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Should she give him the photo or throw it out aretgnd she'd never found it?

Livia had bought the house lock, stock and batdeknowingly, she'd also bought
Clint Bracamonte's past. He'd returned to find d.itvie new owner of his family home.
As Livia cleared long-unopened drawers and sottezligh long-forgotten boxes, she
delighted in each new discovery about the man shétkly come to love. And then
Livia had come across the photograph -- which seemehange everything.



CHAPTER ONE

IN THE silent night Livia heard the low rumble of a capeoaching on the

country road. There wasn't much traffic around hgvea car was something
you noticed, especially at eleven at night. A cgmling breeze sweet with
the scent of lilacs blew in through the open livhiogm window. She closed
it and drew the old-fashioned curtains.

Dressed in a white cotton nightgown, she wanddmexligh the quiet house,
examining, for the umpteenth time, the contents—dlte furniture, the

antigue clock, the dusty knick-knacks on the shelmasndering if she had
made a mistake coming here to spend the night loselie The house
seemed filled with ghosts, strange noises and nmareglls. More so now
that darkness had fallen over the empty countryside

Well, it was not empty, really. There were cows ahdep and horses and
probably rabbits, and frogs in the pond of couasel maybe spirits roaming

the fields. But there were no houses containingdiyprimates of the human

variety for miles around. However, there would Ioe @r more in the car

coming down the road, she reminded herself. Sha'Wsisre if this was a

reassuring thought or not.

The old house stood alone on a hill with a viewtloé¢ Blue Ridge

Mountains, and it was hers. Livia grinned at hdy$eéling a sense of great
excitement. It was a beauty, this old colonial dogiouse, albeit that it
was slightly ramshackle and needed a lot of work. @ce she was done
with it... She could feel her hands itch for hamraed saw and paintbrush.

Ever since the closing this morning she'd beerirgpend packing books
and small items to go to the country auction-ho®ee'd felt distinctly

indiscreet looking through drawers and cabinets@dosets, examining all
the private things that had once belonged to sometse, an old woman
who had recently died and whom she had never kn8wa.had bought the
house with all its contents, because there had heeglatives to claim them
and she had fallen in love with some of the fumgifgome lovely old things,
possibly antiques. But most of it was not of muekue, just the ordinary
slightly worn and shabby furniture of someone wid hved in the same
place all her life, someone who'd grown comfortabith her own things



and saw no need for replacement when upholstery ginen or styles
changed.

This morning she'd put her sleeping-bag, pillow anérnight bag in one of
the upstairs's bedrooms. She unrolled the sledpaiggand put it on top of
the old quilted bedspread of one of the beds. Tommomorning Jack would

be here and they'd go over the renovation plansstartl clearing out the
rooms. She couldn't wait to get started and heldevbhody was keyed up, as
it always was when she started a new project. @meeooms were empty,
they'd start breaking down walls. She loved bregkiown walls, creating

light and space.

She heard the car coming closer. Pushing asiddeel flowered curtains,
Livia looked out into the night, seeing the heddliggapproaching on the
curving road, illuminating the tall evergreens dhne blooming dogwoods,
which looked white and lovely as brides. The cas\gaing very fast, or
maybe it just looked that way, and then it begaslidav down.

It slowed down until it was barely going at all datihen it turned into the
long, curving driveway that climbed up to the hause

Her heart slammed against her ribs. No one knewvsisehere. Why would
anyone come here so late at night? It was almesteel and no decent
person would call on someone else at this timeuiteid.

Maybe this was not a decent person. The world wiasff people with evil
intentions. All you had to do was read the papatstarn on the television.

Oh, stop it, she said to herself. Maybe there waergectly simple, innocent
reason for someone to come to the house. Thermheed She was basically
a cheerful person, and believing in happiness,ajog love was so much
more satisfying than being forever worried about avd disaster. Maybe
the driver was lost and had seen the lights, tHg bghts for quite a
distance. This was rural Virginia, hours and hawsy from Washington
DC, where the day was not complete without a muaddra couple of other
assorted crimes.



Nothing ever happened here. So she was told bylthap and pleasant
woman estate agent who'd been born and bred ie ffeets and who knew
every living soul within a ten-mile radius. So dtel said.

She heard the car door slam shut. Frozen to tlog, flne waited for the
doorbell to ring. It did not. Instead, she heare heavy front door creak
open, then close again. It had been locked. Sloaid d with her own hands
ten minutes ago. She should hidein the wardrolibcbut the window.

Instead, she just stood there with her heart irtheat.

Heavy footsteps moved through the hall and livirepm, the old wooden
floors creaking ominously.

She was supposed to know what to do in situatidesthis. First: don't
panic. Second: get away.

How? Jump out of a window?

Well, she'd not started taking karate lessons étining. She'd decided that
if she was going to make a habit of making tripsxotic places around the
world she needed to be proficient in some formetfitdefence. You could
never tell, could you? Maybe this was the timeetst its usefulness in a
real-life situation. If it failed, maybe she coulet her money back. She
choked back an hysterical giggle.

'‘Anybody home?' came a male voice. It was deeeacklly and the sound
vibrated in the air.

Her tongue lay paralysed in her mouth and she wasatraid to breathe.
Well, almost. She found herself staring at her ienagthe dresser mirror.
Boy, were her eyes big and dark! Her face lookedends the cliched sheet
in contrast to her black hair. Normally her skinsveawarm Mediterranean
tan, winter and summer, thanks to her Latin genes.

And then heavy steps came pounding up the staistlagre he was,
standing right in front of her—the very devil indee



CHAPTER TWO

WILD black hair, penetrating black eyes, a bushy blezked. He was huge,
looming over her, filling the small room with hislk and the sense of dire
threat. The very air shivered with it. As did hedy. He wore faded jeans,
disreputable running shoes and a wrinkled denimt stith the sleeves

rolled up, revealing brown, muscled arms. All ainhwvas big and strong,
emanating a primitive masculine power and virility.

However, she saw no horns, no fangs or whateverdegils were supposed
to have. Neither did she see a gun or knife. Hedtdown at her with his
black devil eyes.

This was not a comfortable moment. Standing thexeefbot wearing
nothing but a long white nightgown, her hair loosiee was not an image
radiating power and control, she was quite suree Blust look like a
terrified heroine in a Gothic novel. Petrified, slemtinued to stare at him. It
did not bear considering what he might be contetmglaas his dark eyes
moved over her from top to bottom.

'Who are you?' he asked.

It was the tone of his voice that got her lungshgaagain. There was no
threat or lechery in that deep voice, merely astument. This was
extremely reassuring. Astonishment she could déhl viistonishment was
good. She swallowed, then straightened her baokicking as far as her
meagre five feet four would allow, and put her reaod her hips.

'Who the hell arggou?'she demanded.

His bushy brows shot up. 'l believe | asked thestjae first, angel.’

Angel. And that from the devil. Oh, God.

Her legs began to shake. 'l own this house anaht v@u out.' Her heart was

racing but her voice was steady, which was nottlshgrt of a miracle.
However, he seemed not impressed.



His brows rose up even further. "You own this h@uisdon't know where

you get that idea. The house is mine.' He reaattechis pocket and fished
out a key. 'See? This is my key. It fits very nyaako the lock in the door of

my house.' The hand dangling the key in front efvia@s big and brown and
very strong. The other one was a perfect matchdbiémat had seen hard
physical labour. Her stomach churned.

"You may have a key, but | have a deed. The closemgythis afternoon. The
house is mine—all legal and above board. | sigriesloats of documents
and the lawyers signed all sorts of documents amabie big cheques and
then we all shook hands and smiled a lot. Thatisiti®s done when you buy
a house.' Oh, shut up! she said to herself. Shayaltalked too much, but
when she was nervous she positively gushed.

"You must have the wrong house.’
‘That's crazy! Of course | don't have the wrongdeddi boughthis one.’

He frowned, then shrugged, raking a hand throughuhruly hair. 'I'm not
going to stand here and pursue a pointless argumiémia woman in her
nightgown. I'll find a way to disabuse you of yallusions tomorrow. What
| need now is sleep.’

His arrogance infuriated her and she clencheddsth thard. However, one

thing she was noticing: in spite of his disreputadghpearance, he spoke in
complete sentences and his English sounded edu¥dethis reassuring?

Did it mean anything? Probably not a thing.

She willed her legs to stop trembling. 'You're slaeping here,’ she said
with a conviction she didn't feel. 'Find yourseliatel. There's a country inn
five miles down the road. It's a lovely place,vallite with red shutters, and
the rooms have four-poster beds in them and yoerlerfectly comfortable

there and...' She stopped herself. Here she wag dagain.

He rubbed his beard. 'It appears to me that yout doderstand,’ he said
patiently, as if he were talking to a dimwittedldhiLet me be more clear:
I'm not going anywhere. This iy house, so/ou should leave and find



yourself a room in the inn. However, | don't turamen in their nightgowns
out into the street at this hour, so be my guedtstay the night.'

The audacity of the man! 'I'll call the police,'eskaid between clenched
teeth.

An amused little grin curved his mouth. He strokesibeard thoughtfully.
'Oh, yes, good old Chuckie," he said lazily. 'Swe,ahead. And while
you've got him on the line, tell him | won the laeid he owes me a hundred
bucks.'

Her heart sank. There went that idea. Maybe he&Cimutkie the sheriff were
partners in crime. These things happened. You halaodt it on TV: the

nation's finest seduced by the rewards of crimeialt a disgrace. Calling
Chuckie would obviously do no good. Now what? Sbeldn't think of a

thing.

The man turned around. 'I'm going to sleep. Goddnigngel." And with
that he strode out of the room. She didn't heardwndown the stairs, and
when all became quiet and her legs were more stshdygathered enough
courage to find out where he'd parked himself.

She discovered him in one of the other bedroomdayisprawled on top of
the big double bed, fully clothed and out cold. lré&l taken off his Nikes
and socks, and that was about it. Like the rekiraf his feet looked big.

It was easy to see that neither flood, hurricanesacthquake was going to
move this man. He was dead to the world and biotbies of it he was going
to stay that way for a while. Which meant she waim@ to be safe for a
while.

She looked at the comatose shape and felt a shvetown her spine.

Where had he come from? Maybe he'd been driving fong time. Maybe

he had escaped from prison, stolen a car... Maybeisould have a look at
the car, check out the licence plates.

She tiptoed down the stairs, although there wasesadl to be so quiet. Her
footsteps weren't going to wake him out of his stupn the hall by the front



door she saw a huge duffel bag with airline tagsitdd Airlines. He'd
arrived at Washington Dulles, but he could have €fmmm anywhere. The
name tag was a coded American Express affair tbatdwonly reveal its
secrets to a computer. Then she noticed the pagimigng out of a
side-pocket. Ticket carbons? It would supply thespager's name and
flight information. She hesitated.

Why had the gods burdened her with an oversuppbyin€iples? She didn't
snoop in other people's drawers and she didn't pgeptheir bathroom

medicine cabinets. She didn't cheat on her taxas.dgIn't steal ashtrays
from hotel rooms; she didn't even take the litttess and bottles of
shampoo. And she never lied. Well, almost never.

She did not go through other people's papers,reithe
She stared at the corner of grey peeping out flenduffel-bag pocket.

Well, she had the right, didn't she? Shouldn't lsh@wv the identity of a
stranger who'd forced himself into her house arfdsesl to leave? A
dangerous- looking stranger now asleep under lod? ro

Of course she did.

She went down on her knees, took the oblong bookiebf the pocket and
leafed through the flimsy carbons, peering hardhat faint lettering to
decipher it. Clint Bracamonte, it said. It seemedit him. He certainly
didn't look like a Jimmy Johnson.

It took a few minutes to piece together his itimgrfiom the collection of
ticket carbons, but then she had it and it madé&éart beat faster—not with
fear this time, but from pure excitement.

Balikpapan-Jakarta-Hong Kong-San Francisco-WasbmpBiC.

Balikpapan! Balikpapan was a town in the Indonesfovince of

Kalimantan on the island of Borneo, a wild plack & jungle and rough
rivers and tiny villages and tribal people livimgditional lives. She knew
her geography, which was not so surprising sineets&d lived in many



places in the world due to a globetrotting fathbiowas a career diplomat.
They'd resided in Jakarta, Indonesia, in Kuala Lumplalaysia, in Dar es
Salaam, Tanzania, in Geneva, Switzerland, and qillaees of which she
had no memory because she'd been too young.

She put the papers back in the duffel-bag pockdt saraightened. She
opened the heavy door. The hinges squealed in aguhghe winced at the
sound. The perfumy fragrance of lilacs greeted 8be stepped on to the
front porch and the old wood creaked under her. fEgerything was

making noise, setting her nerves on edge. She @ololok at the car. As

expected, it was a rental he'd procured at theodjr@a silver-grey Ford

Taurus.

She shivered in the cold night air and went batktine house, tiptoed up to
her own bedroom and sat on the side of the bed Waald come early
tomorrow morning. For now she should just go to.bédBracamonte had
flown straight from Balikpapan to Washington withau stopover—two
days without sleep, across the international dagednd many time zones,
his body clock gone haywire. He wasn't going to evag for a while.

Why did he think the house was his? It was crampassible. She couldn't
think. She was simply too tired. A long afternodrhard physical labour
topped off with a big dose of heart-stopping tetesrded to be exhausting.

She crawled into the sleeping-bag and closed hes. &he should have lain
awake anxious and afraid, but, strange as it msglein, she didn't. She
drifted right off and slept like a baby.

She awoke with the birds, which sang euphoricaliye trees. She'd left the
window open and the April morning was glorious, #uecrisp like chilled
champagne. For a moment she luxuriated in a séngelle being—a very
short moment, because her mind suddenly produeedrtage of the dark
stranger who'd found his way into the house last taght. Black eyes,
black hair, black beard.

Oh, God. She closed her eyes. Well, she was afigdeneell and she hadn't
even had to employ her meagre karate skills.



She locked the bathroom door and had a quick shakenr dressed in jeans
and a bright red cotton sweater. Red was good.allera statement. It
showed confidence and power. She had a hunchsbettisome once Clint
Bracamonte was awake. Hopefully that wouldn't bt dack had arrived.

She put on socks and trainers and tied her hak ipa& ponytail and made
up her face. It was no genetic accident that skleshaight black hair and
brown eyes. She was American by upbringing anderiship, but her
ancestral background sported Greeks, Italians, Bhigngs, and even an
outcast gypsy woman who'd had the audacity tardlbve with a gorgio.
Her mother had researched the family tree with pagsion, travelling to
Europe to find out as much as she could, discogdong-lost relatives—a
dentist, a goatherd, a butcher, a housewife, andndl behold, a toothless
Greek great-great-grandma of one hundred and se@anng black, totally
lucid and not about to depart. She drank two sbbteizo every day.

The family tree revealed many things. It was nostsange that her dearest
passion was travel: gypsy genes. Also, she lovédudal clothes and
dangling earrings, and she'd discovered a tastauo. Her friends insisted
it had to be genetic, because how else was it lplessi like that vile stuff?

Quietly she slipped down the stairs into the kitglanly to find that she had
miscalculated. The man was standing by the sitlindithe kettle. The

same huge male that had walked into her housaitg#t—black eyes, black
hair, but minus the bushy black beard. Her hearei over. He looked
fantastic. She couldn't help thinking it. It wag tinuth. The evil had gone
out of his appearance and what was left was & \any disturbing male sex
appeal. He plunked the kettle on the stove andetuam the burner.

'Well, good morning," he said, noticing her stagdte door.

'‘Good morning,' she returned, feeling the veryaagund her quiver with
sudden tension.

He wore clean clothes—cotton trousers and a bls#i- His hair was
damp from the shower, still too long but tamed hg tvater, at least
temporarily. His eyes were still the same penetgahlack and the part of
his face where yesterday had flourished the bugtaydonow revealed a



strong, square jaw. His face was all hard anglissfeatures well-defined.
Energy radiated from him.

His gaze swept over her, then back up to her fAce you the same woman
| met last night, the one wearing that long, lagyhtgown? Or was that
merely a lovely vision in my dreams?’

Her stomach tightened and her pulse leaped. 'Thatme," she said, not
being able to think of anything more brilliant alofound. It was a pretty
nightgown, true, but she wished she'd been weadltimgtional unisex
pyjamas instead. Only she didn't own any. She likegautiful
lingerie—possibly because it felt good to put ommething soft and
feminine after spending a long, hard day in olchgeand a T-shirt covered
with dust and paint and wallpaper paste.

He took two mugs out of one of the cabinets. 'Gstide asked politely.

‘Thank you, yes,' she answered, equally politelgliWhat was the way
she'd been brought up. It sort of came out auta@alétj but she realised the
absurdity of the whole situation as soon as shedhlear own courteous
reply. The man had invaded her house and now helagsg host.

The groceries she'd bought yesterday had been takenf the paper bags
and spread out on the table. Instant coffee, clabeddars, bread, peanut
butter, thick orange marmalade, strong French muaistde'd obviously
taken charge and acted as if he had every righe toere in this kitchen.

He opened one of the cabinets, took out two pkatelput them on the table,
then opened a drawer and found knives and forkid Ihot escape her that
he didn't search for these items. He knew exachigres they were. It was
not a good sign. A tiny flame of apprehension betgafticker in her mind.
She suppressed it. Maybe he'd checked things didrea

'Make yourself at home," she said coolly.

'l am at home,' he returned. 'So tell me, whabisg yname?'

'What is yours?'



'May | point out to you that a question requiresamswer, not another
guestion?'

"You may point all you want. What's your name?'idsuth curved in faint
mockery. 'Clint Bracamonte. What's yours?'

'Olivia Jordan.'

'Olivia.' He spoke her name as if tasting it, nairm his eyes, considering.
‘Nice name. | like that. Now, Olivia, is this dtldre is for food? What were
you planning to eat for breakfast? Peanut buttedwahes?’

'Something wrong with that?' In Kalimantan peoptebably ate rice for
breakfast, as they did in much of the Far East.

‘Nothing at all," he said calmly. 'l was only agkin

She opened the freezer compartment of the reftigeand extracted a
couple of frozen breakfast burritos in paper wragpi 'Actually, | was

going to have one of these.' She put them on tbateoand turned on the
small toaster oven.

'‘Breakfast burritos?' He examined the frozen faedding the information
printed on the wrapper. '‘Good God, what are thagggto come up with
next?'

‘They're good,’ she said. 'Eggs, cheese, ham, dheswAll the protein you
need.' And all the cholesterol you didn't. ‘Andytheereal easy. All you do is
heat them up in the oven. Haven't you ever seesethefore? Where have
you been?' She couldn't help herself.

'‘Not anywhere in the so-called civilised world,'dad promptly.
So she had discovered from his ticket carbonspbeaburse he didn't know
that, and she wasn't about to admit that she'd beeaping through his

papers.

'‘And where was that?' she asked casually.



'Nowhere you'd know.'

That's what you think, she told him silently, anedywith his arrogance.
She looked at him squarely. Try me.’

Obviously he didn't deem this a worthy challengecduse he simply
ignored it. Instead he poured boiling water inte thugs and handed her
one.

Well, how many people in rural Virginia had evealteof Balikpapan? Not
too many. Yet his condescending attitude was defininsulting. Mr High
and Mighty, Mr Globetrotter with an attitude profve

"You're giving me the evil eye," he said with adgauic twist of his lips.
'It's my gypsy blood," she said lightly, and too#trank from her coffee.

'‘Ah," he said slowly. 'Gypsy blood. Very intriguing that what gives you
the fire in your eyes?' He flicked a finger at penytail. 'And that gorgeous
dark hair?'

Instinctively, she took a step back. It had beeasual gesture, the way he
had touched her hair, yet it had set off instaratrlep of fire inside her.
'Watch it," she said. 'l do spells, too." She wal&at the back door into the
bright spring morning, taking her cup with her. Igi®sence was dark and
disturbing and made her long for light and cheex.nivhde her uneasy with
those black, mysterious eyes and that big, mudately, all male virility
and power. She didn't want him in her house.

Yet it was not fear for her physical well-beingttheade her uncomfortable.
She saw power, strength and energy, but no violéiftere was something
else that disturbed her, that made her heart lbstdrf her senses sharpen.
Something that set off strange vibrations and tirsmo

The back porch was big and had a view of the grsumih its many
blooming white and pink dogwoods, and numerouseazain a luxuriant
riot of colour. It was a fairy-tale garden. Shenled on the wooden railing
and watched the squirrels racing up and down thgel@ak trees just



starting to bud into leaf. Everywhere birds chirpedgxuberant harmony.
Spring was springing and all was light and cheer.

She loved this place. She'd remodel it as a biglydmome, but it would be
perfect as a bed-and-breakfast, a hideaway wheessstl-out yuppie
couples could come for rest, relaxation and romance

She sighed. Romance. She wouldn't mind a littlearoee herself. Actually,

she wanted a lot more than a little romance. Sretwanty-eight and she
wanted a man for the long haul, meaning that sheedsa lot of romance
for a long time, preferably for the rest of heejiinother fifty years or so. A
half-century. Finding a man good enough to last f@mua half- century

wasn't an easy proposition.

The kitchen screen door squeaked and Clint appesedto her, leaning
brown muscled arms on the railing.

He was awfully close, or maybe it just seemed Weat. Her body reacted
instantly, tensing, as if her every cell was awdigis presence. She smelled
soap. She stared straight ahead at the oak tgééinfy the impulse to move
away. She didn't want him to know he disturbed her.

'We need to talk," he said. 'My mind was not eyaatystal-clear last night,
and it unfortunately did not retain the informat@imout the reason for your
presence in my house.'

Her hands clamped hard around her coffee-cupmiit'touse. | bought it, |
paid for it, | own it, it's mine. Is that clear argh?'

He shook his head. 'Unfortunately, it's not claaall If | didn't sell it,you
couldn't have bought it.’

''ve never met a man who owned a house furniskedhis one unless he
was an eighty-year-old widower." Doilies on the Ksa®f chairs. A
collection of porcelain figurines, needlepoint dosis, ruffled curtains,
cabbage-rose wallpap&bood Housekeepingagazines twenty years old.



He observed her calmly. 'Then you've learned somgthday and it's only
seven in the morning. Congratulations.’

She wanted to throw her coffee at him, but onlyelyacontrolled herself.
"The house belonged to an old lady. She died. §bbilne house.’

‘The old lady was my grandmother and she left thesa to me. | have a will
to prove it.'

For a moment she felt panic. Had she been thenviofi some crooked

scheme? It was true that she'd got the housedood price, but not such a
good price as to make it suspiciously low. In hendis eye she saw the
round, friendly face of the estate agent who hadllser the house. The lady
who had told her that there was no crime in theséespthe lady who had
shown her the picture of her baby grand- daughtebeaatiful baby, not at

all the sort of baby that would have a criminal d&agrandmother.

She was not the victim of a crooked deal. She coatdafford to believe it.

If the sale had been a fraudulent one, she miglat éwverything. There'd be
nothing left—no money, no trip to the Amazon jundlefact, she'd be in

debt. It was enough to make you panic and breaknoatsopping sweat.
Only, she refused. She simply refused to panic.

All the papers had been in order. The whole probessbeen completely
ordinary and routine and she was no dummy. This\wHee first time she'd
bought a house. In the past five years she'd botight up and sold five
residences in all. This was the sixth. She knewtwha was doing. She
crossed her arms in front of her chest and gaveahsétony stare.

'l suggest you check with your lawyer about thdt,wshe said, as coolly
professionally as she could manage in the circumstg 'and with Boswell
and Armis in Charlottesville. They dealt with thetate.'

His mouth curved fractionally. 'Oh, | certainly WiAnd you're not going to

get away with anything, his tone implied. He tookveallow of his coffee

and surveyed the view with obvious appreciationdidenot say anything,

but she could tell from his face. A good face. Bfadetermined, yet with a
certain un-definable sensuality... Good lord, whkias she thinking?



He turned to face her again. 'You said you boulghthtouse. Anyone else
involved in this little scheme? A husband perhaps?’

She glared at him. 'Nobody is involved in any kaié scheme. And | don't
have a husband.' Why had she said that? It wasafdme business.

He was too close for comfort. She finished the d@$ter coffee and pushed
herself away from the railing. In the kitchen sipeed a carton of orange
juice, filled two glasses and put them on the table

This was not a good situation. What was she gairtgptwith this man in her
house? How was she going to get rid of him? Heeensts, having breakfast
with the intruder. It was completely absurd.

He came in and poured more water into the ketttepan it on the stove.
She fixed her gaze on his broad back. 'Mrs Coddierdeed two months
ago. If she was your grandmother, why didn't yomedhere sooner to
handle the estate?'

'l didn't know she had died until ten days ago.titeed and sat down at the
table.

'Why didn't you know until ten days ago? Didn't ang notify you?'
'Yes, they notified me, but the news didn't reaehumtil ten days ago.'

'Where were you? The moon? Antarctica? The jun@b&'looked straight
at his face.

'The jungle," he said. 'Only these days we cd#figtrainforest.’
'Yes, I've heard. Which rainforest?'
'Kalimantan.'

She nodded. '‘Borneo, the Indonesian part.'



His eyes narrowed and she felt a thrill of trium@ine smiled brightly. 'l

have this thing for geography. Maps have alwaysifiased me, ever since |
was little. All those exotic places! All those fasating countries and
mysterious islands!" She sighed. 'Well, let's eat.’

The breakfast burritos were heated through andyreaelat. She placed one
on each plate and he picked up his knife and fordl aut into the
tortilla-wrapped bundle. Melted cheese oozed ogy &d ham came into
view. He began to eat without comment.

'So, what do they eat for breakfast in Kalimantah®'asked, having trouble
with the silence between them. Silence made heronsr She wanted it
filled up with something—conversation.

He shrugged. 'Rice, wild boar, fish, whatever." Tveger boiled and he
pushed himself to his feet and made more coffee blnrito finished, he ate
two more slices of toast. Then he got up and maktiéhe kitchen door. He
turned and met her eyes.

'l see you tonight." It was more than a statemérnwas a promise. He
opened the door and strode out.

She ran to the phone as soon as she'd heard tliFivaraway. But the
lawyer's offices weren't open for business yettherrestate agent. Well, she
wasn't going to sit here and be paralysed. Shegamg to go on with the
job.

The skip had been delivered the day before, andbslgan cheerfully
tossing in junk and rubbish. She took down thedoisty window treatments
and tossed them out, except the drapery liningshvehe could use as
painting drop cloths. Soon the truck from Rommalgtion Barn would
come and haul off the first load of stuff she didvant to keep—books and
knick-knacks and much of the furniture.



Then the phone rang. It was Jack, her brotherrttatact, and the familiar
sound of his voice was instantly comforting. Howevmt comforting was
the news that his car had given up the ghost gt morning.

'Would it be a terrible tragedy if | didn't makeatlay?' he asked. 'I'll have it
back by tonight and I'll come tomorrow.'

Livia felt her heart sink. She considered telliragk) what had transpired,

then thought better of it. If she did, all fourhadr brothers would descend on
the house to rescue her within hours. This was neg, of course; it made

her feel loved and cared for, but it might, in attiact, not be helpful. First

she wanted to make sure what the situation realy. w

What the situation really was, the lawyer told hevhile later when she
called again, was that the old lady had made awiéwnly days before she
had passed away. In that will it was stipulated tha house be put up for
sale and the revenue deposited in the bank ingheerof her grandson who
was incommunicado in the Borneo jungle, but wholdshow up sooner or
later. The lawyer himself had been appointed thexetor of the estate and
she had nothing to worry about. Nothing fishy goomg

'What's the name of the grandson?' she asked nigdh@ir breath.

‘Let me check,' said the lawyer. 'Oh, here it i;tGn Bracamonte. Why do
you want to know?"'

'He just emerged from the jungle and he's tryinglaom the house.’

From the dining-room window Livia noticed the silvgrey Ford come up
the drive and instantly felt her heart start racifige truck from Rommel's
Auction Barn was sitting in the drive, full of add of chairs and tables and
boxes with dishes and plates and glasses, noheiof of great value. She'd
spent all day sorting through cabinets and drawdasiding what to keep
and what to sell. She was tired and dirty.. Therdjmoom was cleared and
she was almost finished taking up the old carpeting



Clint came out of the car, strode up to the truokk one look at it, said
something to the driver and turned abruptly. Healed up the front porch,
opened the door and slammed it.

‘Olivia!'

'I'm in the dining-room," she called out. She weotvn on her knees and
started rolling up the last strip of carpeting. ntkath the padding lay a
beautiful oak floor. She'd leave the padding tagubthe wood during the
painting process.

The next moment Clint loomed in the door and statdd dark eyes
scanned the room and what he saw obviously diglease him. Of course,
she had not expected him to be pleased. That washeh heart was
hammering against her ribs. The air was electric.

He advanced into the room. 'What the hell havehgen doing?' he asked,
his voice low and furious.

'I'm clearing the place out,’ she said as calmistescould. 'It makes it a lot
easier to do the renovation work." The room lookatk. All the curtains
gone, the walls empty of pictures, the furnitunmosed.

‘These were my grandmother's things!"
‘'They are my things now," she said, steeling hierdeid | can do with them

as | please. If you want them, buy them back fraamRiel's Auction Barn.
I'm sure Mr Rommel will make you a deal for the lde seems like a nice

guy.’

There was a loaded silence. She felt a shiver ctgnher spine as she
looked at his hard face, his penetrating black eyes

‘All right,’ he said slowly, 'let's talk.'



