


HE ALOHA BRIDE
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Julian's proposition came at the wrong time

Alone on what should have been her honeymoon, Rédlyrthe tropical
paradise of Maui seemed to mock her. Yet she wasrdaed not to be hurt
again, and her reaction to Julian was one of anger.

"You came down here thinking you could buy me. Amdll not be bought.
Not with the great Lassiter name nor your wealthpawer... nor person.”

Yet in spite of everything, she found herself wagtito solve Julian
Lassiter's problems in a way that was not meretkless, but positively
dangerous!



CHAPTER ONE

THEY faced each other across the baggage carouseluatduiport. Robyn
could hardly avoid noticing him. His clothes alomeuld have made him
stand out from the crowd. All the people around f@awoured the casual
tourist gear that proclaimed they were either argvfor a holiday or on
their way home from one. He wore a suit—dark grey a@bviously
custom-tailored to fit a physique that looked vesgil proportioned in the
strong male mould.

He was tall and dark. His head was half turned tdw/ghe flaps through
which the luggage would soon emerge, but his gafinfirmed that he had
a finely balanced arrangement of features—quite paingly
attractive—although he was a good ten years olden herself. Robyn
judged he was closer to forty than thirty. She wesed what business he
had on this tropical Hawaiian island.

Robyn was sure it would be business and not pleaghe had a lot of
experience at appraising people. For several wharfiad worked in a travel
agency before going into business for herselfjpyitbgether tour packages
that had sold well and proved very popular. She dadnstinct for what

people wanted, even when they couldn't expresseinselves. And one
comprehensive look at the man in the grey suitevemigh to spell it out to
her.

He was trouble.

He held a Qantas cabin-bag—the kind Robyn knewetasbued only to
first-class passengers. And he would want evergtfinst class...the type
who knew the chairman of the board of directorsefdidn't get precisely
what he expected. Wealth ... success... intrirdfeassurance... his whole
bearing and demeanour embodied those qualities.

Even the stylish cut of his thick black hair hadi@ted to move a millimetre,
despite the gusty winds that had almost lifted peoff their feet as they
had disembarked on the Maui tarmac.



A musing little smile was still hovering on Robyfifss when he turned his
head and looked straight at her.

And she couldn't look away!

The strong, masculine lines of his face were skistythat only a privileged
ancestry could have bequeathed them. His eyeshieeddtotally captive as
they bored into her, causing her heart to jolt waitnost sickening force.

Robyn was suddenly very conscious of her windswaptand the practical
simplicity of her clothes: a matching top and skiria light polyester mix
that didn't crush but was hardly classy with itsebland white print of
tropical fish.

His gaze flicked down her figure, noting the flitust of her breasts against
the softly clinging material, the womanly roundnedsher hips, and the
smooth, long line of her legs. The sharp rake sfdppraisal dug furrows of
heat into her skin, and Robyn felt her whole boligHing as his gaze
returned to hers. She instantly recognised the sinmg look in his eyes—a
challenging glitter of sexual speculation that dagdfound her physically
attractive—enough to entertain the fantasy of wdte might be like in
bed—but no interest at all in her as a person.

His mouth curved into a cynical little smile, moegihimself and dismissing
her. He looked away.

The carousel began to move.

Robyn stared blindly at it, feeling ridiculouslyadten. It wasn't the first time
a man had appraised her like that. Why should steohunnerved by it? Or
feel belittled by his dismissal? She had known fittwn first glance at him
that he was out of her class. He was certainlytmokind of man she was
used to meeting and mixing with, not on first-nateems. And she was
finished with men, anyway!

She supposed she should be grateful that Larryeh&er down before they
were married, instead of after. But she didn't fgeedteful. Robyn had
suffered a long string of let-downs in her lifet lharry's desertion was the



bitterest one of all. No more, she thought deteeaiiyn. From now on she
would stick to being a career- person, pure anglgm

After all, she had seen the results of marriagé@mmother and both her
older sisters, and it was probably very fortun&i@t she was still single.
There were no innocent children left to suffer tigl the emotional debris
of a divorce.

How easy it was to make a terrible mistake! She thadight Larry so
steadfast and reliable. They had been friendsifon s long time, yet she
hadn't really known him at all. When she had seemwith that girl—a
petite, bubbly girl who was so unlike Robyn it walsost insulting that
Larry should fall so passionately in love with hehere had been nothing
she could do or say but let him go.

She had been alone before. Most of her life. Anitiebéo stay that way,
Robyn thought grimly. She flashed a resentful gtaatthe man opposite
her as he lifted an expensive leather suitcase thatarousel. He moved
away through the crowd without so much as a baadkwkance at her.

Gone out of her life. Just like Larry.

But she was not going to feel miserable and momRebyn resolved firmly.
Here she was, on her way to one of the best hioi¢le world, situated on
one of the most beautiful islands in the Pacifie@t with a whole week of
tropical luxury in front of her... and so what if should have been her
honeymoon! She had paid for it and she was goirepfoy it!

The sight of her suitcase buoyed up the sensetafi@ation that Robyn
clung on to in order to keep other thoughts at e hauled the heavy bag
off the carousel and made her way out of the teamin

Her pulse skipped a beat when she saw the mae gréy suit ahead of her.
He was standing on the edge of the footpath, sogrthe row of taxis on the
far side of the road. Robyn quickly averted heregaawardly squirming at
the thought of his catching her eye again. She kephead down until she
had passed behind him. When she looked up to chileeke she should go to
catch a shuttle to the hotel, her heart stopped.dea



It was going to happen. Robyn saw it in a flash—fmk-lift chuntering
along with its load of crates; its driver shoutmg behind him to one of his
friends; the little old lady in the middle of thead trying to pull free the
strap which had fouled the smooth running of thestaxa on her
suitcase—neither of them was watching!

Robyn's feet moved even as she yelled for the didvstop. But the accident
was still going to happen- inevitably-—unless shé something! She
dropped her bag and ran. Her shout towards theedhad alerted the
woman to the danger she was in, but she stood rfrazehe face of
oncoming disaster. The driver screamed at her t@ggeof the way as he
frantically applied the brakes, but the old ladgtjstared, completely
mesmerised by the tower of crates bearing downeon h

No time for gentle persuasion! Robyn charged rugbyte, grabbing the old
lady around the shoulders and using her own momenrtu haul her
forward. She felt the fork-lift brush past her afgk almost stumbled out of
sheer fright, but they were safe, out of harm's.v&e glanced over her
shoulder to see the lumbering machine push thebghllown suitcase a
couple of feet before grinding to a halt.

The driver, who looked to be part-Philippine andpdapanese, leapt out of
his seat in a flurry of concern, apologising prelys The old lady was too

dazed to take anything in, and his excitability wext helping matters.

Robyn firmly instructed him to retrieve the suiteaand see that it wasn't
damaged. He picked it up, brushed it down, themiezhit after them as

Robyn helped the woman to the pavement.

The hand that clutched her arm was very shaky. Gineg were at the
entrance to the airport terminal, the old ladyefi@dt to a halt and took
several deep breaths. Thank you... | wasn't lookitige strap was caught...
and somehow | couldn't move...'

‘Not to worry," Robyn soothed. 'Everything's firean’

The driver set the suitcase beside them, obvioaskious to be finished
with the incident, gabbled another apology andibdrback to the fork-lift.



The woman looked up at Robyn in grateful religie Svas a dumpy little
person—anyone's grandmother—and her eyes suddisdiwfith tears.

'Oh... the pain... the pain,' she gasped.

Frightened that the shock of the near-accidentonadght on a heart attack,
Robyn instinctively tightened the hold of her sugiimg arm, ready to catch
the woman if she should start to fall. She wondérdtere was any facility
for emergency treatment here. Surely an airportdwade kind of medical
aid on quick call.

'Where do you hurt?' she asked anxiously.

'‘Not me. It's you.' Her kindly face puckered in cem. "The agony... I'm so
sorry for you, my dear. For what you're going téfesu

'Me?' Robyn was totally bewildered. 'I'm fine! I'not hurt at all. The
machine didn't even touch me.’

'l don't mean now,' came the even more perplexeptyr 'For what's going
to happen. Sometimes | can tell, you see. Whendh@eople. | can feel
what's going to happen.’

Robyn broke into nervous laughter, a little shaigthe old lady's intensity.
'Well, | hope you're wrong this time.'

The knowing old eyes dilated with anguish. 'l wistvas. But for some

reason, | never am. The greatest sadness..Hesh#izsl vaguely to a point
over Robyn's shoulder. Then her expression liglitemepleased smile
curving her mouth as her eyes refocused on Robyut then the greatest
happiness. Yes.. .may God give you the strengtiary through.'

She released Robyn's arm and patted her hand dorgfer ‘It will be all
right. Yes, it will be all right when you marry.'

Marry! No likelihood of that any more, Robyn thodagarply, but she did
not bother voicing her sentiments on that soreestbPerhaps the old lady
did have some kind of psychic gift and she hadquclp vibrations of the



past—the planned marriage to Larry— but she wds off beam about the
future. And, as far as any sadness over beingljitas concerned, she
would survive that. She had survived everything.els

Robyn dismissed the whole prediction with a firmmntad¢ shrug. 'Are you
OK now?' she asked, forcing things back to practeality.

'Oh, yes! Thank you. You've been so kind. And | songlad you will be
happy.' She picked up the offending strap, threlwyRamne more grateful
smile and started off into the airport terminal lwihe suitcase rolling
smoothly beside her.

'Wait!" Robyn called. It was not every day that anet a person who
claimed to be a clairvoyant, and Robyn could ndtisteone tell-tale
guestion... one that would establish beyond a dqugit how much the
prediction was worth.

The old lady turned around enquiringly.

She looked so kind and benevolent that Robyn falt ashamed of her
cynicism. She didn't want to give offence—indedtt sxpected a vague,
indeterminate reply—so she smiled as she put testoun. '‘Before you go,
you'd better tell me who I'm supposed to marry.'

Surprise flitted over the old lady's face. 'Whyatth obvious. The man
behind you, of course,’ she said unequivocally; grailed her blessing and
went on her way.

She was swallowed into a milling crowd of peopld disappeared, leaving
Robyn too stunned by the positive reply even tokuf pursuing the matter
any further.

Of course, she didn't believe the old lady. Theblhing was ridiculous.

But an odd, crawly feeling ran down Robyn's spiseaize turned to look at
the man designated as her husband-to-be.



CHAPTER TWO

THERE was only one man who could rightfully be calledhimd her', and
Robyn breathed a sigh of relief that he was fatimegother way. If he had
seen the near- accident or paid any attentiongedbolution of the matter,
he gave no indication of it. He was in the act ailihg a taxi from the
waiting rank.

Of all the men in the world the old lady could hal®sen, the man in the
grey suit could not have been further from the m&&byn thought with

savage irony. They would never mix, let alone miaB#sides, a man like
him would hardly be unattached except through éhddnd he wasn't about
to choose her for a lifelong partner.

His dismissal of her still stung.

Perhaps the old lady had somehow tuned in on tbatent when they had
faced each other across the carousel. But it hashtm®thing. An unwilling
attraction.. .short, sharp, finished. Robyn haddmit that the impact of it
had left her shaken, in a way she had never besktestbefore, but a man
like him would only be trouble. She had figuredttbat before he had even
looked at her.

The taxi pulled into the kerb in front of him, caéy positioned so that he
hardly had to move. The driver alighted and Robgted his automatic
response to the innate authority of the man...dspectful greeting and
handling of his luggage.

Currying favour for a big fat tip, Robyn thoughthagally, and undoubtedly
he would get it. These people knew their mark.

A burst of pride in her own worth prodded Robynward as the man
rounded the taxi to the opened passenger door.3Nbyld she hang back
because of him? She had to collect her suitcasehvdiie had abandoned in
running to the old lady's aid, and she could ta@ tdxi-driver's local
knowledge at the same time.



'‘Could you please tell me where | might find theutde to the
Hyatt-Regency Hotel?' she asked, keeping her gazé 6n the driver and
consciously averted from the man in the grey suit.

She had checked the prices before she left Austrathirty-six dollars for a

taxi, eight dollars fifty for the shuttle. Evenshe was intent on indulging
herself in the holiday of a lifetime, she was noing to throw money away
on pointless extravagance.

The driver nodded to a parking area beyond the gtgde crossing. 'Just
over the other side. But you'll probably have agieh wait for it. It's usually
a forty-minute run to the Ka'anapali beach restwpendent on traffic, and
the shuttle left here after the last flight halffeour ago. Next trip out won't
be for another hour.’

Thank you," Robyn sighed, disappointed at the uidabbe delay. She
picked up her suitcase, thinking she might as wellback inside the
terminal and buy a cup of coffee.

'I'm going to the Hyatt—if you'd like to share naxt.'

She looked up, not only surprised by the man'sroffat by his accent.

Despite his Qantas bag, she hadn't expected hipe @n Australian like

herself. She had not met or heard one fellow cgurdn during her three

days' stopover at Waikiki Beach in Honolulu. Amans, Japanese, the
occasional French or German national, but no Alistrs

He stood at the passenger door, looking at her thweeroof of the car, and
there was an encouraging half- smile on his faaeittvited... yet there was
a look of hard reserve in his eyes that suggeseeddve the invitation
against his better judgement.

All Robyn's instincts recoiled from accepting thiéen 'It's very kind of
you..." she said, mentally looking for excusesotgd any real meeting with
him. He was too disturbingly attractive. She wgmty to get over a major
disturbance in her life. She certainly didn't negsbther. 'It's more than |
want to spend,’ she added firmly.



'‘Be my guest,' he said in a casually autocratie tafrvoice. 'l saw what you
did for the old lady. One good turn deserves anothed this is mine.’

Taking her acceptance completely for granted, hmstback around the
car, took her suitcase from her hand while Robys stédl too startled to
protest, passed it over to the taxi-driver, opetteddoor for her, and gave
her elbow a prompting push. She stepped into themi@out any real
volition of her own, and the moment she had settledo the back seat he
closed the door.

Resentment and fear welled up inside Robyn. Hediaeh control from her,
decisively, and with the ease of a man born to canunit had all happened
so fast and unexpectedly that she had been rolfitbe will to resist. The
urge to bolt out of the car while she still had thence had her reaching for
the door-handle, but reason insisted that such wemaould be utterly
stupid. He had made a generous offer. It wouldilbe rsot to accept it.
Sharing a forty-minute trip didn't mean anythingeTmnan didn't care about
her any more than she cared about him. This wasjb& of consideration
for a fellow traveller—impulsively given—and shoub@ treated as such;
nothing more. And it would save her the shuttlesfar

Robyn settled back, determined to relax and efjeycomfortable ride. Her
arrogantly forceful benefactor opened the othes@ager door and slid on
to the seat beside her. The moment he shut his Ralyn's defensive
instincts leapt straight to red alert. For thetfinsie in her life, she felt her
rigidly kept personal space invaded.

He wasn't touching her—there was a good foot otadi between
them—yet his presence in this enclosed car seemexude danger; so
much so that Robyn's skin broke out in goose-bumps.

It was stepping from the heat into this air-coruigd taxi, she argued
fiercely to herself. Or she was being absurdly esearsitive because of the
old lady's prediction.

And with that last thought came a rush of hot emasmment that whipped
the chill from her skin and replaced it with a bamflush. The best defence



was attack, her mind screamed. Her eyes dartedsiagty at her
companion and the words snapped off her tongue.

'Did you hear what she told me?'

'Pardon?’ His eyes were hazel-green, deep-sehahktitlashed. They were
tired, uninterested.

'The lady | helped,” Robyn persisted, unable twde# alone until the
horrible suspicion was completely allayed.

His gaze took in the hectic colour in Robyn's clsed¢ken returned to the
agitated probe of her wide blue eyes.

'l really don't know what you're talking about. Isarry. My mind was on
other things, Miss...?"

'Walker. Robyn Walker,' she supplied in a rushetief.

‘Julian Lassiter." He nodded, but didn't offerfrasid. His rather hard mouth
softened into a half-smile of dry amusement. 'li'y@ worried that my offer

of a lift was the initial step to making some kifcpass at you, Miss Walker,
please relax. I'm beyond the stage of running &terything that wears a
skirt. And anyone who applied the label of misogyo me would not be

too far wrong. | choose any companion | have vargfully.'

Robyn laughed in sheer nervous reaction. At leastiin't know he was
supposed to marry her. And certainly a man whokgidlwomen as much as
he claimed to was hardly likely to be any morerested in marriage than
she was.

'Well, that was a fair old put-down, Mr Lassiteat im grateful for it. A girl
can't be too careful these days. And now we botwkwhere we are,' she
rattled off, trying her hardest to feel more ateeagth him.

'l didn't mean to be uncomplimentary. Or uncivig'amended quickly.



His eyes made a quick, appreciative appraisalefttic cut of her blonde
hair, the attractive way it was shaped to her heaedgeping softly across her
forehead and cleverly curving in to complementlihe of cheek and jaw.

She had a slightly long nose and a very generalldjfped mouth—some

people had called it sensual—but both featuregdutie strongly defined
bone-structure of her face; and the wide spacirgotornflower-blue eyes
gave her a very individual look. Her complexion waed and the sun-filled

days on Oahu had blessed her with a light golden ta

"You won't have any trouble finding yourself a mae, observed, giving her
a sardonic smile. 'But mark me off the list. | domave the time, the
inclination, the need...'

'I'm not looking for a man,' Robyn cut in, bristiat the implication.
'No?'

The dry mockery in his voice instantly recalled thaniliating fact that he
had caught her staring at him.

'l would have thought that most women who cameealom vacation were
on the look-out for someone to.. .share the pleasurhe drawled
meaningfully.

Robyn burned. 'You really shouldn't assign your anatives to everyone
else, Mr Lassiter.'

It startled him out of his cynical complacency. ¢the a short, harsh laugh,
then sliced her an amused look that held a deli&kgrprovocative glint. 'I'm
not here to have a holiday, Miss Walker. But ifreherere anyone who could
change my mind, it might be you.'

How Robyn kept her composure she didn't know— tHataht
condescension of the man had her seething— buesimaed his look with
a flat, challenging stare. 'Am | supposed to bedtad by that remark?'

'It's more than | would say to most women," heiegpland for the first time
there was flicker of real interest in his eyespark of curiosity. 'But then



most women with your physical attributes wouldnit fhemselves at risk to
save someone from injury.'

‘That's ridiculous! Anyone who saw it happening Wobhave done the
same,' Robyn protested.

His eyes mocked her assertion. '"You could have beenyourself. Your
vacation ruined,' he pointed out.

'l hardly had time to think of that," Robyn replieattly, disliking his attitude
so intensely that she was tempted to get out ofdh@nd leave him to it.

'‘No, of course not,’ he murmured, as if her repy Isatisfied whatever
guestion had been in his mind. A shuttered lookecaner his face and he
turned away, withdrawing into himself.

It was positively perverse of her to feel a stratgb of disappointment,
particularly after the sharp antagonism he hadseduAnd she hated him
ignoring her, as if she weren't beside him at Hllwas even more
diminishing than his first dismissal.

Robyn wished he hadn't spoken to her at all. Stnegiht again of getting out
of the car, but pride held her there. She was potggto let him think he
intimidated her in any shape or form.

Their taxi-driver had been haggling with some aé#ficbut when he finally
took his place behind the wheel he threw them agoyhagrin. 'Alohal
Welcome to Maui!

'What doeslohaactually mean?' Robyn asked him impulsively. Askghe
taxi-driver recognised her as a person worth tglko) and any distraction
from Julian Lassiter's insulting withdrawal wasgfal in this situation.

'‘Aloha? It means many things. Mostly it is used as a
greeting...hello...goodbye...but it can also meae | mercy, compassion or
pity. Among the old Hawaiians it was only used apecial greeting to very
dear friends. It actually meant "Eye to eye, factate, | greet you and give
to you my peace, in fact, the very breath of life".



That's beautiful,” Robyn murmured, wishing that sbhow the value of the
word had not been diminished by the casual usewhatnow made of it.
She silently recited the words over to herself, tivayto remember them.

The driver carried on with a cheerful spiel abtig most beautiful island of
the Hawaiian group as he drove out of the airpod mined the line of
traffic heading west.

Robyn tried to concentrate on what he was sayiagshe found it difficult

to tear her thoughts from the man beside her.dllssiter could not have
made it any clearer that he was not interestedchynkand of involvement

with her, yet she could not repress her own awasepéhim. It was very
unsettling.

Whenever the driver pointed out a feature of tlenon Julian's side of the
car, Robyn found herself using the opportunitygd@overt study of the man.

His skin was pale, as if he spent too much timeans. His eyes were
hooded, and more times than not he didn't botheerrtohis head to see what
there was to see. Although his hands lay loosellgispowerfully muscled
thighs, she sensed a hard-coiled tension in hitténa at her nerves.

The driver tossed her an encouraging grin. 'Aslkamequestions you like. |
know everything about Maui.'

They were driving past lush fields of sugar-camel Robyn forced herself
to find a question. It seemed rude not to show sortexest. 'The large
mounds of rocks everywhere.. .do they have anyialggnificance?’

'Lots of volcanic rocks here,' came the cheerfslxaar. 'They have to be put
somewhere when we clear the ground for cultivation.

Robyn had thought vaguely of some ancient religimmeaning, and felt like
an idiot for not realising the obvious. She lapsgd silence again. She had
shown her ignorance. Julian Lassiter could aslgthestions from now on.
But a surreptitious glance at him told her thatenarmould be forthcoming.
He showed no sign of having heard a word.



He had a gold ring on the third finger of his ledéind!

They joined the coastal road and the driver laudahé another tourist
spiel. It all floated over Robyn's head. She haenbewvamped by a mad
jumble of emotions that shocked her with their msigy.

Why should it upset her that Julian Lassiter wasried? It wasn't as if she
liked the man. Even if he was attractive physicdily certainly didn't have
an attractive personality. He hadn't done or sasthgle thing to win her

good opinion, except offer her a lift in his ta&knd he had made her pay for
that in terms of heartburn. She hadn't been aldejtwy the trip at all, which

she would have done in the shuttle by herself.

Married!
So much for the old lady's prediction!

Not that Robyn had ever believed it. Or wanted itdme true. You simply
couldn't trust men. She had found that out withry.afnd she had been an
absolute fool to let Julian Lassiter dominate @ughts for as long as he
had.

She willed her whole concentration on what the-talxiver was saying,
determined not to miss another thing. After allwas unlikely that she
would ever indulge herself in such a holiday agéloneymoons were a
once-in-a-lifetime extravagance.

'Only three more miles...'

Robyn heard the words with relief. The sooner shs away from Julian

Lassiter and back on her own, the better. She ¢t to cope with being
alone many years ago, long before Larry came iatdite and held out the

unfulfilled promise of a real and lasting comparsioip. Ever since she was
seven years old...

Her*mind drifted back to when her father had desgrthe family; the
frightening loss of any sense of security; the sghbent neglect while her
mother had chased another husband; the violentetearm heavy hand of



her first stepfather and the relief when he had diea heart attack; another
round of neglect and then... then avoiding the dy@s and much more
insidious hand of her second stepfather.

Her mother was one of those women who had to hawvara—any man—to
give them identity and purpose in life. Her chikltgad simply come with
the territory and were more a trouble than anythatge; particularly
Robyn...so much younger than her two sisters, thertlaought, the
nuisance...the one that nobody wanted to bothér. wit

Robyn could see her sisters repeating the patferd.if she herself had
married Larry...but she was not going to think adoarry any more! She
had been a fool to consider marriage at all. Haslm& proved she was
eminently capable of standing on her own two feet since she had left
school? Dependent on no one! Of course she couidadmne!

...We're passing through the outskirts of Lahawvhjch used to be a
whaling village and also the seat of governmentdibrof Hawaii. Very
historic,' the driver informed them. "You will egjwisiting it. So many
interesting things to see: the old courthouseh#rbour, the banyan tree that
spreads over a whole town block...'

Robyn dragged her mind back to the immediate ptesehforced herself to
concentrate on the scenery. As they travelled beylomvillage, she noticed
that the roadside was planted with hibiscus buahdsougainvillaea.

Palm trees were suddenly plentiful. They drove gastush green fairways
of a golf course and turned into the resort comphkhere a row of
multi-storeyed hotels curved around the beach-front

The Hyatt-Regency on the far left of the row lookexgbressive enough to
satisfy Robyn's critical eye. Whether the hotel lddive up to its reputation
she would soon discover for herself. The taxi mllig beside a wide
pavement where a workmanlike reception desk harttikeg@ractical details
of parking cars and assigning bellboys to arri\gogsts.

Robyn constructed a polite smile and turned taaduliassiter. 'Thank you
for the lift. | appreciate the time it saved me."



'My pleasure," he murmured, the words a mere automesponse. His gaze
only stabbed a brief acknowledgement at her bdaforeng expectantly to
the hotel entrance.

The driver skipped around the car to open Robysds dnd she climbed out
into the free heat of the afternoon with a surgeebéf. She barely had time
to stretch her long legs when another strangaralist accosted her, his face
faintly creased into a smile of surprise and welcanpleasure.

‘Julian! Why didn't you tell me? How wonderful teesyou with a woman
again!" He threw an astonished look over the bomfighe taxi to her
taciturn companion before turning back at RobymdAe'd convinced me
he was a perpetual widower.'

His eyes ran assessingly over her and grew in weas)Robyn struggled to
absorb another shock. If Julian Lassiter was a w&ta:Aloha, indeed!" the
newcomer said in a tone of empathies welcome. 'Aoduldn’'t be more
delighted to see my brother... with such a bedutdmpanion.'

'‘Davey..." There was a touch of exasperation iladulassiter's voice. 'Miss
Walker was merely sharing my taxi from the airgort.

Davey's face fell, then rearranged itself in s@malogy as he turned to face
Robyn fully. 'What a shame! | really was hoping$ome kind of diversion,

and you looked so much like a ray of sunshine.'tBetwarmth in his eyes
became more distant as he appraised her agaia..agbessment more
calculating this time. 'You are.. .very beautiful.'

'It's kind of you to say so,' Robyn smiled, tryilogrelieve the awkwardness
of the moment, and thinking that he could certaddywith some sunshine.

His skin was so white it was almost translucentkingthe rich auburn of

his hair and his light green eyes quite startimgontrast. She did not have
to be psychic to realise that here was a man whweither suffering some
serious illness or had done so in the very recast. p

She would never have guessed he was Julian Lasdmether, yet his
features held the same cut and strength. The ldeemeas even more



apparent when the two men faced each other: the barmght, the same kind
of build,' the same air of inner power under cadntro

Their greeting was curiously tense: Julian eyeisdlother sharply, Davey
suddenly looking strained, despite the smile latidjering on his lips. Robyn

couldn't help but eavesdrop, although she had stefyack to distance
herself from the meeting. The taxi-driver was adhgtto the bellhop who

had rolled his trolley forward for the luggage, dhdre was nothing else for
Robyn to do but wait until it was loaded.

'How did it go?' Davey asked.

‘Not good. Your mother wants you home.'

The half-smile twisted. "You know what she'd ddiaiu’

'Yes, | know.'

'l couldn't stand it.'

'She loves you," Julian said softly. "You're thiyahild she has, Davey. She
needs to...'

'It's my life..." he said with low ferocity, thean a lighter, mocking note, "..
.what's left of it.’

'l promised to bear the message, that's all. dstgnyour choice, Davey.'
‘Thanks, Julian.' The mild smile came back. 'l gfsveounted on you.'
'‘Can't help myself," Julian retorted, and seemdzktmocking himself.
Davey clapped him on the shoulder, but Robyn ndtibat after a moment's
pause the white fingers dug in and squeezed, riegeainotion that wasn't

spoken. They were close, even though the way Jubanreferred to 'your
mother' suggested they were only half-brothers.



Robyn envied the feeling and understanding thawdbh so effortlessly
between the two men. She wished... but too manssyead separated her
from her two older sisters. They had been closmath other, not to her.

Her life might have been a whole lot differenthieshad had an older brother
who would have stood by her. Someone that she @wiays count on...

'Well, I've signed you in and got your room-keyt'teollect your luggage,'
Davey said matter-of-factly.

He turned his brother back towards Robyn and snaitéter. Really smiled.
The effect was brilliant. Yet Robyn could not ovare the sense of unease
that it wasn't quite genuine... that the smile tesight out...planned...like
his last comment to her...precisely calculated!

"You didn't introduce me properly to your companidalian. There's a
stirring in my blood that tells me it's somehowefat,’ he declared with an
amusement that didn't quite overshadow the nosembusness behind it.

'Miss Robyn Walker, my brother, David Lassiter|ialusupplied somewhat
tersely.

'How long are you here for, Robyn?' asked Davidpgding all formality as
he took her hand.

'‘A week," she answered, aware of his brother's tiema frown and
deliberately ignoring it. Julian Lassiter had attntearn about civility.

'It's a fine place,’ David enthused. 'You canlttfaienjoy yourself.'

‘I'm sure | shall.'

Her suitcase had been placed on the same trolldylias's, and the bellhop
started wheeling it away. 'Registration inside, amg' he called as he

noticed her enquiring look.

'Sorry if | embarrassed you,' David said.



‘Not at all," Robyn replied lightly.

'l should have known that Julian wouldn't... | guéswas hope for the
future." He threw the remark at his brother as thkkyhree followed the
bellhop.

Julian sliced him a quelling look.

A perpetualwidower... Robyn wondered if he had children. it it was
any of her business. Hadn't she decided that sheedimothing more to do
with Julian Lassiter?

'l hope you enjoy your holiday, Miss Walker," hadspolitely as they
entered the lobby. Again his tone was dismissive.

‘Thank you.' She flicked him a frigid smile, 'Antihk you once again for
your kindness. | hope you both enjoy your stay laése,' she added with a
little more warmth directed at David.

And on that note she parted from them, going heependent way to the
registration desk, denying herself any furtherriegéin either of the Lassiter
brothers.

But she felt eyes boring into her back.

She could not resist the need to look over herlsleou .just a quick glance.
To see who it was.

