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Not only opposites attract! When Lecia Spring fagbtted Keane Paget, his
presence burned like a shining beacon. He was bargjscertainly, and
profoundly male, but the face that stared hacleatas otherwise her own!
Lecia was stunned... hypnotized... and it wasrét jois likeness--an
unsettling, wild attraction immediately coursedvibetn them. They say that
the greater the resemblance, the happier the ae#dtip. But Lecia's
passions had only ever led to heartbreak--and! dudi Keane Paget was
dangerous. Not only did he have her face, he seéonsek inside her soul!
They were too alike for comfort. Resist, resist....



CHAPTER ONE

'LECIA, look at that man! The tall one walking towardsaith the very chic
blonde beside him. He could be your twin!'

Lecia Spring's clear green gaze followed her freiscreet nod towards
the man coming up the marked path between the énolgof people who'd
decided that watching opera in the Auckland Domas the perfect way to
spend this summer afternoon.

Broad-shouldered in a well-cut shirt, and with |duyst seemed to stretch for
miles, he strode through the press of people, apfigrexpecting them to

part in front of him and his companion like the before Moses. Which was
exactly what was happening.

That formidable confidence was something Lecia@hve stood about six
inches taller than her five feet eight inches, ardept for a pronounced
male toughness his face was the one that lookett@uather mirror every
morning.

Primitive, superstitious apprehension kicked hehagut.

'‘Same bone structure,’ Andrea was muttering exgit&&hame straight, long
nose with the tiniest bump on the bridge and—hes\was—the same cleft
chin! | can't believe it! You're fairer, but youtbdrave honey- coloured hair.
Dark manuka honey in his case, closer to clovgours! Hemustbe related
to you.'

'He can't be," Lecia returned, prickling all oveithavabsurd diffidence. 'l
agree, he looks just like Dad, but Dad had noixedatexcept his parents.'

'‘Cousins? Everyone has cousins.’
‘Not in Dad's family. They were a most unproductote Just one child each

generation back as far as anyone remembers—and/salavaon until |
turned up to break the pattern.'



Lecia's glance travelled to the woman beside thk@onvn man. Slim, with a
patrician face, she wore clothes that were exawglgt. As befitted the
occasion, they were casual, although she'd drekseaalitfit up with a gold
chain and supple Italian sandals. The floaty silktsand trousers, cool,
expensive and elegant, suited her. And she knew it.

Repressing a sudden twist to her heart, Lecia cdrated on what she was
about to say. 'Anyway, Dad was an Australian amlithNew Zealand.'

'What a shame.' Andrea sighed and murmured thypdtihe was a relative
you could introduce me. Talk about theactor! That woman's staring at
him as though she'd eat him if she had the chance.’

Andrea was right. Although nothing but relaxed iiag¢ showed in that
lovely face, the man's companion couldn't hideawareness surrounding
her like an aura.

Switching her gaze back to the strong bones and- teommed masculinity
that stamped the stranger's face, Lecia obsemdet, be a tough mouthful.'

‘Those calories I'd really enjoy,’ Andrea said ssggely. 'l lo-o0-ove the
way he walks! As though he expects the whole wtwldcuttle out of his
way. I'll bet he's a tiger in bed.'

Lecia forced a smile into her tone. 'You can tedittby looking at him?'

'‘And so can every other woman here. You're justindely refusing to read
the signals.' Andrea put on her sunglasses andnasswhat she thought
was an English accent. 'Note, my dear Watson, thethhose muscles work
together, so powerfully smooth and sure. He's cgraim the hill without
even sweating, so he has stamina.' She growlefthédevord with comical
lasciviousness. Terribly important is stamina. Ametause he's wearing
clothes that cost more than half my salary—and mekhow rare inherited
wealth is in New Zealand—we can deduce that hetsonty rich, he's
intelligent enough to hold down a very good jolieligence, dear Watson,
is another vital attribute in a lover.’



Lecia's amusement was diluted by another emotiokind of shocked
bewilderment. Hypnotised, she gazed at the margrhing greedily the
cool, commanding presence, the way the sun wadsorgd in the tawny
amber hair, the golden hue of his skin.

Beside her, Andrea continued, 'As for passion—webt take a quick
glance at that mouth! It's kept very firmly undestraint, but it's there.'
Shuddering enjoy- ably, she pushed her sunglasgegtee top of her head
and surveyed the approaching man with bright,goed eyes.

Lecia swallowed. 'It's uncanny,' she mumbled, &y an odd feeling of
connection, a bond forged only by their shared uiest 'And very
unsettling.'

Reluctantly, Andrea dragged her gaze away to seials taut face. 'l
suppose it is,' she said slowly. 'Come to think,of wouldn't like to meet
my double, however gorgeous he was.'

By this time it was plain that the man and his canipn were making for
the corporate tents on the low hill behind the a@oml his attention seemed
to be on the woman at his side, but when a smddl blarrelled out in front

of him and tripped, he stopped in mid-stride araked the child up, setting
her on her feet with a gentleness at variance m#fautocratic air.

The toddler puckered up her face and let out a. wainediately the man
swung her to his shoulder and turned so that thelpen the crowd could
see the child. A woman scrambled to her feet aigdubeo shuffle through
the blankets and picnics and umbrellas and se&ieolg

When she reached him the man handed the childvattea few unsmiling
words before walking on. Cuddling the toddler, #h@man stared with an
offended expression after the tall, lean figuret diatil somebody bumped
into her did she shrug and make her way back heatowd.

'l wonder what he said?' Andrea hissed. 'Judgingheyfrown on the
mother's face it wasn't exactly a compliment.’



The child shouldn't have been able to get thawfdrout her noticing,’ Lecia
said curtly. 'lIt would be so easy for a little thito get lost in all this crowd.
Her mother should have kept a closer watch on her.'

Andrea laughed. 'That's probal@yactlywhat he said. You see, you even
think alike.’

The stranger was only a few metres away. For season Lecia wanted to
hunch down, keep her head low in case he saw herad a ridiculous

impulse, and one she refused to obey, althougldisheirn her face away
and look across to the stage.

But at the sound of her name her head whipped droand her gaze
collided with that of the stranger.

Something dissolved in her stomach—no, she thodagedly, in her bones.
His dark blue eyes registered astonishment betoeg hardened into a
polished, unreadable sheen.

'Here you are, girls," came a male voice. 'Eat therokly because they're
already melting.’

Peter Farring looped an arm around Lecia's shoslaied dropped a kiss on
the top of her head before she had time to moveyawhe stranger's

burnished gaze flicked over the man beside heth®iitbreaking stride, he
switched it to the path ahead and walked on upithe

Shakily Lecia took the proffered ice-cream con@kta deep breath and
produced a smile. 'Thanks very much.’

'My pleasure,’ Peter said gallantly.
Between enthusiastic licks, Andrea told him all gitbihe man with Lecia's

face. 'Lecia says he looks just like her fathdrg 8nished, 'in spite of the
fact that she doesn't have any relatives on heefatside.'



'‘None?' Peter asked, intrigued. 'But there coule li@en—ah—well, not all
families know exactly who all their relatives arelis flush made his
meaning clear.

Lecia shrugged. 'That's the only possibility, dustman's ancestor must
have visited Australia, because I've never heard 8pring travelling to
New Zealand until my mother and | came back afterfather died.’

if he's not reasonably closely connected," Andmeaqunced, 'I'll give up
champagne for a year.'

'He must be beautiful.' Peter's tone made it ols/that the compliment was
only directed at Lecia.

Andrea gave a little crow of laughter. 'No, althbugeis gorgeous. He has
the same features as Lecia but they're completaiygantly and very sexily
masculine. You know how brothers and sisters dftek alike, yet there's
no mistaking which is the man and which the womafe!, Lecia and this
guy could be twins. Same physique too—he must bleower six feet. They
even walk the same—that smooth, graceful gait widmething slightly
predatory in it.’

'Oh, good Lord,' Lecia sighed, unusually irritabW&hat an imagination you
have!'

"You know what | mean, don't you?' Andrea saidétePwith the stunning
lack of tact that occasionally made Lecia wondey wie was still her best
friend. "There's something not quite tamed abouwtd.elhat's the way this
guy looks; golden and lithe and dangerous. Monafdll he surveys.’

And then, too late, Lecia saw her remember thdtpagh Lecia liked Peter,
only a week ago she'd decided not to encourageunssiit of her.

'l know exactly what you mean,' Peter said witthoavssmiling glance that
made Lecia squirm inside.

As Andrea’s current lover didn't enjoy opera, shpetiposed that she and
Lecia spend the afternoon together. Unfortunatety,sooner had they



settled on their rug beneath the sun umbrella Beter had seen them and
suggested they join forces. There was no reason wihgy
shouldn't—except, Lecia thought with brutal hones$hyat it was always
disconcerting to meet someone who showed everyofilgaing in love with
you when you couldn't reciprocate.

Consciously unpleating her brows, Lecia said lgh®robably if you saw
us side by side we'd only resemble each other sigegrficially.'

But the impact of that swift, shocking moment wher eyes had linked
with the stranger's had left her with a racing pudsd a body awash with
adrenalin. She wanted to hide, to make sure hetdiela'her again.

Most emphatically she didn't want to discuss himdiea, however, hadn't
finished with the subject. 'It sounds as thoughathly possible link must be
some sort of illicit liaison.'

Briskly Lecia conceded, 'Almost certainly. Accorgito my mother—one
of the few bits of family history she knows—thesfirSpring came out to
Australia from Britain, and apparently he alwaysidge had no relatives.'

'Of course nobody in those days would say anythbmut kids born on the
wrong side of the blanket. He could be a long-kestond cousin several
times removed," Andrea decided. "You should havdentantact with that
gorgeous beast, Lecia.'

Lecia shrugged. 'Let sleeping beasts lie," she@aity.

Within the space of a heartbeat the stranger had ker, recognised their
similarity, and rejected it.. No way was she gdimgursue him.

But she couldn't get him out of her head. It hadnbso uncanny, that
unexpected sight of her own features stamped ior& mrrogant mould.

Once her mother had told her an old story of awit® had looked into a
well and seen beside her reflection the face ofrtaa she would eventually
marry.



In the hot sunlight Lecia's skin chilled. Now sheelw exactly how that girl
felt.

"...S0 Lecia told him that she wasn't going to giesi house for a woman she
didn't know," Andrea said, breaking into infectidasghter.

Scandalised, Peter said, 'Lecia, how could you?t\tfidehe say?"

Amidst more gurgles, Andrea told him, 'He said tked a woman with
spirit. And then—get this!—and then he asked hertodinner to meet his
wifel’

'Hang on.' Peter frowned. 'You mean he'd commissigou to design the
house and his wife hadn't been consulted?'

'Exactly,’ Lecia said somewhat grimly. 'l didn'eewealise there was a wife.
Mind you, he turned out to be an old sweetie, aisdnlife actually knew

how to manage him perfectly, but all the sametlitsfirst time I've been

asked to design a house for a woman without evemgener. | really

thought I'd lost the commission and that he'd staupand find another
architect.'

'Nonsense," Andrea said, her tone tinged with nresignation. 'Like all
your other clients, he fell in love with you.'

'Hardly," Lecia said drily, wishing she could kibkr, and skilfully turned
the conversation.

After that the afternoon passed pleasantly, andaLtdd herself that the
strange sensation between her shoulderblades wgdysbverreaction.

There was no way the man with her face could seeamgdst the three
hundred and fifty thousand people who had pourtgtive low-sided crater
of the Domain. In company with a third of Aucklangopulation, she ate
and talked and laughed and drank until eventuakysun went down and
the concert began.

It was a confection of favourites delivered witltweeandoie de vivreo the
good-humoured crowd, the programme topped off oy gmngs from the



golden throat of a world-famous soprano. Then cHmepart most of the
children—and many of the adults, Lecia thoughtkiog at the excited
faces around her—had been waiting for.

"The Ride of the Valkyries"!" the presenter annmeoh with a flourish.

Orchestra and conductor swung into the music, Vi@ almost

immediately by green and red lasers creating arartinlg light show.

Fireworks soared and burst dramatically into themyalear night sky, and
from the low rim of the crater more fireworks sumnoled the huge crowd
with a smoky red glow.

Entranced by the eerie light, Lecia jumped wherateby from the army
fired guns beside the stage, but the unleashedlénsatisfied something
childlike and primitive in her. Tipping back herdtk she admired more
sunbursts of flame high in the sky, all to the sbohWagner at his most
dramatic.

And when it was all over she laughed as Andreaisagressibly, "Totally
over the top! That's what | callcdimax!"

Still charmed by the spectacle, they collected ttogre the rugs and
sunshades, lifted the insulated boxes that hadtheld food, and waited a
moment for a gap in the crowd making for the vasiooads around the
Domain.

A sharp dig in her ribs made Lecia jump and loakneindignantly.

'l knew it," Andrea muttered. 'Look, over there...'

Coming towards them was the stranger.

Lecia's heart kicked into overdrive. For a secohd gied to convince
herself that he hadn't seen her—that he was jusiggbome as they
were—nbut the purposefulness in his expression asitirough the crowd

convinced her she was wrong.

She only had time to gulp in a meagre breath bdierstopped in front of
her, and helplessly she looked up into eyes ofla talliant steel-blue. Her



mouth dried. Behind her she heard Peter speakhbutaring in her ears
prevented his words from registering.

She had no difficulty hearing the stranger, however

'| think," he said, in a deep, deliberate voicehveih exciting rasp in it like
gravel beneath water, 'we must share a gene pooKdane Paget.’

Subliminally she felt a rearrangement of the atrhesp that meant either
Peter or Andrea had recognised the name. It tobkfahe poise she'd
acquired in her twenty-nine years to reply steadily Lecia Spring.’

'So—-cousin?' He held out his hand.

Although she put hers into it, she shook her h&@d.can't be. | look like
my father, and he looked like his father, and thame no other Spring
relatives.'

His handshake was firm, his eyes searching. 'T$smblance is too marked
to be coincidental," he said with aloof assuratiéere’'s my card.'

After a quick, fumbling grope in her bag Lecia fduone of her own.
Without looking at his she put it into her pockedasaid, trying hard to
sound brisk and casual, it must be an amazingdewctal fluke. Isn't
everyone supposed to have a double?’

Unfortunately the words tumbled out with all the@sion and confidence
of water babbling from a hose. So much, she thobgterly, for casual
briskness.

'So the old wives say," Keane Paget said withef bmile. 'l prefer science
to folklore every time.' His gaze sweeping the othw, he nodded and said,
'‘Good evening.'

And headed back towards the corporate tents.

'Oh, boy!" Andrea sighed, fanning herself with been hand as her eyes
rolled upwards. 'l might faint. That voice sentves up and down my



spine. To say nothing of what his eyes did to mé&ioWs he? You
recognised the name, Peter, didn't you?"

'| did.' Peter was an investment adviser, and fitmertone of his voice Keane
Paget came within his area of expertise. 'He ownsnapany that makes
ozone generators.'

'‘And exactly what," asked Andrea, who lectured irt History at the
university, 'is an ozone generator?'

'It's a device that uses electricity and air toifguwater. They've been
around for ever, but the ones Paget's marketinghach more refined than
the basic device, as well as cheaper and safes. &fe'up-and- coming
industrialist, astute and hard-hitting, with hisalescrewed on the right
way.'

'l take that to mean that as well as being toughdever he's already rich
and getting richer," Andrea said thoughtfully.

Amused, Peter replied, 'Yes. He owns that firm, lagid not going public in
the immediate future." When Andrea opened her mbatlorestalled her
with, 'He's not married, although he's been sed¢rand about with some
very beautiful women. And no, | don't know who theman with him was.
| don't move in his circle— haven't the backgrowndhe connections.'

Andrea turned to Lecia. 'So you're almost certaialgted to a man who's
making lots and lots of very nice money,' she sagét,eyes gleaming with
mock avarice. 'Nice going.'

Shocked by the relief she'd felt when Peter pronedrKeane Paget single,
Lecia shrugged. '-- we're related. It gives me the creeps to knoat th
someone else is wandering around with my face."'

'Paget's not a wanderer,' Peter said wryly. 'Helamwho knows where he's
heading, and he's getting there in a hurry. He'gubeexporting to
Asia—doing very nicely too—and for all the profitsbe made there it's not
an easy market. It needs enormous patience, gdtseeyrity, as well as a
good brain and a damned good product.’



A gap in the crowd opened out; they slid into id amade their way the mile
or so to Lecia's flat in an old building down byettvaterfront. As Peter
escorted them all the way, common courtesy foregddinvite him into her
sanctuary for a cup of coffee.

Once inside, Andrea asked, 'Why haven't we heaodtakeane Paget? |

mean, apart from being utterly gorgeous, he sodinelssort of man who

turns up as the subject of respectful articlesghipowered magazines and
newspapers.'

Peter grinned. 'He is and he does. However, hext@eem to indulge in the
social round that ends up as photographs in thesgle. | suppose he likes
his privacy.'

'What a waste," Andrea mourned. 'He could be makiadjves of all young
women—and a good few older ones, | bet—so muchhtargif he just
smiled at the camera occasionally. We could altgsa swooning.'

'Coffee's ready," Lecia said, cutting into herrfds flight of fancy as she
carried the tray across to the low table in frdrnthe sofa.

She steered the conversation away from Keane Pagay, from anything
personal, her nerves tightening when Peter adnmieedlat, congratulating
her on her clever design for the conversion of th& factory into
apartments. He was amusing and intelligent anchgderceptive, but his
open desire to know her better sawed across ensadiogady fretted by the
stranger with her face.

With great relief she heard Andrea redeem her exathctlessness by
jumping to her feet and saying, 'Time to go! Come eter, we'll share a
taxi, shall we?'

Reluctantly, after an appealing glance at Leciandeded, trailing behind
Andrea as she strode off towards the lift.

Peter, Lecia decided when she'd waved them gooaihydocked the door
behind them, looked like becoming a bit of probléimfortunately he was
really a nice man, and she just didn't have itantb be rude to nice men.



‘Although you should have learned that lesson veelt truly...' she
muttered, remembering another nice man she haglrt &ble to turn down.
Poor Barry.

Well, that had been seven years ago. She'd grovenatpsince then, and as
soon as possible she'd make sure Peter understabthéy had no future
together.

After she'd showered off the sunscreen and sweafpshed on a loose
cotton wrap striped in her favourite peach andrmaezolours that went so
well with her hair and clear ivory skin.

Keane Paget would look good in them too.

Wry amusement softened the wide curves of her masihe imagined that
very masculine face and form decked out in suchigegoretty shades.

The amusement faded as she stared at herself mither. He'd cope; he
looked as though he could cope with anything! Hevkahat colours suited
him too; he'd been wearing a cream shirt with teosishe same intense dark
blue as his eyes.

At the memory of those eyes something hot and gbtted in the pit of
Lecia's stomach. 'You're an idiot,’ she told hdlection, slathering on
moisturiser before using the hairdryer.

Only then did she go into her bedroom and take#id from her bag.

It was severe, restrained and conventional—a pafsmore, not a business
affair. Keane Paget lived across the harbour bridgee marine suburb of
Takapuna, and from the street name his house psolakerlooked
Rangitoto, the dormant volcanic island that gavek#and its distinctive
skyline.

Money, she thought, and put the card down.



She was horrified at her disappointment when he'dithg the next day.
Her Christmas and New Year had been so hecticatijgsshe'd decided to
keep just for herself the January weekend when kuackcelebrated its
status as a province of New Zealand.

However, in spite of having looked forward to itr fweeks, she found
Sunday echoing emptily, with yet another holiday Monday to live
through. The usually busy streets were empty amungiring with heat;
everyone who could get there had deserted AucKiamnthe country or the
beach.

Lecia opened every window in the flat, watered plants and went down
into the communal garden in search of inspiratihe'd been asked to
supply sketches for a house needed by a vigorodslleaaged woman
who'd bought a cross-leased section in the hearbnef of the more
expensive suburbs.

For such a decisive person, the prospective dhiadtfew ideas on what she
needed beyond two bedrooms and space close bypioitiag shed. Lecia

played around with sketches, fitting rough flocauns into the site, knowing

that if the woman decided to commission her shie@bse the house that
allowed her most scope for a splendid garden ané to spend in it.

Absorbed by the challenge, Lecia spent hours inldbager beneath the
jacaranda, doodling and scribbling.

When she wasn't thinking with a pencil in her hahe cleaned out two
cupboards, went to the gym, ate dinner with her sgod-a

twenty-month-old charmer called Hugh, who spentriight with her—and

delivered him to his parents the next morning, bing aside their thanks
for the opportunity to have had a glorious everanghe town.

Keane Paget still didn't contact her.

And she did not ring him.



By the end of the week, Lecia had given up hopleeairing from the man.
Not that itwashope, she told herself firmly on the too-frequeatasions
when she recalled that proud, angular face. Nog¢shainly wasn't hopeful,
just curious, because she'd never previously esipeed anything like that
moment of obstinate, elemental identification. Fosecond she'd been
wrenched out of time and space, as though she aadé<Paget had fused
together.

During the hot, humid days of late summer Leciadtio persuade herself
that the half-hidden, inchoate feeling was a singagese of kinship—and
that the primal recognition, the compulsion of mitff, had not been

darkened by a shadowy foreboding that still impresb her in a nebulous
enthrallment.

Each lazy, sultry evening she thought of Keane Pagehe drifted off to

sleep; she woke, tense and aching after nightesifess, urgent dreams,
with his name and arrogant face stamped so stranglyer mind that she
couldn't banish either.

And sometimes during the day the dreams she coutball resurfaced as
fleeting images, clear and bright as miniatureshemotic glimpse firing her
skin and drying her mouth.

