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Just for thought

She'd fallen into his plans like the naive fool shas--allowing him to
charm her totally and to use the bewildering respaof her body against
her.

Behind his devastating facade was a ruthless bssmim@n--a man
determined to steal her home and her livelihoodhi@ north of New
Zealand.

That had been seven years ago. Now, face-to-face again with Guy
Lorimer, Mike couldn't run from the dark spell ttsdtll drew her to him.
And she knew the only way to break free was to gineto her
desires--totally, recklessly--and let the piecds fa



CHAPTER ONE

StublousLy not looking at the tallest man in the group, M&keristopher
asked, 'Are you all going to Far Winds Hotel?'

There was a chorus of affirmatives in a varietyasiguages. The tall man
with the handsome face and proud bearing didn'temévsharp stab of
foreboding emphasised the odd awareness that lgpkedrher when she
had noticed that she was the object of his intenterving regard. In a®
brusque voice Mike said, 'OK, let's go, then.’

Bending, she picked up a carton of groceries aaddd it on to the little
ferry. As usual, most of the passengers beganyastioist their packs and
cases on to th€elesteMike's height of five feet two gave people the mgo
idea. Although she looked fragile, hard work andrsghad given her
muscles instead of smooth slenderness, so shetwasg £nough to deal
with most luggage that came her way. Not that shex got much of a
chance; men seemed to find it unbearable to wagchhbave boxes and
cartons around.

Macho protectiveness, she thought, reaching outrtds\vthe last, obviously
expensive suitcase. Men also tended to look slighileways when they
were ferried by a woman around the Bay of Islam@dching surreptitiously
until they were sure she could handle the craft.

Tll do it." A lean hand took the case from heagp.

Looking up, Mike relinquished it with a smile thadrely made it past the
first instinctive curve of her mouth. The deep w@nd crisp, educated
accent belonged to the man who had watched witHéumeyes beneath dark
winged brows when she had run down the wharf.

Something about that narrowed scrutiny pulled Miksgkin taut in an
age-old response to danger. Which was stupid, lsecahat danger could
he be to her?

If he wanted a holiday romance he would have td firmamong the other,
mainly youthful guests at Far Winds. Judging by #eger sideways



appraisals he was getting from the three womemengtroup, he wouldn't
have to look far.

Mike was not in the market.
'Some men,' her mother had warned, 'see the stafi added extra.'
Men like your father.

A few uncomfortable experiences during the next twdhree years had
reinforced her mother's cynical statement, so sldedeveloped, and always
been careful to maintain, a pleasant yet impersiooat when dealing with
the men who came to Far Winds.

Not, she thought wryly as she flipped the ropdlwéfbollard and swung into
the wheel-house, that the tall, dark man lookeallausceptible. In spite of
his good looks, the word that sprang to mind whw Isoked at him was
‘tough'.

With the skill of long experience she eased théelfierry away from the

wharf. A puff of wind tousled her short black haending one curly strand
across pale silver-blue eyes. It had been hotagl] dnd in spite of the thin
material of her shirt she could feel sweat tricfldown her -backbone.

Still, that was summer in the north of New Zealaadd Mike was
accustomed to it. She had been born in the hospialv miles inland, had
lived in the Bay of Islands for the twenty yearsef life, and on Far Winds
Island for the last twelve. Linda Christopher haetthe housekeeper at the
hotel until she had died four years ago; Mike $itiiéd in the quarters she
had shared with her mother, a tiny cottage sepafeden the white beach by
a hedge of hibiscus bushes.

Turning the wheel a trifle so that she was on u® Russell, she
increased speed.

Almost immediately a man came up to the narrow deakside the
wheel-house door. Mike knew who he was without eseging his face. It
was as though the dark stranger with the sparekhi&es features could



reach her in unknown, esoteric ways, probing thinoiwg prison of flesh to
contact her directly, mind to mind. Even as sheffedoat her unusual
whimsy, a slow, breaking excitement swept through drying her mouth
and making her hands clench a moment on the wheel.

She slid an involuntary glance in his direction. s, she thought, trying
hard to be objective, more than the sum of hisspdm was saved from
bland handsomeness by a forceful assurance thatffsetuted warning

sirens all through her. Against the glittering bhfehe sea his profile was
strikingly resolute, from the high forehead dowe #traight nose to the
square angularity of his chin. In his mid-twentiég, was compellingly
attractive, and well aware of it.

She didn't have time to drag her eyes away befeterimed. Dark lashes as
long and thick as a child's lifted as he returnedurvey with unhurried,
systematic thoroughness.

Hot with embarrassment and anger, Mike gave himti# smile.
Immediately she could have kicked herself, for dxaktit as an invitation.
Moving with a casual grace that didn't alter adlittie craft bucked its way
across the wake of a large cruiser going much &st fior the enclosed
waters of the Bay, he stepped into the wheel-hdds&new his way around
boats.

'Hello," he said, and smiled. It was like a flafewdnite heat, charming,
powerfully appreciative. And he understood its efffen women; he used
that smile like a weapon.

Mike's body sprang to life. Alarmed and bewildet®d her inability to
control her reactions, she managed a cool nodloHébu're not actually
supposed to come in here.’

'No?' His smile narrowed. 'Are you going to throw out?'

She couldn't stop the quick flick of her glancer &bhis height and breadth
he possessed a smooth athlete's poise, and whemahged position his
muscles flexed and coiled beneath bronzed skin smaoth, effortless
motion that promised strength to go with his size.



'No," she said after a taut second. 'Just don'tisufel hit anything.’
'l don't think my conversation's interesting enotmput you off that much.'

He was laughing at her, eyes blue as the sheem atdasword glinting
through his dark lashes.

Heat warmed Mike's olive skin, touched her cheekisowith a dusky,
evanescent glow. Hastily assuming the capablendihyeyet detached air
that served her so well in her dealings with thbligushe said, 'It doesn't
really matter. We're not a ferry for hire. Far Waridotel uses th€elesteo
take our guests around the Bay. That's why we'neggm Russell now; |
dropped off four people this morning to have a laogund.’

Yes, she sounded fully in control. But that prickfeawareness still raked
across her nerves. The brilliant golden and blgiat lithe glitter of the water
and the smooth, ipuscular shapes of the hillsy thginy slopes shaded by
darkly olive gullies, hit her with an almost phyaieampact.

Don't be an idiot, she scolded herself. You've dsarmdsome men before.
Turned them down, too, without a single regret. Y¢hso different about
this one?

Something set him apart from those others, somgtthat pierced the
barriers she had considered impregnable and hometb @ primitive,
receptive weakness deep inside her.

So, she decided edgily, she was attracted to hiell, W had to happen
sooner or later. She'd just have to make surelit'tdyet out of hand.

Assuming that he gave her any encouragement, whashunlikely. Men
like this one could have their pick of women. Arairething about him,
some aura of experience, of inherent knowledgen&dhher that he was no
innocent where the opposite sex was concerned.

She concentrated on guiding the ferry between we dmall islands off
Paihia, then headed towards Russell on its httle [peninsula, handling the



craft with an effortless skill that revealed jusivwhfamiliar she was with
boats. And all the time the dark stranger watchesd h

Mike pretended to be unaffected by his speculadiveey, but it sent off
more tiny explosions beneath her skin, at oncetiegcand upsetting.

She fixed her clear, pale blue gaze on the smal tihat took its burden of
history lightly. In spite of the holiday-makers flirsg along the waterfront
and the wharf, Russell had its own raffish charasiBally a working town,
it was characterised by an honest, sometimes shidrthyightness that
added depth to the transcendent beauty of itsgettnaking it somehow
more substantial than any of the more tinsellyistutestinations. Mike had
lived there until she was eight, and she loved it.

'‘Can we see Far Winds from here?"

‘Not yet,' she said, wondering why his textureccealid such strange things
to her stomach and legs. 'lt's around the end péRa Point.'

'Where's that?'

Mike indicated the point with its beach and clustEhouses. 'Over there.’
Turning the wheel a fraction to avoid a windsurvféio displayed even more
than was normal of that breed's famed insouciasice,concentrated on
manoeuvering her way through the returning pleabaets and yachts into
Korprareka Bay.

The daytime crush on the wharf had dissipatediHeianchorage was filling
fast with craft. It was almost dusk, and the sweesth that evening brought
was tinged with a glowing pink harbinger of the semn

The handsome stranger said, 'I'll do the ropes.

'No, it's all right," she said swiftly.

'I know how to.'



He looked as though there was very' little he dikimbw how to do, and do
well. Producing what she hoped to be a calm silike explained, 'l can't
let you, I'm afraid; it's against regulations. Doworry; I've done it a
thousand times.’

He said nothing, but she wondered at the way higtimbardened. Perhaps
he was the sort of unregenerate chauvinist who'tdigtieve women were
capable of anything beyond their traditional chanethe kitchen and house.

However, he didn't try to interfere. It took onlyfew minutes lo load the
four who waited for them, and then they were onceenon their way.

Far Winds was one of the closest islands to thenlarad so it didn't take
long to reach, even in ti@elestewhich was slow and prone to breakdowns
at the most awkward of moments.

Her finger-nails, short and still slightly grubbwere mute evidence of that.
That morning the engine had conked out just ashadebeen about to take
three divers out to Cape Brett, and she'd hadtta gart from Paihia out on
the water taxi before they could go.

Far Winds Hotel needed a big injection of caplvak the owner didn't seem
to be much concerned about the slow deterioratidheocomplex. A few
years before, when guests complained, he'd lowdhed tariffs, and
eventually, inevitably, they had lost their AA ramd, so that now, instead
of being the premier resort in the Bay of Islaries; Winds was little more
than a backpackers' lodge run with a skeleton.staff

And a proprietor who was drinking more than he $thou

Frowning, Mike turned the bow towards Tapeka. W&k Far Winds in a
moment,’ she said. The man beside her made hesdeshall, she thought
confusedly, trying to dampen down the unexpectezhndescence of
pleasure that swept through her body and turnetitaém to mush when he
smiled.

'Is that it?' he asked, nodding at the island whigs rapidly appearing
around the point.



His crisp voice with its unusual timbre, masculamsl forceful, reverberated
through Mike. Control tightened her vocal chordstch an extent that the
words came out in a flat monotone. 'Yes, that's it.

Those hard eyes scanned the island, keen and unagv&he hotel doesn't
look very big.’

Mike's shoulders moved defensively. 'It's not atilanodern resort. If that's
what you thought you were coming to, you're gombe disappointed.’

Brows lifting in silent surprise, he sent her angdal glance. Horrified by the
impulse that made her snap that sentence out, amtfuhtoo late that it was

her job to keep the guests happy, Mike went onritoee conciliatory tone,

'It's more of a lodge, really. Since the hotel &&l@i Bay burned down, Far
Winds is the only island with a hotel on it in tBay of Islands.’

‘A lodge? That's not what the brochure says.' bine twas idle. Without
taking his eyes off the rapidly approaching islamelasked, 'Has it changed
hands recently?’

Mike's expression settled into bleakness. She bad bfter Harry to change
the brochures, with a complete lack of success.

‘They're perfectly all right,” he said whenever ghaetested. "They're only
three years old. Nobody's complained, have they?"

'‘Not yet. And they're six years out of date, noe#t The brochures had
been printed when Far Winds had some pretensiobsing a resort.

Aloud, she said now, 'No, but we've changed with ¢thanges in tourist
patterns. Many of our visitors are far more intezdsn actually seeing the
Bay than lying about on the beach. They're yourdy @smopolitan, and
they like to be active. We do .fishing and absgilidiving and dolphin

watching, and at the right time of the year we gbto watch the humpback
whales on their trip back to the Antarctic.'

'Do you run all the activities yourself?'



‘Not all of them," she said neutrally. Very few,fatt. Once they had, but
Harry had been unable to keep up the maintenanite afecessary craft, so
they'd had to cut back. Firms in Paihia and Rus$salltaken up the slack.

It was a vicious spiral, but Harry just didn't seentare any more.

The waters in the channel had been whipped uptkligh the wind. Mike
concentrated on keeping the craft on an even* gedhat her passengers
weren't splashed by the occasional spray. Soméstewrere fussy about
getting wet.

The man beside her was once more scrutinisingsthed, those dark eyes
probing each hill and valley. No expression showedhe strongly etched
features. Mike's eyes drifted across wide shoujdensconsciously
registering the cut and quality of his clothes. El&ar him, she'd guarantee.
He'd be horribly out of place at the hotel; hisleés, his manner, his air, all
breathed of money and sophistication, a worldlinbas was not so much
based on experience as inborn.

This man knew exactly what he was doing, and witdfore he knew what
he was going to. So what was he doing here?

Clad in cotton trousers and a polo shirt, he washges a trifle
overdressed—almost everyone else on the boat wasngeshorts and a
skimpy T-shirt—but nobody would notice that. He vaasnan who stood
out, a man of potent, natural charisma, a man wpeaed the best the
world had to offer. Not the sort of man who enjoyglightly sleazy,
run-down hotels like Far Winds.

A chill of uneasiness shivered across her skin.eVliked an arm and
pointed ahead. 'You can see the wharf now.'

'Yes. Both those hills are part of the island,taey?’
'Yes. They look like separate islands, don't tH&ytthey're joined by a long

sand-spit. On the map Far Winds looks like a dumbwoth one end much
bigger than the other.’



"'The brochure said something about lagoons. Howyraeathere?"

‘Three. Two of them almost eat through the spie hites into a slice of
cheese.'

'‘Can you take a boat in?"

'Only a dinghy. They're far too shallow for anythielse, and the entrances
are dangerous and rocky. They're superb for sriotgednd swimming.'
Thank heavens they were almost there. As she euetigine she said
lamely, 'Well, this is it.'

He eyed the wharf. 'It doesn't look safe,” he contet
In a tone that was too sharp she retorted, 'lés lohecked and certified.’

His gaze roamed across her indignant face. A sardamle didn't soften his
hard mouth. 'Presumably by the proprietor's brotheras said lightly, but
she heard the cynicism behind it.

Held prisoner by those amazing eyes, Mike was dbhyexstrange sense of
recognition, as though she knew him—or had beetingaior him all her
life. In a voice that wobbled slightly, she saidp. Harry doesn't cheat.
Anyway, that's not the way things are done here. Wharf's safe.’

'Harry is the owner, | assume.’

'Yes. Harry Sinclair,' she said curtly. She toak@elesten, and by the time
she had tied her up she had regained a little oédmposure.

Scrambling up on to the wharf, she cast an exasggerdance towards the
hotel. Where the hell was Sean, porter and handyamangardener? He
should have been there to meet them, "but, as agseming more and more
frequently, there was no sign of him.

Still, the guests didn't seem to mind. They picupdheir gear from the boat
and dumped it on to the trolley, and then helpedihi the groceries.



Mike checked to make sure nothing was left on tbatbThat done, she
positioned herself behind the trolley and begampush. Reluctantly, the
slowly turning wheels screamed harshly on the mgstails.

Instantly an abrupt voice said, 'Here, I'll do thiatwas the dark stranger.

Muscles bunching beneath the knit fabric of histshe pushed. The trolley
eased away down the tracks, wailing in a partityléooth-juddering
fashion all the while. As soon as the other mehseé what he was doing
they went to help him, but the two women who exgeahglances didn't
look at them; their avid eyes lingered only ontéileNew Zealander.

To her horrified bewilderment, Mike was assailedabgang of protest so
acute that she thought it must glow like neon in faee. Schooling her
expression to a stony lack of interest, she walkétl the other women
along the splintery planks to the end of the wharf.

'Reception’s just up the path,' she said, 'in thiging behind the tamarisks.'

Oh, she'd tear a strip off Sean, except that wihenasked why he hadn't
turned up she'd probably discover that he'd beengdsomething else

equally necessary, like getting the generator ttkwisquipment was always
breaking down; there no longer seemed to be momewrfything but the

most essential maintenance.

However this group, with the possible exceptiomhef dark stranger, didn't
seem to be the complaining kind. All they wanted wacheap place to stay
while they explored the Bay of Islands. Chatteraigeerfully, everyone
unloaded their luggage and trooped up the pathryBue except one
person, who stood looking down at Mike with a ciobérest that made her
absurdly self-conscious.

'Do you need something?' she asked rather deslhyetatcing herself.

'How old are you?'



Mike's hackles bristled. She knew she looked youtige her twenty years,
but he had no right to be so patronising. 'I'mendugh to drive the ferry,’
she pointed out, not without relish.

The steely sheen in his eyes was echoed in higvdiou have a ticket, |
presume?"

'Of course." Arrogant swine. Most tourists wereapbnt enough, but there
were the occasional ones who liked to make lifé hel

'What's your position here?'

'‘General dogsbody,' she returned smartly and trlighfMike could do
almost anything at the hotel, and did, taking oween the cook had her
days off, cleaning rooms, waiting behind the baatthe tables, filling in
and making up accounts.

He looked consideringly at her, then the hard festvelaxed into that smile
that caused a strange softening in her gut. 'Myayame said, holding out his
hand, 'is Guy Lorimer. What's yours?'

'Mike Christopher." She accepted his handshake pvitfound reluctance.
His hand was firm and cool, and when he touchedittler sparks shot up
her arm and ignited deep in the pit of her stomach.

'How do you do?' His smile was a miracle, pure chadazy, amused, nearly
conspiratorial. 'How olére you?'

She gave him a wary look. 'Twenty. How old are ydis?eyes roamed her
face in a survey that was not exactly unpleasaaotermeasuring. He didn't
seem annoyed by her near insolence. "Twenty-six.'

Although he looked about that she would have guklse to be a lot older
than she was. He was certainly much more forcefdl self-assured. But
then almost anyone in the world was bound to beemsophisticated than a
woman who had spent her entire life in the Baysbdrids. Even in New
Zealand, a country not exactly noted for its cosofitgn urbanity,
Northland was a backwater.



For the first time in her life Mike wished that shas beautiful and worldly,
and had been to university, an ambition she'd leagettison when her
mother had died.

'Well, I'd better go and register, | suppose,'did.dHe picked up his suitcase
and overnight bag from the trolley and walked begidr up the path. She
had to give him credit for his composure. His espien didn't alter as they
walked up the uneven path towards the clusterddihgs.

The first part of the hotel guests saw were thénsalbhich Harry, years ago,
had decided would look appropriate decorated assgnats. Strings and
tatters of flax fibre still flapped forlornly arodrthe decrepit little structures.
Mike intended to get them painted this coming winéthough Harry had
been vaguely offhand when she had mentioned lt, S§te was determined.
If Harry wouldn't help she'd do it by herself.

Guy Lorimer's face gave nothing away, but Mike ledkhrough those blue
eyes and realised that even with the new coat ot plae hotel was more
than shabby and seedy; it was downright dilapiddtédoked incongruous,
almost sordid in this setting of exquisite beatitye blue sky beaming down
on it and the blue sea lapping at the white beatly succeeded in
emphasising the run-down state of the whole complex

Fighting to keep the chagrin from her tone, Mikedsd&eception is over
here.'

‘Thanks." Guy Lorimer spoke absently, still surmgythe buildings with
hooded eyes.

Mike wanted to yell, 'Look at me! I'm a woman!
Shocked and appalled, because never before hatlegmestung by that
imperative urge to assert her femininity, she bit lip and counted to ten.

Her swift, violent reaction to his patent lack ofarest frightened her.

In half an hour she was due to help set out theebdinner, but reluctantly
she waited until he had looked his fill. Guest®diko feel that they were



receiving personal attention, and staff who flouho# were not good for
the name of the hotel.

But when the silence became oppressive she agkedyou booked in?'
‘Yes.'

‘Then I'll see you around,' she said awkwardly.

'Oh, yes,' he said, smiling down at her, 'you'ttaialy see me around.’

Mike nodded abruptly and left him, heading straighther little house in its
tiny garden. The scent of the three big pines ¢verback fence mingled
with that of the manuka on the hillside to makeeafygne that was the
essence of summer—tangy, evocative, with a hiddettennote of salt.
Sniffing appreciatively, she let herself in. Sheal hast time to wash and
change.

But instead of haring into the bathroom she stawdaf moment looking
down at the photograph of her mother on her drgdsible.

They didn't look much alike; mother and daughterst the full mouth, and
pale blue-grey eyes, but Linda's had been set leetpale lashes and brows,
whereas Mike's were startling beneath thick blaskés. Linda Christopher
had been ethereally fair, with white skin and blerdir. Mike had her
father's Mediterranean colouring and mop of blagksg and in her his
stockiness was softened into curves by femininity.

Mike sighed. Her mother had had a wretched lifadgi, had told her the full
story not long before she died; it had been a hglibmance when her
mother was only eighteen, her father a couple afy/@lder. He had left
without looking back, and Linda had been too prtmuask for child support.
Until Mike was eight they had lived with her graatifer, but after his death
Linda had taken the only job she had been ablentbvhere a child was
welcome. Harry's wife had died a few months befarel he had needed a
housekeeper for the hotel, so they had moved avéhd island. To all
intents Linda had been happy.



'l wonder if you really were," Mike said to the rralpretty face that half
smiled out at her. Sighing soundlessly, she pupti@ograph back on the
dresser and went into the bathroom.

'l could eat a horse,’ she said half an hour E$eshe came in through the
kitchen door.

Nola, the cook, frowned/'Didn't you have any luagfain today?"

'No, I was too busy.' Mike peered into the saucepédid* the ferry as well
as the diving.'

'Make sure you get a decent meal, then. You'rengetbo thin.' Casually,
Nola sliced through a large tomato. 'A fabulous memistered at Reception
just as | was coming back. You must have seen hithe ferry.'

'Yes.' Mike grabbed a plate and began to help tierse

'Is he alone? | suppose not. Usually men like hawehan equally fabulous
woman with them.'

'‘Not this one, not unless he left her in Paihia.'
"'Then he's gay,' Nola decided.

'He's certainly handsome enough," Mike told herlisga little maliciously.
'He looked like a model, | thought.'

Nola grinned. 'He's probably the best-looking maa seen in my life, but
he did not look like a model, for heaven's sakeldo&ed—oh,someone,
know what | mean? | mean, models are pretty; ttas tooked powerful as
well. And definitely heterosexual! He'll make a fawarts flutter!

'l wonder what a man like that's doing at Far Wiiddike said, ladling
salad on to her plate. 'Let's face it; we don'eabppo the rich and powerful.
They like their creature comforts too much.’

Nola shrugged. 'Who knows? Perhaps he wants peaoguset.’



'Well, we've got plenty of that. But | bet he'll lom the first ferry out
tomorrow morning. He doesn't look the type to fiithere. One of the big
motels on the Paihia side would appeal to him nmaore.’

Later that evening, as Mike talked to the bandhéldig room off the bar that
was both hall and overflow restaurant, she lookedousee Guy Lorimer

walk past the door towards the bar. At dinner heaahe other side of the
room and Mike had kept her eyes averted; nevedbethe had noted the
two women who sat at his table, and their purpdsahsubtle pursuit.

That had hurt. No, it hadn't hurt, it had outraged For a searing moment
she'd felt as though she had some sort of claimmnas though he and she
had been linked by a primitive love spell and themen who flirted so
openly with him were intruders.

If they were, they were determined intruders. Thest him as he walked
into the bar, smiling, casting fascinated, far fraoof glances at him
through downswept lashes.

Mike indulged in a momentary daydream, seeing adrotvded floor, and

herself in something expensive and wildly flattgrisomething that made
her look four inches taller... This time insteadnafifference there would be
open appreciation in his brilliant eyes, and a smabuld curl that hard,

beautiful, uncompromising mouth.

Feelings that were unaccountably raw and scraempéred her voice. 'So
keep the volume down,' she said shortly, draggergrind back to the point
at issue.

'‘Ah, come on, Mike.' The band leader smiled winhjrag her.

' know, | know," she said, mock-sympathy drippthgough her voice, 'it'll

spoil the music, but how do you know that when geuer play at anything
under three hundred decibels? The wave of the dutaccording to our
overseas visitors, is softer music that they camedly hear, instead of a blur
of sound. Conservation, and all that. So give sémoeight to their poor

endangered eardrums. Tone it down, OK, John? Youeatayourselves go
sometimes, but not all the time.’



John, who for the purposes of his part-time caasdyand leader was known
as Jon, lifted his eyes to the heavens, but he Kretver than to protest
further, beyond warning, 'They won't like it.'

Heartlessly, she returned, 'It's up to yourtakethem like it.'

'‘God, you're a cruel woman.' He gazed into her ach@yes with soulful
intensity, then startled her by bending her over drim and kissing her.
Instantly the band erupted into catcalls and ag@amingled with a few
shouted suggestions for further activity.

So astonished that she was free by the time she opatier mind to resist,
Mike spluttered, 'What in the world was that for?'

‘Nothing disturbs you, does it?' Slowly shaking lnesd, John stepped back
and surveyed her with a mournful expression thé'tlgo with the laughter
in his eyes. 'You always were a hard little thibgssy and practical, with
your nose forever in a book even at school DoggnlWith that soft, lush
mouth. I've always wondered what it would be ligekiss you. And it was
nice. | liked it. But | can see that nothing workhaking happened to you.
I'm desolated. Shut up, you guys.' He sighed tloadly. ‘All right, we'll
play quietly, cross my heart. But mark my wordsk&Christopher, some
day some man is going to come along and he'llthad touch-me-not air a
definite challenge.’

Completely unaffected by this melodramatic prophédike pulled a face
and looked around. The room was now swept and dembwith strobe
lights and glitter balls. They weren't new, buttire pulsating, throbbing
world of the disco it was impossible to see that ¢élquipment was falling
apart. Of course, it could choose that night te gip the ghost completely...

Don't even think about it!

Firmly banishing this ever present fear from hemaniMike turned to check
the arrangements for food. A sudden wave of exi@ustaught her
completely by surprise. She yawned, and let hee gaft sideways into the
bar.



Guy Lorimer was surrounded by people, but he wakihy straight at

Mike. Her tentative smile was frozen by the deldterway he turned his
head away. He must have said something, for hsueage laughed. Mike
squashed the sour, elemental tug of jealousy antl@veher way, reflecting
savagely that it was completely unfair for a marhave enough natural
charisma to light New Zealand for a couple of daysl the face of a Greek
god, too.

Lord, she was tired. The last thing she wantedtavds dance, but it didn't
look as though Harry was going to turn up tonigiat,her fatigue and her
grey mood had to be ignored.

What was wrong with him? He had been like thisdarouple of months
now, and, although she had asked as delicatelq@asauld, he refused to
talk about it. Speculation had been rife, of counsest of the staff thought it
was the imminent prospect of bankruptcy that wasicg his moods, and
were trying to organise themselves new jobs, witlisinct lack of success
so far.

If this was so, then Mike was in trouble. She hadjnalifications, no home
and no relatives to help her out.

But it was useless to worry about her future justnShe caught a glimpse
of herself in a mirror and stopped to straightem whde boat neck of her
Chinese-blue dress and adjust the panels of asirig skirt. Her bare, satiny
legs and narrow feet had tanned warmly, setting bafth frock and
Chinese-blue sandals. Neither dress nor shoes mesve but they looked
good on her, deepening the colour of her eyes etheleming her skin from
sallowness.

'Oh, there you are, Mike.""'

She looked up sharply. Harry came ambling arouedctitner, a bear of a
man with a shaggy, greying beard and even shabgierAs he got closer
she realised that he hadn't been drinking, andfriggjhtened the strain on
her small face.

'‘Mike, have you seen a letter from England?’



'England? No, | don't think we've had a letter frengland recently.'
His bushy brows twitched together. 'It's aboutld#ase," he said.

Mike nodded, understanding. The island was owned igmily trust in
England.

'It's time to renew it,' he said fretfully, lookirmgound as though the letter
had been hidden near by. 'They want some enornmausaise, but | told
them that the present economic situation mean's thdiculous. After all,
inflation is practically zero now. There's no needp the rent.’

Mike nodded again.

'‘Well, it doesn't matter. Don't you go worrying abd; it'll turn up." A loud
burst of music brought his head around. He stardédeadoor as though it
had suddenly gone insane, then said heavily, '&h,Iys the dance tonight,
isn't it? Have fun.'

'l hope so0," she said, amazed that he didn't tedwdr dry tone.

He stood irresolute for a moment, then turned drainbled back towards
his flat. Frowning, Mike watched until he had digapred before heading
purposefully towards the restaurant.

Ten minutes later she went through to the courtgarthe back where the
pool sparkled an unnatural blue in the last raythefsun. People were still
swimming, but more were taking advantage of sunmarierig evening to
walk along the beach, most of them, she noted withamusement as she
straightened chairs and swiftly collected glaskasd in hand. Judging by
the laughter that drifted up from the sands, tHesemed imbued with that
particular carefree light-heartedness that marlatididuys.

Mike envied them. It was not a nasty, niggling ‘wingt me?' envy, but a
kind of cosmic yearning, a longing for the frespen joy of youth. When

her mother had died Mike's innocent conviction thatworld was hers, that
happiness was her birthright, had been shattefeslh&d discovered in the
cruellest possible way that life could be horribhfair.



Still, it was useless wallowing in self-pity; re@woty down, she picked up
another glass.

It turned out to be a good night. The guests hadecprepared to enjoy
themselves, and enjoy themselves they did. The baxlloud, but not
deafening, and showed a nice judgement of the clyvadternating frenetic
rock and boogie numbers with slower items, the siocel old-fashioned
maxina or veleta or three-step, but mostly waltmed foxtrots which even
the most self- conscious dancers were preparag.to t

The heat brought colour to Mike's cheeks, and sine dherself up to

dancing and a little light flirtation, using hemig lashes to good effect. By
now she was a past master at chatting to peoplitering them with her

interest without making herself seem available.

Periodically she glanced towards the door, embsedhsand irritated
because she was looking for Guy Lorimer. Which rdisulous, because a
casual country hop didn't seem his sort of thing.

Towards ten he came, tall and hard-edged, walkiriy an easy, alert gait
that brought a clear-cut image of some gracefthalepredator. With him
were two women, not quite so tall, and elegantbnde—the two Swedish
women who had been on tRelestahat afternoon.

Mike struggled to calm her suddenly turbulent reenst. It didn't matter a bit
to her—she-didn't even like the man, and certashly had no intention of
competing for his attention—but in spite of that heart was going haywire
and her skin was hot and sensitive.

The band struck up a waltz, and almost immediatleé/was whisked on to
the floor by a tall young American who seemed takht was a different
dance entirely. After a few badly timed steps hd &ahis lazy, cheerful
drawl, 'We're in trouble here.’

'No, it's easy.' Smiling, ever smiling, Mike gavenha rapid lesson, and by
the time the music stopped he was dancing like somé&om old Vienna,
spinning her in circles that came to a finish righkt to Guy Lorimer.



Mike's heart stopped. As though Mike's jagged amess communicated
itself to him his lashes flicked up, and for a moitnghe was held captive by
the blue glimmer of his gaze.

His half-puzzled look infuriated her. A devilish pmise stirred her into
sending him a sideways, taunting, glittery smilsias turned her back to go
off the floor.

Ten minutes later she couldn't see him in the rabrall. Good, she told
herself. The moment she had done it she had redrigtat smile. She wasn't
in the habit of being provocative.

She was laughing with the American, a glass of gegnice in her hand,
when they announced the next set. Rock and rglititme.

When Guy said from behind her, 'May | have thisag@ her pulses went
into overdrive.

Slowly she turned. He was smiling, and that smide wure challenge.

It was answered by something rash and wild thatrgpto life within Mike.
Meeting the blue gauntlet of his gaze, alert andsad and vital, she felt an
answering challenge expand to fill her with a vie@lrage.

'Yes, of course,’ she said, draining her orangejui

His glance lingered on the sheen of juice on hautindJneasily, she licked
it off, and saw with surprise his eyes narrow aosdc His smile altered,
became imbued with a quality she didn't understand, he held out his
hand.

After a smile and a few laughing words to the Arcan, Mike obeyed the
command. Streaks of sensation, sharp and intorg,atan up her arm.
Hastily repressing her instinctive desire to rué skin, she went with Guy
out on to the floor.

He took her into his arms, smiling down at her, thi§ lithe body moving
with the assurance that came from complete condielen



'How are you enjoying your stay so far?' she askteén the silence
threatened to stretch too long.

His shoulders lifted slightly. 'It's—interesting.’

Mike was proud of her composure. She smiled. 'Gdi;s good; I'm glad.’
Her voice had just the right sort of tone, the itajk to-tourists pitch that
surely hid the erratic thunder of her heart. Dagaiith him was having the
most alarming effect on her, and she didn't know tedeal with it.

Guy said, 'The island is beautiful. How many beadre there on it?'

'Seven. One for each day of the week," Mike told.HEach one's named
after a day.'

'By someone with a sense of humour. Can you gitetm all?’

'Oh, yes, there are tracks.'

'Why don't you show me one tomorrow?"

She didn't believe she'd heard him correctly, after & stunned pause
replied, 'I'm sorry, but | can't; I'm working alhg They're well signposted,
though.'

'Some other time, perhaps.' He didn't sound aggtihbie really wanted her
to go with him; his voice was conventionally disapyped, but she discerned
indifference beneath it. 'How long have you beeawinly ferries?"

‘A couple of years.'

Something gleamed in the blue depths of his eyd¢bought you were a

schoolgirl when | saw you run down the wharf athigawith that carton in
your arms.’



So that was why he had watched her so intentlylgalve him a glossy smile
and said brightly, 'l stopped growing when | wasrfeen. It was a definite
blow to my ego, believe me.'

'‘Good things come in small packages, my father tsedy.'

Mike said sweetly, 'Yes, I've been told that, tib's.always sounded utterly
patronising.’

Laughing, he whirled her into a pirouette thatdedily into the classic rock
and roll steps. Mike had been taught by Harry, wlag an expert, so she
followed without even thinking about it. Whoever \Ghad learned from

was equally adept; he danced with skill and a nagrgy that surprised her.

Fairly soon the other dancers made a space for tmeinstood around
clapping in time to the music. Mike was not vairt bbhe knew she could
dance well, and it was a real pleasure to partm@esne as good as Guy.

The band caught fire, and what had been a rouineeinumber suddenly
became an exhibition that ended with Mike, fluslaed laughing, being
twirled until she was breathless before finallyngeicaught and hugged
against him as the music roared to a finish andyewe around them
clapped and yelled.

And then it was no longer fun. The laughter dietién throat as she looked
helplessly up into eyes that glittered strangehe ®ied to react normally, as
though the heat and pressure of a man's embraca e@emon experience
for her. It was difficult, because her breath wagpped in her lungs, and a
violent hunger, exquisite, imperative, was stablimgugh every nerve-

cell in her body.

"You may be small,’ he murmured as he set her dway him, 'but you
definitely pack a punch.’

He was flirting with her, yet something beneath $heooth compliment,

something deeper and more exciting, worried Milegkihg herself a safe
distance away, she turned her head so that hercosé her face. It was a
shock to hear her husky voice say, 'I'm so hot.'



'Do you want to cool down outside?"

For a moment she almost said yes. Temptation pwatdeer with fierce
power, but years of caution stood her in good stead

'No, I'll just have some orange juice,' she sand| set off for the bar. She
told herself that she didn't want him to come viign, but she knew just how
hypocritical she was being when she felt his hanaea waist, guiding her
through the crowd.