But it was only David Lassiter's gaze that hadofetd her, not Julian's. And
yet, the intentness, the directness of that look wanerving. It was so

assessing, so purposeful, so intimate, that fotttine time today Robyn felt

herself involved in an encounter which carried eps dimension than she
had ever experienced before in her life..



CHAPTER THREE

RoBYN worked hard at enjoying herself. And she had eeagouragement
to do so. Everything about the hotel was fabulastic, undoubtedly
unique. Robyn marvelled at the genius that had aesaband harmonised
so much of what was beautiful in nature with thestily of man. There was
no doubt in her mind now that everything she hadrdheabout the
Hyatt-Regency on Maui was true. It was a masteegpief human
imagination.

The only problem was, she wished she had someadheher to share the
pleasures. Julian Lassiter had hit on one truthghea could not deny.

She had spent the last few hours of the afterncandering through the
grounds, marvelling at the landscaping of the @ghtacres on which the
hotel stood. The path she had taken led underwisted branches of
tropical trees which spread over massed ferns amdiceplants: bush
orchids and lilies and flowers she had never se¢oré.

She had come across several honeymoon couplesasathey looked as if
they were—pointing things out to each other, srgilmappily...lovingly.

Robyn had passed them by quickly, not wanting toelmeinded of Larry,
and what she didn't have.

The first section of the pool she came to was &keatural formation in a
primitive setting: a waterfall spilling over rocks suspension bridge of rope
and wood planking, swinging precariously acrosarnt the brilliant spill of
bougainvillaea trailing to the water's edge. Beyangdrotto of rocks, the
pool was extended among spongy green lawns andfgtgalm trees, and,
still further, the fascination of a Japanese gasdi¢h its dwarfed trees and
shrubs.

Everywhere the landscape was enhanced with arsefemh China, Bali,
New Guinea, Japan, Thailand: sculptures of deitBegjdhas, elephants,
deer, camels—surprising and delighting the eyeniexpected places. And
then there were the birds: flamingoes and peacsiciting over the lawns,
and other exotic species twittering through thegre



But she didn't see Julian Lassiter or his brotNet. that she really wanted
anything further to do with them, Robyn argued ¢éosklf. It was just that
seeing them might have made her feel less alonsual a crowd of
strangers. After all, they were Australian like wdf.

And she couldn't help feeling curious about therhyMyas Julian Lassiter a
perpetualwidower? Why didn't he like women? Was it someghia do
with the woman he had married, or had somethingpéaed— like the
near-accident this afternoon—and a woman who cddde rescued
someone hadn't done so?

Whatever the reason, it certainly hadn't impairad &exuality. She
wondered if he hated the need that had simmer&isisyes when he had
first looked at her. He had denied it in the tadid that he didn't have the
time, the need, or the inclination... and he haed his point with cutting
emphasis.

Although, to be completely fair, he probably didvéather things on his
mind. Like worrying about his brother. David Lassitvas not a well man.
That had been obvious even before his angry commétg my life...
what's left of it." And why had he looked at hesuth a searching, assessing
way?

Robyn tried to shrug off the thoughts. She had ghquroblems of her own
without concerning herself with the Lassiters'. Asiet wasn't going to get
depressed by dwelling on them, either. She wastberrjoy herself!

It was early evening now, and Robyn paused agaitmenhotel's central
court, savouring its unique ambience. It was opethé sky, surrounded by
some eight or so storeys of accommodation, but dated by the huge
banyan tree whose spreading limbs had been cut tbef extraordinary
architecture. Palm trees stretched upwards fromnahed lawns and lush
gardens. Brass hoops on stands with feeder dishgs#ed parrots to roost,
their brilliant plumage adding more exotica to sitene.

Very casually she scanned the groups of hotel guesb were enjoying
pre-dinner cocktails in the Weeping Banyan bar. pleasant lounge area
was set to one side of the central atrium and owv&dd the grounds below.



Most of the cane armchairs were occupied, but yofulian and David
Lassiter.

Annoyed with herself for even looking for them, Rolpushed her feet on
towards Lahaina corridor which led to the restativeimere she wanted to
dine. She paused to drink in the magnificence ef $bven- foot-high,
blue-on-white porcelain Chinese vase which gratedlast garden in the
atrium. This was what she had come for. To takasulee in all there was to
see and do.

Guarding the corridor were two bronze lions fromaildnd. Robyn smiled
at their fierce expressions and passed on by thidues that catered for the
guests' convenience and pleasure. Maybe she woald through them
tomorrow, or the next day, Robyn thought idly as glyed their luxury
wares, but she didn't really intend to buy anythergept a memento or two.

She reached the staircase which led down to thaipraestaurant in the
hotel, Swan Court, and paused to admire the huganddiier
overhead—tiers and tiers of glass shells lit byaarber light. She loved
everything about the hotel, and her heart liftethveven more anticipation
as she walked down to the half-way landing thatlowi&ed the dining-area
below.

The room was shaped in a series of hexagons; ter owalls—at least
twenty feet high—were open to an artificial lakeam several swans swam
up and down with stately grace. A piano was beilaygd with rippling
smoothness. The tables were dressed in white loheths and elegant
dinnerware, subdued candle-lights flickering insglaylinders. Robyn was
pleased to see that several tables were vacanth&het thought to book
ahead.

She had dressed simply in a white sundress and hegied white sandals,
thinking if she was turned away from Swan Court@hdd just as easily go
to one of the other restaurants and not look tdambplace. But she really
fancied trying out the best on this, her first nidtere. However, her
expectation was very quickly dashed on her arratathe reception desk
when she confessed she didn't have a reservation.



'I'm sorry. All the tables are already booked. Yould try Spats. It's very
good. Or failing that, the Lahaina Provision Compan the Pavilion," the
hostess told her, listing all the restaurants wexe now open.

Thank you," Robyn murmured, disappointed, but késglto have a little
more foresight tomorrow. She was still drinkinghe unique features of the
room as she turned to leave, and inadvertentlydeallwith "someone just
arriving. 'Oh! | beg your..." Her voice falterederhmind jumbling into
incoherent shock as her eyes lifted to Julian t@ssiunmistakable face.
Inscrutable hazel eyes caught her gaze and held it.

'‘Good evening, Miss Walker,' he said coolly.

She jerked back as if she had been bitten by thelemal contact. 'Mr
Lassiter..." She nodded stiffly. If she had to buntp someone, why did it
have to be him®im, with his frosty, imperturbable dignity! It madertieel
such an awkward fool.

She recollected herself with some difficulty. 'Rle@xcuse me...'
'Have you dined already?"

It was David Lassiter who spoke. She hadn't eveéicenh him standing next
to his brother until he drew her attention with gisestion.

'No. I didn't think to make a reservation and ladl tables are booked. | was
going somewhere else," Robyn explained quickly, veeds tripping out
automatically as she fought down her squirming-seifsciousness.

She might have been looking for the Lassiters—dudle curiosity—but
seeing them from a detached distance was one tAgtgally confronting
them like this was horribly disconcerting.

'Oh, I'm sure they could fit an extra chair at ¢aiple." David raised an
eyebrow at the hostess behind Robyn. 'That carobe,can't it?' he said
with persuasive charm.



‘Certainly, Mr Lassiter," was the prompt answegted with indulgence for
a favoured customer.

‘No.. .please,’ Robyn protested. Faced with theadhate proposition, the
thought of furthering any acquaintance with thegedisturbing men stirred
a tense apprehension. 'l don't want to intrude,'sstid firmly.

David smiled at her. 'Nonsense! This is where yanted to be, and it will
be our pleasure to have your company. At leastall gnjoy it..." he flashed
a hard look at his brother '... and Julian will @&@ put up with it.'

Robyn sought desperately to decline the invitatitth some tactful retreat.
‘Thank you, but...'

‘The matter is settled, Miss Walker," Julian inipted with autocratic
command. 'lt will be our pleasure to entertain you.

He had changed into a green silk shirt and fawaskcs, but had lost no
physical impact in the process. The more casuat dht a heart-thumping
dimension of sex-appeal to his strong masculingy.tremor of fear
wrenched Robyn's stomach. She did not want toafiselcted to him in any
way. He was trouble. She had no doubt about that no

And she couldn't believe that he would want hehwiis brother, that he
could possibly mean what he said. She searcheaihdrfor a polite way of
saying no.

‘This way, Mr Lassiter," the hostess urged in taekiground.

David took Robyn's arm, turning her to accompamy.Mustralians have to
stick together on foreign solil,' he said gravelyt, lis manner exuded a quiet
friendliness that put Robyn further off balance.

Julian stepped forward on her other side, effeltivienprisoning her
between them. 'The food here is very good," he, saydin taking her
acceptance for granted. '"You'll enjoy it.'



She was trapped by the situation. Short of makirsgene and bringing
unwanted attention to herself, Robyn could notlsae to escape from the
Lassiters.

And why should she? came the rebellious thoughd.didin't really want to
spend the evening alone, eating by herself, wagchueryone around her
with partners or friends. Even if David Lassitefyowanted to use her as a
diversion, and Julian Lassiter didn't want herllatizey could both serve as
a diversion for her.

Besides, she had wanted to try this restaurangtionand now she had the
opportunity to do so. And the opportunity to settane of her curiosity
about the Lassiters. It could be quite interestirdhallenging.. .satisfying.
She had learnt how to handle herself in any mamgany, and she was not
about to let David or Julian Lassiter upset herumdShe knew what to
expect from them, and she would not let it happen.



CHAPTER FOUR

THEY were led to one of the best waterside tables—abyuRobyn thought
cynically—but her cynicism didn't warp her pleasiréeing seated exactly
where she would have wished. It was unfortunatevelver, that David
chose to sit on her right, putting Julian direcgbposite her. She would have
found it easier to ignore him if the seating hadrbthe other way around.

A young and handsome waiter in a silver-grey suroduced himself and
enquired about pre-dinner cocktails. Robyn declicedtent to sip the glass
of iced water that was provided at every table.iBagked for the wine-list.

Rather than look at either brother, Robyn's gaaeetted around the room,
noting the hexagonal mirrors in the ceiling, the tstands of flowerbeds in
the same shape—massed with vivid blooms, the wisdatthe far end

carved with white feathers. Only two wide stonegpstseparated her from
the water's edge and, as she turned to the souhd wfater which cascaded
over tumbled rocks on one side of the lake, twalbkwans sailed right up
to the steps beside her.

They were imported from Western Australia,’ Dawétharked, 'but don't ask
me where the white swans come from. | don't know.'

As she turned to him, he handed her the winedlistfing her to look
through it. Even the least expensive wines wereobeéyher budget.
Although she made a good living out of her busiresfter struggling hard
to establish a reliable reputation with the touerages- making money was
not so easy that she could ever bring herself emgpgt in a profligate
fashion. Only for a good bottle of champagne fareay special occasion
would she ever pay over twenty dollars for a bottle

She shook her head in bemusement as she noticedita B1 at fifteen
hundred dollars and a '45 Mouton- Rothschild atntydour hundred
dollars. She wondered if anyone ever actually adi¢nem.

‘Nothing that strikes your fancy?' David askedlss sanded it back to him.



She smiled. Tm riding on a high with the beautyhi$ place. | don't need
anything more.’

But she didn't stint herself when it came to thenmeSwan Court was a
Travel Holiday award-winning restaurant and Rolyved good food. She
ordered a starter of smoked salmon and sturgeem, dckling with a

honey and macadamia sauce as the main course.

... and the Lafite '61," Julian said coolly axbmpleted his order.

Robyn stared at him in pure shock. How could hewhso much money
away on a bottle of wine? For her it was three \geakrk just to make that
amount of money.

‘There's a '45 Mouton on the list, but it mightgit over the hill," he said to
David. 'And | want you to have the best.'

His brother nodded. 'Always a risk with old wines.’

They thought nothing of it, Robyn realised withesse of awe. They were
used to having what they wanted, regardless of dbst. She had

instinctively known that Julian Lassiter would derdand take everything
first- class for granted, but this degree of weal#s almost beyond Robyn's
comprehension. It seemed... immoral, somehow. ostlimbscene.

The hazel-green eyes suddenly locked on to hem, Robyn had the
disagreeable feeling that Julian Lassiter sensednher disapproval. His
thin smile held a mocking twist. 'Not drinking.ardt smoke... what vices do
you have, Miss Walker? I'm sure Davey and | wouwthbike to know.'

She deliberately held his gaze in challenge, dentlie nervous flutter in
her heart. No way was she going to let him continced encounter! Or
intimidate her! 'Some people have called me a wwke,' she said with a
dismissive shrug.

'Oh? What do you do?' The caustic way the questias asked seemed to
imply that, whatever she did, it wouldn't be wortifynote.



'I'd prefer not to bore you with it, Mr Lassiteshe retorted sweetly. 'I'm
sure...'

'I'd like to know," David interrupted.

Robyn turned towards the brother, and the spewelatiterest in his eyes
suggested that he would give her a fair hearingrigkle of pride urged her

to answer him, and enthusiasm crept into her vascehe started to explain
how she put together tour packages at the wholésadd which she then

marketed to the travel industry.

It was a side of tourism that the two men had neesn, and as Robyn
outlined how she would get an idea or concept awldp it into a travel

theme, she sensed that Julian's interest was edptas well as David's,
although the older man kept up his mask of resere.disdained any
guestions, but his brother asked what tours shehtatbgether recently.

'Ireland.. .land of saints and scholars; the pau@bian civilisations of the
Mayas, Incas and Aztecs; the old culture of Rusemnew China; Ancient
Egypt...' She grinned. 'And to have something andaground, the wonders
of the Great Barrier Reef.’

"You know so much about history and the differantwes of the world,’
David commented, and Robyn thought she detectedeaafi admiration.

'You learn,’ she said drily, thinking of the hoal®e pored over books in the
State library. But they were good hours. She emjopeoadening her
knowledge and picking up little-known facts.

David praised her initiative and flair, and althbugobyn felt pleased with
his compliments she could not shake off the uncaotalite impression that
he was making judgements about her in some way.epés were too
sharply intelligent—probing, weighing, analysing.

"You went straight into work after school,’ he saifittr some consideration.
"You didn't consider going on to tertiary educatioaniversity?"



'Perhaps Miss Walker didn't have the necessaryifigaéions, Davey,'
Julian Lassiter put in with dry amusement.

It was the first comment he had made since shebkgdn to talk of her
work, and the suggested slight on her intelligdraxd Robyn's chin lifting in
aggressive pride'. Her blue eyes stabbed resentatdnim. She was not
going to let him put her down again.

'It so happens | was dux of my school, Mr Lassiter.

She didn't give him the explanation that it hadrberich easier to stay in
her room studying than to suffer the company ofdeeond stepfather. That
was nobody's business but her own.

'l preferred to make my own living as soon as gmesishe added, with a
slight echo of the determination that had driventbget out from under the
roof of her mother's third husband at the earfestsible moment.

"You would have gone into the arts field, anyw®aVid remarked, 'and |
doubt that you would have learnt anything more wisétfan you've learnt
yourself. | like the way your mind works,' he addedth a nod of
satisfaction.

Robyn wasn't sure she wanted or even liked Davissiter's stamp of
approval. Somehow it smacked of condescension—gau&asured up, so
now you can be admitted to the charmed circle. Hewet was satisfying

to have proved to these Lassiters that she was@bap anyone else.

Their first course arrived at the table and, wité secret pleasure of having
knocked some of the superiority out of Julian LimssiRobyn attacked the
salmon and sturgeon with good appetite.

'So you're a career-woman,' Julian remarked aohehpd off his dish of
escargots.

'Very much so,’ Robyn replied emphatically. Pattdy after her
all-too-recent disillusionment with Larry!



'No intention of ever getting married?' he mocked.

Again her eyes locked on to his, and an electriargd of antagonism
crackled between them. 'None whatsoever,' Robywldda

'Why is that?' David asked curiously.

She tore her eyes away from the hard scepticisgulian Lassiter's and
turned to his brother with a careless shrug. 'Mythao has had three
husbands so far. My two older sisters are eaclnein second marriages. |
prefer not to mess up my life... and others'..takyng emotional decisions
that don't work out. I'll make it on my own.’

David nodded in approval, as if she had just passedher examination
with flying colours. 'What about children? You domiind the thought of
going through life without ever being a mother?akked.

'‘Bearing a child would spoil her figure," Juliarsebved sardonically.

David frowned at him. 'Don't apply the obsessionrywife had about her
body to every other woman, Julian. That's not #hiRobyn decides not to
have a baby, it won't be for that reason.’

But the hazel-green eyes kept taunting Robyn. thetlady answer," he
challenged with silky softness.

His wife! Of course, she would have to have beeubtil...no second-best
for Julian Lassiter! And yet, there had been humtl @ain behind that
statement. His wife had not been altogether peréaate she had obviously
refused to give him children. And for some obsaeason Robyn was glad
about that.

'l would like to have a child of my own,' she ansseetruthfully. ‘And one
day, when | feel financially secure, and the bussnean run for some time
without me, | might just do that, Mr Lassiter."



And she might, too. Why not? Other women did itdAsine would love to
have a child. It was one of the reasons why she dw@pted Larry's
proposal.

'Without benefit of marriage?' Julian Lassiter mled.

Her eyes hardened. 'I'm not of the opinion that pacents are necessarily
better than one. At least my child would haveta! iove and attention that |
can give it. Above all else, he or she would knbwas wanted.. .and loved
with all my heart.'

And there would be no men messing them aroundadted in silent and
savage bitterness.

'Perhaps that's not a healthy attitude. Smothenstead of mothering.
Spare the rod, spoil the child," came the sceptejalnder.

'It's healthier than a lot of others,’ she flaraedkat him, recalling her own
upbringing so vividly that all the old hurts pulsd#dough her heart. And
somehow Julian Lassiter was bound up with all thmea who should have
been something other than what they were. Why wasd intent on
wounding her, on putting her down?

"You had an unhappy childhood, Robyn?' David erglir

She was wound up so tight that she had forgottearewhe was; completely
lost to the beauty and elegance of her surroungihgs whole being
channelled into the tense battle being waged betwerself and the man on
the other side of the table.

She dragged herself out of it, made a consciowstdff relax, sat back in her
chair and determined to get the conversation ofsdieé 'l coped," she
answered briefly. 'How about you?'

David seemed lost in another world. He answeredstoavly, with a faint
smile. 'Oh, | was spoilt rotten. Being the onlyldhof a late marriage, | had
parents who were old enough to spend their timéngabtn me, and a



ready-made big brother who smoothed the path fortongo whatever |
wanted to do. Couldn't have been more perfect.’

'‘And what do you do?' she asked.

The smile faded and was replaced by a look of gaietsity. 'I'm involved
in scientific research.’

Robyn was about to ask him to be more specific whaian cut in. 'Davey
has been nominated for a Nobel Prize because oibik on the viral
causes of cancer,' he stated quietly, but Robyida®nse the pride behind
his words.

‘Julian is always making out I'm important,’ Dasald in sharp demur.

"You are," Julian insisted, and the atmosphere suaslenly choked with
deep and intense emotion. 'lIf we could change plate

'Don't go on! | know!" David almost snapped at hiiis whiter-than-white
skin was stretched tightly over his face. 'What ylmis important too,
Julian,' he said in a softer, appeasing tone.

It was clear that David didn't want his work dissed. And, by the look of
him, Robyn wondered if his work might not have aspeal motive. He
certainly did not have the appearance of a well,ndaspite his apparent
appetite for good food and wine. She instinctivelyponded to his need to
shift the focus of attention away from himself.

'‘And what do you do, Mr Lassiter?' she asked Julelmo had withdrawn
behind his austere mask of control.

'He makes the money that allows a lot of basicare$eto be done," David
said.

Julian threw him an ironic smile. 'Nice to have somseful function.'



And this time Robyn was instantly aware of thelllisionment behind his
hard cynicism. Did he want to wound because heswagounded himself?
But it was not her fault, she reasoned angrily.

David relaxed, turning back to Robyn with a twinkbdd amusement
enlivening his light green eyes. 'Julian doesialise how important he is to
me. He heads the Lassiter Corporation, which matufas pharmaceutical
drugs and all sorts of medical equipment for dactord hospitals. He took
over the chairmanship from our father, and hasitran successfully that |
could do as | pleased. And that was what | wanted.’

So her surmise had been right this afternoon, Rothought with
satisfaction. Julian Lassiter would know all theichnen of the boards.

The waiter arrived to serve them their main cousas the conversation
dropped to a few appreciative comments on the niéal wine was poured
with great deference. David offered Robyn a glass she refused it
categorically. It would be like drinking gold, slieought with a slight
shudder. Only people like the Lassiters could teehfortable about that.
The two men quietly enthused over its fine quality.

Robyn's duckling was beautifully tender, the hoasg macadamia sauce a
little sweet for her taste but interestingly difat from the more traditional
cherry or orange sauce that accompanied the dshw&s halfway through
her meal when David Lassiter suddenly put dowrutessils and clenched
his hands.

'‘Davey?’ The enquiry from Julian was sharp andetens
'Sorry, I'll have to leave you," he said, a ghakibyk on his face. 'lt's the
Methotrexate I'm taking. I've got some Pyridoxinemy room to settle the

nausea down.'

He climbed unsteadily to his feet. Julian was inyabeside him, gripping
his arm.

'‘No. | can make it on my own," David insisted, $iiong face set in proud
independence. 'l want you to stay here and firishmeal. And don't waste



the wine. It's a good bottle.'He turned to Robym. 30 sorry | have to leave
you like this. You've put an idea in my mind, ansldnted to ask you about
it. But it will have to wait until later.’

He left, taking quick, jerky strides away from thegulian remained
standing, his gaze concentrated on his brothet Datvid moved out of
sight. Then he sank back on to his chair, his verait having to stay with
Robyn unstated but very apparent. He glared aasdrit were all her fault.

She refused to be defensive about something shet lladie. 'You can leave
me here any time you want,' she said bluritlyhadn't expected to have
company, anyway.'

'Quite the self-contained person, aren't you?'drengented cuttingly. 'Do
go on with your meal. I'm sure nothing could spidibr you.' He picked up
his wineglass and drained its contents as if ieweater.

‘Thank you, but I've had enough.' In truth, heredjpe had deserted her.
'He's very ill, isn't he?' she observed quietly.

Sheer naked rage looked back at her; a rage wrappedtration that there
was nothing he could do about it no matter how npmhier and wealth he
had at his fingertips. 'Yes. He's dying. He hasdhmonths... possibly six
months left to live. Does that satisfy your curip3l

'I'm so sorry,' Robyn whispered, shocked and shbigghe dreadful finality
of those words.

'We all are," Julian muttered bitterly. 'It wassdl unnecessary!

'Please explain,’ she asked softly, virtually iimgthim to vent more of his
bottled-up anger on her. He was hurting very baathg, while he had given
her no reason to feel any sympathy for him, someafieompassion in her
heart prompted her to ease his pain if she could.

Julian Lassiter might not care about himself ortaimg else, but he loved
his brother—with the kind of love Robyn had neveown. Her mother and
sisters had always been wrapped up in their ovasJiand Larry... his need



for her had only been sexual. Not one of them wdialde wanted to change
places with her if she were struck down with a feahiliness. To love so
deeply.. .was she herself capable of it?

All these vyears, protecting herself from hurt..ag herself to
herself...expecting little and giving little...attte truth of it was, she hadn't
really loved Larry, not to the depth where he waispensable to her. Not
like Julian loved his brother.

He had sunk into a dark brooding at her soft aifex sympathetic ear for his
pain. 'I'd like to know," she said, wanting to feacit to him.

He suddenly shot her a resentful look, then spakeawveary disgust in his
voice. 'Davey was working with heavy cobalt iso®pe mark molecules in
lethal viruses. There was a laboratory acciderd, lenwas infected. He is
now suffering from acute leukaemia.’

He sighed and leaned back in his chair, surveyerghrough hooded eyes.
'Hardly the topic for the first night of your vamat. Davey won't thank me
for telling you, but I'm sure you can keep it tauyself.’

'I'm not completely without perception, Mr Lassit&our brother doesn't
want pity.'

'‘No. He's like you, Miss Walker. He doesn't wantoions messing up..
.what's left of his life. Perhaps you're both rightho knows?' His mouth
twisted into a grimace of personal repugnances'idfered himself as a
human guinea pig in order to find out whether tit's virus or the heavy
isotopes that are causing the proliferation ofi¢hocytes.’

Robyn's heart squeezed at the thought of how hteenand Julian would
feel about seeing him suffer unnecessarily, butsid not help but admire
David Lassiter's fortitude for the sake of knowledgat might help others.

'Is he married?' she asked, wanting to stop Jiiiaan sinking into morose
thoughts.



'‘No wife...no children...just medical research. fldais legacy to the world,
Miss Walker.' He sighed more heavily and shookkid. ‘At least it's some
satisfaction to him.'

Robyn nodded. 'What are you doing here?"

'‘Davey wanted...a last taste of all that was mtestqurable in this world...
before things got too grim for him to enjoy them.’

A lump formed in Robyn's throat, choking any thotughcontinuing the
conversation. She felt ashamed of having beeraliibout the extravagant
choice of wine.

The hazel-green eyes suddenly stabbed acrosshieeiiaa hard personal
rejection of her sympathy, her presence, everythlmgut her. 'So you see,
Miss Walker, I'm prepared to agree to any of mytlieds wishes, regardless
of my own," he said very pointedly.

The brush with tragedy made fighting with Julianssiter a distasteful
exercise. She had done nothing to deserve his esdeibut she held her
tongue. This was neither the time or the placejoasything.

Their waiter came by, refilled the empty wineglamsd removed the
dinner-plates. 'Coffee?"

'Yes, please," Robyn answered.

'Sir?'

'No, thank you.'

The waiter started to tell them about the sweetghvivere set out in
smorgasbord fashion near the reception desk, bilt dbthem quickly

rejected any continuation of the meal.

Silence fell. Julian Lassiter obviously had no imation to break it and
Robyn sat wondering why on earth she felt...invdlvevith the man. Even



when he seemed totally withdrawn, she could notpietaly withdraw
herself and ignore him.

The bill was presented with the coffee—only oné dnild placed at Julian
Lassiter's hand. 'I'm afraid you've made a mistaRebyn said quickly,
holding the waiter with a commanding look. 'My meals separate from the
gentlemen's. | need a separate bill/

Julian Lassiter flicked her a sharp look as hedddorward and picked up
the pen to sign the account. 'You are our guess Mialker.'

'l accepted a chair, not a meal, Mr Lassiter," sdterted determinedly.
Compassion was one thing, her pride was quite anoftmd she would not
be beholden to him for anything after the way he tnaated her. 'l do not
wish to accept any charity from you." She lifted gaze to the waiter's.
'Please take that back and separate the accounts.’

He hesitated, then, as Julian Lassiter sat badk thvé form unsigned, the
waiter decided to do Robyn's bidding. 'Sorry, ma'&fy mistake,' he
murmured, picking up the plate and hurrying off.

‘Charity, Miss Walker?' There was a dry note of aemaent in the question.

She gave it to him straight between the eyes. iowdled me into your taxi,
Mr Lassiter. Both you and your brother combinetuadle me to this table.
You arrogantly assume that your decision is thienalie word. | let you get
away with it twice before because it suited me fmithis time. It didn't cost
you any more to allow me to share your taxi, big hdifferent and | don't
want to take your money.'

He actually laughed—at least, a short harsh sobat d@pproximated to
laughter. "You do surprise me, Miss Walker.'

Incensed by his amusement when she had meant tarpuown, Robyn
raised a mocking eyebrow. 'How diverting for you, Missiter. I'm afraid
you don't surprise me at all.'



Then, on second reflection, she added, 'No, | thgeback. You certainly
did surprise me with your offer this afternoornwtsn't in character.'

Antagonism vibrated across the table. 'What woubdi ¥now of my
character?' he queried softly.

Quite a lot, Robyn thought, but she was not abautgive him the
satisfaction of trying to score any more pointsiaf. 'I'm not prepared to
say. I'm sure you approve of that answer.'

His eyes narrowed.

Robyn tossed caution and politeness aside. 'Foe season, you don't like
me, Mr Lassiter,"' she said bluntly. 'Maybe it's tteey same reason | don't
like you. There's something about you that | fimshywunsettling. | suspect
that's why you treat me as you do.'

His mouth thinned and curved slightly to one si@at's very perceptive,’
he said slowly.

They sat staring at each other, neither prepargovéan inch, yet bound by
something that would not release them.

‘Then | think we should try to avoid each othegbi suggested, a proud
disdain creeping into her voice. 'Do you agree?'

'Yes.' The word was almost a hiss through his ¢tleddeeth.

The waiter returned with separate bills, apologjsigain for the error. As if
a truce had been called, they both leaned forwaddsegned for their meals.

Robyn picked up her handbag and rose to her felnJLassiter towered
beside her. Knowing that he would accompany hehagtairs, Robyn said
nothing. She led off through the dining-room, irgely aware of his
following her. She refused to make any acknowledg@rof his presence as
she started up the wide staircase. He remainedtepédehind her. She gave
him time to reach the Lahaina corridor, then turteethce him. She did not
offer her hand.



'‘Goodnight, Mr Lassiter," she said coolly, her eyeseting his with a
blandness she was far from feeling. 'And goodbye."

'‘Goodnight, Miss Walker." His mouth quirked. 'Andyrl say you walk very
well.'

'l can also stand and fight. | hope you remembat; tir Lassiter.’

'‘Goodbye," he grated, annoyed at having givenheeppening for a return
strike at him.

She swung on her heel and walked away, conscioegesfboring after her,
but she didn't glance back this time. She knew rabmit him now... knew
his power to probe and wound... knew he was vesgy dangerous to her
peace of mind.



CHAPTER FIVE

RoBYN's room was on the ground floor of the Napili wingpeShad no doubt
that the Lassiters would have Regency Club roorssites—the ultimate in
exclusiveness at this hotel—so she knew Julian dvadt follow her
beyond the central courtyard where that sectio®faccommodation had
its own set of lifts. But, after his taunting létcomment that she walked
well, Robyn was uncomfortably conscious of her wehmbdy.