The telephone rang early one morning while shehadfsvay through toast
and Earl Grey tea. After swallowing some toastuchsa rush it scraped her
throat, she said, 'Hello.’

'Lecia, it's Keane Paget. I'd like to take you twtlunch today if that's
possible.'

'Ill see,’ she said, not even thinking of refusasgshe scrabbled through her
diary. 'Yes, | can do lunch.’

'‘Good. Can you manage the South Seas at twelwg#hir
She had an appointment at three, so that gave lastypof time. 'No

problem," she said, and because she must haveesbood, added, 'I'll look
forward to it.'



'l see you then," he said, and hung up.
Short and to the point, she thought, replacing¢ceiver.

A bubble of—what? Elation? Excitement? ApprehengiNin, an unnerving
mixture of all three—expanded in her stomach. Léotked down at her
fingers. Long and tense andeeking—they were curled across the plastic
handpiece as though she couldn't bear to breakciont

Only once before in her life had she been so imignsonscious of her
physicalness, of the nerves and cells, the atomskettrons that made up
the body she took for granted. Only once beforediadbeen seduced by an
inner force that bewitched her with a compulsiversisong, propelling her
towards disaster.

Lecia had learned in a hard school that life weatimmore smoothly if she
faced the truth about her emotions. So now shefoherself to accept what
the reckless dreams, the constant preoccupatiensghsuous intensity of
her feelings all meant.

It was quite simple really. She wanted the man leb&ed so much like her
they could be twins. Except thatantingdidn't begin to describe what she
felt. She couldn't label her emotions; they weretaagled that it was
impossible to separate out the strands.

Was she indulging in a pathetic, slightly sinistarcissism? Or was she
taking the first step down the twisted, ruinousdréaobsession? Obsession
she understood. Eight years ago, after freeingelfefsom a messy
relationship with a man who'd turned out to be medirshe'd vowed that
she'd never again allow it to clutch her in its dkss, greedy, degrading
embrace.

Not that she'd learned her lesson properly. As ghothat humiliating
episode with Anthony hadn't been shattering enoagly, a year later she'd
been too thick to realise that Barry loved her it same abject adoration
she'd given to Anthony.



She'd got over Anthony; once she'd realised he masied, disgust and
willpower had transformed her passion into revuisiBut Barry—whose
only mistake had been his inability to set limitslos emotions—Barry was
still suffering from her stupidity.

So she'd have lunch with Keane Paget just to gatisf curiosity. If he
wanted to take the acquaintanceship further, siegydpolitely, very subtly,
but very definitely pull away. She wasn't goindgd# into that trap again.

As though released from some spell, she steppddfbam the telephone
and picked up her teacup.

However, that morning she needed all her determoim@b concentrate on
calculating specifications, and she stopped att laashour before she
needed to. With her office at home it would haverbeasy for her to wear
comfortable, casual clothes like shorts and T-shitbut she was a
professional and she dressed accordingly.

A swift glance in the mirror revealed that howepeofessional it was, the
neat cotton dress wasn't suitable for lunch aStheth Seas, which was both
fashionable and noted for its food. After she'dvetred, Lecia opened the
doors of her wardrobe and stared morosely at thtbes inside.

It annoyed her that she wanted to look her besKé&ane Paget. Frightened
her too. In fact, she almost put the dress shed tearing back on, only to
realise that if she did that she'd really be eshinlg his importance in her
mind.

'What would | wear if | was going out to lunch walclient?' she asked the
unresponsive air.

Old faithful, of course. Resignedly she took dove silk shift, dressy
enough to be elegant, casual enough to be comletabexactly the same
clear green as her eyes. She hesitated over herduaing the day she
usually wore it free, but this time, for some reasbe wasn't prepared to
examine, she wound the straight, glossy hank irkiocd high on her head.



With more than normal care she applied lipstick #rellightest touch of
eyeshadow in a gold-brown so pale it was a merehasip of her natural
skin tone, then sprayed herself with her favoypggume, Joy.

And, avoiding her reflection in the mirror as thbuthey shared a guilty
secret, she went out into the brilliant sunlight.



CHAPTER TWO

SEPARATED from the harbour by a busy road and docks, thempat block
was only a kilometre along the waterfront from Yhaduct Basin, where the
South Seas was. Invigorated by the salty air, Leeiaff.

In summer the central city and waterfront was nyagitten over to tourists,
bright and noisy as a flock of transient birds. lEmging smiles with
several, Lecia passed the refurbished ferry bugldstill serving its original
function between the trendy shops and restauraat$ad infiltrated its old
galleries. She told herself stoutly that she waxkiloy forward to seeing
whether the South Seas was as good as its reputatio

And that was all.

Outside the restaurant, under canopies like spédsple sat talking and
eyeing the passers-by, but Keane Paget was waitirige bar, reading
something that looked like business papers.

As Lecia walked through the door he looked up, iartds face she caught a
glimpse of the complicated shock she felt whenestee saw him. It
vanished as he got to his feet.

Made absurdly self-conscious by his hooded scrushg tried to ignore the
swift glances and subdued speculation that follolerdacross the room. At
least they won't assume we're lovers! she thoughtmordant amusement,
holding her head high.

'With your hair up like that,"” Keane said, seatihreg before resuming his
chair, 'the resemblance is even more marked.'

She met his eyes frankly, it's uncanny,’ she sditkke meeting a
doppelganger.’

'l know. All the old fairy tales come ominously tide. What do you
normally drink?'

'Lime and soda, thank you.’



One dark brow—exactly the same shape as hers—d.liftdothing
alcoholic?’

‘No. If | drink in the middle of the day | spendetlafternoon fighting off
sleep.’

He looked across the room. A waiter hurried up lkedne ordered her soda
and a light ale for himself, it slows me down tde'said, with a smile that
was oddly unsettling.

Lecia's stomach flipped. Keep cool! she comman8&ap overreacting. So
what if alcohol in the middle of the day turns wdhbinto zombies? That
happens to plenty of people—it doesn't signify s@mr of cosmic link!

After the waiter left Keane looked at her and saldould you have rung
me?"'

'No.'
'Why not?"

Made aware by his coolly measuring glance thatvgagn't going to get
away with an evasion, she said slowly, 'l thoughtight be wiser if | didn't.’

Why?"

She stopped herself from shrugging. Instead, sbkebb a little blindly
around the room. Several people hastily averted fligcinated gazes.

'‘No logical reason,' she said at last. 'As you,daire's something vaguely
ominous about meeting someone with your face."'

'l did wonder whether we were actually half-brotlaed sister,’ he said,
tackling the subject head-on, 'but we both reserabteathers so that isn't
an issue.'

'How do you know that?"



He gave her a direct, unsmiling look. 'l had yowesstigated, of course,' he
said, as though it were the most normal thing eforld to do.

Lecia stiffened, 'l see,’ she said grittily. Thedplains the past week of
silence." And immediately wished she'd bitten heuly tongue.

'Yes,' he said, watching her with amused, not upsthetic eyes.

Fortunately the drinks arrived, giving Lecia tineedompose herself. The
nerve of him! Unable to swallow, she only touchedlips to the cold, moist
glass before putting it down.

'l presume,’ she said rigidly, 'that yonvestigationsvent back as far as my
childhood.’

'l know that you're Lecia Spring, born twenty-nyesars ago in Australia to

an Australian father and New Zealand mother. A yadtar your parents’

marriage in Melbourne your father had a severeafadl never recovered; he
died before you were born.’

"Your investigator is good,' she said through keth.

‘The best. Monica, your mother, moved to New Zealkanbe close to her
parents, remarried when you were four, and nowslimeGisborne with her
second husband, the owner of a very successful foacessing business.
You're a clever, well-respected architect, withuerdtive practice that you
keep small by working alone from your home. Whyjdentally?'

'‘Because | like to be my own boss,” she snappegklleel by his
dispassionate recital of the facts of her life.

'So;' he said, watching her from half-closed eyds,|. But you could
expand, set up your own firm, employ other arch#eand still be the boss.’

‘I'm not ready for that yet. | need more experienitevas her standard
reason, and before it had always seemed perfedgigumte. It didn't now.



However, he didn't pursue the subject. Scrutinidieg with leisurely,
infuriating thoroughness, he continued, 'When yaremwenty-two you
became engaged to another architecture studentbrole it off three
months later. What happened?’

‘Looking like my brother does not give you any tighpry into my personal
life,’ Lecia said with bleak, barely controlled pison, cringing at the
thought of Keane Paget reading about that tragedy.

‘Technically speaking, | think you look like meg kaid calmly. 'I'm six
years older than you, which must give me a priariym on the genes.'

She choked back a reluctant gasp of laughter. &Metrbrother and sister,’
she observed, 'but we certainly sound like a biokepair. Have you got
any?'

'‘Brothers and sisters? No. There's just me.’

The heavy lids half hiding his eyes imbued his geazih a disturbing
sensuality that set her nerve-ends jangling. Howexahing could conceal
the keen perception in the steel-blue depths.

Trying to shake off her debilitating response sattBhe could speak
objectively, she said, 'We must be related, eifm@ugh an illegal liaison or
a common ancestor back in England before eithex sinligrated. The
Springs have been in Australia for almost a hungests, which puts any
shared ancestor a long way back. And | don't thimk of them crossed the
Tasman to New Zealand.'

‘The Pagets have been here for six generationghésaid in a neutral
voice. 'l don't know about any cross-Tasman voyggmongst them, but
it's not wholly unlikely. And as we both look lileur fathers— and mine
looked very like his father—'

'Mine too," she interpolated. 'lI've seen old phapfgs of my grandfather
and great-grandfather, and they all have a veongtfamily likeness.’



He shrugged. 'There has to be a connection somewhesfuse to believe
that this uncanny resemblance is just a coincid@ntangement of genes.

‘The waiter came over to say smoothly, "Your tableady, Mr Paget.'

After they both got to their feet Keane took Lex@&'m in an automatic grip,
as though he did this with every woman he escor@ld-fashioned
manners, she thought, but he carried them off.

He could carry anything off—including most of themen in this room, if
their sideways glances were any indication.

When they'd been seated, the menus scanned andnihetis given, Keane
said, 'l already know quite a lot about you, so id@you want to know
about me?’

Everything, she thought hollowly. Aloud she sa#tle' both your parents
still alive?'

'No." His expression didn't alter but she knewdhé' a nerve. 'They died
just before | turned six.'

'I'm sorry.'

He drank some water, then set the glass down adichsacoolly dismissive
tone that didn't ring quite true, it happened nedrlrty years ago. | can
barely remember them.’

‘That would be about the same time my father died.’

‘The same year. His accident and its aftermath rhagé been damned
tough on your mother.’

'She doesn't talk about it much, but yes, | think suffered as much as he
did. Still, she managed.' Lecia looked up and mstdyes, her unruly
heart-rate accelerating as she admitted, 'l dealtyrknow what I'm doings
here.'



'Curiosity," he told her, his narrow smile not fieem self-derision. 'For
both of us. However hard reason tries to convineetimat we're strangers,
we wear our shared pedigree in our faces. Architects an unusual
profession for a woman, surely?'

She shook her head. 'Not that unusual, althougte theen't many of us
yet—I think about four per cent of architects arenven. Lots more are
coming through university now. | love it.’

'Do you design houses or commercial buildings?'

With something close to a snap, she said, 'Sumaly gossier tells you all
that?'

'I'm asking you," he said coolly, those perceptiges noting her
defensiveness.

I'd hate to lie to him, she thought, saying alolide worked on several
commercial developments, but | do enjoy houses. #imgpping centres.’
She gave him a set little smile. 'All very feminine

'Do you have a problem with that?'

"You sound,’ she said evenly, 'like a psycholadgist.

Although his brows rose, he said nothing, justtate surveying her with
cool self-assurance.

Lecia sighed. 'Sorry. I'm a bit sensitive, | sugpd@ome men—and women
too—think that designing domestic buildings is asyeoption.'

'l was in one of your houses yesterday,' he said, charming and serene,
and the owner loves it, says she's never goingpteerand won't have a thing
changed.'

Her eyes lit up and she smiled. 'What a lovely clommgnt!’



'Especially as the house wasn't designed for hgr.ghat-aunt has just
moved into it." He told her the address.

'l remember it." Her expression sobered, becawsetman she'd designed
the house for had died six months before. 'l hop# yunt enjoys living
there," she said.

'Perhaps you could go and find out," he said lgv&8he likes visitors.'

Lecia froze. It seemed to her that the invitatioasvgignificant, as though
he'd decided to accept her into his family, andwasn't sure how she felt
about that. After all she had a perfectly good farof her own.

She looked up. Keane Paget was watching her wéh e colour of the sea
beneath a summer cloud. Very steady, those eyes,amal dispassionate
and enigmatic—as unreadable as the rest of his face

Mesmerised, Lecia listened as he went on, 'Sreostlae family historian. If
anyone Can fathom out the connection between usit Sophie can.
Furthermore, she'll love doing it. She has therfinstincts of a bloodhound.
| can't begin to tell you the number of skeletone's dragged out into the
full light of day and displayed with a relish tisatlefinitely mischievous.
Her motto is: The only good secret is an exposecksé

Captivated, Lecia laughed. 'She sounds like onehef blood-thirstier
genealogists.’

'She likes to do things well. When she first becanterested in hunting
down ancestors she researched every method of isirggannformation
before deciding that the only way to do it propesigs on a computer. So
she bought the latest laptop.’

'How old is she?'

'‘Almost ninety. The Pagets either die young or fiwever.'

'Is she enjoying her computer?’



'She's an expert.’

His wryly affectionate smile slipped through Lesiaefences, reaching
some inner part of her that had never been toubk@ate. Uncertainly, she
said, 'She sounds fascinating.’

'She's certainly an identity. I'll organise a tifoeyou to meet her.' He spoke
confidently, as though it didn't occur to him tiég aunt might not want a
strange young woman introduced to her.

Lecia said, 'Oh—but—' then stopped, realising sheeh outmanoeuvred
by an expert.

'But?'
‘Nothing,' she said lamely.

And was assailed by a sensation of having walkexuitih a forbidden door,
one that had closed smoothly yet inexorably behied

You weren't going to do this, her conscience— bddke the big guns of
common sense—wailed. Remember—no further steps dbatnslippery
road to obsession? He's dangerous, and you're inghiée the idiot you
were when you first met Anthony.

The waiter arrived with their lunch—scallops in whiwvine for her, rare
beef salad for him—and over it Keane asked, '"WHergou get your pretty
name?'

'l think it's come down through the family. At ledsdidn't get lumbered
with the name in all its medieval glory—Laetitiat @orse, Lettice.’'

'It's from the Latin, isn't it?'

'Yes. It means gladness.'



He picked up his water glass. Lecia's gaze followel lean, strong
hand—long-fingered, tanned and confident. Sensatiorered the length of
her spine.

'‘And are you glad?' he asked quietly.
No, terrified.
And even worse, excited.

She managed to produce a shrug. 'I'm reasonablymiept—quite
even-tempered,' she said, it probably does desorébe

'No highs, no lows, just a pleasant state of wading?'
'Mostly.'

And she'd fought to achieve that state, had spestsystruggling towards it.
However intriguing this situation—and this man—ské&sed to risk her
contentment.

Gripped by the uncomfortable feeling that she wimiting things, giving
herself away, Lecia embarked on another roundleftsivarnings. Keane
himself was no threat to her. What she had toearher helpless, headlong
response to the forceful masculinity that prowletihd the bars of his will.

'How about you?' she asked, ignoring the secresages from her body,
trying desperately to sound relaxed and calm ahgdidly curious about this
distant cousin. 'Are you a typical tycoon, workalbgday and into the night?'
She glanced at the leather briefcase at his feet.

His smile should be banned, she thought; it wadlesiging and utterly
compelling and a threat to womankind. Humour lurkedt, and danger
spiced the hint of arrogance that illuminated mgwar features with a
special magnetism.

'It sounds as though you've been doing a littleassh of your own,' he said
blandly.



Lecia ate another scallop, appreciating the rigticdte flavour with less

than her usual enjoyment. 'The friend | was witthatopera in the park gave
me an article about you from one of the businesgaziaes.' Andrea had
tracked it down and faxed it through the day befbezia had no intention

of telling him she'd read it then thrown it in thebbish. 'There was a
photograph too. It gave me quite a jolt,’ she cesdd.

'How do you think | felt, seeing my face in thewd? | wanted to drag you
out and ask you what the hell you were doing with i

Lecia's brows shot up. 'You didn't move a muscla. dure your—the
woman with you didn't notice.’

'No, she didn't." An edge of mockery sharpeneddms.

She'd been beautiful, the woman in the park, wititle, clever style when it
came to clothes. Well, Lecia thought, she hersaBmt bad-looking—

Whoa, there! This was not a contest, with Keanetize!

The way her mind was running shocked and bewildaexd All right, she
was attracted to Keane Paget; she could cope hath & wasn't even so
surprising. He exuded an innate air of disciplinedthority, of
uncompromising competence. Allied to his obviouslilgence and unfair,
far too potent charm, it made him, she thoughtwtlhg a walking, talking
summons to most women.

What scared her was the hint of risky decadencecthst a dark shadow
across her response. Was part of this unsettliogded attraction a
prohibited thrill at their close resemblance, thaywher features were
manifested in his more chiselled, hard-edged face?

Damn it, she thought, pushing the last scallop raduer plate, she'd been
interested in men before and never felt as thobgrstood on the brink and
one step could fire her into heaven—or drop hexigtit into hell.



Not even with Anthony, the man she'd once lovedisiently, who'd made
her feel that all control of her emotions was bemgsted from her by
forces too strong for her to resist.

Because she'd hated that helplessness, she'dddermethe whole, horrible
experience, developing both judgement and the pieed pull away from
danger before she got in too deep. Her eminentilyfaatory life was not up
for grabs.

Besides, Keane could be another woman's lover.L&weth never poached.

So she'd call a halt. Tactfully, she'd refuse amwjtation to meet his aunt. It
wouldn't take long, she thought, avoiding thosegprating eyes, for Keane
to get the message.

She found something else to talk about, hopinglshahaged the switch of
subject smoothly enough to appear sophisticatetiwas relieved when the
meal ended. Logic—and pragmatic, boring old comsemse—warned her
that the more she saw of Keane the more difficukiduld be to refuse his
invitations, to stop thinking about him—dreaminghah...

Not that he wanted to linger. After she refusedijp of coffee he glanced
across the room and almost immediately a waiteddéeéowards them.

This ability to summon waiters from the void fasted Lecia. Perhaps it
was because Keane was well- known in the restaarah& good customer.

Perhaps, but she thought wryly that it probablypgesed whenever Keane
Paget looked up. He had presence, the sort of thatacaught people's
attention.

Paying for the meal took little time, and when thege Keane once more
took Lecia's arm. Scoffing that the tingle of efmity that leapt from
nerve-end to nerve-end when he touched her wasntpimprobable but a
cliché, she allowed herself to be steered acraskahan tiled floor towards
the bright sunlight outside.

From somewhere close by a man said something agtiéal.



Lecia felt the colour drain from her skin in a clamrush. Blinking, she
forced her gaze in the direction of the voice.

Of course it wasn't Anthony. A perfectly strange nmaith a blond
moustache leaned across a table and lifted a werhand to his mouth.
Anthony had been dark and sophisticated, and leefdore have kissed her
hand in public than he'd have taken his shoes off.

As she registered the sweet rush of deliverancealezalised that it
wouldn't have mattered if the strandead been Anthony. She no longer
loved him—had never loved the real Anthony, the rredrman whose
mistress she'd been for a few short weeks untilkesom® had told her about
his wife.

Without missing a step, she walked on.

‘Are you all right?' Keane asked, the sensuouslgaimbre in his voice
suddenly transmuted to harshness.

Remotely she said, 'I'm fine, thank you.'

But she wasn't, because when he said, 'I'll drap of,’ she nodded and
thanked him and went into the parking building vhtm.

In the car, Keane asked, 'What happened?' He didittth on the engine, so
the words hung heavily in the dim quietness.

Lecia drew in a painful breath, it was just— | veasprised.’
'Is he the man you were engaged to?"

'‘No!" And before he could probe further she samb#y, 'I'm surprised your
detective didn't discover that Barry lives in Wagdfion now.'

Keane ignored that. 'Then who was the man who lkdignside the
restaurant?'

'A total stranger. I've never seen him before inlifiey



'‘But he reminded you of someone you're afraid of.’
'No!" She took a deep breath. 'I'm not afraid ofcare.’

Only of herself. Of this weakness that made héirfdust with a certain sort
of man.

'Do you usually go white so dramatically whenevenan laughs?' Keane
touched her cheek. "You're still cold,’ he addedicjally, his sharp,
perceptive eyes relentless.

His hand slid to the pulse beneath her ear, lingethere for a second.
Lecia's breath clogged her throat so that she otidddeathe, couldn't think
above the fast chatter of her heartbeat in her ears

Clenching her jaw, she froze. What prevented fanfseeking comfort by
turning her face into that warm, strong hand waswitpower; it was an
understanding, based on intuition rather than meatitat Keane Paget
would take swift advantage of any surrender, howsymbolic.

When he pulled his hand away she felt bereft, @dting for something she
couldn't even name.

'Clearly whoever you mistook him for was the lastgon you wanted to
see,' Keane said aloofly.

Rallying, Lecia told him, 'He reminded me of somedwlisliked.'

Keane must have decided that he didn't want tamefurther involved, for
he didn't press her.

However, after starting the vehicle and avoidirgaathat had stalled in the
middle of the road, he said thoughtfully, 'l findather difficult to imagine
any circumstances that would shock you to thatréxtehought you were
going to faint.'

'Hardly. And, like most other people, | have anastonal skeleton walled
up in the past.’



‘Not entirely forgotten.' Buried beneath the leveice, like hidden rocks in
a stream, was anger.

