


LONG JOURNEY
BACK

Robyn Donald

Book 2 of the Hollingworth series



Where she was concerned Trent had no scruplesingethot even Trent
Addison's divorce--could alter the fact that heldietly jilted Melly
Hollingworth in favor of a more advantageous maeiaHis undeniable
love for her only made his betrayal all the morarisgy, her return to New
Zealand even more unsettling. Trent wanted her .bHok demanded it!
Passion, trust... the lot. His single-minded arohitivas to lay bare her love
for him at any cost. Yet he hardly even tried tplain the past. And until he
did, how could Melly trust opportunity not to swhis ambition a second
time?



CHAPTER ONE

THE TOWERS a large, extremely luxurious apartment block Wwhioused
the Hollingworth family when they came to Aucklamels built on a lower
slope of one of the small volcanoes which are sufdature of the isthmus.

They looked, Melly Hollingworth decided as she staat the window
overlooking it, as though some giant- toddler hasegmad with a bucket
and spade.

Certainly the one she was admiring was shaped lgx{dat a sandcastle.
Green and steep and sharp, the grassy slopesuifteaivards a sky shaded
with the purple of fast-approaching twilight. Folaadscape which had had
a violent and fiery genesis it breathed calm amersty, helped by the sheep
that meandered silently across its slopes andithefflarge old trees at its
base.

Melly sighed, but terminated the sigh with guiltgtermination. She was
happy Only two minutes ago over the telephone she hsslirad her

half-sister most fervently that she was happy, esated. Why should she
not be? Yesterday she had learned that her apphdat what looked to be
a stimulating and fascinating new job had been gece When she had
returned to New Zealand she had not expected édbleeto make use of her
experience of the previous two years which shespaat working for a big

firm in London as their librarian. It had to be gofortune of the highest
order which had led to an opening so like her pnesiposition just when
she was ready to start looking for a job.

So, her professional life was set fair. She waphdp be back home after
almost three years in exile, she was free and wfentr and the trust fund
her father Dougal Hollingworth had set up for heoyided an income
higher than she would ever need. She had a lo\atighhother, the only son
of her father, and a loving half-sister, the ordyighter of her mother's first
marriage before she had met and fallen in love Witlugal. After years
spent apart, Rafe and Jennet had met, fallen & lmarried and produced a
gorgeous nephew also called Dougal for Melly torado



She smiled, thinking of his cheerful babble onti#lephone a few minutes
before. Already she missed his sticky kisses amtianting mischief. Still,

she reminded herself firmly, she would be seeimy &gain at Christmas,
only a month away. And that was another blessingoumnt. It was early

summer, and outside The Towers the air was fredhnamm with a hint of

the drowsiness of high summer.

Definitely she was happy. Already her network aérids was enmeshing
her into the round of pre- Christmas festivitieke $ieed never be lonely.
There was no place for self-pity in her life.

So she walked into her bedroom, to pull on a pleshorts over legs whose
tan originated from the exceptionally good summepegienced in the
northern hemisphere, enhanced by long afternoomst 41y the pool at Te
Puriri, Rafe's station in the north. A T-shirt ¢tk closely over breasts
slightly too ample to be stylish.

Thank heavens I'm tall,' she told her reflectioanking the shirt past her
unfashionably narrow waist.

Once Rafe had told her that she had an Edwardidy without the S-bend!
Hours of eyeing her reflection when in the turnodiadolescence had forced
her to accept his judgment, but she was still ntitay resigned to it.

'Oh well," she said aloud now, 'at least I've gagllegs. And a flat backside.’
Which, in part, made up for those curving hips.

The grounds were cared for by an inspired and é@elvgardener who
manicured lawns and was lovingly ruthless in higratance on flower
borders and the shrubbery. Because of its posttebig building had an air
of being in the country. As she jogged briskly dote drive Melly took

deep breaths of air that was fresh and sweet ilpérfume of flowers, the
sounds of traffic almost drowned by the rhythmickt of tennis balls and
laughter and splashing from the pool.

Carefully, pacing herself to prevent any over-diress, she ran out of the
gates with their notice warning of the securityrpband up the road to the



little park beneath great silvery olive trees aridva splendid Empress trees
with their clusters of blossoms like enormous matwegloves. In the
canopy of a huge idesia last year's berries gleaoadiet-orange among the
tender brilliance of the new leaves.

Melly felt an upwelling of delight, of joy in theesponses of her strong
young body and that exquisite pleasure that conoes &rriving home after
a long and weary journey. She smiled at other g a couple walking a
tiny, alert apricot poodle, at a pair of lovers wanng along hand in hand.

At last, flushed and sweaty, she headed back thrtheglong shadows. As
she walked through the main doors she wonderedfiggrhaps she might
spend the rest of this tender, evocative twilightinsming off the
restlessness she should have burned out running.

Like everything else about The Towers, the lobby Wwexurious and well
organised, but not even the best of architectsdgprgvent a situation when
the doors were closing on one lift and the othex was almost at the very
top of the building.

It was hopeless, but automatically Melly lengthehed stride, muttering
beneath her breath. Normally she would not havedcabout waiting, but
the flush brought on by her exercise was fading aad the air struck chill
against her heated skin. And perhaps that inndesssiess which had her in
its grip explained the frown which drew her blackws together.

She had already stopped and turned to the nextHegn she heard the sound
of the doors behind her reopening. Whoever wasaretmust have seen her
and was politely stopping for her. Her slow, bealigmile irradiated her
face as she hurried between the doors, conscious sifght touch of
impatience in the tall man who waited, a fingertiom control panel.

‘Thank you .. ." Her voice jolted, then died awayshe turned her head to
meet ice-grey eyes, cool and dispassionate, asasajdartz.

'Hello, Melissa,’ Trent Addison said calmly as mesgsed the button. 'How
long have you been back?'



He knew, she thought, dazed eyes fixed on the phigehadn't needed to
ask which floor. For a moment she was so stunnaidstie had to lean back
against the wall while the roaring in her head @ddalt was anger which
saved her from the humiliation of fainting, angetree machinations of a
Fate which had meddled too often in their affaird aeemed determined to
begin all over again.

Swallowing hard to ease her dry mouth and thrdet tsrned away from his
open appraisal and answered woodenly, '‘Over a maitiost six weeks.'

He tilted his head to watch the lighted numbershiiag' on and off. A slight
smile gave his harsh features a saturnine cas@slup at Te Puriri," she
added, as though it mattered.

He knew that, too, her reply was no surprise to. fiine thin mouth curled in
a not particularly pleasant smile. 'Staying witluybrother and sister.'

'Half-brother and half-sister," Melly corrected #lyi then bit her lip. The
correction had been automatic, caused by the nuailienes she had had to
explain to the curious that although Rafe was hérlirother and Jennet her
half-sister they were not related to each otheblbgd.

But Trent knew all about the tangled relationshipser family; in a way, he
was almost one of them.

He nodded, heavy-lidded eyes narrowed as they rtheedark curls about
her face before moving down to capture her eyes.

'In these days of divorce and re-marriage commatdamilies are almost
the norm," he remarked idly, 'but I must admitthis first time I've known a
stepbrother and sister marrying each other. | belieey have a son.’

Her tense expression softened, warmed, as shefthotliger nephew. 'Yes,'
she said with immense satisfaction.

The faint 'ting' of the lift bell announcing theirrival brought her back to
reality. Her floor, thank God. As the doors whiggkopen she lied with a



quite shattering banality, 'Nice to see you againd hurried out without a
backward glance, her whole body clenching in pain.

Her running shoes made no sound as she sped #teosarpet to her door.
Behind her she heard the doors of the lift closé almost sagged with
relief, fumbling in her pocket for the key. Her ders trembled as she
inserted it; the faint sound of the mechanism wdddn by another which
brought her twisting around, her eyes dilated.

‘Calm down,"' Trent ordered, that silvery gaze inmupher like a sacrifice
against the door.

'Do you live here?' she asked raggedly, then fldskiethe inanity of the
guestion. 'l mean—on this floor? Next door?"'

'‘No, on the floor above." A lean brown hand turtiesl handle of the door
and opened it behind her. Smiling down into heredalous face he said
blandly, 'l live in the penthouse, Melissa.'

She backed in, her whole attention bent on hime$ohowed her, and
closed the door behind them. 'Then what are yongfoWhat do you want?'

Trent had thin brows, beautifully shaped; he udesnt with devastating
effect, as now, when the fraction of an upward moset made her feel
gauche and stupid.

'We do know each other,' he reminded her with gengolence, his mild
tone failing entirely to hide the note of sarcasnhis deep, rather gravelly
voice. 'Quite well, in fact. At one time, betweeouy engagement to my
cousin Derek and your visit overseas, well enougtalk seriously about
marriage. Why shouldn't | come in and have a cugpfiee with you, catch
up on the past three years?'

'Merely the fact that you married Cathy Durrantéasl of me,' she returned,
her fragile equilibrium swamped by a black furyttflamed in her eyes,
then died away, leaving behind only the ashesd#eal love.



The brilliant clarity of his gaze didn't alter, khie strong bone structure of
his face seemed to harden. It was an optical dlusirought about by her
pain and disillusion, for within a second it wasngoand he gave a lazy,
cynical smile.

'Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned," he sajtitly. 'Well, | suppose |
deserve it, although I'd hoped that during thetlaste years you'd have lost
that juvenile tendency to see everything in shadddack and white. Did
you know that Cathy and | are divorced?"

'Yes."' Her beautifully shaped mouth curled. 'Yolitsp immediately Sir
Peter Durrant died, | believe.'

An odd little silence stretched between them, demge shivering with
tension.

Trent broke it by saying silkily, 'We made it ofa¢ a month later, but yes,
Cathy went to stay with Lady Durrant the day afterdied. How depressing
to find that you have a mind commonplace enoughivte credence to that
sort of gossip.'

She smiled, a cold, proud little movement of dliffis, 'l still have this
juvenile tendency to believe the evidence of mysgysghe said, mocking
him. 'If that's gossip, then I'm sorry to disappgiou, but yes, | believe it.’

'Yet I'd have thought that your experience withéxarvould have persuaded
you that the evidence of your eyes need not nedlgsisa true.'

Melly winced, the colour fleeing her skin so that & moment she looked
sallow. During her engagement to Derek she had beepletely unaware
of the dark core of violence in him until he hacbegoaded into losing
control and attacking her. Trent had played some ipahe goading, for
Derek had been his cousin.

Defensively she protested, 'That was—different.’

'Of course,' he said politely, his eyes peculibigak as if he were looking at
some intensely painful vision.



Her mouth tightened as her head went up. 'Very teh, tell me," she
invited, not angrily, allowing only irony to be realed in expression and
tone. 'Did you marry Cathy Durrant because youdaver, Trent?'

The heavy lids narrowed his eyes into long stre#ksilver, opague and
burnished. 'No," he said uncompromisingly.

'‘And do you now control her grandfather's. Sir Petéoldings?"

Beside his hard mouth a muscle flicked, then wasidint under control.
‘Yes.'

'‘And were you sorry when she went back to live Wwildy Durrant after her
grandfather died?’

He leaned back against the closed door, arms fadedthe broad chest. A
pirate's smile just touched his mouth, recklesthless, and that aura of
danger crackled about him. Melly felt a sudden suwfjadrenalin which
helped in her refusal to be intimidated as she hisldaze defiantly with her
own.

'‘No," he said deliberately. 'l was glad to seegue’r

It hurt. After three years it still hurt to have eey obscene rumour
confirmed, but time had given her practice in higihe pain. So she took a
deep shuddering breath and fought it down, her kstaicthis sudden,

unwanted reunion fading now.

'Perhaps there was a reason—other than the orledpatto mind—for your
marriage,' she suggested with frigid sarcasm.

Beneath the superbly tailored jacket of his sust $houlders lifted in the
slightest of shrugs. 'Would you believe one?'

'It would have to be good.’

For a moment he seemed to hesitate, that keen mercs face sharpening.
His eyes lanced across her scornful expressiobjqgodissecting. Then he



repeated that tiny shrug and a curtain of impagsseemed to hide his
reactions. Blandly he said, 'Sorry, my sweet dnenbt into giving excuses,
not even if they're true. | have this intuitive glagon that whatever | told
you would be disbelieved.'

Until that moment Melly hadn't realised how intdgsghe had yearned for
him to give her some reason for so cruelly jiltimgr. The disappointment
was intolerable, unbearable; it was all she coddadretain some sort of
control so that she did not display her emotioke & side-show for his
amusement.

Terrified at the strength of her reaction, she @astied herself by producing
a smile. It wasn't up to her usual standard buseclenough to fool most
people. 'You're probably right. So . . .?"

Trent ignored her gesture towards the door. Indém&ness of his face the
white slash of his grin was dangerous, almost fétallooked like a hunter
presented at last with prey worthy of him.

'I'd like that cup of coffee." And as she begarptotest he laid a long,
imperative finger over her mouth. "Why not?"

'‘Because |I—we . . ." Her indignant words trailet isilence as she became
aware of his glance at her mouth. Immediately shes \assailed by
sensation; the warmth of his finger against hes, lthe sensuous way the
nerve-endings in those most sensitive of featuespanded to the light
pressure against them. A slow trickle of heat inche way up from the
centre of her body. She had forgotten, she thouggrtmind in confusion.
Her eyes clung to his, unable to move even wheneatwgnised the quick
blaze of attraction which lit them from behind.

Then he removed his finger, stepping back. Suddeuolly, she bit her lip,
hating him for the almost contemptuous ease witichvhe inflamed her
responses. Would it never die, that insidious,hteging flare-up of the
senses, all-pervasive and ravishingly seductive?

In a voice that almost trembled she said coldliga®e go, Trent. I'm sticky
and tired, | want to shower and go to bed.’



'‘No problem. Show me where the kitchen is anandke the coffee."’
'‘Can't you understand? | don't want to have yoa'her

Tough," he said, then laughed at the unhidden rahgesaw in her

expression. 'l love the way your eyes glitter likack diamonds when you're
furious. Don't you think you're over-reacting? Anau afraid of me? Or of
my effect on you?'

'Don't try to manipulate me!" she gritted.

'Why not? You react so superbly. No, no, don't jowraged. | won't let
you hit me, so don't even try it. Accept the inalble, Melissa. You're not
strong enough to push me out of the door and | @®mo go once I've had
my coffee. You know, you're making so much fussaamould be forgiven
for thinking that you're still just a tiny bit imve with him.'

To hear it said struck a raw nerve. It wasn't tel® no longer felt anything
but contempt for him, but for a second she coulgehdlled him a$ he stood
there smiling down at her.

'I'd have to be a masochist,’ she said uneverdpubt if | ever loved you.'

'‘No?' Those brows winged upwards, expressing a lnieed of sardonic
disbelief and scorn.

‘No!'

He laughed again and turned her around with a essehand on her
shoulder. 'Well, perhaps you're right. In that chseedn't feel any guilt for
breaking your heart, need I? Now show me wheréitoben is and I'll put
the percolator on.'

One of Melly's assets was the ability to know wkba was beaten, and cut
her losses accordingly. Clearly, for whatever rea3oent had no intention

of going until he'd had his wretched cup of coffe.she said crisply, 'Oh,

you're impossible!" and led the way into the kitthe



Once there, it was easier for her to set the pat@oboing, although Trent
was more than capable of managing. She rememberedthe past how
competent he was, with an affinity for machines.hdd, she recalled, been
brought up by a mother who was fluttery and indin@ invalidism, which
possibly explained his efficiency in the kitchen.

‘There,' she said, dragging her mind away fromvis®n of Trent as a
schoolboy, lean and gangling yet with the promiski® present lithe grace
implicit. 'That's done. I'll go and change. | wdretlong.'

She was away just long enough to shower and washdng towel-drying
the thick curls as she fought down the impulsestthe hair-drier. How she
looked to Trent Addison didn't worry her. Not a,lshe decided as she
pulled on a spare silk dress in her favourite sledd@gricot. Nor did she use
her perfume, but she did lightly colour her lipghwihe excuse that people
with her golden tan looked sallow without lipstidkcould have even been
true; quite often was, but in the mirror her eyesided the warm colour
which emphasised her high cheekbones and therglitigold in the black
depths of her eyes.

When she emerged Trent had just poured coffeennigs and was standing
by the sink looking out over the ghts of Aucklatieg electric light gleaming
on the mahogany highlights in his hair. The kitches not large but it was
not small either, yet he seemed to fill it. He Ipaglsence, the kind of instant
visual impression which had little to do with ploadi attributes, nothing to
do with rank or wealth. She had seen a small, ogljonaire with it, and a
stooped old man who had never possessed enouglyrmnerry. It was
power, she thought confusedly, an inner power thas immediately
recognisable on the rare occasions one met itifjltathe eye and tantalised
the mind and demanded attention. She should bestaened to it, for her
brother had it, yet her breath hurt in her lungs sime felt an eerie lifting of
every hair on her skin as he turned.

'Do you still drown it with milk?" he asked aftelag, impassive appraisal.

'Yes. Thank you. Come into the drawing-room, itarencomfortable.’ The
stilted words filled in the awkward tense silenseshe led the way.



'Clever,' he remarked, looking around the room.dwlhksigned it? It's too
personal to be a decorator.’

‘Jennet. She's very artistic, very talented. Shs, goo. That's one of her
pieces over there.'

He cast a cursory look at the beautiful bowl. Melfyv the admiration and
opened her mouth for more

babble, but the words died on her tongue as his gamne back to meet hers.
Beneath the heavy, straight lashes his eyes wesar chnd coldly
dispassionate with no emotion but a sardonic amesem them.

‘Tell me what you've been up to since last we rhetcommanded softly.

He had all the effrontery in the world. How coulel $tand there so brazenly
asking her what she had been doing? What did hec&x he truth, that she
had been mourning her heart's betrayal, constigidfiences high and thick
so that she would never again have to cope withrthbing despair? Or

what?

'Sit down,’ she said, sinking into a chair. As tléofved suit she drank some
coffee to gain time, watching from beneath her I@shes, comparing her
memories with the reality. He looked older, as tiftothe past three years
had drained him of some of his youth. He wasn'tlsame. He had irregular
features, an arrogantly hooked nose, a mouth bath and thin-lipped, a

jaw which even with his head lowered was forcehd thrusting; no, he was
far from handsome.

But then he didn't need to be. He had style. Anéljyvthought as he leaned
back into the armchair, settling his wide shouldegainst the pale fabric, a
more than usual amount of what Diana, her motheylycreferred to as

sex-appeal, a raw, animal vitality which the dartksibhess suit couldn't
diminish. Displaying no bulging muscles, no evideigns of the v*hipcord

strength she knew he possessed, his appearancedmafrstamina and

power and force.



Power. That word again. So many kinds of power piover to delight the
eye, the power to impress the mind.

Melly had never seen a man more good to look at ktee half-brother, yet
her appreciation of his severe masculine beautydidessen the impact of
the man who seemed engrossed in his coffee opplasiteAs her gaze
roamed covertly over him she realised with a treofarold fear that while

she no longer loved him, and certainly could negain trust him, she still
found him potently attractive.

'‘Well?' he asked, not troubling to hide his mocksamgjle as he caught her
watching him. 'How did you enjoy wallowing in theshpots of the Riviera
with the beauteous Diana?'

'l spent most of the time in London,' she snappaek [stiffly. He had no
right to sneer at her mother.

He knew, of course, he didn't even try to fakergdeor surprise. Well, it

wouldn't have been all that difficult to keep talosher, she wrote to several
people in Auckland, at least two of whom movedhe same circles as
Trent.

But he prompted blandly, 'Doing what?'

'l worked in the library at Inco.’

'Enjoy it?’

'Yes,' she said honestly, but was unable to residing, That is, once |

became used to dealing with executives. A far coynfthe usual people

your average librarian meets, | assure you.'

He laughed. 'Had to fight them off, did you?"

It was an effort, but she managed to dampen thdesuthsistent response

she felt. He had always been able to make her ldughtly, her voice very
cool, she said, 'Some. The married ones were thstwo



'Marriage,' he told her, 'is often more like a isti@acket than the haven we
hope it might be.’

There was no cynicism in the gravelly voice, noaanget she sensed some
extremely powerful emotion. Her gaze lifted, seactthe dark, rakish face.
Finding it impassive, his eyes almost hidden byfbavy lids, she looked
away.

Some instinct impelled her to say awkwardly, 'l—asasorry to hear that
yours didn't work out.’

'Were you?' Now he did look sardonic, those paésefeaming beneath his
lashes. "You used not to lie, Melissa. It was dngar most attractive traits,
that transparent honesty.'

She hated the way his mouth twisted as he spolealliR' she returned
calmly.

'Yes. What shattered your illusions: made you himdind everyday
falsehoods?"

He was needling her, cruelly provoking a reactlmut, she had herself well
in hand now. The years which had hardened him hashdher poise and a
sophistication that made it almost easy to hidesheotions.

'l suppose it's just maturity,' she parried, |gtter eyes drift slowly over his
rawboned features. It wasn't quite so easy to aHlolttle speculation to
colour her dark eyes, or her smile, but she manemdd it, finishing with,
'Who was it who said "Experience is a good teadhgrshe sends enormous
bills"?'

‘A cynic," Trent returned softly, his eyes watchflre you a cynic now,
Melissa?"

Her shoulders lifted, dismissing the smooth cangssiote in his voice.
'Perhaps it was the same person who said thatia isya bruised romantic.
I'm neither; I'm a realist.’



'‘Goethe said that if a man destroys the powefusidn, either in himself or
in others, Nature punishes him like the harshesnty Have | done that to
you?'

'‘Destroyed my illusions?' Pride lifted her headyved her mouth in a
tantalising little smile. 'No, it wasn't you. My garience with Derek began
the process, you continued it, but living in Londgpurred things on. It
happens to all of us, after all. You included.'

His brows lifted slightly as he surveyed her fat®pse chilling eyes
recognising the taunt, and appreciating it. Yet whe spoke it was at a
tangent.

'Have there been many men for you? Does the géogadil after a while?’

'No and no," she said calmly. 'How many would yay was too many?
Four? A dozen? A hundred?'

That pirate's smile showed even, very white teethafsecond before the
harshly outlined face resumed its usual mockingesgion. Pretending to
consider, he said, 'l think | can discount a huddiven a dozen. That
would have given you a new man every three mo@hsourse, you could
be truly liberated and go in for one-night stande?' Her head snhapped
dangerously around. 'Then I'll allow you four, asame so pat to your lips.
A Freudian slip? Good, five has always been my yueidmber. I'm not
superstitious, but if | were I'd bet consistentlyib It's amazing how often
it's shown up in my affairs, and always to my adsagge.’

Melly's black brows drew together. 'l don't know awhyou're babbling
about,' she said, a faint note of hauteur hidinginease.

'I'd have thought it was self-evident.' He draihexicoffee, set the mug on to
the table beside his chair and smiled, a slow, iglglfuntamed smile that
reinforced the searing message of his eyes assivept her face before
sliding with insolent and lingering thoroughnessvdothe length of her

body. Wherever they touched they kindled fires.



Stiffly, battling the colour that heated her skame countered, 'l must be
slow, then, because | don't know what the hellrgogetting at. And if you'll
excuse me, | am going out shortly.’

She got to her feet, hating to lie, yet suddenlgjously, attacked by a
long-repressed pain.

'I'm sorry, you should have said." He stood up, Ielieving her, that
contemptuous smile pulling at the corner of his tholith arrogant
confidence he went on, 'I'll spell it out for ydhen.'

Melly had begun to pick up her coffee mug. Theestant, and his tone of
voice, stopped her. Slowly she straightened, hedfigensing at her sides.
She stared at the mug.

'‘No!" she said harshly.

'I'd hate you to get the wrong idea. | intend tober fifth lover," Trent went
on as though she hadn't objected. There could bmistaking the hard
determination in his voice.

Somewhere, in some place hidden so deep insidindieshe had forgotten
its existence, his words struck home. It was Iike quick flaring of a star

gone nova, a white-hot explosion, more emotioreh gphysical, and yet her
body was aching with a strange, slow languor. Stdvar head lifted. What

she saw in his face made her step backwards.shimyepeated through lips
as bloodless as the rest of her skin. The littlakle cracked in two.

'Yes.' He made no attempt to hide the open ddsatehiazed with a fierce
fire in his expression.

Panic left Melly with a frantically beating heamdia kind of hollow fear
which lodged in her stomach. The sudden shift ienTrfrom amused
mockery to determination underlined with sensuahace was unnerving.
Her lips trembled, then tightened. The detachmertis eyes was more
frightening because with it went that blatantly s&xappraisal.



But most frightening of all was her body's treaghédrthrobbed now with a
bitter, elemental need that made her desperatethathiesire to get rid of
him.

'Sorry," she said, trying very hard to sound sdpfaited and confident. 'l
subscribe to the belief that blowing on dead embets you nothing but a
sore throat. Now, are you going, or shall | call--?

'Who? Big brother is a bit too far away to rescoa.y

'Oh!" Her long fingers clenched into fists. 'Wilby please go?' she
demanded, all attempts at worldly self- assuramce g

‘Typical woman,' he complained, sounding irritaloteall things.

Melissa's eyes flew to his face as an extremebngthand picked up one of
hers; by the application of a little judicious @ese he forced it open.

'If you're going to make a fist," Trent explainedipntly, 'with the intention
of using it, the thumb must ssutsideyour fingers. Like this.'

Bemused, she watched as he refolded her hand iseovaceable fist. She
made some slight resistance as he pulled it upwaud®ne glinting glance
from him and she allowed him to rest the knucklgaimst the rough-
smooth line of his chin.

"Twist your fist from palm upwards to palm downwsjdst before you hit;
it gives you extra force," he continued. 'And aonthe nose, or the Adam's
apple, or the solar plexus.’

Gently, inexorably, he shifted her reluctant fistgach of the places he
mentioned, finally holding it still against the dawall of muscle between
his rib cage.

Laughter warmed his voice as he went on, 'But dhBre if he's not
expecting it. If the muscle is tightened, as iasv, a jab doesn't get much in
the way of results. The most vulnerable place mam's body is the best
place to go for.'



As if her hand had been burnt Melly jerked it behimer back, colour
flooding her face.

Trent broke into laughter, his eyes crinkling wah amusement which
failed entirely to hide the glitter in them as hearsned her mutinous,
outraged face.

"You're easily shocked,' he taunted. 'I'm not s&itgy in subtlety, Melissa.
When you touch me it will be because you want ézaose the only thought
in your mind will be to make yourself as familiaitvmy body as | intend to
be with yours. We will learn to know each othergewery meaning of the
word, and the learning will be like nothing youener experienced before.'

Words trembled on her tongue, but her lips wereltlerg too, and she
could not say them. Like prisoners her eyes weugltaand held by his,
blazing crystals in the dark determination of laied.

Trent seemed to realise how she felt. He gavernedd, twisted smile, and
lifted her other hand to his mouth, kissing the diie with a grace which
should have been affected, but fitted his leartipaibelegance well. Against
her skin his lips were warm and dry. Melly shuddereer whole body
suffused with a heat which came from some pointreéto, yet apart from,
her body.

'Yes,' he said softly, as his eyes lingered onsbérparted lips, 'l mean it,
Melissa. Come and see me out.’

He kept her hand in his and led her out into thié A& the door he said
teasingly, 'Remember to keep your arm bent if yeer dnave to punch
anyone.'

Melly shook her head, and he grinned and said{ Ghe more thing," and
took her in his arms and kissed her mouth with tgteaderness before
leaving her.



CHAPTER TWO

How long Melly stood staring at the door afterahclosed behind his lithe
form she didn't know. After a time she raised handhand pressed her
knuckles to her lips, pushing the soft skin agaihst teeth while
disconnected thoughts swirled about in cloudy digaeinside her head.

He means it. He means to become my lover fiftly lover!

A smile ominously close to a grimace contortedrneuth.Fifth! If only he
knew!

For her there had been no lovers, not one, not Peeek to whom she had
been engaged. She had been content to wait; sutcosly, of course, she
had not really wanted him very much for one veryiobs reason. All
through her engagement to him she had been inigheTrent.

His subsequent betrayal seemed to have frozereipomses of her body.
Until today. And then every tiny nerve and cell Hadpt into life again,
bombarding her brain with impulses and informasbe didn't dare process.

‘The nerve!" she said out loud, wrenching her hamoh her mouth as she
turned away, intent on whipping up anger to subméng memory of that
moment when Trent's lips had touched hers and attedsponded with an
exquisite excitement as though she was still areadent at the mercy of
her body and emotions.

It worked. Within five minutes she was furious witlim, furious with
herself for not slapping his face, furious with &and Coincidence and
several other personifications for so arrangingghithat Rafe should have
chosen this block of all blocks to lease an apantrime Savagely reflecting
on the unfortunate fact that both men had sufficiegalth to afford one of
the extremely expensive suites carried her thramgither cup of coffee she
didn't want and her preparations for bed.

Once there, she read the same sentence in heaboakthirty times before
switching off the lamp with a sharp, angry gestordy to lie with her eyes
open, staring at the ceiling while her treachemusd wondered about the



plan of the penthouse above and her ears stramduedr non-existent
sounds. It seemed hours before she dozed off ardithwvas a restless,
unsatisfactory sleep with vivid dreams to distueb. h

How long the bell had been ringing before it im@dgshe didn't know.
Startled, her head thick, she groped for the telaphbut after a scrambled
few seconds realised that someone was leaningeotoibr bell.

At the door she switched on the communicationsadeand asked, 'Who is
it?'

‘Trent,' came back the brisk answer. 'l left mgtoase behind and | need it.
| put it beside the bookshelf.'

Sure enough, there it was. Slowly she picked itlupas leather, not new,
but with that indefinable scent, most pleasing.

When the door swung open he straightened up fremvtdl, removing his
hands from his pockets as he eyed her with a quakgmile.

He had changed from the formal business suit tp gorisers and shirt and
a thin dark red jersey that picked up the glowiighhghts in his hair.

‘Thank you," he said calmly, taking the briefca®senf her. i'm sorry | woke
you." There was a moment of silence before he woetl with smooth
effrontery.

"You look very young, all tousled and slightly daimghind the ears.'

An angry swathe of colour heated Melly's high cleeles; she found
herself clutching her cotton dressing-gown acrasshineasts. A gleam of
some unknowable emotion flared in his eyes, butnndiee backed a hasty
step away it was extinguished by his heavy lids bedyave that twisted
smile she hated.

'‘No, you're quite safe tonight,’ he said, leavirey m no doubt of his
meaning as his eyes roved boldly over her. 'I'viéaddour years for you, a
few more weeks won't strain me too much. | don‘ingior rape scenes.’



She opened her mouth in indignation and his heambged, his mouth
covered hers in a kiss which was bold and seekiagflagrantly sensual.
His free arm came across her back, clamping héretdard, taut refuge of
his body. Then she was free and he was laughitigoudh he breathed
heavily.

'‘Goodnight, sweet nymph,’ he said mockingly. 'l naour counterpart
gracing my pool.'

Bitterly she flung back, 'And the satyr, too?"

Those black straight brows lifted. 'Well, the dgsioon in the catalogue
states that he's a faun. But yes, now that you iovertt he eyes my pretty
nymph with an exceedingly lustful stare.’

Melly slammed the door shut to the sound of higlaer, shaking her head
to clear it while her heart beat heavily in hersear

After that, sleep fled entirely. She spent mosivb&t was left of the night
trying to woo it while her tired brain went lovingl sadly, over the
circumstances of their first meeting.

She had been almost twenty and Trent had been wgin$ older, already
something of a celebrity for his business acumeherelectronics industry.
They had met at a friend's place and she had lwegued and fascinated
by him, so much so that it took all of her consade willpower to keep her
mind on her university course.

When he asked her out she had been excited anduhoeejoying his
company immensely, for he had the ability to ma&efbrget that rumour
made him a sophisticated and rather dangerous man.

Had she fallen in love with him then? Even now dlin't know. Probably
not; she had been an immature girl caught in the ad her first strong bout
of sexual attraction. That she had liked and regpeaim as well only made
it more enchanting.



It was a wonder she had managed to sit her exdraghsught wryly, let
alone pass them well. When the university year éstie should have gone
home to Te Puriri, but she had lingered, fallingmer and deeper beneath
his spell, until Rafe came down.

And told her that all those years before it wasnTieho had persuaded
Jennet into an affair which had ended her marriad2erek, who had been
Trent's cousin. Melly could still remember her looyrthe sensation that
something very precious had been befouled. Shalhays liked Derek and
often wondered why her half-sister had fled to Aals after only eight

months of marriage to him, but no one had everheid

Had she been older, more mature, she would hawes facent with the
reason for her rejection, but she had behaved padgiying back to the
sanctuary of Te Puriri. And there had been Derekt mloor, charming,
light-hearted, and very appreciative of the oldelliy!

What had she felt for the man she became briefijjpged to? Not love, she
thought, frowning. Nothing but hurt pride and anged jealousy on both
sides had produced that engagement. Unconsciouslly kad used Derek
to anaesthetise her feelings for Trent. The mermabher behaviour still had
the power to make her feel cheap, a little shoddy.

Afterwards she had been chastened, afraid of thiltse of her

thoughtlessness. And with immense patience Tremiskaout to coax her
back into His arms. Before her mother had borneoffeo her home in the
South of France for a holiday, Melly had been iveloAll the cliches had
applied, she thought now with a cynical little ssniHead over heels,
fathoms deep— she had been lost in him. It wagprecated, too. They had
talked of marriage, even set a tentative date.