'Mike," he said, a note of laughter in his voiceh&N she looked up
enquiringly he said, 'lt's a strange name for B gir



CHAPTER TWO

MIKE shrugged. 'lt's better than Michaela. But then aning's better than
Michaela.'

'‘Michaela? Well, it's certainly different.’
Mike laughed. 'It's longer than | am!
"Were you named after someone?'
'‘My father.'

She hoped her withdrawal was imperceptible, butséhshrewd eyes
noticed. However, he didn't probe, and she cesgtawalsn't going to tell him
that when she had been named her mother had gpéchthe man who'd
betrayed her would come back. Mike had grown ugknag that hope fade
and die.

At the bar Guy stood back, waiting his turn. Igngrthe other man who had
reached the bar just before them, Nola dimpledsamited and asked him for
his order. Guy nodded at the man beside him armf] 's&'s first.'

The young man smiled. Somewhat flustered, Nolatdsdah his order
before switching her bemused eyes to Guy.

Amazing. Nola was behind the bar because she wigh nough to tell any
visiting yachtie that he'd had too much to drinfd anake it stick. Yet she
crumpled under a touch of charm.

Mike understood. It was like having a million-whght turned on you, and
only you. The man was dangerous. When he lookkdrdike that she could
almost imagine that no other woman meant anythortgr.

Of course, even though she hadn't experienceddtdyeshe knew what was
happening to her. Mike Christopher, that byword ifaaccessibility, was
suffering from her first bout of physical attractio



Probably its potency was due to the fact that she aviate starter.

She could feel a fizzing in her blood, as thougk'¢hdrunk too much
champagne, and her gaze had a disconcerting tenteddft upwards and
linger on the arrogant angles of his face, be shagethe burning blue
depths of his.

A couple of youths down the back of the hall let wild yells. The raucous
noise broke the spell. 'Thank you,' Mike said igirdand swallowed some of
the cold liquid, relishing the sweetness and flavou

"You have the most amazing eyes,' he said. 'So, pakctly halfway
between grey and blue, silvery and translucenanlitdhink I've ever seen
eyes that colour before.’

His words sizzled through her nerve-ends, but shegnised the approach
of a practised flirt. Her left eyebrow lifted a ¢taon, an elegant black
guestion mark. 'Thank you,' she said politely. 'Noare an unusual colour,
too.'

He grinned. 'l was not spinning you a line. Finyslur drink and we'll dance
again.'

This time it was a foxtrot. Mike went into his arméth reservations that
didn't last much beyond the first few bars. He @gintike a dream, her
mother had said once about her father. Now Mikenkndnat she meant,
understanding for the first time just how seductmale grace could be.
Guy's arm about her, and the way he took commarntofesponses, the
faint, elusive scent of his masculinity, a cleahisass shot through with a
hint of musk that owed nothing to aftershave, sgntremors through every
cell in her body.

Lost in a myriad sensory signals, all of them newd astonishing, she
followed him blindly. His arm tightened across tack as he swung her
into a pirouette, a long leg between hers in suddéncking intimacy.
Something torrid and primitive and unrestrainedia into life in the pit of
Mike's stomach. She tensed, trying to pull away,Hsiarm didn't slacken,



so she had to follow while her inner turmoil flameat of control, setting
logic and thought alight, breaching the defences Idetime.

By the time the dance ended she knew she had tavggy from him.
Smiling, so that he wouldn't realise how vulneradle was, she said lightly,
‘That was fun, but I'd better--'

Another ruction at the back of the hall whipped head around. Something
shifted, blurred, in Mike's vision. Instantly alerhoving with speed and
razor-sharp reactions, Guy stepped in front of her.

'Let me past!' she said, pushing at him.

"You can't go down there.' His hand on her arm jwstsshort of'painful. 'A
couple of idiots are fighting.'

'‘Guy, that's my job; that's why I'm here.’

He hesitated, but when she pulled away from hinn,sheall squared-off
chin set in determination, he didn't try to stop. INevertheless he was right
beside her when she reached the brawling pair, evfioshed cheeks and
glittering eyes made it obvious that the fight viaelled by alcohol.

Mike knew them both; they had come over from Russ&#d-faced and
grunting as they traded blows, few of which conedcthey were too drunk
for an appeal to their better instincts.

Thinking quickly, Mike asked the woman next to Hisrthat straight orange
juice? No spirits?'

‘Just orange juice,’ she said hesitantly.

'‘May | have it?' The woman handed it over and gingle smooth motion
Mike threw the cold juice at the one who seemeloketavinning.

It hit him fair in the middle of his face. Gaspin instinctively jerked, and
his punch landed harmlessly in mid-air. The otharnéd around



belligerently, swearing, his fists clenching agred to fathom out who had
thrown the liquid.

‘That will do," Mike said sharply. 'Get out.'

There was a sudden hush as people realised whahaygening. From
beside her, Guy said quietly, 'You'd better dohessays.'

'Says who?' the older one snarled, but he tookmlsick.

Mike's voice was crisp and icy and confident. },ssimon Armstrong.'
'‘And so," said Guy, something in his tone eleatifythe air, ‘do 1.’

From the corner of her eyes Mike saw a couple efrtfore husky guests
take up positions, while Sean and one of the hoaskmvere forging their
way through the crowd.

'‘Come on,' she commanded. 'Everyone's staring.'

'Oh, a'right,” Simon Armstrong said thickly, theudken antagonism of a
moment ago softening rapidly into sheepishnesen,Dirk, let's get outa
here.'

‘Thank you,” Mike said to the woman whose orangeejushe had
commandeered. 'Tell Nola at the bar what happeaed, she'll get you
another drink." She smiled professionally at Gapd' thank you, too.’

She turned away.

"Where do you think you're going?' Guy demanded.

She gave him a genuinely bewildered look. 'I'm gdio find out where
those kids got their booze, then I'm taking therrklia Russell.’

'You are not.'



She stared at him. Up on the dais the band strpck wne. Everyone lost
interest in the fight and began to look aroundgartners. Simon and Dirk
wandered through the door and out into the scemtgd.

Mike said steadily, 'I'm not going to have thermsiling around the hotel.
They're drunk enough to find trouble without loakifor it. Thank you for
your help, but--'

'Where the hell is the owner, or the manager?emeashded roughly. 'Or the
bloody porter, come to that! It's intolerable tha&tid like you should have to
deal with situations like this.'

Mike's chin came up and her eyes were frozen dchspshe replied, 'Don't
take my size as any indication of my ability to ebpcan deal with--'

'Don't be a fool! What if they turn nasty?"

‘They won't.'

'Where is the owner?' Guy demanded relentlesstyexpression revealing
as much pugnacity as the boys' had a moment abjothisiwas a controlled
aggression, dominated by an acute intelligencesabgkct to his will.

'He's not able to help,’ Mike snapped back.

'Why not?'

Gulping enough oxygen to ease her jumping nervesgdeew a deep breath.
'I'm not going to bandy words with you." She strauléside, her stiff

shoulders and back defying him to stop her.

Guy didn't try, but from immediately behind cams Wice, soft and deadly.
'What makes you think you can cope with them?’

‘They're harmless." She stopped and directed andeed glance at his
silhouette, big and dominating against the ligtitdhe hotel. "'Thank you for
helping, but really, it's all right now. They'resjua couple of stupid boys I've
known all their lives.’



He snorted and kept on coming. Angry, feeling asitin she had broken her
knuckles against a totally unyielding wall, Mike weaed, then turned away.
The two boys were leaning against a stone wallyiaggin slurred voices.

'Oh, shut up, both of you," Mike interrupted with@eremony. 'Where did
you get your booze from?"

They goggled at her. 'Aw, come on, Mike, don't iBe that,” Simon said
after a moment. 'We're shorry; it was all justtaobifun, washn't it, Dirk?'

Dirk nodded enthusiastically, his eyes sliding frMike's furious face to
that of the man with her. 'He's me mate,' he offeas though it explained
everything.

'Simon," she said forcefully, ‘where did you getttheer?

'We brought it with us." He glowered at her. "Yoont sell it to us so we had
to bring it here.’

'How did you get over?'

Both boys looked at each other, until Simon salidctantly, ‘We hitched a
ride with Jordan Phillips. We were going to sh-plea the beach then go
back on the ferry in the morning.’'

Mike said evenly, 'All right. I'll take you back tapeka Point. I've got
enough to worry about without wondering whether yao idiots have
fallen into the water and drowned yourselves.'

After a moment for this to sink in, Dirk said ddéntly, 'l don't live at
Tapeka Point. Come to think of it, Simon doesnb, Either, | mean.’

‘Tough. You might sober up enough on the walk htomgour fathers not to
ground you," Mike retorted heartlessly. She turnteebbok at Guy Lorimer.
'Would you mind very much keeping an eye on thetil lget back?’



‘Not in the least.' The sudden radiance of the mioomed his face in silver;
he looked older and harsher— a warrior from angaseticoin, she thought
fancifully as she turned away.

Ten minutes later she was back. Sean and a coliffle other workers had
been organised into a temporary vigilante grouwais the best she could do
in the circumstances. Responsibility weighed hgawil her shoulders. She
had to battle an aching weariness that threatemesivamp her sense of
humour entirely. Mixed with it was chagrin. She leahted Guy Lorimer to
think well of her, and of Far Winds, and now he traesconvinced the place
was rough and raw and provincial.

The boys, she noted as she came towards the sitallf group, were
almost asleep. Guy's tall, lean figure stood kelgpart. Hands thrust into his
pockets, he was staring out to sea.

'‘Come on, guys,' she said as she came up. Tige 'to

"You going to maroon him at Tapeka Point, too?' @inasked artlessly,
staring with owlish eyes at Guy.

'‘No." Mike looked up into a dark, impassive facer glance lingering a

furtive second on the moonlit angles and planes,hidwd male contours.
‘Thank you,' she said, infusing her tone with goldss. 'You've been very
helpful, but | can manage now.'

His teeth flashed white in the moonlight. 'I'll cemwith you,' he said
deliberately. 'l like boating at night.'

And he wouldn't be persuaded otherwise. Trailethbyboys, both listening
interestedly, Mike argued all the way to the whérfally giving up when
she realised that she was faced with a resolutronger than her own. For
some reason Guy Lorimer was going with her, andetlnas nothing she
could do about it.

Face set mutinously, she settled them into thebaouaand took off with
guite unnecessary speed, trying to shake off tddesuradiant pleasure that
mingled with her irritation.



True to her word, she put the boys off at TapekatRmach. The cool air
whipping past their faces had sobered them somewstahe wasn't worried
about their safety. Nevertheless she watched theyl were safely ashore
and had set off up the road towards Russell.

'Do you have much of that sort of thing?' Guy as&kedhey moved quietly
out of the bay.

She shrugged. 'No. We've got a reputation for beagh. They know they
can't buy alcohol if they're under age, and wetdemtourage guests from
off the island. Most of those who do come are welhaved. Those two
were just stupid and feeling their oats. | douby\rauch whether they'll try
it again.’

'Hmm. What would you do if anyone got dangerousiyné?’
'Harry's quite capable of dealing with them.’
‘Not at the moment, it appears,' he pointed out.

Harassed, torn between telling him to mind his dwusiness and the duty
she owed to a guest, moreover a guest who hadrdore good turn, Mike
said obstinately, 'There are plenty of us to cageye did tonight.'

And pushed the lever out, effectively preventing amther conversation as
they headed back to Far Winds.

It was a magnificent night. The moon picked out dadlines of hills and
islands in a glittering wash, glamorising an alseg@mignantly beautiful
scene. They should have been sailing, Mike thowghthe little craft
skipped across the water, the sound of its engitmasive in the black and
silver nocturne. They should have been slippingnsiy through the
moon-dappled sea with ghostly silver sails andingtbut the faint murmur
of the water against the hull to keep them company.

Very aware of the man beside her, she kept her egedutely fixed to the
front. Even though she knew what was happening,sthength of her
reactions frightened her. Thank heavens he waseiiggo be around for



long. He had booked in for only a week. Nothingtleashattering could
happen in seven days. You certainly couldn't falbive in that time.

The thought should have comforted her, but sheestisg that where Guy
was concerned the usual and normal didn't apply.

They were halfway back when the outboard motorteped and, as Mike
cursed, died. 'What now?' she moaned, fiddling #ithcontrols.

Nothing worked. She expected Guy to try to take dweat he didn't move or
say a word until she gave in and looked at him itenrappeal.

Then, and only then, in a voice so dry it madellsiprint up her spine, he
said, 'ls there any petrol in it?'

There wasn't. For a bitter second Mike closed lyesebiting back the
diatribe that tried to escape. It was Sean's datyop up the engine;
however, it was no use railing furiously at him now

'‘Can we row home?' Guy asked.

She cast a glance over the side. The faint chuwaokdesplash of the current
warned her that the tide was setting past thent.ré&ly," she said quietly.
‘The tide's against us. It would be better to anemal wait until someone
misses us.' If they did. 'I'm so sorry,’ she fieglinadequately.

He smiled. 'My grandfather taught me early on thiaéat can't be cured has
to be endured,’ he said, picking up the anchorthrmving it over in a
powerful movement. Tell me why a twenty-year-oid i running a resort
almost single-handed. Where is this elusive Harry?'

She hesitated, then admitted, 'He's not well.'

'l see.' His voice was remote. 'So how do you ctoiee running the place?’

'I know what to do.'

'How? | gather you're not holiday staff.’



'No, I've lived on Far Winds for years.' The anctaught and held. Satisfied
that they weren't going to drift anywhere, Mikeatkd the warp then sat
down on the seat, hugging herself. She wasn't getd but her jacket
wouldn't keep her warm for very long.

'How long have you been dogsbody?’

She stiffened, but reluctant honesty compelledtbenswer, 'Four years.
Ever since my mother died.'

'Sixteen is too young to lose your mother,' he.said

She shivered. In a completely different voice hid,s¥ou're cold. Come
and sit here beside me. We might as well shardody heat.’

'‘Oh—no, I'm perfectly all--'

'Mike," he interrupted, sounding bored, 'I'm nahgdo make a pass, or even
kiss you. | just don't want you to get hypothernaiagl if nobody notices we
don't come back that may well happen. Come to tbink | don't want to
come down with exposure myself.'

She might have been able to resist if he hadn&aduht last bit. Which, she
thought as she slid across the seat, was probdbhher had said it. He was
astute enough to realise that she wouldn't waotfemd a paying guest.

His arm came to rest across her shoulders, warns@mehow reassuringly
heavy. Mike's heart-rate increased; she hopedridgthat he couldn't feel
the rapid thudding that seemed to shake her body.

'Where did you live before you came across tostend?' he asked.

‘At Russell. Mum and I lived with my grandfatherarittle house there, one
of the miners' cottages from the old manganese mif@v miles away.
When that was worked out someone moved the hoadegssell. There are
only two left now, both in Watering Bay.'

'So Far Winds is your home.'



She nodded. 'Yes. Grandad left me a section at Batyg but it's up a goat
track, so it's not worth anything. One day, thougdhbuild a house there.
You look right out across the islands, out to CBpet. It's beautiful.'

'Do you want to do anything else with your life?’

Mike began to shrug, but stopped halfway througlerwthe movement
brought her closer to him. 'I'm quite happy,' shie &fter a moment. 'l love
the island; | love the Bay; | enjoy my job.'

‘No further ambitions? Or is it a stopgap until yoarry?' His voice was
lazy and pleasant.

'‘Marriage is not on the agenda,’ she said, yawning.
"You're not ever planning to get married? Or net yet?'

It was a strangely intimate conversation. Snugglgdinst him, Mike felt
comforted, almost secure. 'l don't know,' she skdly. 'It's a big step. I've
seen some pretty awful marriages at the hotelsanme quite good ones, but
the good ones never seem as good as the awfubhoaésd.'

'No." His voice was oddly sombre, although thathhitave been the way it
reverberated through his chest. 'So why are yoningnFar Winds?'

'I'm not running it," she said defensively.

'So Harry isn't just a figment of your imaginatibhiz sounded amused,
lightly teasing.

Harry might just as well be, he did so little arduhe place now, but she
wasn't going to tell Guy that. 'Of course he's'sbie said, wondering for the
thousandth time just what was wrong with Harry, atether there was
anything she could do to help him.

Guy didn't say anything more, and for long minutesy sat without talking.
At once sleepy and wildly, acutely aware, Mike eld$er eyes.



'l think we'd be more comfortable if we leaned agathe side," Guy said,
and, without giving her a choice, swung around fsat this back was
supported by the low gunwale. With a swift, steatyvement he lifted her
so that she lay curled on his lap, her cheek onhest, his strongly muscled
thighs hard beneath her as he stretched his legg #he seat.

'I'm too heavy,' she said hastily, trying to scréerdway.
A firm hand kept her in place. 'Nonsense.'

Of course this meant nothing to him—why should K& was merely
keeping them both as snug as possible.

'Do you know anything about the stars?' he asked.

'l know all the constellations, the Southern Crdisat sort of thing. And the
planets. Do you?'

'My grandfather has a telescope, a huge old tiHegised to let me lug it out
on to the terrace on starry nights. I'll never @&rthe first time | saw Jupiter's
moons. It was a turning-point in my life. For yeaafterwards | was
determined to be an astronomer.’

'What happened?’

His chest lifted as he gave a short laugh. '‘OhtHenonly grandson so | had
to go into the business.’

Had he been bullied into giving up his choice oaeeer? Mike's eyes traced
the arrogant profile, clean- cut, strong againsttiminous sky, and lingered
on the harsh male set of the jaw. No, this man dvaok be bullied. He was
an interesting mixture—uncompromising, self-congdinyet there was no
mistaking the affection in the deep voice wheneke of his grandfather.
It was love that had persuaded him to give up Imdbiion to be an
astronomer.

'What sort of business?' she asked, clenchingales fo stop another yawn.



'‘Are you tired? Why don't you just doze off? | integyou'll be up at the
crack of dawn tomorrow morning.'

'Six," she said, her smile mutating into anothexryaLapped in security,
wrapped in his warmth and the clean, fresh scehirof his arms around
her, the wall of his chest rising and falling rhytically against her cheek,
she slipped into sleep.

And woke to the sound of Guy's voice and the ticklbis breath in her ear.
'‘Someone's coming, Mike." At first she thought @sva dream, but when he
said a second time, 'Mike, wake up, sweetheart;esomis coming,’ she
lifted her tousled head and blinked her eyes open.

It was still dark, but the moon was pitched mualdoin the sky, and the
pale promise of dawn glowed in the east. The gougt-putt of a small
outboard swivelled her head around.

For a moment she was completely disorientatedadsbon as she realised
where she was she scrambled out of Guy's lap, tiaehto clutch his
shoulder to balance on legs that wobbled in thélygewocking boat. AlImost
immediately the aluminium dinghy going down thegaage altered course.

‘That's Geoff Dinant,' she told Guy, who was stagdbeside her. 'He's
going fishing." She shivered in the bracing aiord,’ she said on a note of
shock, 'it's almost morning!

‘The days when a woman was irrevocably compromifssde stayed out
with a man all night are long gone,’ Guy said irearused voice.

Mike felt a complete fool. 'l was just surprisedwas so late," she said
lamely.

Twenty minutes later they were back on the whathefsleeping resort, the
only lights the muted glow of the lamps along thethg. Mike noted
automatically that three bulbs had died and ne¢oléé replaced.

'It's not half-past five yet, anyway," she saidyshng with reaction and the
moist dampness of the morning. The glow in the kadtturned into a pure



crystal radiance that promised another brilliantlgo day. 'Nola would be
baking bread if it were."

'It's just after five.'

Normally steady on her feet, Mike tripped over ammock of grass.
Instantly his hand shot out and closed around hers.

‘Careful.’
'My legs haven't woken up yet," she said on a lyalivn. 'I'm sorry.'
'Why? You couldn't help it.'

She shook her head. 'No, I'm sorry for keeping gou It shouldn't have
happened.’

His laughter was quiet, almost rueful. 'lI've alwaymnted to be a castaway.
There wasn't a desert island, but one can't has/gnng in this life. Don't
worry about it. I'm certainly not going to.’

She gave her hand a tentative tug, but he didrgbleAs they walked across
the newly mown grass Mike realised that when she @ld and grey she
would remember walking into the dawn with Guy Loeimthe perfume of

summer jasmine sweet in her nostrils and in th&dpacnd the soft hush of
waves on the beach, a cool, fresh breeze playiagtabem. And his hand,
lean and warm and secure, around hers. A pandighteo piercing that it

hurt transfixed her.

All too soon it was over. Outside the gate to meals house she said shyly,
"You're very kind, but I'm sorry we got stranded.’

His voice, when it came, was a shock. Gone wasdhearaderie of the past
hours. Aloofly, without pulling any punches, hedsdlou shouldn't be put
into such a position. You could have been out tteranight. And you
certainly shouldn't have to deal with drunks. Dramén are dangerous. The
normal rules don't apply.’



'Oh, come on, Guy; they're only boys and they ctalebly stand upright.’
‘They are still stronger than you.'

Any further protest would sound churlish. After,dle had helped avert
what could have been a tricky situation. Reluctastie admitted, 'Yes, |
know. I'm not stupid, though; | don't take chanaes] you saw that there
was plenty of help at hand. Anyway, we don't genéls very often.’

'It's just that you're so small,’ he said, therghad, an unpleasant note of
irony darkening his voice.

Mike stiffened. She said firmly, 'My size has noipto do with anything.'

'Put it down to politically unsound vestiges of ffest,’ he said. 'l know you
can deal with almost anything that comes your veay because you're tiny
| feel | should be protecting you.'

‘That's insulting,” Mike said without rancour, Istitying to quench the
excitement that sizzled through her. She had msidhs; his touch might
stir up such a torrent of intense response inlarshe barely knew how to
deal with it, but she didn't do the same to him.

He swung the gate open, lifting it over the treetiia the path that usually
stopped it halfway, and walked her up to the narvenanda. The breeze
prowled through spiky lavender flowers, carryingithfaint, refreshing
fragrance across the uneven lawn.

‘Thank you," Mike said firmly.

Another smile, made more potent by the first rafythe sun. 'For nothing.
Goodnight, Mike.'

He kissed her hand. That was all, yet it felt asigh lightning had burned
away everything but a violent need that scorchealth in a flood of liquid
fire. Clenching her teeth to stop them chatterigge almost ran up the
cracked concrete steps. He waited until she hadespthe door; she gave a
half-wave of her hand and disappeared inside.



Only to creep into the sitting-room and watch himotuigh the faded muslin
curtains as he strode down the path and closedydbes and went off,
whistling softly, towards his room.

That whistle set the seal on her confusion. Thistnmave been how her
mother had felt when she had met her father, agthehe was in the grip of
some powerful, overmastering force, incapable ofingpany way-against
it, unable to do more than keep her head aboverwate

With a painful smile Mike told herself that at leabe had chosen a suitable
object for her first infatuation. Guy Lorimer waartdsome, he had a quick
mind and a natural authority that set him apamnfiather men, and, best of
all, he wasn't going to be around for very long.

She showered quietly and went to bed. For sometesrshe lay smiling as
she fantasised, then the fantasies gradually bedamaens.

A couple of hours later she woke and stretched witeminiscent smile.
Almost immediately it faded. 'Oh, hell," she mutrdiving beneath the
thin cotton sheets to huddle there, mortified leyeRcesses of her unbridled
imagination. How had he taken over her mind andtems so swiftly? She
must, she decided with an inward shiver as shetbherself out of bed, be
horribly susceptible to male perfection.

Half an hour later she tore a strip off Sean, wbofessed reluctantly that
he'd forgotten to fill the outboard and promisedadtuldn't happen again.

It was a difficult day. After breakfast Nola sucdoeal to a migraine, so for
the rest of that day Mike was cook, and when sheniwaneeded in the
kitchen she worked in the office getting the acdsum order. Theoretically
this was Harry's job, but in the mail that mornsige found a couple of
ominous ‘account rendereds'. A quick survey ofdheque-book and the
pile of accounts revealed a shambles going baldast a couple of months.

Mike shut her eyes for a horrified moment, thendretp sort the piles of
bills.



She had them all organised when Harry burst intodtfice, rumpled and
disgruntled, his eyes red and his long hair hanginmund his face in
disarray. 'Is there a letter from England?' he dskeoiding her dismayed
eyes. 'Yes. Over there.'

Grabbing it, he ripped the envelope open and rbadhree sheets inside
with an eagerness that had something driven in it.

Mike went back to work, trying to ignore his mu#drcurses.

When he'd finished he stared around the smallduntoom for some
moments before asking heavily, 'How did the dara® g

'Fine. | had to take young Simon Armstrong and Dikat's-his-name back
to Tapeka—they were drunk, and planning to sleegherbeach. I've just
had a phone call from Mrs Armstrong thanking me grdmising
retribution.’

He nodded, but it was obvious he wasn't interedtikle said tentatively,
‘Are you having trouble with the trustees overldase?'

Harry stuffed the letter into his pocket. 'No. Whate you that idea? What's
on tonight? Oh, it's the conservation film in tbange, isn't it?'

'Yes. Are you going to be there?' Mike held hemabrebecause if he didn't
turn up she was going to have to work the projecaor evil piece of
equipment she was certain was possessed by a demon.

His hesitation lasted for fouf or five seconds.sY&e said finally, his voice
weary. 'I'll be there.'

Before she had a chance to change her mind, Mikedladiffidently, 'Harry,
what's the matter?’

‘Nothing," he said, walking away with the letteorfr the trustees sticking
jauntily from his back pocket. 'Don't nag, littleihd, there's a good girl.'

"You can't go just yet," she said quickly. 'Youjat some cheques to sign.’



Without a word he came back and signed them, tfen |

She didn't see Guy all that day. By the time sheabed it was late, and she
was exhausted, waking the next morning with a sligeadache that
probably came from sleeping too heavily.

It was a frustrating day, and the two that followeere even more so. The
temperature climbed, taking, unusually for the Big humidity with it.
Harry appeared only occasionally, each time moreose and completely
inaccessible when a series of disasters with thmiping culminated in a
massive geyser in one of the shower blocks.

Mike rang a plumber from the mainland, who saichbiy 'Sorry, Mike, but
I'm not coming again until you've paid me for thstltime.’

'It's in the mail," she said. 'Honestly, | putntmyself yesterday.'

But he didn't come across until after the chequieed at midday, and when
he'd fixed the leak he insisted on taking his payméth him. As she was
making it out, he said, 'Mike, | want to see Harry.

She bit her lip. 'He's not well today.’

‘Then tell him that the plumbing's had it. It's mgito need replacement
within a couple of years, and that means megabucks.

A hollow, aching emptiness expanded in Mike's sidmas she nodded. 'I'll
tell him.'

She did when she took the cheque along to be sidiheay was sitting in
his flat, staring out of the window, and when sla&l hold him he said
indifferently, 'Yes, | know. The electricity's jusbout shot to pieces, too.'

"What are you going to do?"

He shrugged. 'I'll think of something.’



His attitude—the resignation and the hopelessrieggitened Mike; she
had felt like this when her mother had told her shas going to
die—helpless. Utterly unable in any way to afféet tourse of events, she
had been forced to stand by and watch the inewtadppen.

That night she found it hard to sleep, so it wath whadows under her eyes
that she spent the morning cleaning out cabinsreefoing in to Paihia to
pick up eight more guests. She picked at her lutidn went through the
menu for the following month with Nola. When thaasvdone she put her
head down on her arms, sighing, 'Lord, it's hot.'

Nola said firmly, 'And you're tired; you've got gtalark circles under your
eyes. You've done more than enough for today; wdrytd/ou go for a
swim? Everyone else will be resting.’

'Most of them are out today anyway, on cruisesiang.' Mike stood up.

Now that she had stopped an unfamiliar restlessgepped her. The
thought of soaking away her aches and inchoats feaool, buoyant water
was enormously appealing. It might even get ridexfheadache.

'I'll walk over to Tuesday Bay,' she said, givingexisive little nod."How's
that man doing?' Nola asked casually. 'The handsoraavho arrived four
or five days ago? You know, the one you danced.Wwith

Sean looked up from the sink where he was getimgéif a glass of water.
‘The Lorimer guy? He's doing everything," he sadlieving a somewhat
flushed Mike from the necessity of answering. flitsny, though. He doesn't
seem to be on holiday. He asks too many questidmet. is, when he can
flick off the women.' He leered lasciviously. 'Wikhad a tenth of his pull.'

Nola, who was his wife, eyed him with a tolerantlerand said, 'What do
you mean, he's not on holiday? Why would he be Ifehe wasn't on
holiday?'

Sean shrugged. 'Oh, | don't know,' he said vaguetylooks' at things too
hard, if you get me.’

'He's that sort,’ Nola said. 'You can tell. Intézdsn everything.’



Mike escaped. She had only seen glimpses of Gusethast few days,
almost always accompanied by an adoring coterigamhen. Not, she had
noted, that he seemed to flirt overtly like somenpadl teeth and unsubtle
glances, with shirts unbuttoned and skin-tight &hdduy didn't need such
blatant preening; his vivid maleness ensured tleatatiracted attention
without trying for it.

Shame at her susceptibility ensured that even KeMiadn't been so busy
she'd have done her best to keep her distance.

Banishing him firmly from her mind, she went badate and got ready for

a swim. The protection afforded by olive skin waitdsave her from the

fierce northern sun for more than twenty minutesstse donned a shirt that
covered her arms, royal blue shorts, a pair of slamels and an old sunhat
with a floppy brim. In a bag with her towel was wmatepellent sun-screen, a
bottle of orange juice, and a hard-hitting noved'dtbeen trying to read for

the last three months.

Luckily, she didn't droop in the heat. It was laifksleep that gave her the
niggling headache—if Mike didn't have eight hogtsep she woke with an
uncertain temper and a thick head.

Her legs carried her easily up the short but stk that led from the hotel
to Tuesday Beach. The sun dazzled down, wilting shert grass,
summoning balsam from the manuka scrub, so thatvsitleed along in a
piquant, minty, hazy atmosphere. Tiny blue and lorawths fluttered over
the grass, as silent as the cicadas were noisy.

Mike's headache began to ease; she was smiling stiecoreasted the ridge.
The view there always had the power to stop hert kéth its sheer beauty.
In front stretched an expanse of water colouredngense turquoise that
sang of summer. Contrasting with it were the tawalgnds, variegated by
an occasional dark blue one which had bush on hitéAlvinged yachts
swayed noiselessly by, and the bay was scattertadswiall dinghies where
dedicated fishers sat waiting for their prey.

As she always did, she went across to the smallvphere Harry's wife,
Dodo, had demanded her ashes be buried overlodknyiew she had



loved so well. Putting the lilac and white headsagapanthus in the jar,
Mike said aloud, 'It's a beautiful day.’'

Below her, the white sand of Tuesday Beach curwedtimgly, bare of
people. Pleased, Mike ran down the steep littlpesl®he had had enough of
people today! Within five minutes she had strippédin the convenient
shade of one of the immense pohutukawa trees éakayared-down violet
maillot, an expensive buy she had succumbed to the yearebéekfter
stashing her clothes behind a root she anointeskelievith sunblock, then
raced across the sizzling sand so quickly thaaiely had time to burn the
tender soles of her feet.

The water was blissfully cool, soon soothing awagy last remnants of her
headache. A good swimmer, made excellent by thg hairs she spent in
the water, she arrowed out to sea for quite some kiefore turning over to
rest.

Her hands made little flirting motions in the wager she looked up into a
sky so burning, so vibrant a blue, that she hathtoow her eyes against its
glare. Rainbows formed and coalesced on her lashes.

Mike sighed. She loved summer, revelled in thedayts and warm nights,
adored the Bay in holiday guise. Other seasonstimaid own particular
charms, but summer was when the Bay came intanvits o

The throb of engines had impinged for some minbigdsre she realised that
the boat was actually heading towards her. If theyen't keeping a good
look-out she could be in some danger. Sometimesldyomakers were

inexcusably careless.

A quick swivel in the water revealed that it was tiotel runabout, and it
was coming towards her. Perhaps, she thought wghna someone had
seen her out and raised the alarm. It certainlynwasmeone who worked at
Far Winds; they all knew she could swim like a fish

Amusement turned to an odd mixture of delight amimdy when she
recognised the man at the wheel. Just her luckjhsiugiht hollowly, for it to



be Guy Lorimer. Damn! She had tried so hard tdyuatfrom her mind, and
almost succeeded. She certainly didn't want tdhsaenow.

Fate, in its usual unjust way, had decided othexwis

The engines throttled back, and he leaned ovesitlee his questioning blue
gaze fixed on to her face. 'Are you all right?'

Close up the cleanly etched, unqualified beautyhisf features was
breathtaking. 'Yes, I'm fine." Treading water, Migashed her hair back
from her face, feeling that intent survey right ¢ot@ her toes. 'Thank you,’
she added politely.

'You'd better get in and I'll take you back to €hdfou must be a mile out.’

Firmly Mike shook her head. 'No, it's all rightml' quite capable of
swimming back.'

'I'm sure you are.' Guy smiled, but she saw thdilxirn purpose in both the
smile and his regard. 'However, I'll feel happfémnake sure you get there.’

Her pale gaze sharpened. 'That's ridiculous! leenlswimming off here all
my life. I'm in no danger--'

‘Nevertheless,' he interrupted, completely unrdffléll stay with you until
you get there.' He waited for a moment, but whenmshde no attempt to do
anything other than stare at him his tone sharpe@&ce me your hands and
I'll haul you in.'

Antagonism flared to life in Mike, tightening thede softness of her mouth,
honing her eyes into narrowed points of brilliance.

The smile he gave her was hard-edged and chalignigin it highlighted a
sudden smouldering charm that made Mike's heggtistber throat.

‘All right," he said softly, 'l believe you. Yourtawim like a mermaid; you
can make it back without the slightest puff. | sof® you developed
long-distance swimming to get away from people fike.'



Mike grinned. He laughed down at her, and she &@meath the water to
escape that teasing regard.

When she emerged, blowing bubbles, he said, 'l wadok at the reef.
Would you like to come?"

Put like that, of course, she didn't want to sayMike cast her common
sense into the depths. He wasn't going to be beradch longer, so she was
quite safe. But her hands shook as she extendeditheute surrender.

Without exerting much effort, Guy drew her smootbiyt of the water and
on to the deck. Water streamed down her in a teaegp glittering cloak
that hid nothing of sleek, strong limbs and feménicurves. Mike felt
altogether too exposed in her sexy violet swimnsng-Guy eyed her with
a frank appreciation that somehow robbed his suoféypertinence. 'You
gave me quite a jolt when | saw you in the waten. not accustomed to
coming across anyone swimming so far off shoresi€&saround in that
chilly-bin and get yourself a drink.’

‘All right," she said, fossicking. 'l am thirstyuBwe'll have to go in to the
beach to pick up my clothes before we take ofttier reef. | don't want to
get sunburnt.’

'Fair enough." Sensibly, he had pulled a T-shirt omer his
swimming-trunks.