Taken aback, Lecia deliberately stilled her nervoaisds and stared out of
the side window.

The harbour danced under the summer sun; sailsdtewe it, white and

rainbow-coloured against the low peninsula thateend the naval base at
Devonport. Behind it, separated by a narrow chanbeboded the

forest-covered slopes of Rangitoto, the last litidcano to emerge on the
isthmus. That had happened only a few hundred y@grsand geologists
expected more to thrust up from the hot spot thakeld a hundred

kilometres or so beneath Auckland.

Not in her time, Lecia fervently hoped. She felttlasugh she was sitting
over that hot spot right then.

Keane observed, 'l suppose it was an affair.'

'I'm sure that if you had a sister she'd tell youmtind your own business.'
She tried to make her voice amused rather thame téns didn't think she'd
succeeded.

He-'d come too close to the truth, and she coulmgdr him to learn how
stupid and utterly naive she'd once been. Lecialstmtwisted in derision.
She'd never thought she'd be glad of Anthony'sidalidcretion, but at least
it meant there were no records for anyone to paauth.

'l rather wish you were my sister," Keane saidtitnglthe car outside the
entrance to her block.

Of course—nhis private detective would have told here she lived.

The hard angles of Keane's face were much morepmmed, and there was
an unsettling watchfulness in the compelling eyegesehe colour of the
sheen on a gun barrel, Lecia thought suddenly,sanered, because he'd
admitted that she wasn't the only one fightingdhek temptation of desire.



'Yes, you'd be much more comfortable as a brotisée' said quietly,
formally. 'Thank you for lunch; | enjoyed it veryuch.’

Dark brows pulled together. 'I'll come up with yce said.

Shaking her head, Lecia opened the door. 'Theoe'gead, I'm perfectly all
right. Goodbye." And she got out, closed the daonly behind her, and
walked across to the entrance of the apartmenkmathout once looking
back.

Nevertheless, she knew that Keane waited untilgsheo the two shallow
steps before he drove away.

Lecia headed straight across the foyer and outi@garden, collapsing on
a seat beneath the jacaranda tree.

That had been a nasty moment. Odd that althougmshenger cared for
Anthony at all she couldn't get over this sickergugt.

Staring at the starry flowers of the summer jasritia¢ draped itself eagerly
over a nearby pergola, inhaling the sweet scefiirdyion the humid air, she
tried to calm herself with the plant's simple bgatithe flowers blurred and
she pressed the heel of her hand to her forehedding back a dull
throbbing.

However tempting it was to stay there, she hadotsaimething about this
headache because she had clients to see in anlhshe. took an aspirin
immediately she'd probably be all right.

By the time her clients arrived the headache haohaled to a drained,
dispirited lassitude that made her normal chegrfafessionalism difficult
to achieve. Fortunately the young couple lovedsktetches and the concept,
and were very enthusiastic over her cost-savingsgalthough they agreed
to think it over and contact her the following dagcia was almost sure it
would be a formality.



She should be celebrating. Instead, she drankss giiorange juice and
gazed blindly at the street below. Because hersowa®f the cheapest flats
in the development she had no view of the harb®be. didn't miss it. One
end of the sitting room looked down onto the vistgarking area and the
street, but from her bedroom and kitchen she csekl the garden, and
usually that was refreshment enough for her soul.

Not today, however.

She'd made the right decision to cut off any compation with Keane
Paget—the only decision! The echo of the past hiaat seen her glimpse
Anthony in the man at the restaurant had reinfoitckd her. Keane was the
same type as Anthony; both possessed enormous lmasaharisma
wrapped up in a gorgeously male body, both weregpimlvmen, driven to
achieve, clever and tough and more than a littleless.

Sourly hoping that Keane had more honour than Anthshe sat down and
began to check through yet another set of spetitita

Much later, the irritating summons of the telephonéerrupted her
concentration. Blinking, she realised that it wattigg dark outside, which
meant she'd missed dinner again.

Absently, her mind still full of stress loadingsdaother figures, she got to
her feet, knocking a pile of papers to the flodieanswering machine was
on, so she bent to pick up the scattered sheetsgatat it might be Peter.

It was not. Instead, Keane's deep voice said, 'Mgatgaunt would be
delighted to meet you and thank you for her newskoull pick you up
tomorrow evening at seven.'

Click as he replaced the receiver.

Lecia scrambled to her feet, dumped the paperb@nésk and muttered,
'Why didn't youwait, for heaven's sake? I'd have got there.’

Damn. Damn, damrdamn!Now she'd have to ring him back and tell him
she wasn't going.



His card! Where had she put his card?

Five minutes later she knew it hadn't gone intodaely file, and it wasn't in
her bag or her diary. Had she thrown it away? Siuéda't remember doing
so, but she must have.

Quite sensible of her unconscious mind if she t&ghing in disgust, she
pulled out the telephone directory. There wereegaifew Pagets, three of
whom had the initial K. None of those lived on ttherth Shore. Setting her
chin, she rang Directory Service, only to be tdidttKeane's number was
unlisted.

She couldn't remember what the name of his busimassand it would be
crass to ask Peter, who did know. But there waatihde Andrea had given
her—no, she'd thrown that away too.

Glowering balefully at the telephone, she saidpd8ly hell!" and stamped
out into the kitchen to prepare dinner. Unlessfehad that wretched card
soon she was going to have to be ready at sevesritow evening.

When the telephone rang again she dropped the \itifiewhich she was
eviscerating an avocado, put the fruit on the bemthraced to answer it.

This time it was Peter.
'Hello, Lecia," he said, cheerfully buoyant. 'Holwento see you last week.'

Resigned, she said, 'We had a super day, didn't egiecially enjoyed the
fireworks.'

'l enjoyed looking at you as you enjoyed them, dad somewhat
ponderously. 'l wondered whether you'd like to caoBon Giovanniwith
me next weekend. | hear it's an excellent prodactio

Gently, she said, 'No, I'm sorry, | won't be alol@o that.'

His voice altered a fraction. 'Then—dinner?"



‘No, thank you,' she said.

Recovering quickly, he chatted for a few minuted #men hung up. She

would not, she thought, be hearing from him agant she hoped he hadn't
been building dreams because she hated havingtdihu He was a nice

man.

It was just unfortunate that she seemed attractaddn with an edge to
them.

Dangerous men.

Men like Anthony—and like Keane, who was quite flolgshaving an affair
with the lovely woman he'd escorted to the park.

Forbidden men.

Perhaps that was her hang-up. At least she'd léaongtay well away from
such men. Never again was she going to enduregthiitand shame and
degrading humiliation.

As Keane's card remained obstinately lost, at séverfollowing evening

Lecia was ready, wearing the shades of peach dddhg best flattered her
skin and eyes. For some reason—one she didn'tplexplore—she didn't
want him to see her apartment; she waited in tihdegaon a seat skilfully
placed so she could see through the vestibulestonthin entrance.

And, in spite of the stern talking-to she had givemself, an unwanted,
unbidden knot of excitement twisted in her stomacitl she had to keep her
hands open because sweat collected in tiny beatteeqralms.

As soon as Keane's tall form appeared at the ttoats she got to her feet
and walked into the vestibule.

Silhouetted against the sunny street outside, hehed her without moving.
He was, she realised with a subtle stirring of $kases, a very big man.



Within her, tension tightened a notch into antitia Hoping that none of
her inner turmoil showed, she smiled as she cante hjm.

He said, 'You look almost edible." A note of mogkar the deep, sensual
voice robbed the compliment of sweetness.

‘Summer fruits. And look like you,' she retorted, reminding herself as well
as him.

His eyes lingered for taut seconds on her facel ddbaad day?'

Unwillingly her mouth eased into a wry smile. 'lesp the morning at a
building site, arguing with a man who apparentiyh'taead plans or
specifications and is convinced no mere woman taerée

'How did you deal with that?

'l have this trick." She could feel some of hdtation fading as she spoke. 'l
pick up a nail and a hammer, put the nail intowlo®d and slam it in with

one blow of the hammer. For some reason the fattitban drive a nail

straight and true and right in to its head perssiadest men that | know
what I'm talking about.’

He laughed. 'How long did you have to practise?’
'‘A week,' she said, straight-faced.

‘There's nothing like a dramatic gesture to get fdlnture across. What
happened this afternoon?'

'Ah, this afternoon | discussed costs with a pdesibent who thought he'd
be able to get a mansion at cottage prices. He talsaght that I'd be
prepared to sleep with him for the honour of beng architect. He's no
longer a possible client.’

Oh, stupid stupid!Why had she told him?



Keane said something under his breath that madeflimeh before
demanding with harsh distinctness, 'Who is he?'

Lecia shrugged, her gaze never leaving the harditwntours of his face
as she said evenly, 'lt doesn't—'

Very quietly he repeated, 'Who is he?'

Lecia's throat closed. She stared into eyes asatwigiercing as ice spears,
saw his mouth set into a thin, straight line, amel tiny pulse that flicked
against his jawbone.

'Don't try to be brotherly." Her voice sounded iseed and unnaturally
steady. 'I'm not your sister and | can look aftgsetf.’

'Does it happen often?' His tone was cool, alnmopersonal, but she needed
only to look at the stark, arrogant line of his jeavknow that he was still
dangerously furious.

'‘Not often,’ she said, 'but it does happen. Ancnbt to me—Ilots of women
in business and professional life have to deal Wattassment.'

'l want to know who he is.’
She met the fierce glint in his eyes just as figtcém not going to tell you.'

And she saw the leash of his will rein in the kifjifury, watched it die down
until his face reflected nothing but a flinty, ualding detachment.

'Very well." He took her arm and led her around tbener towards the
narrow parking lot for guests' cars. '‘Come on, vbe'ler be on our way or
Aunt Sophie will think I've forgotten.’

Lecia had to remind herself to breathe. Althougle'dhsensed that
uncompromising temper right from the start, shenttachderstood just how
formidable he could be. And yet, in spite of itstjtio be with him caused a
white-hot anticipation mixed with pleasure of suchensity that she'd

already relegated the frustrations of the dayrdb.



And that's how it started last time, she reminded&f grimly as he put her
into the front of his large, opulent car. Anthonyade you laugh and

scrambled your brain until you couldn't think sgieti Just remember how
you dealt with that!



CHAPTER THREE

SopPHIEWARBURTON was tall, elegant and aristocratic, with the sdniue
eyes as her great-nephew and the nose, cleft clirclaeekbones Lecia
shared with them both. She looked at least tweatyrs/younger than her
age.

'‘Good heavens!" she exclaimed after one comprelemggance at Lecia.
'Oh, yes, you are definitely one of us!

She was charming, thanking Lecia for the houseystgher around it with
pride, and insisting Keane drink a glass of heotmite whisky with her
when Lecia decided in favour of sherry.

Only then did she say, 'My dear, since Keane taddafmout you yesterday
I've had a quick look through the records and theme sign of any link
across the Tasman. The logical assumption, of epissthat somebody's
illegitimate child is the connection, but | candeswhen it could have
happened.’

‘Neither can |,' Lecia said. 'l don't know much atbmy father's family, but
my mother has told me that as far back as anyamescaember they've only
ever had one child a generation, and from photdgrdpknow they all
looked like each other. And like Keane,' she saiftling with a half-smile,
‘except that they were all bald. Even my fatherlbatimost of his hair when
he died.’

'‘Whereas all of the Pagets have excellent heatiaigf Aunt Sophie said,
nodding.

A teasing smile softened Keane's hard mouth. Hasé#itia said, 'l assume
the pattern goes right back to when the first angeated.’

Keane's aunt laughed, in genealogy it never pagssame,’ she said. '‘Our
ancestors were a formidable and upright lot, bey tommitted all the sins
we do and they lied a lot more about some of tHésquite possible that a
Paget might have paid a visit to Australia— or aril@p to New
Zealand—and been reckless. We're going to haveatk tdown all the



documentation and read it with an astute and sz ptiind. And then see if
there's anything to be picked up between the lines.

Clearly the idea filled her with the zeal of a terghusiast. Lecia exchanged
an involuntary glance with Keane, noting the amuwssrand affection in his
eyes.

Oh, hell, she thought despairingly. It was mucheza® keep behind her
defences when he was being aloof and detached.

'Of course,” Mrs Warburton pursued, ‘it could we#lve been back in
England.’

Lecia nodded. 'Although—would the genes predomittateugh all those
generations?’

‘They're good, strong genes,' the older woman sanijng as she looked
from Lecia's face to her great- nephew's and tlaek bgain. 'What do you
know about your forebears?'

Acutely conscious of Keane's speculative, integare, Lecia told her what
small amount of family history she'd heard, endihghink | can find out
more from my mother, although she doesn't knowt albmut my father's
family.'

'My dear, would you mind? Shall | write to her?'

'‘No," Lecia said, making a spur-of-the-moment denis!'ll ask her.’

An eager, vital smile, the expression of a womath &imission, lit up Mrs
Warburton's face. 'How exciting to discover a freésanch of the family!
And such a talented one! My dear, you must callAmet Sophie.’

Lecia flushed, aware that by accepting the complinsbe was making it

more and more difficult to keep a sufficient distatetween her and Keane.
‘Thank you," she said without looking his way, like that.'



She had cousins and uncles on her mother's sidey big, extended family
belonging to her stepfather, but the knowledge shatmight have relatives
from the Spring line filled a vacuum she'd neveimaaviedged until then.

Aunt Sophie entertained them for another half-Hmfore Keane got to his
feet and said, 'We have to go, I'm afraid.’

His great-aunt smiled up at him, her expressioningak clear that she
loved him dearly.

‘Thank you for bringing Lecia," she said, 'l nove sehole new fields of
endeavour opening out in front of me. | can't wait!

In the car, Keane asked casually, 'Have you haaedi
'I'm not hungry,' Lecia lied.

His mouth tightened as he put the vehicle in geadrdirected it down the
drive. 'Coward,' he said. "You can come and wateleat mine.'

'No, thank you, | have..." Her voice trailed aw8kie was not good at lying,
and he didn't believe her anyway. Her hands mogadght each other,
clung.

'Why are you afraid of me?' he asked.
‘I'm not!

‘Afraid of yourself, then?' His swift sideways gtancaught the truth. 'Yes,
that's it, isn't it? Why?'

'It's got nothing to do with fear," she said, gialgbdesperately at some
semblance of calmness, it just makes me feel sgrtmtpok at you and see
my own face. | feel—invaded. No, cloned. Oh, | d&now what | feel, but

| don't like it!"

If we'd had brothers or sisters we'd be accustonmwedt,’ he said
imperturbably.



'‘Well, yes, but..." Again her voice faded. She aialy wasn't going to
explain that she couldn't control her wildfire, lanwed attraction to him,
and that she found it threatening.

Especially as she had no idea what he felt. Cuyiosf course; both he and
his great-aunt were intrigued by the discovery afeav member of the
family, and Lecia thought that they both liked &t tp the bottom of things.

As she did.

Apart from that, his feelings were as suspect as.h€he ugly word
'narcissism' covered that sort of attraction—makiegrecall the sad legend
of the Greek youth who fell in love with his owrleetion and died because
he couldn't see anyone else more worthy of his.love

Or was this pull between them nothing more thamatinctive recognition
of blood ties, a recognition she was mistakingdesire?

Anyway, there was the woman who'd been with hith@bpera, who might
be his lover. A network of nerves woke to instagath Hastily banishing the
feverish images that ambushed her from some higdenof her psyche,
Lecia looked around, for a moment not realising nghibey were.

He was turning the vehicle into the car park oéstaurant perched halfway
up one of Auckland's little volcanic cones. 'Wajktt used to seeing
ourselves in each other's face,' he said, withrdidence that irritated her
anew.

So he intended to keep in touch. In spite of h@dgatentions the prospect
lifted her spirits, adding more fuel to the unrblynfire of emotions that fed
her responses.

' don't think | ever will," she said neutrally.

As they were shown to their table—one overlookimg ¢ity and the sea, of
course—he asked with an oblique smile, 'What's geaision?"



'‘What?' No, her heart wasn't beating faster, narewer eyes sparkling
beneath her lashes. She wouldn't allow herselfet@y®ercome by sexual
hunger.

'You appeared to be weighing up two courses obagtieither of which
appealed,’ Keane said smoothly.

The last of the daylight was fleeing, sinking irgwift, sudden darkness.
When it became too risky to hold his gaze, Leciandéd her head and
concentrated on the view outside. She could juenm@ut the saturated
brilliance of bougainvillaea flowers tossed ovéredlis; within moments the
lights in the harbour leapt into prominence andtalbur was smothered by
the inexorable arrival of night.

She retorted, 'l was mildly annoyed by your calnuaggtion that I'd go out
to dinner with you. I like to be asked.’

A dark eyebrow lifted. 'But as it's in the famil{:.

When she shook her head he looked at her with wadceyes and said

deliberately, 'No, | don't feel related to you eithBefore she could respond
to this he went on, 'Tell me, do you have to sheergforeman on every

building site that you can drive a straight nail?'

'Only the most recalcitrant.' Lecia's gaze driftiedvn to the crystal vase of
lime-green zinnias and gypsophila in the centreheftable, scanned the
shining silverware, the white linen napkin in hegp,lthe way her hands were
folded on top of it.

Keane said, 'Obviously sexism is alive and wethi trade."

Everything seemed to be moving in slow motionhasigh they were under
some kind of spell. A little too loudly she sai@hére are still a lot of
men—not only on construction sites—who believe thaimen just
naturally don't understand technology. Add to thahy builders' distrust of
architects, and you get some real diehards.'

'‘But you manage.'



Her smile was ironic. 'l do a good job, and if tlveygot any intelligence at
all—and most of them have— they realise that somugh. The others | get
heavy with.'

He laughed softly, and her heart clenched. 'Hdisesourses.'

'‘Anything that gets the job done,” she admittedhdwabout your
organisation? Do you employ women as executives?'

'l do," he said. 'All I'm interested in is whetl@ewoman can do the work.'

Lecia nodded, holding his eyes. 'But if one ofdtaldren is sick,' she asked,
‘what happens then?’

He lifted his brows. 'Some women arrange for worké sent home, some
use the company nurse. We have a set of systetnsehsse, adapting them
to each case.’

'Very advanced,' she said.

He shrugged. 'l run a profitable business, andrtestns dealing with life as
it's lived today, not as it was forty years ago.riém work, so business has
to accommodate them and their needs. It applieseto too; the days are
long gone when companies expected men to putweiare before that of
their wives and families. | don't work long hourysalf—I certainly don't
expect my employees to make such sacrifices.'

'‘And you don't notice any loss of efficiency?’

'‘As far as I'm concerned, a man who has to workentioan eight or nine
hours a day is either overworked, in which casdéineesomeone else to take
up the extra, or he's not efficient. If he's ndéicednt, he gets help. Of course,
if he doesn't improve then he doesn't last long.’

Advanced ideas, certainly, but he was tough wigmthAfter they'd ordered
they discussed business generally, and his busasgexially. He made her
laugh with some of his stories, and he treatediber professional equal. As



they talked she kept catching glimpses of compasai understanding
beneath his sharply dynamic intelligence.

He wasn't the sort of man anyone would try to expshe thought, but he
was obviously a good employer, a man who respdatedmployees while
expecting them to do their jobs properly.

She said something about the generators he madiagaghen he raised his
eyebrows, 'l have a professional interest in Sltdyut | read about your
company in an article a friend sent me.’

'Was that the friend who gave you an ice creamcasne level with you at
the Domain?' Keane's smile hardened swiftly intchallenge. 'The man
who kissed you.'

'Did he?' She met his gaze with a cool challengéef own. 'l don't
remember. And no, it wasn't Peter. Andrea, ther&alhead who was also
there, faxed me the article.'

'I remember. Very attractive, with excellent bongke'll make a stunning
octogenarian,' he said, adding idly, is the icexrenan your lover?'

Goaded, Lecia retorted sweetly, 'That's anothegthd have thought your
detective would have found out.'

His eyes gleamed blue as the hottest part of aeflaAccording to him
you're not in a steady relationship,' he said piduely noticeable roughness
in his deep voice suddenly much more pronounceds W wrong?'

'No," she said reluctantly.

'‘But this Peter wants to be?'

is the woman who was with you at the park your i8V&he words were out

before she had a chance to censor them. Horrgieel said hastily, 'l don't
want to know that, and I'm not going to tell you—"'



He stopped the tumbling words with a smile, enigonand unsettling. 'No,’
he said. 'She's not my lover. Never has been.’

Lecia said numbly, 'l don't want to talk about thisy more.’

He nodded—almost, she thought with a fierce stalargfer, as though
granting permission—and said, 'All right. What wautou like to talk
about?’

‘Tell me about these generators, and how you gotranufacturing them.’
It was the only thing she could think of.

He gave her a swift, amused grin, but said blardley clean water, as in
swimming pools and spas. They also remove any beatee diseases of
plants, so they're used a lot in crop farming, theg filter bacteria, iron and
other contaminants from drinking water.'

‘The journalist who wrote that article," she saids full of praise for both
the product and your strategy.'

He surveyed her over the rim of his glass as hekdsame wine. 'It's not a
one-man band. The marketing team is doing a gdad jo

'So is research and production. You're exportingn'ayou?’

'‘Dabbling our toes," he said, that bland, indiffeéreote back in his voice.
"You're talking shop over dinner, Lecia.'

She'd leaned forward, but his comment brought imenediately upright.
Sending him a very direct look, she said stifflyn'sorry.’'

'Oh, | enjoy a general discussion of principles,'daid, eyes gleaming. 'l
find your conversation very interesting—invigoratiand salty, cynical
enough to be sensible, and always intelligent.’

It was a precious compliment, one that Lecia dikimiw how to deal with.
‘Thank you,' she said, wondering just what emotiglimamered in those
steel-blue eyes.