So when it had come, the letter in which he repbbier, the cold ugly words
had killed something in her, leaving her open to h®ther's cynical,
well-meaning advice.

'Everyone has to have their heart broken oncehdiaad said, almost
cheerfully, it's a rite of passage.'



Melly had turned, biting her lip, to look at her ther's exquisite blonde
beauty. 'Even you?'

'Even me. It taught me never to leave myself opehdt kind of pain again.'
'‘And are you happy?'

Diana had laughed. 'A lot happier than if I'd medrihim," she said
complacently. '‘Believe me, Melly, love lasts foyear, maybe two. After
that it passes.'

Melly had not agreed, and still didn't entirely.eTWeeks she had just spent
at Te Puriri with Rafe and Jennet had convincedthat for some lucky
people love remained, glowing and tender and fieRaxrhaps they were
unique. She had deliberately embraced Diana's @utfinding in it some
kind of hope, and sure enough, after a year the Ipad almost gone. She
had thought that incandescent attraction, that et¢ah call of male to
female had died with it. Until tonight.

'No," she said through clenched teeth, anger gpiki@ word. No, not again,
not ever again. She was not going to put hersdifsrpower again. Armed
with her knowledge of the quick opportunism whichsathe flaw in his
character, she was strong enough to resist his luSt

Her mind drifted, recalling the strange tenderrfesshowed occasionally,
the gentle care with which he had treated her dfierdebacle of her
engagement. Jennet, she knew, thought there waasonr other than
ambition and the desire for power which had lednTt® marry Cathy
Durrant, but to Jennet he was the saviour who laadec her off from an
intolerable marriage after Derek had so crushedspeit that she was
incapable of freeing herself.

Trent Addison was strong, ruthless; not a man tdobeed into anything.
His buccaneering instincts went deeper than thdasewr He was a
complicated, subtle personality, greed and kindmetsmingled, cruelty
and gentleness woven together in the fabric ofcheracter. Melly knew
that she would ignore or underrate him at her peril



In her own way Melly could be just as ruthlesssHowed now in the way
she subdued the flickering glow of excitement whieldl been aroused by
his blatant announcement of his intentions. In dydlce same way she had
guenched the savage jealousy which the vision @fiyCia his arms had

caused, with determination and an obstinate retosadimit that she cared.

But oh, it was cruel of Fate to send him to theyy#ace where she lived!

She was turning over the possibility of moving ahien eventually she fell
into a deep sleep. If she dreamed of a tall, eniigmaan, she wasn't aware
of it when she awoke the next morning.

What she was aware of was a not unpleasant tenamredge to her
perceptions which made her vividly aware of evanghthe pale blue of the
sky, the brisk wind that tousled the trees in thedgns below, the extra
crispness to the air.

It was a pleasant morning, infinitely relaxing aftiee tense hours last night.
After lunch Melly changed into a light linen dreskich made the most of
her long loVely legs and set out to look up ansadool friend who lived not

too far away.

They had a riotous afternoon and Melly stayed tonel, the friend's
husband driving her home just before eleven. Ascidreswung into the
street her eyes flicked up, registered the lighthé penthouse and then fell
to the tense hands in her lap.

'Shall | come up with you?"

Smiling, she shook her head. 'No. The securityery ¥ight. I'm perfectly
safe.’

But he was the chivalrous sort. 'Won't take a mdpaerd Sara would want
me to make sure you got home safely.’

So he did, leaving her at the door with a smile andink. Yawning,
pleasantly tired, Melly slit open the envelope d¢éter from her mother. It
read just like Diana, self-centred, shallow yet aimg.



'No man's worth it,' she had told Melly in the daysen it had seemed that
she was sinking into a miserable kind of self-pijot a single one, so stop
thinking life's passed you by. Life is a compromigse no big deal. One day
the pain will be gone.’

She had been right there. The pain of loving a mha let his ambition
override his love had faded almost into nothingness

Strange, Melly thought as she put the letter dotlat she had never
doubted his love. Even after her shocked readinpefetter in which he
renounced her she knew he had loved her, but whesaWw the chance of
acquiring real power without grinding effort he hadistled his love down
the wind. Which made his betrayal all the greater.

Now all that was left was the leaping wildfire tivaas passion. Romantic
love, fire and ice, the depths of hell and the hisig@f rapture, that intensity
of liking and respect and desire, that had fledhthie empty years.

Yet they were still linked, the bonds between thesmstrong as—as lust.
This unbearable restlessness was a symptom ofdagtsbreadiness for &
lover; well, she thought, smiling a cold little d&jil'll exercise it away.

But after a bath she was still restless, and tleetsp of another sleepless
night kept her tossing in the bed.

Willpower was no use. Sleep couldn't be forcedhail to be wooed, but
when she tried relaxing, clearing her mind, sle@g o coy to come.

It was intensely quiet. The soundproofing was deoél she thought sourly,
trying hard to freeze that part of her brain thahdered why the penthouse
had lights on in every room. Perhaps he was haviparty ...

Shehadto get some sleep. Tomorrow was the first dayeoftew job and if

she didn't sleep she'd look like death. One ofptirealties of having a skin
that clear warm olive colour was that it turnedrhmy sallow when she was
tired or off-colour. And black eyes needed a spatkl prevent them from
looking flat and opaque. Nobody looked less effitithan a tall woman
with curls that sagged limply about a drawn face.



'Sleep, damn you!" she told herself bitterly.

Eventually, of course, she did, subsiding into bleavy slumber which
makes the alarm an intolerable, frightening inasiTotally disorientated,
Melly lay supine for some minutes before staggemitp a groan to the
shower. It helped to revive her, as did the pogagfhurt and the gold-fruit
she ate for breakfast, but it was the second cugathat made her feel
almost human.

It was a brilliant day, blue-skied and glowing wijtist enough breeze to
temper the humid heat. Melly found herself hummasgshe pulled on the
white A-line pullover dress she had decided to wBésats from the low

waist swung briskly about her slender legs and whernvee-necked jacket
with its double-breasted fastening at hip level waglace she was relaxed
enough to smile. The whole outfit had a faintlyiés$ air, but it suited her tall

ripeness and it was a fresh counterpoint to the tlag white made her look
a little sallow; she had just put on blusher apdtick when the doorbell

rang.

'‘Oh—nhell!"" she complained crossly to her reflection all the mornings to
have an unexpected visitor! At least she had thiegtereason for getting rid
of whoever it was.

But the voice on the entry-phone was Trent's, dexisnd crisp and
obviously not expecting rejection or dismissal.

'‘Come on,' it said. 'You're going to be late if yeaste too much time.'
'l—what?'

'‘Open the damned door!

Compelled by the hard authority of his command,diigust that, her face
reflecting her astonishment even as her body tiggit@gainst the threat his

dark magnetism represented. Ice-grey eyes swept bee in one
comprehensive glance.



'Very elegant,’ he drawled, as he came in throhghdbor. 'Get your bag,
there's a good girl, and we'll be off.'

Recovering quickly, Melly stopped backing away tonp out coldly, ‘I'm
almost ready to leave for work.'

'I'm ready.' He grinned. 'Hurry up and I'll takeuyo
"You don't know--'
'Of course | do.'

It didn't take the amused derision in his voictetbher, she had known ever
since she heard his voice.

Her mouth tightened. 'Was it a put-up job?'

'Don't be a fool," he said calmly. 'I'm a businessmMelissa, with jobs
hanging on each decision | make. You had the hesffigations, you were
hired before | even saw your name. Now go and gat pag, | don't like
being late.'

'l can't turn up with you.'

'Why not?' Apparently bored with waiting, he turrtegt around. One hand
in the small of her back propelled her gently, imbly, across the room.
Reasonably he continued, 'l made no secret oittdtiat | know you. Why
should 1?'

‘That's different,’ she almost wailed, her poisseding her. 'Knowing you is
one thing, arriving with you in your car on thesfiday is another, and you
damned well know it!

'Don't swear, | don't like it.'

"Tough!'she retorted belligerently.

His laughter was low with an edge to it.



‘Yes, | remember that temper. You should have &ghta control it by now.'

From between gritted teeth she said, 'Oh, if laised that it was important
to you, no doubt I'd have done so.’

Trent stopped in mid-stride, the hand which hadnbasging her on

fastening on to her upper arm to jerk her arourfdd¢e him. Melly stared at
him, her defiant expression assumed hastily to hidegange cold fear. He
was smiling. That was, his mouth was stretched timoconfiguration of a

smile, but there was no amusement in his expressiathing but a cold

purposefulness. The pale gaze was empty of alliemekcept for a frozen
threat.

In that moment Melly knew what real fear was.

Then his lashes fell and the smile relaxed intokeog as if that moment of
heart-chilling menace had never happened. Yet tivagea hint of it in the
abrasive tone in which he said, 'You know now, &l

'l don't consider it important—or necessary—to parid your whims.' She
spoke through lips stiff with pride, her head hieiigh on a neck that ached.

'So reconsider.’

Before she had time to come to terms with that dlahmand Trent had
released her and was saying impatiently, 'Get pagr for goodness' sake,
or you'll have the staff deciding you've a baduafice on me.'

It seemed that she was going to have to acceptptiiscular piece of
high-handedness. Haughtily picking up her bag,csts¢ a last look around
the room, then strode for the door, ignoring the nvao followed so closely
behind that she could feel his nearness pricklgrgskin.

In the garage beneath the building, he guided dweartds a Daimler, dark
blue and opulently severe, putting her into thetfigassenger's seat with a
kind of abstracted courtesy that didn't appeaseahatl. He was shrewd
enough to know that since he had forced her ing ithwas only sensible to
give her a breathing space.



He drove smoothly and well through the rush-hoaffitr, not speaking.
Melly stared out of the window until, to her irtiian, she found herself
slanting little glances at the strong incisive liokehis profile. He didn't
appear to notice until, as the car nosed down tsvidre parking floor of the
building where she had been interviewed, he saahdd, 'l have no
intention of seducing you in the car, so you cap diding those terrified
little glances my way."'

Which left her with nothing to say. She satisfiextdelf with a fiery stare,
direct this time, and was made even more angryneydunting smile with
which he met it.

An hour later she was reflecting cynically thativang with the boss
certainly smoothed out certain aspects of workifeg If she hadn't been so
angry she would- probably have been amused at ewe'y startled
acknowledgment. Trent delivered her to Personresdting her as if she was
the younger sister of an old friend. She was thg @me who saw the unholy
amusement in his eyes before he left her.

Gloomily accepting that within half an hour rumauvéld and creative,
would reach the furthermost regions of the buildikiglly was introduced
to the girl who had been trying to keep things ideo; by lunchtime she
acknowledged that she was going to be fully extdndehis job.

'l did my best," Susan Field told her, 'but mystrgoint is filing, not being
a librarian, and the stuff just keeps pouring in!

Well aware that she was going to need to be caniily grinned. 'Nobody
can do better than their best, so my big brotHerims me. You've given me
a good base to work on.’

Susan relaxed, eyeing Melly inquisitively. "Thig lbrother . .. does he look
like you?'

'He does, but he's much married.'



'‘Oh well, | suppose that leaves me free to joimtlaelding crowd and pursue
our dynamic boss." Susan sighed dramatically, bat kilue eyes were
speculative as they scanned Melly's face.

'‘And are you having any success?' The question @athea dry undernote
Melly couldn't hide. Susan Field was an extremelyaative girl with
skilfully lightened hair and the kind of alluringndle that drew appreciative
masculine eyes.

'‘Alas, no, the man never even sees me, howeverlligrdl believe he's a
friend of yours.'

'He went to school with my brother,” Melly told hereerfully. 'I've known
him for years.'

How easy it was to lie by omission, to gaze serea€lSusan, to let the
words glide from her lips like smooth truths. Andwhsmall she felt as

Susan nodded, accepting the lie, her speculatize gaiching on Melly's

expensively shod feet, the spare, chic lines ofdness, the patrician bones
of her face. Melly realised that she was now stbitdo place; not Trent's

girlfriend, but a member of his social circle.

‘A very useful big brother,” Susan said wryly. 'Wishad a couple with
friends like that. On second thoughts though, | Mttt mind if our
gorgeous Mr Addison just looked my way. Unfortutgteumour has it that
he's not at all that keen on us ladies." Susancleasly a gossip, but she
knew when to stop. 'Pity," she finished lightly.elYI'll leave you to it. If
you want any help, give me a yell.'

By half-past four Melly was feeling the full effecbf two nights without
much sleep. A message from Trent's correct andsetg curious secretary,
informing her that she was to come up to his offidein't improve her
temper, but she decided to obey it. He was, shattadhmeluctantly, quite
capable of doing something embarrassing if shereghdhim and his
peremptory message.

When she arrived at the suite of rooms he occughedwas met by the
secretary, who was middle-aged and married, a ghllmp woman with



shrewd, rather hard eyes and a surprisingly warites8he sat Melly down
with a magazine and a cup of coffee before tellieg that Mr Addison
would be ready very soon, then she retired thrarmgimner door.

Ten minutes later, exactly two minutes after Mrsdilieen had left, Melly
heard the door to Trent's office open and lifteglseip which resentment was
frosted with disdain. They met his, cold and ghgtiwith sardonic
appreciation. 'Ready?’ Trent asked.

Let's go, then.'

Melly had to bite her lip to keep the hot rejointdeck, but she did it, even
though she could feel theamusement emanating fromAil the way down
in the lift she kept her eyes fixed on to the flateciding that she would buy
herself a car as soon as she possibly could. Eweca@nd-hand one would
deplete her bank balance alarmingly, but when # guarter's cheque
came in she would be able to sell it for a new one.

"You will have,' Trent remarked quietly as he ogktiee door for her, ‘better
things to spend your money on.'

With incredulous eyes she watched as he walkecdhdrthe front of the car.
How had he known? But then they had always beem tabtommunicate
without words. Once she had thought it revealed pexfect they were for
each other.

As he got in he gave her that raffish disturbingnh,gtong lean hands
fastening the seat-belt with the kind of deft efficy which was a hallmark
of the man.

'Now | should smile omnisciently and let you wongest how | knew what

you were thinking,' he said as the engine firedittke healthy awe would be
appreciated. However, just to prove to you how cguaeh trustworthy | am,

I'll tell you how | knew. As we walked over fromethift you eyed every car
we passed with a thoughtful look, obviously weighithem up, with an

especially keen assessment of the smaller ond&lrtt take a mind-reader
to work out what was going on inside your head.'



The sun dazzled her eyes, making her blink, pragidier with the perfect
excuse for putting on dark glasses.

As the big car wove through the slackening traghe said stiffly, ‘I hate it
when you make me seem so—so transparent.’

'Do you?' The pause hummed with unsaid words. Radliiilg he continued,
'‘And | suppose you hate the fact that it's yourdstyiwhich | admire.’

'On the principle of admiring the things we havegot?' she asked, masking
the taunt with a cool politeness.

His mouth hardened, then curved into a sardonidesriterhaps. Where
would you like to go for dinner?'

'I'm not—Trent, | won't let you do this to me! Iibwant to go out to dinner
with you, or go to work with you or--'

'Sleep with me,' he interpolated neatly.

'—have anything to do . Whatdid you say?"

‘Guess.’

Colour poured into the smooth clarity of her skiraigreat wave of heat as
her head jerked around. The thin lips were stillisgp the arrogant profile

harsh against the brilliant light outside.

Poor Melly's mouth hung open for several feeblesds; she had to will
herself to close it.

'l am not going to put up with this—this harassmjiesiie said in a tight,
angry voice.

‘Then the sooner you give me what | want, the soitmeharassment will be
over.'



'l do not want to have an affair with you.' Shelgpo a hard, gritty voice,
each word snapping between lips tense with angéstain.

His brows lifted and he slanted her a quick, misebus glance, subtly
mocking her outrage. 'Of course you do,' he sathsgly. "You know, you
have very little imagination. It could give you tperfect revenge. Think of
how much fun you'll have subjugating me and thelkiwvg off, leaving me
desolate.'

"You don't know the meaning of the word," she tethrsternly repressing
some crazy part of her brain which would have likedwell on the idea.

"Teach me, then.'

Just for a moment, for a dangerous few seconddyNmsled with the idea,

but the elemental masculine confidence he didmtwkhe had and couldn't
hide soon put an end to that. He was seducingteempting her to use
weapons of his choosing in a battle in which he geatain that he would be
the victor.

'Don't be an idiot,' she said quickly, scornfullg,that he wouldn't know just
how much she wanted to be tempted. 'Anyway, I'mgout with someone
else tonight.’

"You really must stop this lying. You're far toaszientious to have decided
to go out on the night after your first day workimj bet you've decided to

go for a run, take a long bath and then to to laely so that you'll be relaxed
and refreshed tomorrow morning.’

Almost she ground her teeth! Then grabbing ratlespdrately at her usual
smooth cloak of self-control, she said, 'And tisa¢xactly what | intend to
do.’

‘After you've had dinner,' he told her with cheétfick of interest in her
anger. Hammering home the point, he finished, "Wigh'

'l do not wantto have dinner with you!"



‘Tough.'

Melly had to clasp her hands together in her lagtop herself from hitting
him, not in the least helped by his sympathetiewalys grin, or the hand
that covered hers for a second.

'Indulge me in this,’ he said softly as the candédrinto the immaculate
grounds of the apartment block.

His gentleness breached a gap in the defence$ithatard assurance had
failed to penetrate. She swallowed, unwilling eypesing the deep lines
engraved in the strong privateer's face. She washeoonly one who was
tired.

To hide the sudden surge of tenderness she asldig, ddon't you enjoy
being a tycoon as much as you thought you woulent®?

The engine switched off. In the cavernous garageitmed to her, his eyes
as clear as quartz, as hard, as sharp.

'Enjoy? Yes, | suppose | enjoy it. It's hard woakd | get tired, but it's
nothing like it was at first. I've managed to pihlings together. | have a
good team around me, | delegate as much as passible

Interested against her will, she ventured, 'HadP8ter left it in such a mess,
then?'

The hard eyes closed, then flicked open. 'I'm dfs@. He stayed on long
after he should. If he'd had a son—but Cathy'sefaitas killed when she
was only two.' The wide shoulders lifted in a stighrug. 'l think Sir Peter
began to lose interest then.'

He was watching her closely, no doubt to see hasvriention of his
ex-wife's name affected her. It still hurt, butvias the casual way he spoke
it, as though Cathy Durrant had meant nothing ta.hWot a flicker of
emotion for the woman who had shared his bed asddmne, nothing, not
anger or pain or affection or irritation.



Melly went cold. Her skin tightened over flesh dwhes held rigid in a cast
of despair. If Trent had told her word by word loeild not have made it

plainer that that brief marriage had been one pkdiency only. Once he

had acquired control of Sir Peter's holdings, d baen severed as cruelly
and swiftly as a knife thrust in the dark.

And this was the man she had learned to love, heut Yor and ached for
and yearned for in an agony of disillusion, hadwaéld her life to be altered
by! For the past years had been marked by herakfosllow any man to
get close to her. A coward, she had been afraideopossibility of pain.

Now, transfixed, she realised how futile it had rbede was simply not
worth it. He was not even ashamed of what he hae;dbe dark face was
quizzical, almost amused, the narrowed eyes cledhey searched hers.
Looking for what? Weakness? An admission that sae vstill powerfully
attracted to his rangy virile masculinity? Becatls#t was true, too. Even
now she could feel the slow elemental beat of teodthrough her body
speeding and quickening into life impulses and atmss she had long
repressed. Her lashes quivered, then lifted. Slesvkihat she was being
willed to do something, say something . . . But 8fraed her mouth and
looked away, refusing him whatever it was that la@ted.

'Let's go,' he said harshly, as if she had disajpedihim; the hand at her
elbow was almost painful, urging her into the lift.

At the ground floor it stopped and a woman Mellgrdi know got in.

Young, and beautiful in a blonde, ethereal way,gadwe a perfunctory smile
to Melly and a much warmer one to Trent who, Meligs furious to see,
returned it with an appreciation that made theushér bridle slightly, even
while she sent him a complicated beckoning looknflzeneath her lashes.

Almost certainly dyed, Melly thought waspishly; ookthe advantages of
being dark was the thick, black lashes that shedt@er eyes. And that hair
was too even in colour to be natural. Did she havee sdflagrantin her
scrutiny? Trent might pretend not to notice therajgal he was getting, but
the corner of his mouth quirked and when he loakezt the intruder's head
to meet Melly's stare there was wicked laughtdrisneyes. She rejected it
with contempt.



It died; the heavy lids came down and hid whatéwewas feeling. When,
after a final seductive smile, the woman got ofgrit observed, apparently
idly, 'What a prig you are, Melissa."

Just that, but the scorn in his voice made heklariwith resentment.

'If that's so,' she returned in her most clippecte,o'why don't you look
somewhere else for a companion at dinner? Aftenaltig is hardly likely
to be amusing company.'

'Possibly not, but we'll keep to the original agament. | don't want to be
entertained.’

The lift bell gave its soft 'ting' and the lift sked to a halt, the doors
whispering apart. Trent's hand at her elbow urgeellyMinto a large
vestibule; his voice was soft as he said, 'Nogndertained. Stirred, excited,
stimulated, even aroused; but amusement is not Mtzat in mind."'

It must be the day for clarifying things, Melly tight furiously as her mind
processed that remark. Clearly he was making cesia¢ didn't have any
illusions about his plans for her. No suggestiotowé or marriage, nothing
so banal. He wanted nothing from her but a satfrigephysical effect her
lithe young body had on him. Passion, lust, desitepf the words that
language finds to camouflage the basic primitivgeulo mate. All that he
felt for her, all that was left of the tender labey had once shared.



CHAPTER THREE

His apartment was beautiful, not the stark, ultrdemo place she had been
subconsciously expecting, but a restful sweepadfrflcarpet and travertine
marble of identical colour, superb contemporarldtasofas and chairs and
an original unstylised combination of paintings awllipture and plants.
Like Jennet's rooms on the floor below it bore #t@mp of its owner,
distinctive, the result of a perfect marriage betwenterior decorator and a
cultivated, definite mind.

'I'm glad you like it," Trent said softly. 'You k@t home here."’

'Who wouldn't?' she exclaimed, lifting impresse@syit's—beautiful, as
I'm sure you must have been told a hundred times."

'‘Not often." He answered her look of surprise wathtwisted smile, 'l
appreciate my privacy, Melissa. Few people get@avhere.’

For some reason she didn't make the smart remadk\apt to her tongue.
Angry though she was, some instinct kept her ginstead she looked at a
tapestry on the wall, a magnificent thing of tensamd splendour, baroque
in style with its melodramatic use of highlightdashadows. It was a scene
of trees and animals and birds with a distinct mddance to Rubens'
paintings.

'It's averdure' said Trent, following her line of sight.

'It's beautiful." And rather violently expensivdiesrealised. Te Puriri had
been built and furnished in an lItalianate styled dhere were several
tapestries on its walls, but none, she realisetinasas this.

'Would you like a drink?' he asked.

She shook her head, turning away from the lovehgtiNo, thanks, I'd like
a shower and a change of clothes.’

'In ten minutes I'll take you down to your place.the meantime, step out
into the garden and look at the view.'



The garden was amazing, a rooftop arbour with d @od plants in beds,
not tubs. They had been carefully chosen to copk the wind and the
unobstructed sun, tough South African proteas,hAugstralian shrubs, a
few native New Zealand trees to give green contfothe eye. And yes,
there was the nymph, a smoothly sensual bronze, ek fervent pleasure
by a satyr which had to be Roman.

Like his apartment, the garden was completelyjraigy Trent Addison's.

Melly eyed the dark waters in the pool with somstfuiness. It was still
hot, and she was tired and slightly sticky. Slowlypndering just how she
could cope with a situation which seemed to haegblup in her face, she
paced the length of the garden, stopping to adiin@®iew over the suburbs
and on across the waters of the Waitemata harhsland-sprinkled,
gleaming in the light of the dipping sun.

Could she lead him on, then fling his desire intbeth as he had done with
her love?

The answer has to be Mdever Her brain told her, her emotions warned her,
even her body shouted its fear with suddenly c&ld and a momentary
clenching of every muscle. Only a fool would chiatje Trent. Beneath that
charming, worldly surface there was the pirate,hlegs with a
single-minded determination, cruel, heartless ehaugsacrifice his love
for material advantages.

Her feet had led her to an arbour hung about wegmjne, footed with great
pots of hippeastrums. Enormous stalks held higthtige flower buds. Still
green, they were almost ready to split to reveal iige trumpets so
miraculously hidden within. In a week, ten dayshags, this would be like
a voluptuary's heaven, with the heavy scent ofjdbmine and the exotic
scarlet and crimson of the flowers at their feet.

Melly sat down on the little seat, staring at tiaéepgold of her linked hands
against her white dress. Three years was a long tonhang on to the
ravishment of romance. She had worked hard téHellove she had known,
and had succeeded. Had Trent done the same? Adertainly. He was too
cynical to have cherished the flame for that tinfeemw he had so willingly



betrayed it. Slowly, heavily, her head lifted, thlack curls clinging to her
temples and forehead. He was watching her, hisesgmn forbidding and
remote as though he was gazing at something aghimgittainable.

And into Melly's mind there came an unbidden meniaogn the past, from

the days when she had been engaged to Derek. S8heafieed on to Rafe

and Jennet as they kissed beside the pool at Te &w although they had
not then admitted their love to each other sherbalised that they were two
halves of one whole. How angry she had been! Anldeaback of that anger
had been a deep tearing envy, for she had nevarkeoch passion.

Much later, in Trent's arms, she had thought itsgds, although he had
been tender rather than displaying the savagecgrotver she had glimpsed
that day at Te Puriri. But now, she thought asheart beat unevenly, now
that he thought her experienced and no longerginvihow would he kiss

her? How would he love her now?

He was coming towards her, moving with the easge@nd balance that
marked him out, lithe, powerful, his determinatiemveloping him like an
aura. Melly sat quietly waiting, while the bloodghed through her veinsin a
heated turmoil.

‘Tired?' he asked, the word a caress as he heldhts out.

She took it and he pulled her into his arms, hgdiar a moment against his
lean strength. Then he released her and slid anoaen her shoulders,
walking her sedately back towards the house.

‘A little. The first day at a new job is bound te &xhausting.'

Little shivers of delight were running through Herdy. Trent's arm was
heavy; she could feel his warmth through the Igjl of his shirt. A faint
masculine scent excited her; every nerve and fiae taut, transmitting
urgent messages to her brain.

Trent?'

'Mmm?'



She stopped, looking up at him with wary eyed. 8éked you to leave me
alone, would you?'

The strong framework of his face seemed to hartieravy lashes swept
down to narrow his gaze into a weapon, stabbinmfylaas it swept her
face. At last he shook his head.

‘Good try, Melissa, but no.'
'Why?'

The straight dark brows lifted, giving him a modaiiralmost derisive air.

'‘Because | want you," he told her with cool insoerMelly's mouth opened,
but before she could utter her protest he finisketj because you want me,
my heart. If you didn't you wouldn't have beenlitgned into making that
betraying little plea.’

'Oh, | want you." Incurably honest, she didn't etrgrto prevent the harsh
words. Her mouth tightened, lending her a momentayerity. 'But |
can't—Iwill not leap hotfoot into bed with you.'

The deliberate vulgarity made him laugh softly agightened his arm. She
was pulled against him so fiercely that her warmves melded into the hard
contours of his body.'l think you're asking to b@oed,' he said into her hair.
'Do you really believe that I'm so crass as to ekp@thing more than a
quick roll in the hay? I'm almost shattered. Yowda very low opinion of
me. Of course | intend to court you.' His hand sludher throat, the thumb
insistently pushing her chin up so that her flusfae was exposed to the
glitter of his gaze.

Her eyes dilated as his face approached hersréaghbsweet and warm on
the sensitive skin. 'Like this," he said huskiligsing her eyes closed, ‘and
this," as his mouth touched her cheekbones arsgbthiwbes of her ears, 'and
this. ..

Bemused, her body awash with tides of pleasure,lyMgiade an
indeterminate noise which sounded treacherouskedo a plea.



'‘Soon,' he promised on an indrawn breath, 'oh, ,ddefissa, just as soon as
you learn to trust me.'

The words didn't register, how could they? Herbraas too busy coping
with the erotic sensations engendered by his mauttl that husky,
thickened voice and the startling desperate nowlbeing so close to him
that she could feel every bone, every muscles ereavsas if they were her
own.

| don't want this, her brain shouted, but althobghlips moved no sounds
emerged.

His mouth touched hers, kissing both outer cornes soft bow, the full
lower lip, tiny, taunting kisses which excited llitin't satisfy the hunger
building inside her. She felt drunk, fumes of desiouding her brain so that
she thought only with her body, her skin pricklimgth heat, her heart
thundering. It was difficult to hear anything beydms harsh breathing and
a series of small sounds which had to come fronttreat.

Yet he was gentle, as restrained as he had alvesys breating her tenderly
like the child he had first fallen in love with. \Ieyears had passed since
then, and she was more experienced. Oh, she'd fedvanything like this
torment of lust, she had never been' tempted t@sder her virginity, but
she had been kissed by men who were trying to arbes and she wanted
that now, her whole body screaming for assuageroethis tempest of
sensation.

Trent's arms were tense across her back, but hé&nged those torturing
little kisses, ignoring her silent pleas for mokekind of anger, joined with
the passion he had roused, licked through her \igi@s flashfire, and she
moved deliberately, thrusting suggestively with hgs against his hard
indifference. Her hands left his shoulders, slid ithe dark mahogany of his
hair and pulled his head down. Careless of anyemurences she began to
kiss him back, the same avid little kisses acresgtin mouth, wanting only
to rouse the tiger she knew crouched hidden ip&isonality.

For long seconds she thought she had failed. Tla¢ ineher began to
congeal into shame and a kind of panic until witr@an that sounded as



though it had been ripped from him, his mouth cameagely down on hers,
forcing it open in a kiss that transcended evemghshe had ever
experienced before.

She responded with a fiercely primitive passioferirig all that was female
in her to his overwhelming masculinity, her bodyhtly wound, shivering
with anticipation when his hand slid down her spipeessing her against
him so that she realised just what she had invokigd her impetuous
desire. She should have been frightened; indeedetll Melly was afraid,
but the real Melly had been superseded by this Melly, a wanton who
revelled in the flood of sensation she was expenmn

Suddenly the brutal pressure of his mouth on hesee His breath was hot
on her tender lips as he muttered some words wdoadnded suspiciously
like an apology. Slowly, slumbrously, Melly lifteder lashes to reveal a
dazed blank stare from pupils dilated so widely tha iris was swallowed

entirely by the blackness. In this foggy, hot woddl the senses she
wondered why he took a sharp, painful breath.

'‘Melly," he said raggedly. 'Oh, God, Melly ...'

Her brows drew together. It was difficult, but Sterpened her gaze, trying
to focus on the harsh lines and planes of his faatng almost absently that
there was a flush of colour along the high cheekb@and that the grey eyes
were ablaze with a fire she had never seen in thefore.

Lust, she thought vaguely, and—yes, there was ahgee too, and some
other emotion which almost looked like pain.

'What's the matter?' Her mouth trembled as sheespod her lips were dry
so that she had to dampen them with her tongue.

An odd, singing sensation thrilled through her eeras she saw his eyes
flicker, become fixed on the tantalising slide ef lhongue along the gentle
curves. She smiled, a blindly promising smile asad the first temptress,
and stroked her palms across the slightly rough skihis cheeks and
moved her body against his in the smallest, mgsli@kof movements.



His groan was music, the quick, violent demand®hiouth bliss, the surge
of savage response in her body bewildering, yatited her to surrender in
the most basic of ways, a surrender she signaliéid avwordless little
murmur of acceptance and the clasping of her haalmd his back so that
they were locked together, body perfectly adjusiedody, his mouth
burning into the long length of her throat, hertrigee tipped towards the
rapidly darkening sky:

She had got beyond the stage of expectation. Sty chdn't know what
was going to happen next;

worse, she didn't care. His arousal was patentythreg about the leashed
urgency of his embrace shouted his desire. If sticbeen able to struggle
free' from the miasma of passion that clouded ha&nishe would have been
afraid of this unusual laxness in her, but she 'tidouldn’t think, her body
was set on overdrive and that was just what it dcasg.

As his mouth moved deliberately to the strong bheer jaw her body sang

in anticipation, waiting expectantly for the neteégs It had happened to her
before, the slow slide of the hand to her breast téntative movement of
fingers; always before she had stopped things tlggre, moved out of the

embrace with a graceful technique refined overegaitew such encounters.
But this time she was not going to avoid it. Thise she wanted to know

just how it would feel to have Trent cup her braaghat lean dark hand,

stroke the rounded smoothness as if the feelvadd exciting. . .

And then he straightened up and put her very firfrdyn him and gave a
strange, twisted movement of his lips which miglwénbeen meant to be a
smile.

And he said unevenly, 'No.'

It was like that first rejection all over again,lpthat had been contained in
cold hard words on a piece of paper and this wak he was standing so
close that he filled her eyes, she could not freenfostrils of the scent of
him, she was cold and dragging with a burning dbheseemed centralised
in the base of her stomach.



'What?' she said idiotically, because she knew Whaheant.

That smile relaxed slightly. To reinforce his staémt the dark head
sketched a quick headshake. 'No," he said almdstyahat give-away
breathing beginning to regularise now.

Melly felt cold. Her skin tightened with a shivéfhen what was that all
about?' she asked, hating him.