She could not relax until she was safely enclosdtie privacy of a lift in
the Napili wing, and all she could think of wastgeg to her room and
locking the rest of the world out. More specifigalthat part of the world
inhabited by Julian Lassiter.

And his brother.

She felt sorry for David Lassiter, but she didrainivto think about him. She
didn't want to meet him again, either. It was badugh having been
touched by the tragedy of his illness tonight. Sees supposed to be
relaxing, having a good time, enjoying the fruitsher labours, forgetting
about Larry. That was why she had come here, najetoinvolved in
something that hurt.

And there was nothing she could do for him. It wiasally selfish of her to
block him out of her life. He wouldn't want herrtaon over his situation.
David Lassiter was a man who could make hard ceaoel stick to them,
even against his family's wishes. And he had raghier with him.

Robyn now understood Julian's tension in the this afternoon: gearing
himself to keep his emotions under control, to dd he whatever Davey
wanted for whatever precious time remained, to stppithout ever letting

his own inner pain be intrusive or oppressive, &vosir moments of
closeness and store up lasting memories...

Tears blurred Robyn's eyes as she jammed her #egrin the lock. She
dashed them away with the back of her hand, impatigith her
sentimentality. Forget the Lassiters, she told éleseverely, and tried to



slam the door after her as she entered the rootrthbuwir-lock prevented
even that outlet for her emotions.

It was a terrace room, as spacious and as wellisggoloas those in the more
expensive sections of the hotel, but with a limiteew of the grounds.
Robyn didn't mind that at all. She did not inteadspend much time in her
room, apart from sleeping.

She paused at the walk-in wardrobe section and adoker high-heels.
Then, to put a more decisive end to this disturleimgning, she stripped off
her dress, hung it up, walked over to the vanibletaand washed off her
make-up. The hotel providedyalkata,a long cotton Japanese lounging
robe, and Robyn slipped on the comfortable garnasnshe walked the
length of her bed- sitting-room to the glass douldlers which opened on to
her balcony.

The air outside was warm and balmy, with a ligletdze wafting in from the
sea. The thick growth of the tropical garden seemadically primitive in

the dim glow of path-lights. Robyn could hear danugsic being played
somewhere down near the pool area, and remembbegdtiie hotel
activities programme had listed dancing under taess

She leaned on the balcony railing and closed hes,dgtting the music drift
around her.

Dancing... not in a stuffy little nightclub with gotifiers blasting out a

migraine beat and everyone performing their clesteaerobics... that was
fine for working off some energy, but it wasn't thieiff that dreams were
made of. And, however practical and down to eahth was in real life,

Robyn secretly yearned for the love and romanceriiaer quite came her
way. Not even with Larry.

Like the romance of dancing under the stars, wigroll of the ocean in the
background.. .two people holding each other, cleeghing cheek, moving
together with sensuous grace, her fingers curlmg the thickness of his
black hair, his hand caressing the bare skin obhek...



Robyn shivered, then jolted upright as she realisatithe man she had been
picturing was Julian Lassiter. She was becomingtipely neurotic about
that wretched man, and it had to stop. It couléat! to anything good. And
yet... she could not help wondering what it wouddlilke to be held in his
arms... touched... kissed... caressed... lovedrby h

She remembered how she had frozen up at any kipeltting those first few
years after getting away from her second stepfaffteen for a while she
had suffered a certain number of physical liberfiiesn the men she dated,,
to see if it really was pleasurable, not liking ttught that she was
unnatural and missing out on things she shouldyerdat it hadn't really
worked for her, not as it was supposed to.

Even with Larry.

He had been quite intrigued to find her still aginrat twenty-six. With
patience and persistence he had set about breddwng her inhibitions, and
she had not wanted to lose him. They had a lobofraon interests and she
had enjoyed her relationship with him more thanatimgr she had ever had.

He had excited her enough to make her willing teaade their relationship

to a sexual one. After all, if they were going ®rharried, she had to go to
bed with him sooner or later, and she wanted tagddim. Wanted to know
what it was like to love in the full physical sense

And it was all right. Not exactly the wild, wondelithing one read about,
but maybe she had a low sex- drive—whatever thaanme_.arry had
seemed satisfied. But after they had gone to ggether Larry had changed.
He hadn't wanted her so much any more. In theletdadn't wanted her at
all.

A wash of misery darkened Robyn's thoughts. ObWosise had been the
wrong woman for Larry. Perhaps he had been the gvroan for her. She
wanted to feel what she was supposed to feel...

The telephone in her room buzzed.



Robyn frowned. Who could be ringing her? She gldned her
watch...almost eleven o'clock. Of course her madinelr sisters knew where
she was, but only in the direst emergency woulg tadl from Sydney.

She stepped back into her room and slid the daatr lsthind her. With a
quick yank she pulled the curtains across to er@tivacy before striding to
the bedside- table where the telephone kept buzksngummons. She
snatched it up, her heart thumping in alarm.

'Hello, Robyn Walker.’
'Miss Walker, Robyn...'

She could hardly believe her ears. Julian Lassiteoice? Or was it
David's?'Who's speaking please?' she snappedhiatpause that followed
her name.

‘Julian Lassiter. | hope you weren't asleep.'

Him? Calling her Robyn? Had he been thinking ofdleng the same lines
as she had just been thinking of him...fantasisihgt she might be like...?
An awful squirming heat flooded through Robyn's yaddf course not, her
mind screamed at her. He didn't have the timen#egl, or the inclination.
And he didn't even like her!

‘No, | wasn't asleep,' she replied as coolly ascelud. "What do you want,
Mr Lassiter?'

He sighed. 'l apologise for calling at such a later. | know it must seem
unreasonable to you, but | want...l have to see tall to you... now... if
you would be so kind.'

The strained note in his voice; the difficulty hevmusly had in bringing
himself to ask the favour; the fact that he wasueily begging her—all
intrigued Robyn. But pride insisted that she shaultke him squirm, too.
He had given her no reason to like him. And of sewshe didn't!

'l thought we agreed...'



'Yes, | know,' he cut in quickly. 'But this is.arsething else. | don't wish to
discuss it over the phone. But it could be to yamwantage. Please, could we
meet somewhere? | assure you it is important, assiply in your own
interests to hear me out.'

And what could he mean by that? Robyn wonderedfafhsas she was

concerned, her interests were best served by anphldim like the plague.

But he had stirred her curiosity to the point whare couldn't resist hearing
what he had to say.

'Robyn?" Anxious—anxious enough to drop the disgtaofdormality!

Well, she wasn't going to drop her distance. Ni@rahe way he had treated
her. 'I'm not dressed, Mr Lassiter, and I...'

'If it suits your convenience better, I'll come dovo your room," he said
quickly.

Robyn had been about to ask for a little time todyessed, but on second
thoughts she decided it was probably best to meebh her own territory.
It would put him even more on his mettle to behardl towards her, and
she could keep the whole distance of the room kmiwikem while she
heard what he had to say.

‘Very well, Mr Lassiter. My room in ten minutes.'
‘Thank you.' The call was disconnected before slddachange her mind.

It was madness to invite any further involvementhwiulian Lassiter,
Robyn told herself. Yet she could not deny a siggianse of anticipation
that lifted her heart and sharpened her mind adlulesv off theyukata,
pulled on a pair of blue slacks and selected thigevanocheted top to team
with it.

She actually had a tube of lipstick in her harftinky it to her mouth, when
she stopped herself. Looking respectable was ong, threttying herself up
for Julian Lassiter was quite another. She statdueeself in the mirror,
confronting the betraying sparkle in her eyes.



She hadn't felt quite so sharply alive in a lomget. .ever, if she was
completely honest.

It was the sense of power, Robyn argued. Juliasiteasvas the last person
on earth that she had ever expected to come catainer for anything, but
that was what he was doing, and eating humble pig¢hé process.

Considering his attitude towards her at dinner, gheation was highly

diverting, to say the least. Irresistible.

She almost jumped at the knock on her door. SHedeanoment to compose
herself into cool dignity, then moved unhurriedtythe door to admit her
unlikely visitor.

‘Thank you," he murmured, barely looking at hehagassed by into the
short hallway. He paused, and the tension emanfbnghim tangled with
Robyn's nerves.

'‘Go on in. Take a seat,' she invited curtly.

Apart from the sofa which was serviced by a coffable and a lamp-table,
there were two comfortable chairs next to a smalihd-table. But he did
not sit down. He remained standing at the far dnileoroom, patently ill at
ease, his gaze flicking over the tourist activigmphlets that were spread
across the coffee-table.

'Would you like a drink?' Robyn asked, moving tosgathe tallboy that
housed the television set and the hospitality bar.

'‘No. No, thank you," he amended quickly. 'lIt waedjof you to see me.’

‘Not at all." She gave him a dry smile. "You piquey curiosity. Please sit
down.'

He made an indeterminate gesture that suggested$evaiting for her to
do so. Robyn propped herself on the end of her-&ing bed and raised an
enquiring eyebrow. 'I'm waiting, Mr Lassiter.'



He was still dressed in the same clothes he'd vabrdinner. For one
wayward moment, Robyn wondered if he danced welit Bancing
certainly wasn't on his mind. His eyes were darthwurbulent emotion.

'You said... at dinner.. .that you wanted to haetild of your own.'
'Yes,' she agreed, puzzled that he should brinfeigubject again.

'‘Conditional upon financial security,” he continudidte a trial lawyer
drawing out the facts.

'Yes,' she bit out, antagonised by his manner.
"You meant what you said?'

'Mr Lassiter, you made your opinion of me quiteaclat the time. | see no
point in these questions.'

'My opinion doesn't matter," he said impatientBid' you mean what you
said?'

'Yes,' she snapped.

He drew in a deep breath and slowly exhaled itnTheave a proposition
for you.'

The words were quietly spoken, yet they thumped Rbbyn's heart like a
sledge-hammer. He gave her no time to commenplbnged on, speaking
quickly as if he had rehearsed the lines so mangdithat he didn't have to
think about them.

'We're a very wealthy family. You would never wéstanything again. We
can come to any kind of financial arrangement yke. [Tie it all up legally

so you'll feel completely secure. If you want teegeon working after the
child is born—and before, for that matter—I'll arge whatever help you
require.’'



Was he proposing that she haschild? Robyn shook her head, unable to
believe what she was hearing.

'l know you said you didn't want marriage,' he awned, punching out his

points. 'But there's no question of living togethine legality is necessary
so that the child has the Lassiter name. You vaMehfull custody, although

| hope you'll be generous enough to grant visitiggts to the family.'

Robyn's mind was whirling. A marriage that was aanarriage... to this

man? The pain of a cold, calculated, loveless aiedl intimacy... to gain the

happiness that a child could bring? Was that wiabtd lady had foreseen
this afternoon?

Everything within her recoiled from such a coldlded relationship with
Julian Lassiter.

And she wouldn't do it! It was the most insultiftgng he had done yet, to
propose using her body to serve his purpose, antple over her feelings as
if she were nothing! She was so outraged that baldhsuggest it that she
barely heard the conditions he was laying down.

'l doubt you'd find a better man to father yourldhf you looked for a
million years,' he finally concluded.

The sheer blazing arrogance of that statement heakast straw. That is a
matter of opinion, Mr Lassiter,' she said causlycal

An angry flush suffused his face. 'For God's s&kbat more do you want?"

Pride drew her to her feet in haughty disdain effhumiliating proposition.
Til tell you what | want, Mr Lassiter. | want to @abse for myself.' Her eyes
seared him with contempt. 'You came down here thqilyou could buy
me. And | will not be bought. Not with the greatskéer name, nor your
wealth nor power... nor person,’ she finished gl

A fine film of perspiration broke out on his foredte His mouth thinned as
though he was clenching his teeth. It cost himeaigdeal of effort to speak
quietly and reasonably. 'Of course, the choiceasry. And I'm sorry |



offended you. | didn't mean to do that.' His eylasifed at her, hating the
necessity to appease but grimly determined to.dAtithis stage you must
understand my feelings; it's only Davey that counts

David? She recalled Julian saying he would do angtlfior his brother.
'What has David got to do with this?' she askecdethalously.

His chest rose and fell as he fought to retainrobatf himself. ‘I'm sorry if
you did not understand. | come here as an intermingdde felt if he came
himself... it might pressure you into a false posit He wouldn't do that.'

She stared at him, her mind playing double-loophk ail he had said. 'You
are not giving me this proposition on your own Bghahe asked stiltedly.

'No. It would be the last proposition I'd ever ma@ woman,' he asserted
emphatically.

Not him... but David! He wanted her to marry Dawhd bear his
child...David, who was dying. Robyn could feel thieod draining from her
face as shock clenched her heart. She sank baak clothe bed. Her mind
kept revolving in circles. Not Julian... David.

The old lady had been wrong, hopelessly and hidgousong. All the
nervous tension of the last few minutes threaténelissolve into a wave of
hysteria. Robyn grimly fought it down, telling hellsshe had been stupid
ever to have let that prediction stick in her miHddn't she known all along
it was nonsense?

But still she shied away from contemplating thditga-the reality of David
Lassiter wanting her to bear his child, his nansecdantinue his lifeline
which had such a short time left to run. The pdim. o was that what the old
lady had seen? Robyn shook her head.

'Please..." The word burst from Julian Lassites,daintrol breaking at what
he saw as a negative response to his propositierstiéde towards her,
hands outstretched in desperate appeal. 'Tell natimthlucement | can offer
that will persuade you! His life is so short. Timeso precious. | can't...' His



face twisted with anguish. 'l can't go back to land destroy his one last
hope of... of leaving something of himself to caory’'

Then, in the extremity of wrenching despair, hebged Robyn's arms and
pulled her up, shaking her with the intensity &f heed to reach into her and
impart his own feeling for his brother. "You've gotdo this! You've got to.'

Tears swam into Robyn's eyes; tears of shock amahehhat she had been
so slow to comprehend the agony of mind that was sylling over her.

The fingers bruising her upper arms suddenly relakeir grip. His hands
dropped away. 'I'm sorry,' he rasped. 'l had nlatrig

Even through her own blurred vision Robyn saw feseshut tight, his face
etched in lines of tortured grief for what had & blis lips moved stiffly as
he forced words through them.

'‘And you have every right.. .to choose your owrhpatiis eyes opened a
glimmer, raking her pale, shocked face. 'Pleasgi\fe my temerity. | am...
not myself. Thank you for your time.'

He moved towards the door, each heavy step burdeiiedhe necessity of
returning to his brother with her negative replpbign's heart twisted into a
knot of anguish for the man who was waiting, hopishgsperately wanting
this one chance at beating the finality of death.

‘Julian.' His name croaked from her throat. Shellswad hard. 'Don't go
yet.'

He halted, turned slowly, then leaned back ag#mestvall as though he was
weary beyond measure. His hooded eyes measurespéice back to her.
"You want to draw more blood?' he asked in a resigaunt.

Robyn held his gaze steadily, ignoring the scregrohraos in her mind and
the agitated beat of her heart.

'Why me?' she asked. 'Why would he choose me orh short
acquaintance?’



His mouth twisted in dry mockery. "You won't likeetanswer.'
"Then that should please you,' she retorted reslfles

'‘No. It doesn't please me. There's nothing thaptease me at this particular
point in time." He shook his head and pushed hinaseay from the wall.
'I'm really not in the mood for feeding your egamddbye once again.' He
reached for the door-handle.

'l might change my mind."
He froze.
Robyn herself froze at the enormity of what she jnatisaid.

He turned, very slowly. 'Don't play with me, Robyrhe words were a bare
drift of sound, strained between disbelief andrteed to believe.

She didn't know what drove her—compassion, pityst-the words came
to her tongue and were put into speech. 'I'm raptipg. | wouldn't play with
something that is so... critical... to another haont®ing. I'm sorry |
misunderstood you before. | thought you were talohyourself. Because
your wife hadn't given you a child. | didn't realigou were speaking for
David.'

His eyes probed hers with urgent intensity. 'Arat tinakes a difference to
you?'

'Perhaps. I... | don't know." Her hands twistedetbgr in an agony of
uncertainty. How could she commit herself to sonmgtlthat would change
her life so irrevocably? Yet her soul writhed a thought of sending Julian
Lassiter away with such a death-dealing blow tdonather.

'l need more time," she pleaded. 'lt's somethinguld have to think about.
The answer is probably no, but | didn't get wheamlin business by making
shap judgements without considering all the factdrd need to know

more.'



Her pulse leapt erratically with every step he taoklosing the distance
between them. His hand lifted, curled around heekhlifted her chin. His
eyes raked hers, intent on tearing away any velecgption.

Robyn's chest tightened. She couldn't breathetddish on her skin seemed
to burn through her brain, scorching away everytjind. Her stomach
contracted in sheer nervous reaction to his clasene

This can't be impulse, Robyn," he said softlywtin't be over in a few
moments, as it was with saving the old lady thisrabon. It won't be over
in a few days, or even with Davey's death. You Wwdl living with the

consequences for the rest of your life. Are yoe stau want to know more?’

Fear rippled through her heart, but she couldrntk baff. Somehow the
gentle touch of his hand and the caring words bdwerdo him in a sense of
sharing that she had never known before. Certagtlg had never
experienced it in her own family. It gave her ata#ining glimpse of the
bond between him and his brother. Would she shHaaetbo if she had
David's child?

The image of his white hand closing over Juliahsusder and digging in
flashed through her mind, the emotion and undedstgrso easily imparted
and returned. She wanted to say—»be like that tobmtethe words stuck in
her throat.

'Yes,' she whispered. 'l want to know it all.’

His relief was palpable, but his eyes kept proldnegs as if he couldn't
completely believe in her sincerity. And for a marnthere was something
else... not the sexual speculation of this aftennbat a deep, ravening need
that clawed at her soul and was withdrawn in artiams short, sharp,
finished, its termination underlined by a savagtelgrimace.

'l started at the wrong place,’ he said with & kaif- smile of apology. 'l
thought..." He shook his head. 'Never mind. Lét'd@vn and begin again.'

He led Robyn to the sofa, saw her seated, drevwobtie chairs over to the
coffee-table and settled opposite her. Robyn faudificult to concentrate



on what Julian was saying at first. She was tooraved him: his facial
expressions; the gestures he made—Ilong, supplerinthe varying tones
of his voice—no longer mocking or cynical, but waand earnest and
caring.

He talked for a long time: stories about Daveylgltlood, his schooling, his
all-round brillilance—athletics, debating, mathemrsti science—his
dedication to medical research and the achievententsad made in that
field.

'He was always too intensely wrapped up in his worlorm anything more
than a casual relationship with a woman. He useshyathere was time for
that when he lost his edge. Most scientists da thest work when they're
young, and Davey's only thirty now.'

Julian threw her an anxious look before continuib@vey is an analyst,
totally involved in his work. | hope you won't b&fended. You have to
understand how he thinks. To him it's all a matfegenes.'

He frowned, picking his words with careful tacthyBically you're a very

fine-looking woman, Robyn. You're also very intgdint. It's not just the

ability to achieve academically, it's the way yqply your knowledge, with

perception and initiative. He also admires whatdlés your sane approach
to life.'

Julian drew in a deep breath and met her eyes iint@mse plea for

understanding. 'Davey sees sex as a means ofjlettmiution take its own
course. For some reason—who can define these iegi#she saw you and
you touched off some... he says an instinctive geitmn of possible

mateship. Then, at dinner, he was much taken by afailities... everything

about you.'

Assessing me all the time, Robyn thought with a@lohwhimsical irony. If
she had known what she was being assessed foiit..¢ain't make any
difference now. Considering his own... genes, Dayiutigement of her was
very flattering, but she had never thought of mgksuch a scientific
selection for the fathering of her child.



She hadn't really thought of what she would do;ittea of having a child

outside marriage had only come to her tonight—adgtanot considered in

any intimate detail. Although she had spoken th#htabout wanting to have
a child of her own one day.

'He's very excited about it, the thought of havanghild, with you as its
mother," Julian said jerkily, emotion furring hisiee. 'lt will make these
next few months bearable, knowing that... knowimaf his child might go
on from where he left off. His life is not all wast He can die happy if..

He bent his head and Robyn saw his throat workomyualsively. ‘It sounds
very cold-blooded,' he said huskily. 'It's not,lisedDavey wants this, quite
desperately. | would do anything to help him.’

His head came up and there was naked pleading iayies. 'Offering you
money was not the way to persuade you. | can sgenttw, Robyn. But
money does take away a lot of problems in life, yma can have as much of
it as you like. And I'll look after you and the thismooth every path. I'll
make it as easy for you as | can. | swear to ywoill do all this, if you have
Davey's child.'

The tug on her heart was all the stronger for vilegbromised—to be taken
care of for the rest of her life. It wasn't the rapnshe knew she could
always support herself, but the feeling that held@lways be there, ready
to answer her call, caring about what happeneceta.rand the child, of
course. Her child, as well as David's.

Robyn had no solid reason to trust Julian Lassttet she did. She believed,
without any shadow of a doubt, that he would cauy precisely what he

promised. She could depend on him and he wouldrietveer down. What

he now gave to his brother, he would extend to 8ae would belong to

him.

Then a breath of cold reality chilled the warm sabese of that thought. She
would belong to Julian's family, but not to him.\ithwas the man she had
to give herself to in the act of conception. Sheidave to accept him into
her bed and let him... do what had to be done tcerhar pregnant.



Could she go through with it?
Did she really want to go through with it?

She looked at Julian and couldn't say the no tbe¢ted on her lips. 'Give
me a day to consider it. It's.. .it's a big decisio

He nodded, disappointed, but taking some comfaiténpostponement. He
reached over and took her hand, pressing it ixpression of deep feeling.
'I'm very grateful to you for the sympathetic waguive listened, Robyn. |
hope the answer will be yes, but if not, | apprecithe consideration
anyway. And I'm sorry my superficial judgement ofly.. was so hopelessly
wrong.'

He sighed and rose to his feet, his gaze droppirihe pamphlets on the
coffee-table. 'Have you made any definite plangdarorrow?"

'No. | was thinking of a helicopter ride, but. lHeSshrugged and stood up to
see him out.

'Let me take you.'

She knew he wanted her answer. Time was runninfpoavid Lassiter. It
was cruel to keep him waiting, but it was her tde, her body.

Til ring you in the morning," Julian pressed.
'Yes. All right." She nodded.

They walked to the door. He opened it, paused,cgldrback, his eyes
boring straight to her heart. Tomorrow.'

'Yes,' she whispered.
And he left her alone with her thoughts, though&t £choed the title of one

of Gauguin's most memorable Polynesian paintijeere do we come
from? What are we? Where are we going?



CHAPTER SIX

RoBYN was early. It was still a few minutes short ofaififteen, but Julian
was there waiting for her in the lobby. He stoodhg of the hugeloisonne
vases that flanked the entrance to the hotel. TWer¢ made of enamelled
brass and covered with beautiful floral scrolls agdhbols. Julian appeared
to be studying the intricate patterns.

Robyn paused in her step, wondering how the nigttgassed for him. And
David. Julian looked tired. He had made no refezetacthe proposition

when he had telephoned her earlier this mornirgayohe had booked them
on a helicopter flight at ten o'clock. Robyn faltres he would respect her
need for time and not press a decision, but it heggheavily on her mind.

And heart.

To involve herself in such a painful situation veaminst all common sense.
She had made up her mind to back out of it thisninge.. until he had
called. And then she couldn't do it. Not coldly otfee telephone. She didn't
know why she cared so much about what he felt.iga't even thought
about what David would feel. It was Julian.

His head lifted sharply and his gaze swung around lae had sensed her
presence. His face relaxed into a welcoming smilemhe spotted her, and
Robyn moved forward to meet him, her pulse hammgeatrthis evidence of
warmth from him.

He was dressed conservatively in a white shirtgred trousers, but Julian
Lassiter didn't need colourful clothes to make rapact. In every idyllic
sense of the word, he was a man—provider, protedtanter—and
everything about him proclaimed he was in command.

But he hadn't been in command last night, Robynnalee swiftly. He had
shown such deep feelings- passionate need, delspair Nevertheless, she
could not blind herself to that other side of httve hard, cynical, ruthless
side. Was she mad to trust him? What was the esat bf the man?

He was not unaware that he had an effect on herh&t admitted as much
before they left the dinner-table last night. Heldde using his emotion to



play on hers, appealing to her humane instinctsjmogating her into doing
what he wanted for his brother. And then... buivbeld do as he promised.
His word was his bond. Hadn't he implied that toviDgyesterday? She was
sure it was true.

*| have a taxi waiting," he said, and swept Robyaigitt outside.

The taxi-driver was chatting to a bellboy, but magped to attention the
moment he saw Julian and quickly opened the passelogr for Robyn. As
Julian settled beside her, Robyn was forcibly relfathof the feelings she
had experienced in the taxi yesterday, but the mpaters had subtly
changed. He was still invading her personal sphaethere was now a
compelling attraction about having him beside Henking after her,

smoothing the path.

It was a ten-minute drive to the heliport. Juliad dot speak. Neither did
Robyn. Her mind and emotions were at war. The daxier rattled on about
features of the resort that they passed. Robyn witindered if all the
taxi-drivers on Maui were compulsive talkers, orpfoviding tourist

information was part of their working- rules.

The taxi turned into a pineapple plantation anddineer apologised for the
rough route, but it was the only way up to the filiere the heliport was
situated. He plunged on with a talk about the eation of pineapples as
they wound their way up.

The heliport did not cover a large area. Two hgliecs sat on the mown
lawns outside an office building and, just as the pulled into the small car
park, a line of five passengers was led out toan@em. Julian arranged
with the taxi-driver to call back at eleven o'cldok them and they stepped
out into a gusty wind.

Robyn was glad she had worn a long-sleeved bloutsehsr blue slacks.
The air was considerably cooler here, and wouldubtedly be a great deal
cooler when they flew over the Haleakala Cratee @lrmant volcano was
the largest in the world, rising to over ten thowséeet.



Julian steered her into the office building whéveythad to register for their
flight. Robyn noticed that theirs were the only tmames written down for
the ten o'clock de-luxe trip around the island, #redoffice-girl's manner to
Julian was very deferential, offering drinks of feef or fruit-punch while
they waited, signalling for a work-mate who immeelig left his paperwork
to explain to them how they should board the helieg warning against
going near the tail, and instructing them aboutsinat-belts and earphones.

He ushered them out to the viewing-deck and prainisereturn to guide
them the moment their helicopter landed from itsrent tour. 'Isn't there
anyone else joining us for this trip?' Robyn asede was about to leave
them. He glanced in surprise at Julian, who ansivenehim. M booked the
helicopter for us.’

Robyn looked at him incredulously. She knew from pamphlet how much
the de-luxe trip cost per person, and she had fse=people go out to the
helicopter which had taken off while they were stgling. And, for all she
knew, that number might not be a full complemenpadsengers.

'Why?' she asked, unable to justify such extravegan

His eyes held hers with steady relentless purpgbsi&n't want to share it
with anyone else.

The power of the man closed around her, drawingdwards a surrender
she was not yet prepared to make. 'You're quitdass when you're going
after something you want, aren't you?' she observed

'When it's for someone | love, yes. Entirely ru#isié he answered
unequivocally.

Someone he loved ... the thought lingered in hedras Robyn turned away
from him. He would love David's child—she knew thata certainty—but
how wouldshefeel? That was the question. Could she cope whidt Wwad to
happen first?

"You don't even like me," she said with sharp itony



He studied her for a moment, his eyes carefullyoakwof expression. 'l did
apologise for yesterday. And last night. | was vgrofind there is much that
| do like about you, Robyn," he answered as if las whoosing his words
with deliberate tact and precision.

"You say that you will always be available to halghat of your own life,
Julian?' she asked, needing to know more about him.

'‘My life..." His mouth twisted sardonically. 'ltet worth much, regardless
of what Davey said. | work. | play golf. Occasidgdl meet with friends.
Entertain business associates. If | died tomortamouldn't matter. | wish it
were me instead of Davey.'

He really meant it. Robyn could see that. 'Whatuaboother personal
involvements?' She meant women, and he knew it.

The weary cynicism flashed back into his eyes.d8ual relationship now
and then. Meaningless.' There was a flicker ofagity. 'What about you?'

'l was engaged to be married once. It didn't wotk, oshe replied,
disinclined to tell him how recent the disillusioant was.

His lips curled. 'Better not to get married than.tdde bit off the words,
compressing his mouth into a line of grim bittesbefore turning away to
stare out over the landscape.

Than to what? Robyn wondered. To love and lose? moeh had his wife
meant to him? He had been hurt... wounded... psrimegpe deeply than she
had ever been. She didn't try to probe. It dickatly have any bearing on the
situation. The only real question was whether sbalvmarry David and
have his child.

She leaned on the veranda railing and gazed owirtisthe coastline where
a row of tall pine-trees separated land from sé&. &®uld go on being an
island, answerable to no one but herself, or shédamast herself into a sea
of unknowns, with Julian Lassiter as a bulwark ag&vhatever tribulations

arose.



She didn't need that, she argued. But somehowtependence didn't seem
all that attractive any more. It felt more lonéhah ever.

A helicopter came in to land. Six passengers disekdn. The man came
out of the office and signalled for Robyn and Julia follow him. Robyn
was handed into the seat next to the pilot andduiimbed in beside her.
The pilot smiled at them and indicated the sedistaid earphones. It was
impossible to hear anything above the sound afithehine. As soon as they
were ready, the helicopter lifted off the ground.

The curved front window afforded them a hundredd-aighty-degrees
view, which was all very fine, but as they swoopeday from the heliport
Robyn's stomach lurched at the sensation of havitlg a pane of glass
between herself and the ground below. As if hedsased her nervousness,
Julian took her hand, imparting a comforting reeessce with the warm
strength of his.

She glanced gratefully at him and he smiled at hdrefirst real smile she
had seen from him—and it curled around Robyn'sthegueezing it. She
wrenched her gaze away to stare out of the windofront of her. But the
landscape below was only a mish-mash of pattertig sime found the
strength of mind really to focus on it.