CHAPTER THREE

Livia's heart was pounding. He was not a man who sufféedéidnce, but
she'd be damned if she'd let him intimidate hemef€'s nothing to talk
about. This is my house and | want you out." Shetwea rolling up the
heavy, awkward carpeting. Dust motes floated in ghelight streaking
through the window.

Clint Bracamonte reached out, took her arms anbbgbdier to her feet. 'l
said, let's talk,' he said quietly.

Her reaction was automatic. A couple of swift moaed she was free of his
grip. 'Keep your hands off me," she said coldly.

He laughed. 'That was very impressive, | have toiad

His reaction infuriated her. How dared he be amRsiddxt time you won't
laugh. You'll hurt.’

He nodded solemnly, but a spark of humour glinteluis eyes. 'I'll keep that
in mind. Karateandgypsy spells. You're a dangerous woman.'

She gave him a withering look which seemed to maveffect on him at all.
Not that she really had any hope of affecting Hedidn't look like a man
who'd feel threatened by anything, and certainly op a lightweight
female.

He pushed his hands into his pockets. 'Now, | lsapeoposition to make,'
he said casually.

'I'm not interested in your propositions.’

'l made some enquiries,’ he went on, unperturl#edl you're right, you
bought the house, and it's yours.'



She inclined her head in mockery. 'Thank you," sdid, pseudo-polite. 'l
understand you are the recipient of the money fitmarsale.’

'‘Correct. Unbeknownst to me, my grandmother had emadhew will.
Apparently she thought I'd rather have the monay the burdened with the
house.’

'‘Good. Then it's all cleared up.'

'No, it's not. My grandmother thought wrongldwant the house. So this is
what we'll do. I'll buy the house back from you aiee you a five-per-cent
profit.'

She laughed. She simply couldn't help it. The aiygadf the man was
amazing. Did he think he could tell her what to do@& he think that she
would let this opportunity be taken from her jukelthat? She met his eyes
unflinchingly. 'No, sir, this isnot what we will do. | bought the house
because | wanted it.'

'I'll give you a ten-per-cent profit," he said ctm
'‘No.'
His eyes narrowed. 'What do you want?"

'l want this house. It's a beautiful old house &mdgoing to fix it up and
make it even more wonderful. I'm going to make itmasterpiece of
renovation," she said loftily. 'Then I'll sell brf every penny it's worth to
someone who'll recognise the value of it. Thagslbsiness I'm in. That's
what | do for a living." And she was very, very da it. She had an eye for
what would work, and what would not, and a brotliko was an architect.

House renovation hadn't exactly been the careé&t dheamed of since she
was five. She'd wanted to be a ballerina then. dSkellen into the
remodelling business by coincidence, helping ofitemd of her mother's
restore a trashed townhouse in Georgetown, a yupfashington DC
neighbourhood. | can do this, too, she'd thougid, &ith a loan from her



father she'd done just that. She'd made a hug#.[@be'd paid off the loan
and bought another house, repeating the process.

Now, six years later, she was making a respectatihg, which was very
nice because she loved to travel, which she dideiwveen projects. She
loved travelling even more than remodelling housdsch was a lot of fun.
Having a job you loved doing was a great blessangl, she was well aware
of it. She loved counting her blessings, which wasany.

Clint was not happy with her reply. His jaw worket.dont want it
renovated,' he said tightly.

‘That's too bad, because it's not for you to de'cgfee couldn't help feeling a
nasty little twinge of triumph. She crossed her@aimfront of her chest.
'‘Besides, it'sstupidnot to fix this house up. Have you seen the atsdtr
wiring? It'sancient!lt's afire hazard!And the plumbing is medieval.' She
was beginning to like this man less and less. Whiels not promising
because she had liked him not at all to start with.was arrogant and
presumptuous and condescending.

He was also dangerously handsome and sexy.

All in all, a toxic mixture and not one that wasiadealt with. There was
an innate sexuality about him that was hard to nfisgas nothing he did or
said in particular. It was jushere,an aura, something radiating from him,
something that affected her more than she wagwyith admit. It seemed so
primal that it frightened her a little. After adlhe was not the kind of woman
who let herself be swept away just by a good bany @ handsome face.
She wanted more, a whole lot more.

He was observing her with an infuriating glint iis leyes. "There's more to
you than meets the eye, is there?'

'l wouldn't know,' she said coldly. 'I've never hadirst impression of
myself.'

His mouth curved in amusement and for a momei@, lendless moment,
their eyes were locked in a wordless sizing upagheother, a recognition of



each other, an acknowledgement. Her body grew waempulse throbbed
and knees began to tremble. It was hard to breétheas terrifying. He
hadn't even touched her. She broke her gaze awayw&nted to run away,
out of that room with its dangerous vibrations, sl fought the impulse.

'If you'll excuse me, | have work to do." She haaminervous quiver in her
voice and prayed he wouldn't notice.

Before she'd gone down on her knees again, hetddogm and without a
word rolled up the last strip of heavy carpetingd alung it over his shoulder
as if it were nothing more than a wet towel.

'In the skip?' he enquired.

'Yes.' She watched him go, thrown completely ofabee. She didn't like

the feeling. One moment he was insufferably autagréne next he made a
helpful gesture like this—helping her do the vdryng he was angry at her
for doing. Through the window she saw him tossdtpeting effortlessly

into the skip. He had dropped the subject of buyireghouse. He had not
insisted, or made threats. However, she was natdej herself in thinking

the issue was dismissed and the discussion ovat.BEhcamonte was not a
man who gave up.

He strode up to his car and opened the back, takihgwo paper grocery
bags. He put them down in the kitchen, then wasietdands before taking
out the contents.

Strawberries, asparagus, sirloin steak, Frenchdbraad double cream,
butter, mushrooms, onions, the makings for a salad a small selection of
French cheeses. A bottle of red wine with an imgpweslabel joined the
luscious foodstuffs on the counter.

'What do you think you're doing?' she asked.
He smiled at her, a true blue Boy Scout smile thegw her even more

off-balance. 'I'm inviting you to dinner,' he salth repay you for your
hospitality.’



She was lost for words.

What could she possibly say? Get out of my housletake your steak and
strawberries with you? She'd be nuts. She'd wolikeda horse all day,
surviving on a breakfast burrito, a peanut butterdsvich and a couple of
chocolate bars. She was famished. She stared giggi the food he'd
taken out of the bag. Why eat chicken soup anderadf she could dine on
steak, asparagus and strawberries and cream? A toD.

He studied her face, waiting for an answer. 'Satwlo you say? It looks to
me as if you could use a good meal."' His voice ev@s. 'You put in quite a
day's work.'

So she had. She straightened. 'I'd love a good.niteas the truth, and she
wasn't in the habit of lying. Also, it was diffiduto resist him. She had to
admit it. Besides, there was no harm in a mealthae?

'Excellent.' He reached in a drawer, found a cogwgcand opened the
bottle. 'How about a glass before dinner? Or areaypurist and want your
wine to breathe first?'

'I'm a purist only when it's convenient. I'd likglass now.’

Wine in hand, she left the kitchen, allowing hine threedom to do his
cooking all by himself. She wasn't much of a coekshklf. It simply wasn't
one of her talents. However, she did like eatingdgfmod. Eating in nice
restaurants worked very well, or at her motherlsseoHer mother did like
cooking. Only her mother, as well as her fathemew®t presently in the
neighbourhood. The government had sent them tdkBodm, Sweden.

Livia went into the living-room and started emptyidrawers and packing
more boxes, sipping wine. A vague, uneasy feeltirged inside her. She
pushed it back. Nonsense. No reason to feel this Wa obligation, no
duty. The house was hers. Everything in it was.l&ne'd bought it fair and
square with her own money.

Yet the little fairy inside her was not happy.



When she was little, her mother had explained atiatitlittle voice inside
her that sometimes bothered her when she'd donetsmm wrong. It
belonged to her personal little fairy of virtuetthaed in her heart. The fairy
loved her very much. The fairy told her what wahtiand wrong. As a little
girl she had imagined the little fairy with smaiittering wings of gossamer
silk, and a tiny candle in her delicate little hana candle to guide her on the
right path.

As she was packing the boxes, the fairy fluttered/ously. Livia told the
fairy to go for a nice long walk. The fairy did noblige. Livia kept on
packing. Ashtrays, doilies, chipped vases, a sthilea cosy, a box of
buttons, a worn-out Scrabble game, a soft baby $we smiled as she
looked at the brightly coloured cloth ball. Someomast have left it here.
She tossed it into the box.

Her hands were dry from all the dust and all thehirag she'd been doing.
This wasn't the sort of job that was compatiblehvgibft hands and lovely,
long nails, polished burnished copper or honey.rose

Clint called her less than an hour later. By thiee was practically passing
out from hunger. The table had been set. He'd ferd a white tablecloth
and candles. They were baby-blue and sat in crgatallesticks. She liked
the candlesticks. She was going to keep them fiselfe

'My grandmother loved these candlesticks,’ he s&itge'd brought them
with her from Poland when she and my grandfathegeated. They were a
wedding gift.’

Oh, great. Now she was going to have to feel guNly, she was already
feeling guilty. Inside her the little fairy was jtecally screaming.

"You can have them,' she heard herself say. Gagt avnasty emotion and
not one she intended to cultivate.

'I'll buy them from you.’

Their eyes met. 'l can't have you buy back your gramdmother's favourite
candlesticks,' she said. 'Just take them.’



'All that businesslike behaviour covers up a sefrh doesn't it?' he said
with a crooked smile.

"Oh, please, spare me," she said derisively andetrated on her food,
which was delicious. She wanted to ask him who &g, what he was. But
something inside her kept her from asking. The $ssknew, the better it
was. She already knew about a Polish grandmothdr veedding-gift
candlesticks. She wanted him out of her way. Ifiide't like her carting out
all the old furniture, what was he going to say wiige contractor arrived
and some of the walls were going to come down?

'What were you doing in the rainforest?' she héardelf ask. She couldn't
help herself. She wanted to know. '‘Catching trdpagas and smuggling
them out? Cutting down the trees for tooth-pick pames?’

He raised his brows. 'Do you always think so wefl@ople, or is it just me?'

She gave him a wide-eyed, innocent look. 'Justvanfidd guesses, that's all.’
She smiled. 'May | assume you're doing somethingerhonourable?’

'I'm involved in a research project. | study theéeraction between the
indigenous people and their rainforest environment.

‘Ah, a scientist.’
'I'm an ecological anthropologist.’

It sounded very impressive. Siwasimpressed. 'Do you live with the people
you're studying?' she asked.

He nodded. 'l live in a traditional longhouse \gial

'Live? Are you going back?'

'Yes." He was on home leave for two months, he, saatking for the
University of Virginia, giving lectures and inteewss in various places.

After that he would go back to Kalimantan. He gheethis information in
short, crisp sentences.



'Why do you want this house, then? You're not géanlive here anyway.'

He gave her a dark, inscrutable look. 'For startendended to live here for
the next couple of months while I'm in the countknd more importantly,
this was my grandmother's house and the place heale.’

The place I call home. Had he no family, then? Bieepts? The guilt stirred
some more and again she forced it down. 'l see $atlu, cutting a piece of
steak. 'Obviously your grandmother had other ideas.

His jaw tightened and he did not respond. For aenthiey ate in tense
silence.

'What are your plans for this house?' he asked tHenvoice was coolly
casual.

She swallowed a piece of steak. 'l told you. I'nmgao renovate it, then sell
it.'

'What sort of renovation do you have in mind?'

She didn't want to discuss it. Yet he was not beingeasonable asking
these questions. Anyone coming to the house cooliceivably be

interested in what she intended to do. It was rat#y a terribly sensitive,
private, personal thing. Only it was. She glanaelea plate.

'I'm going to add another bathroom upstairs anderroge the two existing
ones and put in a whirlpool bath. The kitchen isn\gdo be overhauled.’
There was more. Walls were going to come down,naresam added. She
didn't tell him.

‘Are you an architect?’

'‘No. I'm good with hammer and saw and paint.'

He studied her face. 'There's a whole lot mor¢ ttwain that.'

So there was. 'l know what I'm doing. I've donglénty of times before.’



'‘Ah, a handywoman.' He poured more wine. She legkihg at his hands,
which aroused disturbing images in her mind.

If she weren't feeling so off-balance, it would \®¥y pleasant, actually,
sitting here in such a civilised fashion eating@derful meal, fixed by a
man. The man she married would have to be willmg) @ble to cook. This
was one of the prerequisites, if not the most irtggdrone. Most important
was, of course, his eternal devotion.

He buttered a piece of bread. 'Are you going teel@ntractors, plumbers,
electricians, workmen around here?'

'Yes. All the wiring is going to be replaced andstiof the plumbing.’
'‘And you're dealing with these men on your own?'

She raised a quizzical brow. 'Yes, | am." And slss wery good, too.
Growing up with four brothers was good for manyngs. ‘Is there a
problem with that?"

'l imagine there could be many. Many men are nahfodable taking
orders from women, especially not if they perceiiveir manly domain

invaded.'

She nodded. 'Men with shaky egos, yes, I've noti¥ed have to know
how to handle them.’

His mouth quirked. 'And you do?'
'I'm an expert.'
Humour sparked in his eyes. 'No pushover, are you?'

'l grew up with four brothers. | learned to hold myn." Unfortunately she
wasn't sure she'd be able to hold her own withrtias.



His eyes narrowed, scrutinising her, assessingdmet,she felt again that
odd reaction—the warmth, that hypnotic feeling of being in control. His
black eyes seemed to look straight inside her seuy.

She didn't want anybody looking into her soul uiten, and certainly not
this man. She got up from the table. "Thank youafdelicious dinner," she
said nicely. 'Now, if you'll excuse me, I'll haweedo back to work.'

She hoped he would leave now. Put his things ircarsand go. A while
later she heard strange sounds coming from ougsiddooked out of the
window. Clint was standing on a ladder, sawinggad®ad limb off one of
the old oaks. Transfixed, she watched the movemiehts body, noticing
the effortless control he had over it. Powerful sya strong back straining
under his shirt. The sound of the limb crashintheoground startled her out
of her trance. She closed her eyes for a momentoahkda deep breath.

She stayed out of his way for the rest of the ewggnknowing he wasn't
leaving, not knowing what to do about it. She skestlessly, aware of his
presence down the hall, seeing in her mind theidt®k in his black eyes,
feeling apprehension shiver through her body.

The next morning he was gone by the time she cawastairs, but when
she looked in his room his things were still théte.hadn't given up.

Well, she hadn't expected him to, had she?
She was angry and relieved at the same time.

'l thought I'd come along and see if | could hefaid Sara. 'My mom's
babysitting the kids." Sara had short red hairs loft freckles and a big
smiling mouth She was Jack's wife and Livia loved. The two ofthem
had arrived around ten that morning and Jack hawght the blueprints for
the remodelling work.

Livia and Jack had had the opportunity to tour Hoase on several
occasions before the sale was finalised so theyed lable to plot and plan
and take measurements ahead of time.



Jack was moving through the house, blueprints mdhdouble-checking
everything, while Livia was in the kitchen with &anaking coffee.

'l can use all the help | can get,’ said Liviae'lsorted through everything
downstairs, and now | have to do the upstairs lmdsoyet. All those
drawers and wardrobes... I'll never buy a furnishealse again!'

"You mentioned something about the attic,’ Sard $and | dreamed about
it, can you believe it?'

Livia took out three coffee-mugs and spooned coffeestals into them.
'With you, | believe anything. So what did you dréa

‘That we found a huge box of valuable antique j&xe!

Livia laughed. 'They took her personal belongings af the house, Sara.
Her papers, jewellery, that sort of thing.'

'Maybe they didn't look in the attic. | can't witget up there and see what
treasures are hidden there. Maybe a long-lost Magh@ainting! Or maybe
a Picasso! Just imagine! You'll be rich!’

Livia laughed and poured hot water into the mugs.

Oh, be quiet, Sara! You read too many hidden treastories to your
children. It's gone to your head.' Sara and Jadkh\va little girls and Sara
loved reading to them.

'Well, it could happen, couldn't it? You hear abdliét sort of thing
sometimes. This coffee is awful. Is it instant?"

"You were sitting here watching me make it. Of seut's instant.’
'So tell me about this guy.’

Livia told her about Clint Bracamonte. It felt gotal be able to talk to
somebody.



'Wow,' said Sara. 'Where is he going to live fa tlext couple of months?'
It wasn't what she'd expected Sara to say. 'l #ooWw. | don't care.’

Sara frowned, looking like a worried mother. 'Yant rent anything that
short-term, you know. It's almost impossible. Arglllmeed a furnished
place.'

'It's not my problem,’ Livia said tightly.

‘No, I know, I'm just thinking. He's in quite a dih

'I'm not responsible for his problems!’

Sara raised her brows. 'l didn't say that, butustbe quite a surprise to
come back from overseas and find your home soldroot under you. No
place to go. No bed to sleep in.’

'Oh, please, don't be melodramatic!’

Sara grinned. 'But I'm so good at it! How doesélfto have added to the
homelessness statistic?'

Livia glared at her. 'The man has a ton of moneyaébank, which, for all
practical purposes, | put there personally. Dosit me to feel sorry for
him.'

Toys. A box of toy racing cars, a plastic bucket.efo blocks, adventure
books.

‘These must be his,’ Sara said, rummaging thraugkrank.
'l suppose so.' Livia felt something pressing onldreastbone. She did not
want to think of the big, rugged man as a littlg b little boy playing with

Lego blocks. A little boy visiting his grandmotharthis house.

They'd crawled up a rickety pull-down ladder intee tattic, fighting
cobwebs and dust. Sara simply had to see whatsrlalgenidden in the dark



there, and her enthusiasm had been contagiousaglessmall light bulb
hung suspended from a wire, spreading a vaguelightl Several pieces of
old furniture, none of them precious antiques, lasiged in the dusty
darkness. No paintings, famous or otherwise, redetidemselves. Instead
of treasures, they found boxes and trunks fullldfotothes and trinkets and
draperies, and now they'd opened one full of tdiae. trunk was newer than
the others, just a cheap storage locker studeoksttocollege to keep their
possessions in.

Sara kept pulling things out—a heap of typical bays lay spread out in
front of them.

'Liv, look! A train set!" Sara said. 'lt has evdmytg! Mountains and tunnels
and everything.' She looked up at Livia. 'This &tlv money. What are you
going to do with it?'

'l don't know," she said tonelessly.
"You can't sell it, Liv. You'll have to give it bia¢o him.’
'Yes.'

At every turn she was reminded how much the hoetenged to him. His
past was here. His memories. His damned toys!

* % %

Mrs Fletcher, the estate agent, drove up the dniter big shiny car as Jack
and Sara were leaving late that afternoon. The atds empty. Tired of
sorting odds and ends, Sara and Livia had stripipedining- room of five
layers of wallpaper. Jack had made himself usejukleaning out the
gutters and digging up a giant dead rhododendrsh.bAfter that they'd all
carried the good pieces of furniture down to theelb@ent and covered them
up for safe keeping. Livia was exhausted.

'l have some interesting news for you!" Mrs Fletckaid with a bright
estate-agent smile. 'l have someone who's inter@sthe house and wants
to make a deal.’



Alarms went off in her head. 'Let me guess,’ shé salmly. 'His name's
Clint Bracamonte.'

Mrs Fletcher nodded. 'Yes. He mentioned you wetemerested in selling
the house back to him as is.’

‘That's right." She wondered if Mrs Fletcher blarhed, but she heard no
censure in her tone. She imagined him going tdawser, trying to find a
way to get the house back. She wondered what het imiye said about her.
She sighed. '‘Come on in and I'll make us some eoffe

Mrs Fletcher followed her in. 'l told him he'd batsito want it back the way
it was because it needs work and he'd end up hawidgal with too many
repairs and other upkeep problems anyway and vgoa's) to deal with it

once he's left the country again? The place isggmirfall apart.'

They sat on the back porch, the fragrance of lisaasng and sweet around
them.

'What Mr Bracamonte suggested,’ said Mrs Fletcfter hivia had brought

out two cups of coffee, 'was an option to buy. Heswilling to plunk down

ten grand for that. Cash. | didn't think you'd go i, though having ten
thousand dollars as working capital must be a tatiget.' She gave Livia a
guestioning look.

Livia nodded. 'Sure it is, but | don't want to seil option. It means we have
to set a sale price now and | don't feel | canhdd teasonably yet. So much
depends on the way the various jobs will go and tal/turns out. It's hard
to tell what will happen.’

Mrs Fletcher nodded, stirring three spoons of suigdrer coffee. That's
what | thought. And besides, with an option inggket, he's going to want
his finger in the pie, making sure things are darmertain way. He's going
to want to know what colour paint you're going &2w@nd what quality tile
in the bathroom and the kind of doorknobs on yoawmrd, and so forth.
Somehow | don't think you'll be able to work undéose kind of
conditions.’



Not in a hundred years. 'Right." She would loserggt in the work very
quickly. 'l want to do the job my way.' Shiged her work. It was a real
challenge to make the very best out of the housel this house was
special. She didn't want any interference.

'l made another suggestion,’ said Mrs Fletchéoldl him he could offer to
buy the right of first refusal. A thousand dollassabout standard.'

The right of first refusal. This meant that once ftouse was finished, she'd
have to offer it to him before she put it on therked Was there any reason
not to? Was there any reason why she shouldn'hselthe house once it

was finished? After all, it didn't mattarhobought the house.

‘A thousand dollars is a thousand dollars," said Mietcher practically.
'‘And you'll be free to determine the price the neanill bear once it's
finished and you won't be obliged to discuss anyhef work with him.
You'll be a free agent.’

‘All right, you get the contract ready and I'll lee& look at it.’

After Mrs Fletcher had left, Livia made herself sosoup and crackers and
went back to work. She put the train set and therdabys in the room Clint
had slept in. She stared at his duffel bag, henatt churning. She wanted
him gone. Maybe signing a contract would get hirhajuhe house.

It's the place | call home...

Just imagine coming home and finding your housebegs sold out from
under you...

Damn, damn! She hated feeling this way. As if@lwedhim something. As
if she was guilty of something.

She lay awake for a long time that night, listerioghis car, but it never
came. Finally she fell into an exhausted sleep.



The next day she emptied one more bedroom andujpekhat seemed like
miles of carpeting, listening all the time for dar, feeling nervous and
jittery and hating herself for it.

Clint came back just after eight that evening. Ftbmliving-room window
she saw him climb out of his car and her hearteiover. He looked like a
different man. He wore new clothes—stone-coloum@tba trousers, navy
jacket, a shirt and tie. His shoes gleamed withness. His hair had been
cut. Everything about him was crisp and streamiirad image of
professional confidence and authority. He eveniedm leather briefcase.
Very impressive.

She wasn't too impressive herself in her dirty geamd T-shirt, but that was
the way it went. She slipped back to the kitcheslihg a breathless sense of
trepidation. What would he think when he saw thadeo which was now
basically empty apart from his bedroom and one Isroalm on the third
floor?

'Hello, Livia.'

'Hi." She felt tense all over. Brittle. Angry. Thieor has a bell," she said
coolly. 'Please use it.'

He ignored it, put the briefcase on the kitchernletadnd opened it. He
extracted some papers. 'l have something for yéoaotoat.'

She glanced at the papers. It wasn't difficultde what it was. A contract
for the right of first refusal.

'l understand Mrs Fletcher was here to discuss whiis you yesterday
afternoon.’

'Yes." She glanced quickly over the paper. Then dyms stopped. He
intended to pay two thousand dollars. Cash, namudble. It was way
more than the average fee. It was a very genelffeis o

Her stomach churned. There was no reasonable wagfuse this deal. It
was excellent business on her part to acceptwolild give her valuable



cash upfront while she was doing all the work. Ahé was free to do what
she wanted with the house.

But would she be? She bit her lip.

'Is something wrong?"'

'‘No." She swallowed. "You're willing to pay a hige.'

'l want to make sure you have no reason to refheesaid evenly.

She didn't. Not any reason that would make sensby. ®@asons for which

she had no words. Feelings, fears, apprehensiams.te damned little

fairy jumping up and down inside her.

She collected herself. This was absurd. It wasingtimore than a standard
business agreement and the price was right. M@ tight. She sat down

and began to read more carefully, making sure adl v order.

All was. It was a simple agreement, wrapped inlisti@jargon with which
she was quite familiar by now.

'Do we have a deal?" He was still standing, loonorgr her, tall and
commanding.

She met his eyes. 'It would be unreasonable taeatuwouldn't it?"

He gave a crooked smile. 'Yes, it would be," hel spiietly. There was
something else in his voice, something beyond #ien done. Anxiety
plucked at her insides.

'‘And if | want to be unreasonable?' she asked.

He leaned towards her, bracing his hands on the, tiais face close to hers.
‘Then so will I." There was a devilish gleam in biack eyes. 'l will haunt
you, sweet Olivia. One way or another | will ownstouse again, don't
doubt it for a moment.’



She didn't. Once she was done with it it would péan sale. Anybody with
money could buy it. She shrugged. 'l don't doubitlié was so close that she
could smell the warm male scent of him. It had saslirous effect on her
heart rate.

He straightened, and tapped the document with &rbftnger. "You sign
this and I'll get my things and be gone.' Pushiisgdcket back, he slipped
his hands in his trouser pockets and observeddheity waiting for a reply.

'‘Where will you go?' she asked. It came out autaraléy and she regretted
the words instantly. She didn't care where he w&é didn't even want to
know.

It's the place | call home... His words echoedénliead.

He shrugged his broad shoulders. 'A hotel, a muotegtever. Would you
prefer to sign this in front of a witness or a mptaublic? Or are you
comfortable with just the two of us doing it rigigre?"

The two of us. It was not at all a comfortable aptic It sounded way too
intimate. However, signing the contract here didméke it any less of a
binding document.

'‘Show me your money and I'll sign it.'

He laughed. It was a warm, rich sound that slippgdight into her
bloodstream. He went over to the briefcase, toakaoaheque-book and
began to write. Then he handed her the cheque.

She studied it. His name was on it, as well aatidress. The address was
the house the two of them were sitting in. His dgranther's house. The
house he called home. The house she now ownedeBlamother pang of
unreasonable guilt.

‘Thank you.' She picked up a pen and signed theamirand handed it to
him. He signed it too. She watched his hand apé&memoved with large,
bold strokes to write his name. They both signeatteer copy.



'All done.' He straightened and extended his h&ay we shake hands.'

What could she do but extend hers? His grip wasnaard firm and sent
sparks of fire flying through her blood. His eyesKed straight into hers.
‘Thank you," he said.

She extracted her hand, afraid if he held herd@myer she would start to
glow like a bonfire. 'You're welcome,’ she saidhar best business voice.

He took his briefcase and went upstairs. He camendgmain only minutes
later.

'l found the toys and the train set you put in mym," he said. 'I'll make you
an offer, if you like.'

She clenched her hands. 'Oh, for God's sake,gkistthem! They're yours,
aren't they?'

‘Theyusedo be mine," he said calmly. 'And that train sejuite valuable. It
used to belong to my father. Now, however, it'syalirs, Olivia, as you've
pointed out before.’

Was he tormenting her on purpose? Showing how witalwas for her to
own his house, his childhood toys, his memories?

She shrugged. 'So it's mine. That means | can tloiinas | please. So I'm
giving them to you. Free of charge. How's that?"

‘You're very generous.'

'Oh, stop it!" she said irritably, and turned haclkoon him. It had nothing to
do with being generous, had it?

She felt his hand on her shoulder. 'What's the ana®livia? Are you
angry?'

She shrugged off his hand. He'd touched her oghtly, yet it had felt like
being touched by a live wire. '‘No, I'm not anghis face was very close,



his eyes locking hers. She couldn't breathe. Tlea®@ thundered in her
ears.

What is wrong with me? she asked herself. Why &meling this way? No
man had ever had this effect on her and it wagyiery. She stepped back
slowly, taking in a careful breath, still lookingto his eyes, incapable of
breaking the contact.

Something flickered briefly in his dark eyes, thenreached up and raked
his hand through his hair. 'All right," he saidgbly, 'I'll go up and get that
stuff in my car.’

She fled into the living-room and began to scradpdlaking paint from the

window-frame. She heard him move up and down thessénd watched
through the window as he carried the boxes of tmgsand put them in the
trunk of his car.

Her heart clenched tight. She was staring at tinelew-sill, seeing nothing,
hearing Sara's voice. Imagine coming home andrfigngour house sold out
from under you...

He strode back in the house, up the stairs, them@main. Her legs seemed
made of wood. She moved awkwardly out of the roota the entry-way.
He had his duffel bag in his hand and he stoppéait of her.

They looked at each other, saying nothing, andthmeat went dry. She
swallowed with difficulty. Looking into his blackyes, she felt as if she
were falling into some deep dark hole—falling aradliig and never
reaching the bottom.

'Olivia?' he said softly.

She moistened her dry lips. 'As long as you're gytanbuy the house back
from me,' she heard herself say, 'you might as stall here.'



CHAPTER FOUR

SILENCE vibrated between them, broken by the sudden arga&f the
wooden floor beneath his feet. 'Are you sure?'t@sked quietly. 'This is
your home. You need a place to stay.' "You don# awe, Olivia.' No, she
did not owe him. So why then did she feel as if @l And was that the
reason she'd invited him to stay? Or was somethlisg involved? Was it
her attraction to him? To that irresistible magsmatiof him?