'Didn't you hear what | said before we kissed?' iVélge staged blankly at
him he smiled and repeated words she recognighdugh she was sure she
hadn't heard them before, i told you that trust esrirst. I'm not going to
take you until you trust me.'

It was like being hit in the face with a handfulicé. From somewhere she
managed to produce a mirthless smile that stretbbedore mouth.

"You must be joking," she told him tritely, turnithgr head away so that
those pale eyes couldn't probe past her expressitie emotions beneath.

'‘Never more serious, | promise you.'

Melly bit her lip, grimaced at the pain and trieml think. At last, angry
because her voice wobbled, she said, "You knew yhatvere doing when
you married Miss Durrant. Can you give me one g@ason why | should
trust you ever again?'

'Only that you love me.'

She shook her head jerkily to clear the buzziniganears. 'On the analogy
of Love suffers long&he taunted. 'Sorry, | don't agree. | don't lowa, \t
don't trust you. All that's left is—whatever yokdito call whatever it is that
caused that last little explosion. Lust.'

The dark brows lifted with quelling hauteur. 'Galust if you like, you can't
degrade passion so easily. On the day that youtddatiyou love me I'll
show you exactly what it is that made your respossevanton a few
minutes ago.'



Black curls swirled as she flung away from him, ¢tlein held pugnaciously
high. 'You've let your conquests go to your heal dfraid," she told him in

a glacial voice. 'I'm sorry if it panders to youonstrous egoism to believe
that I've spent these last years yearning for somgbnly you can give me,

but the reality is quite different. | got over yquite easily, just as | got over
Derek, just as I'll get over any other man I'm &tugnough to allow too

close to me. | don't love you. | want you, whiclyiste different.’

'Is it?" Trent smiled grimly. 'For me, darling githe two are inextricably
intertwined.'

'Oh, sure.'

He reacted to the scoffing retort with a hand ondeulder, swinging her
around to face him. For a moment grey eyes bla#ediack, neither giving
guarter, the expression on the woman's smoothuiacannily echoed in the
stark contours of the man's face above her.

Then the vicious grip on her shoulder eased, ttomgthand slid across her
shoulder until his fingertips rested with ratheo tommuch emphasis for
comfort across the delicate hollows at the baseeofthroat. As her pulse
throbbed against his finger his eyes held hers hansimiled crookedly.

'‘Now," he said in the blandest of tones, 'let'sggetg. If we can't satisfy one
appetite I'd like to satisfy another, and I'm hyngr

Something in his stance, or that predatory smikgerher nervous. 'I'm not
going out to dinner with you,' she said huskily.

'Of course you are.'

That was all, but she turned obediently and wal&eass the beautiful
room, aware that he had once more taken the ingiaivay.

He waited while she showered and pulled on a sttéigck skirt with a slit
that revealed the sleek golden length of one legigb below mid-thigh.
Over it she wore a red camisole top, the materiatgd with white leaves.
A scarlet belt defined her narrow waist, sandakh \wigh heels and a long



rope of beads in the same scarlet allied to adlinich bag, lifted the simple
little outfit to something special. She had muchrengpulent dresses in her
wardrobe, but she was not, she thought angriljhaxsloured a mouth still
tender from Trent's onslaught, going to dress ujiim.

Still, the little outfit looked good on her. Andtlabugh he had that
infuriating knack of being able to hide his thowgliehind those heavy
eyelids of his, she couldn't help an ignoble satisbn at the appreciation
which gleamed in his eyes when he saw her.

'Won't you need a coat?' he asked politely.

' doubt it. It's humid enough to make me stickyd &deing Auckland, it's not
likely to cool down much. Anyway, | can't be late.’

His smile matched hers for irony. 'Nor I, he agremoothly. 'Tycoons need
a lot of sleep. Running an industrial empire isagting.'

Melly had set off for the door, but this stopped. ®most fearfully she
turned her head, her eyes scanning his impassiee fdter a moment she
said bitterly, 'l don't want to hear about yourusttial empire.’

'Sorry," he said, but he wasn't. He came towardartook her arm, urging
her towards the hall. 'But you will, whenever | wam speak about it. It's
there, and I'm not pretending it's not.'

And | suppose I'll have to bear Cathy Durrant's @amelly thought with
fierce scorn, but she didn't have the courage yotfsat. Instead she said,
"You want too much.'

They had reached the door. Trent looked down at ther piratical face
suddenly almost primitive in its fierceness, 'l wamerything he told her
harshly. 'And I'm going to have it. | want what's'g’

'You forfeited--'

"You belong to me, you always have. I've waitedjlenough, we've had too
many detours along the way, but this time it's gdm happen.' He turned



her, his strong hands framing her face, his faaeibyj with a set purpose.
'‘And | don't just want an affair either, Melly, &mrget that. You're going to
marry me and give me all that passion you've wastedthers. And more.
I'm not going to be content until you confess §ai love me.'

Defiance pulled at her features, abraded her vaiben you'll be miserable
until the day you die, because that's how longliybave to wait.'

Black fire glittered in her eyes, anger combininighvpain to hide the tears
that shimmered over the pupils. His hands tremblatithen she was free,
staring up into the icy composed mask that wasdais.

Through his teeth he said, 'Haven't we wasted dndaimge? Years and
years, all grey, only bearable because there wasush to do that | could
push you to the back of my mind--'

'‘Don't!" She could not bear it, could not stand thereaevhd lied—or worse,
told her the truth. Abruptly she whirled about, geaceful body tense with
outrage. Her teeth began to chatter; she had &3 phem together until her
jaw ached before she could control her voice endaghy, 'Shouldn't we be
going?'

It was surrender of a sort, but more bearable beang forced to hear him
talk about the results of his betrayal. Becausmbant it, there had been a
searing intensity in the deep voice which coultda'imisinterpreted.

'Of course,' he said in cool, bland tones, as thdwggtoo had been shaken by
his momentary lack of self- control.

The restaurant was a small, discreet one on therfratt at Devonport, the
marine suburb across the harbour. It looked out te waters of the
Waitemata Harbour, green and glistening and cooti served superb
seafood.

As she ate fillets of John Dosn papilloteMelly found herself following
Trent's example, speaking in a cool polite voicelevthe sky darkened
outside and family groups walked their dogs aldmg beach, competing
with swimmers and joggers for space.



She drank as sparingly of the excellent wine aslile refusing to look
directly at the dark intent face across the taDlgtside, yachts swayed past
and she made them an-excuse to incline her faegvayb, admiring them,
asking questions. Once he used to race his oweama $tripped-down
machine built for speed with absolutely no comfaatsd only the most basic
of conveniences. He had sold it years ago, hehetdbut something in his
voice dragged her eyes from their fixed gaze arel sdw regret in his
expression.

Hardening her heart, she said lightly, '‘One of pleealties of tycoonery,
Trent?'

‘Unfortunately, yes.'

She waited until the waiter refilled her glass befocontinuing maliciously,
'‘But I'm sure the good outweighs the bad.’

'‘Are you? What do you know of my world, Melissa?"

'l know that the pursuit of power corrupts justrasch as power itself is
supposed to.'

His smile was sardonic, a mirthless movement af lips. 'I'm afraid you're
right,’ he said obliquely. 'What do you think wotddppen if Durrants fell
into the wrong hands?"'

Her shoulders lifted defensively. One finger pusaledg the tablecloth; she
felt his eyes on the slender length of it and haptilled her hand back and
folded it on her lap.

'l don't know. | suppose they'd be taken over byesmne else.’
'People would lose jobs," he said. 'Ultimately,t'théhe bottom line. No
profits, no jobs. Do you know how many people ameplyed by the

companies | control?'

Melly shook her head and he told her, nodding aby@b her astonishment.
'Of whom you are one,' he said. 'You don't needribaey, you're that rare



creature, a woman with a private income big enotghkeep you
comfortably, but most of the people we employ néeeir jobs badly,
especially now when we're going through a recession

She understood then what he was trying to do anchbath tightened.

'‘And you thought that you were the best man to tak8ir Peter's interests?'
she asked, infusing her voice with a delicate aopte

‘They were up for grabs. Hell, Melissa, a year betoe died the vultures
were squabbling over the disposition of the cartass

To still the shaking of her hands she clasped tugyether beneath the edge
of the table, her emotions hidden behind a mas#aaffness as she searched
his dark, absorbed features. The skin on her fa siiff, almost painful.
'‘And did Cathy come as part of the package?"

Beneath his heavy lids his eyes were piercing sgbrof crystal. He spoke
with his normal arrogant assurance, but she thobghivas choosing his
words with care. 'l can't discuss her with yowdti want to know anything
about our marriage, ask her.’

Momentarily shocked, she stared at him until theaten registered. Stiffly
she replied, 'l have no intention of discussingrymarriage with anyone.
Ever. | think it's time | went home.'

'Very well then," said Trent, the uncompromisinghtoars of his face
relaxing into less of a withdrawal.

Paradoxically Melly felt a flare of anger at hefs8he was so aware of him,
S0 conscious of every tiny thing about him, the ynsubtle alterations in his
expression, the fractional raising of his browse thuscle that pulled a
corner of his mouth inwards, the rugged strengththef bone structure
beneath the dark skin—somehow she had absorbkdTiha years had not
faded his image; nothing about him was new to hething strange or

unwelcome. She knew him as if they had spent lang$together with

nothing better for her to do than soak in everaitief him and hide it in her

subconscious. And she knew that he was hurting.



It took her a moment to recall that although phgiyche was closer than her
brother, she still knew little of the way his minerked, and what she did
know repelled her. Behind the shuttered featuresettvas a cold, scheming
brain capable of betraying love for power.

Harshly, heavily, she said, 'l want to go home nokent.’

He looked at her as if he had never seen her hefbiléng her with an icy
scrutiny. 'Very well,' he repeated, sounding weanyd signalled to the
waiter.

They were silent all the way home; Melly sat witkr head turned away
from him, leaning back into the comfortable seatlevher brain warned her
not to relax, wondering if he would kiss her whiay arrived back.

Unbidden, unwanted, at the thought a spark of dexctement glimmered
deep within her. It was so unfair that her braid amll should be unable to
control the responses of her body.

So Trent was a vital, attractive, sexy man who had more women than
she had had hot dinners! He was also an opporiwhishter, predatory and
without morals as he padded through his partiquilagle. He engendered
dangerous excitement without conscious effort beedhbat was the sort of
man he was, he wore his nature like an aura, dgrecidith life and energy
and that buccaneering, hungry arrogance. He hadstitength of his
cynicism; no one could surprise him because heaggdeothing of anyone.
And the reason for that, she thought angrily, wet he wasn't capable of
giving anything of himself but his sexual competeaad the wealth he had
acquired by marrying Cathy Durrant.

Melly forced down her instinctive outcry at her ownfairness. Now was
not the time to admit that there was much moreirto than that, that he
could be kind and tender and amusing, that therg avhidden vein of
compassion which ran deep and true through théfabhis personality. To
make such an admission would' weaken her, giveahlever in this battle
they fought. A cold shiver prickled across her skinshe remembered the
husky, grim desire in his voice when he had toldwigat he wanted.



| want everythinghe had said, and she knew he would be satisfigd wi
nothing less from her. All of it, her love and @é passion she was capable
of, her respect and admiration and affection—hetedher to be totally
dependent on him for her happiness.

Why? Because he loved her?

Savagely she repressed the secret little thrill tha along her nerves. It
would be too easy to allow herself to become coogpig to slide back into
her habit of loving him.

Remember Cathy Durrant, she told herself bitte@gld into a loveless
marriage and divorced brutally when her value to hias over.

Yet some treacherous part of her brain told hertieavould never treat her
so; unless, she countered, another chance for pwaver came his way. It
was unlikely that he would need to jettison hisend grasp it, but could she
ever be happy knowing that he was ruthless enoagiactrifice her if it
should become necessary?

There could be only one answer to that.

So lost in her thoughts had she become that thelswg off of the engine
made her start.

'Home," Trent said needlessly.
'Home for me is Te Puriri,’ she told him in a dndthttle voice.

There were enough lights in the big basement tealethe swift, sardonic
smile that flashed her way. 'Ah, yes, with big hest He doesn't like me
much. I'm afraid. We meet socially now and then la@dooks at me as if |
were something rather nasty. I've never been abkeotk out whether it's
because | jilted you or that he still wonders iff@ps | didn't get to know
Jennet a little, too well when | rescued her fragn first husband.’

‘That's a beastly thing to say!



Trent laughed, a soft, jaded sound in the quiefriot of the car. "True, my
darling, but he's an extremely possessive man.'

'He loves Jennet, and he knows as well as | do shat and you
didn't—weren't--¢'

'Lovers?' He supplied the word with a sneeringnatmn that angered her,
but before she could say anything the bland messieice continued, 'As it
happened, we weren't. But both you and Rafe thowghhad been, didn't
you?'

Her hands tightened against each other, fingeppigg painfully. Very
quietly she said, 'Rafe said— yes, | thought yod lbeen.’

'‘And the idea disgusted you.'

Fiercely, not caring what such strength of emotievealed she flung, I
hated it!"

‘Just as you hate the thought of Cathy as my wife.’

But she was once more in control. In glacial tostes returned, 'l no longer
care. If | feel anything it's pity for a girl—sheaw only eighteen, wasn't
she?—who was bartered and sold into a commercialaga. And | despise
both of the men who made the bargain.'

'Do you?' Trent turned then, still smiling, althbudpere wars nothing but a
deadly insolence in his face.

Melly couldn't prevent the way she shrank back. |btked—terrifying,
gripped by an intensity of emotion beyond fury. gdingers worked the
clasp of the seat- belt; he leaned over and unelid, land then his index
finger traced a steady intimidating line from tbe/Ineck of her camisole to
the point of her chin.

'‘Despise me?' he mused, a note in the gravellyevibiat made her flinch
away. 'Sad for you, darling, because despise metphate me or not, you
belong to me. You always have. I'd prefer you toegt your' fate with an



appearance of complaisance; | don't want to hurt Bait if | have to | will,

because | don't intend to let you go. You're mméhe most primitive way
of all. You're my woman. I'm your man. You know thatherwise you
wouldn't have come home.'

The cold remorseless implacability of his words argdression struck fear
into her. Unable to move, she stared as his da fieent to hers and his
mouth touched her mouth.

The briefest of kisses, the slightest of pressyresshe felt as though she
had been branded, mind, body and soul, seared/éorby the force of his
purpose.

She had not been conscious of holding her breathadhis head lifted her
breath shivered free of lungs suddenly painful stmelslumped back against
the seat, shaking.

Trent didn't appear to notice. While he got outtloé car she grabbed
frantically for the poise to cover her fear andmation, managing to take
several deep, calming breaths. The door openetdahs helped her out and
she stood on legs still absurdly shaky, stifflykieg her face away from the
probing gaze she was beginning to dread.

At the door of her apartment he said politely, 'Goight, Melissa. I'll see
you tomorrow morning.'

This broke through the mantle of her emotions. Fiog, her dark eyes
watchful in her pale face, she answered, 'I'm quafeable of getting to work
myself, thank you.'

He smiled, just as watchfully, with a hint of grunderstanding. 'l know, but
| want to impress on everyone that you come witli me

Colour flamed along her cheekbones. 'You know veoat of gossip that
will cause.’

'‘Alas, gossip doesn't interest me." He looked suphg indifferent to her
accusing stare. 'Why should it upset you? It vabrs be true.’



Quickly, fiercely, Melly bit out, 'You can't forame to sleep with you!

'Darling heart, | could go in there with you andtén minutes you'd be
begging me to take you. Only that's not what | waiis pale eyes glittered
through the dark lashes as he leaned towardsihdigsire, saying softly, 'l
want total surrender, Melissa, my ring on your éngyou bound to me by
every tie | can manage. Then I'll discover just hmuch wildness there is
behind that cool exterior. | want to see your eglese in the agony that
comes with passion, | want to see the pale goid satyour skin heat with
love's flush.'

Her blood thickened, caught firéNo," she whispered, appalled by the
sudden triumphant blaze of tension his words and taused in her.

He laughed, mocking her, yet there was a deep akttsab to his voice

which revealed how he was enjoying her reactioan'thide your head in

the sand,' he taunted. 'I'm going to lose mysejom, forget the grey years
in the heat and passion of your body until I'm date

Melly looked up, appalled again. 'You—you soundhemigh you hate me,’
she faltered.

'‘Sometimes,' he said deliberately, holding her ey#shis, 'l think | do. But

not enough to free you, sweetheart. You've heldchaned for too long,
I've grown to like my bonds. When you're as tightiped as | am, when
you've learned to love this prison we've made &mheother—well, then ['ll

marry you.'

Wordlessly she turned away, unable to comprehendviiat he meant.
From behind her he said, 'Melissa.’'

She didn't answer, but she stopped, her tall steeds held straight by
willpower alone.

'Don't lie awake rationalising," he advised silkil§xnd don't try to escape
me. I'd follow you to hell.’

"Yet you couldn't get as far as London,' she saidrly, betrayingly.



His hands on her shoulders made her gasp, buptii®d her back into the
hard warmth of his body.

‘The divorce has only just gone through,' his vaa& as he nuzzled the
lobe of her ear. "You knew that, that's why younttidome back before.’

She shivered at the erotic frisson his breath melhe caused, but when she
spoke her voice was cold and hard. 'What do yod tieat ego on? Steak? |
knew nothing--'

'Lie to yourself, but not to me." He released pashing her away. 'Now get
to bed. You sound exhausted.'



CHAPTER FOUR

ExHAUSTED Melly might have been, but it took her a long titoeget to
sleep. And in that time she did nothing construgtimerely lay in bed with
heavy eyelids lowered over her hot eyes, while pscraf the night's
conversation chased themselves around her braian\ste did sleep it was
so soundly that the alarm ran down before she \@okisshe had to scramble
out of bed with a thick head and not enough timgetioready.

As she showered and dressed she had no time to pbene even to

remember last night and the shocks she had recedregtunately she had
stocked the refrigerator with yoghurt. That obuviatee need to make any
breakfast, but she regretted the instant coffeehwvas all she had time for.
The sound of Trent's voice brought her head up aitrk.

'What on earth,' he demanded, lounging in the daprie the kitchen, 'is
that revolting stuff you're eating?'

"Yoghurt." She met his amused, sardonic expressitina glare. 'How did
you get in? How dare you make yourself at hometere

‘There's actually very little | wouldn't dare,’ baid thoughtfully, his eyes
dancing. 'That's no sort of breakfast for a workiaman!'

'l like it." She put the little pot down defiantly.

'‘Ah well, | suppose I'd better stock up with sory particular sort?"'
'‘Apricot and mango and pineapple--' Melly stoppeddutomatic recital of
her favourites with a snap, and an angry toss oblaek curls. 'l asked you
what you were doing here!’

'Making sure you're ready.'

'How did you get in?'



His brows lifted. "You, my dearest love, were sediyou didn't bother to
lock the door last night. Not a good idea. If yand want me prowling in
whenever | feel like it, you'd better remember.'

'Oh, I will, believe me,' she told him grimly.

He laughed at that, appreciating her sarcasm. {Reagb?'

‘Just about.'

This time those who saw them arrive had distinspeculative looks on

their faces. Melly felt humiliated colour burn helneeks and determined
angrily to get herself a car as soon as possible.

That Trent was well aware of the interest they wengsing was quite

obvious. In the empty lift he leaned a shouldeliregjahe wall and grinned

at her, the formal business suit emphasising Imgy&ody, the jacket open
to reveal a waistcoat sexily hugging the taperirgsty lean legs in an

indolent stance.

"You look as though flames could shoot out of thie of your head,' he
taunted.

"You've put me in an impossible position.’

'‘Nonsense. You'll get quite accustomed to beingrtd&r my girl-friend,' he
said heartlessly.

Almost she ground her teeth. 'Mistress, you mean.’
'‘What a charming, old-fashioned turn of phrase lyave!"
Fortunately her floor was next. Without a word skepped out through the

doors and walked away, but not before she hearddiidaughter behind
her.



Fortunately she was kept too busy to think. Whenatke lunch in the park
down the street she was joined by Susan Fieldahge eyes snapping with
interest, and Melly mentally girded herself foriaquisition.

'How are things going?' Susan asked chattily, ey®lally's salad sandwich
as though she was even curious about that.

'Well, I've enough work to keep me going for a nooit so, and that's if no
one used the library.’

Susan smiled. 'Oh, they'll use it,’ she said knglinlt's Mr Addison's pet
project at the moment. The ukase has gone fortie' spoke with mock
dramatics, rolling her eyes, but she was dying withosity and it showed.

'l wish he'd given me time to get things straightiglly grumbled, finishing
the rest of her sandwich in a gulp.

'Mr Addison? You're joking, of course. He doeswlidve in giving anyone
time to do anything," Susan informed her. 'l megnen he says now, he
means yesterday. And next week means within fiveubes. Or so I've
heard," she finished lamely, her eager expresomrihe least unkind.

Melly felt a certain sympathy for her. 'l believewy' she sighed. 'My brother
is a bit the same. Do you think it's the resula dibarding school education?’

She surprised an unrestrained chuckle out of theragirl. 'Somehow |
doubt it. | think our Mr Addison is one on his ownd it sounds rather as
though your brother might be, too. What does he do?

It was pleasant to sit in the sun and tell Susiatieaof Te Puriri, while girls
in their new summer dresses paraded past. Thiglyeéashionable colours
were warm, clear pastels, lemon and lime, aprieots pinks, a blue the
exact colour of the sky. From a distance it loo&sdf the contents of one of
the flower beds in the park had taken to the stréaten those women who
were choosing the comparatively calm time befoeedthools broke up to
do their Christmas shopping looked cheerful andat@tl harassed by the
summer heat and the prospect of weeks of holidaysed as the hectic
Christmas which most New Zealanders take for gchnte



Reluctantly Melly said, 'Well, | suppose we'd betie getting back.’

And reluctantly Susan agreed. They walked beneatirmous trees as old
as Auckland, planted by the very first settlerease some of the pangs of
the homesickness that assailed them over a ceamoyin this strange
Antipodean land, then out of the park and intogtreet, the heat striking
back up from the concrete footpath.

As they passed a theatre Melly's head turned tbtremadvertising outside.
One of Tom Stoppard's plays, one she'd missed.

'We're making up a party on Friday night," Susdah her. 'Like to come?’

The tone, the words, were casual enough, but siddrebhide her curiosity.
She'd learned nothing this time; perhaps she hopdohd out more on
Friday night. Lightly Melly said, 'Why not? | haveseen that one. Who do
| see about it?'

'Oh, I'll bring her round at afternoon tea.’

Melly hid a quick grimace. Rumour, she thought dstgdly, rumour and
gossip.DamnTrent!

She bought her ticket and exchanged a pleasanivaas with the girl
Susan brought to see her, aware of more avid sitefs had happened
yesterday, Trent's secretary contacted her tdézlsweetly that Trent had
had to fly to Wellington for an emergency meetihgt that she would be
driven home.

Which she was by a loquacious middle-aged man wiabher that he was
the caretaker and jack of all trades for the boddiAs he chatted on it
became more than clear that he was Trent's mamwingehim with
something like worship, if so irreverent an attéutbuld be called that. He
was fiercely partisan, like a man watching a betbgendchild grow up, but
with the pride and respect went a refreshing lackvee. Interesting, she
thought, as he told her that he was going backtoum in a taxi. Ordered
for him, of course, by Trent.



Well, probably by Trent's secretary, Melly decidedt if Mr Owen liked to
think that it was Trent who had actually rung foe ttaxi, why disillusion
him?

As she made a salad for her dinner, Melly foundgéléyawning. An early
night and a good sleep would shift the faint degitesshe felt. And a phone
call north.

An hour later she had heard her nephew's lateslsydearned about the
results of Jennet's last firing in the kiln Rafedh@ad constructed for his
wife, and discussed with her brother the sort ofst& needed. And she did
feel better, but still slightly down, so she clindbiato shorts and a T-shirt
and her running shoes and set off for a run.

An hour later she came in, meeting again the wowiam had given Trent
such a blatant come-on in the lift the night before

This time she was going out, elegant and sexyaokdiace with the glimmer
of diamonds in her ears and on her fingers. She gawift sideways smile
at Melly, her mascaraed eyes flicking disparagingler the long tanned
legs and heated face.

The man with her was not so dismissive. It wasegption that warmed his
glance, the kind of assessment Melly knew very vW@lbndering what she
was like in bed, no doubt, she thought angrily. Men

She should have been tired. Her day had been wggarjrent's edict had
seen a constant stream of visitors and calls ttlitay, most of whom had
seemed quite surprised at the fact that she wag@abilelp them. Combined
with her efforts to get the place into better ordbey had wearied her.
Physically she was exhausted, yet when she wag feaded she viewed it
with disfavour. A book didn't help. Her eyes drodmer the page, but as
soon as she put it down and switched off the lahgy stayed defiantly
open. She stared out of the window while her bialith her she was a fool.

For she knew why she was possessed by this inbiéerastlessness. Oh,
she could repress the knowledge, she had been panthat all evening,
but alone in her big bed the busyness she hadassadarrier was gone and



she faced the truth. Which was distasteful, haatt®pt, but so obvious that
she had to accept it.

She was waiting for Trent to come home.
She even said aloud, 'l am waiting for Trent to edrack.’

Ridiculous. Yet according to popular psychology ndkat she had
confronted her need, it should be alleviated. Og ivthat she would be able
to deal with it better?

Restlessly, her bones aching as though she haetg &he twisted between
the sheets until they felt hot and prickly. Sheldawt cope with the idea
that she needed Trent. Desired him, yes, that wsg enough. Why not?
The raw intelligence and power that stamped the made him incredibly

attractive to women, as did the lean graceful badg that mocking

provocative awareness. Oh yes, he didn't needicéhdsatures, he had
more than enough offensive weapons in that depattme

He was a very sexy man and she wanted himnBatlechim? Desire was
common coinage, you didn't have to like a man totvaan. If you admitted

to need, you were in danger because that meantakeemtangled in the
fabric of your life, a necessary part of it.

'‘No," she said, quite calmly, and got up and poweche milk into a
saucepan. While it heated she told herself rea$pmiadt almost certainly
Trent wouldn't be home tonight. He'd probably steellington overnight
and catch the businessman's special up in the ngprithat would be the
sensible thing to do. So that was what Trent walddAfter all, that cool,
logical brain was fully in control of his life.

She only just managed to catch the milk beforegerclear of the saucepan.
It took a few seconds of hasty blowing on the degthunstable mass and an
extremely rapid sideways jerk to control it. Theny of the situation made
her smile. Trent's marriage had shown that he Wwigsta bend his whole life
to his will, using that crystalline intelligenced@erwhelm the hunger of the
heart and the body. And she couldn't even mangge af milk!



After a quick glance at her watch, she filled akezand walked back into
the sitting-room. It was a bright night, no mooat bo cloud either, and the
combination of city lights and stars made it unisseey to switch on a lamp,
so Melly stood at the window while she drank thdkmstaring at the
panorama beneath. Absently her eyes picked odtrtée of lamps which
denoted streets and roads, the dark patches ofids@uad parks, the house
lights glowing softly behind curtains and blindsieTharbour was a sinuous
blackness, an emptiness dotted with a few smalktetlations which
signified small settlements on the islands.

At last, slightly chilly, Melly took her beaker oahd washed it, then turned
off the light in the kitchen and went to bed.

Somehow, when the phone went she wasn't surpragédhugh caution
chilled her answer.

Sure enough, Trent's mocking tones asked, 'Missviabssa?'

‘That sounds,” she said pertly, 'like the title afsong. One that a
barber's-shop quartet might sing.’

His deep chuckle pleasured her. 'Nice evasion,ndgrbut I want an
answer.'

'l hardly had time to, did I.' Bother, that wast what she had intended to
say. She added, 'Not that | would have, anyway.'

'Of course not.'

Hastily, before he could pursue the subject shedyskVhere are you? |
thought you'd stay overnight and come home in tbening."'

'No, darling, | like my own bed; especially whels such a short distance
from yours. At this moment we're about sixteen gegay from each other.
Sixteen feet too far.’

Angrily Melly crashed the receiver back on to tleéephone, hating the
amusement in his voice, the slow, deliberate seéslueh the words. If he



rings again | won't answer, she thought, draggimg $heets over her
shoulders as she huddled into the pillows, turfiagback ostentatiously,
quite ridiculously to the telephone.

But he didn't ring again.

The rest of the week passed quickly. Each day Mebnt to work with
Trent, each night he drove her home; he was hal isumenting self, but he
made no further attacks on her willpower, appayentintent to keep a
distance between them.

Melly didn't realise, not then and not for someditater, how skilfully he
used that week to allay the fears his open and giem statement of his
plans for her had aroused. It was as though thé@zame neutral ground;
he was once more the Trent she had fallen in Iatke years ago, amusing,
charming, his clever brain and quick wit making Hhme best companion in
the world.

Without even thinking of it she learned to relaxia presence. Of course it
was deliberate.

Trent was too calculating not to know exactly whatvas doing, but Melly,
ably encouraged by a traitor within of whose existe she was still
unaware, managed to push into the recesses of imer the fact that he
would stop at nothing to get what he wanted.

She knew he wanted her, but she deluded herselbelieving that because
the memory of his previous betrayal was ever-priestre was safe from
him.

On Friday evening he said abruptly, 'Get dressetlldntake you out to
dinner.’'

It gave her some considerable pleasure to telMatmall the demureness at
her disposal, 'Sorry, but I'm already going ouigbt’

She didn't miss the razor-sharp glance that coisadner profile or the harsh
undertone in his voice as he asked, 'With whom?'



'With a party. We're going to the theatre.'

One lean finger tapped at the steering wheel gsdaieat some lights. 'And
afterwards?"

‘Afterwards nothing.’
'l see. Who are you going with?'

Very quietly she said, 'Trent, that's none of yousiness. But I'm not going
with anyone—there's a party of us.’

‘Very well then, I'll rephrase it. Who is bringigggu home?’
Sighing, she snapped, 'Nobody. I'll come home erbtks.'

'Like hell you will. It's too dangerous at that &nof night. Cancel your
booking and I'll take you.'

She began to protest, breaking off when she satwhthavasn't listening.
Frowning, his eyes were fixed on the lights; heegavgrim nod as the red
flashed into green.

Beginning again, Melly said icily, 'Trent, I'm g@rnonight. | want to go.
And thousands of people travel on the buses evghy with perfect safety,
as you're well aware.'

"You have to walk over a hundred yards to get hfno the nearest bus
stop.'

Exasperation and resentment she kept hidden shetpen features as she
looked up at him. The fierce bone structure of&ie was set into a ruthless
determination that made her feel weak. She hatedehsation.

‘Then I'll get a taxi,' she said angrily. 'The'sxi' stand fifty yards away
from the theatre. I'll walk with everyone down t@and they can wait there
until I've driven away. All right?'



'Of course,' he said calmly. 'Who are you goindh@/it

‘A group from work. | doubt if you'd know any ofeim by name, they're
from the lower echelons.’

The distinctly sarcastic note in her voice brougist head around. For a
second his eyes raked her face before he switclseattention back to the
road, saying mildly, ‘As it happens, | can put mado every face | see in the
building.'

Melly felt half an inch high. 'How do you do itHesgroaned. 'No, don't tell
me, | know | make it easy for you. They all thintuyre a wonderful boss.'

'Do they?'

She laughed at the dry disclaimer. '‘By and largs, Rll the girls fancy you
like mad, of course, and the men think anyone whotswvhere you are at
such an early age is clearly a genius. And the weeins to be that although
you have a tongue like a buzz-saw if anyone dogthang stupid, you trust
your employees and leave them to get on with flobs. Provided they do
their stuff properly, of course.’

'Of course.' The two words were delivered with atmiagency that puzzled
her until he continued, 'You, however, know thgot where | am today by
nefarious deeds, don't you? Do you dispel theisidins with the details of
my villainy?"

Melly bit her lip. 'No," she said huskily. 'l owel my loyalty as one of your
employees.'

'In no other respect?’

Black curls swung heavily about her head as sheksiioShe said nothing,
conscious of a thickness in her throat.

'‘Ah well, we'll change that," he said lightly, s@ing the car" into the drive
of the apartment block.



'l doubt it.'

He smiled, the thin lips arrogantly confident. Asdwitched the engine off
he leaned over and kissed her, quickly, brutallgr s quivered, then
softened beneath the hard aggression of his mpstihefore he drew away
from her. In the semi-darkness his narrowed eyesngéd.

'Of course it will happen,” he said silkily. 'Iflave all of your loyalty,
Melissa, every last little scrap of it. | told ybwanted everything you have
to give, every waking thought, every night timeaire every breath you
draw. So enjoy yourself tonight. Nights out withoné are going to be a
thing of the past very shortly.'

Shaken by the savage intensity in every blazingdwshe fumbled at the
door handle. Once she was safely outside she séimhtly, The days are
long past when a man had the right to stamp arauwdman's skull in his
heavy boots. You know you can only get from me whaprepared to give
you.'

Smoothly, efficiently, Trent locked up the car, Hace expressing an
amusement that made her jaw ache with her detetimin@ keep her teeth
clenched.

‘That is, if | were prepared to hang around and feaiyou to give," he said
as they started off towards the lift. "Which I'mt,neweetheart. | prefer to
take.'

‘Just like a pirate!’

He chuckled. 'Just like a pirate. And like your r@age buccaneer | get
short-tempered if | have to wait.'

‘Are you threatening me, Trent?'

He met her steady black regard with a twisted sriles, of course | am.
Ah, here's the lift.'