Fortunately the food arrived then, giving her titnoesummon the scattered
remnants of her composure. While they ate she ftenself being skilfully
guestioned about her family. She made him laugh satme of their more
hair-raising exploits, and enjoyed both food arglass of wine in a muted
way, but her acute, thin-skinned awareness of Kéam¢ her tense and
concentrated on him, so that everything else wasattid shadowy.

Keane and she might be connected somewhere alenigrdimches of the
family tree—might even be cousins—but she coulthiitk of him as a
relative.

If he noticed her withdrawal he didn't give anyigadion. He had superb
manners, she thought reluctantly, and he was aeresting dinner
companion, with a wide-ranging intelligence andmewhat sardonic wit.
In spite of her resistance, she found his conversaenormously
stimulating.

Nevertheless, when the coffee-cups were draineddtieherself that she
was relieved. Unfortunately, she felt like Cind&xedn the first stroke of
twelve.

For heaven's sake, she was a calm, confident @ssuoenan, with a
profession she loved and was good at, a growingtipeaand—in spite of
the mortgage—a reasonably healthy bank balancew®hd was hers.

And that world, she thought as Keane escorted tieofothe dining room,
was not going to include this man. Or only veryipleerally.

‘The motorway is busy tonight,’ she murmured ay tinerged with the
traffic.

'Do | hear a faint trace of the girl from Gisborhe@ asked, a teasing note
threading through the words.

She smiled wryly. 'l suppose you do. | remember Bawprised | was when
| first came to town because so many people wendmbout at midnight.'



His laughter was low and understanding. 'And now'ng completely
integrated. Very cool, serenely sophisticated.’

'l still like the country. | go home for the holiga— although,' she admitted,
nerves jumping, 'I'm spending three weeks in Alistsoon.’

As they discussed their Pacific neighbour—he'd ditad widely
there—Lecia noted how well he drove, lean handspstemnt on the wheel,
the blue eyes as sharp and well-honed as his eeactthe leaned back into
the headrest and closed her eyes, seeing agambt$i¢he image of his
profile, strong and almost aggressively masculine.

A rough expletive jerked her lashes up. Severad eaead she saw white
backing lights; almost instantly the vehicle difgdbehind the offender
smashed straight into it.

'Oh, God," she gasped as the second car burst mige ball of flames.

Snapping, 'Get the torch out of the glove pocket\wave cars down—and
be careful because some of the drivers might bekdriieane pulled the car
into the side of the road and leapt out, snatclirsgnall fire extinguisher
from the back.

As he ran towards the burning car he yelled backdn 'Don't come
anywhere near!'

Lecia wasted precious seconds scrabbling for ttehtoehen scrambled out
with it, slamming the door behind her. She couldarhesomeone
screaming—shrieks that made her shiver and fedentily ill—but she
began waving the torch in big circles. Cars hadtesdato slow; several
stopped.

'What's happened, what's happened?’ a passergyes sihouted, wrenching
her door open.

‘There's a crash up ahead.’

OK, I'm a doctor; I'll see what | can do..." Ancegfounded down the road.



A man came running up out of the darkness. 'Givéhag' he commanded,
grabbing the torch. 'We'll have to keep a lanerdi@aemergency services.'

He shot across and began to signal the traffictimtolanes. Brakes squealed
and cars slowed further, blurry, peering facesair twvindows reddened by
the flames as they gaped at the accident.

To the sound of that dreadful screaming, Lecia ddoack towards the
burning car.

Someone yelled, 'No! Keep back!" and snatched matira, stopping her
with a painful jerk. "The other car could explode,t explained the man who
held her, a dark figure outlined by the leapindgyliiag fireball behind him.

'Where's Keane?' Lecia asked stupidly, trying tkeloff his grip.

'Lady, stay here!' The man who'd grabbed her wasatbing heavily, but he
wouldn't let her go. 'God, look at them! They've gots, but you wouldn't
catch me over there!

Lecia's dilated eyes were fixed on the two men exdlqusly close to the
burning car. One was directing a tiny fire extirgh@r onto the inferno; the
other seemed almost in the flames, pulling somgtfrze.

Or trying to. A thin cry burst from Lecia's lips abe realised that it was
Keane who struggled against a death so horribleshiein't bear to think of
it.

'‘No," the man holding her grunted as his fingegsténed on her arm. 'No,
you'll only make things worse!'

He was right. Adrenalin pumped through her, dnhegeyes and her mouth
as she willed Keane to pull away, to get out ofthth of the flames; her fear
roared into full-blown panic when she realised l@smit going to.

Heat beat on her face, and the shrill, torturedauing from inside the car
went on and on and on until she thought she'd gthanrg to block the
sound. Keane looked like a devil, the terrible liamice of the flames



outlining him as he worked desperately. Oh, Gods weat his clothes
catching—? No, no, thank God, it was another bofriame from the car...

When the fire extinguisher sputtered to uselesstiessnan who'd been
holding it flung it away and leaned forward, hitheuette melding with
Keane's as both men moved in unison. Lecia's dry sssounded harshly in
her ears while she strained to see through th@setéeat and ferocious,
smoky glare.

The screaming stopped, sliced off with a hideowslsnness.

The second man jumped back. Lecia's heart falteteel) leapt with
enormous relief when Keane, dragging a horriblytineody, wrenched
himself away from the car. Lecia sucked in a luhgfihot, tainted air, then
moaned when he immediately relinquished his butdéwo men who came
running up, and turned back into the flames.

'No," Lecia called in the high, stark voice of shiearror. 'No, Keane—'

He moved so fast it was hard to see what he'd dorteas he raced away
from the car again, bending low, she saw he wasiogr something—a
child!

People began to run forward, only to be stopped tyll thud that came up
through the soles of Lecia's feet. Both vehiclesevesvallowed by a fireball.

As Keane and the men who were carrying the adtdhed forward Lecia

pressed her hand over her mouth to silence therguttoise that broke from
her, a primitive outburst of loss. Jerking freenfrtner captor, she rushed
towards them, but by the time she got there Keaag already upright

again.

'Out of the reach of the flames," he ordered, bisevrasping but clear.

So authoritative was his tone that people snappedfdhe mindless, fearful
fascination caused by the explosion and came faiwsosme to help the
half-dazed men who were still sprawled on the gdpseme to pick up the
body and carry it to the gravel at the side ofrthed.



'Further away," Keane directed. "The road's on fire

The whole scene looked like something out of eVrugitan's idea of hell.
With the acrid stench of burning tar and petrah@r nostrils, Lecia pushed
through the crowd to where Keane stood, and dendariliee you all right?’

‘A few burns,' he said harshly. 'Nothing serious.’

She stared at his angular face, searching for pdiméy aware of the babble
of voices surrounding them.

'‘Never seen anything so brave...'

'‘Could have been killed...'

'Real heroes...'

'Most impressive thing I've seen in my life...’

'l wouldn't have thought anyone'd be able to saxeeperson from that, let
alone two!'

Satisfied that—amazingly—Keane hadn't been hurbttly, Lecia peered
at the child in his arms, a little boy in nursetterned pyjamas who
twisted and wriggled, roaring his fear and bewildent. The doctor she'd
seen earlier came up.

'Let me have a look at him,' she said.

It took her five minutes, during which Keane hdié thild with wonderful
gentleness, and then the doctor said, 'He's all. igfew minor burns, that's
all. How about you?'

Lecia reached for the little boy. 'Give him to mEie child held himself
stiffly, then turned his head away and began toaggin as the doctor
checked Keane's hands.



'‘Get them seen to,’ she said, 'but you were luSkye'scooped the child from
Lecia's arms. 'The ambulance is on its way." Oeershoulder she said to
Keane, 'You'll be in shock, so don't drive untilujx@ been thoroughly
checked over by another doctor.’

In a voice she didn't recognise as her own, Lesied 'Were there any
more people in the car?'

Keane's curt reply revealed no emotion. 'The diivéne front one—the one
who caused the whole bloody mess—got off scot-flé®.was running

down the motorway when | saw him. The two in trenfrof the second car
are dead.’

And then, thank God, sirens wailed their comfortipgpclamation of
arriving aid, and within a few seconds more prdatesals were there,
fire-fighters and ambulance crew as well as thecpol

Lecia waited beside Keane. Although she had towseilstiivers, he seemed
made of stone. He gave the police a quick, comeiserd of events, turning
Lecia's stomach as he described struggling tolgetvoman free after he
and the other man had reduced the force of theeiashghtly with the fire
extinguisher.

'‘Any burns, sir?' the woman constable asked.

'Minor ones on my hands and arms. Nothing much.’

She looked him over. ‘It would pay to get your lsuattended to and not to
drive, sir.'

"'l drive," Lecia said. 'And I'll make sure sonmeochecks him over.'
The constable smiled. 'Yes, we can't have our kepassing out in the
middle of the motorway. Thank you, sir, for all ydid. If she survives, that

woman is going to be grateful.’

'l wasn't alone,’ Keane said evenly.



'No, but bystanders say you were the first therd,that you forced the door
open. And you were the one who got her out of bat Belt. She owes you a
lot, she and the little boy both. Goodnight, s$he looked across at Lecia.
'Make sure your brother goes to an outpatientglishe said firmly before

she left them.

‘The keys,' Lecia said, holding out her hand.

He didn't demur. She got into the car and, wheol&Egman had directed
them past the fire-engines, headed carefully ddwnmotorway.

'l live on the North Shore,' he said, 'if you cakd me there I'll send you
back in a taxi.'

'I'll take you to a clinic first." She'd seen tltisming, it's not really very
macho to—'

'Macho be damned,' he said forcefully. 'I'll ge¢ thurns seen to by a friend
of mine on the way.'

With difficulty, he manoeuvred a cellphone from tjleve pocket. 'Geoff?
Yes, | know what time it is. I've had a minor cetémps on the
motorway—no, you fool, would | be ringing you ifwas badly hurt?'
Without wasting words, he told the man on the otbad what had
happened.

‘A few burns on my hands and arms, that's all filiehed. There was a
pause. 'No, I'm not driving. I'll see you shortly.'

Once they were across the harbour bridge he dddaethrough the leafy,
sleeping suburbs of the North Shore to his friesdgery, conveniently
tacked onto the side of his house.

As Lecia switched off the engine Geoff came out-ath thickset man who
looked at Lecia with a hastily banished expressodnsurprise. He's
wondering whether Keane's father had a mistress tlsbught grimly as
Keane introduced them.



'How do you do," Geoffrey Brown said, shaking trendh she extended.
‘Right, man, let's see what the damage is:'

Lecia expected to be banished to the waiting rdmumthe doctor wouldn't
hear of it. 'No, come on in,' he invited, leadihg tvay. 'Somebody's got to
tell me what really happened.'

'Keane knows,"' she said, feeling superfluous.

'‘And Keane won't tell me any more than the baresbpmis friend told her,
grinning. 'Even at school he was close-mouthedd@®&itn, man, and let me
have a look at those hands.’

Geoffrey Brown positioned himself so that he wasween Lecia and
Keane. She stood back and said, ' Keane's the Akrbdid was wave a
torch and slow the traffic down.'

‘Work of vital importance,’ the doctor said. "Weliat's not so bad.’

Setting her jaw, Lecia took three steps around Hier. first sight of the
burns on Keane's arms made her suck in her brbathhis friend said
callously, "You've always had the luck of the déwihself. Those will sting
for a couple of days, but they won't scar. I'llgiyou a jab in case they
infect. The ones on your hands are a bit worsegben so there's nothing to
worry about.'

Keane said, 'l told you that.'
'‘And you're always right. It's your most irritatiredparacteristic.’ Chatting
quickly and pleasantly of nothing much, the doctbsinfected and

bandaged the burns.

'You were lucky you had a fire extinguisher,” hedsahen he'd finished.
'‘Otherwise you wouldn't have had a hope in Hadegetiing anyone out.'

'Luck didn't enter into it," Keane said crisplyalways have an extinguisher
in the car.’



Frowning, the doctor looked up and met Keane's.eyes, of course you
do. All right, I won't badger Lecia into telling nfew heroic you were, so
stop glaring at me. I'd better give you a sedaawel you'd better take it.'

Keane said tersely, 'No.'

Some intonation in the word caught Lecia's attenti8he looked from the
doctor's pleasant face to Keane's implacable one.

'It's not an admission of weakness,' the doctat, garning on the tap over
the handbasin and collecting a glass of waternkhis, your throat sounds
raw.'

Keane drained the glass, but said as he put it dbwan't need a sedative.’
He got to his feet. 'T'll ring for a taxi from hetde can drop me off and then
take Lecia home." She probably shouldn't be driitiger.’

Geoffrey Brown gave him another keen look as Leaal, i don't mind
taking you home. If | do, you won't have to collgciur car from here
tomorrow.'

'She looks all right to me," Geoffrey said, swiwgjlan even sharper look
onto Lecia. 'Are you feeling light-headed?'

'Not in the least,' she returned steadily.

‘Then that's fine," the doctor said, sweeping th@wards the door. 'l can't
drive anyone anywhere as Sue's out and I'm baimgsittVhen you get to
Keane's place, Lecia, make a cup of sweet tearamklitibefore you get the
taxi.'

Keane's blue eyes were dark and impenetrablerighit,’ he said curtly.
‘Thanks, Geoff.'

‘No trouble.' But when Keane had got into the d¢arfitend detained Lecia
for a moment and said softly, 'Stay with him. Headgesomeone. And make
sure he has some of that tea, with lots of sughooey.'



CHAPTER FOUR

KEANE lived down a long drive on the seaward side ofrta®l, so from the
house there'd be a view of the enclosed waterbeothannel and in the
distance, always, the sloping outline of Rangilstand.

As they approached the garage he pressed the louttihe door opener and
lights sprang on. A big double door groaned upwadrdsia drove in and the
door closed behind them as she switched off thenerand got out.

'‘Come on in,' Keane said. Apart from giving heedirons he hadn't spoken
since they'd left the doctor's house.

Lecia darted him a puzzled glance as she got othieotar. Although he
looked exactly the same there was a tension abiout & hint that his
unfaltering control was only held in place by shegitty will.

Shock, she thought automatically, and went with imta a small vestibule.
When he indicated a door she walked through ingokitchen, where the
sudden warmth of lights gleamed on a grey graretech-top and modern
fittings.

‘Nice," she said quietly. 'Who designed the house?’

After a moment, as though he had to concentratert@mber, he told her
the name of the architect.

Lecia nodded. 'Yes, he's good. And I'll bet Nanggrard did this kitchen.'
'She did.' He walked across to the telephone.
Without asking, Lecia filled the kettle and pubit.

'Do you always obey instructions so slavishly?' ieasked crisply, his
brows rising as he pulled a hand back from thetelae.



'‘Always, when they're given by a doctor. Actually, like a cup of tea, if
that's all right with you." And making and drinkitigat tea would keep her
there, as, she thought with a glimmer of hystehea,doctor had ordered.

'Of course,' Keane said curtly.

His eagerness to get rid of her hurt, but she eterohined to make sure he
drank something hot and sweet. Self-consciouslyfshed a teapot and

cups, a sugar bowl, milk and teaspoons, and pum thié on the tray he

pulled out. Keane didn't object, apparently contentvatch her, although

his eyes were opaque and his expression unreadable.

After the tea was made she lifted the tray and, Saltere to?"

He gestured towards a door. 'In here.’

The uncurtained sitting room was spacious and ate¢rzoking out onto a
garden, where the dark leaves of shrubs were edigedilver, and across a
pool with a placidly glimmering surface that mergedo the shining

expanse of the sea.

When Keane went to switch on the lights Lecia s@d, don't. The view is
magnificent!"

'‘Can you see well enough to pour?' He waited shi'd sat down before
lowering his tall frame onto the oversized customdm sofa beside her
chair.

'l have good night vision.' She poured the teagdddio teaspoons of sugar,
and put the cup and saucer down on the wide cddlgle-in front of him.

Smoothly, he said, 'l don't have sugar in my tea.'

‘Tonight you do," she said, steadying her tonehst $he sounded, she
hoped, neither maternal nor bossy, it mops up dneralin.’

She wondered whether he'd refuse point-blank, busdid thoughtfully,
‘Then you'll be having it too.'



‘Naturally." She allowed herself to sound faintlyised as she slid two
spoonfuls into her own cup and stirred.

In a pleasant voice, although that undernote ohimgrran deep, he said,
'I'm not usually so easy to manipulate.’

Oh, she believed him. 'Some men,' she said cdatky,so hung up on being
macho that they're inclined to forget they're anén as the rest of us.’

'‘And you think I'm one of them.’
'No," she said placidly. 'You aren't so stupid.’

Silence stretched tautly between them until he sdidly, 'l don't need
cosseting, Lecia.'

'If making a cup of tea is cosseting you,' sherteth 'you haven't had much
of a life, you poor thing. Cosseting is—at the viagst—breakfast in bed.
Or having your back scrubbed in the shower.'

And immediately she wished she hadn't used thogepar examples.

His smile was a white flash in the darkness, teyd intimidating, but he
didn't say anything. Instead, he picked up theangsaucer she'd put on the
table in front of him. The small noise of chinatliafy against china
resounded in the still quietness. Replacing theearn€ muttered a curse
that lifted the hair on the back of Lecia's neck.

Quickly she asked, ‘Do your burns hurt?"

‘Not much.'

She said in her most prosaic tone, it's just shocket surprising,
considering what you did tonight. The sugar willthédo you want me to

hold the cup?'

Her estimation of his character went up severathed when he said
through gritted teeth, 'No, | bloody do not, butl'th going to get this



damned sugar into my system you'll have to, bechuaedainly can't. Not
without slopping tea everywhere.’

Lecia went around the table to sit beside him erstifa. Although he didn't
look at her she could feel his tension like a beowher skin. Brows drawing
together, she lifted the cup to his sculptured mowutfter he'd drunk
carefully she put it back in the saucer.

Like feeding a lion, she thought.

Such unwelcome, perilous intimacy fanned the slovowder of sexual
awareness deep inside her. Gritting her teethhslithe cup for him until it
had been drained.

Then he said, 'My mother died in a fire. At leasshe died of burns she
received in a fire.'

Oh, God. Lecia said gently, 'I'm sorry. Tonight mliave brought back all
sorts of appalling memories.'

'Yes.' He was silent for a long time before he cwad, 'She'd knocked a
candle over and set her clothes alight. | wokeaulpeiar her screaming and
men shouting as she raced up the stairs. They couddch her before she
got to my door and wrenched it open. | thought $\Wwaving a nightmare.’

Without thinking, Lecia put her hand over his. Hegkn sitting motionless,
but at her touch he turned his palm and held Ingefis in a loose clasp. His
skin was cold.

'When that woman started screaming tonight,’ hed daarshly, 'l
remembered. Not that I've ever forgotten it, bustiyol manage to wall it
off in the past where it belongs. | can still hear mother—such enormous
pain and shock, and unbearable, unfettered teHer. clothes were on
fire—and her hair—'

Lecia couldn't bear it. She looped her arms ardusidhoulders and hugged
him as hard as she could, pressing her cheek adpéns mute, anguished



sympathy, trying to give with her warmth some softuncomplicated
support.

His arms closed around her; Lecia gasped at thaesuounch and coil of his
muscles as he lifted her into his lap and cruslezdrha fierce embrace.

'‘Oddly enough,’ he said, his voice detached, alrexgtessionless, 'l can't
recall anything else. | know my father wrappedindhe blankets from my

bed, and that she was in hospital for months befoecfinally died, but that

time's just a blank. | stayed with an uncle andt,aaimd | suppose they kept
me away from it all.’

But he would never forget that last sight of histineo.

'It's all right," Lecia said softly, hardly awarktle words, knowing only that
she had to give him what small comfort she could,aver now. It's all
right...'

How long they stayed linked she never knew. Lormugh for her to absorb
the faint spicy scent that was Keane's exclusivabpg enough for her to
realise that she would never forget what it was ti hold this strong man
while he fought his memories.

Neither spoke; neither moved. Locked together, teayin the dark room
and listened to the sound of the other's heartbeat.

When Lecia woke she yawned and stretched the esigfirom her bones,
not realising until then that she was lying halficss a wonderful warmth; a
warmth that breathed. As she tried to remember evberearth she was she
distinctly separated out two sets of heartbeatsnfitbhe overload that
swamped her senses—her own pulse, thudding fastyandaster, and
another, measured and steady beneath her ear.

Slowly, cautiously, she opened her eyes a narraw sl



They were sprawled the length of the sofa, headsectogether on a
cushion. Some time during the night she'd half bkchover Keane, so that
now she was lying between him and the back of tfe, sher left side
supported by his body, her face nudging his thro@&n fingers rested on
her hip.

Her breath blocked her throat. She'd wake him & sled to climb over,
but—and then it was too late.

In the moment between sleep and consciousnesghi®dy sprang to life.
She felt the surge of morning arousal speed thrdugh and her whole
system clamoured to match it, to give him whatdelsarly wanted.

Except that his hunger wasn't for her; it was syripe eager passion of a
male for the woman in his bed.

Her lashes flew up and she was skewered by a paarcowed, dangerous
eyes, smouldering and blue.

'Oh, hell," she said feebly, instinctively trying lighten a situation that
shouted danger. 'My leg's gone to. sleep.’

The molten intensity in his gaze cooled slightyhat are you doing here?’
he asked through lips that barely moved.

‘The same as you, | imagine. Thinking that thihésweirdest morning-after
I've ever experienced.'

The fingers at her hip flexed, clamping cruelly ottee bone, then eased.
Keane said roughly, 'I'm getting up.’