A dark flame flickered in his eyes. 'Do you thimkiould be wise?' he asked
softly. "The two of us alone in this house?'

The air was suddenly charged. Her heart begarrab #nd her throat went
dry. She couldn't tear her gaze away from his eyhs.swallowed hard. 'l
don't know," she said, 'would it be?' The questiong between them, and
the air was alive with tension.

'l be gone in two months,' he said then, hisceorery quiet. It was more
than a simple statement. It was a warning: I'llge®me in two months.
Alone.

Recklessness overwhelmed her. 'l know that." Fedched at her heart.
She felt in the grip of a wild and dangerous insaand she couldn't stop
herself. Did not want to stop herself.

He took her hand, smiling faintly. Then | woulkdinothing better.’

* * %

Livia had set up office in the small den off therft entrance. A sheet of
plywood over two sawhorses served as a large déske was a phone and
a couple of chairs. Stacks of catalogues, construananuals, design
books, piles of colour samples, paint samplesjdaamples and everything
else she needed were neatly organised along thameabn the desk.

She sat at the plywood desk, coffee at her sidi stared at the blueprints
spread out in front of her. It was just past sixhie morning and she hadn't



slept all night. No, not true. She had slept farkale. And while she had
slept she had dreamed.

The dream had been so exciting, so wonderful, @nthe end, so sad that
she'd woken up crying.

And after that she'd not been able to sleep again.

Doom had settled in the darkness around her,dillire bedroom with fear
and apprehension. Outside, an owl had hooted iwtloels and it had given
her the shivers.

Finally, with the first tentative chirps of birdrsg, she'd crawled out of her
sleeping-bag, pulled on some clothes and madedfifisec So here she was,
drinking coffee, waiting for the light to chase andarkness and doom from
the house, from her heart.

But the first part of the dream had been nice. i8e m fact that the mere
thought of it made her feel warm all over. Well,yina it was the coffee. It
was a bit chilly yet so early in the morning.

She took another gulp of coffee and focused hes @yethe blueprint.
Tomorrow the contractor would come for stage onehef renovation:
demolition.

Destruction: broken walls, pieces of timber, plgsdest and more dust, and
the most godawful mess you'd ever see. It was thet exciting part of the
job. She loved it. So, why was she sitting heré feeling excited at all?

At six-thirty he came down in running shorts andnweut. He was
bare-chested and she watched him from the offioglew, her heart in her
throat. He had powerful legs and shoulders anddily moved with sleek
animal grace. After last night's dream this was wb#at she needed. She
turned away, annoyed at the way he affected hdreavay her pulse leaped
at the sight of him.



She was emptying kitchen cabinets, sorting thropgts and pans and
baking dishes when he came back forty-five ministes.

'‘Good morning,’ he said, taking in the crowded texsnand cardboard
boxes filled with kitchen things. He made no comtnént reached for a
glass and filled it under the tap. He was shinyhwgiveat, all primal male
strength and beauty, and her senses jumped taléutl She watched him
gulp down the water, his head thrown back.

His glass empty, he reached for the tap, then sugdewered his hand
slowly as if reconsidering. He stood very stilk kBiyes riveted on the jumble
on the counter. For an endless moment he did neenie just stood there
staring, an expression on his face she could ramt. rieivia's heart made a
nervous little leap.

'Clint? Is something wrong?' she asked. 'Are yougtit?'

He turned his face to look at her, but it seemecees did not see her. They
were far away in some other place and time. Helsh@head as if to shake
something away. 'I'm fine,' he said, but his vaoanded dull and dead. He
refilled his glass and took it outside to the porch

She watched his back, then came to her feet. Helelp was asleep and
tingled painfully. She'd been sitting on it wrorgtanding in front of the
sink, she surveyed the stacks of mismatched pateslishes and cups on
the counter. What was it that he had seen theréd¥mgpounusual caught her
eye.

She went on with her work, but her mind wouldrétve the incident alone.
She picked up a rubbish bag full of discarded itamd carried it out to the
skip. He was standing at the porch railing andestaff into the greenery.

'Shall | fix some breakfast now?' she asked.

'I'd better have a shower first," he said, and dprea half-smile.



‘All right, sure." She went back inside, glancingaia at the counter,
wondering what he had seen there. She shruggeablysi then went back
outside.

'Clint?'
'Yes?'

'I'm going through all that stuff in the kitchefmlthrowing the old things
out and before | go on | thought I'd ask you ifrthe anything in particular
you want to keep.'

'‘No." He didn't look at her.
She stared at the back of his head. His hair culdsdply around his ears.

Her pulse quickened. 'You saw something. You weokihg at something
a few minutes ago.'

His head whipped back to look at her. 'l told yay he said tightly. ‘Just
get rid of the stuff; | don't want it.'

But she didn't get rid of everything. Some of thiegs she kept simply for
their own use while living in the house. The refsthe good, usable items
she packed in boxes and stored them in the baselfemivas going to buy
the house back, he'd probably want the kitchenkstbavith the basic
equipment. She could put it back after the kitchad been remodelled.

She gave an aggravated sigh. Why was she thinKihgn? Why did he
seem to enter into everything she did?

'l assume you have drawings for the remodelling2isked over dinner that
night. He had left that morning after a quick bifeskand he'd been gone
all day, wearing another set of impeccable clotlidsspite the formal,
well-cut business clothes, there was no doubt ahdorugged physical
strength of the body beneath.



She stared at his tie, feeling her body tensesagjinestion. 'Yes, of course.’
'I'd like to see them.’

Oh, would he, now? She felt herself bristle. He mtaasking, he was
demanding. It was there in his voice, the way lo&dal at her.

He wiped his mouth with a napkin and took a drir@af his wine. 'l want to
know what you're intending to do to this houset teo much to ask?"

She supposed not, yet she resented his proprigioma He had no rights,
no rights at all. She did not have to explain diedd. She took a bite of
warmed- up frozen lasagne.

Yet if she refused to show him, she would appedetainreasonable and
petty. And he would find a way to see them anywdihe had to do was go
into her office when she wasn't around.

So she gathered her pride and composure. Theyhregyioffice. I'll show
you after dinner." How calm she sounded! How reablm

What if he didn't like a sun-room off the livinggam? What if he didn't
want the kitchen enlarged? What if he didn't walsrge bathroom with a
whirlpool upstairs?

Easy, she said to herself. If he doesn't like ét,doesn't have to buy the
house.

Only it wasn't so easy, and she knew it. Everytlhiad changed and it made
her angry and defensive. She had so looked forw@ridhis job, and it
seemed now that the shine had gone off it. Witmyetten she made he was
there, in her thoughts, in her considerationshewery things she found in
the house. In her damned dreams!

Dinner over, they went into her office and she lodd the drawings and
spread them out on the desk. Hands in his pocketstood beside her,
towering over her. She smelled aftershave. Herttrate quickened.



'Here,' she said, pointing at the kitchen. 'Thithes way it's going to be.'
And she started talking, explaining, pointing.

The kitchen would be gutted, the wall that separatefrom the little
breakfast-room would be torn down. The outsideniwioom wall would
go to open it up to a sun-room that would be added.

As she talked, enthusiasm took over her anger. dkedaquestions; she
explained. She talked and talked, feeling hersethwg warm with
excitement, because after all this was a challgngibh, more challenging
than the others she'd done before. But she fdlb itp and she was certain,
in the depths of her soul, that it would be a ssscthat the house would be
absolutely wonderful.

She gestured, pointed, and then his hand was togitigirs on the drawing
and it was like a Shockwave going through her. ttsce faltered for a
moment, then with every ounce of will-power she tnamtalking.

'I'm not changing the style and character of theskoyou see. I'd never do
that. It's country colonial and | wouldn't want teake it look like a
California contemporary.” She heard herself takkard the tone of her
voice, and she knew that what she was doing, evsulstly, was asking for
his approval.

His fingers curled around hers on the drawing, lgetightly. She could
slide her hand away, escape his fingers, but sbdenbapower. She was
mesmerised by his hands, the feel of his fingers.

She stopped talking. And the silence was electhe. blood pounded in her
ears. She looked at their hands entwined, feeiggdze on her. Slowly she
lifted her face to his, meeting his eyes, and rarhlurched.

It was no secret what was in those dark eyes asttbiildn't shock her so,
yet it did. It shouldn't shock her because shelsawown feelings reflected
there— the same hunger, the same yearning. Shaddiands slide up her
arms, slowly, sensuously, sliding over her showdgrto cup her face.



His gaze drifted down to her mouth. 'l think," redssoftly, 'it will be
perfect.'

His mouth was close, so close. She felt the waohttis breath on her skin.
She closed her eyes and his lips touched hers—quathed with a

featherlike, tantalising gentleness. Then his mailitised over hers and
there was magic—a mingling of strength and gensisnand his tongue
doing an erotic little dance with hers.

A soft moan escaped her and his kiss intensifiatsiqg now with deeper
need until she felt dizzy with it. Her legs weremibling and she put her
arms around him to steady herself. His back wag &ad strong under her
hands and the warmth coming through his shirt sdetmélow over into
her.

They pulled away at the same time. His hands geekbased her head and
wandered down her shoulders and arms. He tookpabsiek, a faint smile
softening the hard, taut lines of his face.

'A dangerous game, this,' he said softly.

Nothing seemed quite the same after that. Thereavgabtle change in the
atmosphere between them—a sense of waiting, a sehsgervous
apprehension.

Most days he was gone during the day, lecturingiwing presentations,
but the moment he stepped into the house the tegiere back and the air
seemed to crackle between them.

He did not kiss or even touch her again, yet thenorg of that first time
hung like a presence between them. She was acamedye of his eyes
following her every move, watching her as if he eroking for clues or
secrets. She had no secrets, nothing worth theatteks scrutiny.

When they had a meal together she invariably tal&ednuch, out of sheer
nerves. Silence frightened her and so, as shel file silent spaces with



words, she told him everything about herself. Henssd not to mind her
chatter, even seemed amused now and then.

'You have a very sexy voice,' he said one day, nggker heart turn over.
But it didn't make her stop talking. She asked tijoes, too many
guestions. He didn't answer all of them, but hesdiahe.

He'd grown up with his parents in Richmond, butytthedied in a ferry
accident during his first year in college. So dgrthe holidays he'd stay
with his grandmother. He had no other close family.

She could not imagine it. She had scores of fanailyits, uncles, cousins.
To be alone in the world like this seemed awfult Ke certainly did not

elicit her pity. He was not the kind of man whaé#e kindly to her showing

him pity, either.

He was a man who took his work seriously, and sttenled with rapt
attention as he told her of his life in the foremtd how traditional lives
were changing with the lumber companies drivingthfer and further
inland destroying the forests. His research invdblgéudying traditional
communities and the way people used their forest@mment—the plants,
wood, fungi, insects and other forest products thesgd for food,
medicines, tools and utensils.

He was not alone, as she had initially assumedwbouted together with
another American scientist, David Holloway, a bagan

The village was tiny, hidden deep in the interaord could only be reached
on foot. One enormous longhouse sheltered all amelded and three
villagers. A longhouse, she knew, was a large siraduilt off the forest

ground on hardwood poles. Along the wide verandd Htretched the
length of the building, many doors led into thevpte family rooms.

He told her of the people in the longhouse villagéh genuine liking and
respect. He played games with the children and ladeaf them by name.

Little by little she glimpsed what lay behind thearkli eyes—a
compassionate, caring nature—and she liked whasale



She loved listening to him talk. Fascinated bydt@ies, she would forget
everything around her. Then something would happenieok, an

accidental touch, and all would be forgotten ancgtdhe saw was only
him. The stranger who had invaded her house hadiet/her heart as well.

She knew she loved him.

All she could think of as she worked on the houss Wim. Feverish,
passionate imaginings haunted her dreams.

He was gone for several days, lecturing in New Yamld Philadelphia. He
would spend the weekend with friends and wouldabéck until Monday.

While the workmen were doing their manly thing wialkedgehammers,
Livia was in the third-floor bedroom, taking dowmirtains and going
through the wardrobe and dresser. There wasn't rthuste—a sewing
machine, sewing supplies, patterns and some lendtmaterial. And then
at the bottom of a deep drawer she found the dfetiny party dress for a
tiny girl, yellow with white daisies hand-embroiédédron the bodice and
white lace along the tiny collar. It was all fineshapart from the hem. It was
a lovely little dress. Had the old lady been sewimg and not had time to
finish? What little girl was meant to have it? Ytdiad seemed hidden at the
bottom of that drawer as if abandoned. It looked &$rad been there for a
long time and it had the vaguely musty smell of sething damp and
un-aired.

She held it up and smiled. It could be washed amrhed. She might find
someone to give it to. She put it aside and wenpitimg old patterns and
scraps of material into the plastic rubbish bag.

She was glad Clint was gone for the next three.dagmve her breathing
space. Every time she looked at him she'd prabtistrt trembling. How
could any man have such an effect on her? Shetlgbing of the dream
and fear would overwhelm her. What was she getigrgelf into? Would
she be able to be rational about it? Would shebbe ta handle it like a
grown-up, mature adult woman?



She groaned. She didn't feel like a grown-up, neadwiult woman. She felt
out of control, wild with hunger. It was embarraggiShe wanted to dance
in the grass in her bare feet. She wanted to laBglshe laughed.

It sounded rather strange, so she stopped. Pedpdanghed out loud to
themselves in empty houses might be suspected whdha mental
condition.

Maybe she had. She grinned to herself. Maybe laagawmental condition.

It was Sunday afternoon and the silence was @ltss workmen were gone.
No sledgehammers, no saws, no voices, no portabke decks wailing
country music. She was alone, completely alone,slredwanted to enjoy
the peace while it lasted. Tomorrow Clint woulddaek.

The sun was shining and it was a perfect springtth@temperature mild, a
soft breeze stirring the new greenery and theudlirof the scent of roses.
Livia took a large towel and went outside. She g@isg to lie down in the
grass and soak up the sun. She deserved a listleanel relaxation, and
communion with nature was good for the soul. Tlesgmas cool under her
bare feet. She'd spent so much time inside, itikdtparadise to be out. It
was paradise. She lifted her face to the sun aneédm

She found a perfect spot in the sun and spreatthedwowel. It was so quiet.
Only the birds and the hum of a bee broke the s#ehe was alone in
paradise.

She laughed, and then, on impulse, she strippeldenfshorts, T-shirt and
her silky scraps of frivolous underthings and stiet her arms to the blue
sky overhead. It felt great! Then she lay downlmtbwel and closed her
eyes. Ah, bliss! Maybe in one of her earlier ligég had lived on a tropical
island where people wore no clothes. It was a wduallg free feeling. The
soft spring air was like velvet on her skin, thalgght warm and sensuous.
She took in a deep breath and smelled the scegtast and clover and
warm earth.



Something awoke her from her slumber. Somethingleitc An ant
crawling up her arm. She kept her eyes closed asrsived a lazy hand
along her arm. She felt weightless. She didn't wamove. It felt so good
lying here in the sun, dozing, her body languid aadm.

She sensed movement by her side and her eyes filewio sudden alarm.
Clint. Her heart lurched, then set off in a galloiptrepidation. He was
barefoot, bare-chested and wore only a pair of keh&rts, and he was
sitting next to her in the grass, looking at her.

She lay there, transfixed by that broad chestgtlsosouldering eyes and she
couldn't move.

'Clint..." she said, but it was only a breath of leiss than a whisper. The fear
was gone, replaced by another emotion—a needsibléeyearning.

'Yes,' he said.

She felt her body bloom under his regard, a feedmduscious, so natural
that nothing could stop it. I love him, she thought

'You're so beautiful,’ he said softly, smiling fyninto her eyes. 'Do you
mind my looking at you?'

'No," she whispered back. She did not mind. Itrditifeel wrong. With any
other man it would have been wrong, but not witimChot here. Her body
felt rich and ripe, the sun warm on her skin.

He laid a hand on her cheek. 'You feel warm.'

The contact sparkled her blood and she wantedvi® igito the delicious
feeling, yet reason stirred.

'We can't,’ she whispered. 'We...'

'Yes, we can,' he whispered back. 'l knew.'



It was difficult to breathe. '"You knew what?'

'l saw you from my bedroom window. | knew... | waahtyou.' He trailed his
hand down her throat with tantalising sensualitywouldn't have come
down here to find you without... thinking." He gasefaint smile. 'lI've
wanted you for a long time, Livia.'

'Yes,' she whispered, dizzy with the touch of lyisse the sound of his voice.
It was inevitable that this should happen. Shethknit since the first time
she'd seen him. It had hovered between them imathet had danced
through her blood, tingled under her skin, hautexdin her dreams.

He smiled down at her, his dark eyes full of a sitetng fire ready to burst
into flame. He touched his finger to her mouthlugtéring of warmth. 'Do
you want me, gypsy woman?' he asked softly.



CHAPTER FIVE

A BLACK lock of hair fell over Clint's forehead. The comef his eyes
crinkled as he smiled into her eyes with sensuougaition. The smile
softened the angular, rugged lines of his face.tébth were bright against
the dark tan.

Livia wanted to touch him, run her finger along ttwstours of his mouth.
She wanted to feel his lips on hers, and on altéiseof her body. And she
had wanted it for a long time.

'Yes,' she whispered, reaching out for his handparnting it on her breast.
She saw the tremor running through him.

'Every time | look at you, | go crazy inside," ls@dson a low note. His chest
rose and fell rapidly with each breath. 'There'mathiing generous and
loving about you that shines in your eyes and tgetsy gut every time.'

'So why did it take you so long?' she whispered.

'I'm a man of great self-restraint,’ he said wéimf self-derision. He fondled
her breast with gentle, erotic little touches. 'Avigy didn't you seduce me?'
he asked then.

'I'm a woman of great self-restraint,’ she saianptly. 'And will you please
kiss me now?'

He did. His mouth made her blood sing and her skigle. He took off his
clothes and lay on his side beside her and madécmaity his hands and
mouth.

"You are so beautiful," he said huskily. 'You feelsoft and warm and sexy.

She drank in the words with feverish delight, reaghout to touch him,
eager to feel every inch of his strong, muscledybsd different from her
own, so wonderfully enticing.



The scent of clover and crushed grass wafted artherd. She closed her
eyes against the brightness of the azure sky anddwon her side to press
herself against him, restless and full of longiagrhore.

His chest was rising and falling rapidly and skhsted her mouth against the
warm skin, the curly hair tickling her face. He die@ wonderfully male, a
clean, exciting scent that filled her head and ntetevarm and dizzy. She
felt the throbbing of his heart, and that of hempwand was gripped by a
sweet delirium.

'He was in her arms, this big dark stranger slaldrf in love with, and he
wanted her.

Oh, how he wanted her! His mouth, his hands anthellrest of his body
told her so. And she wanted him back with a deepremest need because
in the past weeks he had wrapped himself arountideat and she knew he
belonged there forever. He was the most wondeefy snan she had ever
met and she loved his dark, secretive eyes, andlapeshe would know
everything.

He made love to her in a slow, sensual way, tasitgjiher until she thought
she'd go mad. Her body pulsed and quivered, anansiamed against his
mouth, and then it was no longer slow and gentlg, fbll of fire and
passion. She gave him back in full measure, sanguhie feel and taste of
him, the strength of his body, hard and soft atstrme time.

No restraint now. No inhibitions or thoughts or gtiens. Her body sang,
her senses danced and all was magic.

A bee droned near by and the soft summer breeakestiher heated skin.
They were outside in the grass, under a blue surekyeand nothing could
have been more right.

It was better than her dreams, better than hemregilthntasies, because this
was real.

She whispered his name. In answer his body shudidegainst her and
instantly the aching tension inside her broke wéves of rapturous release.



Breathless, they clung together, languor slowlyingkover their sated
bodies. His warm mouth nuzzled her neck.

"You're wonderful," he murmured.
'l was...wild," she whispered back, faintly embssed by her own abandon.
Her hands rested on the back of his head, herrBngerling through his

damp hair.

He chuckled. 'A true gypsy woman—wild and passiendthat doesn't
bother you, | hope?'

'No, no... | just didn't know | could ever feel tgpso totally wanton.'

'‘And did you like feeling so totally wanton?'

'Yes,' she admitted. It was quite a wonderful feglio just let go. '‘And

you're quite wild yourself, may | point out, formseone with so much
self-restraint?’

He laughed softly. 'When | let go of the restraingre's no telling what will

happen.' He kissed her gently and wiped a stranthofaway from her

cheek. 'This was quite wonderful, out here undersky.’

'Yes. Like a fantasy. | didn't expect you to coraekbtoday. And then when
| woke up, there you were.' She smiled. 'I've bleawving fantasies about
you," she added.

'‘And | about you.'

'‘Really?' she asked.

'Don't tell me you didn't know. You must have known

'l was hoping,’ she admitted, and closed her egrading. 'I'm so...l don't

know the word. Sated. Fulfilled. Worn out. | dahink I'll be able to move
for hours.'



'We can stay here. We can have a picnic dinner witie and cheese and
peaches and sleep under the stars.’

Her eyes flew open. 'Oh, that would be great!

And so they did. They drank wine and ate cheesepaaghes while fire
flies glowed in the dark. They made love again siegt under the stars.

In the morning they awoke in each other's armshéosweet warble of a
single bird, a joyful song more beautiful than amysic.

'It must be a love song," he whispered, and theyenhave again.

The weeks that followed were bliss. Livia had nexezn happier in her life.
Clint was an attentive and passionate lover, enppkier advances when she
made them.

Little by little she carefully drew him into the wq asking him about his
preferences in terms of colour and style. It was@&et delight to find their
tastes did not differ much. However, it was ratbérious that house
decorating was not one of his burningpassions, lendeemed perfectly
happy to let her do her thing. He showed no désinaterfere with her work
in any way, or to put forward his own ideas and ded they be
implemented.

She started fantasising about living together ie bouse, taking trips
together to exotic places. She would help him Wwithresearch or come up
with projects of her own. She was a fair photogespimaybe she could
become a really good one. She'd take stunning regtuhave them

published, win prizes, become famous. If you dregmyeu might as well

dream big. She would smile at her own fantasiesheshammered away
installing extra shelving in a cupboard, or painteddow trims.

'Why aren't you married?' he asked one night, dtge hestled between her
breasts.



It was a good question. 'Men are scared of me Saltke

He laughed, lifting his face to look at her. 'What you expect? You beat
them at their own games. You drive a pick-up tru¢ku know how to
handle he-man tools. You crawl on top of roofs xdeaks. On top of all
that you are a successful businesswoman and wegridbch you you use
karate on them. Very intimidating, Livia.'

Only he wasn't intimidated. He was amused.

'So what am | supposed to do? Pretend I'm a hslptgmpering female so
they can feel macho and needed?'

‘Not for me you don't have to.'

'‘But then you're not intimidated," she said, skidiver fingers through the
thickness of his hair.

‘True. I'm fascinated.'

'Oh, really?'

'Yes. | find it fascinating to see you run aroundeans wielding hammer
and saw and then at night you've got your hair domegaring a soft sexy

nightgown and you smell of jasmine. So sexy, sqoterg.’

'I'm glad you find me sexy and tempting, becausisad find you very sexy
and tempting.’'

'It's a very convenient coincidence.'

'‘Coincidence? How can you call this coincidence® Sipped at his
earlobe. 'lt's providence, fate, kismet.'

He silenced her with a kiss.



That afternoon, a large flower arrangement was veedd by a
Charlottesville florist. 'For the sexiest carpergsund,’ the card read. Clint
had signed it himself.

She put the bouquet on a stool in the middle ofetinety living-room and
left the door open so she could see it every tineepassed.

The work was going well. The sun-room had beert ¢ new bathroom
and the whirlpool installed, as had the centratamditioning. The kitchen
was almost finished. The electricians and plumbksrd various other
workers had departed, and the house was blissildigt again. Now came
the painting, the floor work, and a host of othetadl work.

One day she was painting a bedroom cupboard, @argpatic contortions
to reach the corners in the small space, when €éimte into the room.

'Look what | found outside,' he said.

She untangled herself, sat down on her knees, fdgéwnout of her face and
held the paintbrush over the can. She looked dtdmsl.

In it squirmed and chirped the tiniest naked litilgby bird she had ever
seen.

'Oh, my," she whispered, 'that poor little thir§jie was whispering, as if
even the sound of her voice would hurt the delicaténerable creature.

Clint's big hand curved protectively around thg tard. 'l found him under
the big hickory tree in the back. | don't see d,rmg he must have fallen out
of one.’

'He has only barely hatched; he doesn't even heathhdrs yet. He's not
going to make it.'

Clint gave a light shrug. 'l couldn't just let hiim there, screeching his little
heart out. Do you have an eye dropper?'



She met his eyes. 'Are you going to try and s&®/e it
'What choice do we have?'
Well, not any she could think of.

So they tried to save the pitiful bird. In an oltbe- box Clint made a nest
with grass and paper tissue. He bought a book abeatiing various kinds
of wildlife. They pored over it together. They simised the tiny creature,
trying to determine what kind of bird it was.

'‘Maybe it's a cardinal,’ she said, thinking of bnght red bird it would be
when it would mature, at least if it were a maby. a robin or bluebird.'

They fed it every two hours—milk from an eye dropgey bits of raw
ground beef, mashed-up hard-boiled egg. In the mgsnhis frantic
screeching reached all the way up to the bedroom.

It lived. Every day it seemed to chirp louder aodder. It grew. It began to
grow feathers.

It was not a cardinal, nor a bluebird, nor a regkabted robin. It was a
sparrow—mousy brown, plain.

They watched it as it perched on Clint's index éindglapping its wings,
chirping frantically, desperate to fly.

'It's life," Clint said, smiling at the tiny, fligting creature.

Livia looked at the big man and the tiny bird aett her heart flow over
with love.

They spent a lot of time talking. Livia liked tahig. She enjoyed figuring
people out, what their background was, what thegccabout, why they had
the job they did. For obvious reasons she was tharea little interested in



Clint, but Clint was not all that forthcoming abdumself, except when it
concerned his job.

He loved his work in the rainforest and it was @ he was anxious to get
back to Kalimantan. The project would last anottven years, studying

several more traditional longhouse communitieseAthat he planned to
come back, teach for a while and probably go owesrseain for another
project.

She tried not to think about Clint leaving. Butwly, insidiously, fear crept
into her mind. Had she been stupid to let thingslye far? Stupid to hope
he might change his mind?

Was she imagining something that was not theréisleyes, his touch, his
lovemaking?

He never spoke about her joining him. It was obsisikie was not part of his
future. He'd made no promises.

'I'll be gone in two months," he had said.

* * %

The whirlpool bath was big enough for two. When 'éghglanned its

installation she'd never in her wildest dreams imed herself in it with a

man. At the time there had been no man in herNi@av there was Clint and
sitting in the whirlpool together was a nice wayfitosh the day, to soothe
her muscles and relax. A glass of wine also helped.

He'd been gone for three days lecturing in New Yarid he had suggested
they try out the bath.

'l want to know if it works,' he'd said, giving hedevilish look.
It worked. It was wonderful. It was relaxing. It svaxciting.

Later, they made slow, sensuous love on the bigdrstlafterwards she lay
nestled in his arms, her back against his firm ghegir legs entwined,



wondering how this could possibly ever end. Thégdi together perfectly.
They belonged together. For ever and ever.

He was leaving in two weeks.

When the house was finished, she could follow t&tay with him in the
rainforest village. Wherever he was she wantecetdSihe was a gypsy; she
had an adventurous spirit. It was so simple.

She stroked his hand that lay flat on her stomatbu realise that I'll be
done with the house in about six weeks?' she muadhur

'It's been going faster than you had estimatea?he

'Yes. It's because I'm inspired. Having you aroisntbing wonders for my
energy level.’

He chuckled. 'I've noticed.' He nuzzled her nesk.What are you going to
do when the house is finished?' he asked lazily.

A simple question, asked in a tone that indicatedvhs not involved with
the issue. By then he would be gone and they woalidnger be together.

Maybe she'd misunderstood his tone. Maybe he wasested to find out if
she was open to other possibilities. Maybe heyeahtin't know how she
felt.

She went on stroking his hand. 'I'm going to roamworld and search for
adventure,’ she said lightly. 'My gypsy blood isristg. It always does
between houses.' In the last few years she had sipen biking through

Europe, safari-ing through Kenya and sailing in @aibbean. This time
she had planned to explore the Amazon rainforestather a portion

thereof. However, amazingly, she had suddenly fabatithe rainforest of
Borneo held even more appeal. She'd neglected @ raay necessary
arrangements for her intended trip to Brazil.

He was winding a strand of her hair around hisdm¢\nd where will you
go?'



Il climb mountains and traverse deserts,' she, speaking lightly again,
but her heart was beating faster. 'Then I'll comKdlimantan and see how
you're doing all alone in the deep dark forest,' Gbd, what was she doing?
What was she saying?

‘A terrible idea,’ he said, equally lightly. "Youyt lost before you found
me. You'd get chewed up by leeches and bitten iofesgpand you'd have to
eat smoked boar and bee-larvae soup.’

"You're trying to scare me off,’ she said, psewdadinded. 'I'm very strong
and very smart. | even speak Bahasa Indonesiamber@ I'd get myself
some guides and rent a boat. Sooner or later i'thgee.'

‘After the river becomes impassable, you'll havevédk for two days.' His
voice was even, yet she could feel the tensionsitbvdy as it touched hers.
He had stopped playing with her hair.