And in it was a girl, small yet voluptuous, hemflilng head of hair restrained
into an elegant chignon, her vivid, beautiful féighting up as she saw the
man who waited for it.

‘Trent!" Cathy Durrant said exuberantly. 'l wast'jos my way up to your
apartment when you dragged the lift down here! kogvyou? You look as
if it's been a tiring week. Poor darling, you soeddexhausted when you
rang me.'

The husky sensual croon in the younger woman'svoade Melly feel sick
to the depths of her soul. She felt the colourdaaefrom her skin, met the
swift upward glance from beneath Cathy's lasheskaesv how she must
look.

Then Trent's hand clasped her elbow, urged hertlvadift, and slowly the
blood began beating through her body again.

'Melissa, have you met Cathy?' said Trent, hise/taeel.

Melly shook her head, but Cathy said sharply, "MoMelly Hollingworth,
aren't you? | know your brother Rafe. And his wifevas at their wedding
with my grandmother and grandfather, but | donfipgise you remember
me.'

'I'm afraid | don't." Melly was rather encouragsdtlbe cool restraint of her
tone, so encouraged that she tried for a smileafdst got there. 'l was so
busy being a bridesmaid that the rest of the wegdhther passed me by.'

Cathy smiled sunnily at her, apparently not inldeest surprised to see her
ex-husband escorting Melly. 'l know what it's likeyas chief bridesmaid
for my cousin and | spent the entire wedding beargfied that something
awful would happen. It did, too. The pageboy gadlly on champagne and
had to be taken off kicking and swearing diabolictd sleep it off! But at
least it didn't happen to me!'

And that was all that mattered, her tone impliedroligh her pain Melly
recognised that for Cathy, that was all that hattened. Self-centred, she



thought dimly as Trent made an observation thatiginba peal of laughter
from Cathy; self-centred as hell, but oh, so béaluti

She could not look at Trent, she was too afraise®what light gleamed in
the hard clarity of his eyes when he looked at Zafhat they were on the
best of terms was obvious; what then had causedivbece?

And why had Trent rung her up and asked her to donhés apartment?

Questions like horrible black blowflies buzzed Bhabout in Melly's head,

but she had to smile and nod and pretend to begibrinormal, and at last
get out of the lift and leave them together, Cathghg varnished nails
resting lightly, confidingly on the dark stuff ofrdnt's sleeve, her voice
beginning before the lift doors had closed, thahded, intimate, laughing
note in it.

Melly had never believed that she had anythingendf the Hollingworth

temper, that black fury which made her half-brotberforbidding when it
was aroused, but now she was overcome with itrile primitive need to

strike out at its source. For long seconds shedstmambling, her hands
clenched at her sides, fighting it. Visions of G&tHovely, seductive face
swirled in a red mist, the laughter wiped fromytdome action of Melly's,
tears forming in the great blue eyes.

'Oh God," she whispered, horrified by her capafdtyanger and the dark
images of revenge on a woman who had done nothihgrt

She would not submit, she would not surrenderitgghvage insane fury!

But it took her long minutes to force it back iriter subconscious. Slowly,
walking heavily, she went into the kitchen and dieyug of orange juice
from the refrigerator, forcing herself to think albovhat she was doing
while she poured a glass. As the icy liquid slidgslantly over her tongue
and down a throat parched and rough, she delibgratmoed the sanely
logical part of her brain, coaxing reason into einstead of the fierce
irrational passion which had flushed her brain.



It worked. Ruthlessly refusing to speculate on whkias happening in the
penthouse apartment, she went into her bedroonganohto her running
clothes, intent on dispelling the remnants of thahtening anger with
activity.

That worked, too. An hour and a half later she stasding exhausted under
the shower, thinking dismally that going out waes st thing she wanted to
do! Still, after the shower and a sketchy but aigpes dinner, she felt better,
less like a limp rag, and by the time she had éckasd made up her face the
effects of that firestorm of emotion had almostrokelden.

The play was excellent, witty and satirical andrphevell acted by the local
company. After it was over they all went to a ceftear and drank coffee
and flirted and exchanged opinions and made plandufther outings.
Melly mentioned her decision to take a taxi, anda&upromptly organised
her a ride home with an extremely pleasant man kdw been watching
Melly with interest for the entire evening.

'lan Sanderson,' Susan said cheerfully. 'Melly idglorth. lan, you go out
Melly's way, don't you?'

'Yes, of courseOnly three words, but the intonation made it pthisit even
if he hadn't been, he would have gladly gone outi®foute to take Melly
home.

Melly accepted gracefully, smiling her thanks. R this would put an
end to those rumours that saw her as Trent's resstre

All in all, a pleasant evening. lan was good conypamd drove well. For a
moment Melly found herself toying with the ideagstting him to put her
out a little farther down the road, but she rejédhte idea almost as scorn as
it occurred. She wasn't ashamed of living in Thev@is and it was unlikely
that many people knew that Trent lived there too.

When she gave her address lan's brows lifted, éfotd he could comment
she explained, 'I'm living in my brother's flatsééemed a pity to let it waste.’



Il say!" he agreed fervently. 'Do we have todaroe proof of identity at the
gate?'

She chuckled. 'No, security is pretty tight, but that severe. The doorman
checks us in and out, I think, until a certain tiraad after that we have
keys.'

'Sounds impressive. Not like New Zealand, though.’
'Well, no, but that's the way things are going, dfraid.’

Their discussion on the causes for the rising criate took them into the
grounds of the building. When the engine was s\eiticbff in the visitors'
parking lot Melly said, 'Would you like a cup offeee? Or did you have
enough at the coffee bar?'

lan's face signalled that her message had been@d@nd understood. If he
came in, it would be for coffee only.

He laughed. 'l can always go a second cup of coffed | must confess I'd
like to see what's inside this building. Also, @ucse, get to know you a
little better without a horde of fellow-workers whtng every movement.'

Melly said lightly, 'Then come on up," her mind ghling back to Susan's
hissed information before they left.

'He's a sweetie," she had told Melly, 'I've beennoth him, and he keeps his
hands to himself and doesn't get drunk and can uminan intelligent
conversation. Everyone likes him.'

And he certainly seemed an honest, trustworthy. ¢of madly exciting,
but then, Melly decided as they walked acrossdhby under the doorman's
watchful eye, you couldn't have everything.

He admired the apartment, and the view, talkingyeaBout it while she put
the percolator on. And then the telephone rang.

'Sorry," said Melly, frowning as she picked up teeeiver. 'Hello?'



"What the devil have you been doing?' Trent's voaiky restrained.

Melly's eyes widened, then narrowed. Tactfully feal taken himself off to
the other side of the sitting- room.

'Do you realise it's after midnight--' she begarlyao be interrupted.

'Yes, | do. | also realise that the theatre closte®n forty-five. | rang and
asked them. Where have you been since then?’

'Drinking coffee in a coffee bar. Good night.'

It took a considerable amount of willpower not kans the receiver back on
to the handset, but she achieved it. She also \&xhia wry smile for a
patently interested lan.

'Some people,’ she told him sweetly, 'don't seeraalise the time!

But the damage had been done. She could see ailitimurs adding up in
his head, and could only admire the adroitness witich he took his leave,
coffee-less and probably feeling he'd had a versomaescape.

Five minutes later Melly was busy scrubbing hetthtaa the bathroom,
thinking longingly of several extremely unpleastimhngs she would like to
do to Trent Addison, involving thumbscrews and ingil oil and water
tortures.



CHAPTER FIVE

AND although she slept well, when Melly awoke the magtning the same
thoughts were predominant in her mind, so muchhst after she had
re-heated last night's spurned coffee and drunkrdpding over Trent's
perfidy, she stormed out of the apartment and ihélift with only one

thing on her mind. She was, she decided grimlyngoo let him know that
his interference in her life was not only not wahkeit bitterly resented.

It wasn't until she had pressed the doorbell wétvegsal sharp jabs that she
remembered Cathy Durrant. Who quite possibly wilslstre. Too late, she
thought idiotically, her anger draining from herarflood of pain. It was too
late to flee back down to her own apartment.

Trent opened the door with suspicious swiftnedh@sgh he'd been waiting
for her. He grinned into her face and said, 'Adxpected you this morning,
but not quite so early. Come for a swim?'

Melly's anger returned, augmented by fury at thekimy appreciation in
the grey eyes as they swept her face.

'No, thank you,"' she snapped, standing still. Sasnit going in there until
she was convinced that he was alone.

'It might cool you down.' He lifted a brow at theitimous expression on her
face and said, 'O.K., you want to get it off yohest. Come in and shout at
me.'

Almost she ground her teeth, a childish habit sk dvercome years ago.
Her anger, however, gave her the courage to demianthere anyone in
there?'

He looked a little startled at that, but he wassbeewd not to understand.
'‘Cathy went home an hour after she arrived," leelslandly, ‘and contrary to

gossip, | do not consider a night wasted if | dbe'tl someone. | have the
normal appetites, but | like to think | have a asrtamount of self-control

and quite frankly, | find promiscuity distasteful.'



'‘But not marrying for ulterior reasons,' she fluyagrk at him, wanting only
to tip him off that infuriating plateau of self-doal he seemed to inhabit.

She succeeded. His eyes darkened and he jerkékrbegh the open door
by the wrists, saying between his teeth, 'Obviouasly you little prig. Now,
say what you want to say. Just remember, | do haeeper to match that
black Hollingworth one of yours, and if you goad toe far I'll make you
feel it.’

'How?' she jibed, hiding the first tremor of fe&eat me?'

'Don't tempt me." He hadn't released her wrist, m@vturned into the
sitting-room, pulling her with him across the p#teor towards the end of
the kitchen which had been set up as a seconagsittiom and casual dining
area. Sunlight poured cheerfully in through thedews and the wide glass
doors opened out on to the roof garden, and o\, ithe kitchen and the
pleasant, comfortable room, was the delicious swofdtlacon and perking
coffee.

Melly said angrily, 'You had no right to ring mestanight and you know it!
How the hell did you know when | got home?’

'‘Because I'd been ringing every ten minutes fdraur,' he told her, pushing
her into a chair.

The table had been set for breakfast. As Melly #@voast and kiwi-fruit
jam and honey, her stomach made it embarrassimhegy that she had not
yet eaten. But not even hunger was going to takenimed off her grudge.

'Why?' she demanded, infuriated all over again. Ghd, you've got a
nerve! You--'

'Who was he?' Trent asked quietly, walking acrosattiend to the bacon.
Melly's chin lifted. ‘None of your business!'

He slid the slices from the oven on to a platesslyadecorated with eggs and
grilled tomatoes and brought it back to the table.



'l could,' he said, as he put a slice of bacoreg@nand half a tomato on to
another plate, 'tell you at great length that Fwade you my business. |
won't, because | think enough of your intelligete@dénow that you're well
aware of that fact. However, I'll give you one @ed advice. This battle is a
private one. Don't drag anyone else into it unkg®s want to see him
messily removed from the field. Now, who did yowéawith you last
night?' He slid the plate across to her.

'Do you expect me to tell you after that rathetrfosic threat?' she asked
scornfully.

He got up again and brought back from a sidebdagdnecessary silver.
'Salt?'

'No, thank you.'

She was too hungry not to eat, but she was noggoitet him put her off.
Sneaking a look from beneath her lashes, her eges gaught and held by
the curiously cold impact of his.

'l find out," he said calmly.

'l shouldn't have thought that snooping was yoylestMelly returned with
all the contempt she could muster.

He suddenly seemed much older, much more rematesti@had ever seen
him. 'I'll do anything | have to," he said indiféatly. "Why look so surprised,
Melissa? That's what you believe, isn't it? That & cold, calculating
bastard, intent on acquiring power by whatever reelmcan, however
devious and dishonest they are?"

'If 1 think that | have good reason.' Her voice vgasking but she firmed it
and went on, 'Can't you just leave it, Trent? IWmehat you want of me, but
| don't think there's anything you could do whichuld make me trust you
again. I'm sorry, but when—if I marry, it will bemeone who considers me
the most important thing in his life.’



Her anger had gone, leaving her as tired as heetbdRuietly she finished,
'‘Not a man who wouldn't think twice about throwime out if the chance to
acquire even more power was contingent on him beifejess.’

She watched the way his fingers clenched on téottkehe was holding until

the knuckles pressed whitely against the dark skinshe could make him
suffer, she thought, and wondered why she wasiitlagated by the

knowledge. Perhaps it was because she hated tthaesharply honed
bleakness in his face; she wanted to comfort hintake back the words
which had fallen from her unruly tongue and tethhihat she didn't mean
them. Of its own volition her hand lifted towardsihthen fell.

She could not give him the surrender he wantecdagityb

Trent had been staring down at the table, butiliie incautious movement
of her hand brought his head up. Melly shrank kesckhe read the blazing
purpose in his face, that thrilled her while ised the hairs on her skin in the
old, atavistic prelude to panic.

‘Then you'll just have to change your mind,' hd saenly, ‘because I'm now
changing mine. If I have to, I'll hunt you down, kdsa, until you're too tired
to keep on running.'

"You're mad,' she whispered, terrified.

He grinned at that, that slashing pirate's grindimove it his eyes were cold
and flat and uncompromising.

'‘No," he said. 'l just know what | want. I've alwagnown what I've
wanted."l suppose | should be flattered.’

The broad shoulders lifted in a small shrug. 'WBgZause | want you?
What flattery is there in that? | don't want toliéee me.’

She didn't like that, but she understood how he &e knew all about the
kind of nagging need that ached and ached, smeénmgvorld so that

everything was dull and joyless, without savourgoaice. That was how
things had been for her until she had walked adheskbbby and seen Trent



again. Then the world had blazed out in all itglbricolours and she had
tasted delight on her tongue.

Panic-stricken, her mind refused to accept theenad of her senses. For if
Trent did this to her she must love him; all thangebetween, the steady
ascendancy of logic over emotions were wiped awag lmve she did not

want. With the incandescent response, the vividremess that ran through
her body like a quicker, more vital bloodstreangréhwas pain and bitter
resentment and fear.

‘Then put me out of your mind,' she said in a hisitd voice.

'I've tried, and it doesn't work." He smiled withdwmour, his severe
bone-structure suddenly prominent beneath thetéineed skin. "You are in
my blood, a necessary part of me. | can no morengdelf of you than |
could tear me heart out of my body. God knows whye met more
beautiful women, more sophisticated, certainly nsa@uctive, but from the
first time | saw you. It's been only you. | havéntove you. And I'm going to.'

The colour receded from her skin, leaving her @vd shaken. Beneath the
steely self-control there had been such stark hutinge she had to believe
him. Her lips fell apart, but the words of deniahieh she wanted to say
would not be articulated.

He stared at the play of muscles in her long thitha&in lifted his glance to
meet hers. And Melly was afraid all over again,tfog crystalline clarity of
his eyes was gone, replaced by a flaring need dhdtened them into
menace.

'If you'd married while you were overseas I'd hasme and taken you,' he
said quietly. 'If you get involved with anyone eltlbreak it up. | don't care

how much humiliation | make you suffer. | don'teavhat your friends or

your family say or do. You belong to me, and wheao gdmit that, we'll be

married. Until then you're on a very short striag,don't forget it. And no

more invitations like last night's.’

Melly's face was white, her narrowed eyes darles$ivwf glittering obsidian.
"You can threaten me all you like," she flung at tinrough colourless lips,



'but I am not your slave or plaything and I'll daetly what | want to, when

| want to and with whom | want." Her voice brokéeSsteadied it, meeting
his heavy-lidded gaze with such blind fury that sloelld have hit him,
beaten him to the floor. 'l don't think I've evexsgdised anyone as much as |
do you. Do you really think you can use this stupinysical attraction to
force me into marriage? I'd rather die!"

The chair scraped across the tiles as she pushadktand stood up. Quick
as she was, he was there before she could taketh@re couple of steps
away from the table.

She expected him to meet her fury with his ownslse stiffened when his
hands fell on to her shoulders, her rage beatinig @onfront his.

He was smiling, the thin lips curved in amusemedatgerous, reckless as
the buccaneer he always was in her fantasies.

'Darling," he said smoothly, fierce laughter craakllike lightning in his
eyes, in his voice, 'you want me as vehementlyoashyate me. One day all
that fire and fury will be mine.'He believed it. iH=ally believed it, and she
could have had him, because beneath her angercamenpt there was a
chilling realisation that she had pitifully few @efces against such ruthless
determination. He had only to hold her like thimgérs biting into her
shoulders, and her body flamed into awareness,nteenory of him
imprinted so deeply that she recalled exactly hdeli to be crushed in his
arms.

Sooner or later she would be overcome by need hadveuld agree to
marry him. Then he would have what he wanted. Helavtake her, invade
all the secret places of her body and her mindjaedher to a dependency
the thought of which scared her witless.

It was not pride that kept her from surrenderingf, anger because he had
jilted her. It was a matter of survival, a priméiinstinct that warned her that
he had the power to reduce her to a cypher.

Except for her father, a gentle man dominated bynhether, Melly had
grown up in a family of exceptionally strong chaeas. Rafe was as tough



as whipcord and Jennet was strong too, strong éntudace everyone's
disapproval when she had come back to prevent Metig;n marrying
Derek. Melly had always hoped that she had theihtpliorth strength
while avoiding the family temper. Now she realiseat she was as weak as
water. She had to be, to be contemplating marmatieTrent.

'You're a bully,’ she said in a voice that trembled
'‘Because you force me to be.' He was implacable.

When she shook her head he kissed her and thestaaious movement of
his mouth over hers made her gasp with desire amd He could have used
the involuntary opening of her mouth to deepenkiks. She expected him
to; she wanted him to, but he lifted his head amdvall as the passion she
expected there was a tenderness and sympathy éxigssion.

'My poor girl," he said, pulling her against himteat her head rested on his
shoulder. 'Don't make me wait too long, my lovdlyn not normally a
patient man.’

"That sounds like another threat.'

She felt the sigh he gave, 'I'm rather afraid gimie. See what you've made
me sink to! Threatening a woman!'

She responded to the self-derisory note in hisevaith a confession she
shouldn't have made. 'Well, you are the only maro wbmmons the
Hollingworth temper in me.’'

Her voice tailed away as he pushed her from hinrpmged gaze gleaming
with a satisfaction he didn't try to hide.

'‘Good. Now sit down and finish your breakfast atidake you out for the
day.’

Wearily, feeling as though she was carrying a koacbig for her shoulders,
Melly shook her head. 'No, Trent.'



'I'm sailing.’
He knew how she enjoyed it, but she met his eyearsty. 'No.'

That sharp, confident grin lifted the hairs on teek of her neck. Quite
softly he said, "Then you'd better go, pretty ddfore | forget myself and
spend the rest of the day showing you my bedroom.'

Almost she responded to his challenge. It hurtampen down the quick
surge of ire his arrogant self-confidence sparkeder, but she was afraid.
He knew her weaknesses better than she did henseélif he set out to
seduce her there would be a toss-up as to who won.

So she said evenly, 'Sorry, but | have things to6 do

'Such as?'

'‘Buying a car,' she told him, something of herrtmaln showing in her tone.
That hateful amusement showed once more as he cotidieat sort?'

'Well, Rafe said--' She told him what Rafe had sandi somehow she found
herself sitting opposite him again, not only finrgithe breakfast he had
cooked for her, but also drinking excellent coffgbile they discussed
suitable cars and the places to buy them.

Like this he was too easy to like, Melly thoughbat stage, but she couldn't
summon the necessary willpower to leave. And wheesand briskly, 'Right,
run down and do whatever's necessary, I'll pick ypun half an hour," it
took her quite a few seconds before she realistchpw completely he had
taken the initiative.

'What about your sailing?' she protested.

The broad shoulders lifted in a shrug. 'Not to wofrwasn't intending to
race.’

‘But your crew . ..'



'l sail single-handed.' He smiled. 'I'm not a teaan, Melissa. | prefer to
take responsibility for my own actions.’

‘It must make being a tycoon difficult,’ she said.

'On occasions | have to do violence to my own nations,” he agreed,
apparently not at all put out by her waspish contmétowever, the
ultimate responsibility is still mine, so all thaigs and all the losses are also
mine.'

‘Are there many losses?' she asked.

'l lost you. Temporally.' His light observation waealied by the hard glance
that accompanied it.

He was daring her to object and she respondedycdbiine will tell there,
won't it? And | don't want you to come with me, fité

'l know," he said sympathetically. "You'll haveaercome this aversion to
my company that you've developed over the yeass.nlit normal in a
married couple. People will begin to wonder.'

Melly bit her lip, torn by the need to laugh andisk at the same time, well
aware that he was watching her with a wry undedsteythat infuriated her.

'‘Never mind,' he said, turning her towards the ddtowill work out, believe
me.'

Meant to be reassuring, no doubt. Perhaps he resdi' 8 glimpse of the
bewildered confusion beneath the coolness shegsadthrd to assume.

Melly was tall, with the long Hollingworth bonesdthe wide Hollingworth

shoulders. Over the years she had realised tslithited her appeal; most
men, she had decided cynically, liked to feel pptote of the women they

took out. It was difficult for them to feel at glfotective of a woman who
was built rather like an Amazon. Yet when Trenostteside her she felt
safe, as though nothing could ever hurt her. Iinitdle fact that he was six
inches taller than she was, either. It wasn't tieadb shoulders or the power



that animated his lean, rangy body. Now, as sh&edabeside him to the
door she realised that it was the unmistakablefaiompetence he wore like
an aura. Reduced to its most basic level, Trerkddas though there was
nothing he could not deal with. He inspired cornficke.

A very useful quality in a business tycoon, sheautiia caustically.
Aloud she asked, if a UFO landed in front of yolaiwould you do?"

He chuckled, but gave the matter serious thoudioré&eeplying, 'Be very
careful, I'm afraid. Remove myself and anyone atsend as far as possible
away and wait for whatever was inside to make atnta

She nodded, and he said with a glimmer of laughtaye | passed a test,
Melissa?'

'No," she said lightly, but in a way he had. 'llwis.' she began, but her voice
faded as she realised what she had been interasayt

| wish the last years had never happened. | westuld trust you. | wish you
loved me.

'Wishing is a fool's pastime unless you're prepaoediork to make your
wishes come true, and often, eventhen.' Trentsewoas steely, as was the
glance he gave her. 'Don't fall into that trapJidgr It's too seductive, and
life's too short to be chasing will-o'-the- wisigettle for reality. Less fun,
perhaps, but infinitely more satisfying. And witlr ifess chance of bringing
things crashing around your head.’'

Her curiosity was stirred by the bleak note in Wce, but when she
glanced upwards his face was serene. Yet he sourdisdlusioned, she
thought fancifully, and found herself shivering.tid& Perhaps, or perhaps
he had discovered for himself that short-cuts tegrovere a grim let-down.

Then he smiled, that quick, devil-may-care smiléclvlwas perhaps a mask
he assumed to prevent anyone approaching too tdbe man who lived
behind the mask.



'Half an hour,' he said. 'Want me to see you ta goor?'
'Don't be an idiot!

He summoned the lift, saying just before it arrivddon't stand me up,
Melissa.'

'What would you do if | did?'
His mouth tightened. 'Drag you out.’
'‘And how could you do that?' she asked on a jeer.

'Quite easily." He traced the outline of her mowith a finger that intruded

between her lips to touch the soft vulnerable skende her cheek. Melly

stiffened at the intimate little caress, but cotildnaw away, her eyes wide
and held by his.

'l own The Towers," he told her softly. 'l can geto any one of the
apartments if | need to.'

'Ownit? But why? When?'

'l bought it as soon as your brother leased histiayeat.' His gaze mocked
her astonishment. 'l told you that if necessarilidt you down, darling, but
I've been doing it for some years. Buying this pla@s a step on the way.'

Before she could formulate any sort of reply tliedirived and he put her
into it. As the doors closed she saw that he wabngnwith a hard irony
which made her go cold all over because she fdiiefaless.

It took her all the half-hour he had allowed heptrsuade herself out of
running. And it was only because she knew therensasere she could go.
Her first instinctive thought had been to turn tafdfor help, but it was not
fair to embroil him in this. If she did it would ladl-out war between him and
Trent, and she shuddered at the thought. Both veergh, hard men; the
result of such a situation would be no foregonectision, but Jennet would



worry. After all, Melly thought robustly, she wasw twenty-four, old
enough to take care of herself.

She hoped. It was not as though Trent could foecertio marriage. He had
said he didn't want an affair and she believed kionshe really didn't have
anything to worry about.

'Let's be modern,’ she said to her reflection aschlecked it, 'even if you do
have an affair with him, what is there to worry atifbEveryone has affairs
now; you're just a late developer.’

But her bones seemed to liquefy at the thoughtremdace was sombre as
she turned away. In his arms she was someoneaalganan so wanton that
coherent thought was impossible; she thought wettsknses, reacting only
to the special male scent, the warmth and hardsféss body, the seductive
expertise of his mouth and the delicate, senswmchtof his hands on her.

Just thinking of it made her body flame with a nebdt ate into her
self-possession. Slowly, her head flung back are$ epft and slumbrous
beneath half-closed lids, she ran her hand fronbteasts to her waist while
sensations rioted throughout her. Her hands droppey, she stared at the
woman in the mirror while self-contempt replaced sensual appreciation
which had flared like a beacon from her.

'Oh, God," she muttered as she turned away to pick up her bag

The hours that followed were almost an anti-clim@agne was the threat of
determined pursuit; Trent treated her as thoughwstsean old friend. Well,
perhaps not quite. She was willing to bet that hen'td exhibit such a
strongly possessive streak towards any of his dgelsome unregenerate
part of her ignored any feminist promptings ancgeg it. When he asked
what sort of car she wanted she said, 'Somethira sibut not too small. |
have to be able to fit my long legs into it. And acew one, because | can't
afford one." She met his raised brows with a shiMy. outgoings last
quarter were fairly heavy.'

'Presents?"



Melly nodded wryly, thinking of the treasures whiaiere still on the high
seas. Exquisite things for Jennet, a picture bydam artist for Rafe which
had cost an enormous amount, a selection of toyBdagal. As well as the
things she couldn't resist for herself. The endlte®f a shopping spree she
hadn't been able to resist.

'Want a loan?’
Melly reacted with a vigorous shake of her headafrdsty negative.

Trent laughed, 'Afraid of what I'll demand as ség@t he said, and laughed
again at the swift, fiery glance that stabbed ddws profile. 'No, don't
explode, | was teasing. Who taught you not to ¢go hock?'

'Diana,’ she said on a sigh. Her mother had bemapable of managing on
the very generous income she had received frommike so much so that on
occasions she had been reduced to asking for tegtpRafe. It was when he
refused to act any more as her banker that shenhated again, choosing a
besotted and extremely wealthy man who had madiewant the fact that
by doing so she had forfeited her income from thstt Rafe and Diana had
never liked each other, and Rafe's anger had idétad even his lovely
spoiled stepmother.

'Yes, | can imagine,’ Trent said drily. 'A very exgive lady, your mother.’

There was nothing to say to that. Disloyal thougg felt, Melly had to nod.

'Why do you work?' Trent probed. 'I'm sure you tloged to.'

'I'd be bored out of my mind in six months. | lierking.'

The dark head nodded slowly. 'l understand thatd Be began to talk of the
early days of his business career when he hadpmeaying a small legacy
from his mother into a thriving electronics busme&ascinated, Melly

listened to a saga which was entertaining, at timkesious, occasionally
fraught with all the excitement of a thriller.



The enchantment lasted. He took her to an enormeed-car complex and
entered into her search with complete enthusiagerimy beneath bonnets
and into boots, treating the occasion with a comufpam of professionalism

and the enthusiasm of any normal male confronteddme cars then he can
count and the possibility of buying one.

Once she muttered, 'Do you knawythingabout cars?' and had to smother
a chuckle when he returned just as softly, 'Abautraich as the average
man.'

‘Then I'd better get the A.A. to check before I lamything.'
'Stupid not to.'

At this juncture their attendant salesman excugeddif to take a telephone
call, saying, 'Glen here will look after you whilen gone." He hesitated
before explaining rapidly and a little bashfully,tobok my wife to the
maternity home last night and this is probably thew.’

'Oh, you must go," Melly said, smiling, watchingrhas he made his swift
way up to the office.

Glen was a totally different prospect. Only tooeghe had embraced the
philosophy of the hard sell; Melly noticed the dyicomprehensive glance
with which he summed them up, the faint hint ofolesice as he noted
Trent's expensively casual clothes, the way hisggalingered on her

breasts and the line of her thigh beneath the tgtibn dress.

Apparently satisfied, he began to give them a spattling on about the
merits of the car they were inspecting. After arstime Trent said, quite
pleasantly, "We'll look at this by ourselves, thgok.'

'Oh, but...’

Trent lifted his head and looked at the man. 'Thank' he said.

That was all, but Glen stopped as if he'd beemiightning. Fascinated,
Melly watched as beads of sweat sprang out acisssdw. She didn't dare



look at Trent, although she was intensely curi@ukrtow exactly what it

was about him which had so intimidated the salesi8ha even felt a little
sorry for him. However, he made quite a good reggvamiling although

with considerably less panache, before moving awayhat he apparently
considered a safe distance.

Only then did Melly's dark gaze move to Trent'sefat revealed nothing,
not anger nor distaste nor irritation, yet she detiold shiver pull over her
skin as she hurried into speech.

"What on earth did you do to him?' she asked, dlypi

'‘Looked at him." His voice was flat, without intdioaé or expression.

'‘Don't ever look at me like that, will you? Do ystip paint off at fifty paces
for an encore?'

He grinned and tucked her hand into his arm, catnfpher with the hard
warmth of his body. 'If forced to it, and no, | woever look at you like that.
He was being a nuisance, and I didn't like the ina@jeered at you.'

"You noticed,’ she said with resignation.
'l notice everything about you.'

Fortunately the original salesman arrived back tloger the moon because
his wife had presented him with a daughter.

'We've already got two boys," he told them, 'sdittie one was just what the
doctor ordered!

And Trent couldn't have been nicer, not then, atérlwhen they finally
decided on a car, subject to various tests andkshés they were being
escorted out he handed an envelope across to teemsa with the
injunction to spend the contents on his wife.



He cut short the man's astonished thanks and tudikedlgi's hand inside his
elbow again, walking out with the natural arroggrdce which attracted
more than a few feminine eyes about the enormdus lo

‘That was nice,' Melly told him softly.
'l am nice!

He meant her to laugh and she did, but some p&trofvondered wistfully
if it was true, if his hunger for power could coswvith the thoughtfulness
he had just revealed, as well as the pure maleeag@gn which had
frightened Glen off.

He was a disturbing, complex man and she knew édvascruples; could
she ever learn to accept the dark side of his chexrfa

Biting her lip, she kept her eyes lowered, wallilgpugh groups of people
without seeing them, her mind's eye filled withiems of the man who
walked beside her while she struggled to banisim finer consciousness the
guestion she had just asked herself. If once strtedtto weaken, she was
lost, and she couldnot afford that. Last time haaktered her, spoiling her
trust in all men so that she refused to open hetsethe possibility of
another such betrayal. If she followed the urgebesfheart and body and
surrendered she would live in fear in case hetdigjain. His marriage had
proved once and for all how little love meant tsmhHis loyalty had been
sold for the opportunity to seize power, and ih@ppened after he had
seduced her into his life again, she would be desply bereft.

It was ironic, really. Had she been less demandirsipe was able to accept
this ravishing physical attraction and their eadfectionate companionship
without seeking any more, a marriage between themdwrobably have
every chance of success.

But she was greedy. She wanted more than sexualvdiks and
companionship: she wanted the kind of love she desmh in Rafe's eyes
when he looked at Jennet. Because she was ahiestthgt intensity of love
herself she would be bitterly unhappy if she ditneceive it.



And she had only to lift her eyes to Trent's peoék she did now, to see the
stark uncompromising self- sufficiency there andlise that if she was
stupid enough to surrender to his pursuit she wokdw sensual
gratification and affection and that was all. Tresais not a man to admit any
woman to the central core of his being. He had spak his desire for her,
his hunger, but since her arrival back in New Zeadlhe had not said
anything about love.

And while she respected his honesty it hurt asiifteart had been bound in
barbed wire to think that he understood so litlleher character that he
believed she would be satisfied with so little @hh

She was still looking up at him when a voice lougitgnounced her name,
jerking her head sideways.

Oh—Sara!" It took a moment for her to collect hes. “What are you doing
roaming the streets?’

Her old school friend grinned, her eyes flickingvimusly from Melly to
Trent and back again. 'Window shopping,' she s&id. has this dream that
one day he'll have made enough money to buy a ,Rallevery so often we
come down her to check them over and decide wmehto get.’

‘A Rolls?

Sara's laughter joined Melly's. 'Well, not a newe,omf course, and
occasionally he changes his mind and veers towaférari or a Porsche,
but he thinks a Rolls has the right establishmmaige.'

Who is this man? her eyes demanded. With resigmdielly introduced
them, and then Jim, Sara's husband, when he eméugadhis reverent
admiration of something very long and sleek anccesjve.

They recognised Trent's name; Jim's brows lifteghtlly before he shook
hands and Sara gave Melly an intimate woman's kid@g@preciation. For a
while they chatted pleasantly in the sun until Sakated them back for
coffee, flirting lightly with Trent, who smiled iother piquant face with
open appreciation and accepted for them both.



CHAPTER SIX
'Pleasantcouple,’ said Trent back in the Daimler.

Melly nodded, prey to a complex of emotions. She plaased because Sara
and Jim were so clearly impressed and yet thatifatgdted her too. She
was, she decided ruefully, scratchy.