Telling herself sternly that she wasn't going tt¢ lde a stupid, easily
impressed little idiot, Mike got herself a can oftdrink, and a beer for him.

From somewhere she managed to dredge up enoughosarapto say

something as she looked into a face that managstayounreadable even
when he was smiling with that frightening charm, @stent and as
dangerous as a fallen angel. Only too clearly, ingtlsignificant was

happening to him.

For some reason she wanted him, desperately, witaArdour that had
nothing to do with common sense or reason or logiclesire that was



primitive and fierce, untamed by any constrainigsteng of itself and for
itself.

Mike recognised the dark undertone to her wild oase. It was solely
physical, the pull of potent, addictive male forbile@ female, physical
attraction that was more potent than champagne, ubtithately as
ephemeral.

The primal mating urge was no respecter of persaltisough Guy Lorimer
looked as though he could offer sexual delightéulh such imperiously
masculine creatures were usually conceited andjantaand demanding.

Watch it, she told herself bleakly. She knew whagigened to women who
gave in to mindless passion; she was the resaliaf an encounter. She had
no intention of repeating her mother's mistake.

But when Guy raised the beer can and drank theentstshe watched the
muscles move in the strong brown column of hisahemd shivered.

‘You're cold," he said instantly, smoky steel-l@yes never leaving her face.
'Here, put this around you.' He reached down aclegi up a towelling
wrap, tossing it across to her.

‘Thanks." Yanking the wrap close, she tied the tath jerky, defiant
movements.

His lashes drooped. 'Hide as much of your bodyoascan,' he said evenly,
'but you've still got the fatal magic of a mermaithck hair with the devil's
crimson lurking in each wave; pale, magical eyésels tantalising limbs
and skin as warm and bloomy as a peach. Mermagddaargerous, but any
sailor would scoop you up from the sea.’

Blushing furiously, as much with anger at her oackl of sophistication as
at his words, Mike said curtly, 'You don't needrtake fun of me."

His mouth was still curled in a faint, hard smbef he said with a surprising
gentleness, 'I'm not making fun of you, Mike. Yelrdelectable little thing,
but | keep forgetting how young you are.'



‘Twenty isn't that much younger than twenty-six.'

'It's not so much the years as the experiencaaigg and the smile became
cynical, almost without humour. 'Right, let's detge clothes.’

He turned the wheel. Unable to think of anythirgedb do, Mike sipped the
cool soft drink gratefully, easing its refreshirgthess down her dry throat
while his words buzzed through her brain, tantagjsexciting...

She had been a fool to come on board. She shoutdthened and swum
back to shore, and not let that stupid streakaklessness surface. It always
got her into trouble.

But when they were only a few yards off the belaetsaid, "Are you in a
hurry? | haven't been to this beach before anlikédto have a look at it.'

'l don't have to be back until five,' she saidysundering.

'Great.'

His idea of seeing a beach was to walk along itsotdmble up the ridge
behind, and sit looking out over the island andsb&. Sean was right; Guy
wanted to know everything. Mike pointed out varigglands and places on
the mainland, told him their history, how high thiés were, who owned
each farm and island and holiday cottage, and suirttee more repeatable
tales. She had never had an audience so inteliested domain!



CHAPTER THREE

As THE runabout idled through the glittering water on W&y to the reef,
Mike noticed that Guy knew exactly what he was daiith it. Which made
the fact that he was prepared to let her take treelvmore surprising. Many
men couldn't believe that a woman could actuakygisa boat as well as a
man, even when the woman was experienced and thevasnot. She had
become an expert in body language, the tiny betgagignals that indicated
just how uneasy some men could get when they cergida woman to be
operating outside her area of expertise. Chauvinisas alive and
unrepentant in New Zealand.

Clearly Guy Lorimer's confidence was bone-deephétnothing to prove,
no deep-seated insecurity that forced him to tryprtove his masculine
superiority over and over again.

'Harry was going to organise a petition to have thef made into a marine
reserve,’ she said as they skirted a rusty outcidye fish have always
clustered round it, so it would be the perfect plakhe locals leave it alone
because most of them believe it acts as a seebtek rest of the Bay, and
not many visiting fishermen know it's here, sonts fished out.’

'What happened? Why didn't he go ahead with it?'

She looked away from those too perceptive eyes.H®hever really got the
time," she said vaguely. Over the years Harry latigienty of good ideas,
but somehow he lacked the staying power to caemtthrough. Which was
why, she thought with a mental grimace, althoughryHand the district
power board had discussed getting electricity to/#fads through a marine
cable, they were still coping with a temperamegéaierator. Good idea, just
never acted on.

Guy seemed to have lost interest in the vagariddanfy's mind. Leaning
over the side, he said, 'l brought a snorkel with het's take turns.’

As always the reef was aflutter with fish, not tlewing, neon inhabitants
of tropical reefs, but still beautiful, and remaskatame. Eager to reveal its
glories, determined that he should appreciate ikeMhowed Guy the most



densely populated areas, and when he came updaettond time asked,
'What do you think?'

'It's glorious.' With the easy grace and power sta creature, he climbed
aboard.

The westering sun poured over him in a flood ofigallight, catching every
drop of water, so that for an instant he seemedddme unique pagan statue
carved of crystals. Each smooth, fluid curve of aeiseach long line of
sinew and bone, each angular feature glittered iade&ance that stabbed
Mike straight to the heart.

Something of her bemused reaction must have showaeriface. His eyes
darkened; for a long, deliberate moment they statezhch other, then his
gaze dropped and lingered on the soft contourseofbody, sleek and
compact in the skin-tight violemaillot. Captured by that unwavering,
heated survey, the breath stopped in Mike's thidgbang of sensation,
quick and passionate, lanced her body. She lidikeddlt from lips that were
suddenly tingling and hot.

Guy said harshly, 'Do you know what you're doing#'kissed the answer
from her mouth, his own wet and cool yet oddly warm

For all the protection the material of her swimgyave her, they might as
well have been naked. The shudder that flickedsacMike's skin like a
cold breeze on a hot day disappeared, replaceddaydescent heat where
their slick bodies touched and caught fire. Higcge famished mouth
summoned a like wildness from her.

She made a noise deep in her throat, a kind ofiggspgh, and wound her
arms around his neck, offering herself to him imavement that was
innocently explicit.

Immediately he let her go, all expression disappgarom his features as
he reimposed control. Mike's knees sagged; shaps#d on to the seat,
shame and bewilderment chasing each other throeigbyes.



The grimness left his face. He said unhurriedlyt'it all fishy, which |
imagine a mermaid must be. Here, dry yourself. Moshivering.'

She was shivering because those seconds in histedhshown her why
people made such a fuss about sex. For just a ndradrad felt it too, that
primitive fever in the blood.

And now she was cold as she had never been before.

'I'd better get back,' she said abruptly, hidingfaee in the towel, turning
away under the pretext of drying her shoulders amas. 'l have to be on
Reception at five. A group of people are arriviRgom Germany, mostly, |
think." She was babbling, trying to hide with tloeisd of her voice the slow
smoulder of sensation that burned deep in her body.

'OK, we'll head straight back.' He switched onéhgine, guiding the little
boat around the jagged rocks of the reef befordihgdor the wharf. "You
work too hard,' he said. 'Whenever I've seen yegdHast few days you've
been scurrying around like a harried possum.’

Lifting a negligent shoulder, she returned casydlim used to it.’

'You shouldn't be," he said sharply. He stoppedetheut his disapproval
was plain.

His concern bathed Mike in a warm, secure feelimgj] she recognised the
danger and rejected it. In a way, such weaknessewas more debilitating
than her helpless response to his masculinity.

Deliberately, she kept her eyes averted from leisksldarkly bronzed body.
She had seen hundreds of men dressed in as iiteuntil Guy had
exploded into her life not one had ever set prirhédas surging through
her. If she closed her eyes she could see him m&glion her brain, the
long, powerful arms and legs, the way the musdesell and relaxed
whenever he moved, the fine black hair on his cbastling -across skin as
gleaming and silky as a seal's before arrowing ansoiggestive point at the
waistband of the indigo racing briefs he wore.



Determinedly she turned her face away, until afnorh untold generations
of female ancestors made her wonder whether shébgiag too obvious,
whether her reserve would make him realise howngtyoaffected she was
by him.

She sneaked a sideways look, only to meet hisdyas, cool, unreadable,
deliberately guarded. Embarrassment whipped colote her cheeks.

Determinedly pinning a smile to her mouth, she beigapoint out every

cove and headland, every terraced pa site, evdmytpkawa tree.

He asked more questions, and soon she found héeflely him of the
ambivalence of the locals about tourism, their eption that the local
economy was founded on it yet their dislike of thieadvantages—the
sometimes crass commercialism of the buildingscamgepts, the noise and
crowds over the summer period, and some holidayensakffhand attitude
to the Bay the locals loved so well.

'We need a longer season,' she said at last, a#/irals came into view.
'Winter can be very pleasant up here, not too wel ot too cold, and
autumn is usually lovely. But nobody's trying haia tourists then;
everyone seems content to cream the summer crop.'

"You've thought of this quite seriously, haven'tiyo
He wasn't being patronising, but she bristled néedégss; only good
manners stopped her from a sharp rejoinder. 'Ewveryalks and thinks

about it," she said a little remotely. 'It's viyalinportant to us.’

'Most girls of your age seem more interested ithel® and boyfriends than
the ecology of a tourist area.’

"You must move in restricted circles,’ she saidpyi
He grinned down at her, bold and brash and conffidea pirate. 'lt seems as

though | must,' he said solemnly, then turned tilisattention to easing in
the runabout.



He didn't seem in any hurry to leave the wharf;lforg seconds he stood
looking at the long peninsula of scrub-covered |t#rat backed the beach
and the tree- covered hillsides beyond with distan@asuring eyes.

A shudder worked its way down Mike's spine. At thimiment he reminded
her of a Viking with a fresh country in his sightge for plunder. The
austere line of his jaw emphasised an unfaltertrgngth she found very
intimidating.

Then he looked at her, laughter glinting in his yand that faint
premonition faded. 'Just about paradise,’ he sagiing her forward with a
hand at her waist. "You've got twenty minutes befgou have to be at
Reception. Is there any entertainment tonight?'

‘A walk to hear the kiwis at ten o'clock. Thank yfoua super afternoon.’
He said roughly, 'You're very sweet," and benthleigd and kissed her.

His mouth was warm and seeking, oddly tender. Mikim't even think of
resisting. She kissed him back, her body melting ims.

She had heard people say the world stood still, eadt accepted it as a
transparent cliche, a pardonable exaggerationgorite the indescribable.
But for one transcendent moment the world seemedaitt motionless,
while she lost herself in this man's kiss.

It affected him, too. She felt him take a deep tireleard him mutter
something that sounded like a curse before hedisseagain, and this time
there was no holding back. His tongue touchedadaftdise of her lips; it was

Mike's turn to stiffen, but with artless, hungryriosity she opened her
mouth for him. He explored the soft depths yielt@dhim with a passion

that was fire and wine, like sweet, warm rain aftéong, hard drought, like
nothing she had ever experienced in her life before

Dimly she was aware that people on the beach ceeddthem, but she
couldn't resist the enchantment of his kiss. Seahegated tides coursed
through her bloodstream, tides as fierce and iabigtas a lava flow.



At last Guy lifted his head and stared down atvinén dazed, smoky eyes.
Mike took an alarmed step backwards, scanninggeis with a gaze that had
gone from slumberous to horrified almost instantaséy.

'l have to go,' she gabbled, and shot up the saltden steps to the wharf,
not looking behind her.

That one last look had seared his face on to fzn biHe had stared at her as
though she was something he had hoped never gs@e in spite of their
dense, exotic colouring his eyes had been coldystlopaque, and there had
been no smile on the wide, sensual mouth.

Mike never remembered getting to the cottage, argremthan she
remembered dragging the gate open, or walking ep#th, or opening her
front door.

Once inside she sank down into a chair and covieeedurning ears and
cheeks with her hands. She must have been mathdtsm like that in full
view of everybody on the beach! Although commorssdnld her that there
was always an observer, always someone who watshedould only hope
that everybody had been too busy with their owaiedffto notice.

Getting up heavily, she made her way to the shalaltyroom.

In spite of the hurly-burly of Reception, she foundifficult to concentrate;
Guy's kisses had thrown her into such turmoil sihat had to force herself to
keep her mind on what she was doing.

She wished fervently that he would go so that shddcresume her life
without these violent swings in her emotions. Oheewas out of the way
she'd eventually forget him, or recall him with Imog more than amused
fondness.

There had been other kisses, of course, quitedrgqunes, but the fumbling
embraces of boys her age hadn't affected her.atlail mother had been
strict, so there hadn't been opportunities for laingt more than kisses. Mike
didn't know when she had first realised that heepis were unmarried, but
she had grown up knowing that her mother fearesipbldesire and was



afraid that Mike too might fall victim to its powfet lures. Popular at
school, Mike could have made time for experimeatgtbut she had loved
her mother too much to go against her wishes.

And for the last four years she simply hadn't teectime or the energy or the
inclination to do anything more than lightly flwtith those men who had
made it obvious they found her attractive.

Which left her, she thought as she tossed andduméer bed that night,
oddly naive. That must be why Guy's kisses hadetatk her so far off
balance. She had thought herself reasonably workdign if much of her
attitude had been gained second-hand; it was akstwmaealise that,
although she didn't regret missing the flirtatiansl affairs other girls of her
age indulged in, she was so incredibly vulnerableatman's untamed
sensuality.

But of course Guy was not just any man. He wasiapaad important to her
in a way no other man had ever been.

He had been surprised, too. Her eyes glittereddéte jewels and one hand
clenched between her breasts as she rememberethrthdunger in his
glance, the sudden harsh indrawn breath that fiad his chest, the way his
whole body had tensed.

Yes, she thought soberly, trying to put the whalis@de in its correct place;
he had wanted her for that moment just as muchadad wanted him.
And, firmly squelching the unbidden spark of exciant that thought
engendered, she reminded herself of her father hadavanted her mother,
coaxed her into falling in love with him, and thieft her, pregnant and so
shattered by his betrayal that she had never daderni@love another man.

Men see these things differently, her mother hititer when an adolescent
Mike had asked her about it. She had said littleualthe man who had

seduced and betrayed her, but Mike knew what heelibtike, for she bore

her heritage in her face. The curly black hair, thide cheekbones and
squared-off chin came from her father, not hertpratelicately featured

mother.



Her hand drifted up to her mouth. It was slightnder, and for a moment
she thought she could taste Guy on her lips. 'Dma'an idiot," she told
herself brusquely as she kicked off the sheet.

Love, sex, desire, whatever the terminology, wasydeous for a woman in
ways that didn't apply to a man. It made women enahle, uncontrolled,
stripped away their ability to think and behaveitafly, to function

properly.

Guy might be attracted to her, but she knew pdyfeat!l that he wasn't in
the least interested in her as a person. How coele? He didn't know
anything about her and they had nothing in comrienwas rich, and more
than a little spoiled, a man whose polished sogaisbn was inborn in him.

Firmly setting her mouth, Mike tried to banish hiram her mind. It was
useless fretting and worrying. He was just a guest,who'd soon be gone.

And if in some hidden region of her heart she hoplee fleeting glimpse
she'd had of him as she'd gone back through thes &idér her shift put paid
to any further foolishness. He'd been walking talsathe beach with a
woman. Neither of them had seen her; they had bsetoo absorbed in
each other.

Just recalling it brought back the jealousy that tan through Mike. The
colour seeped from her skin, leaving her sallow sinarp-featured. Each
breath was like a lance to her heart. This haddp, @nd stop now. It hurt
too much.

Finally she got to sleep, but her rest was disaitiyedreams, and she awoke
well before dawn the next morning, dark snatchetha$se dreams chasing
themselves around her tired brain.

Just what was it that so impressed her about te&chved man? Not merely
his looks, although they satisfied her human huniger beauty and
symmetry. Not his build, although he had the Iéanctional elegance of an
athlete, a stripped grace that stirred her unbéarab

Somehow he transcended his physical attributes.



Nor was it the careless arrogance of wealth anghlspasition. In fact, that
grated on her. Not, she thought shrewdly, that e asnob; he just hadn't
ever known what it was like to worry about moneybackground, or what
people would say about him.

He had an authority she had never seen beforegp id@er assurance.
When he walked into a room people looked at himal$ as simple as that.
His power was an essential part of him; it didalhe from his money or his
background or his social position. Set him downtlom traditional desert
island, bereft of everything but his brain andbusly, and he would still be
powerful, still manage to dominate his environment.

The pictures this brought to mind were too alluriRgr a few minutes Mike
drifted in the warm seas of fantasy, only to beetyderked into the
everyday world by the telephone’s shrill summons.

'‘Can you act as a tour guide today?' the recegticasked anxiously.
'Everyone else is busy, and a client wants toglack tour of all the islands.
Harry says you're to go.'

Hastily Mike cheeked her agenda. What she'd platmeld that day could
wait until tomorrow, so she said, 'Yes, all righthen do we start?'

'He'll be down at the wharf at eight. Sean’ll htéive boat gassed up and
ready to go, and Nola's packing a hamper right how.

'OK." Mike yawned, and hung up. Half an hour latlee was just about to
leave when the phone bleeped once more. This timas Harry.

'Did you get that letter posted to England?’ heedsk

‘Yes, it went out on the mail yesterday.' It wasli@ Harry to fuss.

'OK, love. I'll see you later.’

Black brows lifted in surprise, she picked up hag land went through the

door. It was cool but there was no wind, and thg sidiantly clear as a
great glass bell, held the promise of a magnifickyt



At the wharf the small day cruiser rocked gentlyhea wake of a launch that
was chugging earnestly down the passage. Mike estligtitly down the
steps to the pontoon.

Out into the cockpit, tall and lithe and wide- slimwed, came Guy.
Assailed once more by that terrifying feeling oinpal recognition, Mike's
insides liquefied. What's happening to me? she e@ttidespairingly.

Calm down, her sturdy common sense demanded. Wasr@o soul calling
to soul about this; it was simply a violent physiatiraction. It wasn't even
something she could do anything about, as her bedsed to acknowledge
no restraints.

'‘Good morning, Mike." He sounded urbane, a litthauaed, but she
registered a hint of some darker emotion in higton

"You want to go around the islands, | gather.' tAs@ce was stiff, but not
obviously so.

'Yes. All the privately owned ones.'

Her brows rose as she swung into the boat, bubwth he acknowledged
her curiosity with a hard little smile he didn'tiséy it. Ah, well, on Far
Winds the guest was king.

And that was how she had to think of him; he wasi@st, nothing more.

But as they moved slowly away from the wharf Mikarged over her
shoulder. Some strange atavistic instinct toldthat today was some sort of
turning-point in her life; if she went out with Gejie was not going to come
home the same person. There would be no going leaekits would be set
in motion which were going to affect her in waysyasunknown.

Superstitious nonsense, her practical mind scoffetishe was racked by an
uneasiness not diminished by the fact that it widisout foundation.

She tried to suppress it. She had always loveddhgeloved showing people
the Bay, and this was just another day spent dbiaig However, when they



headed down Albert Passage Guy came to stand bésijeand her
apprehension returned in full measure.

'Where do you want to go first?' she asked, swivior a businesslike
intonation.

'Oh, | put myself into your hands,' he said driys burnished gaze came to
rest on Mike's averted profile.

The touch of insolence in his tone dragged her ayasnd to his face. His
smile was slow and lazy, and once more she suffdraddisconcerting
lurch in the pit of her stomach.

'Do you want to go the tourist route?' she askeuitlsh using briskness to
mask the defiant note in her words. 'Out to theeC#pough the hole in the
rock and back? Because if you do, it would havenlzelot cheaper to go on
one of the scheduled trips.'

The strident sound of one of the tourist vesssiggns came as a welcome
interruption to the jumble of reactions and ematitmat passed for thoughts
in her brain at that moment. She waved, and thplpdm@mnging overthe side
waved back; she smiled half-heartedly at the casneanting in their
direction.

'No," Guy said calmly, 'l don't want to do that.royou like having your
photo taken?"

'No.'
'Why not?'
She shrugged. 'l feel like a caged monkey.'

‘Not a monkey," he said. He allowed his eyes te tbe contours of her face
with speculative appreciation.

That was how it started, but it soon developed sastmething Mike was not
prepared to deal with. Her mouth compressed intonaline.



'‘No, not a monkey," he said after several prickhnments. 'Something small
and pretty and sleek and self- possessed. A kipteably.'

He wasn't flirting with her; there was something tdeliberate and
purposeful in his survey.

Her mind raced furiously. 'Thanks,' she said, kegpier voice cool and
uninvolved. 'l think.'

'Don't you like being called a kitten?'

"Would you like being called a pup?'

His eyes narrowed into slits of pure colour, sdlibnt that all emotions

were burned out by the concentrated fire. Mike tmdtop herself from

turning tail, because those shafts of light piengght into her soul. Then he
smiled, and the potent masculine charm washed lwrewith all the force

and inevitability of a breaking wave.

'‘No," he said urbanely. 'There's something intcedsy plebeian about a pup.’

'‘And something intrinsically helpless about a kifteshe retorted. 'I'm not
helpless.’

He grinned. 'Far from it. All right, | won't calby a kitten. | prefer mermaid,
anyway. Unlike kittens, mermaids are inherentlygtaous.’

This reference to yesterday rendered Mike even nooieasy, but she
struggled to make her voice light and impersonslthmugh he was just
another tourist to be shown the beauties of the Bay

'Where do you want to go first?' she asked.

He looked ahead. 'Those are islands we're lookingyen't they?"

'Yes. You can't see them all from here; they lie trehind another. But

Moturua is the closest one, and then there's Mekikj and Urupukapuka,
which is the biggest. You can just see Waewaetarghthe one to the north



is Okahu, commonly known as Red Head becauseits lguge red cliff on
it. They're all lovely, but I like Far Winds best.'

'Why?'
She shrugged. There's a hint of mystery, of otweridliness, about it.'

Half expecting him to tease, she braced herselfhBumused, 'Atmosphere
is an interesting quality. Some places that arathtakingly beautiful don't
have it. It's like charm. Physical attributes hanathing to do with it. |
wonder why?'

Staring ahead, Mike said, 'l don't know about hufpaimgs, but | think to

have atmosphere places must appeal to the imagmatar Winds is

beautiful and peaceful, with everything an islahdwsd have—hills and

trees and exquisite beaches, lovely lagoons. Twarea shipwreck on it
once, and Captain Cook visited it when he was ekmgiahe Pacific, and

there's even a legend about a very beautiful Maorman who ran away
with her lover and lived happily there.' She stahdraid she was revealing
too much.

'So you like danger and mystery and romance,’ henented, watching her
through long lashes.

'Only when they're safely in the past,’ she retbp@mptly.
His teeth gleamed white as he grinned, somethiokless showing for a
second in his expression. He turned his head addRaally? Ah, that must

be Tuesday Bay, mustn't it, where | picked you egtgrday.’

His choice of words was careless, to say the |&#ike refused to rise to the
bait, if bait it was. 'Yes,' she said calmly.

'How far out were you planning to swim?’
She shrugged again, shoulders moving too abruplyedéth the gold

material of her cotton shirt. 'lI'd got as far adsritended,’ she said, her voice
flat and unstressed.



'Is that your normal distance, or did you make x@naeeffort that day?'

Did he think she had swum out deliberately to atthés attention? Fuming,
she looked up sharply, but he was gazing acroswittes dazzlingly green
waters of the Bay, out past the entrance to thenstd’acific Ocean that
didn't stop until it bumped up against South Ameeric

Mike caught a flick of movement from the corneihef eye. 'Dolphins,’ she
exclaimed on a note of joy. 'Oh, look, there thes}'a

Immediately they were all about the cruiser, sletieamlined things with
their mouths curled in a perpetual smile, leaping folicking in the bow
wave with every appearance of transparent delight.

'It's Old Neptune and his family,” Mike said, eggsrkling in her glowing,
excited face as she cut the engine back.

'How do you know?'

'Well, they're common dolphins; you can tell froime tfigure-of-eight

markings on their flanks, and because they're fiwusiastic. Bottle-nosed
dolphins are silver-grey, and they're much moreatedAnd then the big
male—see, that one—he's got a scar down his sidis. family is our

resident one.’

'Do you see them often?’

She smiled. 'Yes. Oh, look, there's a new baby.t\&aarling little thing!
At that moment the peaked cap on her head wasetliggf by a vagrant
gust. A quick lunge rescued it, but she overstezlcénd slipped. Instantly
she was seized by two iron hands.

'‘Be careful!" Guy's voice was harsh.

It took her brain a second or two to catch up vduen it did she realised she

was standing with her face pressed into his shouli@risoned against the
tense rigidity of a body held in complete, involanyt stasis.



Mike couldn't breathe, yet she drowned in his scefightly salty,
powerfully masculine. It slid past all the defendes mind had built,
straight through by the back door into the moshetdble part of her, her
sensuality. Without volition her tongue came oud,atelicately catlike, she,
licked the bronzed throat where his pulse thudasyity. His taste flooded
her mouth, her being, rousing hungers like flimsihained beasts inside
her.

For a long, frozen moment his muscles stayed lackieen he stepped back,
almost pushing her away from him with ungentle sambpalled by her
temerity, Mike stared up into a face that was drawad savage with fiercely
suppressed emotion.

"That was probably not a good idea," he said thrdaagely moving lips.
She touched her dry inner mouth with her tongudidi't mean to '

"You didn't mean to be as provocative as you pbssibuld? You didn't
want to put your mark on me?' Something feral peawh his voice, in his
eyes. 'That's hard to believe, Mike. Don't let ymndency to flirt run away
with you. Teases often get more than they bargaih f

He turned her around so that she could once moikedat at Old Neptune
and his extended family, his arm like a steel lzanss her shoulders.

Mike had the unnerving feeling that she had be¢wat separated from the
rest of humanity, and that until he was ready tease her that was where
she'd stay. If he had wanted to intimidate hemnvhs succeeding.

'l am not a tease,’ she said angrily.

'‘No? A flirt, then.'

'Not that either.'

With a movement that was almost vicious she rewethe engine, sending
the little craft surging through the water. Instatiie dolphins altered speed



to stay in their favourite spot, on the crest & waves forced out on either
side by the bow.

"You have a way of looking up through your laslned ts very hard to resist.
| doubt if you even know you're doing it," he saigsterely, 'but that was a
fairly fervent kiss | saw you exchange with the dé&ader the other night. Is
he your boyfriend?’

‘No, he is not. He was just being silly."'
'l see.' His voice was dry.

Mike kept her gaze fixed ahead, so conscious ofvi&lfire physical
reaction to his closeness that she took in notbfrige exhilarating scene in
front. Through her heavy lashes the water glinsdder and blue-green, the
dolphins' lustrous bodies curving through the foara celebration of grace
and delight.

Normally she would have revelled in the moment, roéd it with all the
spirited enthusiasm of her nature. Now she washedfby an alien need, a
merciless summons entirely different from the sjyagkbeauty of the day,
yet part of it too. Guy's arm was heavy, commandagythough he was
trying to impress her with some message. If he whs, thought with a
mixture of anger and despair, he was failing. Tilg mmessage she got came
from her body.

'‘Look!" she exclaimed, pointing.
The big male, sleek and glorious in his pride, sundlg hurtled out of the
water and hung tail-down, suspended, it seemedipgrseconds above the

surface, before falling in with a monstrous splash.

'Showing off." Guy's voice was amused, as thoughh&d never touched
him and he had never threatened her.

She tried to match it. 'Or perhaps it's just theeshoy of being alive.’



'Perhaps. But | imagine the presence of severalassmpnable females has
something to do with it. Look, he's doing it again.

Mike waited until the dolphins had sped away tot fo@fore asking with
delicate scorn, 'Do all men like to show off?"

'Yes.' His darkly textured voice was wry, a littignical. 'It's part of nature.
Males strut their stuff and females pick the on®whtches their eye. Why
should the human race be any different?'

Trying to imagine him 'strutting his stuff,” Mikaifed lamentably. He didn't
need to indulge in such overt displays of power\arility. Self-possession,
allied to his vital physical beauty, meant that sioay, however subtle,
would be superfluous and counter-productive. Besidhe suspected that
an innate pride forbade it.

'Why indeed?’ she asked a little acidly. 'But aegwst animals? What about
love?'

'Love?'

Mike reacted to the taunt in his voice with a smiranger. She didn't know
much about love between men and women, but sheskad enough

instances of it in her lifetime to convince herttitdoappened to some lucky
people. 'lt exists.’

Irony robbed his smile of humour. 'Most women useelas a bargaining
counter in their search for security of some sort.'

'‘Bargaining counte?' Suddenly furious, she sent him a haughty Ia&kat
an arrogant, sexist thing to say"

A cynical little smile twisted his mouth. 'It's theuth. Marriage is the
bartering of sexual and social advantages for #gcurhe said
contemplatively, watching her from half-closed eyes

'If that's the way you think," she said, shruggiittg no wonder you're not
married. No woman would have you.'



His brows winged up, whether in surprise or digtagther frankness was
difficult to tell. Mike stared back at him doggedhgfusing to back down.

'How do you know I'm not married?'

Of course she didn't know. Plenty of men were redrhiefore they reached
twenty-six. 'Are you?' she asked, trying to sousth@augh it didn't matter a
bit to her one way or the other.

He shook his black head. 'No.'

There was a note of finality to the word that glaéeross nerves already
abraded by his touch, his presence.

Mike said slowly, 'Well, there you are, then.' Ao¥m pleated her dark
brows. 'Perhaps securitypart of the bargain, but women need reassurance.
some sort of commitment, so they have help wheontes to bringing up
children.'

It -had been a struggle for her mother; she candember days when Linda
had frowned and snapped, and as Mike had grown slte had come to
realise just how difficult it had been for her metho care for her, not just
financially, but emotionally. If Linda hadn't had struggle alone, her life
would have been a lot easier.

'l know. Which simply means that the desire fousig is programmed into
feminine genes.' Guy gave her a mocking smileorif'tdblame your gender
for it; | accept it. But it's hypocritical to adnthat I'm right then call me a
cynic for saying so.’

He had her nicely. She stared at him in frustratiotl her mouth quirked.
'So why domenmarry,' she asked sweetly, 'if it's not for seg@i

He shrugged. 'Of course it's for security. Most mvant children they know
are their own.’'

'It's a wise child that knows its own father.' Hmice was sardonic. She
knew her father's name, nothing more. It was alwhnted to know.



'My children," Guy said, his voice level, 'will detely know their own
father." In spite of the lack of expression in blaihvoice and his face a dark,
implacable intensity burned below the surface.

‘This is Waewaetorea,' Mike said, unable to resporathy other way.
'Who owns it?'

She told him and cut the engine simultaneously.craiser settled back into
the water to move sedately towards a sweep ofrsilite beach. In the still
water between the headlands their wake was a featlfieam, straight and
delicately traced behind them.

'‘We're here," Mike said inanely, promising hersetit she wasn't going to
get involved in any more disturbing conversatioriguy. From now on

she would stick to social platitudes. 'Would yokelito look around by
yourself?'

'‘No. You can show it to me.’

That day they visited all the privately owned islanlanding on some,

circling others. Guy asked her questions about tladimthe questions

becoming more penetrating as he realised just hioe er knowledge was.
He seemed fascinated by what she had to tell mohshe became drunk on
appreciation and the sun, drunk on his presence.

At about three o'clock he said, 'Let's go backdo\Winds. | haven't had a
good look at all three lagoons. Can we come in ftioenother side?'

‘Yes, of course.'

Half an hour later they were walking along the lheaicone of the exquisite
little lagoons, its almost circular sheet of shallwvater guarded from the
full force of the easterlies by low pohutukawa-chehdlands and hills.

'l love this place,’ Mike said on a sigh. 'It'sbeautiful!’

It is indeed.' He looked about keenly. 'Who owf3s i



‘A family trust in England somewhere."

Throughout the rest of the lazy afternoon, whileytlswam in the warm,
translucent waters of the lagoons and she showeddre of the intriguing

creatures that lived there, explored the tree-bksablands and bluffs, then
ate the left-overs from lunch on the white sandelagim the massive
swooping branches of a pohutukawa tree, Mike fsttange, fretful tension
grow within her, made the more palpable by the igld®=auty of their

surroundings.

It was just self-consciousness, of course. Tryhasdsd, she couldn't rid her
mind—or her body—of the memory of those kisseseyresty.

Which was stupid, because, if one thing was ceritias that Guy had put
them completely from his mind. Probably they hadmant much to him,
anyway. She had inflated a few sunny moments toeiang important in
her life, whereas to him they would be nothing ®&diirtation. Humiliation
crawled beneath her skin, stronger because sh&Hhade it. She couldn't
dismiss it, but she could at least strive to beegjgal in sophistication, in
composure.

When the tea flask had been drained she askedyodDowvant to go to
another island?’

'No." Guy lay back on the picnic rug.

Copying him, Mike tried to empty her mind of evdryig" relax enough to
feel for a few precious seconds at one with the Bayunwittingly her head
turned and her eyes sought the face of the madédasr.

He was lying with his hands behind his head, atitbabh his lashes rested
on his cheek she knew he wasn't asleep. An awieat watchfulness about
him indicated his awareness. A stray beam of shhligobed through the
silver canopy of leaves to alight on his hair, lgracross it to bring out the
colour hidden within the blackness, flames amonbams

She woke to the sound of his regular breathing, taedheat of his long,
elegant body against hers. While they had slegt bad shifted position,



and although he was still on his back she had maeedss until she was
lying half on him, her cheek pressed to the widpa@se of his chest, his
regular heartbeat thudding in her ears, his armsrar her.

A jolt of sensation transfixed Mike. Desire, sheught desperately as it
flashed, mindless, intoxicating, through her; itswast desire, purely the
private joke of Nature, the basic, mindless magnetf female for male,
man for woman. It was the reason for her dry motdh,the ache that
throbbed through her whenever she looked at him.

In spite of her stealthy withdrawal she woke himalifted his heavy lashes
to look at her with eyes as dazed and indolenteasbdy. He knew, she
realised sickly, and it amused him that she only tealook at him to want
him.

Mike gave up subtlety and tried to jerk away, bistdrms tightened around

her with uncompromising strength. Struggling, slosed her eyes a second,
hoping that the rapid thud of her pulses coulda'tsben in the betraying

little hollow in her throat. If she had long hamstead of this ridiculous crop

she could have hidden her hot cheeks in it, buhaleo brazen it out as best
she could.

'This is an unexpected bonus,' he murmured, his gy@mering with blue
lights, amused, perceptive.

'I'm sorry,’ she said hastily. 'l don't know hogoit here.’

'l gather you're not in the habit of draping yolfreger stray sleepers. Pity. |
rather like it.'

He was teasing her, and, although she drew a eelibkeath when he let her
go, she was abruptly, obscurely angry at the ligimost avuncular tone of
his voice. She didn't want Guy to feel avunculamething primal in her
wanted him to be as lost to desperation as she was.



CHAPTER FOUR
EDGY and cautious, Mike said]l finish repacking the hamper.’
'‘Good idea. Do you need any help?' Guy's voiceumaslected.