'l can walk and | so like adventure,' she whispered

"You won't like leeches crawling up your legs.' tdeed her on her back,
leaning over her, looking into her eyes. 'Go onryioip. See Java again,
hang out on the beach on Bali, but don't ventui@time Kalimantan forest.
It's too damned dangerous.'

She should stop right there. Let it go. But she m@tggood at giving up and
a streak of stubbornness had often served her well.

'I'm tough. And I'd love to visit a longhouse vijlmand see how you live,
she said recklessly, knowing she was in deep weater. Knowing she'd
ignored all the warning signs. 'lIt might be veryenmesting." She smiled
brightly. 'l could stay for a while and learn how weave mats or make
traditional medicine, or | could bring a tape retmrand record people
telling me traditional stories and myths. Then Have them translated,
publish them and become very rich. What do youktliithat idea?’

He faced her silently. She sensed the terribleidans him and her heart
began to gallop.



'l think," he said slowly, 'that you've got the wgoidea, Livia.' He turned
away from her, got off the bed and went into ththimom. She heard the
shower.

She listened to the rush of water, her heart tgrtonstone.

He had warned her. She'd gone into this with hes @yide open, but she
had dreamed like a silly woman, hoping that higltor her would win over

his reservations, would make him see that he aoaildive without her. She

was such a romantic. She believed in love and remamnd all that was
good and lovely and wonderful. It was naive, andhext age she should
know better.

The shower was turned off, and a few minutes I&teit emerged from the
bathroom, a towel wrapped around his hips, hisdeinp. He sat down on
the bed at her side and took her hand.

'l didn't mean to mislead you, Livia," he said lsoft

She willed herself to be calm. She looked intoface and took in a deep,
steadying breath. 'You didn't. | misled myself.'

He glanced down at their hands together on the SReemanence is not for
me." His voice was rough. 'My kind of life does tend itself to marriage.’

'l understand,’ she said. She was, after all, soresble person.

'I'm sorry if you're hurt.'

'I'll get over it." It was a lie. She did not thiske would ever get over it. But
she did have her pride and her dignity. She wouoldall to pieces in front

of him. It was all her own fault. He had warned.her

I'll be gone in two months...



She had disregarded that warning, had assumednbathe loved her he
would not be able to let her go from his life. $h&ssumed that she would
show him true love, that once he understood thegpoWit, he would not let
go of her.

She had been wrong. She had failed. In the enthallthey'd had was a
short affair—beautiful on the outside, empty on ithe@de. Now she would
have to live with the consequences.

"You deserve happiness, Livia. You are a warmnigvexciting woman and
you deserve a man who can give you what you need!' not that man.’

He didn't love her. He had never intended to loge Rle had intended to
leave her and he had told her so. She withdrewh&ed and sat upright,
pulling the sheet up with her. She would not haseeced her breasts earlier
this evening, or yesterday or the day before. Nbevdid, and as he looked
at her she knew that the gesture had not escaped hi

His eyes met hers. 'l didn't mean to hurt you, d.ivl thought you
understood.’

She bit her lip. 'l did. | thought | could... haadl. | was wrong. It's my own
mistake and | take full responsibility.’ It soundsdmature, so together. But
she didn't feel mature and together. She wantetrieam, break down in
tears. Instead, she smiled bravely. 'Don't worim. ot going to fall to
pieces and make a scene.’

His face worked. His eyes glowed dark and wild aedcursed under his
breath. He rose abruptly and turned his back onéwary muscle in his
body hard as steel.

‘There's no reason to be angry,’ she said, heeahiaking a little.
'‘Dammit, there is!" The words cracked like an egmn. There's every

damned reason to be angry! | didn't want to huat yshouldn't have let this
happen!



She stared at his brown back. 'l don't think it wamatter ofletting it
happen,' she said huskily. 'It just did." She pdu%end it wasn't just you,
you know. | was there too. And you weren't in cleamgme or my actions or
my feelings, so don't act as if you had any corax@r all of this.'

He turned, his black gaze meeting hers. 'l shoaigetseen it coming. All
the signs were there.'

All the signs of what? That she loved him? Welg slasn't good at keeping
secrets. Her heart ached. She loved him, and h&tdave her. It was
simple, devastatingly simple.

She slipped out of bed. Her hands were shakindn@gst on a robe. She
moved to the door and opened it. 'I'll get my tliogt of here tomorrow.’

'Livia..." It was an oddly strangled sound. 'Pleasm't do this.'

Her hand clasped the doorknob hard. She straigthtesmeback and met his
eyes. 'l have to. I... | can't handle it any otly." Anguish almost
overwhelmed her. 'I'm not sophisticated enoughafdetached affair." She
turned and walked out the door.

His car was gone by the time she got up the nexhmg, bleary-eyed from
lack of sleep. She was supposed to be paintingshetdidn't have the
energy. Instead she picked up a book on growingsreke'd found and put
aside, and took it to the porch with a third cugcoffee. The old lady had
loved roses. There were many in the garden, blogriururiantly. She
leafed through the book, reading the commentsenrrith the margins in an
old-fashioned, spidery handwriting.

Halfway through the book she found a snapshot batiee pages.

She stared at the picture, her heart contractiagthroat closing. Her hand
shook so badly, it was difficult to focus.It wapiature of Clint with a baby
girl on his lap and a smiling woman by his side, dteeek resting against his
shoulder.



They were sitting on the garden bench framed bysesasf red roses.



CHAPTER SIX

LiviA stared at the photo, transfixed, her mind a wbolf emotions. And
guestions, so many questions. Who were they, theamcand the child?

He had never mentioned a wife, nor a baby. Thelgddaso happy, all of
them. Clint, smiling, his muscled brown arm holditlge baby in a
protective embrace against his broad chest. Theampblonde, blue-eyed
and so obviously in love. Her hair was long anchglaind fell in soft waves
around her face and over her shoulders. She wskg-blue shirt and white
shorts, revealing long, shapely legs. She lean&al @lint with loving
intimacy. They belonged together.

His wife, his baby daughter. Strange, painful eoritwisted in her chest.
Her throat closed. Where were they now? What hagdraed?

Should she give him the photo or throw it out aretgnd she'd never found
it? No, she could not do that. She could not tegaand discard a picture
displaying love and joy, a picture that wasn't hers

She was in her office doing paperwork when he ctommaigh the front door
at seven-thirty that night. He was dressed in 4 aod tie, looking
disturbingly attractive with his dark, rugged lookbove the civilised
clothes.

'Hi," she said, her throat dry. She felt awkward ancertain because of
what had happened last night, because of the ghatday on her desk in
full view.

It took no time at all before his gaze settledtmngicture. She watched him,
her heart going wild. He grew very still. He stae¢dhe photo, a mixture of
emotions passing across his face, then the mastaggh Aloof, remote.

He did not reach for the picture. He did not saytlaimg. He just stood there
looking at it.

Her heart was racing. 'Is this your wife? Your daeg?' she asked softly.
"You never told me you had a family.’



'l don't." The short reply was cold and hard. Hehaal the jacket back and
put his hands in his pockets. 'Where did you fi?tHe did not look at her.
There was a terrible stillness in his features.

'In a book. A book on growing roses. It was in boeise and | kept it, the
book, thinking there--' She stopped herself, clpsiar eyes for a moment.
"You didn't tell me about them,' she said tonelessl

'No.' He turned his back on her and made for thee.do

'Clint!" Despair rushed through her, making helkiess. '‘Does this have
anything to do with your not wanting... permanena#... with me?’

He turned to look at her, his face carved out ofist 'Do me a favour and
don't play psychoanalyst,” he said coolly. 'It's ial the past. This has
nothing to do with the present.’

'Clint, you can't--'

‘Let it be, Livia.' His eyes glinted dangeroushhis is not your business and
| do not intend to discuss it.' He strode out &f door.

She felt as if he had slapped her. She starec anpshot, seeing nothing
but a blur of red roses.

For a while they'd been so happy.

Everything had been fine as long as she hadn'heslbis private life. As
long as she had not asked personal questions.nfsal® she had not asked
for commitments. As long as she had not tried &zhethe deepest part of
him. He'd wanted to keep her at a distance, cduldi@dr to have her too
close. There was a line she was not allowed tesci® TRESPASSING said
the sign, in huge neon letters.

What secrets lay hidden behind that aloof facesataark eyes? He would
not let her touch him. Keep away, his eyes saigcpkaway, his face said.
Keep away. Don't come to Kalimantan. Stay awayveeae alone.



She stood up, her legs wooden, and went to theominéier eyes were
blinded by tears and the trees and fields and namstvere nothing but a
blur in the amber light of dusk.

She wasn't sure how long she stood there, but eantshe went to the
kitchen, finding Clint sitting at the table withdaink in his hand. There was
a bottle of Scotch on the table. His jacket hungroa chair and he'd
loosened his tie.

He did not look up when she came in, but kept sasombrely into the
amber liquid in his glass. She felt a shiver ofr fam down her spine, a
sense of foreboding.

He glanced up, meeting her gaze, and she dide'thi flat, dead look in his
eyes.

She opened the refrigerator, fished out a can ¢leGmd took it upstairs
with her. She sat on top of her sleeping-bag ametiion the small TV on
the chest of drawers. She wanted something funmyatoh.

But she couldn't laugh. She kept seeing that loolClint's eyes. She
wondered what terrors haunted him, if it had amghio do with keeping
her away.

'l didn't know you had a family," she'd asked.

' don't,’ he'd answered.

Maybe they had died tragically. Maybe he'd loshidus wife and child in a

terrible accident—a car wreck, a fire. Maybe thefgtlen victim to an
exotic virus.

Oh, God.
So much she did not know about him. So much henloadold her. What

else was there she did not know? She closed herasyi it could shut out
his face, but it was no use. She slipped off tlteara tiptoed back down the



stairs. Why was she tiptoeing? She didn't know.wds still in the same
place, sitting in the gathering darkness.

'Clint?’

He turned his face towards her, but he did not ans8he stood behind his
chair and put her arms around him. It seemed theaddhing to do and the
gesture was instinctive. She said nothing—she kmewords that might be
any good. All she wanted was to chase the demansf dus eyes.

He did not push her away. He sat perfectly stilllevhe went on holding

him, her cheek against his hair. An eternity l&tebroke the embrace, took
her arm and swung her around to sit on his kneesétit his head and his
mouth came down on hers with fierce, desperataqgradsis arms clamped

around her as if he was afraid she'd bolt awayrdaas nothing gentle

about his kiss, nothing soft and sensuous. It va&s and hungry, and a
firestorm of need broke loose inside her, mirrorihng consuming heat of
his kiss.

Chasing demons, came the sudden thought. A soft es@zaped her and his
grip relaxed slightly. The next moment he was dagyher out of the
kitchen and up the stairs. He lowered her on tbédgand began to yank off
his tie and shirt. She closed her eyes, tremblinfp Whe onslaught of
emotion, feeling hot tears spill over.

Moments later he was with her on the bed, kissieigdgain as he deftly
took off her clothes until his mouth stilled on loéieek.

"You're crying,' he said roughly. 'Oh, God, Liviay sorry, I'm sorry...'

'It's all right," she said huskily. 'It's all right

'No," he said fiercely, ‘it's not all right. I'msalfish swine.’

She put her arms around him, holding him tight."Dgo,' she whispered.

'Please, don't go." She was crying silently anddstie't know why. '‘Make
love to me, please.’



He groaned, his mouth coming down on hers agawarit you,' he muttered
against her lips. 'Oh, God, Livia, this is madness.

'No, no," she whispered. 'l need you.'

He groaned and kissed her feverishly, his mouth $lo¢ was aflame with
need, a deep and frantic longing to be held by loned by him. She held
him close, kissed him back with all the passiohafown feelings.

It was a feverish, frantic lovemaking and they &slleep holding each other.
When she awoke, her face was wet with tears and @Was gone.

She was not going to be depressed. She was de&smat to give in to her
feelings of unhappiness. Their passionate lovenggkau changed nothing-
only the tension grew worse. Yet, she could notshion her despair. After
all, she'd gone into this with her eyes open.

She had to act like a mature woman, a grown-uphaenot deceived her.
She had no right to go to pieces.

She wasn't going to.
At least not while he was around.

So she was cheerful and happy. At least on thedeutBut he didn't touch
her any more and the day of his departure keppargeloser and closer.

They had not forgotten her birthday. Of course thagn't. The whole gang
appeared at her door on Sunday morning at ninec&clll four of her

brothers, her two sisters-in-law and her three eseand nephews. They
brought balloons, song and cheer, and a mountginesents. They hugged
her, kissed her, shook hands with Clint and sapgyairthday, after which

they all trooped through the house and ooh-ed hretlaover the magic she
had performed on the house. They all had suggeséind comments, and
they criticised each other and laughed and joketl swtretly evaluated



Clint. After that the women took charge and stadedorating the porch
with streamers and balloons, and unpacked severaisbof goodies and a
huge birthday cake.

And then the phone rang and her mother was onrtaedll the way from

Sweden. So she chatted and then her father chaibeld then the

grandchildren had to talk to Grandma and Grandpeetisand it made for a
very long and expensive phone call across the Atldout that was the way
it always was on birthdays.

Livia felt her spirits lift. It was exactly what emeeded. Joy and cheer and
people around her who loved her. How could sheiplysbe depressed?
How lucky she was! She had a loving family, wondEefifiends, a great old
house to fix up. What more could she possibly want?

Wrong question. She knew what she wanted, andst@mt, who was at
that very moment engaged in a serious conversatittnher four-year-old
niece about the reason why squirrels had big arfy flails.

Tomorrow morning he was leaving. The very thougletsed to squeeze the
air out of her lungs.

But this was not the day to dwell on her miseriesday was for partying.

A while later more cars drove up, containing a doaeher friends, all eager
to help celebrate and take part in the festivitkabecues were lit. Huge
steaks were cooked. Her brother Mac took out hisagand sang ribald
French ballads.

It was a wonderful party. The sun shone, the [Bedg), the air was fragrant
with summer scents and the birthday was delicious.

By eight o'clock everything had been cleaned uppamgble were piling into
the cars and drove off.

Suddenly it was awfully quiet in the house. Sheld¢dwear herself breathe.
She could hear herself think.



Tomorrow morning Clint was leaving.

She walked out into the garden, veiled in the shadaf dusk, and listened
to the chirps and flutterings of birds settlingfam the night and a sudden
desolation washed over her. She felt more alone sha'd ever felt before
in her life. She was twenty-nine years old todag #re man she loved was
leaving tomorrow.

Footsteps came across the lawn.

"You've got quite a family,' said Clint, cominggdtand next to her.

‘Yes. The best.’

‘They're big on celebrating, | understand.' Theas @ smile in his voice.

'We've always been. We moved so often, it was itapoto be close. Often
we didn't have friends and other family around wkenwere in a new
place. But we always had each other.' She lookadratn the failing light.
'‘No matter what, we always had each other.’

The silence thundered around them. He stood vdlyhss eyes in hers.

Please, she begged silently, please let me beopgadur life. She reached
out a hand, instinctively, and he took it. He diesv slowly to him and held

her. Then he kissed her hard and desperately ardtang need flooded
her. She clung to him, feeling tears well up in éges. Then he abruptly
thrust her from him. 'l've got to pack,' he saidtsely. He turned on his heel
and strode back into the house.

His duffel bag stood by the door. Livia staredtafighting for composure.
He was a light traveller. He'd be gone for two geand all he had was one
bag of things. His suits and other business clotfexe hanging upstairs in a
cupboard. She'd agreed that he could leave thema. the

He wore lightweight trousers, a striped, open- rdckhirt and a blazer, and
he was ready to leave. It was six in the morning @@ birds chirped in
joyful abandon, oblivious of her misery.



'I'll call you whenever I'm near a phone to chebka the house,' he said.
He'd said it before. He'd given her the name amdb®u of his lawyer who
had a power of attorney. The lawyer would buy thede for him once Livia
told him it was ready to be sold.

Then she would move out and a woman by the nanmfeusfinna Stern
would move in. Suzanna Stern was a colleague, ek She taught
economics at the university and she would renhthese from him until he
returned to take possession himself.

It was all very well organised.

She wished she had never bought the house. Shedwste had never met
Clint Bracamonte. She wished...

'‘Goodbye, Livia." His voice was rough and he toek im his arms and
kissed her hard. Then he let her go, picked ufp#éigeand stalked out of the
house towards the car.

As if in a trance, she watched him as he openeddbe, got in, closed the
door. His face appeared in profile behind the windo

He started the engine and the sound roared inansr €he car drove off.

He did not look back. He did not even wave.

She scraped and sanded and painted and criednStadled a new back
door, replaced a cracked pane of glass in oneeofvihdows and kept on
crying. She laid Mexican tiles in the sun-room argpt. She rented a sander
and sanded all the wooden floors, dripping teartherraw wood, making
dark stains. Every muscle in her body ached. HartHaurt. She couldn't
stop crying. She was a mess.

All she could think of was Clint. Clint making love her. Clint with a tiny
bird in his big hands. Clint with a baby girl orshap.



She loved him. She wanted him. She hated him fmigdwhat he was doing
to her.

She should paint the walls purple. She shouldynglg-flower wallpaper in
the bathrooms. She should plant poison ivy in grelgn. She should...

Three weeks went by and it didn't get any easiee.\#8as never, ever going
to forget him. She would never love another mare ®buld shrivel away
with misery.

One day a dusty pick-up truck that had seen ba#ygs drove up the drive. It
had Pennsylvania licence plates. A woman emerdezh & small girl
dragging a battered suitcase. They came up taané forch.

The woman wore a wrinkled skirt and blouse andigbked tired. She had
dark circles under her eyes and her dull brown hairg limp around her
face. She wore no make-up and she looked paleaaiedi f Livia opened the
front door. A blast of July heat assaulted her.

'Is Mr Bracamonte at home?' the woman asked witimbraducing herself.
Livia shook her head. 'No. He doesn't live heratrigpw. He's abroad.’

The little girl looked bedraggled, her grey eyegdiin a small pinched face.
Her shorts looked worn and there was a large simithe front of her
T-shirt. 'Is he still in the jungle?' she askedsaghpointment alive on her
freckled face.

'Yes, he is.' Livia stared at the girl, grippedabterrible apprehension. She
dragged in air and looked back at the woman. 'llmi&Jordan," she said.
'I'm remodelling the house. Is there somethingnl da for you?"

'I'm Janet, and this is Tammy. I'm bringing herehleecause it's time for her
father to face up to his responsibilities and tedee of her now.' There was
ill-concealed censure in the woman's voice.

Livia froze. It was as if the ground gave way unlderfeet. She stared at the
woman, then back at Tammy, and the photo flashéatdder eyes. The



baby had been small. It was hard to tell if she thassame child as the girl
standing in front of her. She searched the wonfants, but there was no
resemblance at all to the blonde beauty on theognaph.

'My mother died," said Tammy. 'And now I'm goindite with my father.
I'm going to live in the jungle.’ It was said matté-factly. It was not the
voice of a small child. It sounded old and wise emdathed Livia to the core.
‘There's no one else to take her,’ the woman went o

'‘Can | have a glass of water, please?' the giddaiskm very thirsty.'

Livia tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "¥&s, of course. Why don't
you come in?' She led them to the cool kitchenrgalemonade in a daze,
moving automatically, her thoughts tumbling throulgér head, tossed
around by a storm of emotions.

'l can't stay,’ the woman said nervously, sittinglte edge of the chair. She
looked as if she wanted tobolt out. 'lI've got to lggck home. | gotta go to
work tomorrow.'

‘To Pennsylvania?' Livia asked, remembering thenlkie plates on the
pick-up. 'ls that where you're from?'

'Yes.' The woman gulped the drink.

'We drove all day," Tammy said. 'I've never beea oar that long. | didn't
know it was that far.'

Livia lowered herself into a chair. 'Please tell wieat is going on here. Mr
Bracamonte is out of the country and it's diffidolicontact him.'

'l can't keep her," the woman said again, a detpeate to her voice. 'It's his
turn now.'

'‘And you're not Tammy's mother?'



'Her mother's dead,' came the succinct replyed tio help, but there wasn't
nothing | could do. I'm just a neighbour and | démow there's any other
family. Janine never mentioned there was any.’

Livia glanced at the little girl, her heart breaimammy sat slumped in her
chair, looking exhausted and defeated. She'd beendar all day, to be
delivered to a strange place like an unwanted paMether dead. No
family. No one who wanted her. And now her fathaswt here, either.

Livia thought of her own many moves to strange ggacmew houses, new
countries, new schools. She had never been al@asse@ around like an
unwanted package. She'd been with her parents ratitebs, feeling safe,
despite all the strangeness. Safe because thernewveam her life, because
she belonged.

She smiled at the girl. "You look hungry. Would yike something to eat? |
can make some peanut butter sandwiches.’

The woman came to her feet. 'l gotta go.' She mlsbehair away from her
face in a nervous gesture. 'Just tell her fathés et to take care of her
now." She bent over and kissed Tammy on the chBekbrave, honey.

Everything's gonna be all right.' Then she turned aithout saying

anything else she rushed into the entry-way, badkeé front door. Livia

followed her, watching in stunned disbelief aswi@man got back into the
pick-up and drove off.

Slowly she went back to the porch. The girl sdflgtupright in her chair,
her legs dangling. There were small scabs aroundriides, mosquito bites
scratched open.

She looked up, her grey eyes meeting Livia's. ldee fooked old and wise
for such a small girl. Her hands lay clasped togeti her lap.

'Will you help me find my father?' she asked solgmn

Livia's heart contracted. She did the only thing sbuld. She smiled at
Tammy. 'Of course I'll help you find your father.’



Tammy wolfed down a peanut butter sandwich, a gl&ssilk and a bunch
of green grapes. She'd said very little.

'Is this my father's house?' she asked when shéinisised.
Livia nodded. 'Yes.' It was easier this way.

'It's very big.’

'Yes, itis.'

'l'live in a trailer. Well, not any more. It wasdoand very small. When it
rained, it leaked. And there was no yard. Just dihis is a very big
yard.'Livia nodded.

'My mother said my father was rich. He must beeithias a house like this.
She picked up her glass and drank the last fewsdvbmilk that had settled
on the bottom.

'Would you like some more milk?' Livia asked, wondg desperately what
she was going to do with this child.

'Yes, please.'

She poured more milk, aware of a terrible angelnayatg inside her. She
wished she could pick up the phone and call Cjime him a piece of her
mind. How dared he go off to the end of the worldiles he had a little
daughter living in a dilapidated trailer?

She saw in her mind the picture of Clint, the bahyhis knees, the smiling
woman by his side.

Something was wrong. Terribly wrong.



'Sara? | need help.' Livia tried to relax her hgngping the phone receiver.
"You won't believe what happened,’ she began.

The house was silent. Tammy was asleep in Clietlsdom, wearing one of
Livia's cotton T-shirts and clutching a ragged tetéar. Even asleep her
face looked old and worried.

Having finished her second glass of milk, Tammy &agbmatically cleared
the table and started washing the dishes. 'l krmaw'lshe'd said when Livia
told her she didn't need to. 'l always wash thbetis

'We have a dishwasher,' Livia had pointed outtstibw you how it works.'
The kitchen work done, Tammy had politely askednetshe should sleep,
and then had taken her shabby bag to the room gratked. The bed had
been stripped and the sheets washed, and sheldw@a&he could make the
bed herself. She always made her own bed.

Livia needed to talk to somebody, so she'd cal@.S

'What happened?' asked Sara patiently.

Livia took a deep breath and told her.

'Clint has adaughte?’ Sara's voice was high with astonishment. 'Halnl
she?'

'She says she's six. Oh, Sara, she's such a slttigfwaif! She's too skinny
and her clothes are all rags and she lookldo And this woman, a
neighbour, just dumped her here.'

'What about the mother?'

'She's dead. You should have heard Tammy say &.aBhounced it so
matter-of-factly it made my skin crawl.’

'What do you think happened?’



'l have no idea. | don't know anything and I'm aft® ask. She lived in a
trailer, though. She volunteered the informatiaierahe informed me that
this place is a very nice house. She was very baslike about it.'

"'l come over first thing in the morning," said&r@. 'I'll bring some of
Mandy's clothes.'

After she'd hung up, Livia sat in her office stgrat the wall.

Clint's daughter. A scruffy little girl living in &railer with rags for clothes.
She thought of the picture of Clint, his wife, a&hé baby on his lap. They
hadn't died, as she had thought. The marriage Inavst broken up.

'It's all in the past,’ he'd said. 'This has najhmdo with the present.’

For hours now she'd tried not to think about it,todet the anger rise to the
surface. It was rising now.

How could he have abandoned his own child? Howcdcbel have allowed
his own child to live in poverty? How could she baveen so mistaken
about him? She, who thought she knew men, who cgaldje honesty,
integrity, honour?

How could she have been so wrong?

So many questions. So many long, sleepless houile wie dark night
stretched on, offering no answers.

Sara arrived at ten the next morning. Tammy hadkaw@n hour earlier.
She had made her own bed. After breakfast shetestahe dishes in the
dishwasher, wiped the counter and table and tharedt sweeping the
porch. The broom looked too big in her small haridsia let her go,
watching her, her throat aching. She was relievedn\Sara drove up the
drive. She put on water for coffee.

Sara brought a box full of clothes and a bag osHreloughnuts for
fortification. They left the clothes in the hallcdaproceeded to the porch for
coffee. Tammy had finished her sweeping. Liviaadtrced the two.



Tammy looked solemn. 'Is there anything else Ida® she asked politely.

'Yes,' said Livia. 'You can sit down with us andéa doughnut and some
juice. How about apple juice?’

'Oh, yes, please. | can get it myself.’

"You sit,' said Livia. 'I'll bring it all out togker.'

So they sat and talked while they had drinks angydouts.

‘You've been working hard," said Livia to Tammy.

'Oh, | always clean and sweep,' said Tammy, wipiogdered sugar from
her mouth. 'l had to help my mother. She washinean she..." She sighed
and lowered her gaze to her hands. 'She was sick.’

Livia ached for her. 'I'm sorry, Tammy,' she sa@ghity. "You must have
gone through a difficult time.' What else could shg? She hated feeling so

helpless.

Tammy looked up again. 'She's in heaven now." dexewvas calm. 'l cry a
lot, but I know now she's happy. So really, | skiottlfeel sad, should 1?7

Livia glanced at Sara, her throat constricted.

Sara glanced over at Tammy. 'It's all right to &sel, Tammy. It's all right to
cry.'

Tammy took a drink from her juice, both hands arbtire glass. Her hands
were trembling. 'l wish my dad was here," she saalsmall voice.

'He didn't know you were coming,' Livia said. Shend know that as a fact,
of course, but she was pretty sure. 'When did yeuhsm last?’

Tammy's eyes widened. 'Oh, | don't know. | watelitShe slipped off the
chair. 'l have a picture. I'll show you.' She rushreside.



Livia looked at Sara. 'He didn't even go to seewten he was here for two
months,’ she said tonelessly. 'How can this be?’

Tammy was back almost instantly, a photo in hedhaivia's throat went

dry when she looked at the tattered, much hanaiadshot. It showed a tiny
Tammy, trying to walk solo, and Clint hunkered dowrms wide, ready to
catch her.

‘That's my dad," said Tammy proudly. 'My motheddaa's a very important
man, very smart. He's a scientist and he liveshe jungle doing very
important work. It's on the other side of the waalid that's why he can't
come and see us. Maybe when he's finished he'ledzank. Do you think
he'll come back soon?'

Livia swallowed. 'l don't know, Tammy, but I'm ggito find out, OK?'

What was she saying? She was making a promisew&segetting herself
involved in other people's lives, in a situatioatttvas none of her business.

But yesterday when that weary-looking woman hagpled off this little
walif at her door it had become her business.

'Listen,' she said. 'l wonder if you'd get us sdoteckberries for lunch.
There's a whole row of bushes at the end of thd, yand they have no
thorns.'

Tammy's eyes grew wide with wonder. 'l can pickniaé she asked.
'Really?’

Livia smiled. 'Only the ripe ones, and you can same while you're
picking.'

Having found a bowl, Tammy took off down the gardeath. Her legs
looked thin and fragile. There was a hole in the @b her canvas trainer.
Sara and Livia watched her go.

'Oh, my God," whispered Sara, 'that poor thing.'



'l don't understand,’ Livia said tightly, tryingkeep control over her anger.
'How could he allow this to happen?’

Sara bit her lip. 'It happens all the time, Lihéssaid gently. 'Lots of fathers
don't pay child support after a divorce.'

She shook her head numbly. 'But that's not likentClBara. He's got
integrity and principles. It's not at all what hewd do!

'What else could it be, then?"
'l don't know." She sighed wearily. 'What do | ciow?’
'You'll have to tell Clint,’ said Sara.

'How? It took almost two months before he got thews of his
grandmother's death.’

'So sending a telegram won't do any good?'

'No." She pressed her hands against her eyes. éMeytloesn't want her. If
he had wanted her, would she look like she does&ddadoneder!

'It's all in the past. This has nothing to do wtitle present..." The words
echoed in her head. Well, the past had come bag&unt the present.

They had more coffee. They discussed the situatianalysed,
hypothesised, speculated, deliberated and caldulate

There was, of course, only one solution, and sberend they had to put it
into words and make plans.