'Sara and | went to school together. Jim is a lawile's a partner with his
father, but he spends quite a lot of his time aeighbourhood law office.
They're both darlings.’

‘Jim Horning. | think | know his father. R. F. Hamg?'
'Yes, that's him. He's a Q.C. and very, very fierce
'‘Ah yes, I've met him.’

At her enquiring glance Trent elaborated, 'He lgmwasented the firm. A
sound man.’

Quite obviously he wasn't going to tell her any enoknd there was no
reason to feel piqued, she told herself sternly.4Be was.

Sara and Jim lived in splendid disorder in a hudekauri villa which had at
some stage of its life been converted into thraés fand was now being
reconverted into a house. Progress was slow adikeglydoing as much as
possible themselves, but they had finished the batike house and a large
entertainment area outside, so the more formalqoat! afford to wait.

'Until we get the money," Sara confided as shecpfiee in the percolator.
'‘And the time." Jim was gloomy, but when Trent eeuh interest in what

they had done he cheered up and took him out tev ¢fin the pool
complex.



As soon as they were out of the door Sara hissactonspirator's whisper,
'He's absolutely gorgeous, Mel, but are you sune ktmow what you're
doing? I mean ...’

'l know what you mean.' Sara knew a little of wihadl transpired three years
ago. Melly ran a hand through her hair, frowningndering how to explain.

Before she could continue Sara said anxiouslygritdvant to butt in. You
know what you're doing, I'm sure.’

Did she? Aloud Melly said drily, 'l wish | could Iseire of that.’

'l suppose ... Do you think he's been in love with all this time? That his
marriage was just a temporary aberration? | meathyds terribly, terribly
sexy, even if she was spoiled rotten ..." Melly'g 8mile made Sara's voice
trail away, but she made a swift recovery. 'l doste finished firmly,
'believe the tales that went around about him nagrizer to get control of
the Durrant group. Even Jim's father said the Inglsliwere more of a
liability than a blessing!’

'But not now.'

'‘Well, no. But he must have worked himself into greund to get the
business back on its feet. It was all pretty urgde& | remember reading in
the paper about it, the shake-up and the sackimjalathe manoeuvring to
and fro until Mr Addison made his position secure.’

Melly moved across the room to stand before twodnewindows leading
on to the terrace. With eyes narrowed againstiig@tsunlight outside, she
watched the two men as they walked around the pmeards a small
building which housed the pump and filtration uastwell as garden tools.
Trent's lean- hipped stride covered the ground wastleasy unforced grace
that made Jim, a little less in height, seem bloahkg almost awkward.

Sara came to stand behind her, peering over hetddro

'Perhaps,’ said Melly in a voice that didn't solikd hers, 'I'm rest and
recreation for the warrior after the battle.'



'Do you stilf love him? Don't answer that if yourdlovant to.'

Melly watched the sun strike sparks of red fromnteebent head. 'l don't
know,' she admitted on an expelled breath. 'Alhdwk is that I'm not going
to get hurt again. I've had as much pain as | watake from him.’

'He doesn't strike me as being a cruel man.' Qareeseflectively, her vivid
little face thoughtful and wise. 'Hard, tough aather, but not deliberately
cruel. At least not in his private life.'

'You know him so well?'

'Well, word gets around. Oh, we don't move in @@e circles, he's way out
of our sphere, but Jim's father knows that crowd,really rich, old money.
Not that Papa Homing's indiscreet, he's not, butgan usually tell what he
thinks of people. And, as | said, word gets around.

'‘And what does Mr Horning think of Trent?'

'He respects him,' Sara said simply. 'He said ¢makeif more industrialists
had as much common sense and compassion as MoAddes world would
be a much better place.’

'High praise,’ retorted Melly with acid emphasierhaps his compassion
doesn't extend to his personal life, although hkhive can agree that his
common sense does.'

'Is that what you want from him? Compassion?'

Melly sighed. 'No, of course it's not. | just ddaiow. I'm afraid | want more
than he's capable of giving.'

Sara was completely trustworthy, which was juswvad, for Melly had
admitted more than was safe. As the men chosartbatent to turn back
towards the house the subject perforce was changed.



'Look, why don't you stay to lunch?' Sara askedymsively. 'It's almost
time for it. We could have a drink first, and ifiyaren't doing anything this
afternoon it's a lovely day to spend around thd.poo

''d love to," Melly said doubtfully, 'but we'll ka to ask Trent. He said
something about sailing.'

But Trent was more than happy to eat lunch withHbeings, so they sat in

the shade of an enormous silk tree and drank dhileite wine, then they

all trooped into the kitchen and gathered up satedicold meat and pate
while Sara heated crusty rolls of bread and Jinmdailne necessary tools to
eat with.

There were old trees all around the section, leptive very modern pool
and terraces a desirable maturity. Sara hadnivedany shortage of money
to force her into making rash purchases; Melly sgritefully into an
extremely comfortable chair and watched almosn#ijeas Trent's charm
dazzled their hosts.

It was strange, she would not have thought thaintleJim would have much
in common, yet they were talking like old friendsrapid run-through of
current events, not too much business and therck guploration of sports
in which they discovered they both enjoyed sailing.

'What sort of yacht?' Jim asked eagerly.

Trent smiled. 'At the moment I'm between them.ldl 86ave Cleaveat the
end of last season.'

The name meant nothing to Melly, but Jim lookedgéaed. 'Of course,’ he
said on a note of self-disgust, 'l knew | shoulgeheecognised you. | saw
you win the Hundred Miles last year.' He whistldidwas like nothing I've
ever seen before, | couldn't believe it! She caot@bthe murk and weather
like a ship bound for hell, I'll swear | heard ttgging screaming, and the
chap next to me said--"Trent grinned at his abstgg. 'l can guess,' he said
drily,.



'Yes, well, he was torn between admiration andl tatstonishment that
anything could stay upright in that hurricane. Yg#&ar must have been
completely trustworthy. I'm damned if I'd have tag myself to weather
like that in anything other than a destroyer!

Trent's eyes flicked to Melly's face.

'She came through it without any gear failure,Saiel even more drily. 'I'm
not as reckless as my reputation, believe mest tny crew and | make sure
that the boat and the gear is as good as it can be.

‘Then you go hell-for-leather,’ said Jim, his vaadelend of satisfaction, and
envy and awe. 'Why did you sell her? She's stdl thstest thing New
Zealand's seen in her class.’

Trent leaned back into his chair, shifting his ldraoulders in a slight,
restless movement. Through the filmy leaves oilkeree a ray of sunlight
found its way aslant his face, tiger-striping himtkat, for a second, he
looked like some primitive warrior made up for war.

Then he moved and the illusion was gone. Lightlysaig, 'I'd got what |
wanted from her. It was time to move on.'

Jim leaned forward, asking eagerly, 'Have you cossimned a new one?'

'Yes, but nothing lik&Vave Cleavel,m going conventional. | want a family
boat, something to cruise in. I'm getting too adthunder and lightning."

Jim responded to his wry self-deprecation with sbelieving and rather
regretful grin. But Melly, who had been listenirgj] ears, met Trent's
taunting glance with a swift sparkling one of hamoMen! Never satisfied,
always testing their limits, recklessly in love lwvgpeed and danger.

"Won't you miss the excitement?' Jim asked now.
The broad shoulders lifted in a shrug. 'No,' T flatly, adding with an

air of candour which hid malice and mockery, 'eimd to get my excitement
from other aspects of my life from now on.'



It was obvious what he meant. Both Sara and Jincewthe way that pale
gaze touched deliberately on Melly's mouth befoopging to the full curve
of her breasts. Melly felt the colour crawl alongrtheekbones as the
Hornings exchanged a quick, knowing look, and heutm tightened as she
flashed a brilliantly black glance sharp with wagnat Trent. Don't lay any
claim to me, she said without the need for words.

Implacable yet amused, he answered in the sameenamd Melly felt the
heat rise from her throat again. For his eyes had that the claim had
already been staked. All he was doing now was pisiotig it!

He was, she thought grimly, too clever to say angtdefinite, anything
that could be refuted. No, he preferred to hint ase that voice and those
eyes to make his meaning explicit. Yet there waking she could say to
contradict him. Her teeth worried at her lowerdgp she stared down at her
lap.

After a few minutes of desultory conversation seartd her name and lifted
her head.

'Swim?' asked Sara. 'l can lend you a bikini yoze.5

Melly hesitated, then said lightly, "'Why not? Ktay here | might just go to
sleep.’

The bikini was scarlet and brief, cut so high ia tegs that hers seemed to
start from her waist, and the bra preserved thedbatliterally—minimum
of decency.

'Oh, my goodness!" Sara exclaimed, then turned/altedd through the door
of the changing room, 'Jim, you shut your eyes!'

Why?"

Sara laughed. 'Never mind, just you do it." To Malhe said, 'You look
absolutely superb, like a dark Venus.'



'l can't wear this," Melly protested, gazing dowe tong golden length of
her body.

'Oh yes, you can. You should wear red, it bringstio@ passion in you.'
'It's too skimpy."'

'Rubbish," Sara said robustly, pushing her thrabghdoor. '"You look like
every man's fantasy. Why so bashful? | thoughthm $outh of France
everyone went topless?'

'Yes, but not me, and this thing is practicallytbotless as well!" wailed
Melly.

'It covers everything that needs to be coveredd Barself was dressed in an
extremely sketchy bikini, but somehow on her srfiglire it didn't look
so— sonaked Nowhere near so much skin, Melly thought configeds
they came out into the sunlight.

And there was Jim, standing obediently with hissayghtly shut, and Trent,
who for one incredible moment looked as though &é been granted a
vision of beauty beyond imagination.

‘There," purred Sara, removing the hand which hagdiMelly on, 'she
looks absolutely super, doesn't she, Trent? No, K&ap your eyes closed
until she gets into the water.'

'Yes, by God.' For once Trent showed his emotibissexpression shaken,
one hand lifting in an entirely involuntary moverhen

Dimly Melly saw the satisfaction on Sara's vividtld face and was
conscious of Jim's presence at the edge of the pawoly the sun glittered

on the dark water, dimly the flowers beneath theegr glowed like

fluorescent jewels. Her eyes were caught, trandfixe the sight of Trent
standing watching her, the sunlight sliding oves hagnificent body in

great slabs of gold, highlighting the bronze shetgdand the narrow waist,
the long, tautly-muscled legs.



As she stood there dry-mouthed, her primary thaigtgre a kind of awe

mixed with an intolerable pleasure of the eyes. Huas it that she had

never seen him like this before? He looked, shaghbdazedly, beautiful,

his lean well-muscled strength emphasised the dmmoinze skin marked

by a fine scrollwork of hair that arrowed down begidhe trunks he wore in

a message as explicitly sexual as the sudden tigigtef her breasts and the
heat that sprang into life between her thighs.

The spell of their absorption was broken by Jimi&@npive voice. 'How
much longer do | have to stand here with my eyes, $or heaven's sake? Is
Melly decent yet?'

Thickly, his voice barely audible, Trent said, 'F&od's sake, Melissa, go
and change.’

And, frightened, Melissa did just that, scramblintp a one-piece suit that
Sara produced only because she thought that riesbged to swim it would

make too much of those bewildering moments whendyes had met
Trent's and the world had faded into a sensual.haze

Now, armoured by a fierce self-control, she listeree moment to the
splashing in the pool before once more walkingiotat the sun.

Sara and Jim were playing together, laughing ahdteping, but Trent was
swimming, strong arms dragging him through the wasehe went from one
end of the pool to the other.

'Well," said Jim, eyeing her with interest, 'if tlther togs were more
revealing than that | wish I'd peeked!

Melly smiled, a mirthless movement of stiff lipsieh dived in, carefully
choosing an area as far away from Trent's singleded exercise as
possible. Like him she wanted to assuage the sduagjeation that gripped
her by exhausting herself, but she allowed hetselfe inveigled into the
Homings' game, and after a while the ache in helybeased and her
laughter lost its forced note.



But Trent still swam alone until after half an haurso, when whatever
demons had been chasing him gave up, he came &onobere they all sat
on the wide steps.

'No wonder you take your boat out in tempests,'shm cheerfully, 'if the
damned thing did go down you'd be able to swim esho

Water sheeted from Trent's shoulders and face \heeleaned back. He
showed no signs of strain, yet his chest rose alidifcouple of times as
though his breath was difficult to get. Melly awatther eyes, feeling a
return of that dry-mouthed sensation which had @g@mied those
moments when they had looked at each other andymessxdl the same
primitive elemental attraction.

'l keep fit by swimming," Trent said. 'I'm not ofeg team sports, or even
those needing a partner.'

‘A loner,’ Sara nodded wisely.
He grinned. 'l suppose so. Like Melissa. She rongxercise.'

Something twisted deep inside her. It was dangérawgeet to be coupled
with him, even in so mundane a matter.

'What about sailing?' objected Jim. 'That's a tepat, if you like. You have
to have a crew.’

'Yes, although | must admit for sheer pleasurejoyedinghy racing best,
when there's just me. However, | like to go oub&d weather, so a bigger
boat is necessary.' Eyes half closed against ittergif the sun on the water,
he stared across the pool, continuing slowly, Wave Cleavet was in
charge, | was alone.’

"Your crew must have trusted you implicitly," Jimnemented, looking at
him with something like hero- worship.

Trent's brow lifted in amusement and wry acceptaritkey're just as
foolhardy as | am and they knalWave Cleavehad been commissioned for



the sort of conditions | like." Jim acknowledgets thith a smile and a nod,
but it was obvious that Trent's remark hadn't ckedngis mind. That
respectful awe was still hinted at in his eyes.

The rest of the afternoon passed in lazy contergledkation; at least, that
was how it seemed to affect the others. Melly lmfight to suppress the
scintillating little shivers of excitement that rdmrough her veins instead of
the more mundane blood. Whenever Trent's eyesppefpl as a hunting

shark's, ran over the length of her legs or toudreder narrow waist or the
ample curves of her breast, the electricity betwteem was re-charged.

If he had come out with it in the crudest mannecbeldn't have made it
plainer. There was possession in his gaze, open bdant, and a
satisfaction that made her grit her teeth in fiityose long moments when
they had recognised each other without concealarergstraint had made
him supremely confident that he had her.

Well, she thought icily, he'll find out how wrong Is soon enough!

Intent upon her own thoughts, she missed someopé#ne conversation. A
vital part, she realised, when it became clear ffrant had invited the
Homings out to dinner. Naturally they had accep#dtthough Sara's squeal
when Trent mentioned the name of a restaurant dgedewith shock.

'‘Celebrating something?' asked Jim with the absbidak of a man who is
trying to work out whether he can afford something.

Trent grinned, that wolfish slash which suggesheduntamed power of the
man. Laughter gleamed in the depths of his eyelseaflicked a glance
towards Melly.

'Yes,' he said simply, leaving her in no doubt thatas her capitulation he
meant. 'You'll be my guests, of course.’

'‘But will you be able to get in?' Sara stammerétle, her open, expression
revealing that for a while she had forgotten whavas. 'l believe you have
to reservenonthsahead.’



Trent said cynically, 'The law of the market plas&B operates, even with
fashionable restaurants. May | use your telephone?’

'Yes, of course.’ Jim took him inside, leaving Sargaze a little unhappily
at Melly.

'Put my foot into it, didn't I? No, don't tell melidn't. It was just that—he's
sonice, | forgot that he's a tycoon.'

'Well, 1 don't suppose he has much difficulty inyimg anything he
needs—or wants,' said Melly, her soft, deep vowgeryebit as cynical as
Trent's had been.

'‘But not you," Sara said quickly, thoughtfully.

Melly looked her appreciation, aware that the smilas tinged with
bitterness yet unable to conceal it. ‘No," she gaiditly.

'He's in love with you.' Sara spoke with completaefience. 'I've seen it.
It's there when he watches you.'

'Greedily? Yes, | know. If you can call it love. M&s in love with me when
he married Cathy. Someve!

Very wisely Sara said, 'You always did set impdgsibgh standards for
those you loved. | suppose it comes from havingpghler who's a paragon.'

Melly snorted with laughter. 'Oh, Rafe may lookeli dark angel, but he
doesn't behave like one, believe me. For one tlag, got the devil's own
temper.’

"You idolised him when you were a kid. | supposa y@w all men with an
eye to how they measure up against him. But Malta $eaned forward to
make her point, her small face earnest, 'you @mséss one man against
another as if they were—well, works of art, or lestiof wine! And for what
it's worth, | think you'd better get used to theadof being Mrs Trent
Addison, because I'll bet there's precious litdewants that he doesn't get.



He's tough and he's determined and he's probatilless, and he wants
you!'

She finished hurriedly, for the men were on theaywack. As she sat back
into her chair she asked cheerfully, 'All organized

It was a needless question, they all knew, butflaeawered it. 'Yes. We'll
pick you up at eight. How does that sound?'

'Fine. Oh," Sara was girlishly enthusiastic, 'l exgited! I'll wear my most
beautiful dress and stun everyone with my allure!

Trent looked down at her with amused appreciatioran hardly wait," he
said, 'but I'll bet you don't look any more beautthan you do now.'

Sara's blush was deep, her answering smile spauan&omments like
that could turn my head,' she told him, flutterirey lashes flirtatiously in a
parody of amorousness that set them all laughing.

Even Melly laughed, although to do it she had tedsie a lancing, acid pain
which horrified her by its ferocity. Jealousy, sheught numbly.

It went, of course, there was no need for it, & Trent were only teasing
each other, yet the fact that she could feel swh pver so trivial an
incident appalled Melly and kept her more silemtrthivas usual on the way
home.

‘Tired?' Trent asked gently.

She shook her head, then changed her mind andAdidle, | suppose.’

He chuckled. 'I'd expected a tirade all the way @a@m my perfidy!

'It would be wasted effort,' she retorted crisply.

'I'm glad you've realised that it's futile to reésidHishand covered hers,

warm and strong, the fingers entwining with hers.ddueezed, then lifted
their linked hands and set hers on his thigh.



Melly flinched at the solid sheet of muscle bendwhfingers, remembering
those moments by the pool when he had looked ligedafrom an ancient
tale, triumphant in his virile masculinity.

As if her hand had been seared by unbearable hegésked it back on to
her own lap, closing her ears to his satisfied kleuc

Oh, he was clever. Sara was right in her summingf inis character; he was
everything she had said, tough and merciless, dated on his own way.

He had used Sara and Jim, invited them out to dineeause he knew that
Melly would have refused any more invitations frbimm. He had made it

impossible for her to object, but this time, sheided, would be the last.
Never again.

She wore dull purple, a colour which should havelelaer dowagerish, but
which combined with the pale gold of her skin aedlblack eyes and hair to
create a vital, flaunting creature of the nighte®ilk jersey clung lovingly
to her breasts and hips, and swirled with inso&egance about her legs,
pointing up their length and grace.

Old amethysts glittered in her ears and a larg@estsurrounded by
diamonds graced her finger. Slowly, carefully, sbured her mouth a rich
ripe scarlet, thanking the Hollingworth genes whectabled her to get away
with a certain amount of drama. A mist of perfujexotic and oriental, and
she was ready, anticipation beating high in heyatr

Trent gave her a long, intent look, before askiniiy \dangerous lightness,
'‘Going out with all flags flying, Melissa?'

And he gave a feral smile at the startled involuntasponse, the indrawn
breath and swift glance upwards from beneath Istels

'Struggle all you like," he told her laconicallywill get you nowhere.'

She had nothing to say to that; no word was spaoikeihthey reached the
Homings'. Then courtesy brought Melly's mannersthe fore; she
responded to Sara's transparent delight with wiehsped appeared to be
high spirits and from then on the evening took off.



The restaurant was fashionable, but it was good, tbe atmosphere
gracious and friendly, the service unobtrusivelgedbent, the food and wine
list sophisticated and superb.

For Sara it was all enhanced by the fact that soegnised several
celebrities, including one American pop star whiose life was X-rated.

'l can see why," Sara hissed, 'he's gorgeous Igpien't he? | wonder why
he hasn't got his latest—that Italian contessa—iith | thought they were
inseparable. Hey, Mel, he's giving you the eye& Bad drunk enough of the
wine to make her a little reckless; her eyes gedewith laughter and
speculation as she leaned towards Melly. 'Yes, defigitely looking our
way. Gosh, he's really something! All that broodpagsion directed right at
you, Mel.'

'‘Nonsense.' Melly didn't even look towards thedalihere the singer was
seated. She was too conscious of the smile on'$riate and the hint of
violence it expressed to be bothered with any gap sowever brooding
and sexy.

Sara giggled. 'No, truly, he's been watching yaowgtote a while. | wonder if
all the stories you read about him are true.’'

'‘Couldn’t possibly be." Melly's voice was calm asdured, lightened with a
little mockery. 'No man could have that much staamin

'Publicity," Jim agreed, frowning at his ebulliesife. He was afraid she
would offend Trent Addison: his apprehension showeuls face.

Melly suddenly felt sick. Why should Sara, who vimght and bubbling

and often a little thoughtless, but oh, so kind,cempletely free from

malice, be put in this position because Trent wasepful? Jim should be
ashamed of himself for his lack of loyalty, sheubbt as she threw a
scornful glance at him, and an even more glitteong at the man beside
her.

He was looking down into his wine glass, the lorepsitive fingers
caressing the stem with sensuous tactile enjoymaudt so had they



smoothed over her skin, openly enjoying its smoesglsnand warmth. A
slow heat began to feed through Melly's body asshreembered.

As if he felt her glare Trent lifted his head, thiele, thin mouth curved in a
smile that had no humour in it. Instead there wagraresignation that
bewildered her until she understood it. Then thecé anger that flamed in
her dark gaze fled. She suddenly felt an immensgaghy for him, able for
the first time to appreciate how a man might siellHonour for power and
then discover how bitter a bargain he had made.

Warned by Jim's frown, Sara had subsided into s#gher expressive face
now concerned.

Trent smiled at her, warmly, rather teasingly, lEsugh she was a much
loved and indulged younger sister. 'Would you likeneet him?' he asked
gently.

Sara's eyes rounded with astonishment. Truly?'

'Oh, yes.' He sounded a little weary, his eyes tlaed so that the glance
which roved Melly's face was enigmatic. 'I've hashlthgs with him and
we've met several times.'

'‘Gosh!" Sara smiled her excitement as Trent sigdal waiter and sent a
note across the room.

As if it had been a signal the pop star and hiswaige of three men nodded
across the intervening space. The man who Tredtwas his manager
spoke to the waiter, who sped off to the maitret@h There was a subdued
conference.

'What's happening?' asked Sara, agog.
Trent gave her a sardonic smile. 'Face-saving. bigtvecome to our table
because that would look as though I'd summoned &orthey'll organise a

table big enough to take all of us.’

'‘But this place is incredibly discreet.’



'‘And by tomorrow morning everyone in Auckland whoiterested, and
quite a few who couldn't care less, will know ekaethat happened.’

The waiter approached, smiling, eager. Within a $&wonds they had all
been transferred to the second table, and intramhgchad been performed
all round. There was a lot of smiling and shakihands and when they sat
down Melly was not really surprised to find Tremt@ne side of her and the
pop singer, whose name was Ryk Ward, on the otterause he was
making no attempt to disguise the fact that heiéhber.

Weird, she thought, as she listened to him tellieg about the concert he
was to give the following night. Now if she had bekennet, her half-sister,
she could have understood it because Jennet wasgsesl of a rare, exotic
beauty which was a seduction in itself. Men werstantly attracted to

Jennet.

But not, normally, to Melly, whose height tendedhb® intimidating and
whose features were too severe to be either fasbieror beautiful.

Yet Ryk Ward's blue eyes were heated and openlyadssas they roamed
her face and she could feel some strong emotioediknthe brooding
facade he presented.

It was only a facade, too, although a deceiving éfeewas amusing, a little
arrogant, enjoying Sara's ingenuous delight in @lilening with a calm

acceptance which should have irritated Melly, bdhd. Ryk Ward knew

very well that he was one of the beautiful people;showed no signs of
conceit, but he knew his own worth.

And although he flirted charmingly with Sara it wiasVielly that his interest
was directed. She remembered reading somewheré&ehsteered strictly
clear of married women. Bemused, but with cautienen far from the

surface, she responded politely to his charm, iggoas well as she was
able the burning looks and the smiles he sent lagr w

She was eating mango souffle and Trent was engagedlow-voiced
conversation with the manager when Ryk Ward's tthogped over hers,
rested there for a deliberate moment and then erasved.



She met the blandly enquiring look on his face vatlwinged lift of her
brows.

Tm not getting anywhere, am |," he stated.
‘Sorry.'
He grinned. 'Thought it was too good to be true!

Melly's brows climbed further. He leaned closerisg almost below his
breath, 'l thought you were bait, darling! Your niaare has been setting up
a deal with my agent; it wouldn't be the first timeretty girl's been used as
a sweetener. And he knew | was coming here thisiegée

Melly bit her lip, colour leaving her cheeks. 'Wedlcan assure you it's not
the case this time,' she snapped bsatto voceadding without thinking,
'I'm sure Trent doesn't work that way.'

'Oh, you'd be surprised what people will do wheooines to money," he
said, so profoundly cynical that her indignant oytdied stillborn.

Mpney—and power. An incredible suspicion struck &ed she glanced at
Trent's toughly-defined profile, the hawk nose atatk line of the jaw, the
tanned skin stretched over a bone structure okt strength. He must
have felt her stare, for he turned his head and meeteyes, his own
quizzical, almost taunting.

Surely not! Oh, please God, surely not. If she Hadalised just how much
her subconscious had been hoping she knew it naause the ugly

suspicion was like a blow to her heart. She toregaze away, aware that
Ryk Ward was still watching her, his dark eyes asdhn their way as

Trent's gaze.

The spoon in the dish before her wavemdd, she could not cry, not here,
not now. Fiercely she blinked, then swallowed.

'Perhaps,' she said, and her voice was almost aleaost light. ‘Fortunately
| don't move in circles where that sort of amomgh&viour is the norm.’



Was that pity in Ryk's dark gaze? Trent had turdo@ck to his discussion,
but she felt the weight of his attention as thohghhad some sixth sense
which was monitoring the conversation.

'‘Good for you," said Ryk Ward, adding not unsymeadially, 'Mind you, it
happens everywhere. At your man's level the stakedigher, that's the
only difference.’

'I'd hate to be as cynical as you!'

He smiled, and yes, there was pity there, and @ dirired acceptance. 'Oh,
| spent the first twenty-two years of my life tnngt people. Then | woke up
one morning and found myself famous and bankrupt.nvnager, ably
aided by my own stupid naivety, had milked me adrgthing he could, and
that was about everything. | got back what | cowldich wasn't much, and
since then I've made sure no one else has rippeafféour man will tell
you, people who trust are fools.’

'He's not my man,’ Melly said angrily, suddenly axsted.

His answering chuckle was disbelieving. 'You'rdame with him—I can
tell. Won't he play ball? Get what you can outiof hdarlin’, and then leave
him before he boots you out. That way you'll keemes pride. Men are rats,
even the best of us.’

As if the words had been a signal—although he aouldossibly have
heard—Trent turned away from his low-voiced disausswith Ryk's
manager to say coolly, 'Has your appetite gone,idg&P I'll get that
removed

'‘No," she said, picking up the spoon again. Actbedable Sara laughed at
something the third man in Ryk's entourage salteto The gay open sound
made Melly feel immensely old, stripped of all likrsions.

After that the evening was a nightmare. Sara and Were obviously
enjoying themselves, even Ryk and his cohorts ledaxed and were
happily widening Sara's eyes with tales of theirldjosome ribald, some
shocking, all entertaining. Melly forced herselfao in, all the time acutely



sensitive to Trent's nearness beside her, by woddlaok and gesture
staking a claim to her that was subtle but impdedib miss. It was such a
contrast to his earlier attitude that she coulgm#vent herself from
wondering if he had indeed intended to use hehtosm Ryk Ward. It was
not possible, her heart told her, Trent was a Es$se man who would not
share, but into her brain there came the recotiedf an article she had read
somewhere, pointing out that Ryk Ward's girl-frierall conformed to a
certain physical type; they were, she rememberddysiall tall, with full
breasts and dark hair and eyes.

The mere thought of such depravity on Trent's {oaet her apart. She could
not deal with it here, not in any constructive wsxy she forced it away from

her conscious mind and set herself out to be asnthg and pleasant as she
could.

Her relief when the evening was over was shortdive the car the hideous
conjectures crawled back to take over her braiageive, sickening her into
silence and introspection.

'Lord, I'm tired!" Sara smothered a yawn. 'Oh, thas fun, | did enjoy it so
much, thank you, Trent.'

'I'm so glad,' he said suavely.

Sara asked them in for coffee, but Trent refusethguMelly's tiredness as
an excuse.

'I'll ring you," Sara told her. 'Good night—goodni, Trent.'

It took a tense few minutes for him to negotiake $ilent roads back to The
Towers., Melly stared defiantly out of the winddveyr weary eyes held open
by willpower alone. Soon it would be Christmas ahd would go up to Te
Puriri and forget Trent while she was there. Antérafards she would make
some excuse and find herself a flat with severaéogirls who would be
some kind of protection against him if he ever cameall. When she had
done that she would look around for another jolbabee she couldn't go on
like this.



She knew now that the love she had thought deadtagery much alive;
like a plant in the desert it had gone undergrowitn deprived of
nourishment, but it had only taken Trent's preseacevivify it.

Well, so what? It just proved that she was an idrdrhaps it ran in the
family. Rafe and Jennet had loved each other farsydefore events
conspired to throw them into such close proximitgttthey were forced to
face the issue. They had been lucky; there wadylitkebe no such happy
ending for her.



CHAPTER SEVEN *

Outside her door Trent looked into her face, holding heincso that she
could not avoid his unsparing assessment.

"You look exhausted," he said roughly.

Melly's smooth shoulders moved in the slightesthofigs while her breath
caught in her throat.

'All in a good cause, | believe," she said witlsgrierision.

His black brows drew together. 'And what exactlyyda mean by that?'
'‘Well, our little outing turned out to be ratheoptable for you, didn't it?'
'Oh yes." His mouth hardened, then he said, "Y@ovgreat shadows under
your eyes and although | can see you're spoilingfight I'm not going to
indulge you now. I'll see you in the morning.'

'I'm going out.’

He didn't believe her, that was certain, but hd,sRight, I'll take you. What
time?'

‘Nine forty-five,' she bit back.

He laughed beneath his breath and bent his heatieOayelids his mouth
was warm and gentle, but she could feel the hehatrag from his taut
body, and knew that his control was tenuous.

'‘Good night," he whispered, and brought his moothrdon hers in a kiss as
seducingly sweet as the sensations radiating frémndughout her body. As
deceitful as moonlight on quicksands.

It was easy enough to sleep. Before she removedbke-up Melly took
one of a packet of sleeping pills she found inddieinet and by the time she
was ready for bed she was already yawning.



It was the telephone that woke her, its impatierg sawing through a brain
which seemed strangely woolly and lethargic.

'Yes?' she muttered into the receiver.

'What on earth's the matter with you? I've beemdyyo get you for five
minutes! | was just on my way down '

'I'm sorry, | slept in," she said, stifling a yaamshe dragged herself up on to
the pillows. Her hand moved to her forehead astisb@ to massage away
the incipient throbbing behind it.

"You did, indeed. It's now nine-thirty. Do you ktilant to go to church?"

'How did you know that was where--' She stoppedrybecause she had
given herself away.

The tormenting note of mockery was very evidentat read your mind,'
Trent said drily.

Melly sighed. 'Yes, | can be ready on time. It'fydive minutes' walk.'

The calm and peace of the service drove away hesiling headache and
left her feeling almost restored. But even for stfté night she wasn't ever
going to try sleeping pills again, she thought ghilg as Trent escorted her
across the road. They left you feeling like yesaglsl porridge.

She intended going straight to her apartment, bentTpressed the button
for his own—there were other people in the lift,s® contented herself
with a speaking glance at him and then kept hed haaned rigidly away.
Unfortunately this provided her with an excellergw of two women who
were coyly watching him from beneath flutteringgtiihg lashes.

Sharks!she thought unfairly. Making idiots of themselvéke last of them
got off at Melly's floor, but as she made to follolvent's fingers tangled in
the soft heavy tresses at the nape of her neclbwnide time she had told
him what she thought of such acavalier way of e@sing her they had



stopped on the top floor and he was urging her lost,smile superbly
sardonic.

Oh Lord, she thought, panic-stricken. Oh Lord Mddnim so!

He gave her breakfast at a table on the terracedberthe satyr's knowing
gaze, champagne and freshly squeezed orange gliceéd by scrambled
eggs flecked with fresh herbs and topped with cavidelectable

whole-grain toast and croissants spiced with séesu@ic jams.

'Where did you learn to cook like this?' she asked,stomach telling her in
no uncertain terms that it was well past her norbrabkfast time. 'lt's
superb. Usually | just have yoghurt.'

'l know. | don't have a particularly wide reper&ibut what | do, | do well.
She nodded. 'Oh, you do indeed!

Afterwards he ate strawberries while she sipped aed watched the
desultory Sunday life of the suburbs pass benela#imt her nerves
stretching unbearably. She knew that he was bidiisgtime, that he

intended to finish the quarrel she had tried tot $tst night. There was a
kind of hard decision about him now as he watchexdhleross the table and
his eyes had splintered into quartz.

Trust him to conduct a quarrel on his own term$jgown apartment and at
the time of his choosing!