Although he had to favour his burnt hands, he gbig feet with a minimum
of fuss and a lithe male grace that drove hometoesunguarded part of
Lecia's heart. As soon as he was standing shemeticsuit—she was too
much at a disadvantage with him towering over hbgse searing
flame-blue eyes sweeping across her.



'Oh, Lord," she groaned, pressing both hands h@small of her back and
arching against the kinks. 'l may never straigletagain.’

Keane had walked over to the window, his smoothgarstride enviably
free from stiffness. At her words he swung around laoked her over with
such studied calculation that she automaticallgigitened her spine and
jutted her chin.

'Not one of the most sensible things either ofasdone,’ he said, biting out
the words. 'I'll ring for a taxi to take you homide started for the door, but
paused long enough to add with cold, implacabletesy, 'The first room
on the right is a bathroom. There are spare too#iites and combs in the
cupboard, and towels if you want to shower.’

If? Lecia wanted nothing else. But she remainethatwindow for a few

minutes, admiring with determined detachment thé ek the engineer

who'd sited the pool so cleverly that, although lloeise was twenty feet
above the level of the beach, the masonry edgeadelinost imperceptibly
into the pale dawn-silver of the sea.

Keane had chosen his professionals well. The gamdarserene yet exotic.
Dark green glossy gardenia bushes edged the hthse,heavy white

flowers glowing in the pearlescent light. The simfleauty of agaves
contrasted with the blue rosettes of agapanthustlaadsatisfying silver

spikes of astelia. It was an austere garden; asnganden.

And, although it was just after sunrise, it wasatty obvious that it was
going to be another February day with the prosmécgreat heat and
humidity.

Away to the north, the low hills and string of bkeas that made up the East
Coast Bays were covered in houses and trees. Mbsertise beyond
them—Dblue- green and slightly hazy—culminating le tbush- covered
twin peak of Tamahu some thirty miles away. Andiagfathe smiling land
gleamed the sea, placid and still in the calmnésawan, with two yachts
sliding gracefully down the channel.



An ache of unfathomable emotion tightened Lecia’edt. Dismissing it,
she turned away and walked towards the bathroom.

It was tiled in a warm Italian marble of subduedamn with rose streaks
through it and, as with the kitchen, no expense Ibeeh spared. Lecia
showered, grimaced as she got back into her clogrescombed her wet
hair straight back from her face. Without looking leer reflection, she
removed a new toothbrush from its wrappings andn&d her teeth. After
several deep breaths she went back into the srtioig.

The taxi's here,' Keane said from across the ratetd pushed all the glass
doors back so that the front of the house was tpéme sea, and in on the
fresh air streamed the scent of gardenias, itdcatiyt charged languor
moderated by the tang of salt.

"Thanks.' She turned towards the door.

'Lecia. When she halted he waited for a tense mobefore saying, 'Thank
you.'

She lifted her shoulders slightly, easing them baxtk place with the
uncomfortable suspicion that the tiny gesture minghvte revealed more than
it was wise to. it was nothing,’ she said as neglity as she could. 'Will you
be all right?"

'Yes, I'm fine. Someone's coming over shortly.’

With a set smile—one that felt as though she'd dbdrer teeth like a
cornered animal—she said, 'Good.' The words tdsted in her mouth. 'T'll
be on my way. Goodbye.'

He saw her into the taxi, ignored her protestsgamd the driver, then lifted
a bandaged hand in farewell as the car set off dodnive lined with palms
and the cerulean flowers of plumbago bushes.

After an answering wave Lecia kept her head tumesdlutely away from
the tall figure of the man against the muted, lirashed bulk of the house.



This sudden, heart-gripping pang of desolation wagid and quite
ridiculous.

At home, after another, symbolic, shower she gotfiresh clothes and ate a
slice of avocado toast, then took her coffee wihtb her draughting desk.
Sketching swiftly, and with as much concentratienshe could summon,

she set down ideas for a house to be built onweferibbeach on one of the
Gulf islands for a very rich businessman and hiesd wife, who'd rung the

previous day to make an appointment.

Six months previously the wedding had been in bB# papers. The
businessman was at least fifty, and his wife loekadd sounded—no older
than twenty-four or twenty-five.

'‘And that is no business of yours," Lecia told gkrsternly, picking up her
pencil again.

A couple of hours later she was interrupted by @nehcall. She ignored it,
but looked up sharply when Keane's great-aunt &&ptoice came over the
answering machine.

'Lecia, my dear,' she said, 'l think I might haeerfd a lead! Would you
mind very much asking your mother if she rememlets father or anyone
in his family talking about Berkshire?'

Lecia closed her eyes. If her ancestor had beeagatPbastard she and
Keane would be half fourth or fifth cousins, alwgy®viding there was
such a relationship! And if Keane's attitude thmning was anything to go
by, he'd soon be discouraging Aunt Sophie fromysngsher investigations.

What had happened? Opening her eyes, she stategtbssly at the rough
sketches on the board. The moment Keane had waicksesen her his eyes
had burned with sheer, barely containable fury.

All right, so he'd been startled when he realidegldsspent the night in his
arms, but the sensible way to deal with the sibmatvould have been with



laughter, and then the slightly farcical incideatlti have been relegated to
its proper insignificance.

Refusing to listen to the sly voice that asked Whetshe was ever going to
be able to forget what it had been like to wakeKeane's arms, she
wondered if perhaps he'd simply been embarrassddsbgonfession the
previous evening.

Did he see it as weakness? Surely not; he seemoed) €nough to be able to
deal with and understand his grief, and accepthbdtad every right to feel
it. Last night's inferno must have set the wholpading scenario of his
mother's death replaying in his mind, stirring bp tinguish he'd never be
entirely free from, although time would work itseiritable magic.

Oh, damn the man! Scowling, she blinked hard tardher vision. She didn't
want him getting between her and her work. In f&#ane Paget was
becoming a nuisance, taking up residence in hed nhioking at her from
every wretched mirror, monopolising her thoughtd amotions.

Why had he had to go to the opera in the park®'tt btayed at home her
lovely, serene life would still be placid and sfyfiisg.

Instead, she was racked by dark desires and hiddemate needs she'd
vowed never to yield to again. And it was all Keankult. It was his
decision to carry things further than that firstiidog glance that had got
them into this situation.

Gloomily she drew with swift, sure strokes a garddiower, shading the
petals carefully to indicate the thick, soft textufhe scent was not one of
her favourites, thank heavens, because from noivwould remind her of
Keane, and last night, and the ferocious, delighgedtement that had
seethed through her when she woke sprawled hagadrs long body and
felt it respond to the womanly weight of hers..

Although his response had been entirely involuntaidn't make the way
she felt any easier to cope with.



Setting her jaw, she tore off the sheet with treading on it and settled back
to sketching houses and ideas and plans.

That afternoon she rang home, and after the uswedrtul preliminaries
asked about her father's family.

'l don't really remember much,' her mother saidugfindfully. 'Why do you
want to know?'

Lecia explained.

'How—how odd." Her mother's voice flatten@d/hodid you say this man
is?'

'Keane Paget.' Even saying his name produced a ptderbidden pleasure.

'Oh," Monica said blankly. 'Well, | certainly dokitow whether the Springs
had any connections to Berkshire. | can send your Yather's birth
certificate and a copy of our marriage certificateyou think this Mrs
Warburton would like that.'

‘I think she'd be delighted,” Lecia said drily. éShthrilled to have
something-new to track down.'

'‘And do you really look alike?'

'Very. Same long nose, same-shaped eyes and beoess,the same cleft
chin. His features are more blunt, and more—wetlyan."'

'Masculine?'

'Yes, that's it." She made herself laugh. 'Altogetbougher—almost
aggressive. Andrea insists his hair is the colduwtask manuka honey—it
has tawny lights in it. And his eyes are a verkddue. But we're both tall,
with long arms and legs. We've been taken for leroéimd sister. And Mrs
Warburton—Keane's grandfather's sister—looks likeoller version of
both of us.'



'How odd," her mother repeated, her voice stiltfgistartled, it certainly
seems likely that there's a family connection...'

'We both look like our fathers.'

'I'll be interested to hear what Mrs Warburton disrs,' Monica conceded,
before reminding Lecia of the sixtieth wedding beétions for her
stepfather's parents.

'I'm sure | answered the invitation,' Lecia saidumprise.

'Oh, you probably have. You know what Gran is lilséle'll have used the
envelope to save seeds in—with the answer stillias

'l wouldn't miss the party for worlds.' Lecia hageh welcomed into her
stepfather's family with almost uncritical affectjand she loved them very
much. The party would be a big clan meeting, oredsénjoy.

'We'll look forward to seeing you that weekend,nthBlo chance of you
staying longer, | suppose?"

‘Not at the moment, Mum—Dbusiness is too good.’
‘Are you still going to Australia?'
'Yes. I've organised my schedule around it—I céordfthe three weeks.'

Her mother sighed. 'l know you're perfectly capabfelooking after
yourself, but I'd like it more if you had somebadygo with.'

'l know," Lecia said with teasing sympathy, 'bilikeep in touch, | promise.
And you were a lot younger than | am when you went—

'l went with a friend," Monica reminded her, buirfr the tone of her voice
she was smiling. 'All right, darling, | do trustwyto know what you're doing.
See you soon."



Later that evening Lecia went through her fileraportant papers and took
her birth certificate out to be copied. It mighadeto some information Aunt
Sophie could use to track down the Spring ancestors

It was just as well she didn't expect Keane to,rbegause he didn't. Lecia
wrote him a short note thanking him for dinner aaging she hoped his
burns were healing well, and posted it with an adthlgam of relief and

-regret. And through the humid, lazy days of Februshe worked, ate

leisurely meals in gardens with her friends, swdhslommering beaches,

and thought seriously about installing a heat ptorget as air conditioner in

summer and heater in winter.

Janine Carpenter, the rich, middle-aged businessmaifie, turned out to be
young and enthusiastic about the sketches Leciarnaale. 'Very good,' she
said, blonde head on one side as she examinedaoteufar one. '‘Can you
do a proper plan of this?'

'‘Before | do any serious work, | need to see atlaasurveyed site plan.
Otherwise," Lecia told her prospective client, lafl really doing is pretty
drawings.'

Janine nodded. She had a fresh, bright charm cuebditle by the
worldliness in her dark eyes. 'The surveyors hdwmst got that finished,
but why don't you come up with us to see the istahlbw would this
weekend do?'

Lecia consulted her diary. 'Fine.’

'We'll go in the boat,' Janine said with a swifinast smug smile. 'Meet us
down at Westhaven at nine on Saturday." She gaxefutairections,
watched with approval as Lecia wrote them down, et on, 'Don't
bother with food, I'll see to that. We'll show yexactly what the place is
like, and we can have a good day out on the Galf to

So the following Saturday Lecia walked along to @t harbour, pack on
her shoulders and suitably armed with sunscreen raatd a camera,



sketchpad, pencils and measuring tape, and sep#ligkust in case the
weather turned nasty.

Not that it showed any signs of it. Rarely, for Kland, there wasn't even a
cloud in the sky. She told herself that she wakitapforward to a splendid
day, with the prospect of a good commission aetie of it.

Today, she thought, walking past the forest of masthe harbour, listening
to gulls mew softly in the glittering clarity of éhsky and waves slapping
gently against the sea wall, today would be a secefebration of summer,
a pleasant trip to a beautiful place with pleageuple.

Reaching the floating pontoon she'd been direatedhe set off down it,
looking for a large white launch callddady Janine.About twenty-five
metres ahead a couple of people stood talkingkiRtica look at them, she
stiffened as she recognised a particular, arrogagte of head, a pair of
wide shoulders and long, heavily- must-led legs.

Primal delight, aggressive and unyielding, throbbb@dugh every cell in
her body, and suddenly the day came alive, alhstgrbanished in a sensory
overload that sharpened the sky to a crystallinvel ditavoured the air with
the wild tang of awareness and tightened Lecia'saskd nerves and sinews.

'Hello," she said as she came level with the twao.nkter tentative smile
solidified on her lips when Keane swung around kaked at her with
narrowed, arctic eyes.

'Hello, there.' The older man, who had to be B@ampenter, her host, eyed
her legs with frank appreciation before giving fere a cursory look. His

eyes widened. 'Good God," he said, and stareddtdrer before switching

his gaze to Keane.

'We haven't discovered the link yet,” Keane toldn hsmoothly, his
strong-boned face set in an expression both guandéavatchful, 'but Aunt
Sophie's hot on the trail.’

He performed the introductions with a cool aplofmat tset Lecia's teeth on
edge.



Brian snorted with laughter. 'She'll find it. Wee aboard, Lecia. Janine's
down in the galley putting the food away—she'llwhgmu where to dump
your gear.' He went into the cabin and yelled hig'ssname, then headed
further forward into the wheelhouse.

Janine appeared in the cockpit, her dark eyesifiggwiftly from Keane to
Lecia and back again. Lecia knew what she was goisgy before she said
it, and wondered at the hint of satisfaction in toere.

"You could be twins, you know!"

Keane's brows lifted. He said to Lecia, 'Perhapshaild get some signs
made. "Yes, we know we look alike. No, we're natsely related. We are
trying to find out what the connection is, and whea know we'll tell

everyone.

His voice was amused and unhurried, his expresziofly restrained, and
yet the put-down was obvious— and unkind.

An angry flush heated Janine's skin, but she edortYou can't blame
people for being surprised.’

'Oh, 1 don't."' His smile was thin and hard. 'Cutyos, after all, supposed to
be one of the characteristics that separates hiyrfemrn the lower animals,
isn't it?'

Innocuous words, almost submerged by dangerougcurdents.

Lecia decided to step in. 'Obviously we're related—

Tll say.'

Janine's knowing tone compelled Lecia to elabor@ar fathers looked
very alike too. We were, believe me, a completecktio each other.' She

stopped then, because Janine's cryptic smile maxdesalise that whatever
was going on here was not being alleviated by mtervention.



I'll bet," Janine said with relish, flashing a knog glar
continuing, 'Come with me and I'll show you where



CHAPTER FIVE

THE cruiser, huge, sleek and white, like somethinggparted from the
harbour at Monte Carlo, had been superbly decorsitidh lavish disregard
for cost.

To Lecia, whose stepfather had once owned a muakdlbut definitely
old-fashioned launch, this one didn't seem like aatb-more like a
penthouse in some tropical skyscraper—but it sulsedne, whose delight
in the expensive fittings was as open and free fpoetension as a child's.

Tour over, her hostess ushered Lecia into oneetébins, pointed out an
adjoining bathroom that was far too opulent to hkked a head, and said,
'‘Come up to the saloon when you're ready.’

After she'd whisked away, Lecia stared at hersetieé mirror. The surge of
forbidden joy at the sight of Keane had ebbed,itepkier poised perilously
on the cusp of excitement and despair. Damn, shwegtit, damn, damn,
damn! She didn't want to spend the day coopedugn en a boat this big,
with Keane.

It was difficult to separate her tangled emotiond aensations, but each
time she'd seen him the impact of that first, idateus recognition had
intensified, and she'd hoped she wasn't going e ladeal with it again.

Fate, courtesy of the Carpenters, had decidedwitbeer Janine must have
noticed her resemblance to Keane at their firsttimgeyet she'd said
nothing, which was odd.

And none of this, Lecia reminded herself, was amsiriess of hers, unless
Janine was holding out the bait of a commissiciutiher some ploy of her
own.

A ploy that involved Keane?
Setting her shoulders, she walked out of the cabthmade her way to the

saloon, where the younger woman waited, short fsxg@pping on pale
leather upholstery.



'Let's go into the wheelhouse,' she said, herftiooen disappearing when
she saw Lecia. 'We're ready to leave.'

Forward of the saloon and up a couple of stepsyheelhouse offered more
seating as well as a bewildering array of navigeti@ids and equipment.
Lecia sat down on a wide, padded sofa and watchiad Barpenter start the
massive engines.

At exactly the right time Keane fended the boatfidfn the pontoon, then
jumped with lithe grace and split- second timingpithe cockpit as the
engines picked up and the boat moved away frorpahéoon.

Good work," Brian called out, grinning beneathpgesked cap. He spun the
wheel and headed the craft out of the marina atadtive harbour proper.

After today, Lecia decided, ignoring the little tlds of anticipation that
fizzed through her bloodstream, she'd make surdisinéd see Keane again.
It could be dangerous—hell, who was she kidding?whuld be
dangerous—to let herself fall any further into e her hormones were
busy digging for her. She'd lived twenty- nine eaithout knowing he
existed, and, provided she took steps to keep rom intruding into her
life, she could live another contented twenty-nine.

Her experience with Anthony might have made heghsly paranoid about
big, articulate, arrogant men with more than thghare of masculine
attraction, but that wary instinct for self-protecthad kept her safe, and she
liked her security. There would, she thought atewift glance at Keane, be
no security with him. He reeked of a disturbingnaali magnetism that
would make any sensible woman look for her runsinges.

Her. mental pep-talk gave her some needed stresfgthind, a surge of
confidence that evaporated like smoke in the wiheny after Janine left to
talk to Brian at the wheel, Keane walked across.

'How are you?' he asked with unsmiling detachment.

'Fine. And you?' She glanced at his lean handsewy again.



'‘No scars,' he said coolly, 'l heal quickly. | didthank you properly for what
you did.'

"You did, and don't worry about it," she returneekping her voice light and
unwavering. 'Think of it as a cousinly gesture.'

Her gaze had gone no further than that telltalpangson of his hands, but
every cell in her body thrummed with expectatiam tlrough this were the
first morning of the first summer, as though therldavere fresh and new
and made just for them.

'‘A cousinly gesture?' he said deliberately, dragvlthe words a little.
'‘Whatever, it was very kind of you. Has your bagkavered?’

It was mean of him to refer to the aftermath ot thight she'd spent curled
along him.

Even to her own ears Lecia's attempt at a carédregh sounded shaky, so
she cut it short. 'It's. fine. How about yours?'

'No problem. Do you know Janine well?"
''ve spoken to her on the telephone once and eratiice,’ she said. 'l hope
she and Brian are going to commission me to desigeach house. Janine
seemed to like the preliminary sketches.'

'Oh, I'm sure she did."

Although his tone didn't alter, there were undeamoits in his voice, and a
slight change of body language. | So he too suspeldnine's motivation.

'l gather they're friends of yours,' Lecia probed.

His face hardened. 'Brian is my uncle, my mothgyishger brother," he said
aloofly.

And he didn't approve of this second marriage.Agyo remember whether
there'd been a divorce, Lecia recalled that Briamp€nter's first wife had



died a year or so before the wedding. Definitely agood idea to pursue
that subject!

Lecia asked, 'Have you been to the island before?"

'More times than | can remember. | grew up livinghwvBrian and my aunt
Zita, and we used to spend our holidays on thedsia a little old bach. It's
not there any longer; Janine decided it was anoegesnd had it bulldozed
and burnt.' Beneath the toneless words Lecia healdl condemnation.
Smoothly he continued, 'How can you produce drasvihgou haven't seen
the place?

'Sketches are easy enough; they're really to paesaaclient that you
understand their brief. I'm here today to see fte $ must say | was
surprised to see you." She knew why it seemed if@pbto establish that
fact, and despised herself for caring about hisiopi

‘A mutual surprise,' he said smoothly. 'Will a wallound the island give
you enough information?'

'‘No, but it will be a great help in coming up wighconcept.' He looked
interested so after a moment's hesitation she begaxplain how she
organised the actual progression of the designwenitsg his astute
guestions with a pleasure that increased too napial too acutely.

Almost immediately he sat down beside her, whiclklenavery difficult to
concentrate on her profession, and not on the agun gilded the muscled
strength of his forearms and the arrogant, longedoprofile with its
determined chin and sensual, enigmatic mouth.

Lecia had no idea how long they talked, only that lsmouldering

excitement was backed and reinforced by an oddjtiflity, as though this

was where she was meant to be. Some part of hesteegl when they
rounded North Head, its tiny volcanic cone grasegrin the summer sun,
but she was too intent on their conversation taceomuch about the
harbour or the Gulf.



She was, however, astonished at and worried byesentment when Janine
interrupted, her gaze moving significantly from leés face to Keane's, then
back again.

"You know,' she said, 'you're really not as muckeahs you seem to be at
first. You've got the same features, but your cofas different, and while
Lecia looks serene and charming Keane looks tonghdgnamic. But you
could be brother and sister.’

'‘We're not,"” Keane said, his inflection turning tiet statement into a
warning.

The younger woman's laughter had an edge tobelieve you," she said,
flicking her lashes at him, 'though thousands wo'tlldNow, would you like
something to drink? | can make tea or coffee, batd's also juice or soft
drinks if you prefer something cold.’

Reluctantly, yet aware that it would be far moressigle to go, Lecia said,
'I'll have tea. Can | come and help you with it?'

'Well, thanks.' Janine flirted a glance towardsieeaWhat would you like?'
'Nothing, thank you," he said with rigorous cowtes

Janine waited until they were in the galley befsaging with a grimace,
'‘Not one of my better moves.'

'What?'

'Well, clearly Keane thought | was insinuating tbagé or other of you could
be a bastard, even though it's a reasonable assmmptian says Keane's
father slept with any woman who'd have him. It didio a lot for his
marriage.'

Appalled, Lecia opened her mouth to protest, thesed it firmly again.
This, she reiterated, has nothing to do with yoaaie made his feelings
about you more than obvious when you woke up tagetithanks, but no
thanks.



Which is exactly how you feel. You're a lousy judifanen, and you know
better than to get mixed up with autocratic, aggkescreatures with more
sex appeal than kindness.

And who cares if he and his uncle's wife are agdagdrawn?

Janine set the kettle on the gas element and ®utitlon. She surveyed the
tiny blue jets of flame with a wry smile, sayingsi® turned away, 'Exactly
the same colour as Keane's eyes. You'd thinkdigh|dut no, when he looks
at me as though I'm something slimy that's jusivigd out from under his
shoe | get all furious, open my mouth and let fly.'