Tammy would stay with Sara and Jack and their tils,gnd Livia would
get on a series of planes, go to the deep darkigatian jungle and find
Clint.

There was nothing but endless green rainforestwbakr, with the river
snaking through it like a shiny ribbon. Somewheszadath that canopy of



green, further into the interior, was the longhoutiage where Clint lived
and worked—several more days of" travel from thditrg post where the
tiny missionary supply plane would drop her in ti@xt few minutes.

She was prepared for the trip, at least she hopedvas. It was a good
thing she'd been so curious about Clint's life heine'd gleaned quite a bit
of information from the stories he had told heorfirhome she'd brought
her backpack, flashlight, Swiss army knife and aotsheet and a light
blanket. In the mountainous regions of the intetioe nights cooled down
considerably. In the small logging town where shéown from
Balikpapan, she'd purchased a sleeping mat, a nosagt, a couple of
sarongs and a blue enamelled mug and plate. Shéuwdepellent and
anti-itch cream and a few other necessities. liesgdithe unsavoury nature
of her mission, she could not help but be excitedua her trek into the
rainforest.

After she landed at the trading post, she wouldtlaskillage headman for
advice. She would need to rent a boat and a caigaides and porters to
help her find her way to Clint's village.

The plane landed on a grass landing strip, bumpiegariously across the
rough surface. Dark-eyed, curious children weraavieere, watching as
the supplies were taken off and loaded on to adtavin by a water buffalo.
A teenage boy wearing blue satin jogging shorts ai@bca Cola T-shirt
took her backpack. 'l will take you to the headriaa said.

Accompanied by a swarm of curious children, shéovatd him to the
longhouse and she peered at it in fascinationeastitted structure appeared
in front of her.

Her first longhouse! She had seen pictures of trefrapurse, but she had
never actually seen one of the huge thatch-roofiecttares built off the
ground to protect its inhabitants from enemiesyats and the forest floor's
voracious insects and micro-organisms. She clinibedotched pole to the
huge communal veranda that stretched the entiggHesf the building and
the boy led her to the headman's quarters, orfipdche was not there. The
place seemed almost deserted, which was no surfigigesr the people
were out working their garden plots, or they wedrtha landing strip.



'Please wait here,' he said in Indonesian, poirtbreystraight chair outside
the room and putting down her pack.

‘Terimah kasih,she said, and smiled. 'I'll wait." So did the direh. They
parked themselves opposite her and stared andediggl

A barefoot young girl wearing a crisp pink blouse @ batik sarong glided
up to her with a glass of hot tea, giving her acerling smile. She was
graceful and beautiful, her smooth skin glowing; laege eyes dark and
curious.

She was the headman's daughter, she explainecheamtbuld be home
soon. Livia took a sip of the hot tea. It was svaaet faintly spicy. Laughter
and commotion erupted at one end of the verandaaaother group of
boisterous children came rushing along the creaglagk floor, laughing
and tripping over each other. The girl's smile wielg 'Pak Clint adal'she

said.

It took @ moment to register what the girl had saidia froze. Her heart
gave a sickening lurch as she noticed the tallréigamid the group of
children, the obvious instigator of their enjoyment

She forgot to breathe. She had not expected tleisrthd was not ready for
it. Clint was not supposed to be here. He was ssgipdo be three days'
travel up river in a tiny, forest village.

He wore khaki shorts and a blue T-shirt. His leg$ @ms were dark and the
muscles rippled with energy as he strode alongé¢handa in her direction.

She took in a desperate gulp of warm, moist aiis Thas not what she
wanted to feel, this instant, sweet longing. Shddoot keep her eyes off
him. His hair was longish, his face alive with adimg grin. His arm shot
out, grabbed one of the little boys and tuckeditdainder his arm and held
him tight around his middle. The boy squirmed aladdd his arms and

legs. The kids squealed in delight.

Then Clint saw her. He stopped dead in his trackkthe grin vanished
from his face. He released his grip on the boy thedkid slipped to the
wooden floor.



Her heart pounded painfully against her ribs and stalised she was
trembling all over. The children that had been \Waig her ran over and
joined the others, clustering around Clint. He ledklown on them, saying
something she could not hear. Laughing, they allof&

Livia watched as Clint strode towards her, stoppecined over her. The
girl smiled up at him. 'T'll bring you tea," sheidsaand slipped into the
headman's quarters.

There was an eerie silence as they stared at ¢laeh blis chin and cheeks
were dark with the beginnings of a beard. His ayere black as coal.

'My God," he said, his voice low and increduloighat the hell are you
doing here?'



CHAPTER SEVEN

LiviaA stared up at him, the shock of seeing him so useeply
momentarily rendering her speechless. There it agasn—the need, the
yearning. Instantly, inevitably. She hated hersaifit. She didn't want a
man who was so careless with his love. A man whbaindoned his own
child. A man who loved and then left.

She didn't like sitting down while he was hovermger her, so she came
shakily to her feet. 'I'm on the way to your vikad. .. need to talk to you. |
didn't expect to see you here.’

'I'm picking up supplies.’ Clint's face was taD@armmit, Livia! Youknowl|
didn't want you to come here!" he said furiously.

She certainly did. He had made it abundantly dbedore, and apparently he
hadn't changed his mind. Obviously he had not peeng away for her and
he didn't care to see her now. Well, she hadn'tecbere for her own
purposes. She felt suddenly deflated and emptys8idenothing.

His eyes bored into hers. 'Livia, this wasn't ia pilan,’ he went on, his voice
rough. 'l thought you understood."

She gave him a stony stare. 'l did, perfectly,' sdud coldly, crossing her
arms in front of her chest. 'You wanted a niceaclédemporary affair. | was
available, willing, and stupid enough to fall foand--'

"You're getting right back on that plane,’ he intpted her harshly. He
leaned over and picked up her backpack.

She dropped herself back down on the chair. 'l ahgatting back on that
plane!" She gave him a shrivelling look. 'Rest ess$ul didn't come here to
tell you I can't live without you, because | cdm Very good at it, actually.'
She had her pride. Besides, after what had happesdiouldn’t want him
if he were presented to her on a silver platter.



His mouth curved sceptically, fanning her anger.

"You've got quite an ego, haven't you?' she saallow note. 'Does it occur
to you I might have a reason for coming here thatriothing to do with my
supposed insatiable passion for you?'

He lifted a mocking brow. 'Your lust for travel,rpaps? | thought you were
going to wait till the house was finished.'

'So | was, but | changed my mind. There's sometiieg'

The deafening roar of an aeroplane low overhea#iebnoto her words.
Clint cursed under his breath and dropped the lmtkjon the veranda
floor. "You know what that means?' he asked.

Oh, yes, she did. 'It means the plane has lefi'andot on it. And it won't
be back for two weeks and I'm stuck in the rairdone a longhouse without
western-style plumbing and | may have to eat basak soup.' Oh, God,
she hoped not. That really might test her capaidtyenjoying things
adventurous.

He stroked his chin which made a rasping sound thesdark stubble. 'In
terms of that at least, you seem to have some grasgality.'

A grasp on reality. She hated him for his smugganze. What did he know
about reality sitting here in the rainforest thowds of miles away from a
child who yearned to be with him? A child who hadg®en him since she
was a baby and who'd made him into some sort afda @ fantasy father
created in her mind because the real one was oohdr

Poor Tammy. Anxiety churned inside her. Was shaglthe right thing?

What was Clint going to do with a six-year-old dhteg? The same
guestions and worries had plagued her ever sired sfade the decision to
go to Borneo. It certainly had taken the fun andeadure out of a trip that
should be an experience of a lifetime. Here sheiw#ise Borneo jungle in

an old traditional longhouse, whose older occupantst certainly had been
headhunters in their younger years, and she wasdian argument with

Clint instead of enjoying her surroundings.



A commotion at the end of the veranda distractedt tttention.

'Here comes the headman,' said Clint. 'We're visitere and he'll ask you
to be his guest if he likes you. Otherwise youirg@uble. No motels around
here.'

She smiled sweetly. 'Well, then, I'll just havertake him like me, won't I?"

Several people approached, the women wearing sar@mg) blouses, the
men shorts and T-shirts. They looked as if theg&hstheir day working in
the fields, which probably was the case.

The headman's name was Pak Ubang. He was a shmt/ed man with
tattoos running up and down his arms. He shookhaad and wished her
selamatdatangand was delighted with her gift of T-shirts depigtvarious
scenic American landmarks.

The headman's daughter arrived with more tea.

"You travel alone?' Pak Ubang asked Livia in Indaue his shrewd eyes
observing her keenly.

'Yes, | do," she said truthfully.

'l have never seen a woman like you travel thisafane.’'

She smiled demurely. 'l have heard many good thabgsit the people and
the forest and | wanted to see for myself.' It wae enough, although it was
not the real reason that she had come. It annogetbbe so aware of Clint
sitting there listening in on this conversationyes of displeasure radiating
from him.

"You speak Indonesian very well," said the headman.

'As a child I lived on Java with my parents, argbah Malaysia.' Indonesian
was a local variant of Malay. 'Children learn quyck



Pak Ubang nodded in agreement. 'Will you write abos and take
photographs?' he enquired.

'l would like to take photographs if | may, butrhanot a writer. | am a
traveller because | like to see how other peopkedind to learn from them.'

He seemed to find this amusing. 'Pak Clint is stuglyhe people in his
village—the things they grow, the animals they hamd the things they find
in the forest. Now you are here. What would yoe li& learn from us?'

She smiled. 'Joy, happiness.’
He raised his brows. "You do not have joy and haggs?’
She grinned at him. 'l want more. We can never leaoeigh, can we?'

He laughed out loud, as did the other people wbe'dn listening and
watching.

"You will be my guest tonight,’ said Pak Ubangd'are will show you joy
and happiness. We will eat, drink and dance. Doly@uto eat, drink and
dance?'

'Yes,' said Livia.

Clint had not said a word, but she could feel essadburning on her through
the whole exchange. She wondered what he was tigni8he'd had no
choice but to say what she had. She couldn't vely lvave told the truth
about the much admired Pak Clint— that he hadla tiaughter in America
and he'd abandoned her. It was not the sort ofjtthat would be either
understood or respected in a traditional commusitgh as this where
children were loved and cherished.

The longhouse veranda was beginning to fill upespte gathered around
to have a look at her and wish her welcome. Thenyody took off to the
river for their evening baths and Pak Ubang's dargbok Livia under her
wing, including her in a group of several women ahildren.



She hadn't had a shower for what seemed like agésit was a delight to
feel water on her skin again, even though she wasred up with a sarong
for modesty's sake. Washing with that wet thinggihg to her was not
easy. Drying off and putting on a T- shirt and & sarong was not easy
either with all the kids' eyes on her to see hoe/\sbuld manage this feat
without showing any nudity. As she struggled clumsihe suppressed the
temptation to drop the damned wet sarong and g twhat they wanted.

She should consider it an educational experienee;, & look just like
everybody else—just a little taller and a littldgra

Back at the longhouse, food was served in Pak Ubdanily quarters,
served by his wife, who had a shy smile and lorigreded earlobes weighed
down with heavy brass rings. Sitting on rattan ngdsead on the plank
floor, they ate steamed hill rice and chunks otiaibar just off the fire—all
perfectly tasty. She was aware of Clint watching, s eyes dark and
inscrutable. She tried to ignore him, but it wapassible. Clint wasn't a
man you could ignore. His presence seemed to affectvery air she
breathed. With every breath she took in she felanger growing.

After dinner there were more drinks and more ssoaed lots of laughter
and then the dancing began. Two string instrumglatged by young men
supplied the music. Young girls, lovely and gratefutheir colourful
traditional dress, fluttered delicately in imitat®of birds in flight.

After this things got a bit wilder. Barefoot meredsed in leopardskins,
decorated shields and beaded headdresses withfémathers performed a
war dance, waving dangerous-looking knives.

‘They're callednandau,Clint whispered in her ear. 'They used to use them
for headhunting. The Dayaks were great headhuhters.

'I've heard.' She'd seen pictures and old photbgrdpwas something from
the past, if not from too distant a past. She gldrmver at several old men,
their bodies covered with tattoos. They were langhand having a good
time. 'l suppose those grandpas over there coulduse stories,” she

whispered.



‘They're not too happy being reminded, so it'sdbetbt mentioned.'
She wouldn't have dreamed of it.

It was magic—the music, the colours, the movemetit® whole
atmosphere in the longhouse. She was enthralle@ arbk helped
considerably to lighten her mood; the potent Iepatits had her happy and
light-headed after one glass.

Everybody seemed to be having a good time. Sheedippore arak.
Exhaustion was beginning to overwhelm her. Possibijure shock as
well. Only a few days ago she had sat in a brand-s&te-of-the-art
air-conditioned American kitchen plotting this trgnd now she was here
sitting on an ancient wooden floor in the junglgsténg men jump around
in leopardskins.

The next morning she awakened in a small room déllwomen and
children. She was lying on her mat on the floonyered by the sheet and
blanket she had brought. Someone had rigged upbsquito net, although
no one else used one. There were only vague mesredvaut how she had
ended up in this room late at night. Clint suppayther, unrolling her
sleeping mat, covering her up. Outside on the \d&averybody still had
been partying.

Around her everybody was blissfully asleep on thaats. She felt stiff and
sore. The plank floor was hard and she'd sleptowith pillow. She was still
wearing the T-shirt and batik sarong she'd put fber der river bath the
night before.

The window shutter was open and she listened tméiges coming from

the jungle outside—birds, insects, high-pitchedesches she could not
identify.Beyond the walls of the room, she heardnhn noises—people
moving around, talking.

She could no longer stay down. She needed to Istr&itting up, she
rummaged through her bag and found a brush anddttthrough her hair
with a few quick strokes. Carefully she came to temt and retied her
sarong. Trying not to disturb the other sleepédrs,tgptoed to the door. The



floor creaked. The door squeaked. No one awakeStezlstepped on to the
longhouse veranda into the chilly morning air. Ackhveil of mist hung
between the trees and she shivered. She glant¢eahtefight, seeing all the
many doors, wondering behind which one Clint wagsing.

It had been in the room right next to hers. Therdimmened minutes after
she'd stepped on to the veranda and several peomeged, Clint among
them.

‘Selamat pagithey said, almost in unison.

She smiled Selamat pagi$he returned.

Clint gave her a searching look. 'How are youZ&sieed quietly in English.
'I'm fine.’

'l have aspirin if you need it.'

She didn't need it and she had some herself ifighe

'l don't have a hangover,' she said tightly. 'feger had a hangover in my
life." The stubble on his chin had grown some méte.was getting that
devilish look again. The clean-shaven man in suitt&e was hard to call to
mind.

'Arakis potent stuff.’

'l noticed. | didn't have that much. | was exhadidtest night, that's all. It
was all quite overwhelming. It was quite a party.'

'l hope it gave you joy and happiness,’ he saig.dri
'Oh, it did," she said lightly. 'l love this stufthat's why I like to travel.’
He nodded. 'To see how other people live and tm lizam them.’

'Oh, shut up,’, she said irritably.



A faint smile curved his mouth. "You were very gpgaolu know. So sincere,
so serene. | almost believed you.'

But not quite. He believed she'd come here to k& Wwim. A strange
whoop-whoop-whooping came from the forest.

'What's that?' she asked.

'‘Gibbon monkeys.' He glanced over to where the naglhmade a fire. 'We'd
better go and join them for tea or they'll thinkngempolite.’'

The air was chilly and damp and the hot sweetasttl good. More people
joined them. Breakfast was prepared—rice with srdo#teer meat, and
papaya, freshly cut from a tree before her vergeye

The veranda overlooked the river. After breakfastia stood at the railing

and watched two men loading a long dugout cande séteral boxes and
bags. Clint appeared by her side and immediatayfelhevery nerve jump
to attention.

'We're leaving in half an hour," he said brusquélizave no choice but to
take you with me. You can't hang around here farweeks and impose on
their hospitality, waiting for the next plane tieayou out of here.’

Anger washed over her. She was not his resporngildie did not have to
take charge of her. 'l had no intention of hangamgund here for two
weeks,' she said, trying not to let her anger shbvere were too many
people around, watching, probably sensing therstteatmosphere between
them. Showing anger was not cool in the Orient ksteav.

'Get your things so they can load them in the bbat{old her and turned
away.

There was no choice. Half an hour later they clalngigged up the misty
river, waved off by the villagers. There were fonen besides the two of
them—the owner of the boat and his son, and twaepoirfrom Clint's

village. The longboat had been outfitted with atboard motor, much to



her regret. The noise was annoying. How much meeegful it would be
just to paddle lazily up the jungle river and Iiste the forest sounds.

How much more enjoyable it would be if she had cdraee on a peaceful
mission.

She did not feel peaceful. Her heart felt heaviganchest and her stomach
felt as if she'd swallowed a rock. She kept stegadilances at Clint sitting in
front of her, feeling her throat close in despéle wasn't the man she'd
thought he was. But deep down she still yearnedhifo—the fantasy man
she had shared her bed with, the fantasy man shiowed.

Silent and aloof, he seemed alien again. How wpesdsible to feel such a
gaping chasm between them when once she'd feltose’t How was it
possible she had been so deceived? She forcedtdrettoughts away and
concentrated on the scenery, taking in the wilkyagverbanks and the
dense green forest stretching beyond—an ancienkdwbrobbing with
unseen life. Despite everything, she could feeleth@tement return—that
odd restless enthusiasm for experiencing thingsarewnknown.

The sun grew hotter and burned off the morning .n8te slathered
sunscreen all over her exposed skin. They stoppddrich at a rocky beach
at the edge of the river. The forest shade wasammbldamp compared to the
blazing sun on the water, and she glanced arouadémat the massive trees
festooned with delicate, trailing orchids and giamboping ferns.

The headman's wife had prepared food for them—nstdarice, smoked
deer meat, vegetables and chillies wrapped in lealeai packets for each
of them.

The men built a fire and filled a blackened kettigh river water and
tea-leaves for the inevitable tea. They ate ankkedal but Livia mostly
listened. Clint was calm and polite to her, butrhenner was distant and his
behaviour grated on her nerves. Having finishemhgashe came to her feet
and began walking a little way down a narrow tr8ihe felt restless and
needed to move. Clint was immediately behind her.

'Don't take off on your own,' he said. 'lIt's damges:'



'l wasn't taking off,' she said irritably. 'l justanted to stretch my legs. I've
been sitting for hours.' She glanced over at tleevihere the men were still
sitting, in no apparent hurry to leave. She felfrewing need to get rid of
her news, to let him know about Tammy, but thereenseemed to be a
good time. It wasn't something she could toss wat tea and rice.

She took a deep breath and looked Clint straiglthénface. 'We need to
talk,' she said. 'lt's important.'

'‘Not now," he said curtly. 'We'll have time when get to the village. We've
got two damned weeks to talk.' He looked at hanlyti 'But you'd better
understand that there's nothing you can say to mekehange my mind,
Livia. You can't stay with me.’

The heat of anger rushed to her face. "You've riateexcruciatingly clear,
and | have no intention of staying longer than alisty necessary! I'll take
the next plane out!

'‘Good. Now, let's get going.'

Her stomach churned. She did not recognise this ®laa hated him. She
hated herself for having been such a fool to tallfim.

They all climbed back in the longboat, encouragethle raucous call from
a big black bird sitting on a tree limb overhangthe river. It had long
white and black tail feathers. 'A hornbill,’ saitinE 'Those feathers in the
warriors' headdresses you saw last night are hbfaathers.’

The river was getting narrower and rougher withéhbbgulders and shallow
rapids making passage difficult. The boatman puilfedmotor in, afraid it
would be damaged, and the men began to paddlecdadheir way through
the shallow water. Several times they had to geaind drag the boat across
the rapids. The massive trees closed overheadjrfgrangreen tunnel with
only filtered light coming through. It was magicahd primal and like
nothing she had ever seen before. Here was a wortthanged for
millennia, a world untouched by civilisation, folng its own rhythms.



Late in the afternoon they pulled the boat up @rtherbank. To keep the
sand flies away, a fire was built right away, altgb the humid heat of the
afternoon still lingered.

Clint told her to stay put and rest and the mentwério gather saplings and
leaves to build a sleeping shelter. Livia watchdth fascination as the men
constructed gondok,a raised platform of saplings lashed together with
rattan vines and covered with a sloping roof maidinee layers of huge
fan-shaped jungle leaves. All six of them wouldepleéhere tonight, safe
from crawling insects and other unwanted creattivasroamed the damp,
leafy forest floor.

Clint worked right along with the men, moving wislgility and working
with obvious expertise. He was at home in this emment. Once again she
thought of him wearing a suit and tie and it waslha call up the image.

Thepondokfinished, it was time for a river bath. Livia inded to go off by
herself but Clint followed her to the large grodpooulders that made up a
natural sort of pool. The other men simply stayigtitrwhere the boat had
been pulled up on the riverbank.

'I'd like some privacy,' she said, and he shrugggzhtiently.

"You might as well get used to the idea that ndigbing exists here. I'm
staying put to keep an eye out for you. This is gour friendly
neighbourhood swimming pool. | know what to look @ar and you don't.’

Well, there was no arguing that. She glanced aroWdbat's to look out
for?'

He shrugged. 'Snakes, insects.’

He threw off his clothes and waded naked into thtewand she watched his
back, her pulse quickening. She took off her ovathas, wrapped a sarong
around her and followed him in.'Are you all rightt’® asked, soaping his
chest.



'I'm fine,’ she said. 'Just tired." The understatanof the year. She did not
want to look at his chest. It brought memoriesheffeel of his heart beating
under her cheek, of happy nights full of loving.

It had all been wrong, wrong.

She turned her back on him and began to wash.dlged to take off the
sarong, but the boatmen and porters were only & digtance away and
Clint was right behind her. Once it would not hawattered for him to see
her naked; it would have been an exhilarating egpee being here with
him on this jungle river. Now all she could thinkwas to get away from
him and his soapy, muscled torso.

She washed quickly, waded out of the water andidrexself, putting on a

clean T-shirt and a dry sarong. She spread oublaesl and the wet sarong
in a patch of sunlight to dry. Sitting on a rockedrushed out her hair and
hoped it would dry.

Her eye caught the brilliant blue of a kingfisharflight, gliding from
branch to branch. Hidden in the verdant greendhgrdoirds chirped and
warbled their joyful songs.

'It's so beautiful here,' she said. 'So...untou¢hed

'Yes,' he said. His eyes met hers and for a mostensaw something flicker
in their dark depths. Then it was gone. He turneayaand spread his towel
out on a sun-heated rock.

She'd felt an impulsive need to share her obsemwstind feelings, and for a
moment she had forgotten that there was nothing between them—
nothing to share. She yanked her brush througlvitehair until it hurt.

Back by the fire, she watched the men put ricernwater and smoked deer
meat into green sections of bamboo which they placehe fire to cook.
She took out her notebook and wrote until it wasetito eat. She always
took notes on her trips and one day she would detung with them, she
was sure.



The charred sections of bamboo were split lengivaisd the hot food
deposited on large green leaves. They ate withr firegers and drank
copious amounts of hot black tea.

It turned dark quickly and they all sat aroundfineand talked for a while,
but she was too tired to follow the conversatiome $ame to her feet and
excused herself, saying she wanted to sleep. 8hbed up thgpondokand
rolled out her sleeping mat. Clint followed herapd strung up both their
mosquito nets without a word. She lay down, tuckethe net and pulled
her sheet and blanket over her. It was not a raotfmeaHilton, but it was a
place to stretch out.

Clint went back to the fire and she listened tortien's voices while sleep
eluded her. The air was alive with sounds of irsse@ cacophony of
rasping, shrieking and buzzing. Mating calls, sésuaned, not lullabies for
her, who did not belong in this forest.

She pretended sleep when Clint climbed upthedokand lay down next to
her. Her body tensed at his nearness. The otherfollenved and the
platform creaked and swayed as they settled in léeps She was
uncomfortably aware of Clint's body right next ter$, of the wall of
emotion separating them.

She did not respect this man. She despised himtfat he had done and he
did not deserve her love.

So why then did she feel this aching need? Why theshe want to touch
him, feel his arms around her? She lay rigidly te sleeping mat,
remembering Tammy's small face, wishing somehownthele nightmare
would be over.

‘Tomorrow will be a hard day," he said into thekdass. 'We'll have to
walk.'

She hadn't fooled him; he knew she wasn't asle@pall right,’ she said, but
her voice sounded strained. 'You've told me befobeeches, sweat-bees,
mud, snakes. Goodnight.'



The next morning after breakfast, the boatman amddn turned back with
the longboat and the four of them set off downftinest path. The three men
had divided the supplies among them and carriedhdige bundles on their
backs. One of the two porters headed up the latleyied by Clint. She was
behind Clint and the other porter was behind her.

At times they would lose sight of the river andrthevas nothing but walls
of green foliage and huge trees blocking out the $ke air was warm and
damp and it was difficult to breathe. It was diffic to walk. Broken
branches, barbed vines and slippery, rotting leawesle the path
treacherous. Having Clint walk in front of her wast as much of a
distraction as she had feared. Most of the timevwse looking where she
was putting her feet, rather than at the back®hkad or his muscled back.

And, as expected, there were leeches, disgustippesy worm-like
creatures that needed to be plucked off before shayed their meal. It was
a new experience for her, but not one that she dvbalve minded doing
without.

They had a mid-morning break and two porters wéfrtbado some fishing
for lunch, leaving Livia and Clint by the fire. Steok out her notebook and
began to write, but it was hard to concentrate @iiht only feet away.

They were alone. Her heart began a dull throbldsing: glanced at him. He
was staring in the fire, absorbed in thought. Sbeetl her notebook and put
it down. She picked up her mug and took a fortifyswig of the sweet tea.

'l want to ask you something," she began, andalénsn tense. She wiped
a damp strand of hair out of her face. 'Rememleephbotograph | found of

you and your wife and the baby?"

He looked up, his jaw a hard line. 'Yes.'

She took a deep breath. 'Were you divorced?'



He gave her a penetrating stare. 'No. What theifehis all about?' He
snapped a small, dead branch in pieces and tdssedadn the fire.

No. He had said no. Her hands tightened aroundnting of tea. He hadn't
been divorced. Which meant he'd been married. begh married while

he'd been staying with her in the house. He'd negmied and his wife and
daughter had been living in a leaky trailer. Headl Ito her. She began to
tremble with an uncontrollable anger. Putting th@ on the ground, she
struggled to her feet and walked away from him,lags shaking.

He was right behind her. 'What the hell is thisa@lbut, Livia? What is the
matter with you?'

She clenched her hands into fists. "There's notthiagnatter with me! The
guestion is what is the matter with you!'He gavéomg-suffering sigh.
'Please, do enlighten me.’

He was an insufferable swine. 'You were marriedysmddidn't tell me!" she
said, barely controlling her voice. 'That's why yidn't.. .didn't want to...'
To her horror, tears filled her eyes. "When | fodimat picture | thought... |
thought you'dostthem! | thought that something terrible had hagoketo
them. But that's not the way it was, was it?'

His face turned to stone. 'l fail to see why | ddadiscuss my private life
with you, Livia. For God's sake, what does it nratibeyou now?'

Tears ran down her face. 'lt matters because t dkh@&'to be deceived! |
don't like being lied to!" She took a deep, steagyreath. 'Right before |
came here,' she said, her voice quivering, 'sometmyd me your wife had
died.' She kept her eyes trained on his face.

Nothing happened. No shock, no guilt, nothing. ekpression remained
unchanged. 'Yes, she did," he said calmly.

She stared at him. 'You know?"

He shoved his hands into his shorts pockets. '‘@fseo | know! Why
wouldn't I know my own wife died? It happened alinfoge years ago.'



She stared at him, uncomprehending. She hadnd higat. She was going
crazy. 'Five years ago?' she whispered.

'Yes.'

His wife had died five years ago. Tammy's mothed kiZed recently.
Something was wrong. Something was terribly wroBlge felt suddenly
hopelessly lost.

'l don't understand,’ she said. 'What about theybakhe baby on the
picture?'

His face worked and there was a flash of bitten pahis eyes. He picked up
a stick and threw it viciously into the underbrudiine baby wasn't ours," he
said.



CHAPTER EIGHT

LiviA'S mouth went dry. It was hard to breathe. Coldepgnsion slithered
through her. Clint turned abruptly and walked baxkhe fire.

She stared dazedly at his broad back strainingruthdeblack T-shirt. If
Tammy was not his child, then who was she? WhysHalthink he was her
father? Was all this some awful mistake and haccehee all the way over
here for nothing?

And why was Clint so obviously distraught answeriregg questions? She
looked at his back as he poked around in the Den't ask any more
guestions, his back said. Leave me alone.

Two long, tiring hours later they stopped for lunpatmich consisted of fresh
river fish, rice, and roasted bamboo shoots. Lwished she could lie down
and sleep for the rest of the day, but stoicalytgder feet again and put on
her backpack. It felt as if it were filled with k& She gritted her teeth. She
was here voluntarily and she was not going to campNot in a hundred
years.

After an endless afternoon stumbling and trippirigng@ the damp,
leech-ridden trail, they stopped at a spot the gwinles considered a good
camping site. The sweat-bees had come out in dramnesshe kept swatting
at her legs to get rid of them. The men built @ fand went in search of
material to build a sleeping platform for the nighihe air vibrated with the
maniacal shrieking of the cicadas and Livia listenembly as she sat by the
fire, too exhausted to move even the smallest rauscl

The pondokbuilt, the two men took a gill net and walked tdi further
along the riverbank to do some fishing for the @vgmeal. 'We'll have our
baths now,' Clint said to Livia. 'Let's go.’