'No." She needed time to regroup her defencesgaim what composure she
could. This was getting out of hand, and she didriv how to deal with it,
but the mundane work of tidying up would give hdarigf respite.

'Here's one that's trying to get away,’ Guy sazdylaHe picked a glass up
from the sand and leaned over to put it into theper.

Mike said, Til do it; | know where it goes,' and nve¢o take it from him.
Unfortunately she overbalanced. For a wild momentarms flailed as she
tried to keep herself upright, but inevitably studlapsed—right on to the
lean length of his body.

'I'm sorry,' she gabbled, pushing at his sun-hesttedlders, shocked at the
tension and hardness beneath her fingers. She kxestly what was
happening to him, for she felt a quickening stidesire pulse through her.

His mouth curved into a humourless smile. 'So amwbnder if it's fate.'

'No," she gasped wildly, mesmerised by the claanibg colour of his eyes,
lit from behind by some unholy flame.

'Yes.' One masterful hand behind her head pulledate down to within a
hair's breadth of his mouth. His breath tickled faertoo sensitive lips. 'I've
been trying to avoid this since | saw you, but fatest have it in for me.’

His mouth was firm and insistent. After a first mamh of resistance she
yielded to it, locked into a pattern she was undblelefy, a pattern of
surrender and need, of demand and hunger.

The kiss burned deep into her soul; it comprisedsiveetness of grapes,
dusky with bloom and promise, and the intoxicatdbrchampagne. It was
ruthless, exacting, unsparing. And somewhere irdifmereaches of a mind



gone crazy, Mike discerned that he was as astahiakeshe was by its
heated fierceness.

Sensation roared through her body, smashing threughy barrier she had
constructed, until she sighed her angry submigstorhis mouth, her small
slenderness moulding itself to his lithe, taut feam

When at last he released her Mike couldn't liftinead; she let her face sink
down on to his shoulder, shaking with reaction, higs still moving in
involuntary provocation, her breasts so sensitidet the soft cotton
between them and his skin seemed an unbearahlsiorir

His chest rose and fell as he dragged air intoduag long starved of it. He
said, 'Dear God,' in a raw whisper, and turnedhabghe was caged beneath
him, prisoner of his body and her own weakness.

The world spun; she must have cried out becausailg’Hush, sweetheart,’
and then he kissed her once more, and it beganeilagain, the intolerable
hunger that grew and grew with each kiss, the resgiimpact of his
masculinity on her senses robbing her of energadifggop her femininity.

'Circe,' he said unevenly against her lips, '‘Calygsu're another nymph on
another island, a bewitching, dangerous enchantredding my soul to

ransom with your black hair and your passionatetmand your eyes like
wild, pale gems. If | kiss you again | might becohwoked, but I'm going

to.'

This kiss was merciless, as though he was tryifgdad her. Mike's heart
beat suffocatingly high in her throat; she heavehamper, and realised that
it came from her, and then he thrust his hipstinonotch of her body and at
the same time his tongue plunged deep, and forrmenbshe thought she
was going to die of wanting.

But he lifted his head, saying roughly, 'Someooetsing.'

Mike opened dazed, silvery eyes.



'‘Get up,’ he commanded, levering himself up froemglound. He extended
a hand, pulling her up with such casual lack obrefthat she realised anew
how very strong he was. As he let her go he saidgay, 'l| must be mad.’

Voices galvanised Mike into action. Racked by thegmpassion, eaten up
by it, she made herself stuff the last glass ineoltamper as Guy shook sand
from the rug and folded it.

A quick glance along the beach revealed that treetimtruders had stopped
and were now crouched down, peering at somethitigeirsand. Mike used
the respite granted to exhale deeply, coaxingtustrated body back from
the precipice of a moment ago into some sort oflibgum.

'We'd better get back to the boat,' she muttered.

He took the hamper from her nerveless grip, smiuity a cold irony that
chilled her right through. 'Yes. It's past timeyt'

Once in the boat Mike opened the throttle, burrofigthe edges of the
waves as the little boat jumped from one to the.nexless time than she
had ever done the trip before they were back atwtharf. Neither had
spoken, but as they got out of the cruiser he damdsorry; | shouldn't have
kissed you like that.’

Her shoulders moved uncomfortably beneath the cattder shirt, but she
was not going to let him see just how shatteredve® 'l don't recollect
pleading with you to stop,' she returned, tryingyeard to project the right
amount of airy nonchalance.

He scrutinised her with narrowed eyes. 'You're raniguing mixture of
composure and unexpected shyness. | wonder whittheiseal Mike—a
consummate little flirt, or a shy nymph?’

Something in his tone made her stiffen and glanseisiously up, but there
was no sign of emotion in the angular features. Had he learned to keep
such command of his face, of his body language?



Except when a woman fell into his lap, Mike thougearily. And she
couldn't blame him for that. All men were susceltilo open provocation.

'‘Come on," he said, taking the hamper from the fwhaat's go back.’

Halfway along the warm, splintery timber he lookarbund and said
suddenly in a voice that was hard and contemptudhis place is a wreck!

'It's not meant to be a swept-up place like therteigy motels over on the
Paihia side," she retorted, angry with him for mgkner see it through his
eyes.

For Far Winds was scruffy, its unkempt buildingsl agrounds "a blatant
contrast to the magnificent natural beauty of uts@undings.

‘There's no need for the owner to run it into theugd. It doesn't look as
though anything's been spent on it since he get'her

'Harry loves Far Winds," Mike said defensively.
'He has a strange way of showing it. This looks kkploitation.'

She bit her lip. It was impossible to explain Harayl laid-back charm,
every cent he earned dribbling away on a thousaud gauses—to this
man, whose every movement expressed a hard-edgedyethat was
formidable and intimidating. To Harry the building®re only a necessary
evil; it was the Bay he loved, the Bay he introdubes guests to.

Or used to. The Harry of the last three months avégaten man, slowly
drinking his way into uselessness.

As she walked up the path beside Guy, Mike wasladday two conflicting
desires: to remember every second of her time ith and to pull away.
Common sense warned her that in spite of the pas$iis kisses he wasn't
looking for anything more than a light holiday ramea, and she knew better
than to indulge in that sort of thing.



Yachts and craft of all kind were heading in tovgatide inner anchorages;
the day of silver and gold and blue was almost,cwed Mike, for one, was
devoutly thankful for it. Guy's touch, his kissegsre becoming addictive.
She had spent the afternoon waiting hopefully fog or both, and she was
sickened by her eager, pathetic response to hempséxuality.

'l see you around,' she said, a sudden harsh ¢lwrging the words with
significance.

There was a moment's silence, not the silencestimatld fall naturally at the
end of a pleasant day out, but one resonating twéhunfulfilled emptiness
of things left undone.

The winged black brows pulled together in a slighivn, but his voice was
unemotional as he said, "Thank you for the day."

Mike returned calmly, 'There's no need to thank Neu paid for it." It
sounded churlish, but she didn't care. Smiling,dy&s straying no higher
than his beautifully chiselled mouth, she endedlgo® hope it was what
you wanted.'

'Yes,' he said. 'lt was.'

She was relieved when they got to the main buildifibtake the hamper
back,' she said in the foyer, holding out her Hand, eager to be free of his
presence.

He took up far too much room in the world. A familedginess rubbed her
nerves raw. Now that she knew what he tasted &, that the memory of
his body against her was imprinted in her brainwnihat she had
experienced the exquisite sensations he could sunda@ep inside her, heat
and flame and a narcotic sweetness, she was ulatd@e with the sensual
overload.

This, she thought roughly, must have been how rathen had felt. And
remember where that got her!



He didn't answer, and she looked up. His eyes oaghtuers, his expression
focused, the dark planes of his face purely matent and aware.

Excitement licked through every cell in Mike's body

Ruthlessly she quashed it. After all, it was onhygical, and without the
fuel of his presence to feed on it would burn out.

'I'll take the hamper back," she repeated, trymgdund professional and
efficient and impersonal.

His smile was crooked. 'All right, then. See yoietaMike.'

It was the casual, all-purpose farewell she'd dobbaeard ten thousand
times, so why should it hurt when he said it?

Because you want more, she told herself viciouslyslae turned away.
Because you are a fool.

That evening there washangion the beach, a meal cooked in an earth oven
in the way of the Maori before electricity cametekivards the local school
Maori group would sing songs and dance, and ortheobldkaumatuaof

the marae would tell a legend about the Bay of Islands,tfirs his
forefathers' language with its magnificent oratdahen in English. Mike
loved listening to the Maori words flow through tlvarm air, and watching
the firelight flicker on the wise old face carvegltime and experience.

So although officially off duty, she wandered doterthe beach at the time
when everyone was licking their fingers and commieg of being too full,
and found herself a shadowed nook in the shade@bbthe pohutukawa
trees.

'What are you thinking?'

Guy had appeared so silently that she almost fidcdway. He sat down
beside her and turned his head so that he couldesdace.



'l was thinking that the culture group is a faings- section of New Zealand
today," Mike said softly.

His eyes followed hers, inspecting heads all shatibbonde to black, skins
every tone from pale Celtic transparency to warrideo brown, eyes that
ranged in colour from blue through green and hazelarkest brown, and
features that could have sprung straight from ohdhe magnificent
Polynesian colonising canoes of over a thousandsyago, or the settlers'
ships that had come from Europe in the last century

'Yes,"' Guy said slowly. 'We have problems—what ¢gudoesn't?—but a
group like that is both the hope and the futurestogr.’

At that moment Hohepa got to his feet and begataltg reeling in his
audience with ineffable skill. Guy listened intgnths though he understood
the Maori words.

Hohepa's voice rose and fell until, with the instinof a true actor, he
paused, before a last dramatic sentence rollethdubodthirsty effect. For
a taut moment the only sound was the quiet murrhtivedlittle waves, until

the culture group sprang to their feet and, wiia young men displaying
themselves in the fierce, war-like postures ofithka,they retold the legend
in dance and song.

The hakaended with a blood-curdling yell and a magnificksap high in
the air. Smoothly picking up the slack, Hohepa slid English and told the
same story. Something of a showman, in the besesgfrthe word, from the
first word he had held the audience, young andiéasas as many of them
were, firmly in the hollow of his gnarled old hand.

Mike didn't notice. She sat quietly, so acutelysmaus of the man beside
her that she thought her skin might burst with @nass.

Applause burst out across the water, silvered hgva moon track. The
group flocked around the school group, and in § géort time there were
impromptu lessons ihakamovements and the art of twirling the tiny balls
calledpoi on the end of their long flax strings. Hohepalgglaboomed out.



Two people drifted along the beach, recognised @ng,sat down, smiling
greetings. Mike began to get to her feet, but Gag softly, 'Don't go yet.'

Because some unregenerate part of her heart ldngsdy, she obeyed its
dictates. Within a few minutes they were discusdimg evening show,
asking questions, listening intently as Mike an®ddéhem. The man was an
Australian, big and burly and slow-talking, the wammfrom Cardiff, in
Wales.

Mike enjoyed that first part. It was when the caisegion drifted, became
more general, that she began to feel uncomfortalilese people had
travelled; they were intelligent, aware, and thexd lsome provocative
things to say about each country they'd seen. Ti@nturned to films, to
books, to shows. She felt like some ignorant cquioampkin.

How she envied them for being able to initiate amdie dissection of a

book by an up-and-coming writer! She loved readind,since she had left
school she had done very little. Even then, shekhad/n nothing about the

books they discussed. Loving Dickens didn't haeestime cachet as talking
about infinitely esoteric modern writers.

At last she got to her feet with a smile, said,d@aght; no don't move,
enjoy the evening,’ and left them to it. Someorglegun to strum a guitar,
and songs from all over the world were being retpges

Mike had never felt so lonely in all her life.

That night she dreamed again of Guy's kisses, aadgrgssed to more
explicit dreams, dreams that left her with a shiatteconviction that she did
not know herself nearly as well as she thoughstheShe woke just before
dawn, sticky and hot, her body aching, her moutiehpzd.

Dazed by the heavy humidity and the shimmer of rigbthout in the
garden, she obsessively recalled the moments shepeet in Guy's arms,
feeling her body spring to life instantly, the haat the need begin to build
again.



There could be no future for them; the previousnexg had been very
revealing. He'd spoken of cities that were only eanto her—Rome,
London, New York, Paris—and it was clear he kneanttwell, had friends
in all of them. He was cosmopolitan, worldly in tfeal sense, a citizen of
the world, whereas she had only ever been onceit&land.

A country girl, she thought with a wry, sad smilgth country interests.

Although Guy might be attracted, he wasn't goindatbin love with her.
She had nothing to offer him. So she wouldn't bg and lose her heart to
him.

Anyway, he'd be gone soon, taking with him the glanof his personality.

But when she was racing towards the kitchen an Hater, and he
materialised from somewhere to say crisply, 'l wvtarteke you out tonight,’
all her good resolutions went sky high.

Mike knew her jaw dropped; she could feel it gdotik a conscious effort
of will to press her lips together again, and wtteat was done she couldn't
speak.

He laughed, his blue eyes dancing. 'For dinnersdmt calmly.
'Here?'

He frowned. 'No, not here. I'll get a boat and lWg8 to one of the
restaurants on the mainland.’

She should say no, but more than anything elsensimted to spend an
evening with him. It would be, she realised witglimmering excitement,

the first time she had ever gone out with a martHerevening. 'Yes,' she
said simply. 'I'd like that.’

'‘Good. It has to be tonight because I'm leaving toovg' he said, in a tone
so casual she realised it meant nothing to him.



Swiftly, so swiftly that he couldn't see how cldssr heart was to cracking
apart, she asked, 'What time should | be ready?'

'I'll call for you at seven.'

Fortunately she had to work a full eight hours,skhiook her mind slightly

away from the fever of anticipation that racked. Hdowever much she

ordered herself to be practical, she couldn't nepdering whether perhaps
this was not the end, but a beginning.

For once she wished she owned a wardrobe of exguaisthes, but beggars
couldn't be choosers, she told herself with griimbur. She decided to
wear a white lace waistcoat over a white cheeded&irt that she had
bought for the last end-of-year social at school.

But when she had it on, she wondered whether itentieely suitable. There
seemed to be an awful lot of gleaming olive skiowdithe white lace. There
wasn't anything she could do about her bare shmjldat to fill in the neck

she wore a silver waterfall necklace her mothertheakured.

Her worried eyes scanned the front of the laceta@as. She squinted in the
mirror, raising and lowering her arms to see wheltkee cotton bra showed.
No, the tiny pearl buttons in their embroidereddedid everything.

Not that Guy would spend the evening leering intibpe that some small
part of her bra might be revealed! The idea waktods, even if it did make
her nipples feel odd and full. Guy was far too mdoto indulge in that sort of
adolescent behaviour.

Relieved, she slid her feet into white sandals wigdium heels that gave
her a little more height. In spite of the heat stheuld probably wear
stockings. However, she didn't possess any. AnyWarylegs were smooth
and glossy, polished by summer.

She eyed herself in the mirror, noting the colcat tcurled along wide
cheekbones, the feverish glitter transforming lyessanto silver-blue stars.
Lipstick, she thought worriedly, made her mouthnsdeller and softer than



ever before, but, short of going without, there washing she could do
about that.

It would be nice to wear perfume, something moderd haunting with a
subtle, erotic undernote that in years to come ddwing her vividly to
mind whenever it drifted across Guy's nostrils.

Smiling mockingly at herself in the mirror, she apg the pretty lavender
fragrance her mother had given her the last Chastitiey had spent
together.

She was at the gate, smelling one of the old-fasdaoses Linda adored,
when he came striding past the selection of oldydrts that were the staff
quarters.

"You're such a pretty thing," he murmured, pickimg flower with one twist
of his fingers and tucking it between the top t@aey pearl buttons. 'There,
that sets off your dress perfectly. The Bay Viseswecommended, so I've
booked there for us. Have you been there before?’

'‘No." It was the best restaurant in the Bay; Mileel hheard that it was the
most expensive, too. But just then she wouldn'teheared if he'd been
taking her to the Ritz. She was still trembling ardly at the touch of firm,

cool fingers pressed for a shivering moment agdiastsuddenly sensitive
breasts.

'‘Well, we'll see what it's like.'
There was something different about him, a tendat transformed the
sheen of his eyes into a gleaming brilliance, tdaehe heart of a flame,

when his gaze lingered on her mouth for a tautyggthsecond.

Anticipation consumed Mike in a heated rush. "Wima¢ are we due there?’
she asked huskily.

'In half an hour, so we'd better get going.’



As they walked through the hotel grounds Mike lambkewn at the soft lace
of her waistcoat, wondering whether it was elegaatugh for the occasion.
Guy was wearing grey trousers, superbly cut to milee most of his
strongly muscled thighs and long legs, a white shiikt with a muted tie,
and a reefer jacket, its subtle nautical shapingredy suitable. He
looked—he looked a man who knew how to handle Himsany situation,
a man whose confidence was founded on more sdafidwges than the cut
of his clothes.

It was no use worrying about her outfit now; it vilas best she had, and she
wasn't going to spoil the evening by dithering dver clothes. She had done
that all day. This was an evening out of time, simel was going to relax and
enjoy herself, pretend just for tonight that shebttlis all the time, went out
to dinner with a man she was half in love with.

The Bay Vista lived up to its reputation. The foads superb and the
ambience everything she expected, at once poliashddcosmopolitan, yet
with enough of the Bay's casual style to fit i surroundings. Guy was
attentive without being flirtatious, putting Mike snuch at ease that she
became able to enjoy the food and the wine ancatin®sphere without
constraint. Soon she was talking as though she&khadn him all her life.
Although they had almost nothing in common, theas & basic communion
of minds that bridged the differences between them.

Clearly, he was accustomed to this sort of entartgi The waiter deferred
to him, he discussed wine intelligently without ripi obsessed with
vintages, and in some subtle manner he dominagecbtim.

Stimulated by the man and the occasion, Mike altbher naturally dry wit
to surface. He didn't steer the conversation im&as where her lack of
experience would be revealed; he made her laughhamade her feel she
was more than holding her own.

Afterwards, when the evening was over, she woutlse that although he
didn't give the impression of being particularlynséive he must have
understood exactly how she had felt the previogshtnilistening to the
others talking about topics she was unable to dscuBut that
embarrassment came later.



Over coffee Guy asked idly, 'Have you ever thougfheaving the island?’

Until his arrival Mike hadn't realised that for setime she'd been chafing at
the restrictions of her life on Far Winds. 'It's goite that simple,’ she said
slowly, looking down at her capable, suntanned hamdhe peach linen
tablecloth. 'l can't just pack up and go.'

'Why not? You must know you're wasting your timerth'

'Things are not going too well for Harry at the meary’ she said warily. 'T'll
stay until he gets himself into order.’

'What's the matter?"

Mike sipped coffee, enjoying the intensely fragrantw. She wanted to
look at Guy, but she had been doing that for mbgteevening, so she let
her gaze wander around the room, noting with whatfeared was a certain
smugness that many of the women had their eyed @ireGuy's handsome
face. 'l don't know.'

'How long do you think he's going to take to gehself in order?’

Mike shook her head. She hadn't finished the lasssgpf wine, and the light
gleamed ruby in the crystal glass. 'l don't knoat teither.'

'Or is Harry just an excuse? Are you afraid of lagyFar Winds, Mike?'

'l haven't exactly got much in the way of qualifioas to earn a living,' she
said bluntly. 'l suppose | am afraid, a bit.'

He looked at her. "Why? You can cook for a hot#ldtihungry guests, run

the same hotel, do the housekeeping and, as faraassee, all the accounts
too. Have you ever thought of going into hotel agistration? It's an ever

expanding field, and once you're qualified you taavel all around the

world.'

She smiled a little cynically. 'But first you hateebe trained, and that costs a
packet.’



'‘Can't you get the money?’

'‘Not a hope. Not unless a charitable millionaiksfan love with me,' she
said lightly.

"You could sell your section.'
She shook her head. 'It belonged to my grandparient:n't be selling it.’

He drank some coffee, his eyes very cool and asgessger the rim of the
cup. 'Is Harry your father, Mike?"

Her eyes flew up to meet his, sheer shock dilathem.' Harry?' she
croaked. 'Don't be silly. Where did you get thaa@'

'Oh, there are a few stray rumours floating arolmebndered.’

She put her cup down with a small crash. 'Harrynvaven in New Zealand
when | was conceived.’

'Who was your father, then?’

Anger made her unwise. Showing her small whitéhteéet smile that was a

tigerish challenge, she said, 'He was a summeovisi Russell the year my
mother turned eighteen. He wooed her and sedugedrtethen he left her.

When she told him she was pregnant he said thatoug$, because he was
already married, and he couldn't afford to suppertbrat.’

Guy nodded, his expression sympathetic. 'It's drstary, but one that never
fails to leave a nasty taste in the mouth. So wa bome from what they
now call a dysfunctional family. Sounds more imgres than a broken
home, doesn't it?"'

Her brows shot up.
'My parents married, they even loved each othet,tlhey couldn't live

together. My father is a farmer,' he said in answdrer unspoken question.
A wry smile twisted his chiselled mouth. 'My mothierthe spoiled only



daughter of a man who never stinted her. She ctigdttle to life in the
back of beyond, and Dad wouldn't give up the faemdved. | don't know
what made them think they could make a go of ieyltvere so different;
their marriage was doomed from the start.’

If his father looked anything like Guy, she couldderstand his mother's
behaviour.

'Where are they now?' she asked softly.

'My mother is married to a businessman in Vancautrezy've got two
daughters. My father is still on his farm. He medriagain, too, a woman
who grew up in the country. They have a son wigoiag to take the farm
over when he dies. Both Mother and Dad are far ieamow than they were
when they were married to each other.'

At that moment a band struck up, and he held auhéind. ‘Come and dance
with me," he commanded.

This was far from the cheerful country style theadhdanced to at Far
Winds; this band played soft, bluesy music, soptagtd and smooth. Guy's
arm held Mike's pliant, slender form close agahist. She didn't protest.
He was leaving tomorrow, so with half-closed eyes ®llowed his steps,
lost in a dream.

"You move like silk,' he said after a while. 'Thate first thing | noticed
about you. You came down the wharf at a run, toassasimment to the two
men who were standing on the pontoon, and floated mto the wheel-
house. | couldn't believe my eyes.’

Shyness made her dumb.

'‘And then we danced together," he went on, 'amc# like holding one of
the Graces in my arms. Did you have ballet lessons?

'‘No." There hadn't been money for that sort ofghiwe did gymnastics at
school.'



‘Just naturally graceful.' His voice was dark aedp loaded with charm.

Swift little shudders ran through Mike, tiny chilthat set her nerves
tingling. How could a voice, a certain look, a tammale scent do this to her?
She shivered, and his hand tightened. 'Are youold

'‘No." Her voice sounded husky, almost raw, yet pérg with it. This, no
doubt, was how her mother had felt with the man Wwad seduced her and
then left her.

She stiffened, but his grip kept her against hiwo, ‘don't pull away,' he
said. 'Just for tonight, Mike, let's dance likesthi

So she forgot about tomorrow, forgot about theynbiste piece of gossip
he'd relayed to her, forgot about everything bet tapture of being held
close enough to him to feel his heartbeat.

The evening was a time of enchantment that didn%H when they sped
back to the island in the runabout, because a npatinshimmered silver
before them all the way. Far Winds was quiet afparh a group making a
night of it in the bar; Guy's arm about Mike kept varm, and when they
got back to her front door he said softly, 'DetildiMike..." and kissed her,
first her mouth, then her trembling lashes, thea #atin skin of her
shoulders.

His mouth was gentle. 'Goodbye, Mike," he said thyiand walked away
from her and out of her life.

By the time she got to work the next morning he pade, leaving at seven
in the water taxi according to Nola, who wantedlé a little about him.

Mike couldn't. Whenever his name came up in coratems she suffered a
tightness in her throat that blocked her speecief @nd forlornness gnawed
at her.

Of course it would get better.



Only-it didn't. She still worried about Harry anid drinking, still ran herself
ragged trying to keep the hotel on an even keeliHmre was a transparent
wall between her and the rest of the world, a sctkat imprisoned her in a
blank grey misery.

It will pass, she told herself, and made a deteechieffort to overcome her
grief. Her mother had often said that if you adtegpy you became happy,
so Mike found in herself a talent for acting thatud have stood her in good
stead on the stage. Unfortunately it appeared likeatmother had been
wrong.

A month passed, then two. Summer slid inexorally autumn, days that
were hot and beautiful, nights of a crisp clartgttsang like a crystal bowl.
There was just enough rain to turn the islandstaadills of the mainland
green, not enough to make the farmers happy. Thensu rush began
slowly to ease off.

Mike went about her work with a resolute smile @drno her lips. She wrote
away to a technical institute and discovered tia&t fees for a hotel
management course were far beyond her. Doggedycahtacted a couple
of hotel chains, enquiring about their trainee sobe

She was waiting for their answers when Harry camtwethe kitchen one day
as she and Nora were getting lunch ready.

'Mike, come with me,"' he said.
‘Can't it wait? We've got--'

‘No, it bloody can't wait!" He turned on his headaslammed out of the
kitchen.

Nora and Mike stared at each other. Harry nevereswo

"You'd better go,’ Nora said quickly. 'l can do thst of this. Go on, hurry
up.'

Harry was in his flat, staring at a piece of papgh bloodshot eyes.



'What is it?' Mike asked, her gaze following his.

'It's a letter from the lawyers for the Shelgravest. They've refused my bid
for the renewal of the lease and they want me bhéere in six months.’

Mike sank down into a chair. 'Oh, God," she brekthe
Harry laughed mirthlessly. 'Exactly.’
'‘But they can't do that!

'Oh, yes, they can, no problems.' Shockingly hehmutface in his hands.
‘They're going to sell the island to Bishops Hoigin You've heard of
Bishops, of course. They're into tourism in a bigyw-hotels, ships,
airlines; they've got them all over the world. W#tkey sent a representative
up to case the joint, and he recommended thatktbeyt.'

No wonder Harry had been drinking himself into wigih every night.
'When did this happen?' Mike asked in a steadyeyoiwre to give herself
time than for the information.

Harry laughed again, even more discordantly. "Yoavk him. Apparently
he's old man Bishop's grandson. He came up tospie lie of the land. It
seems strange to send a member of the family—bathdss practice.
Perhaps he needed a holiday. Or perhaps becassgohea different name
they didn't think we'd know. We didn't, either,they were right.’

'Who was it?' A cold premonition turned Mike's fauzesty.

Harry didn't seem to notice. "Yeah. Have to hartd iim; he was good. |
didn't have a clue. | even liked the young bastAlhad a brain on him. |
liked talking to him. But he's organised thingstisat we have to leave Far
winds.'

'Who?Whofound out?"

'‘Guy Lorimer! From Bishops Holdings.'



Mike stared at Harry's ravaged face. 'Guy?' shepdned.

'Yes." His big hands clenched on the table. 'FoBistiop, billionaire
several times over, is his grandfather.' He madevitrds an obscenity. 'Guy
Lorimer's going to take over the whole kit and catle one day; at the
moment he's the old man's trouble-shooter. He avelltruly played us for
fools.'

Mike got to her feet and walked over to the wind@he felt sick and old
and tired, her aching heart a cold weight in hesthGuy, she thought. Oh,
Guy.

She had fallen into his cruel grip like a baby lod young to know that the
world was full of predators. He had chatted herang flirted with her, and
used the bewildered response of her body against he

And then he had left her.

‘They're going to tear everything down and buildipt from the ground

again,' Harry said tiredly. 'Turn it into a very-oparket hotel with a golf

course and tennis courts and everything. For thankse mainly, | suppose.
They like golf, don't they? And if they get sick tfis one there's the
Waitangi and Kerikeri courses just over the water.'

'Is the island big enough for a golf course?"

'Oh, yes, it's big enough. | thought of doing itsal§, once, but it would have
cost too much.’

'Perhaps they won't get planning permission.’ Mikaught about it for a
moment, realising that this was a real possibility.a tone of forced
optimism she went on, "You know how hard it istfoat sort of thing here—
the conservationists will fight tooth and nail. Tbely reason you haven't
had trouble with Far Winds Hotel is because itsrnbleere so long.'

But Harry was shaking his head. 'They've got itnatked out. | found out
from Bill Nelson on the council. They'll install special sewage system
that'll use the little swamp, so absolutely no ywdin'll go into the sea, and



they've got a programme all worked out for rubldiposal. They've filed a
very impressive resource- management plan. As Wi/ 're working with
the government and the conservation people to ttugncoastline into a
marine reserve, which will bring divers from allesvthe world—ijust like
the one at Leigh. No, there'll be no objectionsrfithie conservationists.'

Oh, God, Mike thought. All angles covered. She toddl Guy about Harry's
dream, and he had stolen it. She asked quietlyatWwhl you do?'

Harry didn't look at her. 'l don't know," he saihkily. ‘At the moment all |
can feel is thank God Dodo isn't here. It wouldénbxoken her heart to have
to leave Far Winds. She loved every inch of thegqla

Harry had always said that he wanted to be bureside Dodo, up on the
hill overlooking the sunrise. It seemed highly kely now; flashy tourist
resorts didn't take too kindly to graves everywhdvige thought, then
tamped down on her incipient hysteria.

It would break Harry's heart, too, if he had tovle&ar Winds.

Mike made a pot of tea and they drank it silerttigth occupied with their
own thoughts. Harry had the look of a defeated raad,Mike couldn't think
past the searing, crushing ache of betrayal.

'Harry, I'm so sorry,' she said numbly.

He shook his shaggy head. 'Don't worry abouttiteIMike. We didn't have
a dog's show. He's a young man, but he's already gputation for getting
what he wants. None of us would have had a shovinstgan expert
manipulator like him.'

For a moment his indignation gave some semblancanhation to his
features, but all too soon it died.

'l can't believe it,' she said wearily, but sheldoit made Guy's behaviour
much more understandable. If he had heard earihanshe was Harry's
daughter he must have thought he'd be able to ghenfor information to
make his job easier.



No wonder he had taken an interest in her. A sacdemile curved her
trembling mouth. He certainly hadn't been attratbeaer. She'd been living
in a fool's paradise.

Her mother had used to say, 'Charm is the mostarmdejuality a man can
have. Nobody is immune to it, because it promisesamplete attention,
and that's what we all want.'

She fiad been speaking of Mike's father, but herda@pplied to Guy as
well. He had the ability to convince everyone thatwas interested only in
them; Mike had been dazzled and beguiled, evergthshe had known in
her heart that she had nothing in common with him.

Nothing but a sexuality that had sent her careesifp the stars. Perhaps
the women of her family were doomed to fall in lowdéth specious
charmers.

At least she hadn't gone to bed with him, she thowsgavagely, then
wondered whether she'd have been able to resistifhéime’d possessed
information he really needed.

All lies. Oh, he had wanted her, but she had hapes special for him,
that although she couldn't share his life he waldehys remember her with
a smile and some affection.

Whereas if he remembered her at all it would probak with a cynical
amusement. Those kisses had just been a bonusrfor h

Humiliation gripped her, shaking her so that tezame suddenly to her
aching eyes. Swine, she thought fiercely.

What on earth were they going to do?

That night as she lay awake, her open eyes fixedeaingly on the ceiling
above, an idea formed in her mind. It was not faat Guy should be
allowed to create such havoc and get away withdimeone should see to it
that he paid.



But how could he be made to pay? He was rich, ameedul, and ruthless.

At the very least he should have it forcibly poahtaut to him what he had
done to Harry.

Harry wouldn't do it.

Which left only her.

Her whole being rose in revulsion. She could noit.ddwould mean going

down to Auckland, tracking Guy down, and facing lnhis office. If he let

her; he might simply inform his secretary not tokenan appointment. If he
did that, she'd have to find some other way ofrgedim, and the mere
thought of that made her come out in a cold sweat.

But why should he get away scot-free?



CHAPTER FIVE

THE idea preyed on Mike's mind. She couldn't talkvgérowith anyone, but it
wouldn't have made any difference. Her decisionmwade seconds after the
idea came to her.

At first she wondered whether it was a cover fetyashameful need to see
Guy again, but the mere thought of that made haddér. He had used her.
There were no excuses for him, no emotion thatctstaind against that sort
of exploitation. The tender shoot of admiration atulaction was frosted

and dead.

Three days after he had received the news Hardytha staff. 'I've asked
about jobs in the new resort," he said towardegttieof his short speech, 'but
there's no joy there, I'm afraid. Bishops trainrtben staff, they told me, so
there'll be no new positions for any of you.'

Until then Mike had been too preoccupied with hengoain to realise more
than intellectually what it would do to the resttbé& people who worked at
the hotel, people who were her friends, but as swe their faces she
understood that this was not just her personakthaglt affected them all,
and some of them far more deeply than it did her.

The younger ones, those who could travel to firis jovere the least upset.
Nola, who lived with Sean and their two small cheld in the other staff
cottage, was shattered.

Afterwards she said heavily, 'Well, that's thagnthThe end of the best six
years in my life. It's hard enough to get a job wigeu're in your twenties,
but it's almost impossible once you're over forty.'

'‘But you're a really good cook," Mike said, tryitaglook on the bright side.
"You won't find it hard to get a job. Harry will\gd you a super reference.’

Nola gave her a speaking look. '‘Come on, Mike,doeno qualifications at
all. Before we came here | was just a housewifan$eas on the dole so we
were living in & caravan park in a grotty old hottseck. Meeting Harry



and being offered a job here was like tripping gvaradise on the way to
buy some milk. I don't know what we're going tordw.’

Harry had said that he was closing the hotel in antin Nola looked
desperate, her eyes leached of colour and hopedagheredly, There won't
be any jobs for us in the new Far Winds. They'lhtxamart young kids who
can speak Japanese.'

Sick and furious, Mike looked around and saw th@esaesperation on
other faces. New Zealand was in the grip of a oas and, in spite of
newspaper articles saying that the worst was awveibasiness was picking
up again, things were still difficult in Northlantraditionally the region
hardest hit by recession. Few jobs were being éideer

‘Just before winter, too," Nola said drearily. 'Whae you going to do,
Mike?'

'l don't know.'

But she did know. A conversation later that nightyoput a seal on the
decision she had made.

Harry looked down at the cup of coffee he had dectavith a large tot of
brandy, and said, 'l felt so bloody helpless logkimound them all. I'll do
what | can, but winter's coming up, so no otheomsswill be taking on new
staff at least until the spring. And there's no Wwegn pay them redundancy.’

Mike nodded. The taste of coffee bitter in her nhpshe asked, 'What are
you going to do?'

'Put a bullet in my brain," he said.
She shivered. 'Don't be silly." Her voice was sharg quick.He shrugged
morosely, staring out of the window at the quigfhhi 'Don't worry about

me, Mike. What will you do?'

'Oh, I'll find a job," she said cheerfully. 'l knaveryone in the Bay; | won't
have any difficulty.'



She would definitely confront Guy. Not that shelézbherself it would do
any good—Bishops had, after all, every right to wbat they had"
done—but at the very least she could make Guy Lerimalise just how
many lives he was going to damage. The next daynsmveon the morning
bus to Auckland.