The pilot introduced himself and proceeded to poiurttvarious landmarks.
The words blurred into Robyn's mind. Her eyes tdroe cue to the majestic
mountains of West Maui with their sharply cut vgliethe cane- fields on
the plains—one had been set alight and a trailnobke was weaving
upwards; the rocky coastline of little bays; shev sverything, but her
awareness was centred on the hand still holding} her

She could have broken the hold, pulled away, betdtin't. She wondered
if Julian knew what he was doing... if he was dal#tely impressing on her
that they would be joined together in the lifel@rderprise that would begin
if she agreed to the proposition.

The realisation hammered through her heart the&rubssiter would walk
out of her life as abruptly as he had come intoiftshe rejected his brother.
And what was David thinking now? David, whose ke was facing



extinction for ever, who had laid this burden atfieet either to pick up or to
step over and walk away.

They rose through cloud to the summit of Haleak@la.the black edge of
the crater were a group of buildings and the sitlaanes of observatories.
'Science City,' the pilot informed them as theytsththe descent into the
great pit of the volcano.

It was an eerie landscape. Wisps of cloud drifiexiiad patches of violet
rocks. Swards of olive green grass swept down fitwencliff edges, but in
the vast centre were waves of small craters, pitibatks of fine dust hued
from a simmering orange to yellow ochre, and egbigde there from down
to the white-grey of ashes. It was a fantastictsigét faintly chilling in its
deathlike atmosphere. Here was the aftermath diwgwe forces that
obliterated life.

Even as the words crept into her mind, Robyn gldmtdulian and he spoke
them. She couldn't hear him but she could lip-reddt he was saying:
'‘Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.' And the pain ieyes was testament enough
to what he was thinking.

David... only three more months... maybe six.

Robyn squeezed his hand, wanting to comfort, wgrtbnrhelp, wanting to

ease the pain that wished he could give his lifdfe brother's. And Robyn
realised in that instant that she had the one ptwetidn't have, couldn't
have. The power to give birth to life. Julian wodldwhat he asked of her, if
he could. Couldn't she do it for his sake... fovida

It awaited all of them—the wasteland of death—Rwibyn looked at her
life and asked herself if it was really worth angth Possibly she had
contributed some enjoyment to the lives of othespbe But she hadn't
added to the precious store of human knowledgedhad save lives, as
David had done, was continuing to do by allowingnéelf to be used as a
medical experiment. The waste of a mind like that..

To bear his child, perhaps a child that would hageid's abilities, wouldn't
that be worth doing? If she could lift her mind tf€ mechanics that would



achieve that end, and just hold on to that concgytely she could go
through with it. And Julian would always be theready to hold her hand
whenever her courage looked like failing her.

Robyn didn't know when they flew away from the erafThey passed by
jungle-clad cliffs and waterfalls with pools thatated liquid steps to the
sea. The pilot pointed out the hamlet of Hana atferosettlements, the
residences and ranches of old and new celebrihesyarious plantations,
the international airport... and yesterday waslzrdife ago.

They swept into Waiehu Valley where the almostiealtwalls of the West

Maui mountains rose to over three thousand feet.hHticopter wove down

a ravine. They hovered in space, waterfalls aliadothem, hurtling sheets
of water, the gift of life to the dead land of thalcano, regeneration, the
future.

And it was then that Robyn made up her mind. Shdavgo through with it.
Do as Julian proposed. The reasons were too cortgpbaxalyse properly. It
had more to do with feelings. And, having made dkeision, she felt a
peace and contentment she had never before expadien

They landed back at the heliport. Julian helpedduwgr He did not release
her hand. They walked away from the helicopter tlogleand when the
noise of the machine had receded enough for hegyeak and be heard, she
stopped walking and turned to the man who had pedalways to stand by
her and her child.

She felt more vulnerable in that moment than slikevaer done before in
her adult life. Julian sensed her answer even befbe spoke, and his free
hand lifted and touched her face with a tendertsalu

Tll do it...for him...because maybe our childill\we like him. Or our child's
child. At least David won't be lost, will he?'

'‘No, he won't be lost," Julian agreed softly. higérs gently stroked the hair
back from her forehead with the loving, reassutmgch of a brother to a
little sister. 'Do you remember what the taxi-drigaid about the meaning
of aloha?'



'Yes,' she whispered, her voice barely husking theetump of emotion that
had risen in her throat. 'Love, mercy, compassion..

'l was thinking of the old Hawaiian greeting—"Ey®edye, face to face, |
greet you and give to you my peace, in fact, thg teeath of life,” Julian
recited as if he had nursed the words in his heart.

His eyes caressed her soul. 'What you do is siniya gift. And it will not
be easy to be aralbhabride”, Robyn. But | shall help you in every way |
can.’'

Tears brimmed her eyes and trickled down her chedlsan stepped
forward and wrapped her in his arms. Reaction gatvéhrough Robyn as
she surrendered herself to his keeping. Julianygpreéssed her head on to
his broad shoulder and held her tight, cocoonirrgrhiis warmth until the
shivering stopped.

'I'll be with you, Robyn," he assured her quiélfypu won't be alone in this, J
promise you. Anything you want or need, you haviy tmcall me and tell
me.'

She closed her eyes and savoured the strength ahdeaning on. To be
held like this, to be told she could always countan, to feel so safe in his
embrace ... Robyn felt that this was what she heshlbooking for all her
life. If the price to have Julian looking after hveas to be aralohabride' to
his brother, then she would gladly pay that price.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE taxi was waiting for them. The driver had obviguslitnessed their
embrace. It was impossible to know what he had dedidrom it, but he
didn't bother chattering on as he drove them bactke hotel.

Neither Robyn nor Julian spoke. They were both lesynk in their own
thoughts.

The ten-minute drive seemed to take for ever.

Had she made the right decision? Robyn fretted. faldecome here on a
holiday—to enjoy herself. Not even twenty-four h®tiad passed, and she
was deeply involved with problems that were notdwen. The pattern she
had set for her life was all awry, and the needdbback in control of it
clawed through her mind.

The taxi finally arrived at the hotel and she aatiah quickly alighted. It
was he who spoke first. 'Robyn, take a few moretauthink about this. I'll
go up to my room, give you the opportunity to cheggur mind.’

Robyn turned to him, wondering if he knew how muni$ presence had
influenced her decision. And, even as her eyeshseshe knew she would
go through with it. But the time to think it allrbugh... yes, she needed that.
‘Thank you,' she said in a voice she hardly recmghas her own. It wobbled
with uncertainties.

His eyes stabbed into her, looking for a steadésstithat matched his own.
'If I haven't heard otherwise from you by thredazk, I'll tell Davey your
answer is yes," he said, reminding her that time avaurgent factor where
his brother was concerned.

'‘Agreed,’ she said more firmly, hoping to have ékésorted out by then.
'If.your answer is yes, Robyn," he continued rdémsty, ‘then keep this

afternoon free. I'll be taking you to the Maui MemabHospital at Wailuku.
In order to get married here, it's necessary far tgohave a blood test for



rubella—German measles. That takes a day. We engét the marriage
licence. You and Davey can be married tomorrowadten.’

Robyn had a moment's trepidation at this furthedemwce of the efficient
ruthlessness of the man. 'Were you so confidentlthauld say yes, that
you found all this out, Julian?’

‘Not at all,' he confessed with an apologetic sniileras expecting you to
turn the proposition down. But | couldn't disregérd possibility, and with
Davey...' the smile faded, swallowed up by the gadssure of an illness
that was beyond his control '... time is of thecess.'

'Of course,’ Robyn murmured, but although she Igaeleal to the marriage,
she hadn't anticipated the speed with which shddimeirushed into it. The
need to think it all through was even more pressing.

'I'll call you before three o'clock,’ she assuren,land turned away, walking
quickly through the atrium and taking the firstipahe came to that led
down through the grounds.

She walked because the physical rhythm of movealestys seemed to jog
her mind into sharper working order. Right now atof@tion didn't matter.
The path led on to another path that followed thach-front to the next
hotel, and the next, but nothing around her magearapression on Robyn.

Pain, the old lady had said—strange how that ptiedikept popping into

her mind. She wasn't marrying Julian at all. She \ialently rejected the

idea last night, but she wished now that it washaiby he wanted her to
have.

Instead she had been drawn into the commitmerd\ahg a child by a man
who had only a few months to live. But a child vadlshe was asking of her.
No living together. The marriage was only a legalit

The question was, how to avoid becoming emotionaiplved with what
remained of David's life? Robyn knew herself todlwe doubt that, the
more she saw of him, the more involved she woultbbe with what he
was suffering through.



And there was the pain!
It would tear her life apart.

And no, she couldn't accept that. Wouldn't accepthe child, yes. She
would do that for him, because he was the man t& ard because she
wanted Julian Lassiter to stay in her life. But dimed to set some
predetermined limits to the situation. Conditiohattshe could cope with.
And still it would not be easy.

If a child was to be conceived... Her whole bodynched at the thought of
what had to happen first. It took considerable-pdiver to reason herself
out of the emotional reaction.

She was bound to freeze up—even with Larry it Hableen easy to
relax—but that didn't matter. She didn't have & #ny pleasure in the act.
David wouldn't be expecting anything more than aspence. They were
only coming together to create a life. It was sdnmgf good, something
worth while.

She would just have to block her mind to everythahge and think of the
end—a baby of her own to hold and love, a child wioaild never want for
anything if Julian kept his promises. And he wo@te knew he would. He
would always be there.

And what was necessary with David... if they wete e married
tomorrow... Robyn mentally revised what the do¢tad told her when she
had gone to discuss contraception, and felt intgnsdieved when she
realised that the next few days were the mostylikiehe for her to get
pregnant. If she was lucky, the most difficult pafrthe agreement would be
quickly fulfilled.

By the time she returned to her room, Robyn hacrdehed on the
conditions she would set. She tried very hard adhink of how either of
the Lassiter men might react to them. It was thly eray that she was
prepared to carry it through.



Julian answered her telephone-call on the firgt and Robyn could hear the
tension in his voice as he quickly identified hitfise

'It's Robyn,' she said just as quickly. There afevathings | want to have
cleared up before we settle this, Julian.’

'Go ahead,' he invited.

‘At the moment I'm not personally involved with Ddévand | prefer it to
remain that way.'

'l understand that. Of course.'

Robyn took a deep breath. 'As | see it, we onlyehtavmeet for the marriage
ceremony. Apart from that, I'll let you know whagints he is to come to my
room.’'

‘That's fine, Robyn. Anything else?"
'‘No. You can tell him yes, under those conditions.'

‘They're accepted without question. And thank yaobyn. I..." She heard
his sharp intake of breath, and when he continiedice was furred with
deep emotion. 'l don't know what else to say to. yihank you seems so
inadequate.’

'Don't! Don't say anything!" she cried, clampingwioon a frightening well
of response to his emotion. 'When do you wantawddor the hospital?’

There was a slight pause, then a return to brisgiericy. 'Give me half an
hour.'

'Fine. I'll meet you in the lobby.’

Robyn's hand was trembling as she put the teleptiowa. Sheer, mindless
fear was thumping through her heart. She didn'twkwhy, but suddenly it
felt all wrong, what she had just done, and all darefully thought out
reasoning was no comfort at all.



But it was what Julian wanted her to do, had bedgadtio do. She didn't
have a choice. It was the only way. So it had talbeght. Had to be. And

she mustn't think about it any more. It was donevbcable. Julian had
given her the chance to change her mind, and itegkte to change it back
now. He would never forgive her if she did.

And she didn't know why that should mean so muditetgeither. But it did.

Julian would be telling his brother the good neluis very minute, and he
was counting on her to keep to her word. She cduktrhim down. Besides
which, it had always been a point of honour wittbiRonever to let anyone
down once she had given her word. She knew howhatt had happened
to her all too often.

Bit by bit Robyn patched back her composure. Bytitne she had to meet
Julian for the trip to the hospital she was rekincalm. And Julian couldn't
see the nerves that played havoc with her emptyasth as he took her arm
and led her out to a stretch limousine.

Robyn had never ridden in such a car. The seats plash, the leg-room
unbelievable, and the distance from the driverrsatghat it emphasised the
fact that they were travelling in state.

First a whole helicopter, now a stretch limousiéle sent Julian a dry
smile. "You do like your comfort, don't you?'

'It's not a matter of comfort, but of privacy," feplied, his eyes wary of
causing offence as he added, 'There are thingawetb talk about, Robyn.
The settlement, various arrangements, the future.’

She wrenched her eyes away as a painful flush logriier throat. ‘I'm not
doing it for the money," she muttered tightly.

'l know that," he said softly. He reached overiaod her hand, pressing it to
draw her attention back to him. His eyes beggeddreiveness. 'l was so
wrong about you, it's forced me to re-think. In tears since my wife...
died..." He shook his head. 'Davey's right. I'verballowing a personal grief,
and bitterness, to warp my judgement.’



He squeezed her hand and his warm admiration waskied Robyn,
soothing the hurt he had previously inflicted. "Mwave shown me the kind
of giving that | never believed a woman capablefoflepth of caring, and
compassion..." The admiration crystallised intoning purpose. 'Believe
me, you'll never hear a harsh word from me aganiyR. Nor will | tolerate
or permit any criticism of you from anyone. Whatiyre doing for Davey...
it's out of the ordinary. Beyond most people's caghpnsion. You must call
on me if anything upsets you. At any time, Robymelan that. The Lassiters
look after their own.'’

The fiercely protective note, the possessive waplitiieed her with his
family... Robyn suddenly felt a sense of secufiigtther own family had
never imparted. 'Thank you,' she said, not carmdhat moment what
anyone else might think of what she was doing.

Their eyes locked, and for a moment—a brief, poweharged
moment—something leapt between them that was wattmaeradmiration,
warmer than gratitude- something that they insyaatid instinctively drew
back from. Robyn dropped her lashes. Julian jehigthead around to look
out of the side window. His thumb rubbed agitatenigr her knuckles. Her
pulse skipped through several beats in an errasicién.

'‘Davey has arranged for a solicitor to come tohibikel this evening,' Julian
said tightly, and when his gaze swung back to eehes were bleak, his
face grimly set in its lines of command.

'His estate will go into a trust for the child," bentinued matter-of-factly.
Il be the executor. You'll draw an income frohrettrust, but any other
needs that come up will always be met. A house,athrcation- whatever.
You must understand, Robyn, as Davey's wife, yaentgled to this. It's
Davey's will.'

Robyn did not argue. Julian was right. She had ear® marry his
brother...to have David's child. Julian would be beother-in-law, her
friend and confidant. She couldn't allow herselfitimk of him in any other
way. But there was a sudden ache in her hearistvery close to pain.



Julian withdrew his hand from hers, ostensibly take a gesture of
extending his support. 'I'll appoint someone fromstaff to help you with
your business. Do the legwork when it becomes awdvia you.'

‘That's not necessary,’ Robyn cut in quickly, am&asapping from the
tension between them. 'I've always handled thingsethand...'

'‘But when you're pregnant..." Julian frowned ansgipat her. "You must let
me take care of you, Robyn."’

'It's my business, and | can work my own hoursadilishe insisted with a
flash of proud independence. It upset her—quiteaswnably—to think it
was the child he wanted to look after, and not Mou don't have to.. .to
nursemaid me.'

He studied the mutinous set of her face for a mantkan retreated. 'We'll
see,' he muttered.

Robyn wondered if he ever conceded defeat whenehéiis mind on
something. But at least he was on her side now.d\hd really matter if it
was only for the child's sake? In this situatiolatvmore could she expect
than what he had promised her—loyalty, securitgtgmtion? And Julian
would never let her down. He would deliver whatohemised.

The ache in her heart eased a little.

But Robyn could not help envying the woman who hedn Julian's wife.
He must have loved her very much to have been smeed by her death.
And how had she died? Was it because he had bedateuo prevent it that
Julian was bitter? Robyn desperately wanted to lask,Julian forestalled
the temptation with another question.

‘There's no chance of your having German measléisere?’

Robyn stifled a sigh. 'No. | was inoculated against my teens.'

'Have you any objection to the marriage being hel®avey's room?' he
asked cautiously.



'No.'
"Il let you know the time as soon as I've gainganised.'
‘Thank you.'

They arrived at the hospital and the next half-hveas taken up with clinical

officialdom. Robyn wished she had thought to eatesthing before she left
the hotel. She felt quite faint by the time Julestorted her back to the
limousine.

She decided to order a room-service meal as sosheagot back to her
room. The thought of dressing up and going out estaurant was beyond
contemplation in her present state of mind. Wamly last night that she
had gone to Swan Court?

She looked dazedly at Julian.

He caught her gaze and frowned. 'l was wonderiragitajpour family," he
asked in sharp concern. 'How will they react?"

‘They'll think it strange,’ Robyn answered slowlyhat was happening was
strange to her, and she couldn't explain it evéretself. It was as if she had
stepped into an entirely different life. 'l doubey'll really be upset. I'm
something of an outsider in my family." She shrubgs Julian's frown
deepened. 'They're involved in their own livesg atided dismissively.

'‘But don't they care about you?' Julian asked.ddkdd shocked.

Did they care? she wondered. The kid sister whe&hta nuisance to them?
The daughter who was one child too many? Neveregllilse Julian and
David. 'In a way, | suppose they do. A blood-rekatis more or less taken
for granted. They'll probably be shocked at fitaif it won't make any
difference to our relationship,' she said with weagrtainty.

Robyn privately vowed that she would be close todld*. As close as
any mother and child could be. It would be ones$gtig relationship to fill
that vacuum in her life.



'l need your ring size," Julian said decisivelye'Wdo this thing properly.
No one else has to know it's merely a legalityrt&@ely not your family.'

He was intent on protecting her. Robyn apprecigtedthought and didn't
argue. She glanced down at her bare hands, i Koo what size. I've
never bought rings.’

'l noticed a jeweller in the hotel—first shop aldrahaina corridor. Go there
tomorrow morning and have the size measured.ivd them your name so
they'll be expecting you and Il buy something rppiate for the
ceremony.’

‘All right," she nodded, then turned to him curigusWhat about your
family, Julian? What are they going to think abthus?'

‘There's only my father and Janet, Davey's motlignandle them,' he said
with the air of ruthless efficiency that was so mmpart of the man.

Head of the Lassiter Corporation, Robyn remindeddie But he had heart
too, and it was the heart she wanted, to be gathete the fold of his

caring. And that was why she was marrying Davidbyo suddenly

realised. The main reason.

Maybe... one day... but first there was David, aothing was going to
change that. A deep sadness settled into her soul.

The greatest sadness, the old lady had said.

Robyn shook her head. Was she to be haunted bpridittion for the rest
of her life?

It was a relief to part from Julian back at thedhoBy agreeing to become
David's wife and bear his child, she might haveobee a very special

woman in Julian's eyes—one he had vowed to takeafarbut that was all.

It was stupid to imagine—or want—more from him.

Once back in her room, Robyn didn't leave it. Stteeed a meal, did her
best to force it down, then watched televisionlwstie was tired enough to



go to bed. She didn't want to think, and mercifidlgep came quickly,
blanketing the pain that hadn't gone away. She &e@ long time.

The buzzing of the telephone woke her at nine dictbe next morning. It
was Julian, telling her the marriage ceremony veigas four o'clock that
afternoon. He would come and take her up to Daveys after the Justice
of the Peace had arrived.

‘Thank you,' she half slurred, still drugged wikbep.
‘Are you all right, Robyn?'
The concerned note in his voice hurt. 'Yes. Fillesde you at four, then.’

'Robyn." His steady tone sounded strained. 'letapything you'd like me to
do for you? Anything you want today?"

'No. No, thank you, Julian. I'll be ready,’ shedsgiickly, and hung up.

Robyn sat staring blankly at the telephone, clemghier hands as she
fought down panic. I'm not going to think abousitg recited to herself over
and over again. I'm just going to do it. A few daythat was all it was. And

thank God the time was right, so there'd be noimgafbr the nights that had

to be got through.

She showered and dressed in a light cotton shét) wvent straight down to
the Pavilion for breakfast. It was an informal eestint situated near one
end ofthe swimming-pool. Robyn sat at one of thiside tables that were
shaded by huge straw umbrellas.

Although it was still quite early in the day, mastthe loungers around the
pool were occupied by guests soaking up the sulpymRfelt oddly detached
from the whole holiday scene. She told herself thete was nothing to stop
her enjoying the various activities that were aalg for her pleasure, but
she could not work up enough enthusiasm actuallpléam something.

Tomorrow, she promised herself. Tomorrow when tbestwvas over.



She was trying to eat a breakfast dish of tropitaits when she
remembered about the jeweller, but she didn't hudrhere was plenty of
time. Too much time. Eventually she walked throtigh Japanese garden
and entered Lahaina corridor from the far end eftitilding.

She stopped to buy a bestseller paperback at otteeafhops. Perhaps it
would fill in the hours.

She lingered through the art gallery which featureahy local artists as well

as prints of more famous artists' paintings. Walldlan's home contain

famous originals? she wondered. Did he live alondnad he gone back to
live with his father and stepmother since he watowed and childless? She
reminded herself to ask him.

Robyn thought of her small terraced house in Pafdim It was far from

luxurious, but it was handy to the business ceott®xford Street and she
had turned the ground-floor rooms into a smartelaicbusiness. The two
bedrooms upstairs were somewhat spartan, but itdnduake too much

work and money to turn the second bedroom intoraemy for the baby. A
smile lightened the heavy burden in her mind. H&w would love that

baby!

Julian had called on the jeweller. As soon as Ralpwve her name at the
counter of the elegant boutique the manager prgmgdime forward,
treating her with the utmost deference as he téstetinger-size. He smiled
at her as he noted it down.

Til have a selection ready for Mr Lassiter," heuasd her.

Robyn could have told him that a plain gold ringwebsuffice, but found
the situation too embarrassing to discuss. Shd leftulian.

There was one other thing she had to do. She didést to smother her
sense of embarrassment and headed for the reigistadsk to ask for a
duplicate key to her room, a key for David to udeew he came to her
tonight. She shrank from letting him in, talkingetir for her to be in bed
with the lights out. Maybe that way she could cepthout falling to pieces
at the last moment.



The day passed with agonising slowness. Robyn weasgyrlong before
Julian knocked on her door at five minutes to fdnrdeference to the fact
that she was getting married—an extraordinary aocnaa more ways than
one—she had put on her favourite yellow dinnerssira simple affair with
a soft blouson bodice, a white leather belt thaved down at the front of
her trim waist and featured an enamel daisy, askirathat fitted snugly
over her hips before swinging out into gracefulegorShe had strapped on
the white high-heeled sandals which went with evkgss she had brought
with her, and tucked the extra room-key into herte&vhandbag. Her short
blonde hair had been washed and brushed into st@&pee judicious
make-up added some colour to her pale face. Shevedrevarnished her
nails a pearly coral colour to pass some time.

Robyn was satisfied that she looked composed, h&nwthe expected
knock came she took a long, deep breath beforeirmgpéme door.

Julian was in his dark grey suit. A freshly madeoefrangipani flowers
hung from his wrist. He smiled at her, a smile mé@uraging approval.

Robyn could not return it. She stared at him, stdted, the most terrible
panic pounding through her heart. It was Julianvgaeted. Julian! And he
was giving her to his brother. Approving a marristget should be as wrong
to him as it was to her. She searched his eyesanti¢ appeal. Didn't he
even sense it was wrong?

He lifted the lei off his wrist and carefully pasied it around her neck.
“Aloha, Robyn," he murmured, his hands still resting enghoulders. Then
he leaned forward and kissed her forehead. Tlagiree thing you do. Don't
ever think otherwise," he added in a husky whisper.

Robyn couldn't speak. She was fighting tears.
Julian took a small velvet bag out of his jackethsd, extracted a ring, took
her left hand and slid a dazzling solitaire diamamdto her third finger.

'‘And this is from Davey. In appreciation.'

'No. I..." She choked. Julian couldn't possibly feleat she felt for him. He
couldn't do this if he did. And she couldn't pullay from him now. It was



too late. Somehow she had become irrevocably diduistwill, and she had
to do what he wanted.

'It's little enough for what you do for him," Juliasisted gravely. ‘Accept it,
Robyn.'

She nodded, too wrought up to argue. Julian toolkaim and walked her up
to the lifts. Neither of them spoke. Robyn feltearie resignation... like the
Hawaiian princess who had been chosen as a sactfithe God of the
volcano, aralohagarland around her neck, allowing herself to bmbaled
to her doom.

The sweet smell of the frangipani was almost saffiog as they rode
upwards in the small compartment. Robyn thoughitld haunt her for the
rest of her life.

As she had expected, David's room was on one drRégency Club floors

with a magnificent ocean view. A space had beearete near the glass
doors which opened on to the balcony. Robyn waednuiced to the Justice
of the Peace and two of the hotel staff who weaedihg in as witnesses.
She took her place beside David.

The ceremony was short. Robyn forced her voice tkanthe right
responses. David held her hand. He had long, sdgers like Julian's.
Even his voice sounded like Julian's. He slid tlegldvng ring on her finger,
next to the diamond. They signed a paper.

'Robyn..." He said her name softly, caringly.

She lifted her eyes to his, reluctantly, fearfully.

They were so clear, those green eyes, clear andsdaing and sure. He
lifted his hand to her cheek in a tender salute $iangely echoed the

gesture Julian had made when she had first givarhler answer.

‘Thank you,' he said with direct simplicity, buetivords were heavy with
feeling.



'l wish you well, David,' she managed to get out.

He smiled. 'And | you. Go now.' He dropped his hand lifted his clear
gaze to Julian. 'l give you into my brother's keepgi

Julian took her arm and steered her away, out efd¥aroom and into an
adjoining one. A trolley was set with afternoon &gal Julian led her to a
chair. 'l thought you might feel in need of somieaghment. Tea or coffee?
Or would you prefer a stiff drink?’

Robyn did not sit down. She couldn't stay with @uliShe couldn't bear to
be with him when she had to be David's wife tonigbite opened her
handbag and drew out the key.

Thank you, but I'd rather go, if you don't minchessaid, deliberately not
meeting his eyes as she held out the key to hieask give this to David.
Tell him...tell him that tonight is appropriate. ldan come at ten o'clock.
The lights will be out. I... | prefer it that way.'

He took the key, turning it over and over in higithanstead of putting it
away. 'Robyn..." His voice gravelled over her name.

'‘No, please, don't say anything. Thank you foryall've done,' she said
quickly. She flashed him a desperate little smild atrode for the door as
fast as her shaky legs could move.

He didn't try to detain her. She went back to lbenr and cried into the lei
that Julian had given her. Eventually she moppedherptears, ordered a
room-service dinner, ate what she could of itetidiip her room, undressed,
showered again and slipped on tyekata, trying not to think of her
nakedness beneath it.

The hotel maid came in to turn down the bed. Sheadiower on the top

sheet and wished Robyn a good night. Robyn pickedhe flower and

placed it beside the lei on the coffee-table. Sittesl on the sofa to watch
television until the appointed hour.



One programme followed another. Robyn didn't res#lg or hear a thing,
but she was very conscious of the time ticking awatynine-thirty she
switched the television off, went to the bathrodhen cleaned her teeth
with unnecessary vigour.

One by one she turned off the lights. She tookladfyukataand laid it on
the end of the bed. The sheets felt very cold assitl between them. She
watched the luminous numbers of the clock on tlusioe-table.

Aloha she thought. | give you my peace, in fact, they beeath of life.

That was what she had to remember and hold tighétdeart.

Aloha.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE 10:00 figures were still showing red on the digdlaick when the door
clicked open and shut. Robyn couldn't bring herselnove, to turn over
and face him. Her eyes clung desperately to thenloms numerals. Her
mind feverishly told her that by ten-thirty he wdube gone. Sooner if
possible.

He sat on the bed. The top sheet tightened ovebdddy with his weight
pulling it down. A hand gently touched her shouldeinow how distasteful
this must be.' His voice was gruff, indistinct.

Robyn shut her eyes tight. Her heart pounded irdd hife. It sounded like
Julian's voice. Yet that was impossible. She hadetavrong. The aching
need to have Julian was distorting her sensesdittt be David who was
with her. Any other conclusion only demonstrated thildness of her
imagination. But she could pretend it was Juliarowas making love to
her. Then it wouldn't be so terrible.

A hand drew the sheet down her body and Robyn lhmadraent's horror at
the unexpected exposure of her nakedness. Butsitdagk, she frantically
reasoned, and the next instant strong arms weminglher into a
comforting embrace as he lay down beside her.

She was intensely grateful that he still had heghas on. It made the shock
of contact less frightening. A feather-light carems across the back of her
neck. Her skin crawled with sensitivity and shedety wished she had
worn a nightie. But it was too late now, and, shyifieciding she was as
ready as she would ever be, Robyn gathered thewiler to roll on to her
back. As she started to move, his arms tighteneesistance.

‘Stay.'

The command—more breathed than spoken—arrestethdlkement. She
lifted her head, her eyes trying vainly to probe tlarkness for the likeness
of his face. Surely the strength of the arms tleéd her could not belong to a
sick and dying man. And yet... she had to be wrong.



The need to know—to reassure her disordered sendesve her own hand
to move, to slide experimentally over his shouldeo—strongly
muscled—nhis biceps no less so. She grazed her$irgeoss the breadth of
his back. He shuddered under the lightness of dweeht and she felt the
rippling play of more firmly fleshed muscles.

Could this really be David's body? She remembegethg the two brothers
side by side—the same build— and only the colouhiag been starkly
different.

He began stroking her back, slowly, sensuouslyrdmurried touch that left
Robyn quivering in the wake of those soft, carimgyértips that did not
want to rush, but seemed intent on making herieseited and needed and
desired.

Conflicting emotions raged through her. She wamtedmagic touch to go
on, but there was not supposed to be any pleasurethis act. She had not
anticipated it.. .expected only to have to endunatvhad to be done, not to
be caressed into a mindless and compelling senseirg loved.