The water was cold and crystal-clear and she duchkddr several times to
cool off completely. She tried not to look at Clgtanding there like Adam
in paradise, his strong body silhouetted agairestitirk forest as he soaped
himself. It was all too intimate standing here thge, washing off the day's



perspiration and dirt. She tried to make quick wofkit, cursing at the
annoyance of the wet sarong around her.

‘Take the thing off,' he said. 'They're out of sigh
'‘No.'
His brows arched. 'What do you think I'll do?'

She gritted her teeth. 'l just don't feel like sliag naked in front of you. It's
as simple as that.’

He shrugged as he shampooed his hair. 'Suit ydursel

It wouldn't bother him if she had nothing on. He&en all there was to see
and he was no longer interested in her, so whatheabig deal?

With one hand she ripped the wet cloth off anddlitnon to the big rock

where her clothes and towel lay. It was a relighdwe it gone. Waist-deep
in water, her back turned to him, she washed, sbaeghand then ducked
under to rinse. It felt wonderful.

She came up for air and swung her dripping haik lza caught Clint's
gaze on her. For a moment they stared at eachatkderner breath caught in
her throat. Then he ducked under and rinsed off.

It had been a moment only, a fraction of time, thietlook in his eyes had
betrayed him. He might not want her to stay. Hehtlog angry that she was
here, but he was still affected by her.

Lust, it was only lust. That was all it had eveebeShe gritted her teeth and
waded back to the rock, drying herself off with ek turned to him.
Wrapping a dry sarong around her, she sat dowowvtelther hair dry. The
river water was cold and the sun felt good on loet skin.

She leaned her head forward and squeezed the adtexf her hair, then
tossed it back and rubbed it with a towel.



Clint had climbed out as well and was sitting oroek near by, a towel
wrapped around him. He was looking at her legsclvinere scratched and
bruised, but it was a purely clinical look. Clinagva master of control. 'I'm a
man of great self-restraint,’ he had said once.

'You need some ointment on those scratches,' Hensthi cool detachment.

'l know. | have some.' She had anti-bacterial stuffier bag. She had no
intention of getting tropical ulcers if she coulelit.

Clint leaned back on his hands and lifted his faxeatch the sun. She
watched him, seeing the taut muscles in his arnesstrong column of his
neck, feeling again the treacherous sensationpiag¢hrough her blood.
She turned her head and squeezed her hair hard.

A cloud of brightly coloured butterflies danced abahe water near by.
Mesmerised, she watched them until they fluttengtdod sight. She'd never
seen so many together. Everything around her wasctaqlarly
beautiful—the orchids dripping from the huge tretse bright orange
fungus growing on a dead log, the lovely bird sonthe air. She glanced
back at Clint, who was still leaning back on hisdhs, his eyes closed.

They were alone. No sign yet of the men. All aftenm the question of who
Tammy was had haunted her. It had twisted andesvatound in her mind,
making her crazy. She needed to know.

She took a fortifying breath. 'Clint?'

He opened his eyes and looked at her. 'Yes?'

'l know you don't want to discuss your private lfgh me, but would you
please tell me one thing? That baby in the picture.

He leaned forward, taking his weight off his arraed gave a sigh of
exasperation. 'Livia--'

'If she wasn't your child, who was she?"



He rested his forearms on his drawn-up knees. Tlvagea silence as he
stared off into the verdant greenery of the for&ite was my wife's niece,
her sister's illegitimate baby,' he said tightiy'wife and | took care of her
for a year. And before you ask me why, it was bseahe baby's mother
had a lot of problems. Alcohol-related.’

Oh, God. Livia's heart contracted. It fit perfectiyth the bits and pieces
Tammy had told her.

'What happened after that year?'

'Her mother took her back.' His voice was flat, @ordess. He kept staring
off into the trees, not looking at her.

'‘Just like that?"

He looked at her then. 'No, dammit, not just likatt He raked his fingers
angrily through his wet hair. 'Do you think for aoment that | let her
govoluntarily? That I loved and nurtured a child &year and then simply
gave her up? What kind of man do you think | am®'éyes burned into
hers. It was as if a sudden spark had ignitedearigside him. 'Do you think
| make my commitments lightly? | went through theuds, the whole
damned route, until there was no further to go. plagn and simple facts
were that | had no rights. | was not the fathevas no blood relative at all,
and my wife had recently died. The mother saiddsisebered up and
wanted her back, and they gave her to her.' Hedglatrher. 'And that, Livia,
was the end of my family." He slipped off the raukd climbed on to the
riverbank.

She didn't follow him immediately, but watched &sdragged on a set of
clean clothes, noticing the strain in his forcehdvements, the rippling of
his muscles. Her heart ached and his final worgs &ehoing in her head.
'‘And that, Livia, was the end of my family...'

My family... The family she had seen on the pictageloving wife, a happy
baby. Gone. Finished. She swallowed at the cotisinin her throat.



Back by the fire he made tea and offered her a imagcalm, businesslike
manner, yet she could sense the tension thick leetwieem. He hadn't
wanted to talk about his past, but he had, and ihavas all back in his
consciousness where very obviously he didn't watd be. She couldn't
help feeling guilty and she didn't dare touch thiejsct again.

She drank the hot tea, wishing she had a longladk of lemonade with ice
cubes instead, but that was not within the realpossibilities.

She took a tube of anti-bacterial cream from hey &ad screwed off the
cap.

‘Let me have a look at this,' Clint said, holding bis hand.
She dropped the tube into his hand, not touching hi

He examined the tube. 'It'll have to do. Let meysme leg. Put your foot on
my knee.'

'l can put ointment on my own legs,’ she said yght

'l know you can, but | want to make sure therething there that needs
other treatment." He shifted position, picked up foot and settled it
unceremoniously on his knee. He examined the s@atand bruises on the
ankle and calf of one leg, then the other.

‘Not a pretty sight," he commented. 'Does it hurt?'

‘Not too bad,' she lied. She was determined nobtoplain. The cuts stung
and throbbed.

‘Nothing serious, though.' He squeezed out somgnemmt and began to
spread it around, his touch surprisingly gentle.vites so close that she
could smell the soapy scent of his skin. She tetdenly terribly fragile as

if she could shatter in a thousand pieces withvaroerg move or one wrong
word. She felt wrung out—physically as well as eiomlly. It hurt to be so

close to him, yet feeling as if oceans separatechtht hurt to remember the
closeness they had once shared. It hurt to feebtthing need to touch him,



to feel his heart beating against her. She wardddllt him she was sorry
about all the terrible things she had thought about

She loved him. Tears came to her eyes and shebiiphhard.
He looked up, meeting her gaze. 'Livia?'

His face was a blur and she lowered her gaze te btandly at her hands
clenched together in her lap.

'I'm sorry | hurt you," he said softly.

She swallowed with difficulty. For a fleeting momeshe wondered if he
was talking about her legs, or if he had sensethttiatears had nothing to
do with physical pain.

'It's all right," she said huskily. 'I'll live.'

But she wasn't so sure if that was true.

She couldn't sleep. ThEndokfloor was hard and uneven. She kept seeing
Tammy's face, the eagerness in her eyes. She &aphb her voice. 'Will
you help me find my father?’

Would he want her back now? But how could thatAehild would fit his
lifestyle even less than a wife would.

What was going to happen to Tammy? What would happéer when she
found out Clint was not her father? Was there ahgroplace for her to go?
It hadn't seemed like it.

Clint lay next to her, all but touching, the flimswetting of the mosquito
screen separating them.



Clint, who hadn't deserted a wife and child. Chmho had selflessly loved
someone else's baby, who had done everything ipdvier to get custody
of her after his wife had died.

Her head ached. Her heart ached. She'd jumped |[tdh@&l wrong
conclusions, made premature and uninformed judgtnalhthe things an
intelligent person shouldn't do. Her emotions tadckh over and her brain
had closed down. She had even mistrusted her adgejuent of him—that
he was a good, caring man with strong principles.

She wished more than anything she dared snealahdrdut from under the

netting, touch him, tell him she was sorry she@ltiht such evil things of

him. Only he didn't even know she had. All he kneas that she was here,
that he didn't want her here, and that she was@iwito his private life.

She turned over and the sapling platform creakddsamayed. There was the
scent of the smoky fire the other men kept goinggdep the mosquitoes
away, and the strange noises from the forest—shragld rustlings and
cries.

"You're not sleeping,’ Clint said in a low voice.

'‘No." And neither was he, obviously. By the souridh@ir breathing it
seemed the other two men were fast asleep.

Clint swore softly. 'Livia, please understand. h'taffer you what you're
looking for. You can't stay here with me. | cawtree back. | can't offer you
any kind of commitment. Not you, not any woman.'

'Why not?' she whispered, feeling a desperate iadhe pit of her stomach.

'‘Because nothing lasts." The words seemed wrungfoltm. ‘Because |
don't know how to live for the future. Permanenmesh't fit into my
lifestyle.'

Not if you don't want it to, she replied silentlye thought she'd come here
to be with him. Well, why should he think anythielge? She hadn't yet told
him of the real reason. It was getting harder aardiér to do. She could tell



him now, blurt out the truth; | came to tell yoathhere's a little girl looking
for you. A little girl who thinks that you are hiather. She wants to live with
you in the rainforest. Her tongue wouldn't moveif @®me invisible power
was holding back her words.

'Go to sleep, Livia.'

As if it were that easy. Go to sleep.

But in the end it was easy. She was physicallyeandtionally drained and
nature had mercy on her and gave her oblivion. singbled into an
exhausted sleep, deep and dreamless until the disgerwhoop-
whoop-whoop-whoop cries of gibbon monkeys awakérerd

Clint stirred next to her and she glanced at hidybelaxed in sleep, then
quickly averted her gaze and stared up at the leaflyof thepondok.The
two porters had left the sleeping shelter and glaechtheir muted voices by
the fire. She lay with her eyes open and listeoeithé sounds of the forest
coming to life—the joyful warbling of birds, theies and shrieks of unseen
creatures in the greenery. A thin beam of goldeigit struggled through
the canopy.

Next to her Clint sat up and raked his fingers digiohis hair.

'‘Good morning,' he said.

'‘Good morning.'

'How did you sleep?’

'Fine," she said. As fine as you could sleep oaraven sapling floor. Her
every muscle ached, but not a complaint would chesdips.

'How do your legs feel?’

‘They're all right. I'll put more stuff on them be¢ we go.’



How polite. How civilised. Her stomach cramped, ibwtasn't from hunger.
She remembered those other mornings waking up toettim—his hand
reaching for her, drawing her close to his warrouaed body.

He was staring at her, his eyes inscrutable, yetsgmsed that behind the
composed expression he remembered too. She sawuttden subtle
tensing of his body. She closed her eyes, blockimghis face, trying to
banish the memories. A moment later she felt theeysvg of the platform as
he was climbing down. She heard the soft thumpsatebt hit the ground.

They walked all day, along a jungle path that feka the rocky river,
which was a narrow stream tortured with rapidsvds so exhausting that
she had no strength for talk. She refused to camp&he didn't feel like
talking. She'd have to wait till they got to thedmouse village to find a time
to tell him.

She felt warm and sticky and she kept smellingitisect repellent she'd
rubbed into her skin. The jungle closed in on Beffocating. The warm,
moist air was hard to breathe. She knew the mee Weeping their pace
down to accommodate her slow and inexperienced, paog she was
annoyed by her own inept movements.

Yet there was so much beauty and at times she worget her miseries
and simply be awed by the huge ferns, the thickitkd vines crawling up
the trees, the myriad mushrooms and other colodumgi. High, high
above stretched the green canopy, blocking out mbgte sun. Gibbon
monkeys swung from trees. Brightly coloured bidd&téred from branch to
branch.

Late in the afternoon they reached the village watk greeted happily by
the people just returning from their garden plttsias a joy to see people,
to see their smiling faces, to see the azure s@yathe longhouse clearing.

Clint leaned his head towards her as they climbhegble ladder. 'I'm going
to introduce you as my wife," he said. 'For praprsesake.'

She thought her heart had stopped. 'For proprisake?' she repeated.
'Why?'



You'll have to stay in my room. There's no roorgveimere else unless you
want to sleep with half a dozen girls and childoeowded in one room.
Nobody would mind, but | thought you might."'

She swallowed. Thank you.’

Clint introduced her to Pak Lampung, the headmadgigaified old man
who gave her a sharp, intelligent look and smitedelcome. She had the
uncanny feeling that he didn't believe for a monthiat she was Clint's
wife, but was too polite to say anything abouChildren crowded around
them. Clint laughed, took out a bag of sweets fhisrbackpack and handed
them out, going down on his haunches as he tatkéuetkids.

They climbed up the pole ladder to the veranda artdll blond man
approached them with a wide grin. With his eyed i he pressed his
hand to his heart.

'Ah! A vision!' he said.

More like a nightmare, Livia thought, but laughed hés exaggerated
greeting. She'd never felt more like something ted crawled out of a
swamp in her life. She was sweaty, messy, scratemedbruised, and
smelled of bug repellent.

The man glanced over at Clint. 'And where did youd fthis lovely
creature?' he asked. 'You didn't tell -me you'dhauton the supply list.’

Clint's face was impassive. 'lt's one of thosdeligurprises in life, my
friend,’ he said evenly. 'Livia, this is David HoNay, my partner. David,
meet Livia Jordan. She's passing through.'

His hand was rough and strong as he grasped hierblug eyes smiled into
hers. 'lt's very nice to meet you, Livia," he ssatemnly. He turned back to
Clint and frowned. 'Didn't | hear you mention a &% Is she the
wonderwoman remodelling your grandmother's house?'

'Yes.' Clint's voice was terse. 'And the understantiere is that she's my
wife.'



'Lucky you.' Reluctantly, David let go of Livia'saihd. 'How long are you
staying?'

Till the next supply plane leaves,' she said, Bagiid arched a surprised
brow. She followed Clint and the people carryingithhings to a door at
the end of the wide veranda.

Clint opened the door which led into a dark roone Went inside and
propped open several window shutters hinged atofveo let in the light,
and Livia glanced around. Piles of books, papetabke with a typewriter,
hooks from which hung clothes, shelves with bojass and cans and
several bottles of Scotch. The floor was bare haatlvSomeone carried in
her backpack and put it down on the floor. Thegrsrbrought in the boxes
with supplies and left.

Clint raked his hands through his hair and glareredind the room. 'We'll
move things around to make room for your mat ladg.ve been invited to
have drinks and dinner with the headman tonighis ©™the bathroom, if
you want to wash. We'll go to the river before @nh

He showed her the alcove screened off by rattatingaRemovable slats
revealed an opening in the floorboards. A bucketvater with a plastic
dipper stood underneath a small stand which hétgdvaoiletries—a razor,
toothpaste. A small mirror hung above it.

The evening was a repeat of the one she'd spemheintrading-post

longhouse. The wide communal veranda was crowd#d peiople talking

and laughing. There was food, plentyasék, storytelling, music and then
dancing.

She was numb with fatigue. She escaped to Clidsr making space by
pushing things around and rolled out her mat onhaelwood planks.

Having brushed her teeth and tended to her abesggd $he rigged up her
mosquito net and went to sleep. It didn't mattet tihe floor was hard.

Nothing mattered but being horizontal.

Again that night, she slept like the dead. She 'tithink she'd ever feel
rested again.



She awoke the next morning, feeling cold. Clint wpsand had made a fire
in the indoor fireplace. Steam rose from a wateati&eShe had not heard
him come in during the night; she hadn't even hdwm stirring around
making the fire. She sat up on her mat and puskeddir out of her face.

'‘Good morning,' he said. 'Coffee’ll be ready in or@e minute.’

‘Thank you." She pulled the mosquito net asids. cthld. | didn't know it
could get so cold here.’

'It's the altitude, and it rained last night. Didou hear it?'

She shook her head. 'No. | was tired. | didn't lzesthing.' She retied her
sarong and moved closer to the fire..

Clint spooned instant coffee into two enamel mugd poured water. He
handed her one of the mugs. 'Here you go. We'k tmeakfast with David
in a little while.'

It was all so quiet, so polite. Well, she had nergyg for anything else. She
sipped the hot coffee, listening to the sounds ftbenawakening forest.

She was relieved when David joined them a few maskxter, his easy

smile lightening up the atmosphere. Breakfast veagesl by a neighbour

lady, who'd taken on the job of seeing to the maaily food needs. She was
a friendly, talkative grandmother of many, with wgdérass rings weighing

her earlobes down to her shoulders.

The food was delicious and, as she ate, Livia imadjherself climbing up
and down ladders, painting or hanging wallpapeithwirass earrings
hanging from her extended earlobes. It would dhee crazy really fast.
Then again, if you grew up with the things you wibnil know any better.
She wondered if the women took them out at nighjust flopped them
around in bed with them. It seemed they'd get ewlay, or do physical
damage to a lover. The thought made her grin.



After breakfast, David went back to his room to kvand Clint got ready to
take off for the day. He didn't say where.

'Tll be gone all day,’ he said. 'Stay at the holxen't go wandering off on
your own, you understand? Ten steps off the pathymu may be lost
forever.'

She didn't mind resting and she was relieved wieeleft. Being with him
for the past three days had been a severe straneronervous system, her
heart and her patience.

The longhouse was quiet in the morning with mogtefvillagers having
left to work theirladang.She watched an old woman husking rice with a
five-foot hardwood pole, and she played with thigdean, who thought she
was the best thing since sliced bread. She redlsddt was the first time in
days she had laughed. This was not a happy tho8gktliked laughing. If
you couldn't laugh any more, things were seriousiyng.

Thingswereseriously wrong.

She had lunch with David, cooked by the old womaite-and fresh river
fish, and some stir-fried fern tendrils and wildshtooms. He was working
on traditional medicine, he explained. He had cagta¢d an enormous
number of different plants and trees from the fovdsose roots, flowers,
leaves and bark were used to make medicine. Hgreagrving specimens
in the plant presses he had in his room and doctaddimeir preparation and
use.

Soon after lunch several men came out of the faveéhta huge boar they
had shot. She made herself watch as they butchibee@dnimal, telling
herself that this was part of the reality of vikslgfe here, and an experience
for her to chalk up. However, it was not a preighg and one that might
convince her to try vegetarianism. The butcheredtmas spread out on a
rack built over a big, smoky fire where it wouldrrain overnight. Smoking
the meat, she was told, would keep it good for d\days.

At the end of the afternoon people came back frieair tgarden plots and
everyone went bathing in the river.



By sunset Clint came back and headed straightriver to bathe. After

he returned, the three of them had dinner in Davabm and the men talked
about their work. David drew her into the convamateveral times, but

Clint paid her little attention past the normaliliiles and she felt a toxic

mixture of resentment and despair.

After dinner they socialised on the longhouse vaaamwhere storytelling
was the major form of entertainment. For a while hmeseries seemed
pushed back by the enjoyment of the moment—thdduimg people, the
laughter, the stories. In spite of everything, sfas happy she had come.

When everyone started drifting off to their famgjyarters, Clint came to his
feet and she followed him back to his room.

He lit a candle and a soft light spread aroundrtiven. He held the same
match to a green mosquito coil which sent off as@f incense-scented
smoke.

They were alone and she knew she could no longaippoe telling him
about Tammy. She sat down on her mat and put meishia her lap.

‘'There's something | need to tell you,' she saidtlyu'l've been waiting for
the right moment, but | don't think there is orel might as well do it now.’

He raised his brows. 'What?'

She looked at him, unwavering. 'l know you thinkaime here because |
wanted to be with you," she went on. 'lt's undeddble for you to think

that.'

'‘And you didn't?’

‘No, I didn't. | have more pride than that, Clint.'

Hands in his pockets, he observed her silentlyeriThvhat was the

reason?'She wished he would sit down. He loomedhmre making her feel

small and vulnerable. 'There's a probl... situation need to know about
and there wasn't time to wait until a telegram wlazdtch up with you two



months from now. So | got on a plane. It was thg way | could think of to
reach you quickly.'

He grew very still. His face lost all expressioire you telling me you're
pregnant?’ he asked tonelessly.

Stunned, she stared up at him. It hadn't at alliwed to her that he might
think that. She shook her head. 'No, oh, no. Wewareful. We never took
any risks.'

‘There are always risks," he said tersely. 'Thexena guarantees.’

'‘No." Not in anything. She stared at him, her mgudidenly wild with
guestions. What if she had been pregnant? WhatdAwihave done?

'If 1 had been pregnant,’ she asked softly, 'whaild/you have done?'

He raked an impatient hand through his hair. 'I'tdlnow, Livia. It's a

hypothetical question at this point, and not ornveaht to dwell on. Now

what's the point of this conversation? What wasinsportant that you

needed to come all the way over here?' He sat @ovthe chair at the table.
The candle flickered, throwing wild shadows acrthes room. A frenzied

shrieking came from the forest.

She was not sure how to tell him, so she decideivtoright in. She took a
steadying breath.

'Somebody delivered Tammy to the house and saidgttime for you as her
father to take responsibility for her upbringingertinother died recently.'

Under his tan all colour drained from his face.
"Tammy?His voice was rough.

She nodded. That's the girl in the picture, i6R'Only she's not a baby any
more. She's six.'



He closed his eyes briefly. 'Oh, my God,"' he matteHe composed himself
with an effort. '"Her mother is dead?’

'Yes. A neighbour brought Tammy to me.’
'‘Where did they come from?'
'Pennsylvania.’

'l couldn't find them," he said tonelessly. 'Whisrehe now? What did you
do with her?'

'She's at Jack and Sara'’s. They've got two gitlsedf own; you met them at
my birthday party. She'll love it there. They'rargpcamping and she was
So excited about it and--' She bit her lip and géapthe stream of words.

He looked more tired than she had ever seen hinat Woman who was
with her said | was Tammy's father?’

'Yes.'

He gave a bitter laugh. 'God, the irony. | wondé&ere she got that idea.'
His voice held sarcasm.

Tammy's mother must have told her he was the fa8tes must have told
Tammy the same thing. How else could she have krtbefacts that she
had?

'Why would Tammy's mother lie about it?"
'‘Because she didn't know who had fathered Tammg, slre probably
needed a story. | was convenient- far away anabrgach.' He gave her a

sharp look. 'And Tammy? What does she think?'

Her heart lurched. 'That you are her father. Arelwgants to live with you in
the jungle. That's what she said.’



He rubbed his face. 'So that's why you were askiagll the questions,’ he
said tonelessly.

"Yes. And you thought | wanted to dig into your fp@asfind out some deep
and hidden psychological reason why you don't vzt

He winced at her words. 'lt's not that | don't wgot, Livia," he said
roughly. 'For God's sake, you should know that.’

Her heart lurched. He wanted her, but not the vii@wvganted to be wanted.
She bit her lip and said nothing.

His face was grim. 'And you also thought | was Tarsrfather, of course.'
She shrugged lightly. 'l had no reason to thinlentlise. | came here ready
to tell you what a despicable excuse of a man yenewo abandon your own

child. I had it all worked out in my head. It wasitg¢ a speech.’

A glimmer of a smile curved his mouth. 'Sorry t@your fun.' He rose
and massaged his neck. 'What does she look likefsked.

She hesitated. 'She's thin. Longish blonde hag.gBey eyes.' Wise eyes.
Not the eyes of a child.

He looked at her sharply. He had noticed her hesitaWhat's wrong with
her?'

She sighed. 'She doesn't...she doesn't look likewsis well cared-for. |
think she's had a hard life for a kid her age.’

She saw anger flare in his eyes. His hands batledfists. He turned and
without another word he walked out of the door,kbaie to the veranda.

She got ready for bed, lay down on her mat aneé@tap into the thatched
roof, wondering what he was thinking, what he wesdihg.

He worked on his typewriter for the next few ddysmmering away on the
old portable for hours on end, hardly emerging frodra room, hardly



speaking to her at all. At night he would not camte the room until late,
thinking she would be asleep. Sometimes she wastimes she wasn't.

'Is there anything | can help you with?' she'd dskeit he had said no. She
had more success with David, who was more thansetedo have her

proofread some of the material he had written type some of the edited
copy. Along with his medicinal flora, he had alsallected a wealth of

legends, superstitions and other interesting tdésding with illness and

disease. She was fascinated reading them andgat@imim about them

over lunch. Clint would say little, keeping the wersation purely

professional, which would mostly exclude her. Heatiquickly and go back
to his room without lingering.

'He's not a happy camper these days,' David conadeanmte afternoon. He
observed her intently. 'l thought he'd be delightedave you here.’

'He isn't,’ she said, and glanced down at her plate

'Most women | know would think I'd be out of my rdiif | suggested they
come to see me here. You've got guts, Livia.'

'More guts than sense, probably," she said withyaswmile.

That night after dinner Clint followed her into thom. 'l want to ask you
some questions,' he said, putting his hands insha@ts pockets. That
woman who brought Tammy to the house—what exadd\sde say?"

The question took her by surprise. He hadn't meatiocTammy after she
had told him about her—not a single word. It wakald to remember what
the woman had said; it hadn't been much, so it'didke long to tell him.
He was watching her as she spoke, his face darbadling.

'Did she say why Janine...Tammy's mother diedasked.

'No. Tammy mentioned something about helping whk tousework
because her mother was often sick.'



He cursed under his breath and his hands clenchaager. 'It's not hard to
guess why. | imagine she'd hit the bottle agaiis'Wdice was hard and his
eyes looked somewhere in the distance, seeingghiagiembering things.

‘Tammy has a teddy bear,' Livia said softly. 'Shie er daddy gave it to
her.’

There was something terrible in his eyes, a mixairgrief and rage that
shook her to the core. 'What else does she have?'

'‘Nothing much. Some clothes, a doll, a snapshgbafand her when she
was learning to walk.’

His jaw worked. 'What else has she said about mkat\oes she know?
She was too little to remember anything.’

'l overheard her talking to her bear when she veaisggto sleep. She said
you're a famous scientist doing very important wankl that one day you
would come back." She swallowed at the lump inthaerat. 'l think she's
woven an enormous fantasy around you.'

He slammed his fist against the wall, then leansddrehead against the
wood. 'I'll have to go back to sort things out,'dad tonelessly. 'Are you
sure she's all right with your brother and sisteraw for now?'

'She couldn't be in better hands. They'll keepdselong as necessary and
give her lots of TLC.'

He met her eyes. 'Thank you for going through @l trouble, Livia. |
appreciate it.'

She saw again Tammy's earnest face, the solemneyey, heard the
worried voice: 'Will you help me find my father?’

'I had no choice, Clint.'

'Oh, sure you did. You could have passed her offi¢ocauthorities and let
them worry about contacting me. And, knowing thatmot her father, they



might not have contacted me at all.' He straighdeaveay from the wall. He
looked big and tall in the confines of the room.

She took a deep breath. 'What are you going to do?'

'I'm going home to sort things out. I'll take thexhplane out. We can travel
back together."’

The next day, David asked her to go with him tolemtl a rare plant
specimen someone had found in the forest canopgr Aéveral days in the
longhouse, she was ready for a little side-trip #reltwo-hour-long trek
through the jungle was hardly exercise now, amulgiing up in the canopy
with a rope-and-pulley contraption was an exhilagaexperience, be it a
rather dangerous one. It was a different worldngpe with plants and vines
and animals that never touched ground, but survofédhe trees. She
enjoyed David's company and he seemed happy toeaadviher questions.

They arrived back at the longhouse in the middléhefafternoon and she
went for a swim with some of the children. Refreklaed cooled off, she
went back to the room to put on some clothes. dhg-lhouse was quiet
and almost deserted. People had not yet returoed thie garden plots and
the children were still in the river.

She was squeezing her hair dry when Clint walkedHi@ did not look
happy. In fact, he looked furious.

'l told you to stay in the village!" he said tightll told you specifically not to
wander off! And what do you do? You take off inbe tforest for the whole
damned day"

She could not believe her ears. 'l hardly wandefed was with David.’

"You are my responsibility and | don't want youhe forest!" He pulled his
shirt off over his head.



She tried not to look at his brown chest, butedttler gaze on his face. 'l am
not your responsibility. | came here on my own atol am responsible
for myself and I'm not an idiot.’'

He tossed the shirt on the chair. "You climbednip the canopy! What do
you call that?'

'l call it an adventure,’ she said, trying harcstiay calm. ‘It was fantastic,
actually.'

He glared at her. 'It was irresponsible and dangeithat's what it was! And

while you are here as my guest, you will damned deehbs | say!" He placed

his hands on his hips. 'And one more thing. | thiold've taken up enough
of David's time. | would appreciate it if you col&hve him alone so he can
get on with his work. Read a book, teach somebaouyligh.'

Stunned, she stared at him, anger rushing throegtathhis implication.
'‘Are you saying I'm distracting David from his w@rlHer voice shook.

His face was hard, his eyes unreadable. 'l thinksfwuld leave him alone.'

'l think David can take care of himself. And ifdend time in his room, then
that's because he wants me there! Which is moredha be said for you!'
She was shaking with anger. She turned abrupthdyr¢o leave, but he
moved swiftly, took her arm and turned her to fare.