'I'd defy anyone to look at you and think of sonmaghslimy!" Lecia said,
determined to sound composed.

'Women quite often do.' Janine gave her a saucy gtich faded as she
went on, '‘And since I've married Brian quite a fesn give me that look.
You know, the one that sayls know she can be boughtrom the
wheelhouse above came the sound of masculine kugbdnine's lush
mouth tightened into a determined line. 'Oh, waky'll learn. Now, would
you like something to eat?

‘Not at the moment, thanks.' Lecia too had beeftygaf a few cynical
thoughts about this autumn-spring marriage, bapjteared there was more
to Janine than blonde hair and large dark eyegtatgrovocative mouth.

Lecia took her tea to a chair some distance away fthe two men, and
drank it as the big launch sliced through the wakerery person they
overtook stared, and not many waved. It was ratifleputting to be so

conspicuous. Lecia thought, They're probably cgllis a bunch of yuppies,
as rich and vulgar as this gin palace.

‘That," Keane said, sitting down beside her, 'is@igmatic expression.'

Cautiously, reminding herself that she didn't wemget involved, Lecia
replied, is it? | was just enjoying the day.'

'Have you sailed much?"



'When we had the bach at Ohope we used to puttedrim my stepfather's
old launch, but | haven't done any since | caméuokland beyond the
occasional trip in a friend's boat. Do you?'

He shook his head. 'l know the basics, but it'smpfavourite sport.'

'What is?' It was amazing how interested in himwhs, how she treasured
every scrap of information about him.

'Skiing," he said. 'What's yours?'

Lecia raised her face to the sun, closing her eg@snst the strong rays.
'Sitting in the sun,’ she said tranquilly. if | feeally energetic | might read a
book.'

He laughed. "You sound like a cat.’

‘Sensible animals, cats.'

'Do you have one?"

'l like them,' she said dreamily, 'but I've neweed in any place long enough
to have a pet. Still, | plan to stay where | am tlog next few years, so |

might get a cat one of these days."

'A Siamese,’ he said unexpectedly. 'Elegant andtoaratic and
self-possessed—Iike you.'

Lecia's eyes opened with sleepy reluctance. Anneoos- contentment
sabotaged her common sense, lulling her into hagpinThat's a lovely
compliment, but not how | see myself,’ she said.

His eyes burned through her. 'How do you see ytf@rse

'Hard-working. Cold-blooded. Ambitious, but not\vdm by it.'

'Cold-blooded?"



Why had that slipped out? 'Well—I prefer to calbéing cautious,’ she said
stiffly.

'Do you regularly get accused of being cold-blo&ielde asked with
indolent patience.

Repressing memories of Anthony's fury when shélgesl to continue their
affair and the insults he'd flung at her, she aghajtit's happened. | don't
lose my head often.’

'No," he said softly, 'you keep it very well.'

Without looking at him she said, 'Thank you. Soyda—another thing we
have in common. How's Aunt Sophie?"

'Hot on the trail and enjoying the hunt,’ he toler,hhis voice deep and
unhurried.

When Brian called out to him and beckoned, Keaio 8al better go," and
got to his feet, moving across to their host andedwow taking up all the
airspace around them, tall and darkly golden amatefal, his open,
unadorned masculinity dangerously compelling.

The sun picked out the big trees on the dark bikamgitoto and glinted off
the blue-green channel as thedy Janinerounded the point with its little
lighthouse and debouched into the wide bay thaars¢égd the mainland
from the islands. Behind Rangitoto stretched Mgiutahe sacred island,
and at right angles to it the long finger of Whamgaoa Peninsula sheltered
the expanse of still water.

The island that Brian and Janine owned was northeopeninsula, one of a
group of small, magical, lushly green scraps ofilanrrounded by the aura
that makes all islands places of possible encharitrhecia picked up a pair
of binoculars from a rack and looked through thentha house on the
nearest one, snuggled down amidst a jungle, frdoyeadthin white curve of

beach.



Almost immediately she was joined by Janine. 'l in@ur house to look as
settled as that one,’ she said as she sat down.

'‘We'll try.'

The younger woman's gaze moved past Keane to settteer husband.
Absently, as though repeating a mantra, she séaud, have to try. That's
what life is about—trying.'

Lecia nodded. 'Yes, | think it is.'

'Well, both of us had better give this house oist Is&ot," Janine said. She
looked up and her voice altered, became almosakedge, it's my project
and it's going to work. | want our kids to be aldeun across the floor with
sand on their feet.’

The defiance was directed at Keane, who'd comesto dver the side of the
boat a few paces away. Straightening up, he srailékde younger woman,
his expression at once oblique and unsettling.

'‘And colour co-ordinated," he suggested blandbygt with your hair and
eyes?'

Janine's laughter was slightly shrill. ‘Don't blysKeane,' she said. 'Why
don't you take Lecia up onto the flybridge to detheére are any dolphins
about?’

Swiftly Lecia said, 'I'd love that. Are we likelg see them here?’

Keane's mouth twisted slightly. 'As likely as wes @anywhere,' he said.
'‘Come on, let's go up.'

The flybridge was considerably higher than the Wwhkeuse and saloon,
and much smaller. Once there, Lecia was awaresehae of isolation that
whipped up a slow, expectant heat inside her.



Carefully not looking at Keane, she gazed aheatieatapidly enlarging
islands and the sparkling, limitless sea. 'Glorjoslse breathed.

"Earth has not anything to show more fair"," hetged, and met her startled
look with a smile even more sardonic than the aeid bestowed on Janine.
'l am literate," he said, blue eyes glinting likest over fire.

Snatching at her composure, Lecia said, 'Anyone gdroquote poetry is
unusual in this day and age Especially Wordsworth.'

‘At boarding school | had an English teacher wimlfy believed that the
collective wisdom of humanity was enshrined in ftsetry. We were
force-fed large chunks of it, so | can quote frdmast all the major British
poets. Where did you learn about Wordsworth?'

'My mother.' Lecia smiled a little at the imageaomuch younger Keane
learning poetry. 'She has a lot in common with yeacher. Other children's
parents read them bedtime stories; mine read poktwasn't until she

married my stepfather that | discovered there veetaally stories written

especially for children.’

'‘No Paddington Bear?' he asked, amusement gleamimgs eyes. 'No
Narnia stories? What a deprived childhood!

Lecia laughed. 'They came later. Oh, lolmok—dolphins!

And up they came like silver arrows, the childrenhaf sea, smiling as they
frolicked in the bow waves, sleek and sinuous dniwirsg, leaping from the
water in the sheer joy of living.

'l wonder why we love them so much," Lecia murmuretiowing their
antics with laughter and awe.

'‘Because they seem to like us without reservatidf€dne suggested
cynically. 'Or perhaps because they're free to plalgout worrying about
mortgages or road fatalities or world hunger.' ldaged before adding in a
different voice, 'And because anything beautifaldglens the heart.’



Startled, Lecia looked up. His gaze was fixed dmo face in a fierce
scrutiny that burned through the frail defencesherf social persona. Her
skin tightened as colour rushed over her in a pyitHe.

'Of course it does, that's why it's beautiful,’ sh& numbly, using banality
to shatter the moment of unnerving, unspoken conmnuri think I'll go
down and see if | can help Janine.’

‘Janine doesn't need your help," he said calmlye'sSa very dogged,
organised woman.'

Still shocked by that moment when she'd thoughtsiaéd read his mind as
clearly as he could hers, Lecia said, 'She might'fled.

It was hard to discern what lay behind the sat@natoofness of his
expression, but there had been more than simgdlkedis his tone when he
spoke of his uncle's wife. Somehow straight disayglr of an unsuitable
marriage didn't seem enough to make Keane so angry.

You don't want to know, her common sense protegtezhe climbed down
to the main deck. Remembeyeu aren't interested.

Edgy and tense, she was extremely thankful whebdhéefinally eased into
a bay backed by a beach a couple of hundred metrgseach low headland
crowned by pohutukawa trees, the flat area betwbmkly covered in
manuka scrub and other coastal forest. An uglykhbetch revealed the site
and fate of the small bach that Keane remembered.

Brian brought the big boat to a halt, then lowetteel anchor while Keane
flipped the large inflatable dinghy into the water.

Beside her, Janine said, 'See that rise on tHe Téfat's where we want to
build the house. We can tuck it into the trees—aitly luck we shouldn't
have to cut even one down.'

it™* the perfect place,' Lecia said, nodding, mks to the north and west, and
it'll scoop in the winter sun all day. I'll needtake a few measurements.'



'We'll help.' Janine gave a small, excited laugbu'tell us what you want
done, and we'll do it.'

‘This is beautiful." Lecia looked around and smilégust hope | can do it
justice.’

Janine said confidently, 'I'm sure you can.'

They spent the next hour roaming across the siikeecia made notes,
sketched, and directed the men as they took measuts. After half an
hour Janine left them and set up lunch in the slohadme of the big trees,
summoning them when she was ready.

She was an excellent hostess, and if the food magdication an equally
good cook. Yet low-key tension spoiled a very pdedsneal. Not that there
was any overt expression of it; neither JanineKeane said anything that
could be construed as quarrelsome or pointed.

Nevertheless, Lecia was relieved when Brian anth@atecided to go for a
walk around their small domain.

Long legs stretched out, Keane lounged back agtiadtunk of one of the
old trees. A stray beam of sun gilded his haimaimber glow, outlining the
straight dark brows and the cleft in his chin, ttaselled beauty and
strength of his mouth. With his casually disposeabs and half-closed
eyes, he should have looked relaxed, but to Leb&isused glance he was.
an image of focused power.

Was he watching her from beneath those dark lashestutely aware of
her as she was of him?

The slight breeze off the sea had died, and headed over them. Even the
gulls had given up their constant fight for scrapd sat like small grey and
white igloos on the edge of the water, only thaarp red beaks and black
eyes revealing their alertness. A trickle of sweahd its way down Lecia's

spine.

She said restlessly, 'I'll go and make some motesrio



'‘Leave them,' Keane advised with mocking amuseniemy've only been
married six months.’

Her eyes flew to his; in the indigo depths she sald, cutting cynicism.
'She's a good cook,’ she said inanely.

His smile was narrow and uncompromising. 'l doubether she knows
how to turn an element on,’ he said softly. "Thasvood from their local
delicatessen.'

'How do you know?'

Indifferently he said, 'l've eaten it before.’

'Why don't you like her?'

'How intuitive of you to notice," he mocked. 'Ant$ inot a matter of liking;
in fact, | respect her for making the most useasfriot inconsiderable assets
and talents.'

Tentatively, finding her way, Lecia asked, is iyaf your business?’

'He is my uncle,’ Keane said tonelessly.

'‘And you're fond of him.’

'l think he's a bloody fool." With a sardonic inaion that set her teeth on
edge, he continued, 'But, yes, I'm fond of him. Aondner or later he's going
to need all the friends he can get.'

Because he was looking out to sea, Lecia allowedyes to linger on the
distinctive profile, with its thin-bridged nose, quiar jaw and broad
forehead, features at once familiar yet alien beeate knew so little about

the man who shared them with her.

She wanted to know everything about him, Lecia ¢gimbuwith a shivery
chill of foreboding.



His lashes lifted to reveal intense colour aimdsiterated by expanding
pupils. Bright and dark, she thought confusedlye'@mever seen such
eyes—almost navy blue and yet vivid, smoky and ddesing at the same
time.

'You look," he said unexpectedly, 'as though ytiké&lto slit my throat.’

He was taunting her, but she didn't have to putwifth his sudden,
unpredictable mood changes. 'Too dramatic for she,'said lightly, forcing
what she hoped looked like an amused smile. 'ldikgiiet life.'

He laughed beneath his breath. 'You have a nieeitimepartee,’ he said.
'‘And a beautiful back.’

Nonplussed, she stared at him. 'What?'

'l noticed it before lunch, when you were racinguenrd scribbling notes,' he
said lazily, drawling the words. "Your hair gottime way so you wound it
around and tucked it up into your hat. Thereby aéing a beautiful back.'

Mesmerised by the slow, raw sexuality of his tohe swallowed. He was
crashing through the barriers they had tacitly edgr keep intact. There
was nothing cousinly about his voice; it purredgaunasculine appreciation
buttressed by speculation.

With cool reserve Lecia said, 'Thank you, | think.'

'Don't thank me,' he said ironically, it would haween much better for us
both if I hadn't noticed that elegant, slender nacll the way your spine
curves gracefully as you move. Or the way you wdlke-a young goddess,
lithe and confident, with a smoothly seductive swéyour hips to set off

those long legs. | think you're well on the wayh®ecoming a damned
nuisance, Lecia Spring.'

It was an admission she didn't want to hear. Altyupefore he could go on,
she said, if I'd known you were going to be hedatol wouldn't have come,
because I'd already decided | wasn't going to seeapy more.'



The living colour behind his lashes glittered, tHaded to flatness. His
mouth hardened. 'Very sensible of you,' he saallored tone.

'I've got information for Aunt Sophie, but don't g’ she said snidely, 'l
don't consider myself to be part of your family.'

"You might not," he said, sliding gracefully dowm the rug and closing his
eyes, 'but | have a feeling she does. However,ribatin't affect us; | have
plenty of relatives | never see.’



CHAPTER SIX

LEciA picked up her sketchbook, I'll go and do some msori#obling. Sleep
well." She got to her feet, furious and hurt by tebuff yet fighting a
piercing excitement because Keane had admittedhihatvas attracted to
her.

You can't deal with that now, you have work to wajt until you're at home
and can bring a modicum of rationality to your kg, she told herself as
she walked along the beach and out onto the roekedih the headland.

Choosing a flat, dry, almost comfortable one, she down and with

frowning concentration began to doodle, trying itoaf structure into the
landscape of low hill, trees and sea, a buildireg thould blend with and
enhance the spirit of the island—that amalgam efrtiuted greens of the
scrub, the pale semi-circle of sand and the massiveoping branches of
the pohutukawa, all drenched with light from thensuer sky.

Banning sly mental pictures of the man who lay appidy asleep along the
beach, she flipped through pages, stopping at @tskanine had lingered
over. Narrowing her eyes to slits, she transfetreslimage to the land
behind the bay, holding it there for a few secomasl it faded. This small
talent was very useful to her; she could rememberdstonished she'd been
when she'd realised it was not a gift shared byyeve.

Yes, that design, those angles and proportiongdfitn well with the
landforms and the sea and the potent, evocativeoamof vegetation and
sea and sky, the salt-laden ambience of the island.

Of course it needed development, but it had sethap resonance in her
mind and eyes, invoked that sense of Tightnessiikant she could be onto
something good.

An hour later she closed her pad and got to hdr &eetching slightly

before making her way back. She'd waited until keehad been joined by
his uncle and the two men had strode off into theengrowth, but even so
she had to aggressively ignore the honed knife-eflgaticipation that cut
through her composure.



Janine met her halfway along the beach, clad vetshingly in a string
bikini that showed off her curves, and a georgstiiet that half-heartedly
concealed them. She was too taut and well-honde toalled voluptuous,
and yet there was a glowing aura of abundance dimuihat made Lecia
wonder whether she was pregnant.

"You must be really thirsty," Janine said now, egdhe sketchbook. '‘Come
and have a drink and then we'll go for a swim.’

The last thing Lecia wanted was to parade arounfdom of Keane in a
bathing suit, but she nodded, thinking she'd makeesexcuse.

However, even after draining a cold drink she wdksuncomfortably hot,
and as her new togs were a fifties- style bikinthvgihorts legs and a bra that
didn't reveal too much skin, she decided to go in.

She changed clothes in a small, balsam-scentedindeamongst the

manuka bushes away from the beach, and by thestimemerged Janine
and Brian were playing and calling and laughingetbgr in the water; the
other person swimming out towards the launch hdmkteane.

The sea was deliciously warm, almost soupy; Lecaked lazily through it,
enjoying the silken glide over her parched skie, tlieat of the sun beating
down on her back and shoulders as she swam alerg#tth until she was a
good distance away from the others.

There should, she thought idly, be reef fish, glittg brilliantly coloured
jewels of the sea, and coral, and palm trees. Whadte were palms here.
Nikaus stood to attention on the edge of the blagiking at once familiar
and exotic. And the water was crystal clear so shatcould see flotillas of
tiny silver fish scintillating between her and thettom. One day, though,
she'd go to the tropics, visit the Pacific islattust floated like a dream on
the border of every New Zealander's internal laagsc

A sharp pain across the back, like a stab fronsa thorn, jerked her from
her playground of images.



'Oh, rats,' she muttered, heading straight badhtwe. Once there she ran
over the sizzling sand to the shade of the tregdhgicnicked under, and
scooped up her towel.

She was drying herself down when a voice askee, yau all right?'

Keane. Her heart sped up. Without looking at hienrgplied casually, 'Yes,
I'm fine.'

"You raced up here like a scalded cat,' he said.

Shrugging, keeping her tone light and steady, gpamed, 'l got stung by a
jellyfish, and as | have a slight allergy to theoame in quickly.’

'‘Let me see,’ he said incisively.

Unwillingly, she presented her back—the back hied so much, some
wicked part of her brain pointed out—for his insj@t.

‘That's quite an angry welt," he said, making menapt to hide his concern.
His hand was cool and wet, yet fire ricocheted fribvia point where his
fingers touched her skin, gathering force as itrpheted through her to
converge in the pit of her stomach.

'Have you got something for it?" he demanded.

‘No, I'll be fine." Her voice sounded croaky, se slwallowed to clear her
throat. 'It'll just sting and itch for a while atiten it'll go away.’

'Poor baby,' he said softly, the slight rasp bdnéla¢ words smoothing to
velvet. Dropping his hand, he kissed the skin wlitgnad rested.

Lecia's breath clumped into a tight ball in hersthelis lips had touched her
for no longer than a fraction of a second, but sbeld still feel their
impression, like a star set on her skin to gloweoer.



She couldn't speak, couldn't move until the woeddn to spin again, and
then she looked over her shoulder, knowing thathaening eyes reflected
her grave bewilderment.

'Damn,’ Keane said roughly. His expression wasdiend predatory, the
skin drawn over the hard bone structure, his bigybbeld under rigid
control.

Sensation, bright and hot and reckless, roaredugfrcher, swamping
common sense and prudence and restraint. She tfdkkaping like
quicksilver, submerging will and her appalled sen§eself-preservation
with potent, energy-sapping need.

'Lecia,' he said, his voice low and raw. '"You hake like heated satin,
smooth-grained as ivory, with water running offlike wine. And you
shouldn't be looking at me like that, with hungarkeéning the green of your
eyes into a shadowy promise.’

Fortunately—because she had no idea how to steprthicontrol over her
wildfire responses—Janine and Brian came towardmtfrom the water
and Keane stepped back, the primal lash of his getneguished by austere
determination.

Struggling for breath, Lecia turned away and furdidher towel over her
breasts, tucking it in so that only her shoulderd l2ags were exposed.

Carefully she kept her eyes away from the magmfieethat was Keane in
dark blue racing briefs, his lean splendour of nfeusmd sinew and bone
cruelly pointing up the imperfections and lack cdae of his uncle.

Neither of the others seemed to notice the tenthiah clung like forked

lightning around their guests. As they talked awldiled off, Lecia's brain

slowly unscrambled, thankfully resuming the evethpays of logic and

practicality, but beneath her skin nerves stretcteatt and alert, urging her
to fight—or to flee.

They decided not to dress until they got back oarthoso until then Lecia
kept well away from Keane, walking with Janine &srthe site so that she



could discuss the house she had visualised thereh@nplacement of its
rooms. The sting on her back settled down to aasiemsof heat; from past
experience she knew that it would take severalhéurher body to react
strongly to it, and by then they'd be on the wasnbo

Eventually, when the sun was beginning to tilt wests, they packed up
and got on board, and gratefully Lecia went belowhower the salt from
her body and hair and get dressed.

She combed her wet hair back, slathered on mastuand some lipgloss,
then opened the door of the cabin. Two voices wkrarly distinguishable
above the muted thrum of the engines: Janine aathde

'‘And would you have married me?' Janine was askumty.

Lecia froze as Keane laughed. 'Nothing would haademrme marry you," he
said, scorn licking like cold fire through his tone

‘Then who the hell are you to blame me for doingtwas best for me?’
'‘Blame you? | don't blame you for wanting to matich,' he said, adding
mercilessly, 'After all, you're not the first psettoman from the wrong side
of the tracks to capitalise on the assets you Wwera with. What | blame
you for is getting back at me by using Brian."

'‘God, you've got a foul tongue! Listen, it's néklithat.'

'‘Don't lie," he said, sounding bored. 'That's—'

Janine interrupted hotly, 'Keane, however you &belut it, I'm a member of
the family now and there's not one damned thing gan do about it.

Wherever Brian is, I'm going to be.'

in that case,' Keane said, not even trying to idemenace in his voice,
'you'd better not set a foot wrong, had you? Bezdllive watching and—'

Rousing from her silent horror, Lecia stepped batkher cabin and closed
the door behind her as quietly as though she'd beeilling eavesdropper.



For another five minutes she stayed in the cabppsessive luxury, staring
unblinkingly out of the porthole.

However valiantly she endeavoured not to think alitpihe conversation

replayed itself in her mind like a loop of tapeeoand over again, until she
had to accept that even if she'd misheard or menstabd, Keane and
Janine must have had some sort of relationship.

She swallowed down a metallic taste in her mouthe Tcy disgust in
Keane's voice made it obvious that his relationshiih Janine had been
purely sexual—on his part, at least.

Was he like his father, who—according to Janine-& baen chronically
unfaithful to his wife?