Perhaps David did feel love for her. It had to loe.HHe was being kind,
considerate, trying to make her feel more relaXed.Julian had called him
calculating and analytical. What he was doing todoelld hardly be called
cold and calculating and analytical. It was warrd aaring... and beautiful.

Was it possible that David had changed? Afterwahat could be more
intensely personal than the desire to have a chiild@sn't unreasonable that
he should feel at least a tenderness for her, i@t whe had agreed to do for
him.

Before her inhibitions could check the impulse, Rolpressed herself
closer to him and reached up to curl her hand ardisineck. His lips came
to hers in a soft kiss of peace, then lingered, inggoftly back and forth
with a tingling sensuality that left Robyn entradce

Without any conscious volition she found herselép@nding to the
seductive movements of his mouth as if it wereahjliand with each
changing contact and pressure she felt a growingeswent. He lowered



her head to the pillow, and she was pricklingly eavaf the muscled
firmness of his chest pressing lightly over heralsts, but the distraction of
his kiss, the sensations he was arousing on thstisennner tissues of her
lips... She opened her mouth to his sensual pecsuasnd was instantly
catapulted into a dizzying spiral of wildly erogzcitement.

She didn't know why he drew such a wanton respfsaseher...didn't think

at all. His mouth possessed hers with a desperassign that drove
everything else from Robyn's mind. She clung to,hansorbing all the

feeling he aroused in her and giving it back witie tsame sense of
desperation.

His hand stroked down her body, stirring rippleeritement. He pulled
his clothes aside, and a wild quiver of anticipatspread through Robyn's
stomach as she moved her legs to accommodate henww&hted nothing to
stop him now. It had to go on... be completed.

His breathing was as ragged as hers as he toolam@rjike his kiss, there
was no sudden invasion, but a gentle, caring presthat her body
welcomed and responded to with melting warmth. Whaole being felt

poised on the edge of something unimaginable gsubbked forward. She
heard him cry out in some unintelligible need, delaer own shuddering
gasp at the fierce pleasure of feeling the fullriddsm deep inside her. Her
body arched up to his and writhed in wanton exo#etybefore she could
check the primitive impulse. Exquisite waves oflifegrippled through her,

gathering a surging momentum that was almost #ighg in its intensity.

Muscles clenched in panicky resistance, but thal tidave of sensation
obliterated everything, draining all strength frtwer body and leaving her
floating limply on a sea of mindless ecstasy.

Then she gave up caring what she did and let hdy bdo as it willed,;

abetting every continuation of this incredible feg] inciting him to lose

control too, exulting in every contact, savouringmy exquisite nuance of
pleasure that could be extracted as long as itdcgalon; and her body
wanted it to go on for ever.

But there came an end to it... a last flood of waulfilment... then his arms
gathered her into a tight embrace, strong, seeuaenly comforting. She



found herself weeping and didn't know why. A hanesged her head onto a
broad shoulder and stroked her hair.

Gradually her mind picked up wisps of thought ameaded them into a
cohesive pattern that she instantly shied away fyaamsping. How could she
respond to David—to any man—Iike that? How coulde dte lying
contentedly in his arms as if he were a real lover?

All the cosy tenets of her life had been utterlatséred, destroyed by a
passion so overwhelming that nothing else had exi&ir her. How could
she go back to living contentedly in her old wagyrthat she knew... had
been irrevocably taught a different reality? It vabelievable that she had
allowed this to happen to her, that David shouidedher to a sensual climax
that she had not even believed could happen witbreei

A tremor of sheer horror ran through her. With &ruatness that startled
him, she lifted herself out of his embrace andealio the edge of the bed,
putting distance between them.

His hand curved over her shoulder, gently tryingraw her back.

"You must go now,' she choked out, her heart thagpainfully with the
emotional torment of mixing up the two brotherdier mind. If it had been
Julian, her response might have made sense...awidl'D

He made no immediate move. With mounting panic Rolgndered if he
would do as she had bidden him.

'Please/ she begged, flinching from any furthetacn

Slowly, reluctantly, the hand dropped away. Sherchédam inhale and
slowly exhale in a deep sigh. Robyn felt wretchedligerable while he
attended to his clothes. She had wanted the camdasénse of togetherness
to go on too, to pretend a love which couldn't gmgsexist. And if it did
there was no possible hope for the future.

The purpose of his coming to her had been accohgaisAt least for
tonight.



Robyn felt a searing ache in her chest. She taedimmon up some words
that might take the hard edge off her cold disnhigkthe intimacy they had
just shared.

'I'm sorry,' she blurted out. 'But | want to beredanow.’

Her words seemed to echo on, gathering a flockaktly overtones in the
silence that followed them.

'Is it.. .too difficult for you?' His voice was nad, flat, all hint of emotion
strained out of it, yet the inner torment from white question had been
torn was all too evident in the slight hesitation.

Shame swept through her. He had tried to makeod gbhe problem was, it
had beentoo good. But she could hardly blame him for that. Asite
couldn't be certain that she had conceived tonight.

'I'll cope,’ she said with more assurance tharfedhéSomehow, some way,
I'll cope. | have to.'

But the prospect was so daunting, Robyn quailégabwn words. She was
being torn in two. Maybe after she had had some torthink about tonight
she would be able to patch together some peadesfoelf.

The silence was even more dreadful before he aesiaar, and even then
he could not control the tortured emotion that leroko his voice. 'Let us
wait and see. | can't bear you to be so upsetapsronight was enough.’

'‘No!" She twisted around to face him in the dasy, lheart wrenched in so
many ways that only her commitment to him was cteadner. "You must
come,' she cried. 'l couldn't live with it if yoidd't.'

'‘Can you live with it if | do?' he asked huskilyeighing her response
against the tumult of emotions that throbbed thioting darkness.

'l want the child,” she replied as steadily as sbeld. 'The rest is.. .is
transitory.’



He leaned over and kissed her forehead. Just @nJoéd done this
afternoon when he'd placed fkeearound her neck. It must run in the family,
she thought in quiet despair.

Then with a quick motion of his body he was goneulgh the night, the
door closing firmly behind him before Robyn couhihk what to do or say.
Yet, after the primitive act that had been perfatnenight, there wasn't
much to be said or done, Robyn thought grimly, fetidan intense distaste
for her incredible wantonness.

Her eyes caught the luminous numbers on the cleaha dropped back on
to her pillow. Eleven forty-three. She stared anthin appalled disbelief.
How long had she been caught up in that wild passibow long had she
spent being cradled against him, uncaring of thglé intimacy of their

bodies?

She had to put on a nightie, separate herself tf@mrsensitivity that still
lingered with her nakedness. She switched on thsithe-lamp and got up,
almost running to the chest of drawers in the dingssoom. With feverish
haste, she snatched out a modest cotton nightig@gded it on, wanting,
needing anything that might make her less cons@btise body which had
proved to be such a stranger to her...a treachewauosliable stranger!

She snapped off the light and crawled back intq pating the bedclothes
up around her neck and huddling under them. Fong time she struggled
to come to terms with what she had done, but itim@®ssible. She couldn't
even excuse herself. It was not as if she hadlexem a sexually orientated
person. When she had submitted to Larry she hadrriest control of
herself. Her response to David Lassiter was totayplicable. And wrong!
She barely knew the man!

She shook her head helplessly. If she kept thinkingut it she would go
mad. David... Julian... what did it matter now®#s done. Over for tonight.
She shut her eyes and prayed for oblivion.

Eventually it came in the form of a restless sldegi at least granted her
some hours' respite from conscious thought. Noaowaas she fully awake



than Robyn decided to leave the hotel for the dagpjding all chance of
meeting either of the Lassiters.

In her aching heart there was a blind belief thatas Julian who had made
love to her, not David. Yet she was equally certhat, if she confronted

them with that statement, there would be outrigitial of the fact. Besides,
it made no sense.

In an attempt to block the whole futile argumernir her mind, Robyn
caught a taxi down to Lahaina village, the his@riownship that had once
been an important South Seas port for whalersaimitheteenth century. The
taxi-driver set her down in Front Street, the mauisiness centre which had
kept its quaint and picturesque turn-of-the-centlayour.

But her heart wasn't in being there. She wandemaahd listlessly, without
purpose, her life too disjointed to put any kinchaftivation together.

The shops were all of painted clapboard; some witloden floors and

open-air windows on to the street; others with fakshioned overhanging
verandas on their second storey. The pavementswegraarrow and busy.
Most of the stores catered for the tourist witts @md crafts, coral, carved
woods, and lots of the traditional scrimshaw, maidghale-bone but not by
the sailors of old with time on their hands.

Robyn stopped at a harbour restaurant for bruheim, toured all the historic
landmarks: the Courthouse, the Baldwin House Musetnere a medical
missionary had lived with his family, the old Piendnn—its barroom
decorated with original relics of the whaling dafsbest it was something
to do, something to fill in the day, before theeatiwhich lay ahead of her.

She drifted along the harbour front and impulsivedpked a Sunset Dinner
sail on a three-masted schooner which left thedarat five-thirty and was
scheduled to return two hours later.

Robyn quite enjoyed it in a detached sort of wadheyisailed along the West
Maui shoreline and the trade winds were pleasanilg. She ateeriyaki
chicken and drank a considerable number of tropsoaktails while she
watched the entertainment. For a girl who dranklyaishe was doing very



well, particularly when the dancing girls made sackexual impact with
their sensuous movements: the Hawahaha to its gentle swaying music
and the Tahitiamamurewith its more primitive drum-beats.

Having induced a hazy mellowness with all the dsiske had consumed,
Robyn wished they could just keep on sailing, hetytdocked precisely at
seven-thirty, and by eight she was back at thel .hote

The bed was already turned down; another flowergalaon the top sheet.
The petals of the frangipani lei on the coffee-did turned brown. Robyn
picked it up and dropped it into the disposal lhiler thoughts about the
consummation of her marriage were too disturbinglltmv herself to dwell
on them.

Yet if she was strictly honest with hersel—whichasvdifficult—she
wanted to feel the same thing again! And it habdédqulian who had made
love to her! If it was David... then in some inegpble way they were one
and the same person. Which was a mad thought, bdtthoughts were
quite familiar to her now. She was almost at horita them.

She wandered into the dressing-room and starectratefiection in the
wall-mirror behind the vanity-table. That strangeme, she thought... that
person who wants a man so much she'd do anythirtgrfo

Had her mother felt like that? Her sisters? Allstngyears she had been
standing back and judging them as foolishly depehda men, and she
hadn't known, hadn't realised what it could meathémn, or to herself. She
would be kinder in future, less critical and morelerstanding.

An hour later she was in bed, waiting in the dagsnédhe tension of last
night was gone. So many things were now resolvéetirheart, if not in her
mind. She was in love with Julian Lassiter. Whethesas David or not who
made love to her, all she had to do was beliewrai$ Julian and the
experience was sublime. Julian was as necességr lde as air and water.
Maybe more so.

She remembered the things he had told her thatnight at Swan Court.
Davey had come to Maui for a last taste of all thas most pleasurable in



this world, and Julian was prepared to go alondp Wit brother's wishes,
regardless of his own.

Tonight she would make it pleasurable for him, whewvehe was, because
either way it was what Julian wanted. So she cduldim wrong. It was
Julian she was pleasing, fulfilling Julian's neeatdy Julian.

The door clicked open and shut. Robyn's pulsea@shed into overdrive,
but not through fear. She felt rather than sawntiass of the man in the
darkness. He stood by the bed and she could sensenkion. She hitched
herself up and reached out her hand to his. Streugple fingers curled
around hers and gripped hard.' I've worried abaut gll day,’ he said
huskily, his voice matted with concern.

'‘Love me," Robyn breathed, her need shaking thrthugbare whisper. Her
eyes probed the darkness for his in mute pleadinoge me just a little.'

A guttural sound of anguish broke from his thraad e reached for her, his
hands finding her body and drawing her out of tbe, lhis arms cradling her
tightly, possessively, crushing her to him as fediher, then holding her
fast to the hard strength of his body as he letdgs swing down to stand on
her own two feet.

Violent kisses showered her face, punctuated wdinticulate murmurings
that throbbed with love and need and want beyomadrg His lips seared a
trail down the tender flesh of her throat. The bregas painfully expunged
from her lungs as his arms mercilessly imprinted beedy on his, hands
urgently moulding her soft curves to his sexuakhee

And without thought, acting on sheer animal indtisbe exulted in the hard
core of his virility, grinding her softness aroumdHis whole body tensed,
arched into her, his head thrown back as a grosaage pleasure erupted
from his throat. Robyn lifted her arms around reskito draw him back to
her, and the more pointed pressure of her fulldisean the taut muscles of
his chest made him gasp, choking the groan inty afdesperate want. His
head snapped back. His mouth crashed on to heetjahble in plundering
all she offered him.



His hand curved under her buttocks, lifting, squegthe pliant flesh to an
even more intimate awareness of his arousal withpatling sexuality.
‘Now," he growled, the word rasping on a harsh thredardly
distinguishable, but he swung her with him, halfrgag her the step that
took them to the edge of the bed.

'‘No! Wait! Wait!" she cried, panting with her owavered arousal. Under
other circumstances she would have let him havewaig, given in to
anything; but something, intuition, a panicky sisénse, told her that this
night should be savoured as no other night inifeer$he wanted all of him,
not as it had been last night.

Her urgent plea stopped him, but she felt the massse and fall of his

chest as he fought for restraint. Her own breatlwvag rapid and shallow.
She felt light-headed, and her stomach and thighstes to shake

uncontrollably as she wriggled down from his hatd @ushed her feet on to
the carpet.

Her hands dropped quickly, sliding over the silirfe of his shirt to find the

top button. An unnatural stillness descended omtha whose arms had
convulsively locked their bodies together agairwdis as if the whole life

force of him was standing in suspended judgememt. hdd stopped

breathing. Only his heart beat on.

Robyn forced the button through the hole with tréngofingers that refused
to co-operate in making it a simple task. Her hiaaded down the line of his
chest to the next one which resisted her effortgetease it for long,
frustrating seconds. His flesh tremored violentlpder her panicky
fumbling, and with a choked-off explosion of soum&erupted into action,
tearing her away from him and laying her acrosstue

She heard the sound of popping buttons as he rigiygeshirt from his body
and tossed it away; then the drag of cloth as teathis trousers down. His
arms burrowed under her waist, pulling her towdnids, lifting, and with a
wild cry of exultation, he drove deeply into her.

. The shock of it jack-knifed Robyn's body for ament, but the after-shock
was a tidal wave of mind- clenching sensation Hvegpt all thought into



useless flotsam. If there was any conscious suerertd what was
happening, Robyn didn't know of it. Her whole bewgs focused entirely
on the relentless surging inside her...mindlesagdiass, mindless, terrible,
wanton and mindless... and any salvaging of sedflveyond consideration.
She belonged to him, was owned by him, and her l@ajted in every
thrust that commanded her submission.

She felt the warmth of his coming, but it seemegh&ixe no difference to his
need for her. He went on, plundering with, an ahigraed that knew no
tomorrow, as if there were only this night and hesttake all she would
give, glory in it, savour it, lose himself in it.

His rapacious need sent Robyn into a world sheneagr known before,
where every sensation that is not pleasure becqaies and all pain is
pleasure. She was beyond all cohesion, beyontalight, responding to a
primitive mating that was beyond her capacity tatoad. She had no idea
whether she lived through aeons or through secdtols. long was time?
She had no understanding of it, no need to know.

He gathered her body to his. They intertwined, smeght to know and feel
and experience all that they were with a passiogated that knew no
satiation. And Robyn learnt that lovemaking nevetezl, even when it was
finished. Her body was such a seething mass ofatensthat even the
lightest of kisses could make her erupt into acdddiss and contentment.

Perhaps she slept, or maybe there was a time whenwas only
semi-conscious. She laid his head on the soft onstii her breasts and his
breathing was hard and strained like a long-diganmner. Her hand
stroked the strong curve of his back. Her thighshad his in languorous
pleasure. He kissed her as though her flesh werswieetest honey.

She wanted it to go on, never to stop. She safatheglow of the rising sun
start to illuminate the edge of the curtain. Hansufolded around him to
hold him to her more securely, for ever and forredd she had to do was
stay awake another ten or fifteen minutes and eb&ldook down and see
who the man was who had given her this night ofitsig

As if he had read her thoughts he stirred, stadedove away.



'Don't go!" She tried to restrain him.
The conditions..." His voice was harsh and unnatura
They don't matter any more,' she insisted, predsndjps once more to his.

He kissed her long and hard, then put her away fiom 'I'm afraid they
do,' he said on a rasping breath.

And, while Robyn's senses were still swimming frbiw farewell kiss, he
swiftly pulled on his clothes and made his departur

Why did he have to go? Robyn thought, miserablé wie cold loneliness
of separation. She had made the conditions. Sehaycould be allowed to
unmake them? It hurt that he could detach himsethfthe intimacy they
had shared, no matter what had been agreed upon.

Robyn knew all about detachment. She had beenigirartt all her life. It
was the best protection against being hurt. Buttwha was he expecting
her to inflict? She hadn't held back any part akbk. Why should he?

Unless the conditions suited him too well to bré&fas it Julian, playing out
some hideous deception?

Or was it David, the intellectual, analytic scishtivho could not afford to
become emotionally involved when he had alreadgretf the rest of his life
to medical research?

Robyn decided that the question had to be resawed and for all, or she
really would go mad thinking about it. And theresmane sure way of
finding out. When the man entered her room tonightvould be given no
chance of hiding his identity. She would switchtba light. And everything
that was happening to her would be revealed.

If it was David, she would have to accept thatéheere some things in life
that were totally inexplicable.



If it was Julian, no matter that her heart santhpatthought, he had a lot of
explaining to do.

And there was one last consideration that filledviagh fear. Her instincts
clamoured out that whatever the result was goifgetshe was opening up
a Pandora's box of immeasurable troubles, andfeavduld be altered for

ever after.



CHAPTER NINE

RoBYN stayed around the hotel the next day. She wahtgukd for, feared a
chance meeting with Julian or David or both of tiassiter brothers. She
needed to know, yet she did not know how she waagde with the
knowledge if her lover proved to be David.

She didn't love David. She didn't even know hime 8hdn't want to know

him if he was going to die and leave her alonesf@r. How could she bear
it? To be given a taste of what a relationship ddad like, and have it torn
away from her; it was too cruel.

And it was wrong. She didn't believe, couldn't &ed that it was possible to
respond like that to someone she hadn't respodaidall in their few brief
encounters.

She didn't know why or how, but it had to be JuliRerhaps David had
discovered at the last minute that he was too Bickpable of going through
with it, and Julian had taken his place becauseidaad wanted him to
have a child, any child to carry on the Lassitenaa

She remembered David's delight when he thoughthaldecome to Maui
with Julian. Hope for the future, he had said. Anth Julian so anti-women
and anti- marriage, he was unlikely ever to havidm in the normal
course of things. But if David had pressured hitalian would do anything
for his brother, anything! He was entirely ruthlésssomeone he loved!

But it had worried him. He had cared about herigsl Maybe he was
coming to love her as she loved him. The thoughdenfaobyn feel almost
deliriously happy. But he had to tell her the tratbw. She would forgive
him the deception. Forgive him anything, as long&svould love her as he
had done the last two nights.

It had to be Julian. Had to be...
Robyn was tempted to call him, ask to see himshetdidn't want him to

deny the truth, and without any surprise elemenheir meeting she was
sure he would be in absolute control of himself #mel situation. There



would be no tell-tale reaction to her unless he gaght unprepared. And
David had the same iron will. Neither man was el reveal anything that
might compromise their position.

The best way of attacking the problem was to waitl tonight, and, with
that decision made, Robyn waited for the appoirtitedr with fretting
impatience.

Doubts kept worming into her mind. What if it wag\id, and not Julian?
She kept shying away from the terrible thought. &ias even tempted to
keep to the conditions she had made. Her needripedition of last night's
experience was close to shameless, and once hénéook his arms again
she would be lost to any other consideration. Siesvkshe would. And then
he would leave her in the darkness and she woultbbe the wiser.

It wouldn't do. She had to regain some control avieat was happening to
her, even if it meant more heartache and mentaliahgShe couldn't keep
living with this kind of emotional chaos.

At five minutes to ten she switched off all thehlig and sat on the side of the
bed nearest the hallway. The reading-lamp was amlgrm's stretch away.

She had wrapped thgukata around her, all too conscious of the
vulnerability of her nakedness beneath it, buteaist she was decently
covered for the moment of truth.

Nervous apprehension sent uncontrollable tremaugh her body. She
wrapped her arms around her chest, holding on tighter resolution.
Besides, it wouldn't be David. It had to be Julidnd she would work it all
out with him... somehow.

The door clicked open. Her heart thundered in hes.&She forced herself to
wait until the door clicked shut, then leapt to fest. She snapped on the
bedside- lamp, and took the fateful step that weetltier identify her visitor
beyond question.

His back was turned to her, his hand still upondber, but even in the dim
light of the lamp there was no mistaking the bladsof his hair. The relief
that surged through Robyn was dizzying.



Julian... Julian... her heart sang the name wjtly #ghat knew no bounds.

He turned slowly, his face still in shadow, but ustakably Julian's face.
The deep-set eyes were hooded. The distinctiveeplahcheek and jawline
seemed even more definitively drawn in the softypé light. The taut
column of his throat was laid bare by an open- addhirt that was already
half unbuttoned. Its silky fabric was white, likket buttons Robyn had
picked up from the floor this morning.

For a long moment they stared at each other, raitioging nor speaking.
Robyn felt as if she were poised on the edge okslimg too momentous to
be hurried. What was said now would inevitably etfttae rest of her life.

And Julian...his eyes were burning at her undesdhlowered lids. His
throat moved, but the rest of him was still, unnaty still, as if his whole
being was concentrated on harnessing all his gtré¢adnis formidable will.
He broke the tense silence with controlled delitena

*1 hope I didn't startle you. | was about to cafl touvarn you it was me," he
said evenly, his voice revealing no surprise ocktai having his deception
uncovered. 'Davey asked me to come down and exgplairne cannot come
tonight. And to give you back your room- key. He...

'‘No!" The protest burst from her throat, as shagphe pain that sliced
through her at his calm denial of what had seeroex#®K-evident. Her hands
flew up to her throat which had tightened over liloerible possibility that
Julian was not lying.

He stepped towards her, his hands opening in aptiogppeal. Tm sorry. |
probably should have knocked, but | wasn't suredyamswer the door,
under the circumstances.'

Robyn's mind clutched at other possibilities. Julisas making excuses for
his presence. Covering up. Protecting himself aadbtother.

‘The fact is," he continued, the black eyebrowselang in concern, 'Davey
is too ill to keep the agreed arrangement, and dawels for Sydney
tomorrow. He's going back to the medical centriatuniversity.'



'‘No," she whispered, stepping back from him andkislgaher head in
agonised denial. It couldn't have been David. Shelan't believe it. She
couldn't. Every instinct cried out in revolt, evexttypm of her being heaved a
rebellion against accepting Julian's bare-facedtligad to be a lie!

'I'm afraid so," he said gravely. 'It's impossiiolehim to carry on.' His hands
made a helpless gesture and his voice droppednmeaof soft finality.
‘There is no more that can be done, Robyn. Théneras a child, or there
isn't. He is... not capable... of coming to youiaga

The blood drained from Robyn's face as her heddde®th what he was
saying, trying to take it in, to match it with whstte knew was true: the
man's harsh breathing on her breasts last nigtithanid exhausted, unable
to carry on.

And Julian, always so controlled, a cynical, seltonfessed
woman-hater—-would he have been capable of theqradsat had poured
from her lover of last night? Yet, if it had beera\id, it seemed too
incredible to be true.

Her intuition fought against accepting it, shrigkiwith frantic persistence
that it couldn't be true. But it had to be so.

She felt that her whole life-force was being purtcbat of her body. And
pain, pain such as she had never known beforeddlbdhrough all the
empty spaces and engulfed her. She turned blihdlftottered to the sofa,
and collapsed on it in a crumpled heap, her baciclmed in instinctive
defence against the presence of the man who héigigthher existence.

'‘Robyn...'

The cry jangled in her ears, increasing her tegrdoiguish. Julian's voice,
David's voice, so indistinguishable; nothing maelesg to her, nothing!

A hand closed gently over her shoulder, just asad done... her mind
screamed at its duplicity and she wrenched hefissdffrom that insidious
touch. Her head snapped up and her eyes blazadiat lassiter with a
fierce rejection, hating him for not being the nienshould have been.



'Don't ever.. .ever.. .touch me again!" she criedréely, each word

scourging him with the intensity of her pain. 'Yeater my room...invade

my privacy...as if it was no consideration at #bu pass my key around as
if I were some paid servant whose feelings don‘ttenaAnd since your

brother doesn't require my body for any more setvic

'Robyn, no!" His face whitened, contorted with sarr'lt isn't like that!

'Don't you tell me what it's like!" she hissed tgb clenched teeth. 'I'm the
one who feels humiliated and.. .and soiled.’

'‘No..." he groaned, and twisted away from her,nzati agitation to the bed
then wheeling back and striding jerkily past thffemtable. He swept the
curtains aside, pulled the glass door open, amgsteout on to the balcony.
He leaned on the railing, hands gripping hard, kisdshoulders hunched
over.

Robyn hated him, hated herself, hated with a sakiaged that burned into
more pain. She had done it for him, given hergeliim, and he didn't even
know it. And the man who had shared every possiilmacy with her was
his brother, his brother who had done... who hadrgher all that he was.

Tears swam into her eyes and rolled unheeded dewaoheeks. David had
given so much that he was ill from it, and it waem Everything was over.
How could she ever have Julian now, when she woeritember, always
remember the last night with David?

Aloha! Goodbye to everything, she thought despairingly.

Julian turned around from the balcony railing ateppped back in the room,
sliding the door shut behind him. Robyn closedéess. She couldn't bear
to look at him and she had to stem the well ofssamehow.

'I'm sorry," he said, and for once his voice wasritrolled or even steady. It
shook with deep, riveting anxiety. 'l never imaginé would be...could

be...such a painful ordeal for you. It was Davégst desire. | couldn't... |
just couldn't smash it, Robyn.’



He made some guttural sound and continued in hodsen tones. 'lt was
the only way, but I didn't know, | miscalculatechéTmeans to an end...can't
always be fully assessed beforehand. And now..itiewoo late to change
anything.'

She didn't want his sympathy or his guilt. It omgreased her inner agony.
She wished he would go and leave her alone, budliebdind the control to
speak even those words. The lump in her throainmvpassable and the tears
wouldn't stop. They kept swimming into her eyes squaeezing through her
lashes.

She heard him draw out one of the chairs by thdl shming-table and settle
heavily on to it. 'What do you want to do, Robyhé€'asked. '"What do you
want done? | hate to see your pain!' he added aesperate note of
pleading.

She shook her head and had to bite her lips toihakee sobs that threatened
to break from the lump in her throat.

"You seemed so hard-headed that first night at SB@a@urt," he remarked
despairingly. '‘An experienced woman of the worldeirery sense. | was
staggered, moved, when you made what was obvicaislyemotional

decision. But then your conditions... no involvemdrthought you were
rationalising everything, that you really wantechdld of your own and this
was as good an opportunity as any.' He mutteredaaticulate imprecation
that suggested self-disgust. 'l can see now yd€ea hurt in a way” that |
never envisaged, was too blind to comprehend. Aredret it, very deeply.’
He sighed again, and his voice softened. Tor wbatvg done, for what
you've tried to do, Robyn, ask anything of me htaadything you want."

'l want you to go,' she sobbed, unable to beamaorge.

The greatest sadness, the old lady had said. Awdright, how very right
she had been.

It wasn't Julian's fault that she had chosen tavdat he had asked. She
shouldn't blame him, or hate him for not fulfillingr self-deluding dreams.



Nor could she hate David for what he had done.tBeite was nothing left
for her.

And, while the old lady had been right about sofmags, she had been
wrong about Julian. No matter how much her headtramd cried out for

him, they could never marry now. His brother woaldiays lie between

them, a memory that could never be expunged.

She lifted bleak, tear-washed eyes to the man sehkl mever have and
forced herself to say what had to be séidwant you to go away. To go
away with David. And | don't want to see eitheyofi, ever again. It would
be.. .intolerable.’

He bowed his head, rubbed his hand over his eyesefeeral agonising
moments, then pushed himself out of the chair, dodly straightened to
his full height. 'Yes, you're right,' he mutterédlis.. .intolerable.'

His face was all harsh planes, more austere thamatl ever seen it, and,
when he lifted his gaze to meet hers, the hauteklih his eyes seemed to
reflect her own inner agony.

'l won't ever intrude on your privacy again,’ heuaed her softly. 'It won't
mean anything to you, but you've changed my feslialgout women for
ever. It was... a privilege... to know you, for rexer short a time. | hope...'
He closed his eyes and shook his he@aldha, he whispered huskily, and
strode quickly away.

He jerked to a halt by the bedside-table, placadréem-key on it, then
walked even more swiftly to the door. He did natkdoack at her.

'‘Aloha,’ she whispered as the door shut behind him. Anddghaes started
rolling again, tears of grief for what might haveel, because Julian had
come to care for her; and it was too late.



CHAPTER TEN

RoBYN didn't know how long she sat on the sofa afteadueft. Her mind
was a haze of pain, her body an ache of emptinadshe loneliness of utter
despair was a pall from which there was no esc8pe.didn't remember
going to bed or falling asleep, but when she waleentext morning she felt
no differently. A few hours had been blanked odtafTwas all.

She took herself out to the sun, but nothing cduidghten her spirits or
lighten the darkness in her soul. She lay by tha, poechanically working
on getting a tan. After all, she was supposed tawskomething for her
Hawaiian holiday.

The beeper on her telephone was signalling a messglagn she returned to
her room. She rang the hotel concierge who inforiredthat there was a
letter for her at the desk. She went up to the ydiabcollect it, not even
pausing to consider who might have written to her.

But it was not really a letter; only a sealed eapelwith her name and room
number scrawled across it. In Julian's handwriting!