She had been there once before when she was fift@ehno one, she
thought when the bus finally stopped at the statomuld have been more
impressed than she was then by- the noise andebarstl the number of
people. She was almost as intimidated now. Butcshgght a taxi to the
budget hotel where Harry stayed on the rare ocoadh® came to New
Zealand's largest city, and once in her room saindwith the telephone
directory.

It was easy to find. Bishop Tourism. For a momeinkeé\é heart quailed.
That entry, with all it implied, revealed just halistant Guy was from her,
from all the ordinary people who lost their jobsemhbig corporations
played games. Right from the start she had noticednvisible but potent
aura of power that clung to him. Most of it had e indication and
extension of his natural personality, but that rmbauthority could only
have been made more formidable by growing up irhsaic important
family.

What the hell was she to think that she could myt sort of pressure on
him?

Her confidence wavered, until something cold andestd silent, something
she had never recognised in her character befosested she continue.
Slinking back home without even trying was unthiolka Oh, she probably
wouldn't be able to make any difference to thendte outcome, but at least
he should be forced to face just what he had doeedryone at Far Winds,
and that wasn't going to happen unless she di8eitting her jaw, she
resumed her search.

She looked for his name and initial in the privatembers, but there was
nothing there. What she'd do, she finally deciaeak ring Bishop Tourism
and ask for-an appointment with him.



What if they asked why she wanted to see him?

She pushed the frown from between her brows witHfibst three fingers.
What had seemed so easy in the Bay of Islands slyddeas fraught with
pitfalls. She could say it was about Far Winds. iBshe did that she'd warn
him, and he might refuse to meet her.

Briefly, she considered saying she wished to seedn a private matter.
Her head lifted and her mouth tightened as prideedethat; he might think
she was chasing him.

So she would have to say it was business, and géhretary or receptionist
or whoever asked for more she would simply repeatdquest firmly, and
add that it was important.

In case she got tongue-tied she wrote down whatvsimed to say. Thus
armed, she dialled the number. Fear and a kinche@sy anticipation were
mixed with outrage and a bitter sense of betragamike a volatile,
unmanageable cocktail of emotions inside her.

It was every bit as embarrassing as she thougtdutd be. The telephone
operator sounded distinctly dubious, the recepgioaven more so, but by
dint of saying politely and implacably that she degto see Mr Lorimer she
managed to eventually get through to a cool-voigethan.

This person, after presumably consulting with htame back and said that
Mr Lorimer would see her in half an hour's time.

Sticky with sweat and slightly shaky with reactidviike put down the

receiver. Still in the jeans and T-shirt she'd étbad in, she wasted ten
seconds by opening the wardrobe door and inspeitsimgntents. The only
decent dress she had was crushed, and she dide'ttinee to press it.

Hastily she rang the desk, discovered that it tadlaxi probably fifteen

minutes to get her to the Bishop office, and askesm to order one
immediately. She would have to go as she was. iBttghe had a quick
wash down and scrambled into a fresh T-shirt be&gelying a coat of

lipstick and combing her hair into some sort ofesrd



Almost exactly half an hour later she was beingsshmto Guy's office high
above the city by an extremely elegant woman imterthirties who, after
the first appalled moment, managed to hide hernagiment at Mike's
appearance.

Already overwhelmed by the subdued luxury of thgehaomplex, Mike's
face settled into rigid lines.

Guy got to his feet as she came in. In these sndiags he was completely
alien, his dark business suit giving him a remagsrikat effectively cut him
off from the glamorous stranger of the days atWards.

‘Thank you, Sheila. Mike,' he said, his eyes vergrkas they scanned her
features, 'how are you?"

'I'm fine, thank you.' She knew her voice was stdoyt if she allowed any
emotion to show it would be the sort she couldXpeet him to
overlook—hatred and contempt and a stinging despair

‘To what do | owe the pleasure of this visit?' bkeal, watching her from
beneath half-closed lids.

'l think you owe me something," she said blealdfter all, you've just put
paid to my job.’

He didn't move, but his eyes narrowed further s &l she could see was a
burning sliver of colour beneath the thick blackhas. 'When did you hear?’

'Does it matter?' She didn't try to hide the bitéss in her tone.

'Yes, it does," he said without emotion. 'How daai )know who had bought
the island? Did the lawyers for the trust tell you?

'No, their letter just said the island had beed sold gave Harry six months
to get out. Harry has a mole in the council andolied that you'd filed for
planning permission.'

'l see.’



Mike felt a sudden shaft of fear. She shouldn'ehtald him that. Hastily she
went on, ‘Not that that matters, because we'd kawe/n soon enough.'

'What has all this to do with you?' he asked iro&e smooth and bland as
cream.

'l came to—to ask what you're going to do." Shedhat but she couldn't
hide the note of pleading in her words.

‘That comes under the heading of business, Miks.tdéhe was quiet but
inflexible.

She bit her lip. As soon as she had walked intooffise and seen the
stranger standing there she had known she washopeless mission, but
she had to make him understand what he was dolreggb&gan again. '‘Most
of the people who work there haven't got a hodending another job. A lot

of them are there because Harry's got a kind ledrhe felt sorry for them.’

'So what do you expect me to do?'

'You can't just throw them out of work and on te Htrap-heap.' Her voice,
her stance, her stormy eyes bespoke her belligerenc

There was a moment's silence, until he said plélgsdrstill can't see what
you want me to do. If Harry had paid a little mattention to business
instead of dreaming the days away on his romastand he might have
been in a better position to look after these warkeu say he cares so much
about. What about their redundancy payments?'

He read the answer to that in her face. His exmnessardened into granite,
but when he spoke it was in a dispassionate, dalde&oice that made her
take a step back. 'So not only did he get away patfing his staff a pittance,
you included, because most of them were so gratefud job they'd have
worked for almost nothing, but he's going to waltzay without paying a
cent of redundancy. Perhaps there's somethingsaitidor Harry's brand of
philanthropy, after all.'



"You don't know what you're talking about,' shealsaily. 'l shouldn't have
come here.'

'No, you shouldn't. I'm not a welfare agency, Mike not responsible for
idiots who don't take advantage of the laws theegmwent passes to protect
people like them. It's their own fault they fincethselves in this position.’
He spoke coolly and calmly, without any pretenceahpassion.

Mike's heart was breaking, shattering. 'No, you'o¢ a welfare agency;
you're a ruthless, callous, cold-hearted beasipelyour venture fails.’

Something ugly blazed into life in his eyes. 'ltniig he said softly. 'l don't
accept failure.’

She held her ground, but with difficulty. This masas a truly frightening
stranger, so different from the man at Far Windst tinere seemed no
connection between the two. ‘Do you know that Harap't even claim
compensation from the trust?’

He laughed mirthlessly. 'Why the hell should hetepensated? What for?
He's let the place run down until it's practicddilling to bits—in spite of a
lease which put the onus on him to maintain theslhd@ecause of that
proviso he's paid what amounts to a peppercorralrémt the last twenty
years, yet he's put nothing away for his old ageeFt, Mike, he may be
charming and intelligent and amusing, but he's aipugator. Ever since he
took over Far Winds he's sat back enjoying a keosd to none, and done
the bare minimum to keep the place going.'

Her smile was bitterly ironic. "You still don't uexstand, do you? | don't
suppose you've ever met anyone like Harry befoess 4 soft touch, a
philanthropist in the best sense of the word. Theobably isn't anyone
around the Bay who hasn't borrowed money from ramg never been
dunned to pay it back. He supports children allralre world--'

A lean, upraised hand stopped her. 'Then let tbplpavho owe him money
bail him out," he said curtly. 'For the last temngehe's known that the trust
would be more than happy to sell the island. Haigihd he had them over a
barrel because of the recession, and becauseeh&xt Ibuildings go so far



down that it would cost far more than the place wasgth to bring it back

into paying order. He was sure no one else woutd buy the island or take
over the hotel. It was a calculated ploy, Mike, &edlost, fair and square.
He can't expect to play with the big boys thenfory when things don't go
the way he wants them to.’

'So for you it's just a matter of business.' She w@enly scornful now, so
angry that the words came spitting out without tagisin. ‘Harry's not like
that! He's kind, and generous—all right, he's noé tworld's best
businessman, and he might be foolishly optimistitt,he's not conniving, or
an opportunist. Your own ruthlessness has blinadedfyom seeing the real
man. Harry and a lot of the others on Far Windsgatting old, and won't
have anything when they leave. What will they dof?evé will they go?'

'l neither know nor care. That's Harry's respotisfb-something, | might
add, he should have thought of in the years whewdseletting the hotel
moulder into the ground.’

Drawing a deep, painful breath, Mike turned towatdasdoor. 'l knew you
were despicable,’ she said viciously, 'but | didndow just how bad you
really are.'

His smile showed strong white teeth. 'And you h&weven seen me when
I've been trying,' he said, mocking her. 'Giverf hathance, | can be much
worse than that.’

'I'm sure you can.' She walked across the thicketapaid for no doubt by
people he had ruined, wondering stonily how onhesine could have been
falling in love with a man who rode roughshod o@syone in his way

without compunction.

'Of course,' he said, his voice silky and smoadttpuld be persuaded.'

Mike's head jerked up as though she had been hiteoohin. Freezing, she
said in a remote -voice, 'To do what?'

'Oh, to see if we can work out-some form of redugigrayments, perhaps.’



She didn't dare turn her head. 'Persuaded. By what?

'‘Well--" he drew the word out for maximum effecthiew about coming out
to dinner with me tonight?"

To her horror Mike realised that she was almosiptech Sickened by the
treachery of her emotions, she said tonelessiydther eat dinner with the
wolves at the zoo, thank you.'

'Pity. You wouldn't convince them to do anything tleese people you're so
worried about, whereas you just might convince me.’

Get going, she commanded herself. Don't listertnéodevil tempting you;
just put one foot in front of the other and getngpout of here and away.

But her foot wouldn't move, and the hand that Hagimte closed on the
door-handle stayed still, not opening it.

'How?' she asked the door.

She couldn't see him, but she heard the smilesimdice. 'You'll just have to
see, won't you?"

'‘No," she said quietly, intensely. 'I'm not goingoe manipulated any more.
If you want to make a deal, then tell me what.lt is

'When have | ever manipulated you?'

Turning her head, she looked at him with eyes Wete colourless in a
colourless face. "You thought | was Harry's daugftkat's why you—you
thought you might learn something from me."

"You've got it all worked out, haven't you?' heds&lo emotion softened the
carved symmetry of his face.

‘Not that it matters. You aren't Harry's daughiut if you come out to
dinner with me tonight, I'l make sure that somenfoof redundancy
payment is made to the staff.’



Shaking her head, she said scathingly, 'You dorderstand. This isn't a
matter of a few hundred dollars, for God's sake.'

''d have to be deaf and exceedingly thick notawehrealised that. You've
waxed most eloquent about their plight. | can hbgm, Mike. | have the
power.'

She shivered, the fine hairs on the back of hek hi&ng. Yes, he had
power; she had felt it when she'd walked into lif&®, power, naked and
unashamed, aggressively edged with steel, usedvaaon.

He was young, but his grandfather was legendad/Gary was set to follow
him. She should tell him to go to hell, but she wasable to do it. Nola's
face, gaunt with hopelessness, was hideously tidsr mind.

And anyway, she thought wearily, what did it matteat she loved him as
well as despised him, that each moment spent withwas an exquisite
torment? Someone might gain something from her. @owly she nodded.

'Where are you staying? I'll pick you up at sevdriry." His voice was
imperious and arrogant.

In a monotone she gave him the address.
He said curtly, "That's not a very salubrious area.

'It's all right. 1 don't intend to wander the steeat night, and it's clean and
comfortable.’

'Is it?' His tone altered as he came closer, tutmedstiff, unyielding face
with a casual, insulting finger. His gaze droppéespdragingly to her jeans
and T-shirt. 'Wear something a little more festiven those clothes, Mike.'

Her chin lifted. Eyes as clear and as hard as dmasaparkling beneath
obstinately lowered lids, she said in a polite, d@wovoice, 'Yes, of course.
Goodbye.'



He laughed, and cupped her mutinous chin, holdiaigthere while he
commanded softly, 'Look at me. Lift those ridicidbulong lashes and look
at me.'

It took all of her will-power to do it. She sentrhia very level, scorching
stare, holding his gaze unflinchingly. Somethinghea dark blue eyes leapt
into life, and Mike's lashes fell again.

Guy's muttered curse almost evaded her hearinghibuktiss flooded her
skin with heated colour, and she had to bite bagtutiled gasp. Her hand
came up to rub her mouth as she stared at him.

'You can't escape me," he said, his hostility ngketvious. His hand
dropped.

Wide-eyed, her mouth still quivering from that hdads, Mike stepped
back. Guy touched a button, saying when the doeneg behind her,
‘Sheila, order a taxi for Ms Christopher, will yof3d see that she takes it.'

Which the woman did by escorting Mike down the diftd out through the
wide, opulently impressive foyer to the waitingite8he seemed pleasant
enough, and her conversation was polite. UnforklpaMike couldn't
respond with anything but a shallow courtesy thasthave made her sound
surly and evasive.

Where was he going to take her for dinner? It wapid to be worrying
about something so trivial when her heart was bngaknto jagged
fragments in her breast, but by concentrating orclmthes she was almost
able to disregard the other. That walk throughathiéing had revealed that
the dress she had in her wardrobe was so far feanglzhic it might just as
well be a grass skirt.

No, she thought, common sense reasserting itséleadazed eyes stared
unseeingly at the turmoil of traffic outside, sheuld not pay out for a dress
she didn't need. Her bank balance was in fair sHage.



She owed it to herself, she thought angrily, tklself-possessed and in full
control of the situation. That was a better redsdsuy a new dress than her
mortifying desire to look less like a hick.

Leaning forwards, she asked the cab driver, 'Wbeudd | buy a nice dress,
not too expensive?'

'Plenty of places, love," the woman said, 'but nns galways go to the
Emporium in High Street. You can pick up some gleagains there, and
the staff are nice and helpful.’

'‘Can you drop me off there?"
'Yes, of course | can.'

When they got there Mike went to pay, but the woraaighed. ‘No, that's
been taken care of, love. Buy yourself a prettgsiraow.’

Persuaded by the assistant, a tiny grasshoppegidfvehose stunning looks
were set off perfectly by the clothes she wore, dvitkose a dress of deep
hot pink, a deceptively simple little thing in aitted material that clung to
her firm breasts and narrow waist and flared oueroker hips. The
unexpected colour gave warmth and depth to hee alkin and contrasted
dramatically with her black hair and pale eyes. Antlas an end of season
mark-down at less than it would have taken to make

'l knew it'd look great on you,' the salesgirl ersdd, eyeing her with a
particularly impersonal stare. 'Look, get a lipstithat colour, and
eyeshadow in a smoky plum or ash-blue, and yomdkk his eyes out.'

'Shoes," Mike said helplessly, staring at the vividknown creature in the
mirror.

'‘Black courts. They're having a sale next door. Anéd woman in the
chemist a couple of blocks down is really goodrfake-up—or go up to
Smith and Caughey's and ask one of the women thgyee you a face-job.
They're excellent.'



Feeling as though she had stepped into a whirlwhtike bought a pair of
perfectly plain black shoes, elegant and undex$tared for practically
nothing, before making her tentative way to theneisés shop. She almost
turned tail at the sight of the frighteningly attige woman behind the
counter, but a few moments' conversation proveas$setant to be friendly
and interested. She suggested some economical tesnsaowed her how
to apply them, and ended by making up her eyesuigs ithat looked
alarming until Mike saw herself in the mirror anaisged at the subtlety of
the mixed colours.

'You've got the most amazing eyes,' the woman adidiringly. 'Don't

bother with foundation—skin as fresh and young asry doesn't need
it—but I'll put in some blusher, because you hawesallly got any colour in
your cheeks. This is how you put it on.’

When she finished Mike stared at her reflectionhvatve and a stirring
excitement. Guy would get more than a little shedken he saw her.
Something cold and practical told her that this Ikmetory would be one

way of asserting herself, of shoving him off baknide was expecting the
ragamuffin he had seen on the island and a fewshago, but she would
show him that she could scrub up with the besheifr.

Economical or not, the price of the cosmetics ntagleblench. Setting her
teeth, she paid up, and, with her parcels in aardbag, headed towards the
bus-stop.

Ready ten minutes before Guy was due, she spetintbagiving herself a
pep talk, trying to convince herself that she waudgt him with a mixture
of aloofness and caution. She wasn't going toisedbverwhelming charisma
obscure the fact that he had used her, then condgdums sin by ruthlessly
blackmailing her into going out with him. All sheadh to do was
remember— and keep remembering—that he was caluisnscrupulous,
and totally lacking in compassion or kindness.

She would show him that she was not so easily idated by his wealth,
and his position. She would show him that she desjphim.



When he came in she was sitting very straightahaar in the small, spotless
lobby, pretending to read a magazine. At the sagfhhim in a well-cut
dinner-jacket her heart thudded. In spite of hetioa a sizzle of excitement
and determination lit her eyes into huge, pale @weels. Thank heavens
she had given in to temptation to buy a new dress!

But with the excitement came an icy pragmatism.

Why had such a man, with all his attributes, powsacial position,
fascinating personality and the effortless masewiinility that marked him
out from all other men, why should such a man Haaekmailed her into
going out with him?

The answer, of course, was obvious, and unpleasant.

Because she had defied him, made him realise qygtrhuch she despised
him. A man who had been brought up to believe Wistever he wanted,
whatever he did, was right, a man like Guy, wouldhtarrogant and
vengeful when confronted by another's disdain.

So he had hit back.

Not, she thought sturdily as she got to her fbet, $he cared. As long as she
remembered Harry and Nola and all the others whikeebat the hotel,
Guy's untrammelled masculinity wouldn't be ablegéd to her; she could
fight the promptings of her treacherous body.

Guy glanced quickly around the small lobby, hisuiats apparent although
his expression didn't change. It didn't change vgtengot to her feet, either,
but she sensed his appreciation immediately.

"You look delicious," he said softly. 'Far too pyebr a place like this.'

Mike's brows lifted. 'lt's clean, and it's cheahé said, adding pointedly,
'Harry recommended it.’



Something moved in the depths of his eyes, busimige didn't alter. 'Did
he?' he said, and kissed her, lifting his headatzkvwith unkind amusement
the tide of colour that scorched up through hen.skiet's go.’'

He was driving a sports car, an E-Type Jaguar. dngoman's car, Mike
thought, trying to be scornful— a flagrant, unaskdmsymbol of
masculinity. He drove competently and swiftly thgbuthe grey cityscape
towards the waterfront, pulling into an undergrogad park beneath an old
but newly renovated building.

'Where are we going?' she asked tentatively whapbaeed the door for her
to get out.*

He smiled obliquely and took her arm. 'Oh, somewlveth a view of the
sea. | wouldn't want you to get homesick.'

A lift, small but luxuriously appointed, shot therp the five or six floors to
a carpeted hallway. It didn't need a sight of tbeiausly private hall for
Mike to understand that he had brought her to péstenent.

Words clogged her throat, choking on the barridnefanger and a hidden,
unacknowledged anticipation that pulsed beneath.

‘There," he said, indicating the windows. 'In enoway as beautiful as the
view from Far Winds, | think.'

The harbour was bathed in the afterglow of a sutinsgtstill incarnadined

the sky behind the Waitakere ranges. On the lefath of the bridge glowed
with lights against bush-clad hills. Rangitoto loehto the north, its triple

cone darkly ominous against the flushed sky. Theemsaof the harbour

gleamed like molten metal, and all around the Bgiftthe city glittered and

sparkled in a fairy-tale beauty, bewitching, glamg, hiding the sometimes
dingy daytime reality of the streets and docks.rédighter was moving

slowly down the channel towards the wharfs below.

Mike said quietly, 'It's beautiful. But you can&dr the water. Or the birds."



'‘No. This is Auckland, after all." His voice altdréShall we forget why
you're here, Mike, and pretend a little? We enjogadh other's company
before. Why shouldn't we do that now?"

He stood behind her. In the window she could seie siihouettes, her small
one, his much larger, almost obscuring her. It \@dad so easy to give in.

'I'm sorry," she said harshly, 'but | haven't saclnvenient memory. I'm not
here because we enjoyed each other's companyebatite you said that if
| came you'd help Harry and the staff. That's all.’

He laughed deep in his throat. 'Very well, then.atwvould you like to
drink?’

'‘Orange juice," she said quickly.

'Oh, | think you can branch out. I'll open somernpagne and you can see
how it goes with orange juice.’

Shrugging, she let it go. She wasn't used to al¢cblibhe couldn't force her
to drink the stuff. From beneath thick lashes sla¢ched while he went

across to the small refrigerator in the kitchen aitti the minimum amount

of fuss opened a bottle of champagne. He was synésnhe brought her
back a glass of pale orange liquid, but she digtedeeper, more turbulent
emotions beneath the mask of his worldliness.

No, he hadn't forgiven her for her heated, interafgewords in his office.
Well, that was all right, because she hadn't fagikim, either.

'What shall we drink to?' he asked softly. 'l kndw. us. May we each get
what we deserve in life.’

It was a not too subtle gibe, but Mike pretendethke it at face value, even
drinking a small amount of the mixture. It was dbgaly delicious, and she
said so.

'‘Buck’s fizz. Now, where would you like to go fander?' he asked.



Mike shook her head. 'l don't know anywhere," shid warily, wondering
what he was up to.

'l thought you might have heard of a restaurantdybke to go to. | know a
good one. Excuse me for a moment while | resetable.’

Had he brought her to his home just to see the%i@&whad her obduracy
meant a change in plans? If she hadn't proved irertmhis plea for things

to be as they were, would they have had dinnenigltixurious apartment

with its intriguing leather chairs in dark blue astkel, and the wide,

comfortable sofa? The room was another barrier éatvthem, breathing of
money and urbanity and a cool, refined taste. Enkan the least cosy, she
thought, the corners of her mouth tucking up, hentneither was Guy.

Pretending to look out of the window, Mike sippéldtie more of the buck's
fizz. She eyed his reflection in the glass, theadrdack turned to her,
shoulders slightly hunched as he punched in numhbbes long, well-
muscled legs revealed so cleverly by the excetlaring of his trousers, a
strong, elegant hand thrust into his trouser po@setsoon as he was
answered.

Her stomach flipped, sending shock waves of semsadftirough her entire
system. At that moment she wanted him with an sitgnthat had
something primitive and barbaric in it. It was maéhhan desire. It was an
implacable hunger, a lightning flash of need.

Was this how her mother had felt with the man wlas Wwer father?

Mike bit her lip until the pain recalled her to heary real danger, and was
only just able to compose her face by the time @uged around. His
expression was watchful, almost amused, yet areakllessness showed for
a moment as he let his eyes travel insolently beetbody.

Mike wished that she had worn the dress she haddied. What on earth
had persuaded her to buy this brilliant outfit? &heanity, and she was
paying for it now. With a hand clenched around skeam of her glass she
waited while he hung up.



'Finish your drink," he said softly, never taking byes off her, 'and we'll
go.’

If Mike had needed any confirmation of his positiouckland society she
got it when they walked into the restaurant. It wasall, decorated with a
quiet good taste that murmured of an enormous amoimoney and

thought, and it was full. Unsophisticated Mike knberself to be, yet she
realised it was highly unlikely that just anyoneulb have been able to
reserve a table at such short notice, let alonse¢bkided one to which the
head waiter led them, tucked halfway behind an eiguChinese screen.

And if that hadn't been enough, the way they weatched would have
revealed it to her. On almost every face theren@esgnition, and a kind of
poised eagerness, as though Guy had only to remdhem to get an
effusive reaction.

He did smile and nod to several of the other dirend their responses were
immediate and unguarded. Clearly Guy Lorimer wak-kveown, and very
well respected. Mike ignored the puzzled glancesctitd at her. She had,
she told her aching heart, only a few hours tdlgeugh and then she could
start to forget him.

The meal was magnificent. Mike chose roast saddle/emison with
blackberry sauce, and, by dint of telling herse#rsly that she would
probably never be able to afford to eat in a restatulike this again, she
forced herself to enjoy the delicious meat inight, flaky pastry, lingering
over the unexpected tastes of chestnuts and jubgrees.

Guy was an intriguing companion. He talked wittgd intelligently of a
variety of things; Mike responded with a composia surprised her. She
sipped the red wine he had chosen, and becaus@'itmatter any more she
let herself go a little, challenging him, puttingrlown point of view with
more emphasis than was normal for her.

She expected condescension, but although his dgamed occasionally
with a mocking light he didn't patronise her. Abdw#ifway through the
meal she found that she was enjoying herself. 8beld have been aghast



at such base treachery; instead, she decided tgtianieal with that aspect
of her behaviour tomorrow. Tonight was—an eveniagas time.

Tonight was hers. Fairy-story stuff, Cinderella atidhat. She would enjoy
it. Recriminations could wait.

And she was pleased she had bought the dresbgihayes glittered and her
cheeks glowed, because when he looked at her &é Vilkhat he saw, she
could tell. She might be almost totally naive' whiecame to the relations
between the sexes, but in this arena instinct wase nmportant than
experience, and for all his sophistication Guy dall hide his primal
response to her.

'It's too early to go home,' he said when it wasrov
Mike said on a note of surprise, 'lt's eleven aklo

'l know. Far too early.' Restlessness coloureddmss. '| know where we'll
go.'

It was a nightclub. At first Mike was disappointégcause it was noisy, and
there was no way they could talk, but she soonsesthat there were other
compensations. Dancing, she thought an hour ldtenk on his presence,
dazzled by his lean, warm body, the faint, infilyitarousing scent of his

masculinity, was like making love to music.

She had ascended to another plane of existencagewiee senses were
infinitely expanded, her capacity for pleasure, éxcitement, stretched
unbearably. They hadn't talked much, just danced the music had
somehow blended with her physical tiredness andaherhaustion so that
she was lost to her ordinary self.

‘Tomorrow," she whispered, but as an incantatitadt lost its power.
‘Let'sgo,’ Guy said abruptly.

She went with him docilely, walking out into thechianted streets of an
unknown city, smiling, her small face vivid with etrons she no longer



bothered to conceal. When Guy caught her handethelie unresisting in
the warm strength of his. The sound of their si@pghe footpath was a
measured counterpoint to the rapid beating of karth

Once in the car he put the key in the starter mdtoir looked across at her
before he turned it. Mike smiled, and he said wlifficulty, '‘Don't look at
me like that.'

Delight exploded through her. 'Like what?' she dsk®nscious that her
voice was slow and lethargic.

'As though you feel the way | do.' His words wedelly slurred, yet like her
he had drunk only a glass of champagne and orreduperb red wine over
dinner.

'And how is that?'

Eyes glittering strangely in his hard face, he saiturriedly, 'Caught in a
spell. Lost in a fairy-tale.'

'Yes,' she agreed, her smile ripe with promiseat'§rexactly how | feel.’

He gave a kind of groan, and reached across tohpulinto his lap. Mike

touched his cheek, and his mouth crushed down sdfidips in a kiss that
seared through the last of her resistance, sdt@ngflame with the desire
she had been fighting all evening.

He lifted his head, but only to mutter a few shakeondering words. Mike
kissed the angle of his jaw, and his hand spedredangle of her curls,
pulling her head back so that he could taste albadine of her neck.

After a while he said, 'We have to get out of Heaed put her back in her
seat, running his hand through his hair.

He took her to his apartment. Neither spoke as weyt up in the lift, nor
when he unlocked the door and shut it behind tHermediately his arms
closed around her, and without any thought of opioosshe lifted her face
invitingly.



He kissed her with the intensity of a starving maman agony of hunger.
Mike responded with a similar passionate feroasking nothing more of
life than this moment. Her mouth opened beneathdgmaand of his as
passion soothed her inchoate fears with the sawejgtence of rapture,
until at last they were in his huge, shadowy bedr@md he was removing
the bright dress from her willing body so that hmsuth could find the
pleading aureole in her breast.

Mike cried out, her small, competent hands ruthéesthey ripped his shirt
open, then spread wide over his chest, trying taksm the potent
masculinity.

'Mike," he said in a thick, impeded voice against breast. 'Little witch,
with your lush red mouth and those wild, pale eyes.

He lifted her high against his heart and carriedaoeoss to the wide bed,
putting her down before tearing himself free of tlisthes to follow her.
Mike watched with lazy, slumbrous eyes. She shtalde been shocked,
frightened even, at the rampant masculinity, thpliex promise of his
sleek, bronzed body.

Instead she felt the fires of desire and need soalebecome a raging
inferno she could no longer control. She struggledo undo her bra, but he
said, 'No, let me," and slipped the fragile thiregef so that she was lying in
her briefs and tights.

His hands on her skin were experienced and suréhgstrembled when he
touched her, and there was something reverent,salawed, as he traced
the softly feminine contours of her body. 'You dazmy eyes,' he said
harshly. "You bewitch me. | feel like Apollo whee Baw Daphne on the
riverbank and was lost.'

Mike pressed her palm to the centre of his chestirfg the thud of his heart
drive into it. She took his hand and held it overs) and like that, looking so
intensely into each other's eyes that Mike thodghimust surely see her
soul, they stayed until, compelled by a strang&alge, their heartbeats
synchronised.



'Mike," he whispered. 'Oh, God, darling...'

His mouth crushed hers, explored the depths thenexgbso compliantly to
him with a driven determination that summoned a iikensity in her. Then
he made a necklace of kisses, dropping the petddnween her breasts.

At the crushed-silk brush of his beard againstdeasitive skin, she drew a
sobbing breath, her slender body arching imperngtisgainst the sleek
hardness of his, demanding an invasion she barelgratood.

'‘No," he said, a feral smile stretching his lipst 'yet, you tantalising little
nymph.’'

His mouth on her breast was slow and erotic andeating, sending fierce
waves of delight through her until she grabbedhisand pulled him away,
shaking so hard that she couldn't articulate thelgvehe needed.

'Yes," he murmured, 'you like that, don't you? Baoti're right, there are
other ways to drive us both to heaven.'

He showed her some of them. He touched her witlastating skill, with
fiery demands and tenderness, with a knowledgeatpertise that melted
her bones. Mike knew the technicalities of makiogel She had read books
where it was graphically, even sensuously describetl she had never
realised her body could experience such sensati@tshe lost the quick
intelligence she was justly proud of and becametvaime had always
despised, a woman with nothing but need to driveabons, at the mercy
of her body, of a hunger that was at once spleaddlterrifying, rapturous
and forbidding.

Those gasping little moans came from her throa, hthnds that stroked
across his skin, exploring at first gingerly theh las shuddering
encouragement with increasing confidence, were, ltleeslips that tasted
salt on his skin, learned the contours of his miaggmt body in a new and
exciting way, were hers.

When she thought she might die of hunger, wherbbdy was strung tight
as a bent bow, when she could say nothing butlsafken, pleading words,



he laughed the hard, fierce laugh of a lover, aitld @ne thrust of his body
took what she offered so openly, so freely.

Her mother had warned that it might hurt, but thees no pain. When he
slid home as though she had been made for hinmahs$old her what to do.
Her hips rotated reflexively, welcoming him in, itadx him inside her.

His chest lifted as he dragged air into his luidike felt the mighty tremor
that rolled through him, and realised that he watgs affected as she. Awe
and delight mingled deep inside her. He had seaméifferent from her, so
opposed in every way, yet here, on this bed, thgyldcked together as
equals, both taking, both giving, both snared seasual spell that bound
them together in a place where no one else datedia

'‘Don't—move,' he said between his teeth as shéedr&dim in her hips.

Obeying, she held her breath as his body withdmaashly, held under a
control so savage it transformed his face into akvd blind desire. Very
slowly he eased himself back, then forward agaioking gently, easily. It
was the most wonderful torture. Excitement begaouitd inside her, each
new pleasure stronger and slightly different fréwa fiast, growing in subtle,
honeyed increments until she could bear it no loagel had to cry out as
the rapture took over, cutting her loose, hurlireg but over the edge of
infinity.

Her body arced, and he, too, cried out, catchiedaht of her aching sigh in
his mouth as he drove into her. She felt him tighteeard the harsh
dragging of his breath, and as he reached thesliofithis endurance she
cried out again. Rings of sensation expanded tlirdwgy, exploded into an
incandescence so overwhelming that afterwards simeleved whether she
had lost consciousness for a few seconds, thededaenperceptibly until
she was lying lax and warm and sleepy beneath him.

He should be too heavy, she thought. But surpiigiagough he wasn't. His
weight was comforting. It was almost as thoughwhs made to cope with
it.



With a quick twist that took her by surprise, héle@ over on to his back.
Cool air pulled the tiny hairs over Mike's bodydar&srabbing for the sheet,
she managed to haul a bit of it up her body, buy @as lying on it,
preventing it from coming any further.

She sneaked a wary glance at him, the rapturotairtgr of their joining
fading. He had his arm over his eyes, as thoughasewarding off the light
from eyes too accustomed to darkness to be aldedabwith it. It was an
oddly endearing gesture, but Mike looked away gyicknother kind of
chill was creeping through her.

Then he said flatly, 'You don't need to worry abgauir friends. If you can
make love to me like that, from now on they've ggxturity for life.’

Pain was cold and hard in her breast, in her thrstapping her from
replying. The warm lassitude fled as though it hader existed. She said
painfully, ‘Do you think that's why I—why we--?"'

"Made love" is the expression you want," he sattiaut inflexion. ‘Isn't it?
Why else would you make love to me, Mike? Afterak hardly know each
other.'

He was killing her, but what could she reply? Thhée had surrendered
because she was in love with him?

Careful not to touch him, she slid off the bed.
'Where are you going?'

She whispered, because there was no expressierhialnd in a whisper, no
shock, no pain, no grief. 'l want to go back tohlogel.'

'l take you.'
'‘No.'

But he did.



As he left her he said mockingly, 'l hope you eepyour stay in the big
city, Mike. If you ever decide to move down here--'

She couldn't bear it. She said stonily, 'l doubhét will ever happen.’

'No." His teeth showed in the darkness as he snéaat would you do if |
asked, Mike?"

‘Tell you to go to hell,’ she said, averting hexefal don't like cities.’
"You're too much a country girl.'

He meant unsophisticated and gauche and naive wsiit.rAnd easily
conned, stupid.

'Yes,' she said, and walked through the door amgkd it behind her.

She arrived back home on the overnight bus at émgtite morning; a taxi
had taken her to the station only half an hourafe had shut the door on
him.

That evening Harry told the staff that there wesegotiations with the new
owners about redundancy payments. Mike stayed dimeatotel, working
herself into exhaustion, until the negotiations evever. Then she packed
everything that belonged to her and had them sHipper to Russell to be
stored in the garage of an old friend of her mdsgher

A week later Harry shot himself. Mike saw to theillof his ashes beside
Dodo's, then drew enough money from the bank tdigeto Hamilton, as
far away from Guy as she could afford to go. Tistre stayed in a hostel for
women while she searched for a job. She had bedtngdor three months
when she saw in the newspaper a photograph of Gdiyaarery beautiful
woman, with a notice of their engagement.



CHAPTER SIX

SEVEN years hadn't made much difference to Russell. Mike the one who
had changed, beyond all recognition if the blardtest she got when she
smiled at familiar faces were any indication.