Whether Keane was or not, that snatched conversditanl reinforced
Lecia's determination to stay well out of his arbiadn't she already proved
that she couldn't judge men to save her life? Wnaearth had made her
hope that Keane would be any different? Bitterlgegting that she'd
allowed herself to be mesmerised by his uncompriaghisharisma, she set
her jaw and walked out of the cabin, making as rmaike as she could.

Apart from the muffled roar of the engines evenythwas blessedly silent.
Once in the saloon, a swift glance revealed thaanéewas in the
wheelhouse steering. Janine and Brian were nowibdre seen.

Lecia stood for a moment looking around the expengirnishings. Was
Keane right? Had Janine deliberately chosen Bremabse he was Keane's
uncle?

I'll never know, Lecia thought, setting her jaw.dAhdon't really care.
And she knew that she lied. She did care. In &a, more than cared—the
truth had become intensely important to her. Lgthrer head, she went up

the few steps into the wheelhouse.

Without looking over his shoulder Keane asked dhguBo you want to try
steering?'



‘No, thanks." Even to her own ears the words saliati# and accusing. She
tried to soften them by adding, it's so long sifve steered a boat—and my
stepfather'®Vainuiwas nothing like this huge thing.’

Keane's brows rose. 'Scared?’ he asked, narrovescyésaming.
'‘No.'
"Then what's stopping you?'

And because a fuss about such a simple thing somefaxle it seem too
important, she said ungraciously, 'Well, all rightgive it a go.'

He stood close by—too close, she realised as stgeidy put her hands on
the wheel where his had been. Fancifully, she thbabge could feel their
warmth radiating into her palms.

He said, 'Head for that gap between Tiri and thensala.’

'No compass?' she asked lightly, trying to condkal lethal effect his
nearness was having on her.

‘The compass is there, but you don't need it wleenoan see.' He spoke
drily, his mouth curling in a half- smile.

Some men, she thought, staring at the gap, hadffartless, personal
magnetism that had nothing to do with their chanadterhaps some flaw in
her persuaded her to want men like them.

But Keane had fought through danger and fear toureshe woman and
child from the car, even though it had brought baiskchildhood nightmare.
Not for a moment had he thought of his own saféhatever lay behind
that handsome face, he had raw physical couragtoAgn would never
have behaved with such stubborn, unsparing detatram

A couple of days before she'd read an intervieth@newspaper in which
the woman Keane had saved had hailed him as a Waeping as she
recalled how he'd tried to save the two men inftbet of the car before



realising they were dead, she'd said she hopedte igpedal, and told the
journalist about the exquisite flowers he'd broughen he'd come to see
her in the hospital.

Following her train of thought, Lecia said, 'l stéwve interview given by the
woman you rescued. Poor thing, to lose her huslkandher brother like
that! I'm so glad she's going to be all right fer httle boy.’

'She has guts,' he said. 'She's still in increchblie, but she'll get there.’

A slightly larger wave hit the boat. Automaticallgcia corrected for it,
holding the wheel a moment and then resetting tloese.

'You see, you never forget,' Keane commented.

'‘Apparently.’ She couldn't decided whether theqleathat rippled through
her was caused by his implied compliment or heisoedery of a skill long
forgotten. She said, 'Rick, my stepfather, willddeased to know he taught
me so well.'

'How old were you when your mother remarried?'

'Four. | was the flower girl." It was an innocuaugject so she continued, 'l
can remember it vividly. Everyone made the mostmoos fuss of me, and
then my mother went off without me and | had ty stéh my grandmother!

| threw a massive kicking and screaming tantruimagine my new family
wondered what on earth they'd gbtitnagine they made allowances
because you were overtired and overexcited,’ ltg b smile showing in
his tone.

‘They've certainly never held it against me.’

‘You're fond of them?"

'Oh, very. Gisborne is really like one huge familyeveryone knows
everyone else. My mother grew up there, and heampsiand all the uncles

and aunts and cousins just welcomed us back irgofaimily when we
arrived there after my father died.’



He nodded, his eyes abstracted. Perhaps he wasnkeriag his own
far-from-happy family. Lecia looked around and sdithere are birds
working over there.’

'Do you want to catch some fish?'

From behind, Janine said, 'Sorry, but we can'tarBand | are going out
tonight, and we're cutting it a bit fine as it is.’

She was slightly flushed from the sun, but hertpifeice was serene, and the
smile she gave Lecia was candid and free of sedkéiier a quick glance
from Keane's impassive face to hers, Lecia tolddieithat you'd never
know that not very many minutes ago they'd beerdgcting a savage,
painful, argument.

Did Brian know they had once been lovers?

You're jumping to conclusions, she thought. You'dkmow that they have
been. But misery clogged her throat, cast a shad@wthe radiant day.

Something fundamental in the balance of her lifé haen changed when
Keane's mouth had marked her skin. The kiss wasaheof gesture a
practised flirt would make. Yet he looked too—ttgngerougo be shallow

and lightweight.

Of course Don Juan, she thought grimly, had beethareshallow nor
lightweight.

As though in answer to her thoughts, her back begatth. When Brian
came up she relinquished the wheel to him with desamd walked a little
way to press the burning area against the siddeobbat, wriggling her
shoulderblade a little to rub the inflamed fleskere though she knew that
would make it worse.

And, although she was sure he wasn't even lookifftgea colour seeped
maddeningly through her skin when Keane said, ndganwhere's the
first-aid box?' 'Why?' Janine asked. 'What have gone?' 'Lecia got



slashed by a jellyfish.' 'Oh, boy, they can huiteie's an antihistamine
cream there,' Brian said. 'Try that.'

‘'l rub it in for you," Keane said blandly. Le@aspected that tone of voice,
so she replied cheerfully. 'Thanks, but it's @hti—I'm not very allergic to
them; they just itch for an hour or so.’

Janine said, 'Come on down with me, I'll put someam on. No sense in
suffering if you don't have to." In the saloon slxamined Lecia's back and
said, 'Oh, yes, it does look sore. Have you gdf &uit at home?"

Lecia sighed with relief as the cream soothed cegdrinto her skin. 'No,
but—' 'Take this, then.'

'‘And leave you without any? No, I'll hop up to tthety chemist and get
something for it.'

'Probably a good idea.’ Janine screwed the top dwaickthe tube. 'It looks as
though it might be a bit more than this can dedhwi

''ve had them before, and they always follow thens pattern—a sting,
then a few hours' wait before it itches like crazghen it's just about driven
me mad, it goes away. Thanks,' Lecia said, pulieg T-shirt down, ‘that
feels much better.’

Janine put the cream away in the first-aid box, merwements slow and
precise. She clicked the lid down and said in &,r0&u don't know Keane
well, do you?'

'No." Most emphatically Lecia did not want to hedrat she sensed was
coming, but even as she opened her mouth to si@mihe hurried on.

'He's a hard man and a dangerous one. Very sexpnéaWahase after him,
and he sometimes uses that sexual glamour likeapave' Her eyes slid to
focus past Lecia; after a tiny hesitation she cw@d in a completely
different voice, 'l think you should get somethielge from the chemist.
That's starting to look angry.’



Lecia wasn't surprised when Keane said from thevday '‘Don't worry, I'l
see that she does."

The cream helped, but by the time they pulled upatnarina the streak on
her back was once more extremely itchy. Worse, amasually, it was

beginning to throb. Lecia tried to ignore it, buadhthe uncomfortable
feeling that Keane for one was not taken in by listermined

offhandedness.

'Did you come by car?' Brian asked as Keane woeati¢avy rope around a
bollard.

'No,"' she said, 'l walked. It's not far.'

Keane looked up from the jetty. 'I'll take her hgrhe said. 'We'll call in at
the chemist's on the way.'

Brian nodded. 'Good thinking.'

Lecia waited until they were all heading for the park before saying,
'Keane, you don't need to bother; it's in the wrdingction for you. Drop me
off at home, and if it gets any worse I'll drive se¥f to the pharmacy.'

He looked at her with a grim smile and blue, uncampsing eyes. 'Do you

think | can't tell that you're in pain? If it get®rse you might not be able to
drive. It'll only take me an extra ten minutes towijth you, so stop being

silly and get in the car. Or shall | carry you?'

'‘No, you will not. I'm quite capable of walking! An despise men who
think their strength makes them superior,' she saitly, despising herself
for the secret little thrill that washed througltr e the thought of being in
his arms again.

'Hardly superior. Being stronger, however, can canteandy when dealing
with recalcitrant women." Although he sounded ardises took one look at
his flat, ruthless gaze and realised that he irgdrid have his own way.



And because the sting on her back was sore, antidwgghts moved slowly
around her buzzing head, she said, 'Well—all righit not because you
threatened me—only because...'

'‘Because it's the sensible thing to do,' he sagplgr ‘Come on, let's get
going.'

By the time they reached the pharmacy she wastgdistinctly strange.
Without any prompting, Keane helped her out ofdtieand slipped his arm
around her waist to support her while they walked the shop.

The chemist took one look at her back and saids, 'Mee got cream that will
help, but you'd better have a pill too.'

A few moments after she got into the car agaimpthéook effect; Lecia felt
hazy, as though she were floating in thick clousise sat upright, staring
rather desperately out through the window of the ca

'How do you feel?' Keane asked.

'Horrible,' she said dispassionately. 'Fuzzy aogdidt | hate it.'

'‘Out of control." His voice was thoughtful, almasteasuring. 'Yes, |
understand that.’

'l imagine you do.' It was probably the pill thadde her conclude, 'We are
alike in some ways.'

‘Apart from our bone structure?' he said, pullipgrua hurry as some idiot
roared through a red light. Keane had swift refexad although his mouth
hardened he didn't waste time swearing at the peviib the death wish.

‘Apart from that,' she agreed. '‘Control is impartanyou, isn't it?'
'Oh, very." His smile was humourless. 'And to you,you wouldn't be

working from home, keeping your practice smalllsat tyou have complete
command over each project.’



'l do have to allow the client some say,' she s@ening. 'Lots, actually.
That's the challenge—to give them a house thagluslithem and satisfies
me. Are you an autocrat at work?"

'l don't think so,' he said, sounding surprised.
'Only in your private life." She yawned again.

'Who told you that?' he asked, swinging into thegjjcar park outside the
apartments.

'I'm intuitive,’ she said, and gave a sleepy lifiggle. 'Hijacking me is just
one example.'

The car drew to a halt. Switching off the enginesagl into the sudden hot
silence, if you're talking about my suggestion &org you, it was an offer
rather than a threat. However, I'll admit that Ivdeat | think is best.’

'‘But sometimes what you think is best is not..e Stumbled over the words
and sighed, giving up the battle to produce serwsa her drowsy brain. 'l
can't think. Thank you for bringing me home. Gooelldigeane.’

'l come up with you,' he said with calm authgyiteaching over her to
open the door at the moment she leaned forward toreerself.

His thumb brushed her breast. Still as a huntechaliLecia thought how
strange it was that such a light touch could expltdough her with the
all-out power of a heatwave. For a perilous secsimel was tempted to let
that vehement languor rob her of volition and comreense.

But her sense of self-preservation, ever alertytdtbloudly enough to force
her out of the car and away from temptation. Shr&iging up, she watched
as Keane pulled her bag from the back seat beftteng out and locking

the door. The sun beat down on her head, danciogsber lashes, drying
her throat and mouth.

Andrea had been right. He moved with the smootledagrace of some
large, patient, dangerous predator.



'‘Come on,' he said, bag still in hand, 'I'll takeiyp.'

Lecia shook her head, wishing it didn't weigh sachwishing her eyelids
weren't so sticky. 'No.'

"You can hardly stand up,' he said shortly.

'‘No," she repeated, clinging to the word. 'I'm fihesally am. | don't need
you, Keane.'

His gaze darkened and a muscle clenched in hidHavwooked electric with
anger, so charged with it that it streamed from mmmvisible, vibrating

rays. For the first time, Lecia felt defencelesaiagt that hard scrutiny. 'l
know," he said, through lips that barely moved.

And then she saw him reimpose control, maskingratisn with aloofness.
He said evenly, 'I'll take you up to your door deave you there.'

And that, she understood,* was as far as he'd bagkn. Nodding, she
turned towards the vestibule. Thank heavens foritheshe wasn't sure
she'd have been able to make it up the stairs.

At her door he waited while she unlocked, then ldntier the bag.
'‘Goodbye," he said, and smiled tightly, tigerishly.

She nodded. 'Thank you," she murmured, and weitteirend locked the
door behind her.

Of course she couldn't hear his footsteps as beesiout of her life; she'd
designed the apartments to be as soundproof ablgogsnd she certainly
wasn't going to walk across so that she could sedérbm the window. She
stood inside her tiny entrance hall, the bag cledigbrotectively to her chest,
and waited for long minutes, her eyes graduallynglwith tears.

It was the wretched pill. It had to be. As she @ait of her salty clothes and
showered, as she pulled on her loosest and oldsisirfTbefore obeying the



dictates of the drug and crawling into bed, thegseshid slowly down her
face. She didn't sob; she simply couldn't stopelyes from overflowing.

Next morning the bite woke her, fiery and hot atothy as hell—and just
out of her reach. It took her several highly uncortable minutes to work
out a system to get the ointment on her skin, aweh eafter she'd
accomplished that, by tying cotton wool onto heroden spoon and
saturating the fluff with the ointment, her skimtioued to itch relentlessly.

Keane rang just after nine. 'How is it?' he askélyoice crisp and dark and
emotionless.

it's fine, thanks,' she said with reserve. 'l feekch better.'
'Did you have a good night's sleep?'

'Heavens, yes, the antihistamine knocked me oufptzialy." Once more
she licked lips made dry by the residue of the dmgdhe tiny silence she
heard someone at the other end say something. Aawom

Her fingers tightened on the receiver. Brightlyr lveice ringing with
assurance, she said, "Thanks for calling, Kearey8e around.’

'‘Goodbye.’

God, she thought, replacing the receiver with gtddiare, Lecia Spring,
you're jealous! Eaten up with it, furious and hurt, and savageéisterly
envious of the woman who was with him.

And the whole thing was completely ridiculous, hesmawhy should she be
so astonished, so outraged at the thought of Keithea woman?

Left listless by the drug, she spent the morningp@nlong daybed, reading
and dozing. At lunchtime she roused enough to sataal, following it with
a cup of strong coffee which revived her suffichemd accept the invitation
of friends to an impromptu barbecue in their bactya



But the evening, pleasant though it was, passeupiag in the shade of a
huge magnolia and chatting, didn't make much diffee to her grey mood,
and when, a week later, the sting finally stopgelding and she could only
see the faintest of red dots on the smooth ivoiy skher back, she had to
admit that she could no longer blame the antihistam

She was missing Keane with an intensity that ate irer composure,
stripping her of all contentment. And that was ewaore foolish than her
jealousy, because she'd never had him to miss.

A feverish shiver raced the length of her spinthatdouble meaning of the
words. On several mornings she'd woken with fragmehheated dreams
still circulating through her brain, dreams in wihghe and Keane had come
to know each other very well. Stupid!

Oh, she'd had erotic dreams before, but alwaysnéwe—the other—had
been faceless, without personality, a figment caglby her unconscious
for whatever inscrutable reason.

But this dark lover had been Keane. 'Frustratising told her reflection.
"You're ready for a lover. Keane just happenedgbitrthe wrong time, so
you're using him as material for your fantasies.'

She wound her hair into a knot high on the backhef head. No
appointments today; she was going to look aroundoaple of new
kitchenware shops, go through a plumbing warehautie a fine-tooth
comb, meet Andrea for lunch and then check out soemeltalian ceramic
tiles that had just arrived in the country, befocading in to see the woman
who drew up her plans and working drawings.

A good day. The sort of day she'd always enjoysdnehough a sultry
weather system from the tropics .till casting ité, ltlammy pall across the
city, now reluctantly back at work after the holida

So in spite of the weather and Keane Paget, sim& &iibw well enough to
love, she was going to enjoy this day too!



CHAPTER SEVEN
IT DIDN'T exactly turn out that way.

To begin with, just before she reached the plumbtoge in Newmarket, she
ran into Janine Carpenter, sexy and fresh asiesfistarlet.

'Hi,' the younger woman said, smiling. 'That wasce letter you wrote to
thank us for the day on the boat! Come and hawgatcoffee with me.’

Not without misgivings, Lecia agreed. Shockinglyridg the previous
week she'd come very close to passing up the pessilmmission from the
Carpenters— so close that she'd had to talk vemlgtto herself.

Settling into a chair in the upmarket coffee shio@'@ chosen, Janine looked
around with a satisfied smile, 'l really like tipiace. It's got lots of style.’

She ordered fruit juice, and chose a modest pastigre looking enviously
at Lecia. 'l wish | was six inches taller," shedsgatting one hip. 'lt'd give
me something to come and go on instead of haviwgatoh every ounce |
eat.' Her mouth curved in a slow smile that weryobe satisfaction almost
to smugness.

When she didn't elaborate further, Lecia steeresl ghbject towards
houses—more specifically the house Janine wantéxaitd on the island.
Janine knew exactly what she wanted, although she prepared to
consider Lecia's suggestions.

‘The kitchen's really important,’ she said. 'l pglauhave several kids—Brian
didn't have any in his first marriage so he's ye@pt at the idea.' Again that
swift glory of a smile. 'So it'll need to be praeti, but at the same time |
want to be able to whip up a gourmet mealin halfhaar. It can be
done—the woman I'm taking lesson” from says so. thed | won't have to
rely on our friendly neighbourhood delicatessengionics!'

So Keane had been right. How weitl he know her?



Dismissing the sly little thought, Lecia plungedbiiurther discussions, her
respect for the younger woman growing as they Histheir coffee and
came to some decisions about the prospective house.

All in all, Janine promised to be the perfect djdrecia thought an hour

later as she made her way to the plumbing warehdsise should be

delighted, instead of wondering why Janine and l€dzated each other so
much. Oh, she could understand Keane's worry diisuincle's happiness,
but there had been too much emotion in the angriiamnge on the boat for
that to be the whole story.

Cheered by Andrea's ebullience during lunch, Leambod lifted even
further as she examined the shipment of mouth-watelalian tiles

afterwards. By the time she reached her draughtamtsmhouse she'd
almost forgotten the slow apprehension that hagteneo her life like fog

from the sea.

She arrived home to find the telephone blinking litde red light.
Mesmerised, she stared at it while the gingernetdskaten with her cup of
tea congealed in her stomach.

'Don't be a twit!" she told herself, and pressedihtton.

Aunt Sophie's voice said, 'My dear, your answenngchine message
sounds very businesslike! Would you like to come are me at seven
tonight? I've discovered something | find very reting. I'll be out until
six-thirty, so if | don't find a message from yotiem | get home I'll assume
you're coming." There was a wicked little chucKleshould tell you what
I've found, but | do like to see people's facesmwhsurprise them?!

Lecia rewound the tape and stood for several mosn&taring out of the
window at the traffic below. Would Keane be at &ist's?

Why should he be?
But before Lecia left that evening she changed afavourite green silk

shirt and darker green linen trousers, wound & stgreens highlighted by
gold and peach around her hair and applied lipstezly carefully.



That secret bubble of excitement didn't collapsgl @ophie Warburton
opened the door and drew her into her house, sayutig ask Keane if he'd
like to come, but he's going out tonight. Come mnmy dear, and look at
this while | pour you a sherry.'

Thiswas a sheet of paper, a photocopied birth ceatdiof Laetitia Evadne
Bolsover who'd been born in England almost a huhdued fifty years
before.

‘Laetitia,” Aunt Sophie said with relish, puttingraall glass of golden liquid
at Lecia's elbow, 'whose pet name might have beeralLl wonder whether
somehow the name has been passed down on yowfdiae family—you
see, she married Bernard Paget and had five sorsnipyany of whom
could have been the link between your side and'ours

Feeling oddly light-headed, Lecia put the paper moit/'s possible,' she
admitted, 'but the name would have had to passigiweeveral generations
of men, none of whom had daughters as far as we kDo you really think
they'd remember it?'

The older woman twinkled at her. 'I'll admit it dogeem highly unlikely!
Men are darlings, but | find they forget almostmtieing except the issues
that are important to them. Not Keane, of coureen&imes | must admit |
wish he didn't have such a good memory, becaus@asea habit of
reminding me of things I'd rather not remember liloctor's appointments
and trips to the dentist and the optician. Not aides he remind me, he's
quite capable of making sure I go!"

'He sounds very responsible,’ Lecia said woodenly.

'Oh, indeed, from the time he was a child, poot Ibteyhad to be the reliable
one in the family, unfortunately.'

Lecia would have liked to know more, but Sophie sgbgmoothly on. 'l do
think this is a definite clue. Not that I'm going ¢et too excited about
it—I've had promising leads fizzle into nothingness often that I've
become wise to the pitfalls of anticipation! | seggyou ask your mother



where she got your name from. If it came from yéather's side of the
family, then | think we may allow ourselves a étttautious optimism.’

'I'll ring her tonight and let you know what shgsa

'‘Good. Now, bring your sherry with you and come aeeé a rose that's
flowering in the garden. It reminded me of yourrhaihat glorious blend of
honey colours. And the scent is different too—umisind subtle, with a
tang to it.'

An hour later a slightly bemused Lecia drove outh#f gate and headed
home. Sophie Warburton was a darling, and she Kostvhow to keep
Lecia bubbling on a hidden rill of laughter. Withet bit well and truly
between her teeth, she was as determined in her waym as her
great-nephew.

'‘Well, yes," her mother said slowly when Lecia asker, 'your father did
say that if we ever had a daughter he wanted Hexdchecia. He even
spelled it out for me.’

'Was it his mother's name?’

'No, she was Betty. He said it was a Spring faméyne. | didn't mind—I

thought it was lovely—so when you were born thatwt | registered you
as.' She paused, then said, 'How strange it dllasyou like these people,
Lecia?"