Yet he was not going to have it all his own waycbimsciously belligerent,
Melly's glance snapped a warning over the rim oftea-cup.

'See how considerate | can be,' he said with a litiensmile. 'l got you up
in time to make your peace with your Maker, thashyfeu so that your brain
isn't starved of nourishment.’

She shifted uneasily in her chair, lowering her toighe table, her eyes
dropping to note the way the sun gleamed in tharaeber liquid like a
small gold coin. For a moment she wanted nothingenlwan to surrender,



to tell him that she would marry him. ,It would be easy to give in, so
natural.

Yet she could not. Once she married—if she marriglde—would be
committed to him for ever. If he betrayed her—ahdré were so many
treacheries which could happen in a marriage—hddvear her heart out.
Self-preservation, plain and selfish, brought Henwp so that she met his
menacing gaze with one, frigid, in return.

'‘Now," he said silkily, 'just exactly what did Ry¥ard say to you that made
you go dumb and stubborn last night?

Remembered anguish trembled across her lips, leuirshed them, saying
'I'm sorry, | hoped no one noticed.'

'‘Well, he did, but he doesn't count. Your friendsevenjoying themselves
too much to see. What was it, my heart's lady?'

'He thought you were using me as bait." In theisggunlight the words
came out bald and ugly, as crude as the unpleasepmicion Ryk had
planted in her brain.

Brief colour flecked her cheeks, but she made Hersgch him, search for
some hint, some clue to what he was thinking. Tdié grey eyes held hers,
totally lacking in emotion. I'll bet he's a supekpr player, she thought
almost hysterically.

'‘And you believed him?' Trent asked evenly.
She bit her lip, then said with trenchant emotit\g—oh, how should |
know? You certainly didn't lay any claims to meiuaifter it must have been
obvious that | wasn't prepared to play along.’

'You did believe him.'

Pitilessly his eyes lanced across her face, makerglush with guilt, and
self-contempt because it was guilt she felt ins@fathhteous indignation.



‘Just for the record,' said Trent, icily politeditin't lay claims, as you put it,
because you've more than made your feelings on ghsdtcular issue
obvious, and | wanted both you and your friendsemgoy the evening
without any tantrums from you. So | was on my hkmgtaviour until Ward
made a pass at you. As we're likely to be seeimgeiung of him in the
future | wasn't going to have him think you weraitable. He's a lecherous
swine and unfortunately, so his manager told ma,fitan very well with
his ideal of feminine desirability.’

The strong bones of her face sharpened beneatdderdy sallow skin.
Nervously she ran her tongue along her bottomuingware that she was
looking imploringly at him.

But even as she was saying, 'I'm sorry," he mutté@#h, what the hell! You
don't believe me, do you? To you I'm the pirate geapise, someone who
shatches what he wants without caring who getsihdite process.’

Indignation stiffened her, the apologies dryingampher tongue. 'Yes," she
said defiantly. 'If you weren't, you'd have exp&n—you'd tell me why
you— you—'

'‘Dumped you? Jilted you?' his laughter was hargihtening. 'If | said | had
no alternative, would you believe me?"

'Yes,' she said acidly, 'because marriage to Cathg/ the only way you

could get control of Sir Peter's interests. Obvipysu had no alternative.
After all, it's power that turns you on, isn'tWhen you made love to her did
you close your eyes and visualise all that monelygower..." She stopped,
appalled at the savage jealousy that had forceadvthgarity from her, her

eyes jerking up to meet his in tormented appreloansi

Trent's face was pale, expressionless until heeldakirectly at her. Then
she could see the whiter line around his mouththaedlaming ice that was
his gaze, and she was frightened as she had neeardefore in, her life.
This was a Trent she had never seen, never knovetedxthe civilised
mask torn from his face to expose the destructiveek behind.



'I never touched her,' he said, so low she hatt&ansto hear him, his thin
lips barely moving.

Anger was the only protection she had againstiteestorm of emotion she
had evoked. Linking her trembling hands togethehan lap, she said
defiantly, 'Why should you? You'd got what you weahthadn't you? | don't
suppose it worried you in the least to cheat hendurther. Or didn't she
want you, either?'

'What | wanted," he said in that dreadful tonelesse, 'was you. And now |
have you—now I'm going to have you.'

For a moment she thought she had misheard hingriuglance at his face
disabused her of that. He was watching her witredakinabated lust, his
expression set in lines of bitterness and deterioimaHe looked like a
hunter who was about to kill prey he both hated @nted.

Subduing her instinct to flee in panic becausenaostold her that if she did
she would be doomed, Melly opened her mouth tokspea

And only then did she realise how terrified she was her vocal chords
refused to work. All the clasping in the world cdulot stop the shaking of
her hands across her thighs; she felt a disgusengation in her stomach.
Fear, stripped of all accoutrements but the rawgsiwneed to flee.

‘Trent," her lips shaped as he came towards harkinlg out the sun, and he
smiled and curved his hand around the nape oféek. n

'I've waited too long," he murmured. 'Appetites limag suppressed become
obsessions, and obsessed menare dangerous, Mélissgoing to have
you.'

‘Noll It was a choked little syllable and her volu®ke halfway through as
she tried to ward him off with hands she couldwéreclench, they were so
nerveless. Incredibly she remembered how he hatheelhand and made it
into a fist that first day they had seen each o#main. This had been
inevitable, even then.



Relentlessly he pulled her to her feet, that biterile still curving his
mouth. 'Yes,' he whispered, pulling her into himtlsat she felt the hard
aroused tension of his body. 'Yes, my dearest'love.

His mouth on hers was a brand, searing away evegythut a primitive
response at that most basic of levels, man to womate to female; Melly
moaned, her brain shutting off as she felt the ab@ slow, mindless,
inexorable response in every cell of her body.

‘This is rape,' she whispered. His hand in thescatlthe nape of her neck
tilted her head back so that the taut, satiny ateeoneck was presented to
his desperate lips.

Trent said nothing, but his arm across her badkt¢iged. Each pressure
point jolted into wrenching awareness, like a millitiny electric shocks in

her body. The potent masculine odour brought addruof delight to some

primitive part of her. His mouth on her throat wast and seeking; she
trembled as his tongue left a scant trail of moestiown its length, trembled
again as it stopped over the hollow where a fraiijibeating pulse shouted
its message of arousal and hunger. It seemeddhatad layers of skin had
been stripped away, leaving her so sensitive totdugh that it was a

tormenting ecstasy.

A flood of heat suffused her body, originatinghat arch-betrayer, the pit of
her stomach, surging unresisted to her limbs andaoe and her breasts,
crushed now against the hard width of his chest.

Dizzily, barely able to articulate, she said thyckf you loved me you
wouldn't do this to me, Trent. You couldn't!’

It was the only weapon she could think of to usaresg him; it was a course
of desperation. The battle was almost over, thérdes lost through
treachery from within, and he knew it, he had eMgrere enough to read all
of the signs and portents.

'It's too late for that," he whispered deeply agiaihe hollow at the base of
her throat. 'Too late, Melissa. It's not the wayaht it, but if this is the only
way | can get you—so be it.'



He took her mouth again, forcing it to open bené&athand in the face of his
determined assault she surrendered, racked by gehtim match his, all

thought of resistance fled from a brain which eedstow only to register the
message her senses brought it, the tensile pleasbmne and muscle and
skin like silk as her hands slipped beneath hig $hicaress his back and
pull him even closer to her.

The taste of him in her mouth was salty, mascukioe.some reason—some
coward's reason—she clamped her eyes shut, apprgdiem through her
other senses, her body singing with an urgent joickvcould no longer be
suppressed. She felt strong, buoyed by desireyaadl, shaking with erotic
unknown sensations as his hands slid the dressHfesrshoulders to fall in a
whispering heap about her feet.

'Oh God,' he muttered harshly, 'you are so exalisit

Later Melly would wonder why the possibility of Ipgi seen hadn't occurred
to her; at that moment, inflamed with the heatiefitands on her body, she
couldn't have cared less.

Later she would appreciate just how skilled a Idvemas, using his hands
and his mouth and a vast knowledge of femininelsaiyg to woo her along

the path he wanted her to take, advancing slowypyeposefully, so that

even when he picked her up and took her througlgléees doors into his

bedroom she was too lost in the sensual enchantmeemad created for the
spell to be broken.

Her eyes glowed like slumbrous jewels, her skin fi@shed and slightly
damp as he unwittingly revealed his strength bykyanback the covers
before lowering her on to the sheet. For a monfenhaze about her seemed
to dissipate; she stared around blankly, but heslltame down, the heat and
dampness of his mouth enclosed the tip of her beeakher body jerked in
a spasm of exquisite feeling.

'So beautifully eager,’ he said beneath his brdabping his mouth there
until he had undone the catch of her bra. Lovinggly,eyes ablaze, he freed
her from the lace garment before lifting his heatétst on the riches he had
exposed.



No longer in the least shy, Melly watched througlif-elosed eyes as his
hand cupped her breast. Against the pale gold i0skia his fingers were
dark, hardness against softness, masculine straggihst the more subtle,
more dangerous power which her femininity gave her.

Yet beside the desire that flushed his featuresettvas awe and tenderness,
and his strong hand shook as it traced the curvégrobody, the narrow
span of her waist, the feminine contour of hips stoanach, the silken skin
of thighs and shoulders and throat.

'It's been so long,' he said thickly against heutino'So long, my darling
girl...'

She didn't know what he meant, she didn't caren&iseoo busy sliding his
shirt away from his shoulders, her eyes as hunglhjsaas they devoured the
raw potency of the body she was freeing. Just &plered hers, her hands
traced across the width of his shoulders, the pater fingers revelling in
the shift and play of the muscles beneath the smbeiated skin. Absorbed,
rapt, she followed the path of the scrolls of haiross his chest until his
stomach tightened beneath her hands and she lagkado his face and
smiled.

How could she know what she looked like? Slightiyoen mouth, eyes
which were soft and sleepy and avid, the high floklpassion along her
cheekbones; Trent groaned and brought his head ,dowring hers back
into the pillows in a kiss that shouted of his @@vering need. Still
smiling, she fumbled with the unfamiliar clasp o belt; he rolled over and
removed the rest of his clothes and then took fnemthe small scrap of silk
and lace which was her only covering.

Heat enveloped her at the scorching intensity sfskrutiny. Until then he
had been almost restrained. Now, as if the sighieofagainst the sheets of
his bed was the fuse that detonated an explosemudittered something
unintelligible and took her without further preamjthe driving thrust of his
body out of control.

Momentarily it hurt, that barbaric intrusion of #llat was masculine in him,
but Melly responded in a rhythm as old as the g®a@s basic as laughter



and tears, and the pain was soon gone, the quiockumtary flinch she gave
immediately forgotten in the sensations that fokowShe was enveloped in
heat, her untutored body instinctively adjustingthe force of Trent's
masculine demands, her brain monitoring only tmsatons it received, the
singing tension in her blood, the aching frenzychimade her tighten every
muscle in her body, demanding a fulfilment she knewst exist.

Trent's breathing was painful in her ears; throtlnghtumult and the thunder
of sensation she could hear his voice, impededimcmherent. His face
looked like a mask, rigid, molten with a hunger tolerable to be borne.
Her eyes closed; she cried out, and what she herdigving for came in a
wave of unbelievable pleasure that deafened amdiddi her to everything
but her own reactions, turning her inwards on Hese that she barely
sensed the tremors that shook him, then the coeptdtapse of the lean,
powerful body which had forced that unbearablesfavient of every one of
her senses.

Perhaps she fainted. Perhaps she slept. When édoaded brain returned
to something like full consciousness it was torégmdisation that the heavy
thump-thump in her head was the sound of Trendsth®he was lying with

her head on his shoulder, her body boneless akehsilith pleasure, one
hand on the flat hard plane of his stomach.

And slowly, as muddy water from a flooded streamtsaa river, her mood
of sybaritic contentment, that total relaxationeafsurrender, changed.
Shame darkened her eyes, mixed with a bitter aatdesrself for responding
like—like a woman in love, she told herself savagel

Uncannily he echoed her thoughts, saying quidtlgw tell me you don't
love me.'

It hurt to clear her throat and say harshly, 'Iswaly sex.’

'Only sex?' Trent laughed sardonically. ‘It wasmrily anything, stupid
woman. If that was only sex | could get exactly shene experience from a
woman | paid to sleep with me, and any man whoeddo&t you with lust
could make you feel like that. Do you think Ryk Waould have made you
respond so wantonly?'



He felt the quick shiver that tightened her skins lnowledge of her
distaste was clear in his voice as he went on tessty, 'At least you don't
try to lie. Why did you let me think there had bexher men for you?'

Melly felt drained; she wanted to lie with his bodgrm and hard against
hers, his arm around her shoulder, for the rebeofife.

Aloud she said, 'Does it matter? Would you have e¢ alone if you'd
known | was a virgin?'

He considered this for several stretched secoit)yf saying, 'No. No, |
haven't got superhuman control. | want you too muit | could have
been— gentler. You might have enjoyed it more."'

Almost she laughed. 'l couldn't--' Then she stoppemlv could she enjoy
anything more than that fire-storm of sensatione timcandescent
satisfaction of needs and desires she hadn't ev@nrkshe possessed?

As for his self-control—he must be possessed akextly rigid restraint if
he had denied himself Cathy Durrant's voluptuougyb&urprisingly in
spite of her mother's cynical attitude, she diddmibt him. She knew the
strength of his will.

There was laughter and a lazy note of satisfaatidwis voice as he said, 'I'm
glad it was good for you. Sometimes it isn't, tinsttime, | wasn't as gentle
as | could have been. I've always known there wabkidwind of passion
beneath that rather severe facade you like to présehe world.’

She bit her lip. Wearily, so dispassionately thatas impossible to discern
any interest in her voice, she asked, 'How long?'

'Since about a month after | first met you.'

She didn't believe him. She couldn't, and her ssggerked her head up so
that she could look down into his face.

'What?'



He smiled, the bone-deep tiredness she hadn't tmh recognised
smoothed away as if by a miracle. Somehow, in gditbe fact that he was
just as sated as she was, he looked as thoughdhzeka revivified.

'Don't you believe me? It's true, | assure you. MMlue met | was escorting a
very—worldly—woman. Within a short time, a very shbme, her appeal
as a lover faded. A month after I'd met you we edr® become friends, no
more. Since then there's been no one.'

Melly met his clear amused, self-derisive smilgwastonishment.

'Don't you believe me?' he asked softly, his hdidchg from her shoulder to
follow the long curve of her spine.

It was impossible that she should be aroused. Siwe exhausted, every
scrap of sensuality wrung out of her by his fiepossession. Yet the light
touch of his forefinger sent hot little messagesmglnerves which had never
existed until today.

'Yes,' she mumbled, trying to pull away.

Instantly he clamped her against him, pushing &ee into his throat. 'No,

you don't," he said harshly. 'You're where you bgl@nd that's where you're
staying until | choose to release you. If it takes bloody months of taking

you, I'll make you admit that you love me.’

His arrogance fired anger in her. 'What about yeh&'demanded fiercely.
'What about me?"

'l suppose I'm to love you while you throw me theaps of emotion you've
got left over from being a tycoon. It's the hurdttfascinates you, isn't it,
tracking down your quarry? If | lose my head agama fall for you, what
happens then?"

'Oh, God!" Trent gave the words that peculiarly codise tone of aggrieved
anger. 'Are you by any chance asking me if | loee? You stupid little
bitch, of course | do. | worship the ground you kvah! | always .have.



When | look at you | feel myself dissipate into eass, my bones melt, my
sinews turn to elastic. Melissa, I--' He turnedHhead so that his lips touched
her hair. 'How can | tell you?' he asked despadyirigou're all that I've ever
wanted.'

For a moment she believed him. He certainly souaddtiough he meant it;
there was a ragged note in his voice that caughém@heart. But only for a
moment.

Fiercely she retorted, 'It sounds good, Trentyoutforget that you told me
that—or much the same as that—three years agmighé before you put
me on the plane to the South of France. A mond#r latvas reading a letter
from you which said that you hoped | hadn't readntmuch into a declaration
made in the heat of the moment.’

Melly thought her anger hid the desolation shefedidvhen she read those
cold, excoriating words, but he groaned, 'Helleinember, did you really
think I'd forgotten? | hoped you'd find—no, damn ivas overtaken by a fit
of nobility; | didn't hope you'd find another lovepw could I, the idea
clawed at my guts, but I thought | should give ybe chance. | wrote
exactly the sort of letter | thought would make yaie me.’

'It did that," she said harshly. One part of hendered how she could lie
with him like this, her cheek crushed into the fpercale pillow, her lips
against the slightly rough skin of his throat, doped in the warmth from
his body. She was imprisoned not only by his |ld¢eength but by the virile
aura which enveloped him. It clung to her too, mng$er from the sensual
satisfaction she had experienced, taunting her thighknowledge of her
frailty where he was concerned.

'My dearest heart, you believed me when | told g@i | hadn't made love
since | met you. Why can't you believe me in this?"

'‘Because you haverntld me anything!" she wailed before she was able to
stop herself.

His hand moved caressingly up her back, seekinfirtbarc of her shoulder
blades, touching with tactile sensuality the vultbe nape of her neck



beneath the damp curls. Melly shivered at the @fatiguor of his touch, her
bones melting into honey as the pain and angedatetmination dissolved
into a slow, golden hunger. 'Don't do that," shd,sdmost sobbing. 'l can't
think when you touch me. Whyon'tyou tell me?’

'‘Because you won't believe me," he whispered, ngrtd meet her so she
realised that while he had been tormenting her wishtouch her nearness
had worked a similar magic on him.

'‘No!" she gasped, levering herself upward in aylof activity. 'l won't let
you seduce me into trusting you! I'm not so stugnglt more!

He laughed, his expression coldly amused. 'Therilywave to decide to
love me without the seduction, because | want yowy heart and your
brain and this nubile, passionate body and thitexmt® of response, and |
don't care how | get it. You belong to me, Melissagry part of you.'

When she tried to wrench free, long-fingered hatalsght her about the
waist and lifted her on to him. She gave a strahgjasp—and then the
telephone rang, insistent, shocking in the heatewsphere, so that Trent
swore, crudely and desperately, holding her lodkettie hard length of his
body while he answered it.

'Who—oh! Yes. Yes.' He frowned, then said in agesd, faintly indulgent
voice, 'You're sure now? No hysteria?"

It was a woman. At the sound of the quick, demandmice Melly
stiffened, jealousy ripping its barbs through tleelyowhich only a moment
ago had been fired with desire.

'Very well,' Trent said now, 'I'll be with you infaw minutes,’

His strong hand replaced the receiver with a litlash. For several
moments he lay staring at the ceiling. It hurt ¢mse the heated passion
draining from his body; the pain impelled her t& asa flat voice, 'Cathy?"

‘Cathy,’ he said on a half sigh. 'Her grandmotidi and she's panicking.’



'So she calls you and you go running.' She felt@mei, cheap, as though
his ex-wife had prior claims to him and was exengjisher rights to prove
how little Melly meant in his life. The fact thateh emotions were
completely illogical did not invalidate them or neathem less hard to bear.

'She's only twenty-one,' he said mildly. 'Not ayverature twenty-one, at
that. And there's no one else, Melissa.’

'She must be completely alone if she has to retheman whaisedher and
then discarded her!" Horrified, she cringed atutogousness in her voice,
but her shock did not prevent her from a furthanta'Or do you still have to
keep on her good side? Did Sir Peter very sensilalge sure that she has
some power still?’

His hands came up to frame her face and for a mbatencowered at the
fury in his face and his grasp. And then he smitetyisted, rather weary
smile, and lifted his head from the pillow and kidsher pale lips, those
shrewd eyes seeing beneath the anger to the araqdstme uncertainty.

'‘No," he said quietly. 'I've complete control of Beter's holdings. Cathy's
fortune is like yours, held in trust for her. I'nmlp one of the trustees.
There's nothing she can do to unseat me. But sl@®, Melissa, more
alone than you have ever been. Her grandmothéeisily person in this
world she loves, the only person who has ever Idwrdunselfishly. Cathy

clings to her, and to me, because she's terrifiatishe’ll be left even more
alone. Can't you understand that? You've alwaysheadecurity and love of
your family. Is it too much to ask that you havengosympathy for a girl

who's been so indulged and spoiled and neglectad hér values and
feelings of self-worth are about as shaky as astamki in an earthquake?’

Melly felt small and thoughtless and nasty, hetebiealousy, submerged in
a wave of self-reproach.

'I'm sorry,’ she said, bowing her head to his sthenl
His smile was reflected in his voice, very tendary loving. Though the

hand he ran from her shoulder to her thigh as heechber over to lie beside
him was frankly predatory, the lazy touch of itiderate and erotic.



'So am |," he said blandly. 'She has a knack fkipg her times. I'll have to
go, my heart's dear delight.’



CHAPTER EIGHT

Back in her own apartment Melly made herself a cupodfiee and reflected
without bitterness that thanks to Cathy's phonksta felt like a girl-friend
hurriedly hustled out of the way when the legitimavife put in an
appearance.

Totally irrational, of course. Today was clearlyr hday for illogical

thinking—and feeling. A storm of colour embarrasskdr as she
remembered just how it had been with them, herzfeghreaction to the
near- violence of Trent's initial possession and tay her body had
responded without restraint to the wild sweetnéssi&id engendered in her.

Very blase, trying hard for some sort of sophisioza to hide the
overwhelming impact his lovemaking had made on $teg,told herself that
few virgins could have had a better introductionthie world of sensual
gratification.

Perhaps, if she covered it with pompous, ludiciglusises culled from pop
psychology, she might be able to conceal from lifetise fact that he had
shattered every one of the defences erected withush difficulty over the
years. The act of love had smashed down the @dillzarriers she had set
between her mind and her body, allowing him to devzand possess himself
of both. Making love was not civilised, of couriewas a primitive earthy
drive, as basic as the need to eat and to sleepthenrosy veils that
civilisation tried to impose on it were ripped away the raw emotions
which accompanied the act of love. Sex, she thoiurghically, was not
exactly romantic. Overwhelming, stupendous, a &ekuitting together of
sensation and emotion until the only way to expréssm y<as that
tumultuous climax when mind and heart and body wezleled together in
the union of two separate, unique people.

And yet, for all the almost frightening loss of ¢ah, there had been
tenderness and a giving which now, when she ret#i|ebrought stupid
tears to her eyes. In spite of his uninhibited taurfgr the release her body
could give him, Trent had used her with generoaitg care and a loving
thoughtfulness which made her heart ache.



Finally, now, after he had made himself masterasfih that most primitive
of ways, she was forced to admit that his desirdaép was rooted in love.

The sun spilled golden across the smooth surfaeenafie glass table in the
sitting-room, dimpling the coffee in her cup withicgs of gold. Melly's head
was lowered, her eyes thoughtful and sober asiftbe the cup and drank.
Once she had admitted her love for him this lageshission had been
inevitable, she realised, but it still came as@khNot a very pleasant one.

While she was convinced that he had only wanted her emotions had
been understandable and easily controlled. Thexgtphysical attraction
between them had been just that, the desire aytbgthe pull of virile male
for innocent female. She could accept that andraobitt her confidence
unabated.

But now that she had to accept a far more sobdacly she was deathly
afraid. For if she loved him and he loved her theyld marry. Her hungry
heart would make it inevitable.

And she would love him with all the fervour of amvan long denied, love

him—and spend her life wondering how much he cdddrusted. Each

new obstacle, each handicap in their life wouldjteater in impact because
it might be the one to separate them. That marriageathy had revealed
that he was an opportunist willing to sacrifice #anyg to his hunger for

ascendancy. Even if he never again had to chodseée love and power,

her knowledge of the flaw in his character wouldspa their life together.

He was so strong, she mused, unaware of the wistglin her expression.
Strong and tender, yet the opportunism that hadedrihim into that
marriage was part of him too.

'l don't care,’ she whispered, rocking back andidods in the warmth of the
sun because it was the only way to ease the pdieriril don't care—I love
him.'

And her mind roved back to recall the ecstatictrigs of their lovemaking,
the incredible perfection of the whole experien&elong time later she
found herself hoping that she was pregnant, bectinadewould take the



decision out of her hands. She would be able te mivo pressure without
feeling so overpowered!

Only for a few seconds, until the real Melly Hodiimorth, the intelligent
woman who was not weakened by a foolish passioa fiawed lover, came
to the fore once again. How despicably weak, tceHop an Act of God to
take the decision out of her hands.

Straightening shoulders which had slumped, shéogoer feet, her features
set, almost rigid. Until she had made that decisstve must keep him at a
distance. There must be no more lovemaking to sawitipower in a fog of
sweet sensuality. It was vital to keep a clearrbtaideal with the issues; it
was, after all, her life she was deciding.

When the telephone rang she knew she had beemgyéoti it.

'Melissa?' said Trent, sounding tired. 'I'm afitldoks as though I'll be here
all day.'

‘Lady Durrant?"
'She's had a bad asthma attack and somebody &g/ twith Cathy.'

Although Melly's knuckles whitened on the receiaethe note of concern
and affection she heard in his voice she had tatatiat his solicitude for
his ex-wife was strangely endearing. Tonelessly responded, 'Yes, of
course.’

'Darling, | didn't want this. | wish | was with yawow.' He paused, then
finished harshly, 'l can hear the cogs turnindnat brain of yours! Just don't
forget that | can make you so mindless that youardy beg me to pleasure
you.'

In spite of her misery her body dissolved in a spa$liquid fire. She must
have made some sort of sound, because she heandirthi$ess chuckle
before, speaking quickly as though someone had dotoethe room, he
said, 'Goodbye, dear heart. I'll see you tonightnvhget home.’



'‘No!" But he'd already hung up, and she was leftubthe receiver down
while her whole body trembled with a sensuous yiagrn

And when, just before she went to bed, the telephtang again, she spoke
harshly into it.

'l can't get back," Trent said bluntly. 'l thinke&hdying.'

'Oh—Trent!" The shameful anger and rejection fléoch so sorry. Is there
anything | can do?'

'No. Just remember that | love you.'

Lady Durrant's death made the morning newspapddedeed, Melly read it
over breakfast. The old lady's son and only chéd heen killed two years
after his daughter's birth, leaving Cathy as hdy ming descendant. Sir
Peter's industrial empire was mentioned in passitigan allusion to Trent,
but most of the paragraph was taken up with memiohady Durrant's

favourite charities—all of them, Melly noted, to dath children.

And as she caught the bus to work Melly couldnp eondering just how
much comfort Cathy Durrant needed now.

It took her almost all the trip to banish the jesdittle thought. However
resolutely she pushed it away it returned like ggmag toothache, fretting
away at the edge of her consciousness so that sltsemed the discipline
her work imposed.

Unfortunately she could not evade it even therem&ww, by that
mysterious growth known as the grapevine, it hasbbee known that Trent
was with Cathy, and Susan Field was avid, irritatiielly so much with
speculation that she refused an invitation towath with her on the pretext
that she had shopping to do.

So she made a rather miserable pilgrimage to adbjmartment store,
wandering around aimlessly before buying a woodevals Ark for

Dougal's Christmas present and a frivolous scaréttact colour of Jennet's
green eyes. It was on her way back to work thasalethem, Trent, tall and



austere in a sombre dark suit, with Cathy Durréingimg to his arm as they
came out from a suite of professional chamberswaiting taxi.

Faltering, her whole being suddenly racked withtelvedness, Melly stared
at them, her bitter possessive eyes noting the @athy's brilliant head

rested on Trent's shoulder as though he was hgrsmirce of strength.
Trent looked impossibly remote, his hard featuedsrslines that aged him.
There was a kind of pity and a gentle solicitudéimattitude towards the
bereft girl which made Melly bite hard down on ligr Yet although the

raw feeling of jealousy was predominant, anothestarpoignant emotion
brought a suspicion of tears to her eyes. Wistfstig found herself wishing
he could guard her with that protective attitude.

Stupid! But she could not rid herself of the desofawhich had invaded her
at the sight of them together. Not then, and nothm lonely days that
followed.

Trent had not come home, she was sure, since theelha4.?educed her,
and he did not ring.

Just another example of how little she really mdanhim. Not even to
herself did she admit how much she needed reassigrd comfort. He
had awakened the responses of her untried body@wdshe was prey to
hungers she had never before experienced. At sightay wakeful, staring
into the darkness with hot eyes while resentmentidreed in some
vulnerable hidden part of her.

That weekend she went up to Te Puriri, taking arcencial flight on Friday
night and returning early Monday morning with Raf#o brought her back
in the small plane he kept for just such occasions.

He dropped her off at work and went about his essnwith lawyers and
accountants, the structure that kept all the Hglliorth interests
manageable and profitable. He would be stayingéoeral days.

'Why don't you come too, Jennet?' Melly asked hdpef



Her half-sister exchanged a complicated look withfeR 'Because I'm
pregnant,’ she said cheerfully, ‘and feeling slighueasy. I'm better off
here.'

So that had been a cause for rejoicing, yet thekerek pleasant though it
had been, had only exacerbated the raw, painfldmniglelly was feeling.

Halfway down Rafe said calmly, 'What's the matteve?' The fact that
Rafe was so much older than her had been one ak#ds®ns for Melly's
childish hero- worship of him, but they had strongies than that, for in
many ways he had been the only person she coukt. tNet the
circumstances of their childhood had made for dityuaf self-sufficiency
in each. Much as she loved him, confident as stseoivhais love for her, she
could no longer confide in him.

' need my mummy,' she said ironically, her voieeealing too much for
him to misunderstand.

As in many strong men, Rafe's protective instineiswparticularly well
developed, but although he frowned he did not trycbax her into
revelations she might regret.

After one penetrating glance at her aloof profileha said was, 'l can no
longer promise to make things right for you, butain promise you an
ear—and no criticism.'

I know.'

Melly was touched, her voice suddenly husky. 'lalee you, Rafe. If there
was anything you could do, I'd ask, believe meavéhto fight my way
through this by myself.'

And never had she felt so alone, so isolated witlgoidelines or a path.
Still, having Rafe with her for those few days madeuge difference. He
took her out to dinner at a very exclusive restaaad made her heart swell
with pride when she saw how women watched him. k& &rent both
possessed a natural authority, inbuilt, dominarttjcikwv drew automatic



recognition and appreciative, covert glances. kt,fahe drew so much
comfort from him that she began to understand wathclung to Trent.

On the night before he flew back to Te Puriri hie séive promised to go to
a party at the Wetheralls'. | must have been madydd want to come?’

'Oh no ..." Melly stopped, then shrugged. 'Why hsti2 said lightly. 'lI've
never been to one of their parties. Rather wildnathey?'

He grinned. 'Oh, as with all of us, the years hguetened them down.
Would | take my young sister to a wild party?'

'Who better? | can have all of the fun of watchivithout being afraid that
someone might run off with me!'

She did not know that his suggestion had softehedigid, sleepwalker's
countenance she had worn since the weekend. Berbath stony,
frightening self-control a spark of anticipationvgaher some animation.
Rafe saw it and was relieved.

'Put something outrageous on,' he commanded.
'What are you going to wear?'

One black brow lifted in self-mockery. 'Oh, I'm toldl a married man for
trendy clothes.’

But he looked very, very attractive in narrow déndusers and an elegant
silk shirt cut somewhat like a Cossack smock. Melsho preferred
timelessly elegant clothes, widened her eyes atdsnshe came into the
sitting-room in a silk jersey sheath of deep, gloyvi crimson,
one-shouldered with two large ruffles at knee- leve

'How do you think we look?' she asked, swirling tian.

'Oh, very ethnic.'



She grinned at the dry note in his voice and tkeéty\Well pleased with each
other.

Fiona and Paul Wetherall were a couple whose lsécurity was pointed
up by their determined pursuit of the latest treAdsat they did not make
fools of themselves was due to a basic core of comsense and humour,
with enough inclination to laugh at themselvesr&vpnt the worst excesses
such a way of life could give rise to.

Melly had heard of their parties; indeed, when Bhd left New Zealand
they were spoken of in slightly scandalised totes,as she gazed around
the enormous basement room where this one was beidgshe couldn't
help but feel that the reality was not nearly derigsting as the gossip.

There were all types and descriptions of peoptenfa large, very shaggy
man clearly left over from the sixties to severaligg things in the latest
fashions, their faces mask-like with superb makexgept for their alert,
almost avid eyes.

Several people Melly recognised as television pelies, there was an
English actor who was out in New Zealand to malserges of extremely
expensive commercials, and a small pale woman wdm \ritten an

historical novel which had had blockbuster sale&nmerica.

And there was Trent, his arm around Cathy Durramdist, her beautiful,
pale face lifted to his in appealing melancholy.

After the first incredulous seconds Melly behavedywvell. She smiled and

talked and held a glass of white wine and was dhtced to people, and she
must have sounded normal, because no one lookewayd at her. Yet she
couldn't remember a word she had said, or the md@m@erson she had met,
and when she met Rafe's eyes she saw concernnmitheked by a hard

antagonism which meant that he knew why she wasrnse.

It had to happen, of course, but when she heantt$reoice behind her, her
heart lunged in her breast and she could not mBeside her Rafe turned
his head; the two men must have stared each otiven tr long seconds,
aggression crackling between them, until Melly fduhe strength to face



Trent, her eyes hard and glazed, revealing notisfpey searched the lean,
reckless features. He too was giving nothing away.

'Hello, Trent," she said in a surprisingly steadice.

He withdrew his gaze from Rafe's and smiled at tinat, quick, feral grin
which was his trademark. 'You look—superb. Comedamte with me.’