For her the last seven years had been busy, ravgaoties. No doubt that
was why they had gone so fast, apart from thetfirastve months. A broken
heart did that to time, expanded it into empty @eafrbleak misery.

Still, she had overcome her grief, just as she loadrcome the
disadvantages of being born and brought up intiblkess

Mike ran a hand through curls that had been aytfialined and cut into a
sophisticated cap for her face. Seven years! Artie

A sardonic little smile curved her mouth. Guy cerfawouldn't find her as
naive as she had been that long ago summer. Thuea gears, allied to a
striving need to prove herself, had polished anmtedder into worldliness.

Finding a career had been hard work, but she hagezhit. Her mother had
used to tell her that when one door closed anatpened. Mike always
thought the proverb indicated a state of mind, Binghess to grow and
mature, but sometimes it seemed to be almostllifdrae.

Certainly it had happened for her.

But that was in her other life, the real life thatited for her when she went
back to Auckland. For the next three weeks shegwaxg) to be in the Bay of
Islands. It was the first time she had been backyEars she had tried not to
think about the place she had grown up in, unéntwally she had realised
that by blocking off so much of her life she wawimgg it immense
importance.

Once she understood that, she also understooti¢haefusal to deal with
her past explained why she had never fallen in &maen, never found a man
who had influenced her as Guy had done. She mastedf easily, but when
any man tried to step past the invisible bordemwbeh friendship and



attraction-she retreated behind barricades so Higgy were still
unbreached.

She had been happy these last years, but alw#étys back of her mind had
been the knowledge that part of her life was urivesb So she had come
back to finish it off, to close the door on thetpas

This holiday was to be an exorcism.

Although whether she would have plucked up the ageirto return if the
land agent hadn't tracked her down with an offeittie section, she didn't
know. Just as she didn't know whether she was gdoisgll the land. It was
her last link with her grandparents and her mother.

In fact, she had taken the opportunity to come week earlier so that she
had more time to consider her actions.

Closing the door of her unit behind her, Mike ta@kieep breath, inhaling
the unforgettable scents of sea and manuka scdifdaarers, seasoned with
a faint tang of sunscreen lotion. Her spirits sdashe hadn't realised just
how much she missed it all, how large a piece ofdoal was still here.
After Harry had killed himself she had fled the Bay though it were
poisonous, but deep in her heart she had carriga i hidden jewel.

Smiling, she walked slowly along the narrow streehjoying the
holiday-makers who laughed and called out and @tecieams as they
strolled past the waterfront, reluctantly givingywa the occasional car.
Swimmers, mostly shrieking children and athletent@gers exhibiting their
skills in front of giggling, scantily clad girlsrgvided just as intriguing a
passing parade as those on shore.

During the last seven years the police station¢clammistically Gothic in

inspiration, had been given another coat of prstivhite paint, and the
Moreton Bay fig tree planted by the first custonfiscer at Russell over a
century before might have gained another half-inaks massive girth, but
those seemed the only differences. Still the sae® whe painted wooden
houses set amid gardens where vivid hibiscuseiabtimarigolds and

lilies and creepers, the strong statements of mpafms and native New



Zealand flax all fought for dominance. So was theaasphere, that of a
sleepy little town startled anew each year byntkik of tourists.

Mike turned on to the wharf, inspecting the arrdyachts and cruisers in
the bay. On one, a particularly large, luxuriousiser, a man stood with his
back to the passers-by, looking out across the bay.

Tall—about six feet—and broad-shouldered, he wad ohly in a pair of
shorts that emphasised the superb muscle develdpmdns back and
thighs. Hair the darkness of the devil's soul wasked across a head held
high with the devil's self-possession. The sunwhaewash of gold over
long, tanned muscular legs and narrow hips, wideilslers, and arms that
revealed an extensive acquaintance with manualfabo

Or a gym, Mike thought, reflexively wary becausensthing deep inside
her fluttered into forbidden life. The man could &enodel. He certainly
looked like something from a glossy magazine cglavision studio. That
superlative physical presence, combined with thgmfi@ent plutocrat's toy
he was standing on, added up to something richrame] something more
than a little out of place in Russell.

Definitely a figment from some super-heated fenfafgasy! Behind dark
glasses Mike's large eyes scrutinised the man wdual shere so arrogantly
sure of himself. The odd little niggle of sensatpuiled sharply at the pit of
her stomach.

A slow feminine voice from behind her breathed,,'@ind, he's gorgeous.
From the back, anyway. But we can't give him auetil we've all of him.
To get top marks he has to have Apollo's face disasdnis body. And there
has to be that extra something, too.’

As though he had heard, the man turned his head.
The sun whirled hideously, and Mike closed her gggffing a moan.
Something strange and completely untoward happéoeder spine. It

melted. And so, she discovered to her horror, dichiind, deliquescing into
a sensual, hothouse languor. For a second shetabeleered she had been



subjected to some kind of psychic assault, buatheming sensations that
rioted through her were more physical than spititua

Guy!

So powerful was that shattering moment of recognithat the words of the
two women behind her almost didn't register.

'Oh, good grief,” the first one groaned. 'He's gotThat drop-dead
masculinity. Look at it, will you? Aloof and beatuti, as detached as a god
come slumming to earth. He has to be ten out df ten

He couldn't possibly hear them—he was too far awag,there was enough
noise from other people on the wharf to drown ohbéattheartfelt
assessment—but Mike was sure she saw contemptrdidnd&élue sheen of
his eyes. One of the women hastily stifled a giggddhat cold, unsparing
gaze came to rest on her.

Never one to back down from a challenge, Mike nineadess found herself
stepping swiftly aside so that the two taller worhe@hher from Guy's acute
eyes.

'God,' the woman in front of her muttered, 'if Isatould kill we'd be dead
meat. Do you think he heard us?'

The two women sighed in unison as Guy bent toeetria towel before
going down into the cabin, where, no doubt, hisewifaited for him. The
smooth, powerful flexion of muscles beneath theuglimg skin made Mike
swallow harshly. At least he hadn't recognised her.

It had to be her heightened senses that made hey &he felt the shock
force of that blade-sharp blue gaze focusing betwes shoulders all the
way down the wharf. He had gone below, so he cgytavasn't watching
her. But what on earth was he doing in Russell?

Fate, clearly, was enjoying a little malicious fah her expense. Panic
clutched her stomach, and nausea tasted foul imbeth. Why, oh, why
had she decided to come up a week earlier? Wheswther of the units had



rung to say there'd been a cancellation, wouldikbdhe unit for an extra
week, why hadn't she said no?

The moral had to be, she thought, weaving throbgtctowd on the wharf,
do not change your holiday arrangements!

As she beat her retreat Mike made a deliberatetétiaccompose her mind,
but in the shade of the last pohutukawa tree, alfnidden by its wide trunk,
she turned to gaze back, her eyes lingering conwelyson the showy
cruiser.

Purely physical, she scoffed. Been there, done Bwata moment her pale
eyes clouded, became turbid and bleak as old memdrained the colour
and life from the day.

She had endured the first year away from the Bag kind of yearning
terror, torn by fear that she might see him, radikedn impossible hope that
one day he would find her, tell her that it hadbalén a mistake and that he
was no longer engaged, that he loved her, wouldshese him... ?

Inevitably, her forlorn hope had died, and she patcthe past firmly behind

her and got on with her life. The passing years ¢@u/inced her that she
had overcome her vulnerability, until those momemtsthe wharf had

revealed just how wrong she was.

What the hell was he doing here?
And what would she do if she met him—as she easilyd?

Her fingers shook as she pushed open the gater tonite she blinked to
banish the sudden shaming tears that ached bebmeyks. With a relief
that was completely out of proportion, she wenitd@ghe cool flat, closing
the door behind her.

Her watch indicated that it was past lunchtime, dny appetite she might
have possessed was gone now, banished by theo$iGhty Lorimer. Her

small square chin lifted. Shocked or not, she wasgyto eat. She was not
going to let him rob her of appetite ever againt @ce safely in the kitchen



she opened the fridge door to gaze with singulstadie at the few edibles
inside.

For some reason it grated to remember the awedh&sn of the two
women who had rated him so highly. Slicing shaipty an avocado, Mike
winced as the knife slid across the stone. A stmifst of her wrist had the
fruit in-half, another flicked the stone on to thench.

He had looked bigger. Not taller, certainly not mmbulky—he was still as

lean and vibrantly graceful as he had been sevars y@o—but he seemed
to take up more space. Blast the man, Mike thosgtagely, reaching for a
tomato; why wasn't he over on Far Winds, where ¢lertged, instead of

cluttering up Kororareka Bay in his pretentiousiseu?

Seven years ago he had been an extraordinarilysbam&man, and he still
was, but now his good looks were overshadowed byhaad,
uncompromising authority that had blazed acrosslistance to thoroughly
intimidate the two women who had been ogling him.

Forget about him, Mike commanded her reluctantbide's the past.

With her chin firmly angled she set the table autlte veranda overlooking
the garden, partly shielded from the heat of the lsy the glossy green
leaves and white flowers of summer jasmine. The®et, evocative scent
tugged at her memory, slipping smoothly down tharge

What evil coincidence had prompted her to come apnwGuy was here
too?

'Stop it!" she said out loud. 'Just stop it, yoaolifo

As she took the first bite of salad someone knoakethe door. Although
no one from the street could see her, Mike froke & possum caught in a
hunter's spotlight. A wholly unnecessary panic mhde want to cower
away, safe from prying eyes.

He had recognised her. He must have watched héhealvay down the
road, noting the unit she went into. Being Guywaeildn't go away until he



got what he'd come for. Exercising a superhumaorteffhe stood up, her
features composed into a mask of polite uninteresht through the little
holiday flat, and opened the door.

Dressed in cotton trousers and a fine cotton shiitits sleeves rolled up to
his elbows, Guy said nothing at first, just loolsdher with eyes that were
the superheated blue of a flame.

Yes, seven years had made a big difference to Guynker. He wore his
handsome face and potent masculinity with a comimand that made him
compelling and formidable, totally impressive.

Mike hoped that seven years had made as muchatifferto her. 'Guy?’ she
said with calm dispassion, schooling her expressitlmpoliteness.

"You saw me on the wharf,' he said crisply.
She nodded. 'Yes. How are you?'

His brows lifted. An undertone of mockery hardetesl voice. 'I'm fine.
How are you?"

Mundane words, but the emotions that burned bertbath were far from
mundane.

'As you see,' she said, rather proud of her diswadgtle smile, 'I'm very
well.'

His gaze ran over her, slow, thorough, containingrenthan a hint of
insolence. 'The butterfly has well and truly emetgbe observed. 'Where
have you been these years, Mike? Are you married?'

He had no right to ask questions, no right to labker with that touch of
possessiveness, but she would only put herself gisadvantage if she
reacted. 'No,"' she said. 'lIs your wife with you?'

His glance didn't waver. 'She and | were divoraacesal years ago.’



'I'm sorry.'

He showed strong white teeth in a smile without bum'Are you? Aren't
you going to ask me in?'

‘No.’

She left it at that. A straight, unadorned negatixgs always the simplest
way to refuse.

He grinned, and something of the younger man who tm@unted her
dreams, arrogant in the power of his youth andénsiality, blazed forth for
a moment. "Then come and have a drink with megaid and before she
could refuse that too he went on blandly, 'l calldays drag you to the pub,
or pick you up and carry you, if you refuse.' Higyers looped her wrist, not
tightly, but with enough strength to show that heamt what he said.

Mike understood the threat and acquiesced withcel @ grace as she
could. 'This once," she said evenly. Her eyesttelhis fingers, bronze
against the pale olive of her thin wrist.

'Seven years has made quite a difference,' heasalee reached over and
pulled the door to behind her. Audaciously he taldker hand into the crook
of his arm. 'l like it.'

'I'm so glad.' Her voice was sugar-sweet.

He laughed, blue eyes glinting. 'Where have yownlhthese last years,
Mike?'

'In Hamilton, then Auckland." If he had to work éxtract every bit of
information from her he might give up. How daredchene back and expect
her to treat him as though nothing had happened® Biter all this time it
hurt to have her unimportance in his scheme ofjghso heavily underlined.
'Why settle there?'

She shrugged. 'Why not?"



His smile was a brief flash of irony. 'Why not, @edl. Do you often come up
here?'

‘No.

The Duke of Marlborough was almost full, the teesout in the front filled
with cheerful, laughing holiday-makers trying tatoff. Nevertheless, that
formidable, inherent authority of Guy's got themalale far enough from the
road to be somewhat secluded.

'You look," he said, as the waiter went off witle thrder, 'very little older,
you know. Still the same nymph. More confident, hags, but that
intriguing air of wildness isn't very far below tkarface."'

Her brows rose. Ignoring the caressing note invhise, she said crisply,
'Pull the other leg, Guy.'

He lifted her arm and kissed her wrist, lettingrisuth linger on the smooth
skin, his eyes narrowed and amused as they sunheyesiddenly hot face.
A quick, thundering pulse swept through Mike's ho8garlet-faced, she
tried to jerk her hand away, but he refused théztgo.

'What the hell do you think you're doing?' Althousjie tried to make her
voice acid and controlled, a ragged note betralgedheadlong flurry of her
emotions.

He kissed the palm of her hand and put it on thietdut kept his over it, so
that she still couldn't snatch it away.

‘That sounds more like you,' he said, his eyedygshHtisfied as they scanned
her flushed, furious features. 'It won't work, Mikél just keep asking
guestions until you've told me all | want to kn@e,you might as well climb
down off that high horse and behave like a norraah&n being.’

'Why are you here?’



Indolent mockery gleamed in his eyes as they restelder indignant face.
'I'm on holiday at the moment, but tomorrow | staround of talks at Far
Winds with the chief executives of our various lofaes.'

'l see.' She had regained her poise now, and wathitile intelligence. Her
reaction had been far too extreme. If she wantecbtwvince him she no
longer felt anything for him, she was going to hawbehave normally. Her
attempt to freeze him off might well have aroudss liunter in him.

After all, ex-lovers, if that was what they wereetnall the time without
turning a hair. Sophistication was the way to gui,dumb resistance.

Composure, she told herself firmly, composure andoddly approach;
that's what's needed now.

‘Tell me what you've been doing these last yeaegrnvited when the waiter
had gone away.

Mike sipped the freshly pressed orange juice befmr®wering serenely,
'Oh, working, learning how to run a business. Wataiut you?'

''ve been based in America and Hong Kong," he watldout emphasis.
'What sort of business?'

'‘A computer shop. | discovered | enjoyed workinghwthem and selling
them.'

'Really. Are you a saleswoman?"'

Her voice was cool and level. 'l own my own bussésuppose you could
call me a broker or a consultant. | listen to wpabple really want, as
opposed to what they think they want, and then fkvaut the system that
suits them best.'

'Do you deal with businesses too?'



‘Yes. | started off with personal computers, btis§ad customers asked me
to find them the right system for their businessesl've sort of infiltrated
the commercial world by the side-door.'

He nodded, his eyes never leaving her face. 'Ighbyou'd be married by
now, with a couple of children.’

Mike hoped that her smile looked entirely natuitdat yet,' she said lightly.

Once more that heated blue gaze scanned her ifagerihg on her eyes, the
cut-off chin, the full, lush mouth. Mike knew sheasvmuch more mature
than she had been the last time she had seen tiwjth this man she felt
as though she were stuck in a time warp. Irritdigdhe heat that crept
through her skin, she asked briskly, 'And you? Do ave children?’

‘No.'

His voice didn't alter, nor did that steady, somatMnimical regard, but
Mike's sensitised nerves reacted as though hevinaich st her.

'You've grown into yourself,' he said. 'You wereratty girl, but you're a
stunning woman, as I'm sure you know. Those paés épld secrets now,
and your mouth is no longer so startlingly aliemminnocent face.'

‘Alien?' Her brows shot up. She drawled, 'l didn't reayu were so
imaginative, Guy.'

His smile was deliberately reminiscent. 'Of couyse didn't know, you

were such a baby, but that lush mouth damned mesge ane mad. | had to
keep reminding myself that although you appeardskta consummate little
flirt you were a genuine innocent. Sometimes | eteught that you knew
what you were doing to me and were enjoying it.'

Mike stared at him with baffled indignation. 'Wta you mean, | was a
consummate flirt?"'

"You were always flashing your lashes at some darbog or another.’



Her face felt stiff, but she managed to producecaled smile. 'It was all
purely professional, | can assure you. God, whitimk how naive | was, |
could almost cry. And you thought | was a tease?’

'l was intrigued by you right from the start," ldsidly. "You were such a

puzzling mixture, competent and reserved, almogt gt you watched me

out of the corner of your eyes as though | faseithgbu just as much as you
did me. And when 1 kissed you, you went up in flagngou held nothing

back, yet you seemed completely inexperienced.ldsced whether you

weren't just a damned good actor.'

Mike took a deep, somewhat impeded breath. Shétdidmt to talk over
old times with him, especially not when he was Watg her mouth with the
intent, purposeful stare of a hunter.

'‘As you were," she said with dulcet, unmistakabtgleasis. 'Or didn't it
occur to you that you were playing a double gamegelf, flirting with me
when you had a girlfriend tucked away in the backgd?'

He said curtly, 'Yes, it occurred to me, often andomfortably. It was one
of the reasons | was so brutal to you. Guilt bringsthe worst in me.'

The orange juice had lost its appeal, but she ddathe glass, letting her
eyes roam around the laughing, talking crowd. So fedt guilty. For some
reason this infuriated her.

Along with Russell, she thought caustically, sontbBeo things hadn't
changed. Once more they were being watched byast lhalf of the people
within sight.

Mike was accustomed to being noticed; her shortkblaair and pale,
translucent eyes were distinctive and unusual dmdagattract attention.
But it was only when she was with Guy that she thafocus of everyone's
interest. Mike hated the sensation of being corepteixposed.

According to their natures women watched him openlgovertly; men,
too, assessed him with envy and the faint, maseaimagonism that was a
sign of respect.



Head held high, she braved it out, wondering howearth people who
earned their living in the public eye coped witklsopen scrutiny. It put her
self-possession to a severe test.

'How long are you here?' she asked, making no ptterhide the banality
of the question.

His expression didn't alter, but she got the imgoesthat he was choosing
his words carefully, although when he spoke it wakout any noticeable
hesitation. 'A week. A fairly high-powered week.probably don't know,
but my grandfather has retired.’

'So you're in charge.'

He showed his teeth in a smile that had no humout at all. For a

heart-stopping moment he looked like a hunter wdwbkilled. 'Yes. | had to
fight for it, but | got there.'

'Did your board think you too young?'

‘The company's privately owned; there isn't a bddod my grandfather had
to be convinced. Believe me, he was more diffitiétn any board could

have been.’

Mike's eyes widened deliberately. 'Really? | somelgot the idea that he
doted on you.'

'‘Not my grandfather. He's not into doting.' He daxaed some of his beer,
the muscles working in his strong neck. ‘Demandsvaore his line," he said
offhandedly.

'And were the rewards worth the obedience?'

He shrugged. 'At the time | thought they were. $waung and arrogant and
single-minded.’

Mike wasn't going to touch that. Keeping her eyedier hands, she asked
lightly, 'Is the gin-palace tied up at the whartiys?'



He shrugged. 'No, it belongs to—friends who brougm up from
Auckland. Why are you here?'

‘Just for a holiday." Her tone was as nonchalanshes could make it.
'Someone wants to buy the section. | thought lleb&ome up and see
whether | wanted to keep it.’

He watched a slender, blonde woman dressed in dfesstl and most
up-market resort gear sway past, then asked apsédtw long do you
intend to stay?'

Fighting an ignoble pang of jealousy, Mike resisteel temptation to snap.
‘Three weeks. It was going to be a fortnight, Imet woman who owns the
units rang a couple of days ago and said she'd lbadcellation, so | took it.'

He nodded, transferring his gaze back to her fa&tae you seen anyone
from the hotel staff yet?"

'No," she said shortly. 'l didn't keep in toucbuppose | should thank you for
seeing to it that they got some sort of redundancy.

His mouth curled into a taunting, unkind smile. rfRg/ou remember?' he
said. 'We made a bargain. You slept with me anddearsure they didn't go
away empty- handed. They were all very gratefulu Yieere the only one
who turned the money down.'

Hot colour scorched along Mike's cheekbones. Altjinoshe managed to
control the involuntary gasp his crudity evokedge stouldn't stop the
disdainful words that tumbled from her mouth. 'pRg she said distantly,
'that it was worth it.'

'Oh, I've got no complaints. The night we spenetbgr still shines in my
memory.' His tone was mordant, rough-edged. 'Yagrifice was not in
vain.'

This time she couldn't keep her eyes from stragafjantly towards his
face. But she saw no mockery in his expression.aseimgle scorching



moment his gaze rested on the slight movement ofbheasts as she
shrugged.

Like an animal in mortal danger, Mike froze. AltlghuGuy's face revealed
nothing of his thoughts, his angular features vehiselled into sharp relief,
and beneath those disarmingly thick lashes thé-Blee eyes glittered like
stars in a metallic summer sky.

Mike saw lust in his expression, and she was ted;ibecause' everything in
her leapt to meet it with a wild surge of need.r®ty uncontrollable

sensations flared deep within her in a place shadod reach, couldn't
regulate, a place where such dark, frighteningrdesas the norm rather
than the exception.

She was shaken by piercing anticipation, followedmediately by a
humiliation that ate into the shining edifice of Ip@ise. Apart from that one
searing look,

Guy's impressive and altogether admirable restraigdl fettered his
emotions. Mike hoped fervently that she was abléaohe same, although
quick colour heated her cheeks and an unexpeciedeneess tingled
through her lips.

No! Summoning the self-discipline she had workechadd to attain, she
fought a fierce battle for supremacy with resporses had thought dead
these last seven years, coercing herself to ighereerves that throbbed in
an ancient, threatening counterpoint to the cadad togic of her brain.

'I'm glad," she said in her most brisk manner, ¢olffush as the realisation
of what she had said hit her. Hastily she addddatThings worked out
well.'

Irony gleamed in his eyes, but he didn't take Ipeowi her slip. 'Would you
like to see Far Winds?' he asked. 'I'm going oertetmow; | could take you.'

His voice was even and dispassionate, so at varianth that sudden
hungry look that Mike began to wonder whether sket'dher imagination
run dangerously away with her common sense. Shéagianing to realise



that where Guy Lorimer was concerned she had ftagatothing, learned
nothing in the past seven years; she was stilltdar vulnerable to his
particular brand of forceful charm.

She shook her head. 'No, thank you.’

'"Why?'

'l just don't think it would be sensible," she craunad with grim resolution.
Of course he didn't let her get away with that. y&/h

'l don't want to go out to the island with you estated without emphasis.

Winged black brows lifted in an otherwise impassieeintenance. 'Scared,
Mike?'

Mike finished her drink. She got to her feet, sgyquietly, 'Enjoy your
holiday, Guy. Goodbye.’

'I'll see you round.’

She thought she felt his eyes on her all the wayehavhich was ridiculous.
Even as she stopped to talk to someone who didines®her, a woman who
used to work as the doctor's receptionist, her pkickled in involuntary
reaction to a man who was well out of sight.

She spent the afternoon lying on a lounger undejadmine pergola, trying
to rest. Unfortunately her brain came back time agdin to the sadden,
shocking ease with which her body had surrendevethé mysterious,
primitive dominion that Guy held over it.

She was not going through that again. Even novallreg the grey days of
misery after she had left Far Winds made her shivevas a hard truth to
face, that she still wanted him as much as shesthaddone. However, she
could cope with that. What iced her blood in theylaeat of the afternoon
was that he wanted her, too. She had become adegatcing the signs, and
there was no doubt.



'‘No," she said out loud, turning over on to herkba& bee buzzed
ponderously past, heavily laden with pollen, gleampold with some
flower's bounty.

Physical attraction was more potent than champalaeultimately as
ephemeral. As soon as any distance was put bettheedesirer and the
object of that desire, the desire died.

The unfortunate thing about it was that, given faene situation, the
attraction returned with unabated strength. Shestihsyulnerable, which
meant that she should cut her holiday short andaeit to Auckland, and
safety.

For a moment she seriously considered leaving,Miké had grown up

since the day she had fled Far Winds. Running aebsed nothing, for Guy

was not her problem; his effect on her was. Unfaataly, by some whim of
fate and chemistry, she was addicted to him. Thdtth be why she hadn't
found another man to love. Some unintentional, gkiquality about him

appealed to an elemental need in her. Physicdllgy twere perfectly

matched.

Over the years Mike had listened to enough contiderio know that few
women had had such a magnificent introduction tkingalove as she. Guy
had been all that every virgin hoped for, tempehrgvirile male passion
with tenderness, intuitively understanding how feape and arouse a
woman. He had used his masculinity and his inboftnod sexuality to
short- circuit her inhibitions and summon a pagannal response.

Perhaps that was why she was so hung up on thehedeman, she thought,
turning on to her stomach. Her body ached as ihsltea fever, making her
restless and jittery, unable to enjoy the peadb®warm northern sun.

What was she going to do if he pursued her?
Keep saying no; it was the only safe response. gle&lup sooner or later.

Probably sooner. He wasn't in love with her, aretdhwere other women
who would be more than happy to give him what heded.



It was not the bravest decision she had madet based some of the tension
in her. Will-power was all she needed, and thegheen memory of how
she had felt that dreary, interminable year whentsdd tried to pick up the
pieces of her life again.

Smoothing the frown from between her fine blackwspshe picked up the
book she had been trying to read for six weeks agpdied herself to it once
more.

That evening the telephone rang just as the sun damn. With caution

Mike picked it up. A feminine voice said, 'Mike4dtMike Christopher, isn't
it?'

Mike's frown eased into recognition and pleasiNeld? Is that you?'
'Yes, of course it is! Oh, Mike, it's lovely to mgau! Marie Renwick rang
just a few minutes ago and said she'd been talkingou. Why don't you

come out to see us tomorrow?'s

'I'd love to," Mike said, laughing, her spiritsimig with miraculous speed.
'Where are you?'

'‘Out at Far Winds, of course.’

Mike's mouth dropped. She asked faintly, "Whatyaxe doing there?'

'Oh, | bake for the coffee-shop and make the mastar the restaurant, and
back up the chefs and the kitchen staff. Sean'sddgob man. We've been

here ever since the new hotel opened.’

Mike propped her whirling head on her hand. 'Sagkihave worked out
well for you,' she said after a moment.

'‘Couldn't be better. We managed to get—no, l'llyel all about it when
you come out. How about tomorrow? Oh, I'm dyingée you, Mike.'



Guy had said he was visiting Far Winds. But he wdsely to be on the
ferry out, or even to be wandering around the hddel doubt he'd be in
conclave with his executives, far from the eyearof guests.

And Mike really wanted to see what Bishops had damé&he island.
'OK,' she said. 'How do | get out?"

'Oh, catch the ferry. We're on the route now, \&ithhourly service.'

Seven years had certainly altered the island, adthahe Bay was as full of
boats as it had used to be over those long pashsusn

As she stepped off on to the wharf Mike couldn'event a silent
exclamation. Gone were the run-down buildings,dieerful, unconcerned
air of shabby decay. Everything, including the aoldharf, had been
bulldozed away and replaced by a resort of unastianoglernity.

It had been done very skilfully. From the sea isvedmost impossible to
discern the buildings that nestled in the curvevken the hills and the long
sweep of land beside the lagoons. Their stainedleavalls and dark roofs
were the exact colour of the leaves on the pohwak&iees Harry had
nurtured, and blended almost imperceptibly intol#melscape.

Suspiciously, Mike counted each one of those tsgghing a little when she
realised only one had gone. Even the golf courdgeblean so skilfully fitted
into the landscape that it didn't obtrude on the ey

Nola was waiting for her on the wharf, a little ragslump, considerably
more grey, her cheerful face lit up with the enthsin that Mike
remembered so well.

'Oh, Mike!" she exclaimed, hugging her ferventlis great to see you again!
I've often wondered how you were getting on, ledn see that you've done
well! You look stunning, very smart and posh! Coore come and see
where we live, and I'll make a cup of tea.’'



Nola and Sean lived in a house, one of a duplekesite of the cottage that
had been Mike's.

‘This is lovely," Mike said, looking around hertlaé gardens and the pines.
Her heart clenched. The garden had changed vég; lmingled with the
balsam of the pines was the sweet, old-fashionedtsaf the roses her
mother had planted, still growing on the trellisl] sarefully tended.

'Isn't it just?' Nola beamed proudly around. "Yaww, when Bishops
bought Far Winds | thought the end of the world bawhe, but really, it was
the best thing that could have happened to us. &Ve & lovely life now.’

Her words hit Mike on the raw. Things had worked well for Nola and
Sean, but Harry had killed himself rather than fifleewithout Far Winds.
She said hastily, 'I'm so glad. The hotel certaildgks as though it's
flourishing.'

'Flourishing! Oh, it's certainly "flourishing". $t'just won an airline award
for the best hotel in the North Island, and the aggmn, Ron Sellers, says he's
not going to be content until we're the best onéSouth Pacific!'

While Nola made a pot of tea she expanded on leene¢h.Clearly she was
very happy with her life.

When the cup of tea was steaming in front of Miad after she had
dithered happily over a plate of delicious cakeftgechoosing one, Nola
commanded, 'Now, tell me what you've been doingesime saw you last.
What did you do when you left Far Winds?"'

'l went to Hamilton.'
'Why Hamilton?'
'l just liked the sound of it," Mike said vaguelyapplied for every vacant

situation in the newspaper for a fortnight and thgat a job as receptionist
for a firm that sold computers.'



'You always were interested in computers. You usetly to coax Harry
into buying one, remember? You went around alktiegps and worked out a
system that would save both time and mistakes.'

Yes, Mike remembered. 'And Harry said he was tabtol bother about

them. | learned a lot in my first job. Because @&swa smallish firm they let
me have a go at everything | wanted to do. Bur aftgear I'd exhausted the
possibilities there, so | moved to Auckland andnidwa job in a similar

place, but bigger.’

Even now she refused to admit that it was anotb&ce in the newspaper,
to the effect that Guy Lorimer had gone to takeroBeshops' Asian

operations from Hong Kong, that had decided hemtive. She gave a
lop-sided smile. 'l found out later that | actuafjpt the job because |
reminded the owners of their daughter, who'd judtrgarried in Western
Australia! The owners believed that women are betteselling than men
because they listen, instead of trying to sell ywee the latest thing off the
factory floor whether they need it or not.'

'I'm inclined to agree,’ Nola said emphatically {®u sell computers for a
living?'

‘Actually, 1 own the business now. When the Cartiersided they wanted to
live near their daughter and the grandkids a coaplears ago, they sold
me the firm. So now | make a living matching peoatal firms with the
perfect set-up for their needs."

'‘And do you really like it? It sounds awfully dry.’

'l do enjoy it. Although | have to do more orgati@a and business now,
rather than the selling, which is what | reallyelik

Mike smiled a little ironically at Nola's awed ergsion. They drank tea and
gossiped about the others who had worked at Fad$/Nola seemed to
act as a kind of relay station for information—atiten Mike said
diffidently, 'If you don't mind, I'd like to go uf Harry's and Dodo's grave.
| brought some flowers to put on them.'



'l wondered who the others were for.' Nola lookppraciatively at the lilies
Mike had given her. 'Of course | don't mind! Intfdchave to go across to
the kitchen now for an hour or so, so you just veandund. You'll see a lot
of changes.’

Mike did. The island had been transformed, the galfirse carefully
designed to make the most of its scenic beautgplte of the heat, the
fairways and greens were being used to the utmost.

One of the world's leading professionals had desighe course, and an
equally brilliant landscape artist had designedttirgy worthy of it. Groves
of trees, mostly indigenous, had been chosen &r tlower or form.

They were beautiful, but it was the native busthangullies, so much higher
than it had been seven years ago, that caught svigtesntion. Tree-ferns,
bright green Catherine wheels against the darkere mombre tones of the
bush, were reaching towards the sky in their hutgjras were nikau palms.
Seedling kauri trees, still spindly, a far cry fraghe monolithic trees they
would eventually be after several hundred yearkeg@dheir fresh green
needles through the canopy of manuka.

A nature walk wound through the cool, freshly sednbush; at intervals
there were notices in several languages, pointimgt@es or shrubs of
interest. The path seemed to be heading towardslttop where Harry and
Dodo lay, so Mike followed it, puffing slightly uje last, steep pinch.

A block of granite marked their resting place. Sea¢re placed near by to
take advantage of-the view, and a mosaic map oBtheof Islands gave
those with a passion for information somethingiszalver.

The grave was tidy and neatly kept. Earlier in dlag someone had put a
little wreath of hibiscus flowers on the grey stofibey would die in the
night, but for now their pure, saturated colourswgd like a miniature
sunset against the plain marker. Mike put her buwfdilies beside them,
then fumbled in her bag for a handkerchief.

Guy said from behind, 'l thought it was you | sawdging up the hill.’



She sniffed, keeping her head lowered.

In an entirely different voice he said, 'They'rgdther now," and his arms
came around her in a wonderfully gentle embractlimg her against his
lean body.

'Dodo was a great friend of my mother's,’ she s#ml his shoulder. 'And
Harry let me stay here when Mum died. He was kind.'

'Poor devil.'
She remembered that it was this man who had Kilady, and pulled away.

'Perhaps,' he said quietly, ‘it was the only watyhmucould cope with. But |
don't think I'd have given up so easily. Cancelt isrdeath sentence now,
and it wasn't then."'

What on earth was he talking about? 'Cancer?' sieked, staring at the
stark angles and lines of his profile, silhouethgdinst the blazing sea and
sky.

'Yes.' Something flickered in the burnished demthhis eyes. 'Didn't you
know? He'd been given a year to live three mondierb. He decided he
didn't need it.'

Guy smiled unpleasantly. 'It wasn't losing the holt@t made him Kkill
himself," he finished.

'He and Mum nursed Dodo," she said through lipsféiaslack and numb.
'She was in such pain..." She couldn't say anytimage, but she knew that
shame was plain on her face.

'So you've held me responsible for all these yehesyent on, giving no
qguarter. 'How annoying for you to have to give wzls a cherished
misconception. Poor Mike!'

Mike blew her nose. 'I'm sorry,' she said numbly.



'Oh, don't be. You know, at first | was convinceslviias your father, you
were so protective of him, but eventually | realisieat you weren't so much
protective of him as antagonistic towards me.'d¢td&éd out across the Bay,
out past the Ninepin Rock and Purerua Peninsuthddazy blue of the
Cavalli Islands to the north. 'And you were so vprngkly for exactly the
same reason that | did my damned best to keep &raayyou, and failed.
We looked at each other that first time and somethappened.’

'l don't believe in love at first sight." Mike haelcovered herself enough to
speak scornfully.

He gave a short bark of laughter. 'It wasn't love.’

In spite of her justifications the preceding afteyn some unregenerate part
of Mike must have been hopeful, because she fpra of pain so acute
that she had to hold herself still and rigid fondoseconds, until it ebbed.
She wanted to tell him to stop it, to go away aal/e her to her illusions.