She told herself to throw it away unopened, thatduld only sharpen the
pain that had simmered down to a tolerable level,Her fingers played
traitor to her will, tearing through the flap evas her tired mind listlessly
argued the point.

It contained one sheet of notepaper and a busiceesksfor the Lassiter
Corporation. On the back of the card were printee ttelephone
numbers—one business; one personal. The messatpe owtepaper was
short.

Robyn—
If you are ever in need of anything—any help orstasce—at any

time, for anything at all, | will always be availieh Just call me.
Julian.



Like a good big brother, she thought, rememberiitg savage irony that
the same brotherliness he extended to David wasspig what she had
wanted from Julian...until she had learnt betterd Ahat bitter lesson was
unlikely to be forgotten, ever. She would neverabée to see him without
pain, and Robyn had already experienced enoughabfwithout inviting
more.

Nevertheless, she kept the card and the note.dtalVahe had left of him.
The lei was gone. He was gone. And it was somelstoaifort to have
something to show he had cared.

The rings on her left hand didn't count. They were reminders of her
marriage to David. And she only kept them becaudsld might have been
conceived on one of those two nights.

Biologically it was possible, even probable, sisbe had been right in the
middle of her fertile cycle, but Robyn had knowmpkes where conception
hadn't happened straight away. Sometimes they taeanonths before

achieving the desired result. Nature could be wapyricious. She hoped it
would be with her. It would avoid so many complicas.

But Robyn could not ignore the possibility, howeastbivalent her feelings
were towards it. Somewhere in her life she stilhted a child of her own,
and there were moments of painful compassion wherssll wanted David
to have his child; but she was not sure how sheldvoope with such an
eventuality.

Robyn told herself she would face that when it cafriecame. Meanwhile
she had to get through the days as best she could.

Life flowed around her during the rest of her stayMaui, but Robyn did
not feel part of it. It was like an insubstantiat@m. She couldn't recapture
her sense of pleasure in her beautiful surroundigige wanted to go home.
Only the ingrained principle of taking what she Ipaid for kept her at the
hotel until the designated end of her holiday.

It was with almost overwhelming relief that Robyacged her bags and
caught the shuttle back to Maui Airport. Nevertssleas she walked up to



the entrance of the airport terminal a hauntingeshran down her spine.
The old lady was not there, but Robyn's memory el too
acute—replaying the scene of a week ago, everetexact words spoken. It
was impossible to prevent herself from turning aband looking at the
spot where she had first seen Julian Lassiter.

It took all Robyn's will-power to recollect hersedhd keep going. She
checked in for her flight and had her suitcaseatiz@ through to Sydney.
Fortunately she did not have to wait long beforardmg the Hawaiian

Airways plane. It was a much longer wait for then@a connecting flight at
Honolulu, but the terminal there held no poignaetmories, and home was
closer.

The last leg of the flight took ten hours. With Hinited capacity and
experience, a few solid drinks helped put Robyrsleep and the night
passed without much stress at all. It was earlyningr before she was
roused to full consciousness with the pilot's amoement of their approach
to Mascot Airport.

Robyn stirred from her fitful dozing and looked @dithe porthole window.
They were flying over the lakes of the Central Gopsst north of Sydney;
the beautiful waterways marking their unique arstidctive pattern on the
land below; the impressive fjords of the HawkesbRiyer winding their

convoluted way inland from the sea; and then thiledwa gracing the city
with its myriad inlets and coves. Surely this hadbe one of the most
beautiful scenes in the world.

The great coathanger bridge hung majestically actios misty water and
sunshine bounced off the white sails of the Opeyagéd roof. Their familiar
lines made them all the more dear to her, and Ré&ddya strong tug of love
for her own country. It was good to be home.

It was even better, an hour or so later, to walll lrer small terraced house
at Paddington and close the rest of the world &he unpacked
immediately, needing to have everything back tanadias soon as possible.
Somehow she had to pick up the threads of heiifeldmd weave them into
a workable pattern that would blanket the pain;ifi@amroutines, work,
keeping up business contacts, concentrating hareartravel concepts.



She did not remember her resolution about beingersgmpathetic in her
judgements until her mother telephoned a few dates,l asking about her
holiday in Hawaii and bringing her up to date wttle current family news.

The lives of her sisters seemed to be flowing siigdbr once, and her
mother had found a new partner for bridge at timgoseitizens' club.

'‘And he doesn't mind at all that | use my intuitienbid my cards,' her
mother said with warm pleasufén fact, he seems to appreciate it."

He, Robyn thought with a touch of her old cynicisnentswiftly corrected
herself. Why shouldn't her mother find pleasure another man's
companionship? It had been three years since shé&hbad the courage to
divorce that awful George, and Robyn now understtioel kind of
loneliness her mother suffered between husbands.

'He sounds nice, Mum," she remarked kindly, and rmether sounded
surprised and pleased by the comment.

'Yes. Yes, he is, Robyn. A real gentleman.’' Thath s wistful hope in her
voice, she asked, 'Did you meet anyone nice on lyolidlay?'

It was a tactful hope that Robyn had replaced Laity someone else.
Ironically enough, Larry was so far in the passdemed a life ago. But it
was most unlikely that Marjorie Kent would undergtar approve of what
her youngest daughter had done.

Robyn looked down at the rings on her left hand prevaricated. 'Yes, |
did, Mum. I'll let you know if anything comes of'it

Like a child.

And only then would she ever tell her mother abdwrt marriage to David
Lassiter. But at least the ground had been laithé telling became
necessary.



'Is he an Australian?' her mother asked, eagemtwe information and all
too obvious in her desire to see her wayward danghtatched up with
someone.

'Yes, Mum. From Sydney as well,’” Robyn sighed, aanthed the
conversation back to the obliging bridge- playeiowgallantly didn't mind
her mother's fickle handling of rules when it caiméidding cards.

As usual, it was an easy matter to re-involve hether in her own affairs,
and the call ended on a cheerful note.

Robyn considered calling her sisters, but dide't $&e could cope with any
more enquiries about her holiday. In a few weekshe wasn't pregnant,
then she would make the effort really to commumicaith both Jodie and
Barbara.

It was wrong—what she had done—cutting herselffafin them. They
were her family, and, however little they seemethdoe in common with
her, surely some bond remained; a bond that cautedo mean something.
As it so obviously did with the Lassiters.

Robyn winced at the memory and tried to settle haekork. She was trying
to form a new concept using archaeology in PortagdlSpain, but couldn't
concentrate long enough to gather the right ideagther. When the
doorbell heralded a visitor, she pushed her notesyavith a feeling of

relief. Any distraction from her inner turmoil waslcome.

Robyn had turned the front room of her narrowditibuse into her place of
business. It was not at all unusual for travel &gémcall on her, so she had
no sense of premonition about answering the door.

The woman standing on the tiny front porch hadld,dmperious air. She
was tall, expensively dressed in a green woollénasul a beige silk blouse
adorned with ropes of pearls. Her strong-boned &areed her age well,
although Robyn guessed she was in her sixtiessi@r-blonde hair was
elegantly coiffured into a French roll; her paladkyes were as hard as ice;
and her whole expression was distinctly haughtgtes surveyed Robyn
from head to toe.



'Miss Robyn Walker?' she asked, as if the name a@ckon her tongue.

‘That's right." Robyn switched on a politely entmgrsmile. 'Can | help
you?'

'l am Janet Lassiter. David's mother,' the womahwh frigid pride. ‘And
I've come to talk to you.'

The abrupt and unexpected introduction left Robdgarfdering in a sea of

uncertainties again. Her first impulse was to tth@ woman away. Janet
Lassiter exuded a barely repressed hostility, dhdRabyn's defensive

instincts cried out for her to shut the door on amyre pain the Lassiter
family might bring her. But pride forbade it. Prisisisted that she meet any
challenge this woman threw at her. And answer it.

'Please come in," she invited, the words slipping lmefore she could
reconsider, before she remembered that pride haddpd her into
accepting Julian's and David's company that fightrat Swan Court.

Janet Lassiter stepped inside. Robyn waved arairosit for her to enter the
small sitting-room that adjoined the office. Theman walked stiffly to the
far end of the room, her gaze sweeping arounccaliyi as she took up a
position in front of the gas-fire which was not lit

Robyn felt all too conscious of what the woman sathe-old second-hand
furniture which was solid and serviceable, but hand the antique class.
Robyn had brightened up the two-seater sofa ancthaims with gay
cushions, picking up the colours of the travel posthat decorated the
white-painted walls. The effect was cheerful anslycbut the class of great
wealth was certainly missing.

'Would you like to sit down?' Robyn offered stiffly

The woman did not move. She eyed Robyn for seveoae tense moments,
her mouth thinning in disapproval at the casualeatif sweater and slacks.
Robyn folded her arms and waited, refusing to ienidated. Her clothes
were perfectly respectable and she had nothing tishamed of. Absolutely
nothing!



'What | have to say won't take long," Janet Las§inally replied, her chin
lifting in disdain of any hospitality Robyn mightfer. 'Even though it was
my son's decision, | can't approve of what he [dat.you to take advantage
of his illness shows exactly what type of person §ce.’

‘Take advantage?' Robyn echoed disbelievingly.

'Men can be incredibly stupid over a pretty fadariet bit out scathingly. 'l
thought Julian was smart enough not to make thes sarstake twice. Just
because you've fooled him, don't think I'm goingstand by and see you
collect Davey's inheritance. I'll fight you evench of the way. Even if you
have a child.' Her face contorted with revulsiétaw you could do it... how
you could play on my son's...'

'l didn't do the playing,” Robyn retorted fiercelshe implication that she
was a fortune-hunter was unendurable. 'It was goarwho played on my
sympathies. Let me tell you, Mrs Lassiter, if | Hhd choice over again, I'd
run a thousand miles before submitting to yourssdasire to have a child.’

Red patches burnt across the older woman's cheeg&bdl was an
aberration of the moment! In his right mind, Daweguld never have
thought of doing such a thing. To put himself ie thands of someone like
you...'

'He's not in my hands!" Robyn shot back in furioesentment. Her arms
snapped out to make a vehement gesture of dismigsal can keep your
Lassiter name, and all your precious money! Allaniis for every one of
you high-and-mighty Lassiters to stay out of mgllif

The icy blue eyes narrowed. 'That's what you say. mmon't think I'm fool
enough to trust you.'

Then send me some legal waiver, and believe me LEBsiter, I'll sign it,’
Robyn seethed at her. 'I'll be happy to be ydlatlaim the Lassiter family
could possibly have on me. And if | do have a ghihét child will be mine.
All mine! And nothing would suit me better.’



Til do that, Miss Walker, and then we'll prove jhstv far your word can be
trusted," Janet Lassiter declared triumphantly.

Til speed you on your way," Robyn snapped, barélg & control the
emotion churning through her. She gave vent to soinitéby striding to the
front door and opening it with noisy ceremony. Thérawing on her last
reserves of pride and dignity, she delivered hen edimatum, her eyes
raking the woman with bitter contempt as she matdnughty approach to
the opened doorway.

'l don't want to see you again, Mrs Lassiter. I'haant to have contact with
any Lassiter. | repeatany Lassiter| don't like what they are. | don't like
what they do. Don't any one of you ever call onagain, for any reason!'

The woman hesitated in her step, pained uncertdistpmposing her face
for a moment, then she swept past with regathe@chsRobyn was already
closing the door when Janet Lassiter paused agdituaned back, her eyes
glittering with accusation.

'How could you do it? My son is dying, and you daaire, do you? You
went after what you wanted and you don't carelat al

'l cared, Mrs Lassiter," Robyn threw back at hee, pain and confusion of
those two nights searing her heart. "You will nekreow how much! And

not all the wealth in the world would repay me ¥dnat I've given up for

your son. I've paid, and am still paying, and il for the rest of my life,
because | cared too much.’

And, trembling with the tortured force of her enoois, Robyn slammed the
door in the other woman's face. She barely tottébadk into the

sitting-room before bursting into tears at the ibder injustice of Janet
Lassiter's accusations.

The rest of the day passed in an agonised bluntbalty she sat back down
at her desk, but she didn't open any books or vartg notes. When the
doorbell rang again, she noticed that the room deak. She didn't know
how long she had been sitting there, didn't knowatwime it was, and didn't
care. Whoever was at the door could go away.



But the caller was doggedly persistent. Even thdbghe were no lights on
in the house, he or she was not discouraged. Thekdya ringing with
monotonous regularity until Robyn couldn't stanahy longer. She snapped
on the desk-light, pushed herself to her feet vaaiéed listlessly to the front
door, switching on the hallway light and porch tigis a matter of course.

She should have looked through the peephole indtoe. Normally she
would have. But she wasn't thinking straight. #tihn with the intrusive
bell-ringer drove her hand to the door-knob andysked open the door
without any sense of caution.

It was a terrible mistake.

The man's face was grey; the austere lines monglydearved; the eyes
darkly haunted but burning at her with painful mggty. He looked as if he
had aged ten years since she had last seen hirthdrsatwas no doubting
who he was. There could only be one Julian Lassiter



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE impact of seeing him again was like absorbingysal blow. Robyn's
head swam, her stomach contracted, her legs tumesater, and she
clutched on to the door for support.

'Robyn." Her name was a harsh rasp of relief. Més@aked her face with
piercing concern. 'l was so worried when you didn$wer the door.. .you
look ill!"

'What do you want, Julian?' she cried in bitterpgeation. 'Why can't you
and your family leave me alone? You agreed...’

‘Janet told my father what she had done,' he exgalaguickly, his eyes
anxiously pleading for her forbearance. 'l haddme and put it right. She's
completely unbalanced with grief over Davey, Robyou mustn't take any
notice of what she said to you today. Tomorrow Ishe' begging your
forgiveness. | swear to you...'

'Don't!" she begged, shaking her head in agonisatégi. 'l don't want your
promises. | don't want anything more to do with afyou. All you and
your family have brought me since we first metnguwsh and torment and
pain. | want you to go away. Go away and leave lmeeato get on with my
lifel’

He caught the door with a swiftly upraised armlastsied to swing it shut.
'Robyn, please, we owe you...'

‘Nothing!" she croaked, her throat raw with tornoéions.
'If there's a child...’

'It's mine! Mine! | won't take anything from you!

'For God's sake...'

'No,"' she sobbed, pushing frantically against therd



'Robyn, listen to me.’
'l listened. You promised to leave me alone.’

'How can | leave you alone like this?' he criedpa@sngly. ‘At least let me
call someone to come and be with you. Your mots@meone...'

'l don't want anyone. Just go, Julian,' she pleattetlred beyond reason.
"You have no right to break into my home. No righanything!

His face contorted with raging conflicts. 'All riglBut promise me, promise
me you'll look after yourself, Robyn.’

'Yes!" She would have promised anything to be fwééis tormenting
presence.

He drew in a deep breath, his eyes scouring harswgent intensity. 'Be
assured, there'll be no repetition of such apgaltiehaviour. | know that's
no compensation for what has happened. But itaeiitainly never happen
again.'

He dropped his arm from the door and it automdyicdhmmed shut from
her leaning force. Robyn sagged against it, shumiglérom reaction. She
heard the iron gate of her front porch clang smat knew he was going
away... again... and her heart drummed a mouraftdin.

But what else could she have done? Her love foamdwas hopeless, utterly
hopeless! No good could ever come of seeing hinnager marriage to

David was obviously tearing his family apart. Evieshe didn't have a child,
they could never meet without remembering what been planned, and
done. And if she did have a child...

Robyn prayed that she wouldn't, that the grief @f &ssociation with the
Lassiters could be put behind her some time irfuhee, not drawn into a
lifetime of being continually reminded.

But as the days slowly passed by and the anxicawbited proof that she
was not pregnant did not come, Robyn felt more mwde crushed by a



sense of inevitability. When the time had gone Inelyany feasible excuse,
she took a pregnancy test.

An hour later, the small brown ring in the bottorhtbe test-tube was
conclusive. However difficult it was to accept—aRdbyn stared at it for a
long time, hardly able to believe it—the result wassitive. She was
carrying David Lassiter's child, and decisions tadle made.

Robyn felt oddly numb, as if she were in a statsudpended animation
while her life was being reshaped to admit theityeaf a child, and all the
repercussions that would come from it.

She took out the card that Julian had left for d&tethe concierge's desk in
Maui and fingered it for a long time, agonising ptke call that her

conscience insisted should be made. David hadgheto know that he had
fathered a child.

But would Julian continue to leave her alone ore&rew She was carrying
David's one and only heir? The only Lassiter h&irce Julian himself had
no children!

He would come. She knew he would. He would comating to look after
her and the child, and she could never find thengtth to turn him away
again. She knew she couldn't.

It was her baby, she argued frantically to hersgifife could manage quite
well without the Lassiters' help. All she had towlas prove to Julian that
she didn't need what he had promised and he waudsvgy. He would have
no arguable reason for not doing so. Except, imkart of hearts, she knew
he had.

She thrust his card back into the drawer of hek @ga®l reached for the
telephone. Robyn couldn't remember the last tineehstd asked her mother
for support, and it was difficult to do it now, kalie was desperate to armour
herself against Julian and the Lassiter family. Bieathed a shaky sigh of
relief when her mother answered her call.



'It's Robyn, Mum," she said in a voice so weak amdbly she hardly
recognised it as her own.

'Oh! You've just caught me, dear. | was on my watyamd...'

'Mum." Robyn swallowed hard, hating the necessitglead. 'Mum, | need
to see you.'

There was a slight pause, then in a voice that neamrkably unlike her
mother's, uncertain but with a slight thread ofénép it, 'Robyn, I'll come
over straight away.'

The call was disconnected before Robyn could hagersl thoughts on the
matter, but for the next half- hour she stewed diaer coming meeting,
swinging between the need to talk to someone sympatand fear that her
mother would let her down once again. As long aByRaould remember,
her mother had been prone to ignoring or skatireg the not-so-nice side of
life. If she showed any disgust for what Robyn Hade...

The doorbell rang, and when Robyn answered it barage slipped even
further. Marjorie Kent was a well-preserved womarher early sixties; a
woman who was very conscious of keeping up appeeasarfashionably
dressed and neatly groomed, with the kind of sefhifinity that was
attractive to men; a fluffy person, unequipped disihclined to deal with
hard realities.

'I'm sorry, Mum," Robyn said distractedfydidn't mean you to...

'Robyn, please,’ her mother broke in, her eyeseptiog earnest appeal,
‘don't pretend there's nothing wrong. It's beelosg since you've asked me
for anything. You never talk to me, not really. &nt to help, if only you'll
let me.'

Robyn frowned, remembering her own self-criticisboat shutting her
family out of her life. She looked hard at her nesthnd could not ignore the
genuine sincerity that looked back at her. She tod&ep breath and met her
half-way.



'I'm not sure you will want to hear what | haveét you, Mum, but since
you've come, it might as well be done now.’

It was difficult to know where to start. Robyn sher mother settled on the
two-seater sofa in the sitting-room, but she shwdy from directly facing

the anxious enquiry in her mother's eyes. She dtagéher feet, wandering
aimlessly around the room as she spoke, steelingelido weather the

shock and disapproval and try for some kind of ustaading, if that was

possible.

Marjorie Kent was shocked by what Robyn told her, the shock drained
into a pained sadness. Robyn finished explainingplsition, and, when
there was no barrage of questions or criticism,dsbpped limply into the
armchair opposite her mother and shot her a wagfendive look, still

anticipating a rejection of some kind.

Marjorie Kent shook her head. The large blue elgasRobyn had inherited
misted into watery greyness as she spoke, andrdar criticising, she

talked in a tone of weary resignation. Tm not o, Robyn. | couldn't do
what you have done. I've always needed love in ifgy $omeone who
would love me, and whom | could love back. | hawvahvays made the right
decisions.' Tears glittered on her lower lasfte&now they weren't right for
you. | lost you somewhere, Robyn, failed you. Theeogirls were easier,
but you were so many years younger and... | jubt'dcope very well with

things.'

I managed all right, Mum," Robyn put in awkwardgmbarrassed and
pained by the baring of her mother's feelings. i&he understood the need
for a man's love, and the defensive barriers skeblét to protect herself
against what she had seen as the fickleness ahb#iter's affection were
being sorely tested.

'No." Marjorie Kent shook her head sadlyou survived in your own way,
Robyn. I hoped, | wanted different things for ybut we reap what we sow.
I'm grateful that you've confided in me now. Whateliappens,' the tears
rolled down her careworn cheekg,am your mother, Robyn, and I'll stand
by you as best I can.’



And suddenly the gulf that had existed between tfe@mo long seemed to
close. Robyn saw the aged weariness on her motferts and was
poignantly aware that everyone had only a certotted span and it was
given to no one to live for ever. And this was hesther, her mother who
had given life to her just as she would give |ddhe child inside her.

Robyn stumbled to her feet, tears streaming fromowen eyes,and she
rushed to her mother and hugged her, and they togpther, reforging the
bond that had been missing for so many, many years.

'l understand your feelings about the Lassiterdh)yRp her mother said
eventually. 'But | think you should reconsider yal@cision to keep them
out of your life. Because it's not just your lifieyamore, my dear, and one
day you will have to answer to your child for yalecisions. And if the

answer isn't adequate to him or to her...'

'I'm not judging you any more, Mum," Robyn rushed apologetically.

Marjorie Kent shook her head. 'Robyn, | know thestakes | made. It's
difficult to be all things to everyone, and mosusgffail. What I'm saying is,

it's a hard life alone, Robyn. And Julian Lass#teunds like a good man. A
fair man. | think your child would benefit from hag an uncle who is

willing to provide everything you won't be able ¥ou should think about

that, Robyn.'

And Robyn did, long after her mother left. Of cayrdier mother didn't
know of her love for Julian. Robyn hadn't told tieat, couldn't bear to open
up such a deep, private pain to anyone else, ntentadw sympathetic the
listener. But maybe, by the time she had the balhg, pain could be
contained at a tolerable level. After ill, she wbbhve her very own child to
love then. Her need for Julian's love would subayessened by the baby's
coming.

Her mother was right. It wouldn't be fair to dejgriver child of its birthright
as David Lassiter's son or daughter. She would pposatever Julian
insisted that the child should have.

After its birth.



Until then she would lead her own life as bestahdd, keeping Julian and
the Lassiter family at a very firm distance.

But one thing had to be done without any furthéagleDavid had to be told.
It was wrong to put off the ordeal of calling Juliwhen the news of her
pregnancy would bring some joy to what little Idavid had left. And, after
she had done it, her conscience would be compleledy.

With her future course firmly decided in her mirRpbyn once more
withdrew Julian's card from her desk- drawer analleti his business
number before her sense of purpose could be etmdddubts.

'The Lassiter Corporation,’ a pleasantly feminimgce& announced. 'How
can | help you?'

For one strangled moment, Robyn's vocal cords wweralysed. Would
Julian leave her alone, give her the time and splae&eeded, once he knew
she was pregnant? What if he...

'Who's calling please?' came the polite prompt.

The urge to hang up was almost irresistible, bubyRopushed back the
panicky doubts and forced herself to reply. 'l wamtwant to speak to Mr
Julian Lassiter, if he's available.’

'I'll put you through to his personal secretary.'

Robyn waited with nervous impatience until she wasnected, then
repeated her request more aggressively. Aftedallan couldn't make her
accept anything she didn't want.

'I'm afraid Mr Lassiter is in conference at the neminand is unavailable.
Would you care to leave a message, Miss...?'

'‘Walker," she answered automatically, while amigntlfeelings warred
through her: regret and frustration that she woulwar his voice, relief that
she would be spared the anguish of listening to dmeh knowing he only
cared for her as a brother might.



But at least her mind calmed down from its chaaktha pressure squeezing
her heart lost some of its tight grip. She was &bferm a message that was
to the point but satisfactorily discreet.

'Would you please tell him... that what he wanteldppen... has happened.’

'What he wanted to happen...has happened,’ theetascrrepeated
methodically.

Tears started into Robyn's eyes at the flat indifiee in the woman's voice.
The words meant nothing to her, yet they were witrdscarried the heavy
import of an irrevocable change in Robyn's life.

'‘And the name again, Miss...?"
'‘Walker. Robyn Walker.'

She was already lowering the receiver when theetmgfs voice rose
several decibels, the polite indifference repladsd almost hysterical
anxiety.

'Oh, please! Please! Hold on to the line, Miss Wdlbon't hang up!

'‘But..." Robyn started in protest, utterly bewiklkby the desperate plea,
only to be interrupted again, even more wildly.

'Miss Walker, | beg of you, there can't be any bMig orders are very strict
and Mr Lassiter is not a man to be disobeyed. Afoain you has priority

over everything else. No matter where he is or we& doing. It will only

take me a few moments to get Mr Lassiter for yoissMValker. Please,
please, please don't go!'

Robyn was stunned into compliance for a momentwakk available’,
Julian had written on the notepaper, but it sslloanded her that he had
meant it to this extent. But then she remembergdutihless efficiency; how
he had arranged her marriage, arranged her lifig tbe circumstances,
always thinking ahead, calculating and being pregh&or every possibility;



and she realised that he would never have lefll &rem her to chance. Not
when it might mean good news for David.

And what else did Julian have ready planned in shsevas pregnant?

Robyn crashed the telephone receiver down on a whsbkeer panic. She
didn't want to talk to him and suffer the tormehfighting his will when
half of her wanted to give in to it. She had doreaishe had to do, given
him the message to pass on to David. She coullow dulian to take
charge of her life. Not until she was ready to coyite him.

And it wasn't as if she was alone any more. Sheheaanother to turn to.
She didn't need his help.

But would Julian recognise her right to be leframow? The situation was
different when he had come to her door after Jaassiter's visit. Then she
had only been the woman who might be carrying Davathild. What
licence would he feel the confirmation of her pragey gave him?

One thing was certain. The response to her callbpyond a shadow of
doubt that Julian had something planned. The omégtions were, how long
would it be before he put his plan into action, aod ruthless did he intend
to be in carrying out his will? Robyn suspected ths consideration for her
would come to a very quick end if it conflicted wihis consideration for
David's child.



CHAPTER TWELVE
JULIAN came the next morning.

He looked even worse than he had last time: whiig strained, with
shadows under his eyes as if he had spent a sdsaptght wrestling with the
problem of overriding her wishes. But the deterrorastamped upon his
face warned Robyn that he would fight any oppositmhis purpose, and he
didn't waste any time with a greeting.

'It's gone too far now, Robyn," he stated, his baidglaying the tension of a
steel trap poised to close on its victim. 'Theraadurning back. We made
an agreement, and while | understand why you feelame the way you
do, | have a responsibility to the child you'rergenrg, and the child comes
first.’

He had no idea in the world how she felt about HRabyn thought with
savage irony. But that was beside the point. Bettat he didn't or any
future relationship between them—for the child'skesawould be
impossible.

'‘Come in and tell me what you have in mind," siviteal, her eyes flashing
him a spirited warning as she added, 'But thatrlbe®ean I'll go along with
it, Julian.'

He was startled by even that show of ready acqeies; and Robyn

suddenly realised he had been expecting anothegloiutejection from her.

However, he was quick to take advantage of hermoffiepping smartly

inside and walking straight ahead to the sittirmpm. He took up the same
commanding position his stepmother had, but Rolign'tdemain standing

this time.

She sank into the nearest armchair, needing teecember strength in every
way she could because the turmoil inside her wghténing. To maintain
her veneer of calm composure strained her cordrthié limit, and she was
determined to be reasonable... if he was.



"You told David?' she asked, trying to pitch herceoat a matter-of-fact
level.

When he didn't immediately answer, she flicked higlance and found his
eyes raking her face, sharply observant, anxiopsbping, so intensely
focused on her that Robyn felt she was being dexbiny them and nothing
could stay hidden from him.

'Of course,' he said softly. 'Davey is very grateéfuyou—delighted.’

She instantly dropped her lashes, but the burniegnony of what had been
done to accomplish her pregnancy brought a hot gpwéeolour into her
pale cheeks.

'So what do you want now, Julian?' she demanddg.fla

He winced and dropped his gaze for a moment. Wieetobked up his
expression was more bleak than Robyn had everiseefore. 'What | want
is irrelevant. Whatever we feel about each othanimportant. I'm thinking
only of your welfare, Robyn. And the child's. I'veught someone with me.
Someone to help you.'

'What do you mean, help me?' Robyn demanded sasplgi her hackles
rising at the idea of having some stranger thrpsinther.

‘Let me explain,’ Julian said quickly. 'Tina St&ek is from my personal
staff, Robyn. In fact, she's one of the best amsisti've ever had. She can do
anything she has to, and I'm sure she can be & lgegato you in your
business.’

'l don't need any help with my business," Robyretlaat him.
‘Then she can do whatever services you might re@diiner," Julian returned
with steely purpose. 'If nothing else, she candmeany for you. And it also

means you will not have to deal directly with me.’

He was putting a watch-dog on her. That was whahéant. Robyn could
hardly believe he would go to such lengths.



'Robyn." His voice softened to a more persuasive.td know you're not
close to your own family. | know you don't want emeund you. But | don't
want you worried by personal concerns. If you'nk sir distressed, you'll
have Tina on hand to help you, and if you find §@i don't like Tina, just
call me and I'll find someone else.’

Robyn's inner tension eased a little. She coulaheeethat Julian was trying
to solve problems that could very well lie aheadhef, and ease her
loneliness in the most inoffensive way. He wasm'kbow that she had
worked things out with her mother. And at leastdige not intend to push
himself into her life. She was grateful for hisdearance on that score, even
though he misunderstood her motives for wantingvimd his company.

'‘And you'll be satisfied that I'm looking after neyfsif | accept Tina. Is that
the case, Julian?' she asked cautiously, not auadl that he didn't have
something else up his sleeve.

His half-smile was more in the nature of a grimalet satisfied, no. But

trying for the impossible is hardly likely to eayour co-operation. It's not
my intention to alienate you any further, Robymdis the bottom line. But
| do hope that you and | can come to a better wtaleding some time before
the child is born.'