They stared at each other for a frozen momenttsalied without moving,
the anger pulsing between them. A muscle movedsinéck. His hand
relaxed on her arm. The tension changed almostreapgbly and the anger
shifted until it was no longer anger that throbbetiveen them, but a
madness of another kind, more dangerous, moreileol&he began to
tremble, feeling powerless to move away, poweltiesgter a sound. Under
her feet the floorboards creaked. From outside dambigh-pitched warble
of a bird. And all around was the rich, earthy sadrihe jungle, primitive,
pulsing with life.



CHAPTER NINE

CLINT's hand reached out and lightly touched her cheek.hidart leaped.
'Livia?' His voice was a husky whisper.

Black fire shone in his eyes and she trembled,nyegraching, afraid of the
dark desire he aroused in her. She looked inteyes, mesmerised.

'Yes,' she whispered.

She felt his hand on the upper swell of her breagying the sarong loose.
She shivered as the soft cloth slid sensuouslygaf@n skin and fell to the
floor. She stood naked before him, trembling, drehthe hauled her close
to him and kissed her with such fierce intensitgttbhe thought her heart
would stop. A smouldering fire inside her explodieid heat and light and
she gave herself up to it.

He ripped off his shorts with one hand, his mouth leaving hers. They
lowered themselves on to his sleeping mat and hesitimand hands
hungrily explored her body. Her breathing came lballew puffs as she
touched him back, trembling with need.

Her body ached, pulsing with an ancient rhythmeakissed her breasts, his
hands caressing every part of her. His skin wasahdtsmooth under her
hands, his muscles strong and taut. She felt igripeof a primal force, wild
and magnificent and frightening.

There was no going back. There was no thought,ensesof time. Their
mutual wildness carried them away into a frenzietbase, shattering
illusions.

He rolled over and sat up, resting his back agahestvall. She sat up too,
hugging her knees to her chest and lowering hed keeaest on them. She
could not bear to look at him, and a terrible dasoh took hold of her.



She loved him. It should have been the most wont#ring in the world,
yet all she felt was a helpless despair and etemieed to cry her eyes out.
He did not love her.

She took in a deep, shuddering breath. She wagsin'ygo. She damned
well wasn't going to cry. With the terrible tensioetween them it had been
inevitable that this would happen. And she had ecitt needed it.

She felt his hand on her head for an instant, tteename to his feet. The
floorboards creaked as he moved across the rotne teeranda door. Then
he was gone.

'I'll sleep in David's room," he said later thagewg. 'l should have thought
of that earlier.’

Her hands clamped by her side. Her heart achedloBked at him, saying
nothing.

'Don't look at me like that, for God's sake.' Hisd worked. "We can't afford
to let this happen again, Livia. For more than cgsson. One being that
there is no pharmacy around the corner and | retupkay risk-games with
fate.'

His gaze lowered to her mouth, then abruptly mawedo her eyes. 'We
can't take irresponsible risks, no matter how muelwant to.'

'l don't want to at all!" she said hotly, feelireat- stinging her eyes. 'I've
never in my life slept around just for the helitbfAnd I'm not going to start
with you!"

‘Then I hope you'll forgive me for sleeping somerehelse," he said calmly.
He picked up his mat and bedding and left the room.

She hated him for his calm control and she'd omlyely managed not to
scream at him. She covered her face with her handgave a low moan.



Alone, she felt the room close in on her. The jergltside was alive with
sounds. Two more nights and they would start tbk brack to the trading
post. Two days of walking along the jungle pathe day in a longboat on
the river. Then the tiny supply plane would flytheut of the forest.

She felt as if she was living a nightmare.

The night before they left the village, there wagiadbye party with
traditional dancing, music making and lots of n@@e andarak, of which
she only took a few sips. She'd need all her strefog the trip back to the
trading post. Several men had gone hunting andasshoge deer, which was
butchered and then roasted over a fire. Not exaotly suburban backyard
barbecue, but the roasted chunks of meat werealdic

Two men accompanied them as they set off earlynéheé morning, their
rattan backpacks full of goods they would tradedall at the trading post:
birds' nests, aromatic woods, medicinal plants.oAthese would be flown
to the coast and on to various markets in the @rien

Clint was more distant than ever, saying littleg aneoccupied with his own
thoughts, which, by the looks of his expressiomenet happy ones. Livia
had a thousand questions fermenting in her mincstoeiknew he would not
welcome them. She felt lonely and left out. She was part of his life
despite the passion they'd shared. He alloweddentrance to the deepest
part of himself.

Millions of coloured lights glimmered and flickerdaelow her in the
night—the miracle of modern electricity in all @slourful splendour. Hong
Kong. Livia gazed out of the jet window, waiting fine plane to make its
dramatic descent to Kai Tak Airport. The buildivgsre eerily close as the
plane made its final approach. Lights flickered windows, faintly
illuminating washing strung on balconies. Traffished by just below.



The landing came fast and smooth, the wheels tagehe surfaced runway
with hardly a bump.

A sleek limousine delivered them to their hotel,endhdoors were opened
and luggage collected and people smiled as if W arriving royalty.

She did not exactly feel like royalty in her wriglll cotton trousers and
blouse. The hotel lobby was overwhelming with iisgé three-storey
picture windows overlooking Victoria Harbour. Allas light and space and
discreet opulence.

She had protested when Clint had made reservdbtotise Regent from the
house of a friend in Balikpapan where they'd stdgea night.

‘There are plenty of cheaper hotels that are piyfadequate,’ she'd stated.
'‘Don't worry about it," he'd said. 'My treat.'
'‘But it's not necessary! It's decadent!’

'And so very enjoyable," he'd said evenly. 'Whereehyou been sleeping the
last few weeks?"On a mat on the floor.'

'Right. And tomorrow night you will have a soft beda luxurious room
with a marble bathroom with a sunken tub and lotsubbles and a bottle of
champagne.’

Hearing it said so graphically made her cave i, 9e had argued about
staying two nights. It was time to go home. One w@sugh.

'You need the rest, Livia," he said impatientlyot¥fe exhausted. For
heaven's sake, don't argue.’

So she hadn't, because he probably was right. @igpgiprough the
rainforest for two days wasn't exactly a strolthe park, and sitting in a
longboat for a day was hardly restful.



So here they were in the lap of luxury. It was l&keme warp. Like waking

up on another planet. They were escorted to tharltedroom suite, and
even that struck her as crazy. An entire bedro@nfar her. All this space

for one person. They'd slept in the same longhoose on mats on the
floor, they'd slept close together on sleepingfptats in the jungle, and

now they had again their own private space withrgd bed and a door to
lock. It was, in a way, a great relief.

They'd only just arrived when a trolley was broughtith tea, chocolate
bonbons, fruits, all presented exquisitely beallyiflike a work of art. She
took a chocolate and popped it in her mouth. It heavenly. She looked
longingly at the rest of them.

However, what she wanted more than chocolate Wasggaleisurely bath in
the big whirlpool bathtub, enjoying the view of tharbour that even the
large glass windows of the bathroom offered. Befsine'd managed to
retreat to her own bedroom, another knock caméeudaoor and Clint went
to open it. She saw his face light up as a womeaad in. She was tall and
glamorous, her beautiful face framed by a thick enaf chestnut hair.
Wearing a long, elegant evening gown of black amwehie silk, she looked
simply stunning. Her wide, smiling mouth revealezfect teeth, and she
threw her arms around Clint, who hugged her backkassed her cheek.

He grinned. 'Couldn't stay away, could you?'

'‘Absolutely not! It's wonderful to see you agaifhe had a lovely,
melodious voice. She turned to Livia and extendstina hand with long,
perfectly polished nails. Her green eyes were gpenrious. Clint
introduced her to Livia as Aurora Dunbar and Lismailed politely, feeling
grungy and drab next to the fragrant, glimmeringnaa in silk. Not such a
surprise, of course. After two weeks in the jungled a day on a plane
nobody looked glamorous.

She was on her way to a party, Aurora said, buttecato stop by to say
hello. Tomorrow of course they were coming to hemndr party, no
excuses!

Clint inclined his head. 'All right, | won't try.'



'l had your clothes delivered,’ Aurora said. 'Diouyfind them in your
closet?'

He said he had. Livia wondered how many supplieslothes he had
hanging in various closets around the world. Inilgalpan at the house of
his friend he'd left some clothes for safekeepmg/all—a lightweight suit,
a pair of trousers and a blazer, a few shirts aocduple of pairs of shoes.
Anything that didn't get worn and washed on a ragbhsis in the damp
forest turned green with mildew or was contaminabad insects or
micro-organisms.'Well, I'm going to leave you tbAurora said. 'Get some
rest, have a massage, and tomorrow you'll be a3 goaew.' She smiled at
Livia. 'l can't wait to hear your stories aboutr€8 jungle hideout!" With a
wave of her hand, she floated out of the door,ifep® faint but luscious
fragrance in her wake.

Livia glanced around her luxurious surroundingsr Helf-esteem was
suffering. She couldn't wait to get out of her lokx and into a tub of scented
water. Which was where she found herself a littheleviater.

The tub was huge. The bathroom was finished in fiskan marble and
one wall was almost entirely glass. She was sittiaed in the tub with
bubbles up to her chin enjoying the view of VictoHarbour and all the
glimmering lights of the various crafts and the Kahop of buildings.

Definitely not your humdrum bathroom experience.

Forty-five minutes later, wrapped in a soft cotb@throbe furnished by the
hotel, she emerged into the sitting-room. Clint wasbbling on a writing
pad, not even looking up as she entered.

She stared at his bent head, wondering what hedaiag with so much
concentration.

'I'd like to know about this party this woman iredtus to," she said. 'What
kind of party is it? What do | wear?"

He looked up now, frowning. 'Something formal, dse’s



'Great,' she said. 'Just the stuff | packed in agkpack for my trip into the
jungles of Borneo.'

'‘Buy something tomorrow. I'll give you some money.'

She gaped at him. His paternalistic attitude wasoat funny. 'This is the
nineties. | have my own money, and I'll pay for awn clothes, thank you.’

'I'm the one who got you into this,’" he said reatbn

'I'm getting myself into this. | don't have to gothis party if | don't want to.
| don't even know who this woman is and | don'tidaa | should feel
obliged.’'

'‘No," he said drily. "You should feel pleased. Nist everybody gets invited
to a Dunbar party.' A hint of amusement lingeredigmwords.

‘Now I'm really intrigued." A drop of water drippé&m her hair down her
temple. She wiped it off. 'Who is she?'

'‘An old friend. She's a psychologist and her fathex big-time influential
businessman with lavish philanthropic urges.' Hegéd back down at his
notepad.

I'll try not to embarrass you, came the thought shie swallowed the words.
There was no excuse for being childish and immature

He motioned at the room-service table without loglkat her.

'l ordered some more food. Help yourself if yolnumgry.' He went back to
his writing.

There were fragrant bread rolls, a cheese platt@oked salmon and French
country pate. She looked at his bent head. He heldahged or showered
and was still wearing the grey trousers and strigreds shirt he'd worn on
the plane. What was he doing?



One thing he was not doing was eating with herwds too busy, or not
interested enough. She stared at the food, hetitggene.

'I'm not hungry,’ she said.
He looked up. 'I'd like to call your brother ansgtsi-in-law,' he said, as if he
hadn't even heard what she said. He probably hdwiuld you mind

giving me the number?’

He didn't say why he wanted to call, but she assuineas to tell them
when he'd be back in the States.

'l can call, if you prefer.'

‘Thank you, but I'll take care of it.'

Because it was his business, he meant. She gavéhbimumber and he
reached for the phone on the coffee-table. She chione the bedroom, but
she still heard his voice faintly through the clbsi®or. A few minutes later
he called her name and handed her the receiver siteegot back into the
sitting- room. 'Sara wants to speak to you.'

'Hi," she said into the phone.

"You've surfaced! Good grief, | was worried aboatiygetting lost in the
jungle and devoured by tigers.'

Livia laughed. 'How's Tammy?'

‘Just fine, chomping at the bit, though, and caalt for her daddy to come
home. I'm so glad he is. | was worried what to helt if he didn't come
back.'

Livia's heart contracted. So Clint had not saidtlimg to Sara about
Tammy not being his child. Well, maybe he didnibkhit was anybody's
business. After all, he hardly knew Sara.

'We'll be there in a couple of days,' she said.



'How did he take the news?' Sara asked.

'I'm not sure.' She took a deep breath. She caatltetl Sara the truth, not
with Clint sitting in the next room with the dogag not when she knew
that if he'd wanted Sara to know he would have balidhimself.

You can't talk,’ Sara guessed. 'Is he right there?

'Yes.'

'Well, let's hope it all works out. Now tell me alté¢long Kong. Where are
you staying?'

A few minutes later Livia replaced the receivert heart heavy. It didn't
feel right that Sara didn't know the truth. Shenar about Tammy's hopes
and dreams, about the shattering disillusionmaattrtiight come.

Clint came back into the room, pulling off his tiée still wore his travel
clothes.

'What are you going to do?' she asked.

‘About what?'

'‘About Tammy!

He frowned impatiently. ‘Livia, | can't come up wen answer sitting here
on the other side of the world. | don't know angthabout the facts, the
circumstances and the legalities of the situatibmould be stupid to try

and decide what to do without speaking to a lawtgestart with.'

Well, of course. She gritted her teeth. It sounakkgo rational, so logical,

as if it were merely a business problem that ne¢albé dealt with, not the
fate of a six-year-old little girl with dreams. Shated him for his cool

control.

She turned away. 'I'm going to bed. Goodnight.’



'‘Goodnight, Livia.'

She awoke in the middle of the night, hearing risehe sitting-room. A

faint sound of voices, then silence. It was almiosir, she saw on the
bedside clock. Wrapping a robe around her, sheexpdre bedroom door.
Clint was sitting in a chair, a cup of coffee iis hiand, his hair dishevelled.
He was still dressed. He'd rolled up his shirt\eseand he looked rumpled
and tired, his chin dark and unshaven, his eyekldad weary.

"You haven't been to bed yet?' she asked, sturinén aight of him still
dressed.

'Did | wake you? I'm sorry.' He put his coffee-agwn and rubbed his face
wearily. 'l had to make some phone calls.'

Phone calls, in the dead of night? Not local, fares He must have been
calling the States, where it was still yesterdagrabon. Who had he been
calling? Social services? A lawyer? She wantedstoham, but of course

she wouldn't dare pry. It was none of her businde&d made it perfectly

clear he wanted to keep her out of his personalraff

'l didn't hear you,' she said inanely, pushingh@r away from her face.

He gestured at his bedroom. 'l was in there. Ir@disome coffee and food
and it was brought in here."' He came to his feelyed over to the white-
shrouded food cart and poured himself a cup ofeeoffom the pot. 'Go
back to bed, Livia," he said, his back turned to he

Go back to bed. Leave me alone. Don't disturb rdenlt want you.

She clenched her teeth to stop herself from sagmmething terrible,

something hurtful and angry. Her throat ached aadstburned behind her
eyes. She turned and went back to bed, and maycgigep claimed her
once more and she didn't wake again until it wall past eight in the

morning.



She was supposed to rest from her trip throughidiméorest and to gather
strength for the long haul back to Washington,diutourse she could not
stay in the room and lounge around all day. N¢iamg Kong!

She stretched luxuriously in the comfortable bed aontemplated the
possibilities for the day. Tonight was the dinnartp with the luscious
Aurora. First thing she needed was a drop-deadstgrdress. Something
supremely sexy and alluring, but with a touch @fssl She smiled at the
ceiling. It so happened that she found herself amgiKong, a shoppers'
nirvana. The hotel had its very own luxurious shogpemporium, right
there for the convenience of its many illustrioussts. Also attached to it
was the World Trading Centre with its hundredshaiss. To make things
utterly convenient, she had with her a magic pafgqaastic that could make
all her dreams come true—at least that was whatdhemercials on TV
insinuated. They never mentioned the nightmareisrtiight follow when
the dreams eventually needed to be paid for. Hokyeygart from being a
romantic fool, she was also a businesswoman wgttoa grasp on financial
reality.

The reality was that she could afford to buy hérsaine gorgeous clothes.
She jumped out of bed. 'Hong Kong, here | comed'ssdid out loud.

She slipped into thin cotton trousers and a slesgethirt. Not glamorous,
but it would do. At least the trousers covered eplbags which were a mess
with their scratches and cuts.

Remembering Aurora's suggestion, she called ane mwa@ppointment for
a massage later that afternoon, and another otlee dieauty salon for a
shampoo, a facial and a manicure. This hotel wamban terrible effect on
her. It made her feel like a hedonist. She grinatelderself as she replaced
the receiver.

Clint was not in the sitting-room. His bedroom detwod half open and she
peeped in quickly, seeing him sprawled across tpdoéd, the sheet up to
his waist.



Her heart made a painful little leap. She supprefse urge to go in and sit
on the side of his bed and run her fingers acrasshest and watch him
wake up. It was insanity. Despair churned inside Abruptly she swung
out of the door, closing it softly behind her.

She found the dress before noon.

She looked at herself draped in gorgeous silk amited. Victory! It was
long, slinky and knock-em-dead gorgeous, the jesaéburs shimmering
lusciously—amethyst, sapphire-blue, aquamarine, quinise and
emerald-green mingling in a rich oriental tapestigsign. It left her
shoulders bare, and she contemplated the needrfeckdace and earrings
which she didn't have, and the cost of some dgeelery.

"You need nothing," asserted the sales lady. "Yaue lan elegant throat;
leave it bare. And your hair is lovely. The dressgiécoration enough.’

Livia grinned at the woman, who was a picture oémtial elegance and
beauty, and decided that taking her advice wowe $ans of money and
rescue her from financial nightmares.

Livia laughed softly to herself as she changed battk her street clothes.
So she had an elegant throat. Nobody had evehwslthat. Here she was,
twenty- nine, and she hadn't been aware of such@ous asset!

She bought strappy high-heeled shoes to go witkitdéss, and some silky,
lacy underwear that was too frivolous for wordsd ansmall bottle of
sinfully sensuous perfume. Signing charge slipraftearge slip, she was
feeling wonderfully extravagant. It wasn't in heture to be this way on a
regular basis, but why not enjoy it now that she agerfect excuse?

A perfect excuse.

Why was she doing this? For her own fun? To compatte the gorgeous
Aurora? To impress Clint?



She'd spent the last few weeks in an isolatedosest village, sleeping on a
hardwood floor, wearing sarongs and eating singue f She was doing this
for herself.

Of course she was.

Her purchases would be delivered to her room arnith. several hours to
spare before her appointments at the hotel, shdatkto take to the streets.
She should take a nap, but how could she poss8iig?l sleep on the plane
tomorrow.

She took the Star Ferry across to Hong Kong Island got on a
double-decker streetcar. Ah, the streets of Honggkd'he people, the
sounds, the smells, the food! It was all a feastlie senses. Potted plants
spilled over from apartment balconies in a riot@iour; washing flapped in
the breeze and birds twittered from bamboo cagass@y coloured signs
advertised goods and services in Cantonese andiskngPeople
everywhere, talking and laughing, buying and sglleating, drinking tea,
playing mah-jong or telling fortunes.

It had been five years since she'd been to HongyKamnd she'd been with
Lars, a blond giant of a Norwegian she'd met at gaents' house in
KualaLumpur where she'd spent her holidays durarguimiversity years.

Ah, Lars! She smiled thinking of him now. She'dbee in love, and being
with him here in Hong Kong, on her way back to eg# in the States, had
been the epitome of romance. They'd done all tinesttcthings—gone to the
Peak, taken the sunset cruise in the harbouredisite temples and the jade
market, eaten exotic food at roadside stalls ahchurse, had their fortunes
told.

They were going to be married, have four childleagome very rich and
live happily ever after.

Sometimes, even the Chinese were wrong. She simlesthe watched the
busy streets outside. Their relationship had bd@hweild and tempestuous.
It had been fun and sweet and exciting, but it i@idrun deep, which had
become evident once they'd had to go their sepaays to attend to their



separate commitments. Time and distance had quiekhporated their
feelings and they'd never met again, despite &iilr thonest and sincere
intentions.

Sometimes that was the way it was.
And other times it was different.

She bit her lip and closed her eyes, leaving tHeuctul street scenes
behind, seeing instead Clint's face. After he'd \&fginia to go back to
Kalimantan, not a day had passed without her thopkif him, aching for
him. Not a day had passed without her hoping Heashge his mind and tell
her he loved her and couldn't live without her. iagth of time and
distance could ever make her love for him go away.

And who was this Aurora? This woman who had hishas hanging in her
cupboard? A friend, he'd said. A friend who'd iedithem to a party.

A woman did not fit into his lifestyle, Clint hadisl. Certainly a glamorous
creature like Aurora didn't fit in. So why were Bér instincts set on alert?

Maybe she was his Hong Kong mistress. Maybe Audidanot demand
permanency. Maybe they had an arrangement thadstiiém both.

Like the relationship he'd had with her at hometias, no commitments.

She took a deep breath and opened her eyes agalmng the disturbing
thoughts away—or at least into the depths of hendmirom where
undoubtedly they'd pop out to disturb her somerdihee. But not now, not
here.

She got out of the streetcar at Bonham Strandnfglker excitement return
as she strolled through the crowded streets, padtesdealers and fruit
vendors, rattan shops and street barbers. Herbhbgis sported barrels and
baskets full of dried herbs, roots and twigs, wgjohseng and dried
seahorses. Rows of mysterious bottled potions liheghelves- medicines,
cosmetics, aphrodisiacs. Butcher shop windows alysual rows of Chinese



sausages and pressed duck. There was noise ahteiaaigd colour and she
loved it.

After an hour of this she could feel herself begiwilt. She bought some
food from a stall and some three-flower tea andexdeback to the hotel.

Voices came through the door as she openedAnd.I'll be more than

happy to do it,’ said a woman's voice. Livia steppside. Clint was sitting

on the sofa, and next to him was the gorgeous Aurhe wore a short
white skirt and a kingfisher-blue silk shirt, hérestnut curls tumbling down
around her head and shoulders in stylish casual8ésslooked cool, chic
and lovely. Livia felt hot, sweaty and crumpled.,@amn, what was that
woman doing here?

She felt her heart twist and turn in her chest. fEmenants of a lavish lunch
languished on the room- service table, includihgl&empty bottle of wine.

Unless there were other bottles, she couldn't &¢hem of copious

drinking.

'Hi,' said Aurora, and smiled.

Livia offered a breezy greeting and an equally byesmile in return. Clint

gave a calm hello, saying he gathered she'd bespsiyg and that an army
of people had been bringing things up. He wavdteabedroom door. 'It's
in there.'

"Thanks.' She moved to the door, went in and clas&he dropped on the
bed and stretched out, feeling exhaustion take. @ved anger. Impotent,
helpless anger. What was that woman doing here?

She was jealous. Of course she was. She lovethdnsand another woman
was spending time with him, having lunch with hsmiling at him with her
gorgeous green eyes and sexy mouth. A woman wimeskperfectly nice
and perfectly friendly, which made it worse. It niideven give her the
satisfaction of hating her.



It made her hurt and ache. She loved him and h&tdiwnt her. She wanted
to scream.

Instead she took a shower and cried.

Then she put on the only summer dress she'd broaigght got ready for her
massage and beauty salon appointments. Tonightvakegoing to look
ravishing.

And so she did. She studied herself in the mirre last time before going
into the sitting-room where Clint would be waitifay her.

The massage had done wonders for her body as sve#ramind. Her face
looked refreshed, her skin soft. Her hair gleanileel fich silk. Her hands
with their newly polished nails looked lovely.

And the dress. Ah, the dress was exquisite! It elddper body curves just
right, all the way to her ankles. She had nevekddomore elegantly sexy.
She dabbed some of the perfume in various strafggees and drew in a
deep breath to steady her quivering nerves.

She opened the door and went into the sitting-radlnt was standing by
the large picture window, taking in the view of therbour. He was wearing
black trousers and a white dinner-jacket thatditieross his wide shoulders
perfectly.

He turned when he heard her enter. He'd had aubaard he looked
devastatingly handsome in his formal clothes.

Her heart beat loudly in the silence and for a mansée forgot to breathe.
He watched her silently, his dark eyes narrowirightlly. She saw the
tension sharpen his features.

'My God, Livia," he said huskily. "You look.. .bedul." For a moment she
saw the familiar black fire in his eyes. Then itswgone.

‘Thank you.' Her voice sounded strange.



'A woman of many faces, appearances,’ he saiths #@al sarongs, and now
this very glamorous affair." He smiled faintly. &first time | saw you, you
were barefoot in a white nightgown and you lookkd &n angel.’

'‘And you looked like the devil.'

'Maybe that's who | am," he said, his mouth curvagtly.

He didn't look like the devil now. He looked stumgly handsome in his
immaculate evening clothes, his hair trimmed, his cleanly shaven, the
dark glint of desire in his eyes.

His hand reached out to touch her, then droppek Imatbis side.

'‘Are you ready?’

He was back in control, businesslike, cool.

She swallowed. 'Yes.'

The affair was held in a hotel on Hong Kong Islamdi it was glamorous
indeed.

'l didn't think of you as the type interested irsttype of glitzy affair,’ she
said to Clint. 'l thought you were a jungle mameart.’

'‘Ah, so | am." Humour glinted in his eyes. 'But sua begged me, so what
could 1 do?'

'She doesn't strike me as the begging type. Whyardere?'
'‘Aurora has friends here who are very interesteché@eting a jungle man.
They're interested in doing a series of TV documees showing the

lifestyles of indigenous people living in harmonitmtheir environment.’

'‘And you, of course, will be happy to talk to theghe concluded.



His mouth twitched. 'Of course.'

The party, as it turned out, was not merely a fagisngregation of Hong
Kong's rich and famous for the purpose of eatimgnkihg and talking
business. It was a fundraiser for one of Aurorathdr's civil-minded
projects—the gutting and remodelling of an entitg block in a squalid
neighbourhood on the island. Since Livia also washe remodelling
business, be it on a more modest scale, she hattooble making
conversation. She could talk demolition, plumbing aoofing like a pro.

Aurora, resplendent in white silk, was the perfeastess. She introduced
the two of them around. She also smiled and tadkietito Clint. Obviously,
she very much enjoyed his company. Obviously, Glary much enjoyed
her company. They made each other laugh.

They made her want to cry. Livia's throat achedhwhie effort not to.

She should not have come to the party. She wagpmiat this. Once she and
Clint had made each other laugh. They'd talkedy@henjoyed each other's
company. Nothing seemed left of that happy, lovinge. He did not want
her in his life. Somehow she had to come to teriitis that.

She slipped away from Clint's side and mingled @ndwn. She smiled and
talked and laughed and drank champagne. Therepharey of other men in
the world.

It was still early when Clint came to find her. "Wéetter go back. We have
a flight to catch tomorrow," he said.

She was happy enough to leave. Aurora touchedheskowith her own as
they said goodnight. Livia watched as Aurora hug@edt. 'See you soon,’
she said.



CHAPTER TEN

IT wAs almost twelve midnight the following Sunday whéey drove up
the driveway in the car Clint had rented at Wastandulles airport. Livia
was tired and numb and felt dead inside. All theglaniserable haul home
she'd worked at feeling nothing, trying not to hAarora's parting words
echoing in her head, trying not to be hurt by inéserved manner. He'd
been polite and courteous and that was it. A seanihen they'd talked it
had been about impersonal matters. He hadn't rmetibammy once.

Whenever she thought of Tammy, her own feelingeweshed instantly to
the background. The plight of the little girl ovieeslowed everything. Being
six years old and alone in the world was a crue.fd only she could do
something, help in some way. But Clint had not tblet what he was
planning to do and he had not asked for her invobss.

They'd had a wait of several hours in San FranascbClint had taken her
to the VIP lounge where he'd spent the entire iméhe phone while she
skimmed through newspapers and drank coffee anche@tCNN on the
TV set.

Now, finally they were home. The porch light was as was a small lamp
in the front hall, activated each night by a timmke'd installed before she'd
left. It was not a good idea to make a house ladeded, and even here in
the countryside she'd not wanted to take any clsance

The house had the impersonal smell of paint andmelting materials and
stale air. Clint switched on several more lightd glanced around.

"You made a lot of progress. Looks good.’

‘Thank you." She made for the stairs with her backp'l'm going to bed.
Goodnight.'

'‘Goodnight, Livia.'



He was gone in the morning. A note on the kitclediet said he did not
know when he would be back, but not to count omelin

She heated a frozen breakfast burrito and spewuple of hours doing
paperwork and making phone calls to suppliers asgddctors, then called
Sara.

'I'm back,' she said. 'Everything all right?"
'Everything is fine,’ said Sara, but there was @ah @mote in her voice.
'What's wrong?'

'Clint just called a few minutes ago. | told him Ife happy to drive Tammy
over to the house this afternoon, but he askeceitould postpone it for a
couple of days and he'd let me know. He was veliygpand thanked me for
having her and all that." She paused. 'He didrmitix sound like a father
excited to see his long-lost daughter, Liv.'

Well, he isn't, Livia said silently, but somethingade her not voice the
thought. If Clint hadn't told Sara the truth, itsvao business of hers to do
so.

'It's a complicated situation,” she said evasivéipd he's tired. We flew
back from Hong Kong without a stopover.’

"You must be exhausted yourself.’

'I'm OK. Ready to start painting again.' There wathing to do but go on.
Finish the house. Buy another one and do it agath@an for another
adventurous trip. Somewhere cold. Somewhere wittiaytical jungles.
Alaska. Antarctica.