'I know--'

'‘And it's still there,' he interrupted, 'just asahwa threat to both of us as it
was seven years ago.'

She couldn't bear to hear him talking in that harghervious voice about
something from which she had never been able tatvezcNo other man had
ever measured up to Guy. She had gone out witle quiéw, but sooner or
later she had ended each association, becausedgg, the memory of his
lovemaking, was burned in letters of fire acrossgsyche. She had almost
given up any thoughts of marrying, of having cleldr Somehow he had
managed to stamp his imprint so deeply on herttteathought of making
love with any other man made her gorge rise.

And now he was telling her that it wasn't love,tthavas nothing but an
animal appetite.

Staring blindly out to sea, she said, 'Don't yaoklyou're making too much
of an old infatuation?.’



'It isn't dead,' he said mercilessly. 'l haven#rbable to get you out of my
mind. And it's still very much alive for you, too.'

Swiftly, Mike returned, 'That doesn't mean we havdo anything about it.’

'Is that what you want? To spend the rest of yibeimtondering what might
have happened if only we'd been brave enough gpdhee nettle?’

'‘No," she said jerkily, stepping back. 'No, dama;yaon't touch me.’

But he did. His face carved into purposeful linbs, caught her wrist,

holding it so that his thumb settled over the fimagieins. Mike's breath

tangled in her throat; she saw nothing but the dardand in his expression,
the explicit ruthlessness of a male who wanted maobeyond all logic.

Her heart sped up unbearably. He was watching &ed lsurl, the fingers

tighten with the effort to keep still. A mockingtle smile tugged harshly at
the corner of his mouth.

'Listen," he said, and pulled her hand againstimest, forcing the palm flat
over his heart. His eyes held hers fiercely, thé&mzss at the heart of them
expanding until she could see only a thin rim afebilames.

The thunder of his heartbeat drove into her softmpalrowning out
everything except the shrill sound of the cicadas.

'l want you," he said softly. 'I've wanted you $ewen years. You spoiled my
marriage; you burrowed into my brain and my bodke lia parasite,
destroying my pleasure, eating at my self-contvéhen | saw you walk
along the wharf yesterday | had to turn away bezauyg body reacted
instantly, violently, to the sight of you. | though was bloody well
imagining things, that you were an illusion sentdont me, but | couldn't
control myself, not my body, not my mind or my eroos.’

Mike said harshly, 'l don't want to hear this. hilavant anything to do with
you. | despise you.'

He laughed again, a sound that sent chills thrchagh 'l know," he said
roughly. And then, looking over and above her, 'Rbody hell! Of all--'



She managed to turn her head. A small group ohiaggpeople, Japanese
at a guess, emerged from the bush, pretendingftddudlly. Relief, sweet
and all- pervading, flooded through her.



CHAPTER SEVEN

'LET's get out of here," Guy snapped, unceremoniouslyngrger down the
other side of the hill towards Tuesday Bay, a sroalle almost hidden by
the dense, silver-backed leaves of the two hugeutp&hwa trees that
overhung the apricot sand.

'Stop it, Guy! | don't want to go with you,' shédsdesperately as soon as she
got her breath. She dragged her arm free, rubbiagvtist. He hadn't hurt
her, but she wasn't above taking advantage of éerts keep him at a
distance.

He stopped and looked down at her. 'Shall | showamd everyone up on
the hill just how much you want to go with me?'duggested evenly.

Mike's whole body went cold. 'No,' she said in atified voice.

Two family groups were pottering along the littleach. Casting them a
look of loathing, Guy said, 'We can't talk hereg #m due back for another
round of bloody meetings in ten minutes. Have dinmigh me tonight.’'

'What good will talking do?' she asked wearily.

He looked down at her. The implacable determinaiiohis eyes, on his
face, didn't ease, but she thought she saw sympatidy a kind of
fellow-feeling there, too. 'Poor Mike," he said lwé twisted smile. 'Does it
frighten you? It terrifies me, too.'

She said desolately, 'It's degrading.’

'Wanting each other?' He was watching her withutatog eyes, stripping
with his narrowed, fixed gaze the thin layer of ggifrom the seething
turbulence of her emotions.

‘It wouldn't be so bad if there was anything maret tthan that,” she said,
trying to prevent her forbidden excitement fromwhg in her voice. 'But
to gratify sex by itself, with nothing to back pus degrading.’



His brows lifted. For a long moment they lookeaath other, Mike's eyes
shadowed by her memories of past pain, Guy's hqadexdst secretive.

When he spoke her heart sank. 'l wasn't lying wisand I'd never forgotten
you. That night we made love is still as fresh ip memory as if it were
yesterday. You haven't forgotten, either. Your tieacwhen you saw me
was fairly obvious. | think we need a bit of exsral'

All remaining hope withered away, so tenuous aad & yearning that she
hadn't even known it existed until it died. He didave her, and of course
she didn't love him.

Then what was it that still bound them to each o#fier seven years apart?
It was an enchantment, a mocking obsession thatesd them both in its
sinister sorcery. It was stupid to grieve for addlat had never existed; she
too had understood that exorcism was the only tthag would break the
chains that held them together. But would an afflaiiver them from this
terrible, consuming passion?

Nothing else has, she thought, then shook her Wwddty, horrified at the
direction her thoughts were taking. 'No.'

Harshly, Guy said, 'What can we do, then? Go ardondhe rest of our
lives, or until passion dies, whichever comes fivgbndering whether, if
we'd been braver, less cowardly, we might have dosmme satisfactory
solution to this "degrading” passion?' His voices\pdilessly sarcastic.

Mike bit her lip, approaching a decision so unexpec so against the
logical, reasonable conclusions of yesterday, tha@a wild moment she
wondered whether he was able to cast spells.

Seven years of her emotional life had been wasteduse she couldn't get
this man out of her mind, out of her life. She veahto be free of him, to find
a man she could love and marry and have childréim, w&iman who could
offer love and tenderness and companionship instdathe blinding
flashpoint of desire she shared with Guy.



Even though his coldly pragmatic view chilled heuls perhaps he was
right. Perhaps the only way to overcome her weaknes to indulge in an
affair until they were both exhausted and sateck siff each other, all
passion spent and scattered like ashes tossed wittial.

‘All right,’ she said abruptly.

His glance held hers, dark and turbulent, almottguomistic. 'Just like that?
You do know what you're agreeing to, don't you?"'

'Yes.' Glittery with aggression, her eyes gave marigr. 'An affair, nothing
more.'

'Is that all you want?'

Her smile was hard and contemptuous, mostly ofdiier§hat's all that's
possible, Guy.'

He picked up her hand and kissed it, his tonguessang the palm with
sensuous impact. Tiny heated runnels of sensatmsehed Mike's breath,
drained her will-power away. If he'd shown any s@nsatisfaction she
would have recanted, but there was no smugness gatiage smile.

'l have a suite at the hotel,' he said. 'We'lldéater there.' He sensed Mike's
precipitate withdrawal, and knew it for what it wa&hat's the problem?' he
demanded.

'Nola will guess...'

His brows drew together in a bleak frown. 'I'm gotng to sneak around.'
His voice was clipped and arrogant. 'Hole-and-coaféirs are not my
style.'

'‘And flaunting the fact that I'm a mistress is nobhe," she flashed.

He asked in a swift, angry undertone, 'How many'semnstress have you
been since you slept with me, Mike?'



Danger played like lightning all around her, bu¢ stood her ground. 'You
have no right to ask me that. You seduced me wlhenwere engaged to
another woman.'

'‘No," he said. 'l wasn't engaged to Caroline then.'

Staring stonily over a sea so blue and tenderithhadunded her heart, she
said, 'You must have been damned close to it. stavdy a few weeks later
that you announced your engagement. Were you sigepth her?’

'Yes.'

His curt voice warned her not to continue, buthiter, resentful anger had
no place for prudence or caution. 'Did you evdriter that you'd slept with
me?' she demanded, swinging to face him.

The severe, beautiful lines of his face were diswd by his remorseless
will into a grim, dangerously menacing mask. 'Ni@,'said evenly. 'l didn't
tell her.'

'It meant so little to you," she taunted, hurtirggdelf with her words like a
flagellant. 'Just an easily forgotten roll in theeytwith a stupid kid.'

‘That was not the reason. | don't lie, Mike. | mefeegot you, or the way we
made love.'

Mike took a deep breath, retreating into the rastrénat had become an
integral part of her. Where had that anger comen®dt was far too
revealing. She said thinly, ‘It doesn't matter.’

'l think it does.' Frowning, he glanced at his viiatdlike, |1 do have to get
back. We can talk tonight. Are you coming back witl, or do you want to
stay here?’

'I'll come back with you." Halfway along the beastte asked, 'How long is
your meeting this afternoon?’



Time spent with Nola would give her a respite froine hell-broth of
emotions she had glimpsed beneath her own cookangosed surface.
Mike was afraid, be-cause it seemed to her thataha command of herself
that she had been so proud of, had worked so baaddguire, was nothing
but a carefully constructed veneer over anotheéhehio latent Mike, one
who was more than the child she had been whenah&eft Far Winds, but
a different woman from the one who organised hefgssional life in
Auckland so efficiently.

'l should be free by five." His frown had deepeaad he opened his mouth
as though to carry on speaking, but when she loekeéctantly at him he
closed it firmly.

Mike transferred her gaze straight ahead. 'It seeepity to have to work in
such beautiful surroundings.'

His smile was sardonic. 'Everyone should work iautéul surroundings.
What will you do?'

'l talk to Nola." She hesitated a moment befsaging, 'What made you
give her a job here?'

'Her cooking. She's brilliant with pastries andesakEven the chef agrees
that he can't do as well. And Sean is a reasomallgob man. He just needs
someone to make sure he does his job.'

Guy's voice was dry, as was her answering smilegnebering the night
they had spent huddled together on the runabout.

Was that when she had started to lose her heartthaidvad happened when
she had looked at him for the first time.

Back at the hotel he said, 'I'll see you latethimfoyer at five.'
Mike nodded again, but her eyes slid away frondiaik, compelling gaze.

He said softly, 'Don't change your mind, Mike. ¢dime looking for you if
you do.'



And before she could give him the spirited answar gride required, he
turned away and left her.

She spent the rest of the afternoon with Nolajiglkcatching up with news
of the Bay, hiding the maelstrom of her emotionghwiaughter and
reminiscences.

When the children arrived home on the ferry frorhosd, she became
reacquainted with them, charming them out of tleidden adolescent
bashfulness, and Sean's arrival for afternoon taa accompanied by a
further round of talk.

At last Mike said reluctantly, 'I'd better get ggjn suppose.'

'I'll come with you." Nola looked at her watch & gjot to her feet. 'Before
you go, write your address and telephone numbanyiraddress book. I'm
not a great letter writer, but we can at least sauh other Christmas cards.
Hurry, you'll just catch the ferry as it is.’

'I'm not going home on the ferry," Mike said, sbtibg into the book Nola
thrust at her.

Nola lifted her brows. 'How- are you getting baitien?"

Mike smiled, trying to sound as casual as she hbeedttitude was. 'Oh, |
met Guy up on the hill, and he asked me to haveadiwith him.’

Nola's surprise was plain, but she waited untiytivere out of the house
before saying in an elaborately casual manner,'&Guge, isn't he? When he
came back a year ago | didn't think he'd recogmise-well, six years is a
long time, isn't it?—but he did. He even told mecadl him Guy, not Mr
Lorimer, which is what everyone else calls himhaought he'd lost touch
with you.'

'He did," Mike said wryly.

'Oh." After a moment Nola went on, 'As it happdmsasked me if | knew
where you were..." Her voice trailed away. When élgaid nothing she



went on, 'l suppose he felt a bit responsible fou.yWell, we all did,
especially after Harry died. | know | worried abgou for quite some time.
Did you know his wife? Guy's, | mean.'

'‘No." Mike was rather proud of her steady voice aalin demeanor. 'No,
until yesterday | hadn't seen Guy for seven years.'

'Oh, | see. So it was just coincidence, you bothdkere at the same time?’
'Pure coincidence,' Mike replied.

'l wonder what she was like, his wife. We never $en. They were still
living overseas When they separated.’

Nola kept sliding little sideways looks at Mikegally unable to make up
her mind whether to speak or not. After a momerg ploughed on.
'He's—very attractive, isn't he? And impressive.iéa like him. He's
probably too popular for his own good.’

'Do you mean he's promiscuous?'

Nola looked shocked. 'No, | don't mean that atl flist mean that hetgery
attractive. Women make a dead set at him, but lesrdioseem in the least
interested. | think his marriage killed somethindpim. | wouldn't like to see
you hurt.'

Mike's smile was bittersweet. 'Don't worry,' shielsdm not going to throw
myself at him.’

Nola didn't look convinced, but she said nothingeno

As it happened, Mike walked into the foyer justGasy was going across to
the lift with a group of people who wore their entiee status like flags. He
was still clad informally in an open-necked shitldrousers, a far cry from
the suits of the others, but there was no mistakihg was boss. They
weren't deferential so much as respectful, lisgrim Guy as he talked
incisively, his expression absorbed, that leashddlity turning his
colleagues into colourless ciphers.



A cold patch in the region of Mike's stomach expmahdlhis man, ruthless,
dynamic, the head of a billion-dollar business, wasdistant from plain
Mike Christopher that they had absolutely nothimgommon.

She half turned, ready to walk out again, but relsar move and those eyes
clashed with hers across the tiled floor of theefay an order that was none
the less imperative for being unspoken.

Mike stood poised for flight, yet unable to moveiyGaid something, left
the group, and came across to her, his smile rimegtin his eyes. Behind
him the group gave her one comprehensive glanea,ghbt into the lift and
disappeared.

'Don't run away," he commanded quietly, touchingdheek in a gesture so
possessive that sparks kindled in the pale fiteeofgaze.

"You're busy.’

He knew it was an excuse. He said, 'No, I've fieistvith them. Come on
up.'

The suite he took her to was decorated with a spaficemal luxury that
appealed immensely to Mike. She told him as muachtensaid, 'Heavily
classical furniture wouldn't have fitted the plalc&anted it to look vaguely
tropical, yet be cosy when it gets colder. A lotoof visitors come for the
golf in the winter.'

'It's beautiful,” she said simply. "You've madeesanellent job of it.’

'Yes.' He looked around the room. 'Although | madihit that | had little to
do with it, beyond setting guidelines. | left fookly Kong fairly soon after |
got married. Would you like a drink? Orange juice?"

She shook her head. 'Something a little strongéink.’

He chose champagne, uncorking and pouring it whigh gkill of long
practice. 'l think we should drink to us," he ssidkly.



Mike bit her lip. They had drunk the same toast rifght they had made
love.

She wasn't going to back out now. She didn't kndwether she could even
if she wanted to; his parting comment hours befuad been a definite
threat. But apart from that, he had such a poweffetct on her that running
away was no longer a viable option. Need for hims vea forbidden
enchantment, a bitter hunger that had eaten intednd for the last seven
years. She had tried ignoring it, and sublimatingiih the demands of her
career. Neither had worked. Now she would surretméy and, by giving
in, rob it of power and strength.

"To us,’ she said quietly, and lifted her glass duaahk.

He drank at the same time, his eyes fixed on heated and merciless. The
colour that suffused her cheekbones proved howapmes her composure
was. 'l need to clean up,’ she said.

‘The bathroom's through there, across the bedrogmthe wrap hanging on
the door if you like.'

The bedroom had an enormous low bed in it, cover@dmaterial glowing
with blues and golds that echoed the sunlit seautiir the windows. After
one quick glance Mike hurried by.

It had been relatively easy to make the decisiaidep with him. It was not
going to be so easy to embark on an affair withgegree of sophistication.
She had no experience in being a mistress. Oraa,lceme to that.

She washed her bra and pants out, switched oneigedh towel rail, and
hung them along it. The shower was refreshing &edssayed in it longer
than normal, using the toiletries she had foune ioupboard, expensive
brands that whispered of wealth and a discreetmopslitan world of
sensuality. The scent, stimulating yet seductiteygto her sleek skin and
her hair even after she had patted herself dry.

The bra and pants were dry enough to put backaanpanough to make her
grimace. Swiftly she wriggled into them, listenimgth nerves that were



distinctly on edge for any sound from the bedroénesomb flicked her hair

into shape; in ten minutes it would be dry, theltmrming a riotous cap
over her face. She applied the lip gloss that veasble cosmetic, then with
a distasteful face pulled on the linen trouserssind.

When she came back into the sitting-room he loakefitom the desk where
he was working, and the blue eyes kindled. Withldhe movement he got
to his feet, his smile deepening as he came towseds

But all he said was, 'Finish your drink. | thougke might have dinner on
the balcony.’

The balcony looked out over one of the lagoonspi8gp her wine, Mike
appreciated how skilfully the suite was shieldedplants from the rest of
the resort. Even noise, no respecter of screemnsdrco break through the
thick greenery. They might just as well be on aedesland.

‘This is lovely," she said, hoping that the chanmgagould desensitise her
jumping nerves. 'Of all your hotels, what's yowdarite?"

Guy knew what she was doing, of course. His smiés winged with
cynicism, but he answered smoothly, 'l like themfal different reasons.
One of these days you must tell me which one yaurhost.'

Her glass arrested on its way to her mouth, Mi&eest at him, her eyes wide
and shocked above the rim.

'l don't intend this to be a one-night stand lé&st kime," he said deliberately,
not taking his eyes from hers. 'You'll travel witle, of course. Why not?' he
asked, as she shook her head.

'I've got a living to earn,' she said painfullywkering the glass. 'l can't get
away very often.’

‘The devil you can't.' He used the time it tookltain his glass to reimpose
control over the swift, blazing flare of anger thatl hardened his face. 'OK,
let it go; we'll work out the details later. Do yplay golf?’



‘Not as a sport. Why?'

'We have to start somewhere," he said ironicdllg. you realise how little
we know about each other? For example, I'll bet gi@n't know that |
looked you up in the telephone directory the folaly | arrived back in
Auckland to live.'

'‘No," she said faintly.

His smile was lop-sided. 'You weren't there, ofreeu

‘No, I've got an unlisted number.'

'Have you had trouble?’

She reacted swiftly to the terse enquiry. 'Not ebgccalls, nothing like that.
It's just that some of my clients wanted to hawsartBource of information
on tap all the time. They didn't seem to realis® thneeded time to relax
away from computers!'

'So that explains why you didn't turn up in anyedtory in New Zealand.'
She smiled faintly, "You went through every telep@alirectory?’
'‘Someone did.' He poured more champagne. 'l gaetgy@ve on Far Winds
strict instructions that if you ever turned up hdrevas to be told
immediately, and that you weren't to be allowedoéfisland until someone
had extracted your address from you.'

Mike's mouth dropped slightly open. 'You've got @amehed nerve," she
breathed after an appalled moment, remembering 'Nalsistence on

getting her address, and the subsequent subtlengarn

He showed his teeth in a humourless smile. 'l det go once. | don't make
the same mistake twice.'

'What would you have done if I'd been married?'agieed indignantly.



'l expected you to be. That time | stayed at Fand&/iyou seemed to spend
most of your time flirting with boys. It was whenatmitted that | was
jealous of them, of every one of them, that | seadil wanted you to look at
me the way you looked at them. However, | didnhiwgou to flirt with me.

| wanted to take you, make you mine in the mosichamimitive way
possible." His voice was raw. 'Only it was obvidhat | couldn't do that.
You might or might not have been innocent, but wewe almost completely
unsophisticated, and there was no way | could agegou fitting into my
life. | felt the kind of physical attraction I'd wer felt before, but it wasn't
love, and it wasn't enough. Not even love is enodfjhparents loved each
other, but they couldn't live together, and in samag it broke both of them.
I'd already decided what sort of woman | was gaomarry, and you were
nothing like her.’

'So you behaved like an older brother,’ she sadlyahating him for being
so cold-blooded and calculating.

'l tried. And, in spite of some lapses, | managedtick to it. But then you
came down to Auckland. | was delighted, thrillekelia kid who gets the
birthday present his parents said he couldn't Baeyou were furious, and
so was |, too damned soon. You thought | was gtinthrow all those
people off the island and out of work without a pgnand | was having a
hell of a time convincing my grandfather that Bise@ouldn't do that. The
day you arrived filled with righteous indignatidre'd told me that he hadn't
raised me to be soft and easy to overawe, thaslargrave disappointment
to him, and that perhaps | wasn't the right petedake over Bishops. | was
furious, and frustrated. You came at just the wribmg."'

'So you decided to make me suffer." Not lookindpiat, she spoke with a
hard-won detachment. She didn't think she would &wgive him for the
events of that night seven years ago, but at Besknew now why he had
behaved like that.

'‘No. | was very reluctantly accepting that my nycplanned life, with its
suitable wife, was going out the window.' His smlas without humour. 'l
blamed you, because until | went to Far Winds &d my life well under
control.'



'Why did you go? Surely it wasn't good businessfma? Someone might
have recognised you.'

'So my grandfather said, but | was determinedebied a holiday and | was
cocky enough to convince myself that no one wouldvk me.'

"You were right, of course.' She hoped that heceraras impersonal, calm.

'‘And there you were, maddening and exciting andngeftable. When |
kissed you, you melted like honey in my arms. Brgrethen | was quite
arrogantly sure that | wouldn't succumb. So | tgok out to dinner, and you
wore that white lace thing with little pearl butsotinat pleaded to be opened,
one after the other..." He stopped, and laughettaiyn 'God, for years |
cursed myself for not undoing those pearl buttdinaias just as well | was
leaving the next morning, because | didn't intemdléep with you, and that
evening you provoked me almost beyond control.’

'What changed your mind?' It astounded her thatehkl speak so clearly,
so steadily, when her whole self was writhing aaek of disappointment,
of old, remembered anguish superimposed over fsashand foreboding.

His smile was twisted. 'My whole life was in turm@nd you hadn't come
down to Auckland to see me; you'd come to help yoends. You made it
more than clear that you despised me. It got maée@mnaw, so | behaved like
a bastard.'

"You did, indeed.' Even now, after seven yearssplog&e through her teeth.

'Yes. | was going to punish you. But it didn't |dstouldn't keep it up. And
then we made love." He looked down into his gldssvas unbearably
wonderful, but— when | said you'd done it for yduends, | wanted you to
laugh, to tell me you loved me. Even though | kreemarriage between us
would be as doomed as my parents' was. You dihine you loved me;
you left me, and I let you go. | held out until iHadied. Then | came up to
Far Winds to look for you, only to find that youétt the island, and no one
knew where you were.’



Sheer astonishment held her rigid, locked in s#efte was looking into his
champagne, his profile a strong statement agdnessaftly coloured sky.

The tiny lines fanning out from the corners of éjges were almost hidden
by the thick, long lashes.

Mike asked incredulously, 'You came up to Far WittdBnd me?'
He shrugged. 'l thought | might have made you paiagh

'‘And if you had, what were you planning to do abititShe couldn't hide
the sharp note of sarcasm in her voice. 'Pay fabamtion?"

'‘No." He looked up at her, his eyes flat and acgusi was going to suggest
that you marry me, pregnant or not. You see, | hdmden able to get you
out of my mind, out of my heart. My plans for mfeliseemed arid and
infinitely unattractive. But you were gone, and oiwe knew where you
were. | came back to Auckland, but you'd droppetl afuthe world. 1
couldn't find you.'

'So you married Caroline.’

'Yes.' He looked out of the window, his expressiotd and ruthless. 'And
discovered that, although a marriage where two ledlope each other but
are unsuitable may be hell, even worse is one wherpartners are suitable
but not in love. Thank God we didn't have childrenthe end the divorce
was a relief to both of us.'

Some tension she hadn't been conscious of relaoedhing away a sore
place in her heart. 'So when you saw me at Rugseltecided to discover
whether you could warm up a few cold embers.’

His smile was ironic, without humour. 'l knew yoemns at Russell.'

Mike stared at him. 'How did you know?"

'I'd remembered you had a section here. | managkat your address from

the council rolls, and | made an offer for it thgbuthe land agent to get you
up here.' His smile was oblique. 'And the land ag@d me when you were



coming, even where you were staying, although yetewt supposed to be
here until next week.'

‘'The unit owner had a cancellation,” Mike said enatcally. 'Why? Why
did you go to so much trouble? Why did you wanttsmeome ughere?

'He didn't reply immediately, and when he did hendidnswer her question.
'It seemed appropriate. As for why—well, | thoughwas because | always
felt guilty.'

"You never made me any promises,’ she said directly

'l should never have slept with you. But | was ghed too, because nothing
was ever like it again. You marked me for life. s, | wanted to see you
again, find out whether I'd just been spinning isgible dreams. In fact, |

told myself that when | saw you, probably marridge magic would flee and

I'd be able to go on with my life.’

"What would you have done if | had been married?’

His smile was sardonic. 'lt's immaterial, isn'tYt@u aren't, and the magic is
just as strong as ever. | saw you walk along thd towards the wharf and |
was as giddy and excited as a kid in the throdgsofirst crush. | don't care
how many lovers you've had since we made loveitbigtime, Mike; | want
to love you now.'

So that you can get me out of your system, shegtitonearily. Well, why
the hell not? She too had been locked in that tuaigy of emotion, unable to
fall in love, unable to free herself from the pritve spell he had woven
about her seven years ago.

Eventually the sexual bewitchment must fade, amttistee Guy with clear
eyes, just as he would her. They'd be able to gaah other up gracefully
and put the whole episode behind them, behavenii&tire, sophisticated
adults.

Perhaps they might discover that absence had givapurious edge to an
appetite that had faded long since. Even as shedfbarself hoping that it



was so, she knew that it was not. Champagne bulbibies] softly on her
tongue, slid effervescently down her throat. Whatewas between them
had lasted for seven years; it had a power ofvits. 0

She nodded. 'Yes," she said simply.

He took a step towards her, stopping with a muttergse as there was a
knock on the door. It was the waiter with a trolley

They ate a superb meal of swordfish steaks and sal#éhe balcony, drank a
little more champagne with it, and watched thesetrriotously, the sky take
on a rare green transparency, and then the winkingthe first star.

Perhaps it was the champagne, but instead of thisepaheavy with

innuendo that Mike half expected they talked eaeflynany things, of

books they liked and disliked, of places they had of how they saw the
currently fashionable movements. And this time slas able to keep up
with him.

He had a dry, astringent common sense that shgeghjas she enjoyed the
sensation of sharpening her mind against the @otisive intelligence of
his.

At last, when the silent waiter had removed thendinthings, Guy said
quietly, '‘Come to me, Mike."'

She had been fiddling with her half-empty glassjitig the slim flute in her
hands, watching the tiny beads of bubbles risdiim $treams to the top of
the golden liquid. Without talking, without everolang at him, as if a great
weight had rolled from her, she put the glass deamh went across to him.

'So docile," he mocked softly. 'Are you always gdio be like this?'

Mike lifted thick lashes, met without flinching tineolten blue impact of his
gaze. Until then he had been holding himself umggd control; now she
saw that iron restraint begin to break up, shattera million shards as he
gave in to the need that had been eating at théimftwoseven long years.



His thumb gently brushed along her mouth. 'Suaksh,lwanton mouth," he
murmured, his gaze licking along its full contolike flame. 'When | met
you, you looked like a little girl except for thatouth, and the strange
intensity of pale, crystalline eyes set betweertlblashes. | wanted you
rather more than I'd wanted any other woman, afiedt like a pervert for
desiring innocence so much.’

'l was twenty," she protested, shocked at the vemylips grew warm and
throbbing under his light touch.

'You were a baby, running yourself into the grotnythg to do three jobs at
once.' He suddenly bent and picked her up, hissmsbright and steady as
she gasped. 'But you're not a baby now. You'rermam and | want you so
much | can feel the need eating into my gut.'

He put her down on the side of the huge bed anld kneemove her sandals.
His hands on her feet were cool and knowing, alnsastssing. The heat
that had been simmering through Mike's bloodstrdsgan to build,

coursing through her veins, taking with it inhibits and shame and worry.

'Such strong, slender calves," he said quietlyeash his hands up her legs.
‘Take your clothes off for me, Mike.'

Heat raced across her olive skin, carrying with sirange, heavy lassitude
that slowed her movements, weighted her limbs,eyathin her breasts.
Meeting his eyes with no shyness, she slid freebttitons from her shirt,
watching the colour gather darkly along his cheeldso the blue of his eyes
turn into a smoky inferno.

Her bra was not in the least seductive, merely @otlon with a front

fastening. Although she couldn't control the fluttg of her lashes she
undipped the clasp with steady fingers. It gaveahsgrange, sultry feeling to
be looked at as though her slow movements were appimg all the

treasures of Arabia.

She wasn't embarrassed when the little bra fellyawat even when her
nipples peaked underneath the heated intensitis@yes.



'‘Now it's your turn,’ she said hoarsely.

Guy leaned forward and kissed the pink tip of oreabt. Fire shot from it to
the fork of her body, setting the hidden pathwawyker body aflame. Mike
took a sharp, impeded breath. At that moment moae anything in the
world she wanted him to take the soft aureole sa\rhouth, but he smiled
and got to his feet.

As he took off his shirt she removed the rest ofdiethes. Mike knew no
seductive movements or gestures so she followeadhstncts and watched
as he pulled off his shirt and trousers. Againtireiath jagged through her
lungs. He was magnificent, and although she hadvhnibe full sensual
force of his body she was still a little alarmed ha$ proud, jutting
masculinity.

'‘No," he said, correctly reading her expressioshas looked away. 'We'll
take it nice and easy, gentle and smooth, andlyind we fit together
perfectly. We did last time, remember?"'

Before she had a chance to reply he lifted herpaniéd the covers back.
The fine lawn sheet was cool on her back, but Miees afire, heated by
desire, racked with a need that had gone seves yetout fulfilment.

Sometimes, when in the dead of night she had atldveeself to remember
the way they made love, she had wondered whethgrapge she had
embroidered his basic expertise into a sexualidmite that no real man
could be expected to match.

But if anything her memory had been deficient. @Quag at once tender and
fierce, masterful and loving, dominating and reseptAnd he knew exactly
what to do to make her gasp and sob, to stokeirg® df her passion until
she couldn't open her eyes, couldn't do anythingeri@an brokenly whisper
his name, all thought submerged in the mindleseeats of pleasure that
swirled around her and through her at the skileaeth of his hands and his
mouth.

When at last he moved over her Mike opened her, eyading to see his
face as they joined. With his angular, set featuredooked angry, his lips



drawn back from his teeth in something that wasoatna snarl, but she
wasn't afraid. Slowly, carefully, he eased into, measured himself in the
tight sheath that opened for him, enclosed hink tom home.

'‘Guy," Mike whispered, her hips rotating in a sinasionovement.
'No! Just—stay—siill:

For long moments they lay joined but unmoving, wltbth in their various
ways fought to control the wildfire passion thatetitened to run away with
them.

Then he said in a shaken voice, 'God, next tim&eMt will have to be next
time," and thrust deeply into her.

Together, lost in an enchantment, they stroveHerheights, the rapturous
melding of emotion and sensation that existed sdmesv beyond the
ordinary realm of the senses.

Mike discovered it a little before he did. Ripplkesned into waves, into
breakers that spread from her heated core to hesneities. She cried out,
and he said hoarsely, 'Let it go, Mike, let it dt; all right, I've got you.'

It frightened her, because she was no longer Mike,was merely feeling,

lost to everything but the surge of elemental rasppthe exhilaration that
couldn't be denied. Joined to him in some way awemne basic than the

physical, she surrendered to his fierce, drivinggession, to the heat of his
body, the slickness of his skin beneath her fingdes wild thunder of her

heart in her ears, his taste in her mouth.

Her eyes dilated. Pleasure undreamed of tore dedujbsp from her throat;
she shivered as the waves broke over her, and almosediately he
followed, every muscle in his lean body straineedstasy, his head flung
back as he poured the essence of his masculingyhar.

Mike had forgotten that the aftermath was so satigf Guy's weight was
heavy on her, yet she wasn't uncomfortable.



This is what | was made for, she thought drearhiéy,hands sliding up and
down the sleek, taut muscles of his back. Thishe Wwwas made for. This
man. Guy.

After a long time he moved, ignoring her murmupaftest, and tucked her
in beside him, her head on the smooth swell oh@ulder. Mike stretched
languorously, and kissed his skin, tasting withadéé greed the salty tang
of him.

'Don't do that," he said.
'Why not?'
'‘Because the feel of your little tongue on my skies strange things to me."

She thought this over. 'Does it?" she said demuraty kissed him,
open-mouthed, taking her time about it.

He said nothing, but she felt the sudden tensidnsig body, so she went
on exploring, finding the little nub of his nipdbeneath the silken overlay of
hair. It was tight and hard. First she lickedhen took it into her mouth and
suckled, as he had done to her.

'Unless you know what you're doing, you had besttep.’ His voice rumbled
in his chest.

Mike looked up. Through the tangle of lashes hisseglittered like the
sheen of lamplight on a Spanish blade, and as ified her head he
shivered.

Mike leaned her cheek on his midriff and looked ddvis body. Even she
knew that most men needed some considerable timezdwer from a bout
of passion, but it appeared that Guy was an exaepti

Smiling, she reached down and touched him, follgvtime pointer of hair
down past his waist and on, until she found thmsseel length of him.

'l think 1 know what I'm doing,' she said softly.



This time it was slower, smoother, the hard edgeaskion transformed to
deliberate sensuality, so that Mike was almostditeawith him when at

last he slid into her. It took longer to reach thisinacle of rapture, and the
descent was more leisurely, but as she lay alnmsdsep, his arms locked
around her, the heat and potent masculine scdns$ dody wrapped around
her, she realised that neither time had he lodraloishe had fallen apart in
his arms, sobbed and gasped and pleaded for hier hestop, but he had
always been completely in control not only of hesponses but of his own.

She was too tired to worry about it then, but iswze first thing she thought
of when she woke the next morning, alone in the Baabte on her bedside
table said in bold, angular handwriting,

My heart, I'm sorry but | have a meeting. Do what yvant to until
ten o'clock. I'll be back then.

It was nine-thirty. With a horrified grimace, Mikast a disparaging glance
around the dark room and hurtled out of the hugktbepull the curtains
back.

Scarcely was that done, and the room flooded vhighsun's golden light,
than a knock on the door made her dive for thedmt haul the sheet up
over her breasts. He was early.

But it was a distinctly feminine voice that calledt, 'Guy, where are you?'
And it was the heels of a woman's shoes that tappexss the sitting-room,
heading unerringly for the bedroom.



CHAPTER EIGHT

A womMAN walked in through the door, tall and serenely a&egher beauty
and cool patrician air immediately intimidating. &te sight of Mike,
crouched against the tumbled pillows, she stoppexthed brows pleating in
astonishment.

'Hello," she said slowly.
Horrified, embarrassed and furious, Mike muttetee]lo.’

The stranger smiled. 'Oh, dear, | suppose | shbalk told him | was
coming. I'm Caroline Hammer, and | used to be radrto Guy. And you
are... ?'

'Mike Christopher.' Mike knew that she was beinguph but she had been
seized by a pang of jealousy so intense that shilel t@rely breathe from
the pain of it, let alone talk.