She nodded wearily, thinking how very clever he wabkave worked the
situation out along the lines she had drawn herBeif of course Julian had
always known what to say to her to achieve therddsesult. A few wrong
words from him and she might not have married DaBiat that was water
under the bridge, and Julian was right, there veauming back now.

'Well, if you've brought this Tina Stavlikos witloy, bring her in. I'll give
her a try," she conceded carelessly.

'One more thing, Robyn.' He hesitated, for the firse seemingly unsure of
himself. His face was twisted with the ravagingrofer torment. "You must
understand ... I've got to make sure myself thatygking is all right with
you. I'll be coming to see you from time to time.’



'‘No!" Robyn punched the word out with all the veleece of her own
torment.

‘Not so often as to distress you," Julian arguedeyes stabbing his need at
her. 'l wouldn't do anything that might harm théypa

'‘No!" Her protest was all the more passionatesatrtention of the baby. She
could hardly bear his love for David's child whdre svanted his love so
desperately for herself.

She glared at him, hiding the hurt behind mutindet®rmination. 'I'm not a
fool, Julian. I'm quite capable of looking after se¥f. However, I'll accept
your nursemaid to ensure your peace of mind. Baitshall. | won't have you
dropping in on me whenever you feel like it. Or waeer it's convenient to
you.'

He went white. 'l can't permit you to cut me outlod child's life like that,
Robyn.'

Tears rushed into her eyes and she covered themhgit hand as she
struggled once more for control. 'l don't intenditothat, Julian,’ she forced
out in weary resignation. 'But there's no needyfar to.. .to check on me
personally while I'm pregnant. I'll call you if ttees anything wrong. If

anything goes wrong.' She raised bleak, tear-wasfes. 'You'll just have

to trust me to do that.'

'Robyn.' He stretched out his hands in tortureceap@nd for a moment the
agony of that last night on Maui was a living, Wity thing between thejn.
'Is there nothing more | can do for you?"'

She shook her head, unable to speak, anguishéxt yrhult of feeling that
cried out for him to have been the man who had niadeto her. Her gaze
dropped to his mouth, his throat, the strong bteatlhis chest, and fastened
blindly on the striped tie that hid his shirt- lmrs. She saw his chest rise and
fall in a quick, shallow breath.



'So be it!" he muttered, but his tight tone helden® note of challenge than
resignation. And steely purpose lent another eddest voice as he added,
'l go and get Tina. She's waiting in my car.’

Robyn shut her eyes and nodded, needing some aelpih Julian's
presence in order to pull herself out of the madtiest possessed her. It was
David's child she was carrying. And some time mnlext eight months she
had to learn to think of Julian as a brother. Sh#hed a hand across her
forehead, wishing she could wipe out the feverlsbughts that persisted
against all common sense. Pride insisted that stwt this woman Julian
was bringing to her with some semblance of selfioamd. She pushed
herself out of the armchair, forced her shaky legsvalk into the office,
then resettled herself on the chair behind her,desgking she could achieve
a businesslike manner.

She heard them at the door and called out to dram into the office. It was
a relief to hear that her voice sounded reasonadiy, but her heart gave a
nasty lurch when Julian ushered the woman intaodbe.

Tina Stavlikos was stunningly attractive. Her féxe#d the best of classic
Greek features, cast in the smoothest of olivesskilossy black hair
rippled luxuriantly to her shoulders, and her blacsiness suit did nothing
to detract from her tall, statuesque figure. Hegeyuiquid brown eyes
surveyed Robyn with cautious reserve, but the wsdasual mouth curved
into a winning smile as Julian performed the intrcttbns.

Tm very happy to meet you, Mrs Lassiter.’

'Please, call me Robyn." She might be David's tateshe didn't want to be
reminded of the fact every minute of the day. Slamaged a stiff smile. 'l
hope you don't mind if | call you Tina.'

‘Not at all." Her mouth widened into an infectiogisn. 'Stavlikos is a
mouthful.’

Robyn nodded, too conscious of Julian watchingtbegive any natural
responses. She met his gaze with tightly guardettao 'You can leave
Tina here now, Julian.’



The hazel-green eyes held an intense need tha¢dbulown into her soul.
"You will call me, Robyn, for anything at all.’

'l said | would, Julian,’ Robyn answered tersedacting to the tension that
throbbed between them.

He didn't want to accept it. Didn't want to go. FBa&veral nerve-tearing
moments Robyn thought he wouldn't. Then he slowhaéed a long breath
and stabbed a glance at Tina. He didn't say a Widrere was no need to.
Robyn sensed their mutual understanding. And redant

‘Then I'll say goodbye... for now," he directed kbat Robyn, his eyes
hooding whatever feelings he had on the situation.

‘Thank you for your thoughtfulness,’ Robyn saidhwitirmal politeness.

'‘Anything at all, Robyn," he reminded her huskdlgd took his leave without
more ado.

She listened for the front door to close, everyefibf her being straining to
run after him, to beg for things that were impolesifhe door clicked shut
and the pain in her heart was so intense thatstsgaeral moments before
she could force her attention on to the woman duiead left behind.

'Sit down, Tina," she said flatly.

The woman took the chair closest to Robyn's deskr&'were anxious little
lines about her huge, watchful eyes, and she wasrybung as Robyn had
first thought; possibly in her late thirties. Builidn was also in his late
thirties, and Tina was obviously in his confidence.

Robyn couldn't stop the claws of jealousy from ¢hggnto her heart. Was
Tina Stavlikos one of Julian's 'casual relationsfighe had to know. 'Julian
said you come from his personal staff. Are you ec&p friend of his?' she
asked.



'Of course not!" Tina was obviously surprised by tjuestion. 'We respect
each other's abilities. But neither Mr Lassiter hdrave ever thought of
maintaining a friendship outside work.'

‘You're very attractive, Tina,' Robyn observed,hledao shake herself free
from the thought that this woman had enjoyed a eclosnd longer
association with Julian than she herself had eadr h

Tina smiled. 'l doubt whether Mr Lassiter has evaticed. Apart from his
wife, I've never seen him show any awareness obmam, until..." She
stopped and looked somewhat ill at ease. 'l thmk mean a great deal to
him, but that is none of my business.’

Aware of her! The words recalled the first timeythead laid eyes on each
other. The attraction had been there from the. & had struggled against
it. Julian had rejected it. And that dangerous mami@ the stretch
limousine... But David's happiness had been mogoitant to him. And
she—in her ignorance— had agreed. Too late now.

But Tina's comment did give her an opening to ptbaépart of Julian's life
which she most wanted to know about. 'l never mkad's wife," she said,
trying to project idle curiosity. 'What was shedlik

Tina frowned, picking her words carefully. 'l contdsay | knew Vanessa
Lassiter. 1 saw her a few times at the office, andompany dinners. She
was, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman éver seen in the flesh.
You had to keep looking at her. Everyone did. Bufina hesitated,
shrugging as she gave Robyn a woman-to-woman sindiein't like her.’

‘'Too beautiful?' Robyn prompted.
‘'Too knowing,' Tina corrected. 'She knew the powegrbeauty gave her and
loved it. She lapped up the reactions she drew fpaople and always

played for more.'

'So that's why she didn't want to spoil her figoyehaving children,’ Robyn
murmured.



'‘And why she committed suicide.’
Robyn looked at Tina in absolute shock. 'Suicide?"

Tina's face flushed at the realisation of her iodigon. 'l thought you
knew.'

Robyn shook her head. 'Only that she had died. Whgarth would she
have committed suicide?"

Tina's grimace was one of distaste, but she knewhal gone too far not to
answer now. 'They said it was depression afteatmeddent. She was at a
party and a gas-barbecue blew up. Her face anddgrsuvere scarred by
fire, and apparently plastic surgery couldn't resthe flawless beauty that
had been hers. She took an overdose of drugs.’

'How dreadful' Robyn whispered. Yet she could help thinking that it
explained so much about Julian: his bitterness lisdcynicism about
women, his softening towards her when she had dge@éave David's
child.

She remembered him saying on that last night béfei@nd David left Maui
that she had changed his feelings about womernvéar &nd his distraught
manner as he spoke of his miscalculation in magryiar to David, how
much he regretted everything.

A wild hope stirred in Robyn's heart. If he was eavaf her in the same way
as he had been aware of his wife... Robyn's theughirled into tormenting
chaos again. For several moments she even forgot tha Stavlikos was in
the room. The other woman pulled her back to ptegatities with a tactful
change of subject.

'I'd love to hear more about your business, RoByam what Mr Lassiter
said, it sounds as if it has lots of scope for tigy@ent/ Her mouth widened
into the infectious grin again. '‘And | do so enghallenges."

Robyn pulled herself together and forced herselfetaew the situation.
Although she had told Julian that she didn't neelp fn her business,



perhaps it would be pleasant to have Tina at loex, $0 talk over her ideas,
share her work, and possibly learn a lot abouaduhat she wouldn't know
otherwise.

Apart from that, she hadn't been able to concentmatany work at all lately.
And, if she didn't settle into something positias, she might easily go
mad thinking of other things.

On a wave of firm decisiveness, Robyn suggestedTiina bring her chair
around so that they could share the desk. Andthiffirst time since the
Lassiters had invaded her life, Robyn spent severafs without a thought
for either one of them.

It was only when Tina left for the day that Robymisid turned once more to
Julian, and depression rolled over her. There wagaint in wondering
what he felt for her. As he had said this mornibdpad gone too far and
there was no turning back now. David's child stbetiveen them.

And those two fateful nights! How could she forgle¢m? Yet still she

couldn't connect them to David. And she couldrdrlie face either man. It
hurt too much. She was having the baby. That weshalcould manage as
far as the Lassiter family was concerned.

As one week dragged into another, Robyn found Hmatever dark some of
her nights were, getting through the days wasivelgteasy with Tina. Not
only was Tina's business acumen impressive—shedfoem outlets for
Robyn's tourist packages and sold them with amasaiiegess—but also her
natural enthusiasm for everything made her an oreit;ng companion.

Robyn's life moved into a new phase—one of rewédliinterest in her
work, and a new closeness with her mother andrsiste

Weeks worked their way into months. Robyn didntwrwhat her mother
had told her sisters, but they came calling on Barbara and her husband
brought over a cot and toys. Jodie brought a pil@appies and baby
clothes, and urged Robyn to pick out some patteynsnatinee jackets
because she loved knitting baby things and wowdyr@njoy doing them
for her.



Both her sisters seemed genuinely glad to seenkioebe of help. They got
so much pleasure out of supplying these articlasRobyn couldn't refuse
them. With the Lassiter wealth behind her, sheatalve bought anything
at all for her child, but the spirit behind hertsrs' gifts completely
overwhelmed her and the re- tying of family bondsswoo important to
gainsay.

Neither Barbara nor Jodie criticised her. In faeiyt regarded what she had
done almost with awe. But they were on firm andifamground with
pregnancies and babies, and were happy that Roagratlast sharing this
experience with them. They made a frequent halaabing to check up on
her and offer advice, and their caring was a grgvpleasure for Robyn.

Certainly the consequences of having David's bagneviar from being all
negative. If Julian had not existed, Robyn wouldehlaeen happier than she
had ever been in her life. But Julian did exist] an did the yearning ache
for him that nothing could appease.

Thousands of times she was tempted to call him fanght to put the
temptation aside. She had no reason to contacthiatl. And she didn't,
until after her doctor had sent her for an ultrargbscan. Even then she
vacillated for several days. There was nothing \gratth her or the baby.
She didn't have to give the photograph to David,dhe thought it might
mean a lot to him and it was the right thing tamthe circumstances.

Of course, she could post it to Julian with instits to pass it on to David.
She didn't have to hand it to Julian personallyt Buwas something
precious, too precious to risk to the post, shei@ig And one short visit
couldn't hurt her too much. If she could contral feelings, she might even
be able to judge how much she meant to Julian.

But somehow, she couldn't take the irrevocable steetually calling him.
She didn't want to hear his disembodied voice ertétephone. In the end,
she used Tina, pretending it meant nothing to heli.a

'‘By the way,' she said casually one afternoon aa Was getting ready to
leave, 'when you next speak to Julian, tell hinikd to see him.’



Tina sliced her an oddly wary look and Robyn redotath resentful
aggressiveness before she could catch back theswaet's not pretend,
Tina. Your job is to report to him, isn't it? Howevmuch you do for me."’

'l like the work | do with you, Robyn. But yes, Massiter does ring me
every night to ask after you.'

‘Every night?' Robyn repeated incredulously.

Tina nodded, obviously apprehensive about givingaiyawnything that
Robyn might find offensive.

Robyn shook her head in surprise. She hadn't eghtlsat Julian would be
quite so diligent about her welfare.

'He worries about you,' Tina offered cautiouslyrylto reassure him. That's
all it is, Robyn."’

'What are you, Tina? | mean, really," Robyn askadazed at the depth of
trust Julian placed in her. 'What position did yxald on Julian's staff before
he hijacked you to look after me?'

Her shrug tried to minimise her importance. 'l \wasschief trouble-shooter.
The Lassiter Corporation has various businessdsteraround the world. |
went wherever there was a problem, sorted it dwgn tcame home and
reported on it.'

Robyn's smile was all irony. 'So I'm Julian's pesblnow. My business must
have been small potatoes to you, Tina. What a wdsteur talent!

Tina hesitated, frowned, then looked Robyn straighthe eye. 'Don't
underestimate yourself, Robyn. | don't have yout @r conceptual
thinking. And without your gift, I'd have nothing tsell. I'm a good
entrepreneur, that's all. And I've enjoyed this jobre than any I've had.’
Her generous mouth widened into its infectious.ghio problems!’

Robyn had to laugh and Tina joined in, their easjaxed relationship
quickly restored.



But Robyn could not stay relaxed after Tina demhfte the day. If what

Tina had told her about Julian's obsession withwedfare was true, and
Robyn had no reason to doubt it, then the proligmias he would call on

her this evening.lt was madness to indulge in nakierself attractive for

him, but Robyn couldn't help herself. She showered washed her hair,
then spent a long time with the blow-dryer, styliveg thick blonde hair into
a bouncy frame for her face. She applied onlytke lithobtrusive make-up.
Her skin was blooming with health, anyway- oneha best side-effects of
pregnancy, Jodie had assured her.

But her figure had certainly suffered; her waistkened with each month
that passed—almost four months now. She had bosgitks with
elasticised waists and she selected the grey-lalmevhich she teamed with
a loose overblouse patterned with tiny pink andebilowers. It was a
particularly feminine outfit and Robyn was satidftbat she looked as good
as she could.

It was just past eight o'clock when the doorbelgraand Robyn didn't have
to check through the peephole to know it was Juher pulse instantly lost

all regularity. Her cheeks burnt with a hot rustbtefod. Her legs turned to

water. And she knew she had been an absolute doohdgine she could

repress her feelings for him. But it was too latettange her mind now. She
took a deep breath and opened the door.

The hopeful anticipation in his eyes twisted hearh@nd his choice of
clothes was an obvious attempt to put this meatimgn informal, more
friendly basis. Unfortunately, they brought evenrenattention to his
attraction.

The dark red shirt lent another dimension to tistimtitive cut of his face
and threw the thick blackness of his hair into étating contrast; and the
close-fitting fawn trousers stirred a fluttering aveness of his powerful
physique.

Tina said you wanted to see me,' he prompted wiadayiRfailed to greet
him.

She forced her tongue to work. 'Yes. Yes, | didn€on, Julian.'



He followed her into the sitting-room and when shated him to sit down,
hoping to diminish his dominating impact on her,die as she asked. But
there was no abatement of the tension emanating fiton as he settled on
the two-seater sofa. His eyes ran over her withragty intensity, as if he
could not bear to let any detail of her appearasocape him.

"You look well, Robyn," he said with strained sefn.
' am. Well, I mean." She perched on the edge oéramchair, too tense
herself to relax. Tina's been doing a good jolmoking after me. | like her
very much. I'm grateful to you for giving her to /e

'It was the least | could do,' he murmured. 'Isd¢hanything...?’

'‘No," she said quickly. 'l don't want to ask foy#wing. | want to give you
something.'

His eyebrows lifted in puzzled enquiry.

Embarrassment sent another hot spurt of colouRitnyn's cheeks. 'It's not
for you, exactly. It's for David. Is he...all right

Julian instantly hooded his eyes and his eyebrowsied into a dark frown.
"You know Davey doesn't expect anything from yoopy. Other than
what you're doing. He's coping quite well... in dieumstances.’

It was a stiff little speech, scraping over a Ibtaw memories, and Robyn
wished she hadn't asked the question.

'He'll want this, | think. I'll just go and getfriom the office.'

To Robyn's consternation Julian rose and followedihto the adjoining
room. She had left the manila envelope on the demstty, and she quickly
snhatched it up and passed it to him, afraid thilatget too close to her. Her
heart was thumping madly as it was.

'My doctor sent me for an ultra-sound scan lastkyweghe explained,
looking down at what she was giving away. Howewtuatant she was to



part with it, she still felt it was the right thirng do. She didn't need it. In
another few months she would have the reality.

'It's a photograph... of the baby. Not very deciphk, but David is a
scientist, and he'd know, and understand.’

One of Julian's hands slid to the flap, fingerings if he wanted to open it,
but then gripped tightly and was still. 'It's veggnerous of you, Robyn," he
said huskily.

‘There's something else he may want to know," Ralolgled hesitantly. ‘I'm
not sure he'll be so pleased, but..." she liftedelyes, wanting to see how
Julian reacted ... the baby is a girl.’

The tense strain on his face gave way to a slow gloradiant pleasure. 'A
daughter...'

Robyn felt a wild and unreasonable rush of relet tJulian had not shown
disappointment. It had not mattered to her whattkex»aby was—if it was
born healthy, what did it matter?—»but it had naggelder mind that David
and Julian might have set their hearts on a malé.ch

Not Julian, certainly. He obviously didn't care. ldeked like the proudest
father on earth. Except he wasn't the father, Raokymnded herself, and
tried to smother the pain that accompanied thecaypble truth. It was
David's child—the only child he would ever have—d&abyn wanted him
to feel as delighted as she did about a daughter.

‘Julian, when you tell David, remind him that Madar@urie and her
daughter both won Nobel Prizes in chemistry. Femaén do it. And his
daughter can too, if she has David's ability.'

Julian laughed and shook his head. 'It doesn'tematiot a damn. Even if
she never looks at a science-book, how could iterfatA child! What a
miracle!" His eyes seemed to be looking far of@nhe unknown promised
land. His smile was one of pure, undiluted hapg@nklés voice caressed the
word again. ‘A daughter...'



The way he said it... Robyn's mind and heart wavaged again by doubts.
She had been so certain it was Julian who had noageto her, and his
reaction now was surely that of a father, not atleurit had been him, she
thought wildly. It had to have been him making Ideeher on those two
fateful nights! And that was why he was aware af had so obsessed with
her welfare! It was his child, not David's!

And the pain rolled back again, more devastatingntlever with the
realisation that he intended the deception to garothat moment she hated
him with a blistering hatred. How could he haveiddnrt? How could he
keep denying it?

She turned her back on him, seething with angrerniess. 'That's all |
wanted you for, Julian," she said through griteeth, wanting him to pay
for what he had done, to feel the same depth ettien she had. He was
betraying her and his child, for his brother's $ake

And yet... David had to know that the baby wasist Why had he told his
mother that Robyn might be having his child, adilat would inherit his
estate? What was behind it all? None of it madesamge to her!

'Robyn...'

The soft call throbbed with deeply felt emotion.rHeart lurched as his
hand fell gently on her shoulder, drawing her atbtm face him. Sheer
chaos broke out inside her when the hand liftedttoke her cheek. His
touch... Julian... Julian, her heart whispered Fas stared fixedly at the
open-necked V of his shirt. The pulse in his threaémed to beat as
erratically as her own.

Was he going to tell her the truth? Admit to theeg#ion and confess what
had really happened?

'l just wanted to say..."

Robyn held her breath, waiting, hoping, willing him tell her that he
couldn't go on, that he loved her.



His voice was a soft caress. 'As far as I'm coremirnot all the Nobel Prizes
in the world could honour you enough for the pergon are, for your
humanity, and courage, and generosity. You areugnigobyn. No one else
could measure up to you.'

The steel band around her chest collapsed as herygebreath rushed out
on a wave of terrible disillusionment. Julian's d®were all too pointed in
telling her that any feelings he had for her wetated to what she had done
for his brother.

She tore herself out of his gentle hold and mardhiedly to the front door.
‘Thank you for coming,' she recited stiffly wheridm finally followed her.

'‘Robyn...'

‘Tell David | wish him well," she threw at him, gesate for Julian to go
without any argument, before she threw the mosifimaccusations at him.
Accusations for which she had no proof except lar turbulent feelings.

He paused by her for several nerve-racking monmtamnt&Robyn refused to
look up at him. Maybe she was mad. It must have Ierid, and it had to
be David's baby, but she couldn't bear to loolkukad again anyway.

He sighed heavily and stepped past her. '‘Goodriryitiyn. Sleep well," he
said in soft benediction.

She couldn't answer. All she could do was closeltw and keep it closed
on Julian Lassiter. She simply couldn't cope whth pain he stirred.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THE months that followed were difficult for Robyn. Thiescomfort of
morning sickness gave way to other more stress$ubchforts: a persistent
backache that came with the changing balance ohikiegrto slim body, a
fatigue that sapped her will to do anything thguieed much energy, and an
uncharacteristic clumsiness of movement that hadtabbing her toes and
dropping things.

But there was the surprising joy of feeling theyaiove inside her; and that
countered the pain of thinking about Julian and iDa$he did not call
Julian again, and he placed no pressure on het torh come.

She did less and less work as her pregnancy psegtesina insisted that all
Robyn had to do was the creative thinking, andvwgehappy to do the rest.
More than happy. Positively eager. She enjoyedwbek, she said, and

insisted that Robyn had widened her horizons witksle had learnt from

her about other countries and cultures.

Robyn was increasingly conscious of time passing:months, six months
as Christmas approached, and there was no wordJulian about David.
Robyn didn't know what to think. If David was thatier of her baby, and
surely her feelings for Julian had misled her imb@gining otherwise, then
she couldn't simply ignore him.

She agonised over whether she should ask Juliaakéo her to visit his

brother, but that had not been in the agreemenshadhied away from the
painful complications of another meeting. But therenshe thought about
David and his illness, the more agitated she beedraat not knowing what
was happening with him. In the end she used Tirexattly the same way
as Julian used her.

'‘Next time you report to Julian, ask him for a répm David. Tell him |
want to know how he is.'

'Why don't you call him yourself, Robyn?' Tina sagted quietly. 'I'm sure
Mr Lassiter would like you to.'



'‘No!" Robyn retorted sharply, then sighed as sketka concerned look on
Tina's face. 'lt's better this way, believe mealiplease, be my go-between,
as well as Julian's.’

Tactful as always, Tina asked no more questions. ri8ported back that
David was fighting on, using all his will-power lige until his daughter was
born. He was determined not to die without firgisg his child.

Tears rushed into Robyn's eyes. She had been widregbaby she was
carrying had to be David's or he wouldn't be cliggso tenaciously to life to
see a child that was not his. And again the conaghat had drawn her
into accepting David's proposition in the firstgeédlooded through her.

What David was going through made her own problseesn petty, and she
hoped that he would live long enough to hold tk@ughter in his arms.

She was sorely tempted to call Julian. Often hadhaas only inches from
the telephone before her resolution would come béckould only be
painful to her. To Julian, she was only a meansrioend, bringing a
childinto the world for David. All his caring coneceand admiration for her
were founded on what she was doing for David. $fuefantasised too much
that was wrong to try getting closer to him. Beftarher to consolidate her
own life.

Christmas came, and for the first time in too mgegprs to remember,
Robyn spent a very happy day with her family. HeBrpwnlow, her

mother's indulgent bridge-partner from the senibeens' club, shared it
with them and very proudly announced that Marjdreed consented to
marry him. In a rather nervous aside, her mothked@®Robyn if she liked
him, obviously anxious for her approval, and Robgl no hesitation at all
in replying that whatever made her mother happy fimasby her.

January slipped into February. Robyn practised whatwas taught at the
pre-natal clinic. The last few weeks of her pregyanaused Robyn an
immense amount of distress. David was still aliginging to his life

beyond all the doctors' expectations. He had beerisfierred to the hospital
where Robyn was to have the baby, and it causegrRalich anguish to



think that the baby might not come in time. Shenewendered if she should
ask her doctor to induce the birth rather thait igb overdue.

However, before she had made any positive steprt®mdiscussing the
matter with Julian, the baby decided the questwrhér. The first pain of
labour awakened Robyn near dawn one morning, tgs loefore the birth
was due. She dismissed it as just another advameghancy discomfort.
But the next pain an hour later made her wondet,the next sent a fierce
hope through her that this was not a false alarththa baby really was
making a purposeful move.

By the time Tina arrived for work, Robyn was almosttain that it was
finally happening. She had had five contractiomslyf regularly spaced,
and as soon as she told her friend about them,bFushed away any doubt
and grabbed the telephone.

With the brilliant efficiency that Tina brought ®verything, she quickly
alerted the doctor, the hospital, and Julian. T8renchecked that Robyn had
everything she needed before calmly driving heh&hospital.

Julian met them there, his face pale and drawnasked Tina to do the
official checking in and took Robyn's arm to hegy mto the reception area.

'How's David?' she asked.
'Waiting,' he answered grimly.

Another contraction hit her and she automaticalipdhed over, wincing
from the pain. Julian's arm came around her inlstamsupport.

'I'm all right," she gasped, trembling in reactas1he hugged her close to
him. She glanced up, agonised that he shouldhstileé such a devastating
effect on her after all this time.

His arm tightened about her and ruthless deterimomddoked back at her.
'I'm going through this with you, Robyn. You're mmiing to be alone.’



"You don't have to worry about me, Julian. I'verbakne before. And this
will be over soon enough. I'll cope. | have witteexthing else.' Miserable
resignation dulled her voice as she dragged hex gaay from him. 'And
then you and David will both have what you want.’

'‘Davey might... but I won't. Without you, I'll nevieave what | want."'

The impassioned words throbbed-through Robyn's Heatcing her to look
up at him again. His face was strained, his eyedydhaunted with needs
that stripped her defences.

"What more do you want of me?' she cried in papretest.

'l want you to marry me!'

'No... no..." she groaned as her need for him ibed with the knowledge
that what he really wanted was the child. "Youtca@an that!

'‘But | do!" he insisted vehemently.

She shook her head in helpless defeat. 'You dawé to sacrifice yourself,
Julian. I won't keep you away any more. You canBaéd's child as often
as you like. Do what you like. Marriage doesn'tdn&y come into it.'

'It does for me! All these months of being cut oliyour life have been hell,
a wasteland, a void, pointless and without meariogn't bear it any more.
If I can't have you, | might as well be dead.’

'‘Don't say that!" she cried, her hand racing ugotger the strong beat of his
heart. She didn't know what to think. He spoke gitich terrible passion,
but... 'It's only because of the baby... becaud2arid.’

'No!" His hand covered hers, crushing it to hinlovie you, Robyn. Without
you, every day is a torment, an emptiness.’

"You hardly know me.'



'l know all about you, what makes you smile andjlgwhat makes you sad,
what you've done and said. I've lived to hear algoutevery night, and then
be tortured because you wouldn't let me near yawotofort you when you
were unhappy, to be at your side helping in any Wweguld. | know you,
Robyn, and if you'll only let me love you, | swddrmake you happy.'

She couldn't take it in. All these months of wagtinm, loving him, and he
felt the same? But how could he? How could he maagied her to David?
Or had Julian come to love her afterwards?

Another contraction sawed through her body anddhéled up. Julian
caught her and eased her on to a chair.

'Robyn." His anguish reached into her and toreratdner heart, forcing her
to re-evaluate. 'At least let me stay with you wltiie baby is born.’

'Will the hospital let you?' She needed to undedstdulian, to know what
motives drove him to this bewildering proposal.

The muscles along his jaw tightened. 'If you sag; iteloesn’'t matter a damn
what anyone else says. Wild horses couldn't dragwagy from your side.’
And the look of reckless determination on his fanderlined his need to be
with her.

‘Then you can stay.'

Robyn didn't have time to consider his relief as ttoncession from her.
Tina came back to them, the hospital's paperwonkpdeted, bringing with
her a nurse with a wheelchair. Julian and the noefged Robyn into it, and
Tina took her leave, promising to telephone Robymher and reassure
her that everything was taken care of.

The nurse wheeled Robyn to a preparation roomrasisted that Julian wait
outside until Robyn was ready to be taken to theuaward. It gave Robyn
some time to think by herself and she badly neéded

Did Julian truly love her as he claimed, or hadbeome obsessed with her
because she was having David's child? She deslyevadated to believe



him, but if she married him and found out aftervgaitl was another
disastrous mistake, how on earth would she cogeliving through such a
travesty of the marriage she really wanted?

How could she gauge what he truly felt? He had neven kissed her,
except on her forehead. Tina had said he was axf&er as a woman, as he
had been with his wife, but that had been aftekrieav she was carrying a
child. She tried to remember the times before, dlutheir meetings had
been concentrated on issues that overshadowedlewnerglse.

Robyn was still in a state of painful confusion whke nurse finished with
her and helped her on to a bed which was to be ledh¢® the labour ward.
Julian was waiting in the corridor outside, and #ight of him and his
concern for her almost made Robyn throw cautiothéowinds and accept
his proposal on the spot. But there were too mamgtijpns unanswered.

The nurse saw Robyn comfortably settled in the waltdwed her the button
to press for attention, then left her alone withalu He pulled a chair up
beside her bed and picked up one of her handssipgasin agitated feeling.

'Is there anything | can do, Robyn?' he asked askyo

'Yes.' But a wave of pain made her gasp and itseasral seconds before
she had the breath to speak again. He watched vehite-faced anguish
and she squeezed his hand in reassurance. 'l thakt right now...of
marrying you, Julian. I...'

'‘No. Of course not,' he cut in brusquely. 'I'm gdaor troubling you when...!
He swallowed hard. 'Just you concentrate on hateg baby, Robyn.
Everything else can wait.'