Sara laughed. 'Why don't you take it easy today?'
She didn't want to take it easy. She wanted tohgelhouse finished as soon

as possible. She wanted to keep herself occupiee.vwnted to forget
everything as quickly as possible.



Only she wouldn't, and the knowledge terrified her.

After she'd replaced the receiver, she went toafriee bedrooms upstairs
and started painting where she had left off threeks earlier.

But painting wasn't very cerebral work and her mivass full of miserable
thoughts that refused to be banished.

She'd already gone to bed when she finally heamt'€kcar come up the
driveway. His steps moved heavily up the stairst par door and into his
own bedroom. She wondered for the umpteenth timet Wb had done all
day. She pictured him lying in his bed, awake.

She thought of going to him, getting into bed whiim, holding him and
asking him not to shut her out of his life. Woukldrefuse her? Would he tell
her to leave?

It would be a desperate, foolish act; she kneweit enough. So she stayed
in bed, curled up, her heart aching. It took a long to fall asleep.

'Listen,' said Sara over the phone, 'the suspenkiding us all, so if you
don't mind we'll be on our way now.

Three days had gone by since they'd arrived hoimv&a had seen little of

Clint, but he'd called her from someone's office dlay before and told her
that Sara would bring Tammy to the house the naxt @ffice noises of

phones and keyboards were audible in the backgrasntie spoke. A

hundred questions had flitted through her mind, bat gave her no

opportunity. He said he'd be back late that nigitt eut the conversation
short in clipped, polite tones.

Livia glanced at the clock. 'Clint went into towatlhe'll be back by the time
you get here,’ she said to Sara.



But he was not. Sara's van drove up just befoneerland the kids came
tumbling out almost before the car came to a talbsSara had brought the

gang.

Livia was hugged by her nieces and kissed by Saike Wwammy watched.
She wore cheerfully flowered shorts and a sky-Qighirt. Her grey eyes
looked bright and warm colour bloomed in her cheélex hair had been
trimmed in a flattering short cut and, although stz still thin, she looked
a hundred per cent better than three weeks agaa k&t a lump in her
throat. 'How about a hug?' she asked and Tamnueslitaup as she threw
her arms around Livia's neck.

'‘Aunt Sara said you found my dad," she said, hérevrembling with
nervous excitement.

Livia released the small figure and smiled at Hetid. He should be here
any moment. Did you have a good camping trip?'

Tammy's eyes gleamed. 'lt was awesome!' she ¥d@lslept in tents and
we built campfires and cooked hot dogs on sticksd &ve went rafting on

the riverand Uncle Jack taught me how to fish acalight a huge one! We
even ate it for dinner!'

‘That's great.' Livia could barely believe the admm her—the childlike
enthusiasm, the bright eyes. She smiled at Sara.

'‘And | can call them Aunt Sara and Uncle Jack,' ignsaid importantly.
'I've never had an aunt and uncle.' She frownebdeW\o you think my dad
will be here?’

'l think | hear his car.' Livia glanced out of twendow. 'Yep, there he is.’
Moments later Clint strode through the door.

Sara took her two children and disappeared into Kitehen. Livia,

transfixed, watched Tammy, who stood very stildyisig at Clint with wide
grey eyes.



'Hello, Tammy,' he said quietly, his dark gazennhign her small face.

Tammy's eyes filled with tears. 'Oh, Daddy,' shéespéred, 'l knew all the
time you'd come back for me.’

And then she rushed forward and Clint went dowrhnhaunches and
stretched out his arms to catch her.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

LiviAa's eyes filled with tears. She turned and fled i@ kitchen.

'What's wrong?' asked Sara, her brown eyes lookorged. "Why are you
crying?' She was pouring lemonade. Her girls welayipg outside,

oblivious of the little drama inside.

Livia slumped down on a chair and swallowed at ¢bastriction in her
throat. "'Tammy thinks Clint's her father,' she ghidkly.

Sara put the pitcher on the counter and frownees,"6f course she does.
What do you mean?’

Livia wiped her eyes with a tissue and blew herendse isn't.'

Sara looked at her wide-eyed. 'Clint isn't Tamnfgtker?’

Livia shook her head. 'No.' She told Sara whatt®lad told her, which was
not much more than some bare facts. 'He's her Unyctearriage, | guess.

But not a blood relative.'

'Oh, my God," Sara whispered, lowering herself amtthair as if she wasn't
sure her legs would hold her up any more. "What'gding to do?'

Livia rubbed her face, feeling helpless and angrgon't know. He hasn't
told me anything, but | think he's been making rrgeaments the last few
days and that's why he couldn't see her until now.'

'If she finds out he's not her father it will brelagr heart,” said Sara. 'She's
hardly stopped talking about him for three week® Kid went through hell
with her mother. Not that she said so, but it wassr'd to guess.'

'Her mother had a drinking problem.’

Sara nodded. 'That's what it sounded like fromthinggs she told us.' She
frowned. "You know, Liv, | did think it was strangige way Tammy talked



about Clint, as if he were some sort of god. Hethaiohad been telling her
all this larger-than-life stuff. That's not usualhe way it is with divorced
mothers living in poverty while their ex-husbandwé plenty.’

'Her mother didn't even know who Tammy's biologifzaher was.' Livia
stared into her glass. 'lI've been thinking abotdat Maybe she felt guilty.
Maybe in some odd, convoluted way she was givingmg in her fantasies
what she couldn't give her in real life. A realdéor a father.'

'‘And Clint was handy to serve as a model.’

'Yes.' Livia fought back tears. 'You know what Tayngsaid to him? She
said, "Oh, Daddy, | knew all the time you'd comekbfor me.™

'Oh, God," Sara whispered. 'l hope he doesn't breakeart.'

From the other room came the sound of Tammy's lagtited voice, and
Clint's deeper, calmer one. It was impossible tartiee words, or even
guess what they were talking about. Livia huggebdie her arms tight
against her ribs as she listened to the mufflechd®uAn odd mixture of
emotions gripped her—fear, helplessness, loneliness

Then only Clint's voice was faintly audible, andrray was quiet. Was he
telling her the truth? Was he telling her he washey father and that he
could not take care of her because he lived irsalated rainforest village?
Was he telling her he would find another placehier to live?

'l don't know what he intends to do with her," shél tonelessly. 'He's got
almost two years left on his contract, and besidé®, says the courts will
grant him custody when he's not a blood relative?

'Didn’t he say anything at all about what he wartedo?'

'He said he needed to know the facts and legabBésre making a decision.
That's all he said. He hasn't talked to me abd8lie bit her lip. 'It's as if he
purposely kept me out of it, Sara.' She closedeyes briefly. ‘No, helid
purposely keep me out of it. He's been perfectiyriemus and perfectly
distant.' Making her perfectly miserable.



Sara tucked a red curl behind her ear. 'He dideh say he wanted to take
her if the courts would allow it?"

'No." Livia shrugged. 'But why would he? He doesvén want a wife.
What's he going to do with a child?’

Sara's hands clenched around her glass. 'We'll kegpas long as
necessary,' she said with quiet determination.l'ti¢'and do whatever we
can, Liv. I don't want her to end up a casualthmsystem. She needs a real
family more than any kid | know." She picked up gieher and poured
more lemonade. 'So | gather things between youCdind are not ecstatic,’
she said, changing the subject.

Livia grimaced. 'He was furious when | showed up. tHought I'd come

after him. He doesn't want permanency, he says.s®hllowed. 'He said he
can't offer me anything.’

'Well, at least he's honest about it.’

Livia bit her lip and stared numbly at her glas$esfionade. It was true. He
had never made a secret of his intentions, or tlaefeof. It didn't make it

easy. It didn't make it stop hurting.

'‘But you're still in love with him," Sara commented

Livia buried her face in her hands and moanedhdukl have known better
than to fall for him, Sara. | knew he was troullle moment | set eyes on

him.'

'l don't think logical thought processes have miaatio with falling in love,
Liv. What a rotten situation. And all that becao$a house.’

'l wish I'd never bought the stupid house.’

Sara gave a half-smile. 'When you sell it backito, lyou should top up the
price with an extra charge for emotional distressirred.’



In spite of herself, Livia smiled. 'lI'd plannedpaint the walls purple and
plant poison ivy in the garden.’

'‘Now that is truly nasty.' Sara laughed. 'Very gdad.’

The children came running in, asking for a drimd &hen Clint and Tammy
appeared as well and little Tammy was glowing.

'‘Guess what!" she said, her voice jubilant. "Wgdiag to the airport tonight!
We're going to watch the planes land! I've nevenlte an airport!

Sara handed her a glass of lemonade and smiledratHow exciting!
You'll get to see how big the planes really areselap. You'll love it. Sit
down, sweetheart, before you spill it.'

Obediently, Tammy slipped on to a chair. "We'rengdb pick up a friend of
Daddy's.' She took a gulp of lemonade. 'She's apmoihelp us. We have to
find a house and everything.' She glanced ovenad,Lher eyes shining.
'Until this one is finished. Daddy says we'll likere after you've finished
fixing it all up.'

Livia felt as if someone had knocked the wind duther. There seemed to
be no air to breathe.

Tammy looked adoringly at Clint, then back arouhd table. 'l said |
wanted to live in the rainforest with him, but tere no schools and no TV,
but we'll go some time during the summer vacatimaybe next year. |
know a lot about rainforests, don't I, Aunt Sara@ went to the liberry...
library and we found all kinds of books and...'

Livia stared blindly at her hands holding the glagfling herself to breathe
normally. She glanced up at Clint. He stood, handss pockets, a vague
smile curving his mouth as he watched Tammy, what ke talking as if
she couldn't stop.

Finally, Tammy took another swallow of her drinken put the glass down
and let out a deep sigh as if she felt relieveldawe managed to get all this
exciting news off her chest. 'Can | go outside plag?’



'‘May!," corrected Clint. 'Yes, you may.'

She beamed a smile at him, then rushed back owethaaw her arms
around his waist and pressed her cheek againstdnsach. 'Oh, Daddy, |
feel so happy!" Then she turned and ran out ofdth@, followed by the
other two girls.

The children’s departure left an awkward silenciaénkitchen.

'Have some lemonade, Clint," said Sara, and hahoteda glass, looking

straight at him. 'lt sounds as if you've decidediate care of Tammy,' she
said brightly. 'I'd wanted to tell you that Jaclddrwould be happy to keep
her for a while if that would help you get organise

‘Thank you,' he said and smiled warmly at her. {Rwtve done enough. I'm
very grateful for what you've done, and now it's tomy.'

Livia felt her heart ache at the sight of his smilhen was the last time he'd
smiled at her with warmth? She couldn't even reneemb

'So you're not going back to Kalimantan?' askea.Sar

'No. | was offered a full professorship startingseptember and yesterday |
was told that | have temporary custody until thgaldies can be
straightened out for permanent custody. It dodeok as if there'll be a
problem." He took a swallow of his drink. ‘Afteathwe’ll start working on
adoption.’

Permanent custody. Adoption. Livia's heart turnedrand relief flooded
her—a wave of joy that washed away her dark apmpsebes. Tammy
would be all right.

And suddenly she knew why Clint had waited to seenfy. He had
wanted to have certainty about what to tell herhei@ done it to protect her,
to not raise false hopes and cause more distressati made arrangements
to keep her—permanently—not even having seen hee she was a baby.

'Oh, Clint,' she heard herself say, 'l was so afyau didn't want her.’



It was the first time he looked at her directly wihore than a fleeting
glance and her heart lurched painfully. For a mdnhenheld her gaze in
silence. 'It never was a matter of not wanting hstia,’ he said then. 'lt was
a matter of what was possible.’

Why didn't you tell me? she asked silently, sttbking into his eyes. Why
didn't you let me know how you felt? But the wordld not come out. A
shuttered look came into his eyes, as if he haddhleer silent words. He
looked down at the glass in his hands, lifted thieomouth and finished his
drink.

Sara looked at him with admiration. 'l can't bedidnow fast you got all that
organised,’ she said.

Clint put his empty glass down on the counter.tUrmately | know some
good people in strategic places.' He did not sitrddout leaned against the
counter, legs crossed at the ankles, hands inolcisets.

He certainly had wasted no time getting his affaimsorder. Livia
remembered the night in Hong Kong when he'd saalupight making
phone calls, and the hours he'd spent on the pghahe airport VIP lounge
in San Francisco.

'What about your project in Kalimantan?' she askedyoice sounding odd
in her own ears. She was afraid to acknowledgétipécations of what he
had been saying, afraid of the tiny spark of hdya suddenly flickered in
the depths of her consciousness.

He shrugged. 'David can handle it by himself uhily send someone else.
They've got two eager candidates already. So mardbeing indispensable.’
Self-derision coloured his voice.

Livia watched his face, seeing no regret, no re@sent in his dark features.
It was that simple, was it? He gave up the worlokied, moved back to the
States and took on a new job. All that to take chAmeone else's child, a
child he hadn't seen in years.



She wanted to cry. She wanted to throw her armsnardim and tell him
she loved him, that she would always love him. @hated to tell him he
was the most wonderful, loving man she had ever met

Instead she sat motionless on her chair, knowingdwed not welcome this.
Knowing that even now, he was keeping her at adcs.

We're going to pick up a friend of Daddy's, camenirgy's voice in her
mind. She's coming to help us.

Aurora. It had to be Aurora. She clenched her hamdsnd her glass. See
you soon, Aurora had said as they'd said goodbye.

What would have been more logical than to asklbeia, to help? He and
Tammy could have easily stayed here at the housleshie'd finished with

it. The big work was done. She could have watchedmy when Clint had
to give lectures or presentations. She could hakent Tammy shopping for
clothes and school supplies. She could have hélpepick out furniture for

her room.

Instead, Aurora was coming.

She'd never felt more rejected in her life. Herrheaemed shattered in a
thousand jagged shards and everything inside hér hu

August was hot and humid and it had not rainedmMeeks on end. A dull

haze faded out the view of the Blue Ridge Mountathery day Livia ran

the sprinkler system to keep the lawn from drying and the flowers and
plants from perishing altogether. She'd hired agaer in the spring to do
battle with weeds, moles and insects, and to Keeplace in tip-top shape.
It was.

The house was finished. The sun-room was beautithl its Mexican tile
floor which she'd laid herself. The wooden floolsagned, the paintwork
was immaculate, the windows sparkled. The kitchad bBvery modern
appliance imaginable, yet was warm and invitingmold-world way to



match the character of the rest of the house. Tithdn things she had
saved had been washed and replaced in the calandtas she had emptied
the boxes, she'd found a plastic baby plate that hmave escaped her notice
before.

Standing with the dish in her hands, an image afitGwam before her
eyes—Clint staring at the jumble of plates and capd dishes on the
counter, his face unreadable.

He'd seen this dish and he'd thought of Tammy.

She'd washed the plate and put it in one of thenetowhere one day he
would find it. He could give it to Tammy to keep.

The pieces of furniture stored in the basement beh brought up and
placed in appropriate locations around the houkeybelonged here, and
she could not take them now. Once she was goneyahted nothing to

remind her of this house and the man who owned it.

She loved this house and all her talents and ergatiad been put to work
to make it what it was now, and it was better thla@'d imagined.

She stood in the doorway of one of the bedrooms—bé@room she'd
thought would be perfect for Tammy—and felt a thoflpride.

She should not have done what she did—it was nmbbp¢he deal, nor part
of the job as a whole.

She'd furnished and decorated it. She glanced driv@room, taking in the
romantic canopy bed, the old-fashioned rockingclilae soft white rug on
the oak floor, the white wicker dresser and toysthiewas a lovely room, a
happy bright room in glowing white and sunny yelld»aisies bloomed on
the curtains and bedspread. A poster of an olddasd picture with small
girls in long white dresses running through a fiefddaisies decorated a
wall. A big, life-size baby doll wearing the littidress she'd found in the
drawer in the sewing room lay nestled on the bedddinffy ruffled
pillows. The daisies embroidered on the bodice h&f little dress had
inspired her in decorating the room.



She left the door ajar and went back down thesstaialking through the
house as she had done so many times, looking foerifiections, for things
forgotten or overlooked.

There was nothing.

The house was ready to be sold. Ready to be fugdiahd lived in. In her
mind she had done that, too—found the right tabled chairs, the right
curtains and rugs. Beautiful oriental rugs in jewablours. Huge
comfortable sofas. Large potted plants. Paintimgs \&all hangings from
various places around the world. An entire wakdrwith bookshelves.

And in her fantasy she'd live in the house. NohaJoof course, but with
Clint and Tammy.

And then she'd get furious with herself for makupthis fantasy, for not
accepting reality, for hoping like a fool. To mahkerself feel better, she'd
add another thousand dollars to the price of thes@boCompensation for
emotional distress. It didn't make her feel better.

Three estimates had been made and she'd set terpprice that was fair
for the beautiful piece of property, but that wookl/er cover her emotional
investments. No monetary price could ever coveseho

Her hand trembled as she reached for the phonekr&we Clint's number
by heart, although she had never dialled it. Slenlodheard from him since
he had left the house with Tammy three weeks a¢ad been sent to her in
the post, along with their address, an apartme@harlottesville, not far
from the university.

She punched in the numbers and leaned againstihéovacing herself, her
heart hammering loudly as the phone began to titigeaother end.

'‘Bracamonte,’ came the deep voice, and her heatdd wildly at the
familiar sound of it.

'Clint? This is Livia." Her body was pressed rigidlgainst the wall. 'l
wanted to let you know the house is finished.' &peactised the words and



they came out automatically, as if someone elskesgieem for her, a calm,
detached business person imparting some informati@ncalm detached
manner.

An almost imperceptible pause followed her words.

'Livia," he said then. It sounded like a statementhe answer to a question.

'I'm glad to hear the house is finished. Whengsad time to come and see
it?"

'‘Any time. Just let me know. The paperwork is ready
'Excellent. How about tomorrow morning, say tehock?'

‘That's fine." Her knuckles were white from clemghihe phone. 'How is
Tammy?'

'Doing well," he said. There was a slight paused'fou?’ -

'I'm fine," she said, and her voice this time hesd its businesslike tone. She
pressed her eyes shut.

I'm not fine, she wanted to say. | miss you. | lye@. But of course she
could not say these things.

'I'll see you tomorrow, then," he said. 'I'll brilgmmy."'
'Yes, yes. Of course. Goodbye, Clint.'

She hung up and her legs trembled so badly, shéohsitldown and wait
until the shaking stopped.

At ten o'clock sharp, a car drove up to the holiseas a new, rugged Jeep
Cherokee and it was painted a bright, shiny retht@h ared car? She
couldn't believe her eyes.



Tammy must have chosen the colour, she realiseq &mel couldn't help a
grin even though her heart was in her throat asvsttehed Clint get out of
the vehicle.

He looked so good. So tall and in command, so famik hurt just to look

at him. Tammy had emerged from the passenger sdéad grabbed his
hand. Together they walked up to the house, theldilg man and the little
blonde girl.

Livia opened the door, forcing her face into a smil

It wasn't that difficult. Just looking at Tammy neelger smile. She looked so
happy, so full of life and excitement with her lriggyes and that springy
step. She wore a short denim skirt and a floweted and she looked
lovely. Had Aurora taken her to shop for clothes® Sushed the thought
away.

'‘Good morning, Clint, Tammy. Come on in. | havefeefin the kitchen.'
She was proud of herself for sounding so normaleast she thought she
sounded normal.

They returned her greeting and moved inside. Sbeedl the door against
the oppressive heat. Inside the house was cool.

It all looks so shiny and new!" exclaimed Tammylresy moved passed the
living-room into the kitchen. 'But what about fuiure, Daddy? Will Aunt
Aurora come back and help us?'

'‘No, she'll be busy. We're on our own this time."'

'‘But she'll come and see us, won't she? She saahted to see the house,
maybe at Christmas.'

Clint nodded. 'We can invite her for Christmas.'

Livia avoided Clint's face. She could not bear lagkat him. She felt as if
she were going to scream if she heard the namerédoree more time. She



turned her back and reached for the coffee-poh theught better of it. It
might slip out of her hands.

She looked at Tammy. 'How about some apple juice®ddld you rather
have orange?' Her voice sounded unsteady; she healdt herself.

'l like everything,’ Tammy stated. She grinnell H&ve apple juice, please.'

Livia poured and Tammy and Clint seated themsedtdle kitchen table.
Livia put the glass in front of Tammy and met C8rgyes. 'Coffee?"

'Please.' He looked at her searchingly. 'You lo@klt' he stated.

'l put in long hours. | wanted to get it finishedftwe school started. |
thought it would be better for Tammy.' It was pafrtthe truth, if not the

whole truth.

'Yes. That was considerate of you.'

She poured coffee in two mugs and sat down atabile,tsliding one cup
over towards Clint. 'Of course, you know you're pbtiged to buy the

house.’

'l know that.'

She nodded, looking not at his face, but at hisdsmwvn hand curving

around the cup. Everything inside her ached. Egellyseemed aware of his
presence. Her stomach churned and she couldnk kdeincoffee. Tammy

had finished her juice and slid off her chair.

'‘May | look around, Daddy?' she asked eagerly.

'We can all look around,” he said, and rose tofésd, picking up his
coffee-cup to carry with him.

They made the rounds and inspected the lower flmams.



'It's so big!" Tammy cried. 'l can dance in hefeld she did, twirling and
jumping around the empty rooms. Then she stopp&din of Clint.

'Where's my bedroom, Daddy? Can... may | see it?"'

Clint smiled and ruffled her hair. 'Upstairs. Takar pick from the three to
the left of the stairs.'

She rushed up the stairs and Livia watched hertgo,heart pounding,
waiting. It took less than a minute.

'Daddy! Daddy, come and look!" Tammy's excited gditted the house.
Clint's brows lifted in surprise as he moved togters. 'What?' he asked.
'‘Come and look!" said Tammy again.

Livia followed Clint up the stairs. Tammy rushedeald of them into the
decorated bedroom.

'Oh, Daddy, this is the most beautiful room I'vereseen!" Her face glowed,
her eyes shone with such pure joy that Livia fdirs come to her eyes.

Clint's face registered surprise, then he smiléslbeautiful.' He glanced at
Livia, a question in his eyes.

Tammy took the doll off the bed. 'And look, Dadttye doll's dress! It has
daisies on it, just like the bedspread and theamst

He stared at the dress. 'Yes,' he said then. ¥oight. This dress was
yours, when you were little.'

Tammy's eyes grew even wider. 'Really?'

"Your great-grandma made it for you when you webbalay," he said gently.
'She made the daisies herself.'



Her throat closed and Livia turned and fled backmithe stairs, out of the
kitchen door into the hot, humid morning. She gdlpeair, her body rigid,
her throat aching in the effort not to cry.

She was not going to break down and cry.

Footsteps came down the path. 'Livia?'

He sat down beside her on the old wooden benchmégung wrong?’

She shook her head, willing to be calm. 'l thoupkttwo of you could look
at the house by yourselves.'

"You did a magnificent job. Thank you.'
'It's my job," she said evenly.

"You did more than your job, Livia. You put yourusanto this house," he
said gently.

She didn't know what to say. She stared at hershelagped in her lap.

'‘And the room you did for Tammy—that was above hegond the call of
duty.’'

She gave a half-smile. 'l wanted to do it. It was.fl only hoped you
wouldn't mind.’

'‘No," he said, and his voice sounded unsteady. tfaut with love; how
could I mind? And Tammy is so delighted."

She looked away from him at the blooming crape layatshort distance
away. 'lt's so easy to make her happy. Everytheegns so new and magical
to her.'

'Yes,' he said softly. 'Magic.' He reached out souk her hand, and his
warm touch snapped her attention back to his tdiseeyes met hers. 'l hurt
you very badly, I know,' he said softly.



She slipped her hand out of his. She was afraidl Satter in a thousand
pieces. 'Please don't do this to me. It's ovefsfjigst forget it." She stood up
from the bench. 'We should go inside and sign émract and then make an
appointment for the closing.' She wanted to gadt dver with. Be done with
it.

He came to his feet as well. 'lt isn't over, Liwau know that.'

She steeled herself. 'As soon as we've had thanglaswill be over,’ she
said tightly.

‘There is a condition for my buying the house,sha&l. 'l want a package
deal.’

She raised her brows. 'What kind of package deal?'

'I'll buy the house if you come with it.'

Her heart stood still. 'If I come with it?' she eaped.

"This house won't be a real home without you, Livia

She closed her eyes and swallowed. 'l can't jast Is¢re, Clint. It was a
mistake for you to stay here in the beginning, iamdll be a mistake for me
to stay here with you now. | can't do it.’

'Remember once | said | didn't know how to livettos future?'

'Yes.' She remembered very well. She remembereagtaugy he'd said.
‘That's why | couldn't make any commitments. I'ddlemaommitments once,
and my life turned to ashes. The woman | loved.dide child | loved was
taken away from me. | wasn't going to allow thisi&ppen to me again.' He

paused. 'Then fate threw me a curve.'

‘Tammy,' she said.



'Yes." His mouth quirked. 'Suddenly | had no choicéad to make a
commitment. | had to live for the future.'

She looked into his eyes. 'You did have a choicau Widn't have to take
her. She isn't yours.'

He smiled a wry smile. 'Oh, she's mine all rightjd. Not biologically, no,
but she's mine in every possible way that counts.’

It was true. They belonged together. It was easg#the way he looked at
her, the love and pride in his eyes. The way Tarwoked at him, glowing,
trusting, happy.

'‘And then there was you,' he went on. 'l was afi@iét you into my life and
somehow get hurt again. I'd pushed you away, keptay a distance, and
refused to admit to myself how much | needed te lgou, how much |
needed for you to love me.' He paused. 'Auroraceasing to the States to
do some postgraduate work at Harvard in the faleWshe offered to come
early and help me, I took the opportunity with bb#nds. It was a way not
to involve you any further, a way to stay away frpou. | had to stay away
from you to save me from myself. At least that'svHdhought of it at the
time.’

'‘And now?' The words came out on a whisper.

He gave a wry grin. 'l stopped deluding myself rafi@rora called me a
coward.'

She gaped at him. 'Aurora called yoocavard?'

He smiled crookedly. 'She's a very smart womarst fime she set eyes on
you, she knew the score. She said Gwen would bauiwith me for letting
happiness pass me by.'

‘Gwen... your wife?"

He nodded. 'Gwen and Aurora were best friends sioltege.’



'Daddy! Livial Where are you?' Tammy's voice sang fvom the back
porch.

'‘Over here!" Clint called and Tammy came runningmthe path.

'I'm going to swing," she announced, and hoppetbdhe wooden swing
hanging from the old gnarled apple tree. Severaithmago, ages ago, Jack
had replaced the old weathered ropes to keep higlitile girls safe when
they came to visit.

'l used to swing on that thing when | was a kigid<Clint, watching Tammy
with a smile.

'‘Look how high | can go, Daddy!" she shouted.
'‘Be careful! he called out, then he glanced badk\aa.

'l have a future to live for," he said quietlyttiag right there on the swing.
Will you marry me and be part of it?'

For a moment she felt as if she were floatingf #isel words had come to
her in a dream. She felt his arms around her, lostmby her ear. 'l love
you, Livia. Forgive me for being such a fool.'

She felt a choking sensation, tears hot behinag¥es. 'l love you too,' she
said huskily. 'Please, tell me this is not a dre@ay. it again."'

'l love you. Will you marry me?' he said promptly.

She pressed herself closer into him, joy and lax@using her. 'Yes,' she
said huskily. 'Oh, yes, I'll marry you.' She kist&a drunkenly, then smiled
through her tears. 'Just remember, you can neueavggy from me once
we're married. I'd follow you to the ends of thetlea

"You've proved that,' he said and gave her a |Ibagst-thrilling kiss. Then
he raised his head and smiled into her eyes. Itiptlelieve my eyes when
| saw you sitting there in front of Pak Ubang'smodnd then you trekked
back with me, never complaining once.' He strokedHair. 'You are one



tough woman, Livia. You've got courage and commassand I've been
crazy not to realise what | was trying to throw gwa

'‘And | should thank Aurora for pointing it out toly.' She gave a half-smile.
'l was jealous of her.’

‘Jealous? Of what?'
'l thought you had some... arrangement with her.’'
'What kind of arrangement?'

She groaned in embarrassment. 'You seemed to dikie @her so much,
and...’

'We do. She was Gwen's best friend. What were lyimkinhg?'

'l thought you might have some no-strings-attaclmedngement with her,
for whenever you were in Hong Kong. You kept clstireher house.'’

He tightened his arms around her and laughed adt I[¥ou've got quite an
imagination. There's nothing sexual between usethever has been. She'd
drive me up the wall within a day. She detests langt that creeps and
crawls. She goes berserk over a fly in the kitchen.

‘Not your type,’ Livia commented, feeling laughteibble up inside her.

'‘No, but as a friend there's no better.' His hatiggped under her hair and
cradled her head. He looked deep into her eyes—ealgiering look with a
teasing glint of laughter. 'You, however, are verych my type,' he said
softly, the sound of his voice like a caress. Hmuth came down on hers
again and all the worry and anguish of the lastthmmelted away in the
loving passion of his kiss.

It was the sound of smothered giggles that made tireak apart.



Tammy was standing in front of them, her eyes huijle merriment, her

hand covering her mouth, trying to suppress heghtar. Her hand dropped
away.

'Oh, Daddy!" she said, collapsing into giggles.u¥Yeerekissingher!'