Vaguely she said, 'What about Cathy? Didn't youeem

'Oh, she's with her boy-friend," he said easilg,dahly indication that he was
aware of Rafe's hostility the quick lifting of thead and the savage taunting
quality to his glance.

Without further protest she accompanied him, trémgbhs his arm slid
around her waist, as their bodies touched, pulealamet again.

'Relax," he murmured softly, bending his head thahis lips to her temple.
"What have you been doing since fast | saw you3ikisme?"

At that moment she hated him. Stormy eyes revelagdemotions, eyes
black as obsidian, heated with the strength of dreotions. He smiled,
revealing cynicism shot through with an odd sympath

'l would have rung, but it seemed better not tmdldn't say what | wanted
to over the phone.’

'And that was?'

Trent lowered his head, whispering, 'That | missi ymd need you and
hunger for you, day and night. That to hear youceds a sweet torment,
and the days | don't see you are bitter and eventg's

Emotion shivered through her in answer to the sisk of his words. It was
agony to hold herself stiffly away from him; shenagd, looking about to
meet Cathy Durrant's wide blue eyes, the speculatidhem not hiding a
kind of astonished anger.



It was like being thrown into Polar seas. In atigfard voice she said, "Your
ex-wife is wondering what tales you're spinninge $loesn't look exactly
pleased.’

'She's spoiled and possessive,' he said bluntly,sthe knows she has no
claim on me.’

'l thought you said she was shattered by her gratiigris death.’

He responded to the accusing note in her voice avithhland smile, those
penetrating eyes too aware of the angry jealousywss trying so hard to
hide. 'Don't be fooled by that glossy exterior phesents. She's had to learn
to hide her feelings. It took both her boy-frieralsl my persuasions to coax
her out tonight; she thought it would be disresfubctt

He turned his head, watching the girl as she lesdeto their host. Melly
would have given everything she possessed to kixawstly what thoughts
lay behind the mask of his features. When he tubaet to look down into
her face her lips parted, trembling.

Abruptly he finished, 'She's not exactly enjoyiregdelf, Melly.’

'‘Neither am I," she said beneath her breath. 'Wor Yyrent. This is no good,
can't you see that?'

'‘No." All the will she recognised in the man wasnteaned in that
monosyllable, an inflexible purposefulness that en&ér tremble with a
sense of her own weakness.

He pulled her closer, holding her in an embracectvihiad little of passion,
much tenderness in it. Yet there was no easingatidreadful determination
when he spoke. 'My sweet lady, | know why you'ghting me, | understand
how you feel, but I'm not going to let your scruplkend that fear you've
always felt ruin the only good thing in my life.’

'How canyou say that?' Her disbelief was written in theefghe lifted to
him. 'If | asked you to give up everything for mie,abandon your work,
would you do that?'



She felt tension harden his body, sharpen his ffeatso that for a moment
he looked like an eagle swooping on its prey.h& wvhat you want me to
do?' he asked with a quiet lack of emphasis.

Wearily she shook her head. 'Of course not. | haveight to ask such a
sacrifice of you. Apart from anything else, so maepple depend on you
for their livelihood. And you enjoy your work, doyou, Trent?"

'It's been the only thing that kept me sane thaseyears,' he conceded
curtly. 'But even if I'd hated it, | couldn't hawegreed to give it up. |
promised Sir Peter.' He smiled sardonically, megtiar troubled eyes with
a complete lack of humour. 'l can justify myself ¢yoting poetry, you
know. Isn't poetry supposed to be a high trithicduld not love thee, dear,
so much, loved | not honour mordth afraid it applies.'Melly shook her
head, exhausted. 'l told you, | wouldn't ask tliaton. You'd wither and die
without the cut and thrust of your life. Do younkil haven't heard the
stories?' Her smile trembled, faded. 'I'm not dyaegregated, even if | do
lurk in the library. Your staff like nothing betténan to regale each other
with stories of your prowess, your brilliant brayour ruthless buccaneering
in your chosen field. | have no right to ask yowgiee it up.'

"You know me so well." It was not exactly a commimy but before the taunt
behind it had time to register he continued, 'Wevkreach other so well,
you and I, we always have after that first longkloblelissa, can't you let
your mind overtake your heart? All that you needsdivust me when | say
that | wouldn't hurt you now, that last time it we® cutting my heart out. |
did it because you were overseas; | couldn't hale you to your face.'
Thickly he finished, 'If you'd been here, | wouldmive needed to.'

Melly bit her lip, torn by anguish and the corroglioitterness she could not
rid herself of. 'I'm sorry,’ she said, wonderingm®\as the words left her lips
why she was apologising.

"You look—exhausted." Trent's voice was grim, withexpression. 'You
should be home, sleeping. How long is big brothayisg?'



Startled, for she had forgotten Rafe's presence, lsbked around the
enormous room until she saw him, leaning agairestvll as he spoke to an
elderly man with a sharp, predatory face.

'He's going back tomorrow,' she said in a stiflect®. 'Trent—I don't want
to see you again. Please, don't make a nuisaryoeicgelf or—or I'll have to
leave Auckland.’

The muscles beneath her hand tensed, then reld%ay. well,' he said
aloofly, adding with a twisted smile, 'l don't wanthurt you, darling, and
that's what I've been doing, isn't it?'

Her heart ached, for if he had hurt her she knew tiat she was hurting
him too, and that knowledge was bitter grief.

‘It won't work out,’ she said, confused, her voicaid. 'lt—we've been
doomed right from the start. Oh God, I'm chattersagay in cliches.
Where's Rafe?’

'I'll take you to him.’

Half an hour later Melly was huddled in her begjng to smother the
sounds of her weeping in her pillow. She didn'trtllea door open, or see the
bar of light across the floor eclipsed by Rafdlsaatline; the first she knew
of his presence was his hand on her shoulder awhtittered curse he gave
when her sobs died down sufficiently for her torreaaything at all.

After a while he asked calmly, 'Don't you think jebetter tell me? Getting
it off your chest might ease things.'

So she told him everything, her voice graduallkpig up strength as she
regained control, until at last it faded away isilence.

'l see,’' Rafe said evenly, and for a long timedlveas silence in the dimly-lit
room. Then he said, 'Have you ever thought that yoght be wrong,
Melly?'



The slender hand in his twisted. 'l've often wisliedut what other reason
could there have been?'

'Oh, | can think of several.' Rafe got up from $est on the side of the bed
and walked across to the window. 'Several,' he agaih, thoughtfully.

'Such as?'

'‘Blackmail. Old Peter Durrant was a hard man. Tiig ohink in his armour
was Cathy. He may have wanted to secure her fiandedecided that
Addison was the way to do it.’

Melly gasped, then sighed. '‘Can you honestly seatTknuckling under to
blackmail?' she asked.

Rafe's head turned and there was a flash of white@miled. ‘No, my dear,
but | can't imagine him marrying the girl just tetdnis hands on Durrant
Holdings, either. Don't forget | went to school kvitim. A man's basic
character doesn't change that much. He was ambitiouhonourable. And
don't forget that Sir Peter had an immense amadupbwer. If | remember
rightly Trent had stretched himself to the limitthat time, getting his firm
off the ground. It wouldn't have been difficult fire old man to have put
pressure on him in some way. You know as well de that such things
happen.’

One part of Melly wanted to believe him, to gragjnia solution so much
that she thought she could taste the wanting imiearth.

Long fingers plucked at the sheet as she saidyir@dhen why won't he tell
me? He's refused to give me any reason for whaidrega.'

'Perhaps,’ Rafe suggested, 'he wants you to timst h

'How can 1?' It was the walil of a child, infantilet all the more compelling
for that.

' don't know. All in all, he had every right talik you're swayed by passion
when you're with him, but that your mind is coldhyare of his deficiencies.



No man wants to be loved in spite of his faults,llMdt's too much to
demand that we be loved for them, but they musidoepted. Have you ever
thought that you require that he prove himself getrbefore you'll marry
him?"

'No!" She sat upright in the bed, indignation trembimber voice.

But Rafe was merciless. 'Yes. | think perhaps #&'sHollingworth
characteristic. We insist on impossibly high stadddefore we can trust. |
almost lost Jennet because | wouldn't trust hed iAhhad lost her, Melly,
my life would have been as empty and as wearisom&tas imprisonment
in the pits of hell." He paused, then went on, 'Aslrself what your life
would be like without Addison.’

'l managed before,’ she said in a muted voicead appy enough.’
‘Were you?'

Her eyes lowered to the sheet across her kneesosAlsullenly she said,
'‘No.'

'Why did you come back?'

She could have lied, but the habit of telling Réie truth was too deeply
ingrained. 'Because Jennet wrote to me that Trditgce was final. And
that's the first time that I've ever admitted tlea®en to myself.'

Rafe came back and kissed her cheek. Then dom'thynk you'd better
admit a few more things? Like the fact that yohwpelessly in love with the
man?'

'l don't want to be.'

'l know the feeling," he told her drily as he gjfgened. 'You don't want the
pain and the turmoil and the naked defencelessnelsHnow. You want

to remain fully in control, where nothing can tougbu. But that's the

coward's way, Melly, and you're not a coward.'



He left her with that and she lay back into théopis, wondering. Trust
Rafe to be so blunt, she thought, and then, inditipebout it's not cowardly
to try to protect yourself, surely?

Eventually she slept and woke next morning stifusang to accept her
brother's assessment of the situation. She dicahwit that she dared not;
she told herself sturdily that she had every righie suspicious of the man
who had let her down so badly before.

And she drove her car off to work determined tmatnf now on she was
going to make it quite obvious to Trent that thees no future for them. It
was as if she had grown an impervious skin ovehbkart. So it was all the
more bewildering after several days to realise Tmaht must have come to
the same conclusion, and she was appalled at gteslef her despair.

By the weekend she had forced herself to accepthéhavasn't going to
make any effort to contact her. She knew he wa& badis apartment;
sometimes she saw the car in the car park, qu#e @fhen she came up the
drive after running her frustration off, her eyeded a light from the rooms
in the penthouse.

On Friday night she went out with a group from #ueial club to the
speedway and endured an evening of loud engine aoid an almost total
lack of interest, which was infuriating, becausenmally she would have
enjoyed it. Trent was out, too; his car was gonedidn't reappear all
weekend and she endured a kind of agonised disguwietiering if it was
Cathy who kept him away.

Slowly during the following weeks she began toissathat Auckland was
just as lonely as London had been. Swiftly the yaaged on towards
Christmas; she bought presents, made plans fdidl#ays and found her
evenings being filled by parties and dinners asenamid more of her friends
realised that she was home. She went everywheegjrigethought at bay,
and only Sara Horning noticed the gradual shargeoimer features which
was the only outward sign of an intolerable sedtrant.



Sara, and Susan Field at work, who said with chariatic bluntness, 'By
the look of you you've been burning the candlech lends. Why don't you
get a good night's sleep for a change?'

Why not indeed? Melly returned some conventionawar because she
couldn't tell Susan the truth, that what time wefsto her for sleep was an
endless purgatory of longing. Better by far to gd where there was
something to occupy her mind, even if it was onhynér party chatter and
the kind of gossip she found boring and empty.

Sara was incredibly tactful, but she had just disced that she was
pregnant and Melly couldn't dim her delight by itejl her how bitterly,
drearily miserable she was. Not that she was a gmea for confidences,
anyway. Rafe and Jennet were the only people shid bave unburdened
herself to and they , were a hundred and fifty sxdevay.

So she plodded on stoically, telling herself thdtad been like this before
and she had got over that; this too would passbBfdre she had had only
memories of the restrained gentleness of Trents@&ras while now she lay
sweating in her bed as she remembered how it hexd Wwigh them when he
had made himself master of her body.

She had no defences against memory. Until thasdayhad been physically
unawakened, unaware of what desire could do. Nekslew, and ached
for his touch, the ecstasy he had wrung from hén his possession. When
she closed her eyes she could see the long, |leas 6f his body, the
whipcord strength which had overpowered her betloeesensual magic of
his lovemaking had brought about her complete ss&ion.

She knew hunger, discovered the tyranny of deskepi because she could
not close her eyes without those disturbing imatggeing on her eyelids;
the two of them lying on his huge bed, intertwingdld skin against olive,

the way his hand stroked her from armpit to higf &g loved the sensations
fed to him by fingertip and palm . . .

Oh, she knew despair, and anger, and a deeper, lmasre emotion than
those, the anguish of being only a half, with tomplementing other part of
her torn free.



But she fought it, afraid of her dependence on l&tubbornly refusing to
accept that she needed him in every way besidephyical. In her own
way she betrayed herself, calling what she feltugkest name she could
find. Lust, she whispered into the darkness, bexaus was too afraid to
accept that her desire was irradiated by love.



CHAPTER NINE

'You'LL have to come,’ Sara pleaded, 'it's terribly imgoatrto Jim that the
firm get this account. Just think of it, legal et to such an enormous
conglomerate!

'It's a wonderful opportunity,” Melly replied atlé vaguely, as she tended to
be nowadays.

Sara nodded, stirring her coffee guiltily. 'l shanit take sugar, | know, but |
can't face tea and | can't cope with coffee blamkladaren't use an artificial
sweetener. The baby," she explained at her companimank look of
enquiry.

'Oh, yes, although I didn't think--'

'My doctor is exceptionally fussy, but | agree witim. So you will come,
Mel?'

'Of course I'll come." Melly couldn't refuse, andrdt really want to. When
Sara had rung her up and suggested meeting foh lum¢own she had
detected a strained note in her friend's voice. Neith all explained, she
understood. Apart from one thing.

'Why you?' she asked. 'l mean, I'd have thought iima's parents would
have entertained this tycoon.’

'Mrs Horning isn't well. She's got high blood pressand they're having
difficulty in stabilising it. She won't even be altlb come, which is why |
want you there, Mel, to give me moral support. Yeuharvellous at a
dinner party, you know how to keep people amused.’

'‘Now don't go getting yourself worked up into atiaMelly recommended
cheerfully. 'So are you, and you know it. You'recah wonderful cook.
What are you going to feed the brute on?'

'Something simple and superb,’ Sara told her, xymessive face thoughtful.
'Dane Fowler lives in Fiji, but he's cosmopolitble has interests all around



the Pacific, shipping, plantations, mines—you nainthey've got it. He'll
have eaten the best the world can offer, so I'mewen going to try to
compete. We have magnificent meat and fruit ancttadges. I'll let them
speak for themselves.'

'‘Good. You can do it, none better. Who else wilthere?'

'Well. .." Sara looked self-conscious suddenlys'Mowler and an associate
of theirs. Thea Graham, will be his partner. Jifateer and his aunt Marie,

and—oh, hell, I've asked Trent and he's coming too!

For a moment the rapidly rattled out words didegister. When they did

Melly felt the colour drain from her skin and hemlas clenched in her lap.
She looked across the table, to meet Sara's imglgaze.

'l see,’ she said tonelessly. Then, without evarkiting, because she had
some pride, 'Well, it will be the first time I'vean him for quite a while.'

'Want to talk about it?' asked Sara sympathetically

Melly shook her head. 'No, there's nothing to tdut. What time do you
want me to come?'

'As early as you get there.'

An idea made Melly suggest, 'How would it be iaihee after work? | could
help you with any last-minute arrangements.'

'Oh, that would be lovely! And stay the night. Thaty we could talk things
over afterwards, which is always the best parjrik, only Jim invariably
wants to go to bed!

That way Melly had a perfectly good excuse for gaing with Trent. If he
asked her.

He rang that evening and when she told him whaplaers were said calmly
and politely, 'Right then, I'll look forward to seg you there.'



That was when she gave up hope.

Auckland looked its best as she drove to the Hogmiinthe leafy suburb
they lived in was one of the prettiest in the ciyot even the rush-hour
traffic, she thought grimly as she avoided a litleite MG apparently bent
on suicide, could prevent her from enjoying theelriAs she turned beneath
a great pohutukawa tree crimson with its strangeshiike flowers, she
concentrated fiercely on Sara's garden, gracious nath elegant
orchid-like bearded irises in almost all shadeepktrue red. A little further
along silken Californian poppies held their skimfspink and orange aloft,
contrasting with silver-blue stars of campanulairegfatheir vivid almond
foliage.

It was a delicious afternoon, drowsily hot, yet th#uence of the little
volcano with its grassy slopes lent a pastorahiness to the air.

Sara, however, looked far from fresh. 'Oh, I'munlsa muddle!" she wailed,
pushing back a lock of hair with a grubby hand.eiithing that could go
wrong has, and | know I'm not going to be abledatH

'Yes, you can,' Melly told her lovingly. 'Now wlsatb be done?’

Her calm good sense was soothing and the extraplhands wrought such
a difference that by the time Jim arrived home Hosise was ready, the
dinner was as advanced as it should be and hidwadeecovered her nerve.

She lost it again five minutes before the guestewee to arrive, running
her hands down the front of her pretty embroidezetion dress to ask
anxiously, 'Are yotsureyou can't see that I'm pregnant?"

'Quite sure,’ Melly and Jim answered for the thinge. Jim gave his wife a
hug, adding with a leer, "You look delectable erfotgyeat, darling.’

'l just hope the dinner does," Sara said gloomily.
The Fowlers were a stunning couple, he tall an# dad good-looking in a

rather fierce way, she with a bell of blonde hdioat a pointed, triangular
face and a sweet, rather mischievous smile. Theyedra few , minutes



after the others, but before Trent, who drove gpgs Sara was beginning to
look anxious. He apologised with his usual suavityarming Sara into
smiles instantaneously.

He looked tired, Melly thought, casting him a swliftle glance from
beneath her lashes. But when he smiled the shafted/from his face and
she decided she had been wrong.

He knew the Fowlers; later she was to find thahde helped Dane Fowler
to computerise his whole operation. For the monséet watched, quietly
sipping white wine, while he talked with Jim's fatha hand in his trouser
pocket, his stance relaxed yet vigilant. Like advahimal, she thought, with
an animal's lean, sinewy grace and its constarthates.

And every cell in her body clamoured for him in awe of sensation so
intense that she could do nothing but wait, strcKer it to ebb away. The
glass in her hand shook, making little catspawssacthe pale wine. She
looked up and he was watching her, and in his bged there was nothing,
no emotion, no recognition. It was as though she tetally invisible.

Stung, her pride reared and she smiled at himheleliely. He smiled back,
but it didn't reach those cold eyes; all she caelad there was an icy
mockery until Mr Homing said something and Tremh&d politely back to

him.

It was like being slapped in the face. For a monMelly was furious, but
she folded her lips in a way her sister would h&@o®gnised and set herself
out to be a charming and perfect guest.

Although this was business masquerading as a prpaity, a sort of job
interview in disguise, it soon became a very frigmaterview. The Fowlers
were fun, witty, intelligent and not in the leasttqnising in spite of their,
wealth and influence. Sara lost most of her nemess, a process helped by
Meredith Fowler's involuntary exclamation of ple@swhen she saw the
dinner-table for the first time.

"You have an artist's eye,' she said admiringliyodks beautiful, Sara.’'



Sara showed her appreciation with a blush, butfssler had been right.

The table was beautifully set with simple modetwesiand white porcelain

plates. Beneath them was a cloth of dark crimsonttke flowers Sara had
chosen cottage pinks in shades of rose and criarsthned; the scent floated
evocatively above the table while their coloursndied with the seafood
cocktail Sara had set out, a tropical fantasy wpigtwpaw and avocado
providing a perfect background to striped shrimpl afices of smoked

salmon.

After that, no one could doubt that Sara's dinretypwas a success. All
anxiety forgotten, she relaxed and became her ysralself, while Jim
beamed with pride.

Dane Fowler's associate turned out to be a veryodmman of about

thirty-five or so, good-looking in a bland convemtal way, with a pleasant
manner which didn't hide the fact that nothing pedahis opaque, shrewd
eyes. His partner, Thea Graham, was recovering &aliworce, and by the
way she was acting, Melly decided sourly, she wgent on celebrating her
freedom.

Not that she was blatant. She was not above usngydry considerable
physical attributes to gain attention, and if idhi@een her partner she was
displaying them for Melly would have wished her ddock with a smile.

But Thea, after exchanging pleasantries with Jobud@e, moved on to
more important game, and was using every bit ofwieand style, not to

mention those stunning physical assets, to atinasit. And he, the swine,
was clearly not in the least averse to voluptudosdes with ambiguous
smiles and quick provocative repartee. He was ttoos, either, his

excellent bone-deep manners saw to that. Both lie Tdrea kept the

conversational ball going, but they smiled ratloerfrequently at each other
and there was that invisible aura about them ttatlgimed their interest in
each other as clearly as if they had shoutedthdastars.

Melly was furious, her anger rooted in a desolasioimtense that it ached in
her bones. She could not bear to watch their etdgeation, so she turned
to John Goudge, deliberately coasting by on theakgraces her mother had
drilled into her.



By the time dinner came to an end she wanted ngptmare than to burst
into tears and retire to bed to nurse a heart sldefinally to admit was
broken. The fact that it was all her own doing mhaeeso frustrated that she
could have screamed.

Unfortunately for Melly, for everyone else the ewen continued so
enjoyably that it dragged on and on, no one wartingreak it up. Melly
saw Trent smiling with practised sophisticatioroifithea's face and had to
fight the impulse to fling her coffee over him aetlare trenchantly that he
belonged to her. This fierce sense of possessipalled her; she had never
before realised how jealousy could scale the seehavhen, like hers, it
was founded on a sense of betrayal which was uablear

Once more she set her jaw and turned to John Goudhgeseemed unaware
of the undercurrents that seethed around him, dsegleryone else.
Somehow she managed to get through the evening, tev@in in Sara's
happy recapitulation of everything until it waslate that she fell asleep the
moment her body slid gratefully between the shd&is.the next morning
she woke up knowing that she was going to haveawed Auckland. She just
could not take Trent's wooing of another woman, evleo she was, and she
was far too likely to meet him both socially andhatrk.

Over a late breakfast Sara chattered cheerfullge anore discussing the
Fowlers and the evening while Jim and Melly drankffee in
companionable silence.

'‘Meredith Fowler has a little boy," Sara said, @dtrtwo, she told me, but she
also has a young brother of five. She was awfultg rwasn't she?'

Melly nodded, Jim grunted. Not at all put off bychua reception, she went
on, 'And he is gorgeous, isn't he? Dane Fowleream Did you notice his
eyes? A funny sort of yellowy-brown. He reminded ohdrent, a bit.’

Another grunt from Jim, but this time Melly liftethcklustre eyes
enquiringly. 'Dane Fowler has to be one of the-hmsdting men I've seen,’
she said. 'No one could call Trent handsome."’



'He doesn't need to be, does he? John Goudge hrasr@gullar classically
handsome features, but Thea made no play for hiva!t8ok one look at
Trent and knew instantly that he offered far mdrant John. No," Sara
repeated somewhat insensitively, Melly felt, 'Daared Trent have that
masculine authority that's so immensely attradiveomen.’

Jim swallowed half a cup of coffee before demangiiagntively, "Yeah, but
what exactly is it? They're both rich—is that whans you on?’

'If it was, would | have married you?' Sara excleghg complicated glance
with Melly before trying to explain the unexplain@bTrent has it. So does
Dane and Mel's brother, Rafe, for that matter. Beatknow Trent best, so
let's use him as an example. He's—well, he's stiat@n't mean physically,
though that probably helps, but he has this aicashpetence, as though
there's nothing he couldn't cope with. For examypbe, can't imagine him
having a tantrum because the car won't start. Asidot that he would know
exactly what to do to make the thing go, he mayvwkmmwthing about
engines, but you only have to look at him to reatisat he'd get it fixed
somehow. He has authority." Her brow wrinkled as sbught for words.
'‘And you feel that he values women, that if he wgoer lover you'd
be—importanto him. As well as pleasured to within an inchyotir life,
she finished, her small face alight with wicked lowm

Melly felt her cheeks heat under the impact of meesoshe was trying to
repress. Hastily she dragged her attention badkrtpwho was saying, 'But
| thought women were supposed to be competent #lgessnowadays. If
so, how can you find a man's self-confidence sexy?"

it's not just that is it, Mel? And authority is etter word than confidence. It's
the combination of strength and dominance anddpadity to be gentle and
tender, as well as the knowledge that he's a supeeb.'

'‘And how do you know that?' Jim asked sceptically.

Sara's eyes danced. 'Darling, we may think we't®na beings, but
instincts play a large part in our lives. I'll lyetu can tell at a glance whether
you'd like to go to bed with a woman, and I'll geur brain doesn't have
much to do with the decision.’



'l have," Jim told her with dignity, 'given thatrsof thing up since | got
married.’

‘Not even a stray, hastily hidden, wistful littecognition?'

He grinned. 'No," he said firmly. 'Well, not ofteamyway.' And put up his
hand to catch the croissant Sara threw at him. Sheled at each other with
mutual appreciation, bringing something hot and i@ to Melly's
expression. Only for an instant. She liked themhiksm much and it was
petty and self-pitying to give way to envy of whhey shared. Natural,
though, when she thought of how little she hadesharith Trent.

She left mid-morning, driving slowly back to Thewers through a day
warm and filled with the promise of a New Zealandhser. Once the car
was parked she felt so disinclined to go up toajhertment that she walked
out of the building and down the drive beneathlilteold trees, unaware
that her face was set in an expression of desalafior once the glowing
gardens failed to lift her spirits; she stood altrwossitantly staring down
into the crepy white flowers of a rock-rose aspitasvled on to the drive,
watching as a praying mantis slowly and stifflyllstd across the golden
throat, its evil triangular little face lifted samoniously above the cruel
spiked forearms.

Death and beauty, Melly thought, shivering, ashtm of a fly stilled the
mantis instantly. Perhaps a philosopher would poade¢he connection, but
all that she could think of now was the lazy aptation in Trent's eyes as he
and Thea had left last night, and although her atdntramped she was no
longer able to stop herself from picturing themetibgr, Trent's hard body
aroused and predatory, Thea all melting respondeseahuction.

Quick, painful tears ached in her eyes. She blirflexdely, trying to banish
from her too-faithful brain that moment of agoniseg@ture when she had
opened her eyes and seen Trent's face carved imvbkeintary rictus of
ecstasy. Heat flooded her body; she winced at thent onset of feeling
between her thighs and turned blindly to walk asttbe road.

There was a blare of a horn and the squeal of bradtee had a fleeting
vision of a mass of tumbled red and the open mofita woman in the



passenger's seat even as her body obeyed reflexaadnolder than time
and carried her out of danger to stand tremblingha sun while Trent
brought his car to a halt down the drive.

Numbly she waited while he got out of the car, stang the door behind
him as he walked, stiff- legged, back towards herthe sun his hair
gleamed ' almost as redly as that of Cathy Durrahg had twisted around
and was watching.

"You stupid littlebitch!" he ground out, his face working as his hands shot
out and fastened on to her shoulders.

Melly submitted to the fierce shaking he gave higheut protest. Like her,
he was high on adrenalin and it had to be dissipsdenehow.

‘Are you all right?' he demanded thickly, holdingr laway so that he could
scan her face. 'Dear God, | thought--' He brokeaaft hauled her into his
arms, holding her clamped so tightly against hi@t tthe could feel the
tension in every muscle in his lean body. His armshed her unruly hair,
flattening the curls against her skull. She cowddrtthe tumbling race of his
heart slow down, settle into the steady rhythmistew, slow and regular,
strong against her cheek. She could have stayedhi& all day.

But he put her away from him and when her dazed é&fted he was the
man she had seen last night, cool, worldly, hisgance gleaming through
the clear pale intimidating gaze.

'‘Next time," he said gently, 'remember to look befgou start to cross the
road.'

The abrupt about-face disconcerted her into pagsengongue across her
lips. Shakily she said, 'I'm sorry. I—the sun was bright.’

‘Then invest in a pair of sunglasses.' He smiletkimdly. '‘And take off the
blinkers, Melissa, before they deprive you of eti@ng you value.'



He wasn't talking about the incident just past. ldety defence was
retaliation; she took a deep breath and tried Fartlis brand of enigmatic
sophistication.

'Oh, I never wear blinkers. Perhaps that's my tedlsee top clearly.'

‘Those who love their blindness ..." Irony hardehedalready hard smile.
With insolent ease he used his forefinger to tip dien, that remorseless
gaze lingering on the pallor he found there, thengf lines of cheek and jaw
and brow, the soft bow of her mouth.

'‘And you do, don't you," he continued. 'You hug rydindness, your
prejudices to you with a fervour worthy of a bettause.' His eyes dropped
to her mouth for a significant second, moved tolttgh full curve of her
breasts beneath the thin cotton shirt she wore adenim skirt.

Frozen, Melly waited while his taunting scrutinyimkned the feminine
areas of her body, narrow waist, the bow! of he@stand the long lines of
her thighs, pressed rigidly together to deny the®of the hot desire they
protected. The dark lines of his face were almastrgul, yet with the
acumen of a woman in love she realised that he edaher, and for a
moment she was gloatingly, bitterly satisfied vitie fact.

Then reaction set in, twisting her mouth into aopigrof a smile. 'l can guess
what for," she said bitterly as she stepped back.

The solid 'thunk’ of a door closing did not brelafotigh their absorption in
one another. It wasn't until Cathy Durrant's vomade both heads turn
towards her that they remembered she was there.

‘Trent, we really do have to go,' she said, heresgion schooled into a
blankness which did not extend to her eyes. 'H&liel]y.'

'Cathy.’ It was all she could say, and with no ©i§a smile, either.

The younger woman hid her curiosity well. 'Sorryt Brent and | have an
appointment. We're going to be late," she addeawient said nothing.



He nodded, keeping his head averted so that Melljdcsee only the harsh,
cutting line of his profile. 'I'm on my way.'

It was a dismissal, abrupt and discourteous. Clagigan to bridle, her chin
coming up, but one glance from beneath her lashédsisaunyielding
countenance soon brought an end to that.

'Yes, well, I'll—nice to see you again, Melly," sksaid, hiding her
nervousness well. 'We must get together some timehinking of going to
England soon; you must tell me where to go and whéb.’

'I'd like that," Melly said huskily, lying, and kming that Cathy had no
intention of asking her.

Trent watched the erect, departing figure of hiswite with a narrowed
intensity that tightened the hairs on the back efli¥s neck. When she was
back in the car he swung his head to Melly agathsad remotely, 'I'll be
back in a couple of hours. We have to talk ...'

'We've done enough of that." She hesitated, timéshid boldly, 'l don't want
to see you, Trent. Why not look up Thea Graham?iStieat all averse to
your company, whereas [--'

'Whereas you hate my guts." He spoke with sombegeigion, permitting

himself a slight shrug of those broad shouldersniiner lashes lifted. His
tanned skin seemed stretched over the incisiveeinark of his face; her
fingers tingled as she remembered how he felt tohlamds, the severe
strength of bone and muscle allied to the sheditedguieasure of skin like
warm silk and the forceful masculine symmetry &f ihody.

'Yes,' she said defiantly.
He smiled mirthlessly. 'l can always tell when yeulying. There are
smudges beneath those polished eyes. Were yowgeafoThea Graham

last night?'

'Did you want me to be?'



'Of course | did," he said carelessly. 'Why shauddd the only one to suffer?
Don't try to run away from me, my heart. If | hawe I'll track you down to
the limits of hell, but | won't be in the best masbten | find you.'

Melly watched as he strode off to the car, wishodprnly that he wasn't
able to turn her brain into mush with that cynisalile and the accident of
birth that allowed him to move with the gracefulysr of a beast of prey.

Yet although she tried to convince herself that iwdinee wanted from him
was purely sexual she admitted, as she returnduySavave of farewell,
that really she wanted much, much more. His hb&tlove, his respect.

All of him, for all of his life. Swiftly, before te car moved away, she turned
back towards The Towers.

And although she stayed in all afternoon nobodygrdor entry.
Nobody—why nobody?—Trent did not come to her tb ltek once more
that he loved her, or to take from her the easeptgmbure he had found in
her body.

When the telephone rang she jumped and went pailénigers trembling as
she picked it up.

‘Melly?'
Disappointment tightened her throat. 'Yes, Cathy.'
'Is Trent with you?'

She bit back on her anger, subduing it so thatvoéce was without
expression. ‘No, he's not. It is after nine, yoawn

'Yes, | know." A pause. 'l want to see you. Wibhé all right if | come in half
an hour?'

'‘Now? Tonight?



Cathy laughed, a cracked little sound with no hunaiwall in it. Yes. I'm
afraid it's important.’

‘Very well, then.'

Now why on earth had she agreed? The last persoe\@r wanted to see
was Cathy Durrant!

And what did Cathy Durrant have to say to her tiesded to be said at ten
o'clock at night?

No answer came to her, except a pessimistic caamithat it was bound to
be unpleasant. When the doorbell sounded it tddkealwillpower to open
it to a rather defiant Cathy with sharp blue eyesl anly a slight
nervousness in her movements to reveal that betteatilossy facade she
wasn't nearly as self- assured as she seemed to be.

And in spite of Melly's efforts with make-up Catlsaid after one
all-encompassing look, 'You've been crying!

It sounded like an accusation. Hastily Melly reedn'A headache. | get
them sometimes,' as she tried to hide her edginess.

'‘Doesn’'t everyone?' Cathy agreed gloomily beformerabering her
manners. 'Look, | know I'm—at least, there's somegth have to tell you,
and if you don't invite me in immediately and latle door behind me Il
probably flee, and believe me, I'll never come bagin, and that would be

a pity.'