It should have been his baby, Robyn thought wittviat of the old pain.
Even now, when she knew better, it was hard todbat David was the
one. It had been Julian in her mind, always Julian.

'Do you really want this baby, Robyn?' he askedityus



'Yes. Very much,' she answered with convictionwds her baby, even if it
wasn't his.

Julian looked relieved. 'lt's worried me so mudmttyou could never
forgive me, my part in making this happen.’

She gripped his hand tight as another contractemtesl and she waited until
she had breathed her way through it.

'It wasn't all your doing, Julian. | was willing."'

He shook his head, unconsoled. "You were so had.rfow this. And | can't
relieve your distress any more now than | coulchthiee cried in pained
frustration.

'It helps to have you with me," she soothed. 'Saweh feels right. We
started this together, didn't we? A child for David

'Robyn.' His eyes searched hers with urgent intyn%iou don't mind any
more?'

'No.' She smiled to reassure him, but the smilecilinto a wince as another
wave of pain hit her.

Tl make it up to you. | swear I'll make all thigp to you, Robyn," Julian
declared passionately.

Robyn's fingers dug reflexively into his hand. '‘Ddeel guilty. | don't want
you to feel guilty," she begged. If that was whyhael asked her to marry
him, how could she possibly be happy, knowing he waly trying to
compensate for what she had gone through for bihér?

Tell me what you do want." It was a cry from thartedesperate to please.
'l want you to share this with me. Not looking badklian, but forward.

There should be joy in this birth. For you and med David. It's what
we've all been waiting for. No more pain, Julian.’'



He drew in a deep breath and tried to relax. 'Aubka little girl," he said
fervently.

'Yes,' she agreed.

And the beautiful little girl made another move #@yds birth, testing any
sense of joy to the limit.

But Julian did not waver from supporting her throogt the hard hours of
labour that followed. He encouraged her, calmedwitr soothing words,
tenderly stroked her hair away from her clammy/liead and held her hand,
lending her his strength when she clung more anck mesperately to him
as each pain sliced into the last.

And Robyn knew that if he could have taken her ggapon himself, he
would have, so intense was his empathy with eveayewof pain that
brought the birth closer and closer. They were ttogre sharing an
experience that was even more intimate than lovergakand Robyn
wished again that the baby were his.

But they would have other babies... if she marhed. And of course she
would. How could she not? She loved him far too Imtm refuse him
anything. And she would give him the children th& other wife had
denied him.

The pain suddenly changed to a deep dragging dbtver body, and the

nurse who had been in attendance for some time smeanthe matron.

Robyn's doctor came in and started giving her ulesitvns. She responded
automatically to what he told her, but only Julieally existed for her.

And she went beyond hiding what she felt for hirheTove in her heart
spilled into her eyes, reached out to him, and seeta be returned with
anguished feeling. Neither of them spoke a worditmir hands clung more
tightly as the long-awaited child came into the Mpand they smiled as
they heard its first cry.

'She's here," Robyn whispered.



'Yes," Julian breathed.
'‘Bring her to me.’
He drew in a shaky breath and stood up, reluctaatgasing her hand.

The umbilical cord had to be cut, the baby washetitagged and wrapped
in a comforting bunny-rug. But when the nurse iynalaced the precious
bundle in Julian's arms, Robyn knew she would sheor ever the look of

wondrous pleasure that softened his face as hedtbo&wn at her new-born
baby. And in that moment was born the certainty trewould love her

daughter as though she were his own, always anevin

'She's got red hair,' he said, as if that was arkable achievement instead
of a matter of direct inheritance from David.

And David was waiting. A look of poignant understang passed between
them. This moment belonged to them in one seneg,ithd done what they
had set out to do, but now it had to be completed.

'Let me see her,' Robyn said softly.

Julian placed the baby in her arms. Robyn smileddat the crumpled little
face and ran a soft finger over the red-gold ddvat tovered the tiny head.

'She is beautiful, isn't she?' she breathed adgring

'Incredibly beautiful,’ Julian agreed with no Iéssling.

Robyn hugged her close, savouring the wonderfiil afisnaternal love that
swamped the strange emptiness after the birtha$t mard to give up her
baby now that she held her, but Robyn knew shealiatie tomorrows to

spend on loving the child who nestled so naturalllger arms.

‘Take her to David now, Julian,' she said firmiye'can't keep him waiting
any longer.'



And he read the compassion that demanded he daidding and he took
the child to his brother.

The labour of birth had been long and exhaustind,Robyn slept with the
peace of fulfilment in her heart. She had done Vvid®mtid had wanted. She
had her daughter. And perhaps Julian really dig loer. Certainly he loved
her child.

It was dark when she awoke. She felt a weight prgssainst her side and
it took several moments for her eyes to make auhtinch of shoulders over
the bed. She knew instinctively that it was Juliais, arms resting on the
bedcover, his head slumped over them. And she keewasn't asleep.

She didn't stop to question the thought. It camieetowith a certainty that
couldn't be questioned, and she curled her handtbeegrieving head in
silent sympathy as she spoke. 'He's gone, hasti't he

'Yes," Julian choked.
'Were we in time?'
'Yes.'

And he wept. He wept with the tortured agony ofraregy man who didn't
want to weep but couldn't help himself. And Robyagded him into her
arms and held him to her heart, her soothing héeitisg him what words
could not: that his pain was hers, and she lovedaii the more for sharing
it with her.

It was a long time before his laboured gasps e&sexd more controlled
breathing, but even then he didn't move away frem Robyn cradled his
head against the soft fullness of her breasts aptdtroking his hair.

'‘Davey loved the baby, Robyn. The look in his eydbe smile when he
cradled her in his arms... he said it was wortllit .every last minute of
pain.'



‘Then it was worth it, wasn't it?' she said soffigeling a strange and
beautiful peace as she thought of David holdingr tik@ughter, passing on
the breath of his lifeAloha my child!

'l hope so," Julian sighed, and dragged himselfabuter compassionate
embrace. He picked up her hand and fondled it gehtope it was right for
him. I hope | can make it right for you.'

He lifted her hand, pressed a soft, yearning kistodher palm, then held it
against his cheeK1 need you, Robyn.' The hoarse whisper was draggec
from a heart that had carried too heavy a burdemthake months, and
Robyn's response was just as direct and heartfelt.

'l need you, too.'

And she did. Even if she couldn't have him as sheted him, she needed
him in her life, to hold her hand over the roughtchas, however
bitter-sweet that might be. He was a good man. vintp man. And she
would take whatever he wanted to give her.

'l will marry you, Julian,' she said firmly.

His head jerked up, and when he let her hand drbpsisurprise, he quickly
grasped it with both of his, holding it like a peayof entreaty. 'Robyn, |
swear to you I'll make you a good husband, andhefao your child. I'll
love the baby as if she were my own."’

She didn't have to be told that. '"And me?' she cask¥ill you love me,
Julian?'

‘All my life!" he replied with fervent convictiorAnd | will make it right for
you, Robyn. I'll make it right if it's the last tig | do.’

It sounded like a vow, and she wondered if it ifd3avid had asked this of
him. And she remembered David's words on their wegday: 'l give you
into my brother's keeping.'



Other words came echoing out of her memory—Juliamwg her on the
night he outlined the proposition— ‘It won't be pirea few moments, or a
few days, or even with Davey's death. You will being with the
consequences for the rest of your life.’

She sighed and stroked his hand. 'lt's been..e quibight. Birth, death,
marriage. Somehow it seems inevitable.'

'Robyn." He squeezed her hand hard. 'You won't gdayour mind
tomorrow?'

'‘No. | won't change my mind. For better or for wegrdulian.’

And it was inevitable. She knew that now. A smieved her mouth as she
remembered that this was the marriage the old teaty predicted. The

greatest sadness, and then the greatest happBtesarely it would be all

right in time. It had to be so.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

RoBYN decided to call her daughter Faith. The name segust right for

the child who embodied so many hopes for the futArel Julian agreed
with the choice, saying it was exactly what Daviduhd have wanted.
Robyn asked him to pick a second name, and aftae smnsideration he
suggested Dominique, saying that if ever there avahild of the Lord, it

was this one.

Faith Dominique Lassiter... Robyn liked it, anditseas decided.

Robyn's mother and sisters came with gifts andkeldover the new baby
as if she were their own. They were astonisheddih’s red hair and Robyn
had to explain that she had inherited her fatloelsuring. It shocked them
to hear that David had died on the same nightRh#&h had been born, but
since they had never met him the shock was mitigdig Robyn's
contentment that he had seen his daughter.

She did not tell them about the proposed marriagfevden herself and
Julian. There would be a more appropriate timelat later. Julian wanted
to marry as soon as they could arrange it, but trey both reluctantly
agreed on a three-month waiting period. Under tteimstances, that was
the shortest possible period consistent with camsig the sensibilities of
both families.

Apart from which, this time Robyn wanted to be dbsdy sure what her
marriage to Julian would entail before she revelledown deep feelings
towards him. She had gone blindly ahead once. 8h#t dntend to do it

twice. This time she would be more prepared fortever lay ahead of her.

Although it had been long anticipated, David's beaad hit his parents
hard, and it was left to Julian to shoulder thepoesibility of settling his
brother's affairs. He snatched what time he cauhdgit Robyn, and, since
she was in a private room at the hospital, theme we restrictions on when
he had to arrive or leave.

But she knew that the shock of David's death hiediuiian hard, too. Robyn
realised that the knowledge that an event was gtindpappen didn't



minimise the impact when it did occur. She madel@amands on him, and
Julian seemed satisfied merely to be with her hedaby.

Mostly he kissed Robyn on the forehead or chegkapting, sometimes the
merest brush of his lips across hers, but he loakdeer with love. Robyn

worried whether it was the same kind of love heegavher daughter, or was
he merely practising restraint until a more appadprtime? If he felt desire
for her, he certainly didn't show it.

The funeral took place while Robyn was still in pital. She had a sheaf of
'Peace’ roses sent, with a card that read sinignk you.'

The next day brought a surprise meeting. Robyn hed finished
breast-feeding Faith, and the baby was cradleceotedly in her arms when
a tentative knock drew her attention. Janet Lassit@od in the doorway
with a tall, white-haired man who had enough ofaiubbout him for Robyn
to recognise him as Wade Lassiter,* Julian's faBeth of them were stiff
with tension, and Janet's distress was patenteasosked despairingly at
Robyn and the baby.

'May we come in?' Wade asked, clearly unsure itttz reof them would be
welcomed.

'Please do,' Robyn answered, recovering quickisnfher initial shock. If
she was to marry Julian, she did not want to barcegl badly by his family,
despite the ill- feeling Janet had shown all thosmths ago. After all that
had happened, that bitter encounter was best tergdtJanet did not wish
to remember it either.

At first the meeting was awkward, but the baby pted a focus that
dispelled some of the embarrassment. Robyn offeezdo Janet to hold,
and the older woman sat with her, tears tricklimgvd her cheeks as her
heart opened up to her tiny granddaughter.

'I've been so afraid... | said such dreadful thitggyou, Robyn. Can you
forgive me for being such a fool?' she asked, kies &egging for a second
chance.



Robyn remembered Julian saying that Janet had dogteof her mind with

grief, not responsible for her actions. 'In theceimmstances it was
understandable. But what you said wasn't true,tJdRebyn said quietly,

wanting that to be clearly understood if there wierdoe any chance of
effecting a real reconciliation.

'We know that, Robyn," Wade answered for both efith'No one could
have been more generous-hearted than you, and theth@nk you, very
sincerely, for having our granddaughter.’

'‘Davey...was so happy with her," Janet said hadjtimgr eyes weeping again
as she spoke. 'lt was a wonderful thing you didyyRo It was a wonderful
thing to see. I'll never forget it.'

'I'm glad he lived long enough,’ Robyn said softly.

'Yes. Yes, I'm glad too," Janet said with a brate ksmile.

'Robyn," Wade Lassiter broke in, a plea in his gjx@s would like very
much to be part of Faith's life. If you could fiftdn your heart to let us see
you both from time to time...'

'Of course,' Robyn quickly agreed.

He smiled in relief. 'And Janet is a paediatriciastired from practice now,
but if you ever have any worries about the baby,@oblems, she's just a

phone-call away.'

Robyn smiled. That's very kind, and | surely wilad myself of the offer.
I'm not exactly experienced with babies, but I'erteng fast.'

'l be happy to give you any advice you want. Amye at all," Janet said
eagerly, and her gaze dropped lovingly to the boftdle in her arms.
'‘Davey's hair was that same shade when he was born.

Wade Lassiter grinned. 'And don't forget where beitgfrom, Janet. That
little girl takes after her grandfather.' Robynked at him in surprise and he



laughed. 'My hair might be white now, but it wagght red when | was a
boy.'

'Did Julian inherit his black hair from his mother?

‘That's right." He gripped Robyn's hand in deepitgde. 'You're just as
Julian said, a fine woman. I'm very proud to hawenacquaintance, to have
you as my daughter-in-law.'

'It works both ways, Mr Lassiter," Robyn said h&pprhere's nothing like
having close family. Julian taught me that.’'

When the Lassiters finally took their leave, Robgalised that a whole new
life was opening up for her. She hoped that Wadk Jamet would not be
upset about her marriage to Julian. She was sureriown mind that it was
what David would have wanted, and she hoped thaydveee it that way
and still welcome her into the family. There haeémenough hurt.

Julian took Robyn and Faith home from the hospRalbyn's mother was
already there waiting, having offered to stay wRbbyn for the first two
weeks until she got used to caring for the babyjdfi@ Kent had met Julian
at the hospital, and as he became a very frequstanto the house, she was
most impressed with Faith's devoted uncle.

And he was far more of an uncle than a man in Vate her, Robyn thought

fretfully. Sometimes she caught him silently watchiher and she could
have sworn it was with a look of intense hunget;H®inever embraced her
or kissed her with any lover-like fervour, not ewelmen her mother was out.

Robyn couldn't decide if he was determined notsirher, or wary of what
her physical reaction to him might be. Either wag $ound the situation
disturbing and distressing. And it worsened duthngthird week when her
mother had gone.

Julian did not relax at all in her company. He eeditension and he evaded
touching her at all except by accident. His manm&s strained.
Occasionally she glimpsed a tortured look in hissegnd it frightened her.



Did he love her? Really love her? Or was it justn&ture of guilty
conscience and the vow to look after David's daemiitat drove him
towards a marriage he didn't really want in hisrtiea

One evening he arrived early while she was stingj Faith her six o'clock
feed. The baby cried at the interruption, and Rodsttled at the kitchen
table to finish feeding her rather than go backtaips She quickly
unbuttoned her blouse and pushed it aside and gag&dily went on
sucking.

Robyn glanced up to say something to Julian andddum staring at her
bared breast; his face pale and strained, sheeisimig his eyes.

'l left the evening newspaper in the car,’ he said, beat a swift retreat out
of the house.

Tears sprang to Robyn's eyes. He didn't want tchtber. He didn't want to
see her. Was it because he couldn't forget shedwDavid's wife? Would
it always come between them? Was their marriagenédobefore it had
even begun?

Julian didn't return until she had taken Faith bagko the nursery. Robyn
heard him come in as she settled the baby intbdksinet.

'Robyn?' he called up the stairs when he didnt fier.

'‘Down.. .in a minute,' she managed in a wobbly &ofghe couldn't stop
crying. It was no good. She couldn't marry him éf didn't want to make
love to her. She moved quietly out of the nursetgsed the door and
stepped across the landing to her own bedroonevest glancing down the
staircase. She needed to mop up her tears befong faulian.

'Robyn?' There was an anxious note in his voice.

'I'm coming," she choked out, and grabbed a hactlefrfrom the drawer in
her dressing-table. She heard his footsteps ost#ies and frantically tried
to compose herself. It was impossible. He reacleedidorway and the tears
were still spilling down her cheeks. She roundedhiomin abject despair.



'l can't marry you, Julian. You don't want me," bheated out.

'Don't want you!" he rasped. A turbulent rangerabgons worked over his
face. "You think... | don't want you?'

'What else can | think?' Robyn cried. "You candrlde touch me or...'

He was across the room so quickly, she didn't hiave to finish. She was
swept into a crushing embrace, her head pressddhao his shoulder, his
chest heaving against her tender breasts. His nmsmu#iped over her hair
with hot, vehement kisses.

'Does this feel as if | can't bear to touch yowe?demanded hoarsely. 'I'm
going mad from wanting you, Robyn. Every hour, gvarinute, every
second | have to keep waiting is an agony.'

'l don't want you to wait,’ she cried recklesslprdly believing in his
passion for her but exulting in it.

He groaned. 'l must. It means too much. When weagied...'

'‘No!" The protest burst from her throat. She pubbedk from him, her eyes
pleading for the truth. 'l need you now, Juliarydfi love me...'

'Robyn." His hands caught her face to still herespe His throat moved
convulsively. His eyes were agonised by the wawben need and tortured
doubts. 'If | start, | won't be able to stop.'

His fingers dragged at her cheeks as still he gteagfor control. But she
slid her arms around his back and pressed her bmdhys, and the last
threads of his control snapped. His fingers rakkedugh her hair and his
mouth crashed down on hers in a passionate demard §he would give
him.

And Robyn exulted in every mad moment of his violeged for her: every
drowning devouring kiss, the wild discarding of tblkes, the possessive
plunder of his hands as they crushed her fleshhigtathe intense intimacy



of his body moving over hers, the absolute momérituth as he thrust
inside her.

And it was the same, the same melting ecstasy andless craving for
more and more until satiation was finally reachad drained slowly into
blissful contentment. And again time had no meanaugtasy piled upon
ecstasy, into a certainty that could never be dknie

They lay with their bodies entwined, just as thag ldone before on Maui,
and the man in her arms was the same man. She éwneny line of his
powerful body, every muscle, every placement ofeydme touch of him, the
scent of him, the texture of his flesh, the feehf hair; impossible not to
know.

It had been Julian all along. Hadn't she alwaysaknid at some instinctive
level that she hadn't fully trusted? She still di#tnow why or how, but he
couldn't deny it now.

And it explained so much of what had happenedadidilook of guilt and
torment over the hurt he had given her, the hauloek] so full of painful
regret, his anguish over David who had clung @ tdf see a child that was
not his.

Faith was Julian's baby!

A thrill of happiness swept away all the pain hd aven her. What did it
matter now? Her baby—the baby .Julian had so dasggrwanted to see
born—was Julian's child! And Julian really did lobeth of them. She
couldn't doubt it now.

Robyn recalled his incredulous delight when he badn the colour of

Faith's hair. What had he felt? That God had fagikim the deception and
even lent a hand to it—Dominique—a child of thed!oFhe genes had not
come from David but from Wade, grandfather to gdedjhter. The

atavistic characteristic coming through with a freqt enough occurrence in
families.



And Julian's breaking down the night David diedefgriddled with the
terrible guilt of months of needless suffering idg brother, because of the
baby he himself had fathered.

Or had David known what Julian had done? How cdwdhave been
deceived? And yet all the evidence seemed to pgbmtother way, that
David had believed Faith was his child! And Julgaying he hoped it had
been right for David, and determined on makinggiitrfor her! By marrying

her!

He would try to deny it. She knew he would. Hadh@talready denied it
when she had surprised him that third night in NMaBut she wouldn't let
him get away with it this time.

There could be no holding back now. She couldsk Julian pulling away
from her, not mentally, emotionally or physicalNo matter what he had
done, she loved him too much to lose him. But re thatell her the truth
now or there could never be total trust in thei@tienship.

"Julian...'

'Mmm?' His fingers grazed up and down her spinegashey had done so
long ago.

She kissed him. Then softly, gently, she openedi&ars box to the light of
truth. 'David is dead, Julian, and the knowledgetdaurt him now. | know it
was you who came to my bedroom at Maui. | know tyai are our
daughter's father. So please, don't deny it angdont doesn't make any
difference to my loving you.'

His fingers were still. She felt the tension in ba&ly, the sudden rapid beat
of his heart, the slow, controlled expulsion ofdihe This is madness,

Robyn," he said quickly, with attempted lightnég#hat on earth made you

think of such a thing?'

And he moved, rolling her on to her back and proggimself up on his
side to look down at her; instinctively putting Hself in the dominant



position. 'After all we've been through, you caedlly believe that,' he said
more forcefully.

Robyn could feel the fear behind his defence; #emrio keep the status quo
rather than risk a change he couldn't bear. Sheheelaup and stroked his
cheek to impart reassurance. 'Do you love me,JRilghe asked softly.

'What more can | do to prove it to you?' he saiskily, turning his face to
kiss the palm of her hand.

'Share this with me," she pressed persuasivelyn'teep it to yourself,
Julian. It's too late for that, and it can onlythomth of us if you persist in
lying to me. | promise you it will always remairsecret between us. No one
else need ever know.'

'Robyn..." It was a strangled cry of anguish. Hené=l over and kissed her
with a desperation that wanted to wipe everythitsg eut of her mind.
'Don't do this!" he begged hoarsely. 'Leave itRahyn.'

'No. You've got to trust me, Julian,” she insistedimly and quietly
relentless. It was impossible to retreat now, d@ddn't want to. He had to
trust her.

'How can you be so sure?' The words burst fromihipained protest.

'I'm not just sure, Julian. I'm certain.’

She felt him shudder. Then, with a groan, he radledy from her. His legs
swung out from the bedclothes and he sat hunchetieoside of the bed,
defeated by her denial of any doubt whatsoever.

'How long have you known?' His voice was edged wagbnised despair.
Robyn hitched herself over to press herself agdiissback, anxious not to

be separated from him in any way. 'l think | alwkgsw,' she confided. '‘But
with certainty only when you made love to me jusivti



He shook his head in anguished defeat. 'How contat make love to you?
I've wanted, waited so long! | hoped the memorh@i it had been might
have diminished. But forgive me, Robyn. | know Iit&rdly possible, but at
the time | thought it was the only way. And | loyau, | love you so much.'

'‘And | love you,' she assured him, rubbing her khagainst his shoulder.

Another shudder shook his frame and he rose ti@éiss if he couldn't bear
her touch or dare to believe her words. 'How canmIgoe me after all I've
done?' he cried, and paced the room, too distrataghe still. ‘Robyn, |
know | deceived you, but never again. Never! Neveswear to you I'll
spend my whole life making up for the pain and agtwve caused you. |
can't live without you, Robyn. Please don't sencamay. What can | do?"

'l have no intention of sending you away, JuliRopyn cried out, desperate
to appease his anguish. 'l won't ever do thatl alant is to know why. |
want to understand. | realise that you must have diofor your brother, but
why did you take David's place?’

He paused and took a deep breath. 'l found outr #fe wedding—that
Davey was sterile.

After the wedding... after all the decisions hadrbemade and arrangements
agreed to, the whole commitment already in train.

'The laboratory accident caused more damage thaeyDienew.' Julian

gestured helplessly and moved over to the windowshmg aside the
curtains so that he could look out, look anywheune & Robyn. But the

moonlight that streamed in was merciless, turnisddce into a marble cast
of suffering.

"You remember he was donating his life to scieridee' words were pushed
out with difficulty. 'Something prompted me, | dokhow what. | rang the
university. | hadn't thought of it before. | sudtjehad this premonition and
felt forced to act on it. They told me that he wtevile. There was nothing
anyone could do. Afterwards | made them promisengyreveal the truth
to him.'



Robyn could see the harrowed look on his faceagay of mind, his guilt.

He shook his head. 'At the time | went to tell himtell him that we had to
call the whole thing off, and | couldn't do it. M&s so happy, bubbling with
happiness. And then | found out that he expectedé#by to be conceived
by artificial insemination.'

'What?' Robyn couldn't help the shocked squeak.

Julian sighed and turned to her. 'Robyn, | hadwinethought, of the
possibility when | was making all the arrangemaevith you. Davey was the
scientist. And you hadn't put it into the condigoft came as a shock to me
too, but it seeded the mad scheme that grew in mgl.nAt first | tossed it
out as horrendous. But it was possible, you sdeayas ruthless enough. To
pretend to Davey that | would take the sample 10.'yo

'‘And use my key and the darkness | insisted upasotavhat | expected,’
Robyn finished for him, seeing precisely how hemdibons had bolstered
the temptation.

'l didn't stop to think, to work it all out, it wasurely instinct. 1 would

pretend to be Davey, and when you were pregnawbld think it was his

baby, and he would be happy. At the time, | wouldveh done

anything—almost anything—to make him happy.' Hisef@aontorted with

guilty anguish. 'So | did this horrendous thing/tm. You must think me a
monster, the most despicable, contemptible...'

'No, Julian! | can see you did it from need ancelawnd...'

'‘But the pain I've caused you, all the misery agang of mind and body.
How can | ever make it up to you?'

'With a lifetime of loving," Robyn answered pronypadind firmly, and it took
his breath away.

He stared at her, struggling to believe, needirgpédrately to believe. 'You
can still love me, even knowing what | did?"



‘Julian, | know you did it out of love for David.nrdl | know you love me
now. And our child. Do you honestly think | wouldrdw away something
so precious?' she reasoned more gently. 'Pleasge back to me now,
Julian. I want you to hold me and love me as | kiyow always will.'

He was at her side in a few swift strides and hepguwer out of the bed and
into his arms, crushing her to him as he smothberdace and hair with
kisses and fevered words that carried a torreatragtion.

'Oh, Robyn, my Robyn, I do love you. | love yousoch, | can't bear to live
without you. | thought if | told you what | did, yowvould hate me for ever.
And | would have deserved it, just as | deservedhién you sent me away
and said you never wanted to see me again. Youighdl You were too
good for me, so beautiful and loving and... it itz first time in my life |
felt despair.'

"You loved me then, Julian?' Robyn asked in indiadsiwonder.

'My darling, | was falling in love with you from ¢hmoment we met,' he said
apologetically. 'lIt accelerated when you first gane your answer for

Davey. | couldn't hold on to my dislike of women-khetdeep resentment |
had from what my wife had chosen to do. She...'

'l know about Vanessa, Julian. Tina told me," Robyhin quickly.

'She promised me everything, Robyn, and gave ngptManessa only ever
thought of herself. | hoped after the accident statting a family might help
her to adjust, give her another interest, childsEher own to love. | knew
my love wasn't enough to console her. But she ot herself rather than
accept a life she didn't want.'

He dragged in a deep breath and the old bittenwassswallowed up in a
blaze of need for her. 'l didn't know what a wornganld be like until | met
you, my darling. You were so wonderful, so giviagd when | came to you
as Davey... | knew then what perfection in a wormauld do to a man.'

He sighed and swept his cheek across her hairamig love for her. 'But
the reckoning came, Robyn. The bliss of realisimgt § loved you was



needled with the agony of thinking you had fallerave with Davey. | was
at the point of madness when | came to you thed thight, racked with guilt
and jealousy and desire, and you were right to nma&epay for what I'd
done. But, Robyn, I've got to confess, | wanted yohave my child. | was
hanging on to that hope as the only line | hadetiobgck into your life.'

Tm glad...that it wasn't only for David,' she saida wave of huge relief. 'l
wished it could be your baby even before | agreedarry him, Julian. 1 did
what you asked of me, because you asked it. | miegnlein my life. | knew

| loved you even as | married your brother. It was | made love with.

Only ever you in my mind. | didn't know how or wkand when you denied
it, | died inside. | couldn't bear to see you agaiwanted you as | could
never want your brother.’

Again his eyes begged her forgiveness. 'Robynetelime, it was hell for
me too, knowing that I'd trapped us both into aadibn that seemed endless,
and watching Davey hold on by inches.’

He shuddered and she held him close. 'David lowved' ghe said softly,
remembering their greeting at the Hyatt-RegencyMaui, and David's

saying how wonderful it was to see Julian with anaom again—hope for
the future. And the future was assured now. 'Helevbave suffered to see
you happy, just as you did for him, Julian.’

'l don't know, Robyn,"' he said with infinite sada€sll never know.'

She reached up and held his face, urging her owplgdeld conviction.
"You think he isn't smiling at us now? He gave nte your keeping, Julian.
And he wanted you to have the baby, to look afterlave. He wanted us to
have each other."'

A sudden flash of insight drew another picture—ehe hadn't thought of
before—but it felt so right she had no hesitatioputting it into words.

"You said David had a brilliant analytical mind. @@n't he have worked it
all out for your sake, Julian? I'm not saying handiwant a child of his own,
but he was leaving the child to you—someone to lefie would take his



place in your life. A life you once told me was mamgyless. Don't you think
he knew that? That he wanted it to be differentyfour?’

She saw the considering look in Julian's eyes asigded on. '‘David said how
much you had always done for him. What was theth&sg he could do for
you before he died, Julian? Wouldn't it be somethim give your life
meaning, to make you happy? Faith and I, we'réelgigcy to you. His hope
for your future happiness. Doesn't that sound rigtyou?*

The shadow of torment was cleared from his eyea blaze of love. He
stroked her face with the touch of reverence. 8/&y chose you for me, he
could not have been more right. You're an amazarggn, Robyn Lassiter."'

And this time, the Lassiter name sounded as i&@ heen made for her. 'l
think that our daughter is blessed with an amagatiger. And in a way,
Faith is David's daughter, too. She was conceivehise he wanted her,
because he chose me as her mother, because yduhiaveJulian. Without
David, she wouldn't have been born.' She smilead e loved her as much
as we do.’

Julian relaxed and smiled back at her. "Yes. Buust confess to you, my
darling, that | don't think Faith will become aestiific genius. That talent
comes from Janet's side of the family. So I'm dfiss most unlikely she
will ever win a Nobel Prize.'

'What does it matter?' Robyn sighed contentedlgh# inherits your genius
for loving, the world won't lose by it. That's thest important thing of all,
Julian. Loving.'

It was true. What was a life worth if there wasloee in it? And without
David's love for his brother, Julian's love for hihis love for her, they
would never have found each other; and Faith waoelder have been born.
The old lady had been right.

The greatest sadness...

And then the greatest happiness.



But through it all, it was the loving that was inmfzmt.