Guy's ex-wife gave a small, sympathetic chucklgisTs not in the least
embarrassing,’ she said firmly. 'If we say it ofesmough we might even
come to believe it. You're a very good friend ofyGul assume?'

'We met about seven years ago." Admiring the otf@nan's sang-froid,
Mike tried hard to emulate it, although she cringéthe thought of the way
she must look. However, she wasn't going to haigetbman think she was
a casual pick-up.

Something moved in Caroline Hammer's green eyes/d8're the one,' she
breathed, fixing her gaze on Mike as she sat dawthe side of the bed. 'l
always knew there was someone. He tried damned paodt Guy, but |
knew. You can always tell, can't you?'

Mike sat up, holding the sheet protectively over b@re breasts. She was
angry and mortified, with herself for being caughsuch a situation, with
Guy for not telling her that his ex-wife still slked into his bedroom
whenever she felt like it, and with the woman sgtopposite her for being
so bloody self-confident, and for marrying Guy.



Above all, for marrying Guy.

'Is everything all right now?' Caroline asked, diganterested. '‘Between
you and Guy, | mean.’

Mike said stiffly, 'Look, | don't really know whgbu're talking about...’

Caroline sighed. 'I'm sorry, | know I'm being impeent and awful, but if
you knew how often I've wondered just what you wkke, and how
impotent | felt about the whole business! It's iopryou know. | used to
think you must be the most beautiful creature mwmorld, but you're not.
Yet Guy couldn't forget you.'

Mike thrust a hand through her hair, pushing itkbtom her face. She
didn't know what on earth to say to this self-asduwoman.

'l used to resent you bitterly," Caroline went ber voice very soft and
almost amused. 'Whenever he looked at me, wheheveade love, he saw
you. He's a magnificent lover, isn't he? But somehalthough he was
invariably sensitive and wildly exciting, it alwayeemed mechanical. |
mean, he never lost control. Not once! And he vealg rather than tender.
Very bad for the self-esteem, that sort of thing is

Mike had to grind her teeth together to stop the hagry words from
spilling out. She said feverishly, 'Look, | domirtk we should be discussing
him--'

'‘Because it makes you jealous?' Caroline Hammese daer a cool,
considering stare. 'You needn't worry; he didrnvelene. We had a lot in
common, that's all." Mike didn't move, didn't saything, but Caroline
Hammer nodded wisely. 'No, that wouldn't do for y&ou'd want a
marriage based on a lot more than affection and @&k the same
background. But plenty of marriages are establisiredhuch more flimsy
grounds than ours, and have been perfectly happy.had the same
interests, we knew the same people, we liked thes®rt of things, and I'm
as good a hostess as he is a lover. Of courseyenarried me because his
grandfather more or less told him he wouldn't getldusiness if he didn't.’



Mike said shakily, 'And you knew that?'

'Oh, yes.' She gave a crooked smile. 'In factyeghe old man the idea. He
wanted Guy to marry me—he thought | was just the gfoperson to make
him a good wife. | did too.’

Mike drew a deep breath. She shouldn't be discgs3uy like this, but he
had told her so little of himself that she was @eafe for knowledge. 'Did
either of you know that Guy wasn't in love with You

Caroline Hammer smiled sardonically. 'GrandfatheshBp didn't believe
that love was much of a basis for marriage. Guysdeeither. His parents
loved each other, but they couldn't live togetlard | think old Forbes
chose his wife because she was quiet and obedwentvauld be a good
hostess and mother. He always used to say thasibwery happy marriage.
I've often wondered whether Mrs Bishop was quitbaspy as he thought.’

Mike looked down at her hands, not long and sleaaher elegant like the
other woman's; hers were more competent, she theutiha faint flash of
hysteria. Fine for doing things; not so good fapwing off rings.

Which was cattiness pure and simple, because #mart a thin gold
wedding-band—Guy's?—Caroline Hammer wasn't weamgrings.

'Why did you want to marry him?' Mike hadn't inteddo ask the question,
but it came before she could stop it.

Caroline flushed slightly, but looked Mike straightthe eye. 'Because he
was magnificent in bed. Because | was the envyl ohwfriends. Because

he could give me the sort of life | was accustortiedlhere were a lot of

reasons, none of which had much to do with love,dshamed to say.'At
least she hadn't been hurt too much by that doonadage,

Remembering Guy's offhand remark that he had hathte adjustments to
win his way to take over the business, Mike sadavl}, 'So his grandfather
more or less blackmailed Guy into marrying you?"' .



Caroline's slim shoulders lifted. 'l suppose youldccall it that. Guy had
always been tgld he was going to get the busirmegghe old man said no,
not unless he married. He didn't say it had to lee It he made it quite
obvious that it had to be a woman he approved ofy Gefied him and
stormed off up to Far Winds; he still refused ffatlhen he came back. But a
couple of months later he gave in.'

The propensity to use blackmail obviously ran ia fdamily. Too much was
buzzing around in Mike's brain, but she said ingledsly, 'And you were
quite happy to marry him even though he didn't lipme and you didn't love
him?'

Caroline shrugged again. 'l thought that affectiad shared interests and a
certain amount of lust was enough to base a. gaamdiage on. And for a
while it seemed as though everything was goinget@lbright. He did his
best to make me a good husband. | certainly todoketthe sort of wife he
needed. But it never really worked, and eventuialjyst crumbled. There
you were in the background, like the skeleton en¢hpboard, or the ghost
in the bed--'

Mike said brusquely, 'How did you know it was me?'

'l guessed. | mean, | knew there was another wo@ane we had a fight

and | asked him why he hadn't married you; he gaidwere very young,

and very unsophisticated. You'd never have beentaldope with the sort
of life we led." She smiled. 'Amusing, isn't it? ddese | could—I was

brought up to it—yet it didn't help our marriageyamot that he was

unfaithful; he's almost fanatically loyal. But i a mockery of a marriage,
right from the start. After a while we didn't evsleep together. We were
married for a couple of years, but | suppose wg bwéd as man and wife

for six months or so.’

Mike was sure her expression didn't alter, but t¢iteer woman saw
something in her face, because she smiled, alnyogbathetically. 'There
are different sorts of loyalty, you know. He wagdbto his grandfather. And
it probably wouldn't have worked out if he'd los head and married you
then. Love is desirable, but it's not everythingg dometimes it's just not



enough. Ask him about his parents. They almosteach other apart until
finally they just gave up.’

The telephone’s shrill summons sounded shockingitypd in the quiet,
opulent room. Eyes dilating, Mike stared at it.

"You'd better answer it,’ Caroline Hammer said wathvry smile. 'It's
probably Guy.'

It was, his tone teasing and intimate. 'Good mahihe said. 'l hated to
leave you, but | had an early appointment.’

Mike said stiffly, 'Yes.'
His voice altered, became sharp and hard. 'Wina'snatter?'
'‘Nothing. Your w... ex-wife is here.'

'Who?'She couldn't answer, and he was silent for a moivefore saying
crisply, 'Put her on.’'

Mutely, Mike held out the receiver. With lifted e and a half-smile
Caroline took the handpiece. A faint, expensivefymee, clear and clean
and urbane, drifted across Mike's nostrils.

She looked away, painfully conscious of her rumgianl, and the bed, with

its evidence of violent passion still obvious foyane to see. Caroline was
too fastidious to reveal her emotions, but shectbelin no doubt as to what
had happened in that bed the previous night.

'Oh, we decided to enjoy the flesh-pots for a cewinights. We anchored
here late last night,’ Caroline said, laughing. Sis¢ened to Guy's
imperative voice before replying soothingly, 'Nd,course I'm not. Come
on, now, Guy, you know me better than that.' Shghad again, a delicious
little sound. 'l have got news for you, but I'll tgou later; it's not urgent.’

He answered that at some length and she liftedaskes so that she was
looking at Mike, her green eyes very astute, stijlly amused.



'Yes, | think you may have a point, and becausaght have something to
do with me I'll do it, she said, and laughed, hetil out the receiver. 'Here,
he wants to talk to you.'

Only pride kept Mike's voice steady. 'What do ycant®?'

'Don't get uptight with me," he said with crisp dragis. 'Do as Caroline
says. Goodbye.'

She hung up, trying to straighten the whirling amnbn in her brain.

'‘Come on,' Caroline Hammer said briskly. 'Get ug ae'll have a game of
golf together.’

Mike's jaw dropped. She said faintly, "You can'sgibly want to play golf
with me.’

'l do,. I do indeed. I'm as curious as hell abaut.yAnd face it, even though
you resent me, you're curious about me as wekl/tareu? If you're going to
have any place in Guy's life you'll be seeing migequiten. Although we're
no longer married we move in the same circles.'

Mike asked, 'Why did you divorce him?"

'We divorced each other,’ the other woman toldrkadily. ‘It was quite
amicable. Come on, get up and get going.'

'l can't." Fleeting colour tinged Mike's cheek&aVven't got any clothes apart
from the ones | had on yesterday.'

Caroline Hammer grinned. 'What size are you?'
Mike told her.

'‘Good. You order some breakfast, and I'll get sbmgtfor you to wear
from the boutique. I'll be back in half an hourv8aome coffee for me."



Bemused, Mike obeyed her, and, still bemused, stexmivend washed her
hair. When she emerged from the bathroom thereneasgn of Caroline,
but she could hear movement in the front room. Beest, no doubt.

| must be mad, she breathed, as she climbed irgterglay's crumpled
trousers and shirt. She hesitated, looking dowthatbed, then pulled it
carefully back to air before leaving the room.

She was eating a slice of toast when the door apand Caroline walked
back into the room, dangling parcels. '‘Good, yovehd done a bunk,' she
said cheerfully. 'l thought you might, although,olinng Guy, he's got
someone posted at the wharf to make sure you geindff the island.’

She dropped the parcels on to the sofa and walkexbsato look at the
painting above the fireplace. 'A Blair Doyle, Hét. | recognise her style.
She has great talent.’

'Yes,' Mike agreed woodenly, wondering, not forfih& time, just why she
had let this woman bulldoze her.

A crystalline wall seemed to separate her fromrése of the world. While

she poured coffee for an affably chatting Caroke tried to convince
herself that it was perfectly normal and moderreioex-wife and a mistress
to sit down in such amity.

Caroline asked her what she did for a living, appeaery interested in her
reply, and airily admitted to doing nothing. Sheatissed a few burning
guestions of the day with moderation and good semskdrank coffee with
every appearance of enjoyment. Mike wished she swath unsinkable
poise.

And then Caroline looked over Mike's shoulder aad s'Ah, here he is,'
and smiled.

Mike's head whipped around. Guy walked in throulgé ¢door, looking
watchful and constrained.

‘All right?' he asked curtly.



Caroline got to her feet. 'She seems a bit disésgo’ she said cheerfully
over her shoulder as she headed for the doorythutan explain. I'll see
you around, Mike.'

Not if | see you first, Mike thought, brought todslen, blazing life by his
appearance. Sheer bloody- mindedness made her debsligerently,
'"What about the golf?' to the door as it closedrxelaroline.

‘A ruse. To make sure you didn't cut and run. ComéGuy said, holding
out an imperative hand.

'Where to?"

He looped his fingers around her wrist, pulling heragainst him. This
place is too public. I'm very fond of Caroline ntvat I'm not married to her,
but | don't want to see her beaming at me fromrzklkvery damned pot
plant. And I've still got meetings—we won't havey dime together for the
rest of the week. Why the hell did you decide tovarhere early, and throw
all my plans completely out? The best thing for youdo is go back to
Russell and wait for me there.' He gave her a shwétd kiss. Try to miss
me.'

He didn't take her back himself. A keen young maited down in the
foyer, and ferried her across to Russell in a skgsdedboat. Behind his
polite, respectful mask, she sensed a prurientdstén her position in Guy's
life.

This, of course, was what being a mistress waabalut: available when he
wanted her, banished to the sidelines when otherg nmportant things
needed his attention. At least he hadn't suggesstecamuse herself by the
pool until he was ready!

Back in her unit she sat down on the sofa anddtaueinto, the garden. The
memory of Caroline's artless revelations made éerdick. She got herself
a glass of water, watching her hand tremble wkind of detached interest.

Strange that her sense of betrayal should be ste.adfter all, it had
happened seven years ago. Yet the pain was asrtewgh only yesterday



he had left her and married a woman he didn't Imat, to acquire money
and power.

But he hadn't loved Mike Christopher, either. Isvgtupid to feel that he had
stripped her of pride and self- esteem. He coulg da that if she let him.
He had simply behaved like a hard-headed, inteltigepractical
businessman, making deals and working out the wayatkke the most profit
from the situation. That was what he was doing now.

Sudden, painful tears blurred the glass in her hahd set her jaw and drank
the water down. Last night had been folly of thghleist order; she had
allowed Guy's dark magic to persuade her into dsimgething that now
seemed sordid and foolish. Looking around at theedhl, casually
comfortable room, so different from the opulentdoxof Far Winds, it was
as though she had walked out from a mist of en#iorest, just as happened
in the old fairy-tales.

Except, she thought with a contemptuous half-sntlilat she had been an
agent in her own destruction. She couldn't blamg fGutoo much; she had
gone very willingly down that enigmatic and pergopath of the senses.

Shame heated her skin as she remembered sometbfrtge that she had
done the night before, the things she had let lemYes, she had been as
wild and passionate as he, lost in a white-hotidet where the only thing
that mattered was the man who touched her with sanbuming need.

That was last night. This was today.
Blindly, she got to her feet and wandered acroskeaavindow.

She would cut her losses. He might want to getdugérof his system as
painlessly as possible, but she had better thimg®twith her life than let
him use her like that.

At least she no longer remembered him with a roro#wize; she knew now
exactly what sort of man he was. If she'd beetttla lnore worldly seven
years ago she'd have realised that when he hakindéled her into going
out to dinner he had been behaving according todtisre. Or perhaps, she



thought, according to the way he'd been brought Hig. grandfather
sounded like a chauvinistic old villain. No wondéuy was hard and
manipulative.

She'd go back to Auckland. Now.

He knew where she lived, so she was only-gainimg tbut she needed that
time desperately to reassemble her defences. iasebunch she set out on
the three-and- a-half-hour journey to Auckland,vithg with such
concentration that for that time she almost foiggt pain.

He was waiting when she drove into the motor cotiter apartments.
Mike's stomach cramped. She knew that he noticedleck—when did
anything escape those damned perceptive eyes?—tuh@ad held high

she got out of her car.

Behind him stood another man. A minion, Mike dediddismissing him
after a quick glance.

'Hello, Mike," Guy said. 'Did you have a good tdigwvn?’
Mike-said thinly, 'What are you doing here?"'

His smile, narrow as a sword-blade, told her homofis he was. 'Surely you
expected me?' He held out a hand for her keys.

For a fleeting moment Mike thought of resistana#, dne quick glance at
the dark face above her decided her against statileact. Still smiling,
Guy took the keys from her hand and tossed thernn loge head to the
second man.

'What, the hell do you think you're doing?' shel saia voice that was both
angry and afraid.

'Kidnapping you, darling. Are you going to comeajlyi, or do | have to
push you into my car?'



He didn't wait for an answer. Before she had timedream, or kick, or do

any of the things she thought of later, he hadlédster into the passenger
seat, locked the door on her, and was walking atdaba front of the car

with a swift, lithe purposefulness that chilled heven as she tried

desperately to open her door. Unfortunately the msla@m had so easily
discounted was on guard. He wasn't looking at herwas dumping the

suitcase he'd taken from her car on to the seanddler, but she knew that
he was there to make sure she couldn't get outs&tiehim a glowering,

hate-filled glare. By that time Guy was alreadyhia driver's seat.

'I'll never forgive you for this,' she said wrattyju

He started the engine. 'What else can | do?' keasdie eased the big car out
on to the street. His voice was reasonable, buts&#msed implacable
determination behind the calm words, and knew shatwas not going to
escape. 'You keep running away.'

'How did you know I'd gone? | thought you were imeeting.’

'l was. But | decided to give the conference a rfusa couple of days, so |
rang you. Only to have your landlady tell me thau'd packed up and gone.
Naturally, | followed you.'

'I won't be harassed like this!"

He shrugged. 'You'll do as you're told," he sadifiarently. 'I'm sick of
chasing you and losing you. We're going to getfihished with once and
for all.’

His face revealed an inexorable resolve that fatestt her into foolish
bravado. She said huskily, 'So kidnapping as weblackmailing runs in
your family. You could damned well end up in gaol.'

‘Just see it as an indication of how necessamgl ltifies to be," he said coolly.
Any loss of control handed him an automatic advgetand Mike wasn't

going to do that. She didn't know what he planedtyt, whether talking was
all he had in mind. Probably not, she thoughtnigyio whip up a righteous



fury. Unfortunately it was sabotaged by a secneiluntary excitement that
heated her limbs and ran slow and sweet as syrapgh her veins.

He was unscrupulous enough to use every bit ordgeehe could, and he
knew damned well that physically she had no defeagainst him.

In a few minutes he drove into a garage beneathl@dithg Mike recognised.
Why on earth had he brought her to his office? fBrishe toyed with the
idea of refusing to get out, of making him drag frem the car, but she
knew him well enough to realise that he would da thhe had to. And she
was afraid of her own responses. She was too @ilseware of him, her
body and reactions too treacherous to be trusted.

So she stalked ahead of him, her back stiff wislenément, into a lift. It rose
rapidly and silently right to the top, where theyiexged at a roof garden.
And there was their destination. One side of thedga had been
transformed into a helipad, and on it, rotors whgy waited a shiny silver
helicopter.

'Where are we going?' she demanded, stopping.

His hand on her arm was irresistible, but just asec she didn't get the
message he said amiably, 'The pilot isn't goingaay if | pick you up and
carry you on board. He'll think it's a lovers' tifbr even that I'm being
romantic.'

‘Not if I'm kicking and screaming and pulling ychair," she said between
her teeth.

'Stop sulking,' he returned, urging her towardsntiaehine.

'l am not sulking. | am absolutely furious. How elgiou behave like this?
Who the hell do you think you are--?'

'I'm a man who's sick and tired of trying to pexdiais woman to listen to
him," he said brutally. 'If you don't like it, blanyourself, lady.’

'l have every right to refuse to go with you, dayon!



'Shut up,’ he said, bored. 'We'll discuss thingemwkwe've reached the
island.’

'What island?"

'My island.’" He looked down at her, his expresdiand to define. 'Once
we're there nobody will be able to interfere.’

Simmering with frustrated fury, Mike let herself beosted into the cabin
and belted in. She refused to look anywhere bubbtite side-window as
they rose into the air, staring savagely down atlibisiness centre of the
city. It wasn't yet sunset but the air had thagdateavy feel to it that the end
of the day often brought, as though it longed far ¢ool sweetness of dusk.

Within minutes they were flying over the Haurakilthat much bigger
version of the Bay of Islands, its vast expansdtatesl from the mighty
Pacific Ocean by a whole string of islands rangmgize from the sixty-
mile length of Great Barrier to elegant little jdsveloser to the city.

Mike looked back at Auckland's sprawl, thousandshofises set in
tree-lined streets, with more trees in each backyamwas home now, she
realised. Not home as the Bay of Islands had beeinthe centre of her
universe, but home where her heart rested.

Because of course she loved Guy. She had alwaysrkitp she had just
refused to admit it, because it made her seem awgimp, loving a man
who saw her as nothing more than an irritant, a bader his saddle, a
woman he wanted to make love to so that eventhalwouldn't want her
any more.

He was treating her like medicine, a vaccine, waerghe, bewitched by
some dark enchantment, was irrevocably bound to 8me had loved him
when she first met him, she had loved him for tkees long years of his
absence in her life, and she loved him now.

She was probably like her mother; she'd love hitil she died.



It hadn't done anything for Linda, that lifelongyé and it certainly wasn't
doing anything for her. Guy wanted her with a hurthat excited her and
appalled her, because she felt it too, that ferklngss in the blood, that
overwhelming need to take him and never let himByd.he didn't love her.

Perhaps he couldn't love. Nothing had changed. €ble, was more
sophisticated now than she had been when she veaigytvibut he was even
harder than he had been then, a man who would raavpman for profit, to

retain his grip on power.

He was going to use his hold on her, his-sexualgpawer her, to persuade
her into resuming their affair. But he would begweal by that other hold he

didn't know about, her fierce, hopeless love. (agther teeth, she presented
him with her rigid profile.

She had two choices, the same two dreary choidesc8uld become his
mistress, and live in a poisoned paradise for lag &s it took for him to get
her out of his system, or she could refuse him.

She didn't fool herself that that would be easyhB@ no scruples where she
was concerned; witness this kidnapping!

But the alternative was frightening, far too teyinfy even to consider. For
when it finished, as it inevitably would, he'd go lnus way and she'd be left
with nothing but empty memories to sustain her éongtfor the rest of her
life.

Common sense told her that eventually she woulgetdrim, eventually she
would find a man she could respect, a man who woesgect her. But on
some deep instinctual level she knew that therddvoever be another man
like Guy. Somehow he had branded her with the imii his personality.

She would have to match him, meet his strength Wéfs, use whatever
weapons she could to fight the spell he had caest losr.

Their destination was a tree-clad dot of land yanebre than five acres in
extent, tucked inconspicuously between Kawau Iskmdithe mainland. A
jetty with a shed on it ran out from the base twvarocky cliff, and a track
wound towards the house that crouched among trekstaubs. It had the



potent appeal of all islands, a romantic remoteridgee looked down on a
white-painted flagstaff at one side of the houseenais court on the other,
and a beach the colour of apricots out in frontother house sprawled
beside a tiny cove where the sand glowed goldémeinvestering rays of the
sun.

The helicopter landed with delicate precision oa glneen grass. Guy and
the pilot began to unload several boxes of supplidee strode away across
the newly mown grass.

‘Not going to help?' Guy said, and in the gathedngk his teeth gleamed
for an instant.

"This is your idea," she said offhandedly. '"Youlu®work.'

And stood staring resolutely out to sea until tileéidopter rose like an
ungainly dragonfly and flew away. When the whumpawip-whump of the
rotors had died down and there was no sound bugende hush of the
waves on the beach, Guy came across the grassitohar.

He laughed softly. 'l keep discovering hithertoav@aled aspects of your
character.'

"You don't know me at all.’
'l know you're good in bed," he mocked.
'‘And that's all that counts to you,' she returmedin making her vicious.

'You don't know me at all well, either," he saidraly. '‘Come on, let's go
inside before it gets too dark to see.'

The house wasn't big, and it wasn't particularlylept, but the furnishings
were luxurious and comfortable. Mike preceded hitoia large tiled
sitting- room.

‘The light switches are to your left,' he said € dfedroom and bathroom are
straight ahead. Don't try to run away; there's reehto go but the



caretaker's house, and he won't help you.' Hisevbardened. 'This is my
house, my island, my refuge. You're here untildide to let you go.’

Mike turned the lights on, looking around with soappreciation in spite of
her fury and desolation. Now that she was herewsigealmost shivering
with tension.He looked suddenly big and forbiddiagd frightening,
effortlessly dominating the large room with his gl presence.

Guy came back, glanced at her still standing iftgéean the centre of the
room, then moved around the little kitchen, puttengay groceries in a
shocking parody of domesticity. With dilated eye&k&lwatched him. He
looked untamed, walking with a lithe grace thatrdad as well as agitated
her. She was alone on the island with him; she Wwasmng enough to
prevent him from doing whatever he wanted to.

Stop it, she commanded her brain. Thi&isy,not some unknown rapist.

Yet he had the power to harm her more than anyepetyecause she loved
him.

Love was so unfair. You couldn't love to order ahdlidn't allow for
half-measures; it was a simple matter of tossingryloeart over and
following where it landed. Sheer self-preservatghould prevent such
recklessness.

It made her so vulnerable. Her whole being was sgg@nd unprotected.
He could hurt her so much, and she could do noftiegause he didn't love
her; his emotions were safely protected.

'What is it?" he asked.

Mike jumped. He had come across the room and stheth@oticed.

With ungentle hands he turned her to face him, dxigression rigidly
controlled. 'Don't flinch away from me," he saidngy. 'l will never hurt

you, Mike. Why the sad little look?'

'l don't want to be here.'



'l know you don't, but we need this time togetlidrplanned for us to have
next week alone at Far Winds— but you queeredihatrriving early.'

'l suppose | should be flattered that you're preghém give up valuable time
with your executives,' she said, holding herseétfigterect and away from
the too attractive lure of his arms. 'Unless thaegsc lure of kidnapping is
more important to you than boring business meetings

'Damn my executives.' His voice, the angular liméshis face, were
inflexible. 'And | don't find business meetings ingt However, given a
choice between business meetings and you, I'll yakeevery time. Why
don't you unpack? I'll get dinner ready.’

'I'm going to take a shower,' she said acidly.

He gave her a slow, ironic smile. 'Your suitcasaithe bedroom. I'll see
you in half an hour.'

It was an order. Mike turned and went through tberdand into the hall,
wondering why she should choose now to feel sadafra

The room was the main bedroom, and for a momentosfeel with the idea
of finding herself another one, but she didn'tvdiuld be better to save her
energy for the important battles, she thought gaioddly.

A small bathroom, completely tiled in marble, leff the room. Brows
drawing together, Mike snatched a pair of trouserd a shirt from her
suitcase and went into the bathroom. Was it ondy teght that they had
made love on Far Winds? It seemed an aeon agaasegdy far more than
the hundred and fifty miles and twenty- four hours.

She took as long as she dared, walking back irgaitting-room with her
head held high and an arrogant, touch-me-not IGak: looked up as she
came in, but although she glared at him defiandyshid merely, 'What
would you like to drink?'

‘Nothing,' she said, irritated by his imperturbakderoir-faire.'Guy, this is
ridiculous! Why did you bring me here?"



He lifted his brows, smiling, yet not amused. 'tgl you why.'
‘Then for God's sake get on and talk!'

'l should have known that you'd run," he said goddis you did the first time
we made love. You seemed shocked, almost shatigretiat happened last
night.'

She looked away. 'l—it was—I lost control.’

'l noticed." He was smiling, although his eyes weeey keen as they
searched her face. 'Why does that embarrass yoaPsTwhat you're
supposed to do when you make love. Are you asharfiéel

Yes, when he so obviously hadn't. 'No," she said stifled voice. 'l just
think it's not a good idea. I'm not cut out to bmiatress.' Too possessive;
too demanding. She didn't want the crumbs of fes $he wanted it all.

'So you ran. Is that how you deal with your lifeikb? Sweep it under the
carpet, run away from it?'

'No more so than anybody else.' She collapsedaictmair and said weatrily,
‘This is not going to work."'

"You haven't given it a chance.’

How could she tell him that she loved him, thatlsaeé never stopped loving
him, and that to be his mistress, to watch and IkatCaroline for him to
lose control, would kill her?

To him other things were much more important ttewe+—the business, his
social standing, money, power. Caroline might restehbeen intending to
cause trouble, but her candid revelations had ooefi Mike's instinctive

understanding of Guy's character.

'Why did you run?' His voice was smooth and pleagan she discerned an
inexorable will in his tone.



Harshly, she explained, 'l need a little more framman than lust. Tell me,
how long did you think we'd go on like this? Unyibu found another
suitable woman to marry?’

He said nothing, but his mouth compressed andnawhite line appeared
around it.

She drew a ragged breath and went on, 'l wondgyufknow how bloody
insulting you are. You wouldn't marry me last tibexause | wasn't suitable,
but | was perfectly all right to take to bed. Yaved in when your horrible
old grandfather--'

He said roughly, "You and Caroline must have had irseresting
conversation. It sounds as though she paid mefobaekfew old grievances.
Did she tell you that my grandfather gave her dionildollars to marry me?'

"You should have been very happy,’ she flung ba&au have so much in
common—all of you. Money and power before everygHin

He looked at her with such black fury that shectied back. 'I'm not going
to hit you,' he said savagely. 'l have better thitmgdo with you than that.
Come on, eat something. You must be hungry.’

Food was the last thing she wanted, but she atkaimesalad he had made
nevertheless. And she did feel better for it.

When the dishes were in the washer and they wtnegswith coffee, she
said abruptly, 'You're quite ruthless, aren't yagen it comes to getting
what you want?'

'When the thing | want is you, yes.’

She laughed with bitter emphasis. 'Oh, yes, you&me so much that you
sent me away.'

'Is that why you ran?' he asked incredulously.



Mike bit her lip, furious with herself for lettinghat slip. 'Partly,’ she
admitted, grudging him even that small understagdin

'l sent you away because you'd made it obviousiyanit want to be the butt
of everyone's attention.' He set his cup down andig to walk across to the
window, thrusting his hands into his pockets. 8@out at the lights of the
mainland, he said between his teeth, 'And becaitbeyou off Far Winds |
thought I might be able to concentrate on somethnoge than how | came
apart in your arms last night.’

Mike said doggedly, 'l don't want to be your misgé

'l thought we were lovers,' he countered, stilhwits back to her.

Mike's gaze followed the width of his shouldersneenbering how they had
felt under her hands, the muscles hard and tenseabie skin like finest
glove- leather, the erotic, overwhelming sensatibheing held captive by
his much greater strength, and the knowledge thatduld never use that
strength against her.

She said with painful honesty, 'Guy, it won't wdskcause | need more than
that.'

He shrugged. 'All right. Marry me."’

Mike stared at him, her mouth falling foolishly ope&lust as he turned to
face her, she realised he'd been watching heeiddbk reflective glass.

He laughed cynically. ‘No, it hadn't even occutiegou, had it?"

"You've already had one loveless marriage,’ sttt ®ar the sound of her
shattering heart. 'Don't you think that's enoughdadifetime, or are you
planning to make a habit of it? I'm not Carolinbakven't anything that will
help your ambitions--'

'Mike, don't," he said raggedly. 'Would it be sodhi@ love me?"



Mike's mouth was dry, her skin stretched tightleotier bones. In a tired
voice she asked, 'Why do you want me to love yen? it enough that |
can't bloody well stay away from you, that everydil let you talk me into
bed because | can't resist you? Do you have tadegne even further?’

'I'm sorry you think loving me is such a degradatidve said savagely,
'because | want you to be as totally consumed bgsrieam by you. Damn
it, Mike, do you think I'd behave like this for anther reason than that I'm
driven to it? With you I've always been a coward] adespise myself for it.
| married Caroline because | was afraid of whait fior you, so | ran away
from it. Hurting her and hurting you. | don't norilg&kidnap women; | don't
normally behave like something Neanderthal with ent@stosterone than
brains!" He gave a harsh, humourless laugh. 'Believor not, usually |
conduct my affairs like any other decent citizent Bhese last seven years
have been pure hell, and when you ran this morhthgught, | can't deal
with the loneliness, the knowledge that my own stityphas ruined the best
thing that ever happened to me. | thought you miighgetting ready to run
even further than Auckland. There was no choicéiadl to leave my
executives to their own devices and follow you.'

Mike ran a hand through her hair, fighting a hopéoslorn that she couldn't
articulate it. 'What are you saying?' she demanstading at him.

He took a deep, painful breath, but didn't movea daying that | love you.
I've loved you for seven years. That first time-elldwed you up to Far
Winds to ask you to marry me, but you were gond,lacouldn't find you.'

Completely at a loss, Mike stared at him.

He was watching her with something like desperatstrarpening the
angular framework of his face. 'Almost immediatedfterwards my
grandfather had a heart attack, and he made it thare obvious that he
wanted me to marry Caroline. So | did, and triedmeke it work. |

short-changed Caroline, short-changed my grandfashert-changed you.
It didn't take me long to realise what I'd done] aggret it bitterly.’

Mike shook her head and said hopelessly, 'It weatk. | know the sort of
life you lead...'



Moving swiftly, he came over and knelt before haking her small, cold
hands in his. 'Can't we make it work? Mike, I'vel ls@ven years without
you, seven long, barren years. | need you, morelthaever needed anyone
in my life before, and you need me too, darlingndw you do. If | have to,
if it's necessary, I'll beg.'

"You suggested we have an affair,’ she said despgrepwering her lashes
so that the burning blue of his gaze couldn't ldsssugh her will-power.
"You said nothing about marriage.'

"You were the one who talked about an affair; yaresnthe one who didn't
want to consider marriage. | wasn't going to freghyou away, but, believe
me, | wanted you any way | could get you.' He lasd, then his hands
tightened painfully around hers and he said awklyariflike, marry me,
please. I'll do my best to make you happy.'

The simple plea touched her heart. She glowerbkuratAll you had to say,
you idiot, was that you love me! You don't needrtakeme love you; I've
loved you ever since | saw you!

'Mike?' He got abruptly to his feet, pulling hertkvhim, and stared at her,
reading-her eyes, his own brilliant and intent.

She glared back at him, knowing that her expressthhim everything,

exulting in her freedom to reveal her emotions. é¥&d confidence
brought a challenging sparkle to her eyes, an exant that manifested
itself in the rich curve of her mouth.

He said something short and succinct and prayeheh swept her into his
arms and kissed her with an all- consuming passion.

Hours later she lay on top of him, her cheek pikssginst his heart. Their
bodies were lax and satisfied, yet nothing couldehlaeen more different
from the satiation Mike had once hoped for so fetlye She knew now that
they would never be so familiar with this hearttcbang passion that desire
became routine.



'l love you,' she said into his throat, listenimghis heart slowly regulate
itself.

'In spite of the massive shambles | made of owsIA/

"You speak for yourself," she murmured. "You madbhambles of your life.
| went away and did very well for myself.'

Laughter lifted his chest. 'What are you plannimgd about your business?’

'Keep going,' she said. 'l enjoy it. I've got ayvgood woman working for
me who can manage it if we have to travel. While'seterrifying your
executives I'll spend a lot of time checking o tatest in computers.’

'‘Sounds the perfect life. | won't be travelling hutwasted seven years of
our life together; | want to spend as much timpa@ssible with you,' he said.
'Incidentally, you don't have to worry about Cameli We are good

friends—it was all we ever were, really—and sheriad to a man she's
very much in love with.'

‘Just as well. When she was talking about you lteto slap her senseless,’
she said fiercely. 'l feel possessive and demandarmy very
uncompromising where you're concerned. Very unditezt and unmodern.’

'‘Good. Because | look at you and all sorts of emély primitive and
barbaric emotions take over.'

'l suppose modern businessmen are the equivalene aid pirate barons,’
she said with satisfaction.

He laughed. 'In spite of appearances to the contrdo have ethics,' he told
her. 'Will you enjoy living with me, my heart? laflowant you to turn into a
social butterfly, but there will be times when wavh to entertain.’

Still tender from his kisses, her mouth curled iatsmile. 'Times when we
want to entertain, | hope, too," she said. 'Doo'trw We'll cope. After all,
when you love each other, that's what you do, ish'Compromise and
cope.'



'Yes," he said, his voice heavy with contentm@iftat's what you do.'

Mike yawned. Instantly he lifted her free and twtker into bed beside him.
'Go to sleep, darling,’ he said.

Her last thoughts before she drifted off were hagpye specious glamour
of an island enchantment had been deepened, im¢ehsiradiated by love,
a love that had been tempered by time, a lovewhatgoing to last.