She wasn't just tense; she was terrified. The wbeds surged out in an
agitated flood which left Melly even more bewildgréut she replied, 'I'm
sorry, come on in. Can | make you a cup of coffee?"

'‘No," Cathy said quietly. 'l think I'd better just down and tell all. You're
not going to like it, but will you please rememlieat—all this happened
when | was a very spoiled and idiotic eighteen-yadp"



'Yes, of course." By now Melly's nerves were steg@nd exposed. She
thought she knew what was coming and she did not tedisten. Mentally,
physically and emotionally exhausted, she felthasigh she had spent the
last weeks fighting for her life. Now, when she dee her strength most, she
was being worn down by Trent's unremitting pressGaghy's arrival was
almost like the last straw.

‘Just one thing," Cathy said, seating herself iararchair, 'do you mind very
much reining in the exclamations? | don't need asyto tell me how badly
I've behaved. Believe me, no one could feel wolsmuait than | do. I've
behaved like a—well, you'll see.’

Melly nodded, unable to make any sensible replysihe too sat down, an
uneasy little silence fell. Cathy was in no huopegin; she straightened the
skirt of her pretty yellow dress, arranging her ési@nd legs and feet as
carefully as if she was being photographed.

And then, when Melly thought she'd scream if thredidn't begin soon, she
transfixed Melly with those enormous eyes and askedgruff little voice,
‘Are you in love with Trent?'

Melly's mouth fell open. 'What?' she said faintly.

'l can see you are.' Cathy shifted uneasily. 'Mkhe's in love with you now,
but I've only just realised that he was in lovelwjibu when we married.’

‘Then why did he marry you?'

'‘Because |—and my grandfather—forced him to.' C&dlded her hands in
her lap and leaned back against the chair, cldengyes. 'l thought | was in
love with him," she went on in a hard little voidehad the most almighty
crush on him and | made a damned nuisance of mydelfvas very kind

about it. Then one night | told him | loved him amel was even kinder, he
said that I'd find someone nearer my age—he was-g@tije and sweet,
and | thought he was laughing at me."

Her eyes snapped open again and she stared at Nalprobably was. It
must have been funny. | mean, there was |, eigldedras innocent as—as a



kitten— pouring out these protestations of undyowg and passion, asking
him to marry me ..."

'l don't suppose Trent found it in the least ammSiMelly said gently.

'Well, perhaps not, but | was totally humiliatec ket me down as lightly as
possible, but believe it or not, that was the Begback I'd ever had. Up until
then everything had gone my way. My mother let mevtiat 1 liked, | was
as good as | wanted to be at school—I'm quiteligazit, you know, even
though my behaviour doesn't bear me out—and I'd dradboy-friend |
wanted. When Trent said no, and | could see thatdent it, | was utterly,
totally furious.'

In spite of the younger girl's warning, Melly made soft noise of
comprehension.

'Yes,' Cathy said grimly, 'you can see what's cgmean't you? | went home
and | concocted a scheme. | told you | was cleserPeter and Trent were
in some business deal together; | overheard mydfa#rer arranging to
pick him up one morning. When Sir Peter arrived dswhere, clad
only—only in my nightdress. | threw an awful sceh&ld my grandfather
that he'd— that we'd—well, you know. | said thddved Trent and | was
going to marry him.'

'l see,' Melly said painfully.

'Yes. Trent denied it, of course, but | insistetleit my grandfather made
him marry me.' Here she hesitated, biting her'lligon't exactly know how

he managed it, but he blackmailed Trent. It wasetbimg to do with Trent's

firm. A long time later my grandmother told me tHaent refused, even
when Grandfather said he'd bankrupt him, but adnTs workers would

have lost their jobs, and that was what brought driound.’

Melly was sure that she had her expression weleuedntrol, but Cathy
said fiercely, 'You can't despise me more thandaaly do, believe me. And
| didn'tknow, | promise you, that he was in love with you.

'Would it have made any difference?’



'Yes,' Cathy said simply.

Another silence while Melly tried to find a centsmme coherent chain of
reasoning amidst the confused clamour of her thisugh

'So we were married," Cathy continued in a de#ld libice. 'l was sure that
I'd be able to make him fall in love with me, bt mever even touched me.
Oh, I— tried. I did my best to seduce him, | treaeery trick I'd read about

and some | invented, but he just wasn't interes&te laughed, a harsh
sound without humour. 'He was polite—freezinglyifgs+he never shouted

or argued, he just shut me out completely. I'veenéeen so unhappy in my
life. | realised what I'd done and that for oncennlife | wasn't going to get

what | wanted. When he looked at me his eyes nexem saw me.'

She jumped to her feet and walked across to thelommn standing for a
second against the darkness outside. She lookéauetntg, a fairy princess
with her silky auburn hair about her shoulders #redslender, tantalising
excitement of her figure. Melly swallowed hard, egipating once more the
strength of Trent's will. Whatever he thought oftlyait must have been
almost impossible at times for him to ignore heet,Xesirable as she was,
he had not touched her. Because he loved Mellyigpllorth, who was not
worthy of him. Sudden stinging tears closed Mekyslids. She swallowed
again, and when she could see once more Cathyac#siithe chair.

'l know why, now," Cathy said. 'When he looked athme only ever saw you,
of course. When my grandfather died and left Trantontrol of the
business | was over my infatuation, but | was hiilit and angry, so | went
to live with my grandmother. | hoped he'd comerafte.' She smiled wryly.
'l wanted to turn him down, you see.’

And Melly did see. Compassion overcame the bittgyea which had held
her still.

'l was so young,' Cathy went on, staring at het: filot that it's any excuse,
but it's the only one | can give. | told my grandhey what had happened
and she was horrified. She liked Trent, she stiisd—did— and he—he was
so good to her after my grandfather's death, wleewds working himself

into the grave consolidating his position. He wentseeing her right up



until..." Her voice trailed away for a moment, tls#r@ crossed one knee over
the other, almost wriggling in the depths of thg bhair, her expression
softened and saddened now.

‘After we'd lived apart for two years, he wantedivarce. | told him I'd not

fight him provided he didn't ever tell anyone whatl happened—what I'd
done.' Her lovely mouth twisted into an ugly lifigy then | was past being
angry with him. I'd grown to like him— almost like brother. When |

thought of what I'd done | was ashamed and emlssda8ut | was—I was
still childish enough to want people to believetthaas the one who'd got
sick of him. | didn't realise that everyone thoulgbd just married me to get
his hands on my grandfather's estate, how could 1?'

'l should have thought," said Melly drily, 'that was a fairly logical
assumption to make.'

if you didn't know Trent, yes.' Cathy stared at\Wweéh something very close
to hostility, and Melly bit her lip in shame.

'No one ever dared say it to me,' Cathy resumeentisn't like that. | only
lived in the same house with him for a short tilmat, even | know that he
had the kind of integrity you bruise yourself on.'

'What made you come here tonight?'

Cathy gave a nervous little laugh. The defiance ek, sparkling angrily
in the blue depths of her eyes. 'l noticed you ttoge at that stupid
party—I'd thought when | saw you in the lift togettthat something was
going on, but | hadn't—1 didn't want to think ab@utTrent hasn't been
himself lately. He's been—oh, bleak, distant, &i§ hurting. So | watched
you at that party. Trent doesn't reveal much, pety poker- faced, but
once he—he looked at you as if you were his oneehafpgetting into
heaven. And you were angry with hijjj. | thoughtuyoust have had a
guarrel, but one of my friends asked me if it madejealous that Trent had
taken up with you again.’

'She doesn't sound much like a friend.'



Cathy's shoulders moved uneasily. 'Well, | doripgise she is, really, but
she's good fun when she's not being malicious. Ayyw doesn't matter.
After she'd said that | remembered other hintssortlof snide remarks I'd
heard, and | asked around a bit, and then reallssdall those years ago
while I'd been developing this schoolgirl crushhim he'd been in love with
you. And that made me feel a lot better, becauatfwas so it's no wonder
that he didn't want me, is it?"

She sounded so naively pleased with this that Medlg torn between bitter
laughter and a cold anger at the results of a paats, spoilt girl's unbridled
determination to have her own way. After a shougle the anger won.

‘Three years!" she said explosively, wrenching éiets her feet to stride
back and forth. 'You've wasted three years of imes!’

Cathy shrank back. 'l know,' she said in a voit#la above a whisper. 'I'm
sorry, truly I am, it's the only reason | came ¢é@ you—none of it's been
much fun for me, | can assure you.'

Melly's momentary flare of anger died. 'No, | knond | am grateful,’ she
said, suddenly exhausted.

'l had to come,' Cathy told her, sincerity ringindher tones. 'l know Trent
well enough to realise that he'd never tell youttitzal happened. He doesn't
break promises. I—I want him to be happy.' Teaswed her eyes. 'I've
been so wretched," she confided. 'But | don't tiishkhave come if | hadn't
realised that Trent was wretched too. And you haexactly been brilliant
with joie de vivre have you? | want you to be happy too.'

Now that it was over she got to her feet eageraoth. Slowly Melly
followed her to the door, feeling as though shelbeeh battered with rocks.
She should be joyous, but as yet there was no ri@e a cautious
lightening of the pain which had been hers foroswlit was like an essential
part of her personality.

‘Thank you for coming,' she said a little shortDathy looked down at her
fingers, twisted a pretty turquoise ring, then mdelly's eyes with a slight
belligerence.



'l don't suppose you mean that," she said shrewdiyst seem shallow and
selfish and self-centred to you. | know I've belthes if | am. But | am

trying to improve. I'm truly sorry for what | didl.deserved to be unhappy,
but you and Trent don't—didn't. My grandmother useday that that's
usually what happens when you go all out for youn @nds and don't care
about others. Please--' she put out a slender, graahittle hand, ‘please,
Melly, be happy.’

Melly took her hand and said something which mastehmade sense.

'l was going to tell Trent that he could tell yoregything,' said Cathy as she
went out of the door, 'but | could see that youdegeto hear it from me. You
might have thought he was making it up. You'resbd who needs to be
convinced, aren't you?'

Melly nodded her head without realising what she wagreeing to, closed
the door behind her surprising guest and walkeavlgldack into the
sitting-room. Somehow Cathy's parting words hurt.

Did she need to be convinced? If Trent had tolditwarld she have believed
him? Probably not; her trust in him had been shadtso badly that only
Cathy's story could have persuaded her.

She stood by the window staring unseeingly out itite light-dotted
darkness, her fingers writhing together in involugitmovement while she
wrestled with the question which had suddenly bexaoritically important
to her. And slowly she realised that she would reseepted anything Trent
said. For one very simple reason. She had nevéy tealieved the ugly
rumours which had surrounded him.

Never. Always, without consciously realising iteshad been sure that the
reason for his actions was one which did him cr@diat was why she still
loved him; that was why she had never stoppedewenh when it seemed
that there was no hope.

Her teeth gnawed at her lip as she wondered now stteashould do.



Her knees felt wobbly, so weak that she sat ratheredly in the nearest
chair and began to marshal her options. Cathy &iadisat he still loved her,
that he'd never stopped loving her. Ordinarily sloeild have considered
Cathy too self-centred to trust her opinion, bug thme Melly was inclined

to believe her. Because she wanted to, quite datsghgr

'What can | do?' she asked the still room desmyrirEverything had been
so simple while she thought she despised him. Aljhcshe had been torn in
two between her love and her principles she hddast been clear in her
mind as to what she should do. But now . . .

Slowly the traffic noise faded. One of the sheeptlmn hill conducted a
short, plaintive conversation with its lamb; lorfteait had ended Melly still
sat motionless, her eyes fixed blankly on a pddrty pleasant still-life
while she tried to work out what action she shdale. This time she must
make the first move, for only in surrendering woslte be able to satisfy
Trent of her love.

And even then, she thought gravely, he would haeeyereason to distrust
its strength. He had asked for her trust and skentnacked him; now she
would have to prove it by a lifetime of loving.

Still with no plan in her head, she went to bedaat and slept heavily,
waking up early to a day of brilliant sunshine. Bexeral minutes she lay
staring at a sky the colour of a Madonna's robepdand tender and'
glowing. The night had allowed her emotions tolseihd she felt like the
day, vivid, opening to every sensation and evettt wilover's embrace.

A deep upwelling of delight suffused her whole lgeso that when she
leaped out of the bed and caught her own eye innthheor she was

astounded at the difference. Gone was the sewehiyh she had assumed
to be her normal aspect, the result of her tooukngeatures. Her eyes
gleamed like black gems and her skin was flushexplglepink over her

cheekbones, all traces of sallowness fled. Buptkatest difference was in
her mouth. No longer firmly compressed, it tilted tae corners in a

trembling, irresistible smile.



After washing her face and cleaning her teeth ske dut shorts and a
T-shirt, then stood, hands stilled. A slow glimmef humour and
anticipation lit up the depths of her eyes. Shéaegdl the clothes, taking out
instead a bikini, scarlet and skimpy as the onehstiteworn that day at the
Homings'. In what she had later stigmatised as@memb of complete lunacy
she had, the week after that day, seen this orikeirwindow of a very
exclusive and expensive little boutique, and boughtvhen she had got
home she had promptly stuffed it, and the covewbjh she had allowed
the saleswoman to coax her into buying too, int ltbttom shelf of her
wardrobe. And forgotten them.

'Yes, | know it looks like a man's shirt,’ the saleman had said. 'My dear,
there's nothing more sexy than a woman in manthedo Roll up the

sleeves—no, loosely, carelessly—yes, that's it. No@k at yourself. Those
lovely long legs, and the hint of scarlet through fine cotton—my dear,

you'll have every man in sight extremely interested

Now, as Melly stared at herself, she thanked thehawn woman. Through
the thin white cotton the scarlet strips of theituilgleamed with subtle
attraction. Smiling, she slipped leather thongsetka&ct colour of the bikini
on to her feet and picked up the telephone.

It took a little persuasion to coax the caretakév using his master key on
Trent's front door, and she had to lie to do ifplaking that today was
Trent's birthday and she had a surprise for him.

'Well, | don't know,' he said doubtfully. "You wain't get me into trouble,
Miss Hollingworth, would you? Mr Addison's prettgdn on his privacy,
you know.'

'l promise you, there'll be no trouble for you.'
Helped by the fact that he had seen them togethamnd-probably by the
gossip which was just as flourishing in The Towess it was at her

workplace— Melly finally managed to convince him.

'l meet you outside his door," she said, trytogrein in the relief and
excitement in her voice.



He grumbled a bit, and was still uneasy when shehine outside Trent's
door, but after a quick survey of her laughing,wgftg countenance he
relaxed and opened the door for her, contentingéiimvith saying, 'l hope
| don't lose my job over this.'

'l promise you you won't,” she returned, and hargrd and left, clearly
convinced that Trent's birthday present was nahensmall bag she was
carrying.

Anticipation beat high in her throat, fizzed likeaenpagne bubbles through
her blood. Moving very quietly she slipped throdgknt's apartment, made
a quick, silent detour to the guest bathroom, thetked purposefully
through the sitting room out on to the terrace.

The shrubs and trees were still heavy with dew hilnge scarlet amaryllis
like blazing torches in the sun.

For long moments Melly stood, eyes caught by tlesvyithe long arms of
the harbour glittering silver, the fresh joyous tfoof the day, the laughter
of the sun over the city and the parks and the Bean the satyr' with his
cynical, worldly gaze seemed young again.

Then she pulled the shirt over her head, slid &et free of the thongs and
dived into the pool.

The water was a shock to her system, but afterrakelengths she had
warmed up and was striking out fiercely, using best crawl stroke,
swimming away the cold voice in her brain that kieping to tell her that
she was a fool.

So determined was she to pay no attention to ttttie hand around her
ankle came as an unpleasant and startling surf@figegulped a mouthful of
water and sank, choking and coughing as she wdsdapright against
Trent's lean chest, her eyes streaming.

'Oh, you beast!" she gasped, pushing ineffectagfinst him.



His chuckle reverberated against the palms of hadé. Shyly she pushed
her hair out of her eyes and looked up into hie fate was laughing, but the
grey eyes were very warm and tender.

Water cascaded from the dark, muscular breadtlsafhoulders, glittered,
then dried on his distinctive features. He lookedragnificent that Melly's
mouth dried and she had to stand there looking tuim in silent
supplication.

'Is that a nice way to greet your lover?' he adigitly as his hands slid
across her back.

'You're not--'

"You've come to me. That makes you mine. My lowgy,wife, my darling,
my own . .." His proud head blocked the sun asnosith covered hers.
Without thought, wanting only to make up for theipgears, she opened her
lips beneath his in mute invitation.

An invitation Trent was not slow in accepting. Saetexpected a hard and
hungry passion, prepared for it and would have arakd it, for he was hers
and she loved him, and she knew that his love édohlad become tinted by
anger and frustration. But as his mouth touched slee realised that he was
being gentle with her, revealing more than any wdrow tenderly he loved
her.

The only indication of the strength of his emotiomas the arms which
bound her so tightly that it took her a minute @t® appreciate that he had
not bothered to put a swimsuit on. A sensuous littlrill activated her
nerve-ends. She pressed herself eagerly againshbimmouth curving into
a smile beneath his.

"You're shivering,' he said vaguely.

'Mmm." But when he went to put her away from hine sfound her arms
tightly around his waist and refused to let go.



A long time later he said on a note of laughter paskion, '‘Making love al
fresco has its moments, but you're starting to ligela frog, all cold and
clammy. Come in and I'll make you some breakfast.'

Breakfast was not exactly what Melly had in mindt bhe let him go and
allowed herself to be hauled out of the pool. Bigtéad of releasing her
Trent began to kiss her again. The bronze nympledrbienignly on them;

even the satyr seemed to have lost a little ofhlaisitual cynicism as he
watched the long fierce kisses, desperate withngérutoo long denied.

'Oh God," Trent muttered against her mouth, thep desce rough with
emotion, 'Melly, my darling girl, | love you so muthat I'm unhinged with
wanting. Can we get married as soon as possibtathittakes three days to
get a licence . . . Do you want to be married atPLeiri? Jennet has
everything organised. All she needs is a defirdied

"You have been busy!" But she wasn't annoyed;atherthought she would
never be annoyed again.

Glints of mockery and desire heated the ice-gregseyYes. I've done
everything properly. | asked your brother for yband when he was down.’

'Rafe?' Melly was awed. 'The rotten beast! He nea&t a word!

Trent grinned, enormously pleased with himsetisked him not to. He was
a bit stiff at first, but he unbent. | rather gbetidea that he'd been the
recipient of occasional confidences from you.'

'He had,' she said in a voice whose grimness wadlytdelied by the
sensuous tracking of her fingers through the wetdtahe nape of his neck,
it's beginning to sound rather like a conspiracy!

'Only a little one.’

She laughed and lifted her face to bite the lobki®kar, very gently, very
swiftly. 'You don't have to wait for a wedding,esWwhispered into it. 'When
| came in | put my toothbrush and a few essentials your second
bathroom. It's a wonder you didn't hear me.’



He said absently, 'That's probably what woke meTunen, as she traced the
line of his ear with the tip of her tongue, he astem hand beneath her chin
and said, 'No!

But he met the bemused passion in her expressitnaagroan. As if she
made it impossible for him to keep any sort of conhis mouth crushed
hers beneath it and he undid the ties of her bima pulled her free of the
scarlet scraps of material and picked her up.

Not to the bedroom—he stopped just inside the lgleges doors and laid her
on the carpet and gently, tenderly, possessed Himagain of all that he
desired, his broken love words heating her bloa&lhands worshipping the
lines and planes and curves of her body until Bssien matched his. Then,
aflame with a kind of sensual magic, she pulled initm her and a white heat
of erotic sensation joined them.

Afterwards, a lifetime afterwards, she told himfullg” i feel as though I've
run a marathon. You don't know your own strength.’

Trent smiled, that slashing feral smile that spdrkewild response deep
within her. 'Oh, I know it," he said, it's your oviault you get bruised. You
shouldn't be so desirable that I lose all control.'

' don't mind," Melly said lightly, pouring coffeéato two large china mugs.
She was so attuned, so responsive that every wmgasion seemed
magnified. The sun flooded the kitchen in a warrdego glow, the coffee
smelled and tasted like nectar, the strawberrientThad hulled for her
breakfast were tangy and sharp and sweet. He eadnybghurt in the
fridge. He raised an eyebrow at her sudden snalshse kissed him and was
pulled down into his lap.

"You taste of grapefruit,’ she teased.
'You taste of heaven.’

She blushed. "You say such charming things!



'l mean them.' His strong, lean hand closed oves. H&/hat made you
decide to surrender, my love!'

'‘Cathy came to see me last night.’

This surprised him. For a moment the bleak hardnetssned to his face.
His hand tightened over hers as he said withoutession, 'l see. Given
time, | think she'll overcome that unfortunate upging of hers.’

'I'm sure she will. It took all her courage to see, but she said she thought
she had to. She said that she'd have releasedgmuybur promise not to
tell, only she knew | wouldn't believe you." Melljted troubled eyes.
Trent, | would have.’

'l know.'

She gave a small, ironic smile. 'l felt very smiadlat for ages in the dark and
went over the whole situation until | realised théihever really given up on
you. | just thought | had.’

'l know that,' he said comfortingly. 'When we methe lift that day it was
like being kicked in the stomach, but | knew imnagely that you still loved
me.’

'How?' she asked. 'You were—rather horrible, awddn't in the least nice
to you.'

'‘Because you are my other half," he said calmkgltlyour response as if it
was mine. Pain, anger, contempt—and beneath ieat gurge of joy and
relief. Just as | felt.’

'l see.' The words came slowly, underlined with dem'So you--'

'l knew | was going to pursue you until | had yolere you belong.'

'In your bed?'



The grey eyes glinted with laughter and desire hewthook his head, 'In my
heart, the centre point of my life.’

'l didn't really believe the rumours, but I told se¥f | did.'

' know. You used them as a shield, hiding yoursetind it in case you got
hurt again.’

He removed the hand which had been so warm aroersdamd drank some
of his coffee, setting the cup down to continueh@W Cathy pulled her trick
| could have killed her. She was a spoilt, totaglf- centred brat, and |
refused to give in to that very unsubtle blackm&it. Peter, the old deuvil,
was besotted by her, he thought she could do noagvide saw me as a
brutal betrayer.’

"You don't have to tell me," Melly said quietly.
‘Just this once, then we'll not think of it again.’

The black brows drew together and he frowned, gtared into his coffee
mug. 'Unfortunately, he had the power to make mevidat he wanted to.’'
Almost imploringly he looked up at her. 'Melissa,tlaat time I'd put my

future and almost every cent I'd had into the bessn Sir Peter controlled
the only supplier of the disc storage unit we uddd.had the power to
withhold supplies. If it had been just me he theaat I'd have told him to go
to hell; I'm not good blackmail material. But ifl lone that, I'd have had to
spend an immense amount of money | didn't havetquiuy alternative

supplies and at least half of the work force wdwdgte had to be laid off. |

couldn't do it. Those people needed their jobd-Sgave in.’'

"You were right,’ she said softly. 'Of course yoeravright. Knowing you,
there was nothing else you could do.’'

'Power has obligations,” Trent said drily, 'andpoesibilities. | had to

surrender, although it nearly killed me to see €atbmug little face and Sir
Peter's satisfaction. But the worst thing was tater | wrote to you. |

wanted to make you hate me so that you'd get oeemore quickly.’



'Fat hope,’ she said under her breath.
'Did it hurt?'
She gave him a wry smile. 'Yes, it hurt.'

The harsh lines of his face tightened. 'Yes, weligdn't get married in a very
good mood and | wasn't inclined to be easy on Cdthgrobably would

have been less stressful for both of us if I'dte@aher as a conniving,
deceitful little cheat—but hell, she was only aiffgxhoolgirl. She had no
idea of what she'd done. She was still living imoanantic dream." He
paused. 'Not for long, though. With the best willthe world | couldn't do
more than to be polite to her. | told you the truthen | said I'd never
touched her.’

'‘And | believed you,' said Melly, adding guiltily tried to, convince myself
that you'd left her alone because the rumours weeg you'd only married
her to get your hands on Durrants'. For a whilelght | believed it.'

Trent nodded and drained his coffee, setting thelback on the table and
turning it with his long fingers. 'You made thattgwbvious! Believe me, |
cursed myself for letting you get to me so hard thzad to try to justify
myself, even if it was in that small way.'

His fingers stilled, moved to clasp her hand. Hantehis cheek into her
breast in the age-old gesture of one who seeksarantfoth were silent,
recalling the incident and its aftermath.

'l wish | could say that | was sorry for taking yole said at last, his arm
tightening about her, 'but | must admit that | e every minute of it. I've
loved you for so long, been incomplete without yollehaved without any
restraint at all, but oh God, | needed that sureesd much! I'm sorry | was
so rough—I honestly thought you'd experimented wék before you came
back.'

'‘Are you sorry | hadn't?' she asked slyly, lowelweg cheek on to his hair so
that he wouldn't see the sweep of colour rise fr@emthroat.



She felt his cheek move against her breast as hedsnif | tell you that the
knowledge that I'm your first lover, your only layenakes me feel like
Alexander the Great, will you lecture me aboutdbeble standard?’

'l think you know about it already.'

'l do, | do, and my brain agrees that what's sémrcthe gander is definitely
sauce for the goose. I've never been hung up gmityr before, never cared
how many lovers any woman I'd wanted had had. Buty you're special.
When | think of you | revert right back to primiévMine, | think, and God
help anyone who tries to take her away from me¢nTdaughed softly,
scoffing at his own surprised atavism and ran sulely possessive hand
from her knee to the soft warm skin on the insitiees thigh.

'Don't!" she gasped, trying to escape from thoswbipg, too-knowing
fingers. She wore nothing beneath her shirt; iftsineed her head she could
see through the window the tiny scarlet heaps whiere the pieces of her
bikini.

'Do you want to fly up to Te Puriri?' Trent askedfting her on the floor
with a slap across her backside, if | ring Mangeye we could be up there
in an hour and half. Would you like to drop in oaf® and Jennet and tell
them to start preparing for a wedding in, say,renfght?’

'I'd love to!" she laughed. 'Mind you, Jen willlkis! So little time . ..'

'Am | rushing you?' he asked anxiously as he gdtisofeet. "Would you
rather wait and have a proper wedding with eigiddsmaids and all the
trimmings?’

'Don't be an idiot,’ she said with immense tendesnsliding her arms

around his waist. Her mouth turned into his thréafainst her lips she felt

the strong beat of his pulse. 'I've waited longug/io Years and years and
years and years. I'm afraid that if | don't maropyas quickly as possible
someone else will decide to blackmail you, or kjglgau, or--'



'Or nothing,' he interrupted. 'Nothing is ever gpto take you away from
me, nothing and nobody. | wouldn't have been ablotit last time if you
hadn't been half a world away.'

'‘And if you hadn't been so concerned about theareldf your employees,’
said Melly softly.

He shrugged as if disclaiming the praise, but stekthat it was that strong
protective streak in him that had led him into reaye. It was that same
instinct to protect which kept him looking aftert@anow, giving her the

support she needed while she tried to find sonextion for her life. There

would be occasions when Melly would wonder just whg had to put up
with Cathy's presence, but all jealousy was gohe.c®uld even admire the
girl. It had taken courage of a particularly griggrt to admit what she had
done, but she had done it, and done it, moreovidr,axcertain dignity.

'As for blackmail," Trent interrupted her thoughtssaying, 'you can forget
about it. | know you've always considered me talmrate, but with that
power you despise so much there comes a certaimuimityrto the sort of
shoddy tactics Cathy used. This time nothing is\gdo prevent me from
claiming you. | like this shirt, incidentally, espally the way you're
wearing it now.'

The sudden change of direction in the conversatade Melly gasp and
then laugh. When she told him what the saleswomahe boutique had
said he grinned, obviously agreeing. His hands ttiak weight of her
breasts, tormenting her with a thousand stimulatiegsure pangs.

'If that volcano," he said, apparently not reafisihat he was undoing the
buttons of the shirt, 'decided to burst into flamrgght now, we'd die
together, because I'm not letting you out of myasigtil | have you signed,
sealed and delivered.'

By now she was naked again and he was looking ddwhat his hands had
revealed. Melly stood, acquiescent, almost subressintil she lifted her
eyes and met the glittering possession of his.

‘Are you insatiable?' she asked huskily.



'Seem to be. Let's find out, shall we?"
Te Puriri?'

He chuckled deep in his throat. 'Oh, to hell withWe'll ring them up later.
How would you like to live in sin for a few daystiinve come up for air?’

'l thought | was," she said reproachfully. 'Livimgsin, | mean, not coming
up for air. | told you | brought my toothbrush. Thaas as good as a
declaration.’

'l do love you.' He kissed her, then lifted hisdh&astare down into the rapt,
bemused face framed by his hands. Slowly the flantgs eyes died. He
gave a sudden impeded groan and hauled her fieagaiynst him, burying
his face in her curls, holding her in a grip sodhiduat it hurt.

'Darling," he muttered, 'oh, darling, it's beer!nManting you,needingyou
so badly, and all the time knowing I'd made youvehak. | felt sorry for
Cathy, she was bitterly unhappy, but | couldn'triiba sight of her. Every
time | looked at her | thought, because of you,is&al hates me, and it took
all of my self- control not to hit her across heetpy, pampered little face. |
hated her. | didn't dare lose control in caseléd#iher.’

'Oh, Trent! You had the worst of it, my darling.’

He shrugged and the bitter savagery in his expmessided. 'She didn't
enjoy life much either. When she came to her sesiseslid what she could
to mend things. She told Sir Peter what she'd done.

'‘Good." Melly was rarely vindictive, but her voisgas fierce as she
continued, 'l hope it made him feel like a swinkyihg God ...'

'She was the light of his old age, but the old lddidn't really think much of
women. He treated them like toys, even Cathy. He seary he'd listened to
her, but he thought | should just make the bedt bie told me she'd make a
good wife. All she needed, he said, was a touchestick now and then to
bring her to heel.’



Melly stiffened, horrified. That cynical note shatéd had made its
appearance in his voice and she was repelled aydtby Sir Peter's outlook
on marriage.

'I'm glad you didn't agree,’ she said in muted$one

Trent laughed and the lonely cynicism died as bkdd down into her face,
his gaze fixing on the soft, ardent curve of heutho'He was quite without
scruples, the old tyrant. He thought mine were akmess. Not that he was
averse to making use of them.’

'What do you mean?' queried Melly.

A million nerves in her body shivered into deligig his hands began to
stroke a sensuous path down her spine.

'He asked me to look after her. That's why | seesbeften.'

'It must have been difficult for you, after the aegtion." She was rather
pleased at how objective her voice sounded.

'Oh, it was.' His hands measured her waist, lirdjexer the satin skin above
with loving persistence. 'But | welcomed it. | knéwad to wait two years
before | could divorce her. Coping with Sir Petegisipire gave me
something to fill the time with.’

"You—didn't know I'd come back," she said, shaken.

'‘No?'

'No.' The black curls trembled as she lifted her facecen his. 'What if I'd
married over there?"

Trent grinned, that fierce, predatory pirate's giihen I'd have seduced you
away from your husband.’

'‘And you've just told me you have scruples!" Sheb lier shock with the
rallying statement, but she was oddly unsurprised.



'‘Not where you're concerned.' He made it sounddikew. 'You still don't

understand, do you? You and |l—we belong. I'd harakdn up your

marriage, even if you'd been happy, I'm ruthlessugh to do anything to
make you mine. If it had been twenty years befotad free I'd have come
after you. Why do you think | bought this placeknew Rafe owned an
apartment in it; | was making sure | had every ativge | might possibly
need. You've called me a pirate more than onceisb&lWhat you don't
seem to understand is that | am, and you are ragure.’

He laughed, a sound without humour, and his haraeethswiftly, fiercely,
to her hips.

'Mine," he emphasised, his eyes clear and blazing ietdfdte. 'Always
mine, from the moment | realised that | loved you.'

Melly slid her arms around his neck, offering hérsée him, her mind
suddenly clear. 'And you,' she said quietly, 'aneem

He laughed, swinging her around in the warm surshave and something
that surely was not relief relaxing the contoursisfface.

'‘Good," he said with immense satisfaction. 'Nows lget ready and go. I've
decided that I'll feel a lot more confident thaelreally got you at last when
we've told your family and made it official.’

'No living in sin?’

He laughed at the mock-disappointment of her exwas'No. We pirates
suffer from a deep-rooted insecurity that makegaug keen on outward and
visible chains—gold ones, like wedding rings andrmage lines. They
reassure us.'

She gave a choked little laugh. 'Pirates alwayst i@ntangible treasure,
didn't they? | don't believe you, Trent. If you wdike that you'd have made
the best of Cathy and forgotten all about me."

'l suppose so.' He let her go and watched as dteglplie shirt on and began
to button it up. 'Well, | couldn't. Perhaps I'm natur average buccaneer



after all. All I know is that I've never been s@b# in my life since | saw
you walking across the lobby towards the lift. Elanthen that without you
my life just wasn't worth the effort.'

Her fingers faltered, then stopped, it's—frightgninsn't it?' she said
soberly, watching him with something like trepidati

The predatory buccaneer's face lit up with antiojpa 'Frightening?’ he
scorned. 'No, my darling, it's the most excitingq¢hin the whole world!

You and me, girl, that's it. That's the greatestlgia we'll ever face, and we
face it knowing we're going to win! What could bema exciting than that?'

And she believed him, walking by his side into tHeture with all of his
fierce confidence to guide them.