'Very much," Lecia said promptly. "You would toordMWarburton is a
darling—sweet, with a nice little touch of lemon—dakeane looks just like
me only bigger in every way!"

She was rather proud of her tone; she soundetlieaviity and a lot amused.

‘Tell me about them,' her mother urged.

So she chatted, making her mother laugh, andelirtie she kept her voice
light and all the time she lied, because when Bbaght of Keane it was



with a longing that was sharp and fierce and asablyuelemental as the
inevitability of life and death.

After saying goodbye to her mother she walked actoghe window and
looked out into the hazy dusk. Where was Keane ntWid was he

with—some woman who touched his arm and called daring, and

thrilled at the promise of those steel-hot eyes® whman who'd been with
him that Sunday morning when he'd called to see tienjellyfish sting

was—the woman who, perhaps, had stayed on Satorgat?

When Aunt Sophie had told her that Keane was gougthat evening,

Lecia had flinched, forced to realise that heritaot calling her feelings

something tepid and ordinary like attraction didmirk. She'd been using
the banal term in the hope that it would render uhderlying emotion

equally lukewarm.

This wasn't a simple sexual attraction.

Oh, she wanted him, and the wanting was like ngtlsine'd experienced
before—not even the passion she'd felt for Anthatly those years
ago—but, although longing tormented her night aag, dhe'd committed
an even greater folly.

She'd managed to fall more than half in love wittaKe Paget.

Need gripped her with sensual talons, confiningiher prison of her own
making, and yet in spite of her hunger she waseaguavidly alive, in a

state of heightened awareness that left her nakediefenceless.

And that was terrifying, because it didn't seenthamigh Keane felt any
more for her than an easy, sexual attraction, trenal desire of a potent
man for a nubile woman.

And his silence made it plain that he wasn't gamtpllow up on it.

Caught in a giddy merry-go-round of uncontrollabégnotions, as
exhilarating as they were frightening, Lecia leaf@avard and pressed a



hot cheek against the cool glass of the windowsiotp her eyes in an
attempt to summon a calm serenity. It evaded her.

Biting her lip, she drew away from the window arahg Aunt Sophie,
smiling at the older woman's delight when she saith the excitement of a
treasure hunter confronted with a map, 'Then thdtere I'm going to start
my search. It could well be one of the sons.’

"You may never find out which one, though,' Leal €éompelled to say.

'My dear, the two family linesmustconverge somewhere. The information
you gave me about your father will set me on theg.was for never
discovering—well, that may be true, but half the fsiin the trying.'

Aunt Sophie and Janine had quite a lot in commexjd.mused as she hung
up.

She got into shorts and a T-shirt, packed a skitttap into her bag with her
towel, and went off to the gym. An hour of hardoefimight make her forget
the man whose face she saw every time she lookedhie mirror.

It didn't, but at least it made her tired. Becaalsewas still restless when she
got back she had a bath, soaking in-water scenittdtiae lavender oil a
cousin had given her for Christmas, before shruggito a thin cotton shift
and dressing gown.

The unexpected summons of the intercom made hegy.jum
'Keane,' he said crisply. 'l need to see you.'

She froze, wondering whether to lie low and pretémdoe out. That,
however, would be cowardly. 'All right," she sa@ahd pressed the release
before dashing away to get into jeans and a shirt.

The doorbell rang as she came out of her bedroasteriing the last button.

Odd, she thought dizzily, pressing her knucklesh cleft between her

breasts, that the mere sound of a man's voice coake her heart speed up
unbearably.



She opened the door and looked up, caught in tlesnshimmer of light in
his eyes, the dense, dark blueness that lureddyend the colour and into
infinity.

A shiver iced down her spine, 'Is anything wrongg?late.'

'It's only just after ten." His voice was curt, Hiace unreadable. 'No,
nothing's wrong."'

Clutching at her composure, Lecia said with a seles 'l don't mean to be
inhospitable, but that's reasonably late for nme.usually in bed by eleven.’

'So am |, he said absently, as though somethseywehs on his mind. 'I've
been talking to Aunt Sophie.’

'Oh, yes, the name. She's quite excited.' Lecidemed. "Would you like to
sit down?'

He said roughly, it seemed sensible not to be raplaee this evening.'

Lecia's gaze widened. Silence stretched betweem,treach second
lengthening excruciatingly, until she said, it was.

He was smiling, but there was no humour, no softireg. 'Was it?'

More than anything she wanted to clear her thitdaskily she said, 'Well,
yes. You were going out.'

'l lied." He walked across to the window and lookegvn at the garden, the
autocratic bone structure of his face a proclamatiocharacter.

Lecia thought that she would never be able to staede again without
remembering this moment, the heavy pounding ohkart in her throat, the
swift, eager pulse of blood throughout her bodg, way her eyes lingered,
heavy-lidded, on his face.



For the first time she didn't see herself in hegdiees; this was not the other,
the doppelgangerpr even a possible cousin linked through the gaiers
by tenuous bloodlines.

This was Keane, and she was terribly, shatteriadjigid that for her all
options had run out; she'd fallen in love with him.

'‘But staying away was the hardest thing I've el o do," he said silkily,
swinging to face her, 'because without even tryiog've managed to turn
my life upside down.’

Lecia's head stayed high, her eyes fearless, Widlgpaced noiselessly
towards her. She refused to back away when he taméalt on those last
ironic words.

"You haven't shown any signs of it,' she said, & swap in the words.

'You don't know me very well." His smile was edgetl sharp as a blade,
the sardonic inflection intensifying to the borasgrbrutality. 'Of the two
people who know me best. Aunt Sophie says it's atiowe, and my
secretary at work has taken to giving me nice, erdgradvice about taking
vitamins and meditating to lower my stress level.'

But when he reached for her there was no love srelies—nothing but a
hard, hungry urgency as great and as overwhelnsmgpes.

Lecia didn't struggle, yet neither did she resparegbn his mouth came
down on hers. She simply stood resistless whilkissed her with masterly
skill, controlling his passion to gentle her intxxaptance.

His remorseless patience worked. Suddenly vyieldistge sighed and
softened, and surrendered to the driving imperatfyeer own desire.

Yes, her heart said exultantly, yes and yes and. yes

Ever since you saw him in the Domain this has legiding, ever since you
heard his voice...



And then she couldn't think. She was overwhelmedhleysheer physical

presence of this man, stabbed in the heart byaimé yet intensely potent

scent of him, the heat of his body, the strengthisnarms, the pressure of
alien muscles and skin and bones against her bloglgweetness and fire of
his mouth on hers, the taste of him, sharp and nliascon her tongue, the
taste of paradise.

'l wasn't going to do this,' he said, lifting higuath a fraction. 'l told myself
| wasn't going to rush into anything, because aigfol'd recognise your
lightest footprint if | were buried ten feet dowrmewe still strangers.’

His slow voice rasped across her flesh, tightehieigskin, sending electric
shudders through her.

She had to swallow before she could say, 'You\enlbgghting it all the
way. What changed your mind?"'

He ran his hand up her back, into her hair ancedudlently backwards until
her face was tilted for his scrutiny. The steeldhsineen of his gaze made it
impossible to read his thoughts. Lecia felt liksagrifice on the altar of
desire.

His smile was set and savage. 'Seeing you at Agpthig's would have been
quite safe; she's a good chaperon. But when | hengo say that | was on
my way, you'd already gone. | thought. She couldkj&ed on the way
home and I'd never know what it was like to kiss. #end | realised I'd
search through eternity for you if | died witho@nmrembering how your
mouth feels against mine.’

The sombre words stopped her heart. 'No,' shegsaotly, pointedly.

His pupils expanded until all she could see wakrdess rimmed with blue
fire. Very quietly he said, 'lt's the truth.’

'‘And if you died I'd go down to death with you,'eskaid, the stark truth
terrifying her.



'No," he said in turn, pulling her back into tharetautness of his body,
against the warm, heavy beat of his heart.

She kissed his throat. 'Yes. Keane, I'm scared,\wgtispered, inhaling the
complex man-scent of him, listening to her emoticiasnouring and baying
at the gates of her will. 'I've never felt anything this before.’

'l know," he said deeply. 'Why do you think | fouglo hard to prevent you
from seeing what you were doing to me? | feel tmaes—struggling against
a torrent of emotions | can't control and don'tensthnd.’

Desperately, Lecia wanted to take off her clothad strip him of his and
walk into her bedroom and make love, but the hungjeat clawed at her
were so violent she couldn't deal with them.

'It's too soon,' she said, picking her way throtgh tumbling, scattered
thoughts. 'l—we need to take things slowly.’

Bending his head, he kissed the soft hollow beneattear, the tenderness
of his tongue and lips sending shudders of detilgiaiugh her. Then we stop
this," he said, and bit the lobe with exquisiteuged expertise.

Lecia had read about the existence of localitiehhébody where a mere
touch created sensual pleasure, tiny places ofiseteesponsiveness; she
didn't know whether this was one or whether it Wwasause Keane touched
her that every cell in her body leapt in answeutely receptive, eager and
acceptant.

She whispered, 'Rigmowyou'd better stop it!"

Keane groaned beneath his breath, but he let heaandostepped away.
'How's your back?"

Walking blindly, she made her way into the kitchdmere she automatically
filled the kettle with water and turned it on.té¢hed like fury for a week, and
| had to tie cotton wool onto a wooden spoon tdlgebintment on it, but it's
fine now.'



A car hooted on the street below. As Lecia jumpedrite said roughly, 'l
hated leaving you, but | had to. | was a cowaudidh't know what the hell
was going on and | needed time to think, to workvaloat was happening to
me.'

'So did I. | didn't want you to stay.’

She could hear his frown in his voice. "You mad# thore than obvious.’
They stood in silence while the kettle boiled. 8f#s making tea when he
said, 'According to the dossier | have on you, yawen't had any real

relationships for some years. Not since your enigege, in fact.'

Lecia stiffened. Without looking at him she reachmd the cupboard and
got down two mugs. 'What about you?'

‘There have been women, but I've never met anyeovanted to marry,' he
said coolly.

‘What about the woman who was with you when yowran Sunday
morning?"'

He gave her a wry smile. 'Sue—Geoff Brown's wife'sthe doctor who
dressed my hands, remember? She and two of thdreanicame around
after church to give me some peaches. | hoped ybea her and
misunderstand.’

Lecia sent him an uncompromising glare, slightlylliiied when he
admitted, 'l was grabbing at straws."

Why?"

He hesitated, then said slowly, 'Because | knew dhae | gave in to this
attraction | wasn't going to be able to contrdl it.

'And that is really important to you.' It wasngaestion.



'Yes.' He was standing with his head slightly bémiking at the brilliant
glow of a jar of nasturtiums. 'Probably becauseewgup despising my
father for having so little self-control. He wadfaithful to my mother from
the time they got married—probably before. | camember thinking when
| was about eighteen, and in the throes of my fiesisionate love affair, that
| was never going to allow desire to become my arabe way it had with
him.'

It made sense; oh, it made very good sense. Soldastied his feelings
under the iron discipline of his will, never allowg himself to respond fully
in case he became truly his father's son. Until hegt her...

Lecia was not able to savour this admission to fiile because he
commanded gently, implacably, Tell me about the y@unwere engaged
to.'

'l needed a refuge,’ she said, choosing her worttiscare. 'However, | hurt
him badly, and inflicting pain doesn't do anythgapd for the self-image. |
came out of the experience with my self-esteemginggon the ground. In
the end | hated and despised myself for using Barry

'Using him?' His voice was quick and uncompromising

'l fell in love with the wrong man.' Not looking laim, she opened the fridge
door and took out a jug of milk.

‘Not this Barry, | gather?' He couldn't be jealooigt there was a hint of
territorial possessiveness in his tone. After a minhe said, 'Ah, the man
you thought you saw at the restaurant that day adelitnch together. You
loved him before you met Barry.'

"You don't miss much, do you?' Still keeping heesgverted, she poured
milk into the two cups. 'Yes. | used Barry to get aut of a hole I'd dug for
myself. He paid for my selfishness, and is stilfipg for it.’

'Pour the tea,' Keane suggested, 'and let's sibdow



She set the tray down on the coffee-table in heéngiroom and poured tea.

then sipped some of hers. Keane sat opposite, legggrelaxed, his face

impassive. Fear clutched her entrails. Would hgidesher as much as she
despised herself?

Whatever, he had to be told.

Putting the mug down, she said steadily, "Whend tmeenty-one | thought |
was quite sophisticated. Then | met a man.' Shkeld@t Keane, tall and
hard-edged and compelling, dominating her room Wwigheffortless power
and authority. 'A man like you,' she said tautigkpg up the mug again.

He lifted his brows at her. 'Looks? Size? Colouring

'‘None of those. He held the world in his hand.'i§den darkened the words.
'He was clever and amusing and loaded with magnetiad he wanted me."’

‘And?’

it sounds silly, but he swept me off my feet. Irdidknow where | was or
what | was doing.' She stared down at her teangdhe way its surface
shimmered as her hand shook. 'l became utterlyssbdavith him," she said
bitterly.

Keane watched her with unfaltering concentration.

'‘And when | was so tangled up in what | thought Wagpiness that I'd have
followed him to hell, | found that he was married."

There was silence. Noiselessly she set her mug damdh said with
unflinching self-derision, 'Happily married, at thle had no intention of
giving up his wife and his children. He wanted waghband he couldn't see
why he shouldn't have us both.’

'So you cut and ran.'

She swallowed. 'l refused to see him again, buti$ wcared. | wanted
him—' She shrugged again, struggling for the rightds before giving up.



'l already knew Barry. He was everything Anthony swa—kind,
considerate, honest. He thought | was the most ardmdwoman in the
world. At first I wouldn't go out with him but he$t kept coming back, and
after a while | gave in. Six months later, likeidiot, | let myself be talked
into getting engaged to him.'

'Did he know about this bastard you'd been seeiigane's voice was
coolly critical.

Lecia nodded, keeping her eyes downcast. 'l ditbtdo the decent thing; |
turned Barry down a couple of times. But he wakired, and he was—he
was...'

"You thought that if you married him you'd staytiiéul to him and wouldn't
be tempted to sleep with the other man.’

She winced at his merciless summing up of the imabut said, 'Yes, that
was exactly it.'

'What changed your mind?"

She bit her lip. 'A fortnight before the weddingehlised what | was doing,’
she said, almost soundlessly, 'l knew | could némex Barry so | cancelled
the wedding. It broke his heart. He had a nervaeskbown and had to
leave university. He had great promise as an aahitnow he's a
draughtsman in Wellington.'

Keane said, 'I'm not going to come across and camiém because | don't
trust myself to stop at comforting, but, althoughuybehaved badly, you
were very young and obviously naive.'

'You don't understand—' she began, but he cut hert svith a crisp
detachment that chilled her.

'I understand that you still feel some sort of gation towards this Barry,
and that you're also swamped in guilt.’

Defensively she said, 'He had a future and | ruibed



Frowning, Keane put his mug down on the table séaigd, 'No oneauses
nervous breakdown. If it hadn't been you, someors®mething else would
probably have triggered it.’

‘That's very hard.'
'l amhard.' He looked at her. 'Was he emotionally biefd

Recalling a shattering meeting with Barry's mothegia shivered. 'l think
he might have been. His mother certainly was. Bran't just shrug it off,
Keane. If | hadn't met Anthony, hadn't got engaigeBarry—'

'He'd have probably still had a breakdown the firae he couldn't get what
he wanted. Almost certainly you were just the gatalhe interrupted curtly.

The brutal words jarred Lecia, but one swift glaatéis face told her that
she had no chance of changing his mind. Unableé¢als she shook her
head.

Quietly, implacably, Keane said, 'So since thenwmsteered clear of men?’

'| hated it—losing control so stupidly, wanting amwho was only playing
with me, and then using Barry... | decided I'd meyet into that situation
again, so every time anyone got serious | just—axbdl And after a while
they drifted away.'

'‘And because no one ever got close to you, you wever hurt. And you
didn't hurt anyone.’

'Yes.' In silence Lecia drank the rest of her e set her mug down.

Eyes half closed, Keane was looking across the m@tdhe picture above the
sofa—a bright, breezy oil she'd seen in an exloibjtvery Auckland with
the sea and headlands triangulated by the rootddokauri villas. Vivid
hibiscus flowers blazed from the bottom left-haodner.

Swiftly, before she lost courage, she said, 'Whyydo dislike Janine so
much?’



Not a muscle moved in his face as he said, 'Becausés a clever,
money-hungry, social-climbing little bitch. And I'afraid she's going to
squeeze Brian dry and then leave him. He's soteeleith her it would kill

him.'

It was an absolute condemnation delivered withitlyeobjectivity of a
judge. Shock tightened Lecia's skin, but she sa@itht's a pretty blanket
judgement.’

He transferred his gaze to her, chilling her afrdske known her for three
years. She was my secretary,' he said, ignorindiimeay written across her
face, 'and a damned good one.’

Lecia set her jaw; she needed to know. 'Were yoer&?' she asked.

His eyes narrowed but his voice remained unyielding) steady. 'No. When
we were away on a business trip once she got igtbed. | threw her out
and sacked her, so she decided that Brian wouldddas well. The poor
devil didn't have a chance. And she's really emgyhe money and the
power he gives her.'

And that, Lecia thought, was all she was goingdartabout it.

She was mistaken. Without intonation he said, $Sadact of my life. I'm
just damned sorry that it was through me she miehBr

'When did all this happen?' she asked.

'‘Over a year and a half ago,’ he said indiffererllyst after Aunt Zita died.
He was shattered and lonely and vulnerable.'

Lecia searched his face, but could see nothingethexcept cold
self-condemnation. She asked carefully, 'Does vocte know—what she
tried to do to you?'

He shrugged. 'l doubt it. She made certain | cdutéh him—I didn't even
know they were seeing each other. They were maniele | was away on a
month- long trip to Asia.’



Now was not the time to wonder why he had beencaskeon the boat that
day, and it certainly wasn't the time to tell hinat Janine had warned her
about him. In spite of wanting to black her eyescih liked the other
woman, and didn't think that Keane was right whenirhplied she felt
nothing for Brian.

'‘Are you going to accept the commission?' Keanedskatching her with
an enigmatic expression.

"Yes. if they offer it' She thought she'd manageddnceal the faint note of
defiance, but he gave her a probing look thattmatuigh to her bones.

'l can't say | like it," he said without inflectigbut | have absolutely no right
to ask you not to take it, and | wouldn't anyway."'

'It does complicate things,' Lecia said, lapped msing tide of exhaustion.
Why couldn't she have fallen in love with some mtan, an easy man? A
man like Barry.

Why did she go to extremes, living like a nun feays and then crashing
into an intense, ambiguous relationship with thesthaangerous man she'd
ever met?

Keane said objectively, 'People don't get to o@sagithout having pasts.’
His tone altered, became deeper and more forcéfalmore interested in
the future.'

'So am |," she said quietly, unable to pin downemwtion other than a grey
tiredness. Baring one's soul might be catharti¢, ibgertainly took the
ginger out of her.

'‘And you're exhausted.' He got to his feet and carness, pulling her gently
into his arms.

Although she could feel the taut desire vibratihgpigh him he held her
with enormous tenderness, one long hand splayedsber back, the other
on her hip so that he cradled her, supporting hédanly lax bones.



She rested her head on his shoulder and they stkgethat for precious
moments, until finally he said, not trying to hithe reluctance in his voice,
'l have to go.'

'Yes,' she said in a subdued voice.

He kissed her hairline and one brow. 'I'll ring yomorrow and we'll go out
to dinner.’

'Yes,' she said.
His chest lifted. 'Are you always going to be thmenable?'
'‘No,' she murmured.

His laughter was free and unforced. 'Good," he withl satisfaction. 'l like
spirited women.'

Lecia showed him a threatening face, eyes gleamergath her lashes.
'Stop right there,’ she said, her mouth quirkingpiie of herself.

He hugged her, then just before the world begapito kissed her hard and
fast and let her go. It took all of her willpoweatrio walk back into his arms,
not to give in to the sweet hunger that set hevewnflame, but he was
breathing quickly, and there was a glitter of colbaneath his eyelids that
warned her not to go too close.

'‘Goodnight,’ he said abruptly, and left.

After locking the door behind him she went lighe¢alledly across the room
to collect the teacups. They had a future. Thigl yaihssion was not just
one-sided— but she'd always, she admitted, knowh ®he just hadn't
wanted to accept it.

And, even though something rash and impetuous inMaated far more
than a sedate evening spent eating good food, akethvankful that she'd
insisted they take things slowly—and that he'd edre



But, oh, it was going to be difficult leashing timeredible, alarming desire.



CHAPTER EIGHT

LECIA sent a rapid glance around the small, sparsehysived restaurant,
with its uncompromising black iron chairs a staokirast to white walls and
heavy white linen tablecloths. She was still astlmehat how long she'd
dithered over her wardrobe, trying on and discaydiothes until she had to
make a decision.

But then going out to dinner had never matteretecgo much before.

Anthony had taken her to small, out-of-the-way ptato eat too. Yet this
wasn't like the places she'd gone to with him; thag all been furnished
with a heavy emphasis on seductive ambience.

And Anthony had never watched her with such dishglntentness as did
the man who sat opposite her now.

For the past seven years she'd believed that gogcity for passionate
emotion had been burnt out of her. Traumatisetieeahivoc she'd made of
Barry's life, she'd protected herself from repeagtime pattern by retreating
behind the barricades of shame and remorse.

It was Keane's startling resemblance to her thdtrhade those barriers
redundant; intrigued and startled, she'd ventuuédrom her fortress and let
him get too close. And now she was a timid travehlea region that had
only ever brought her despair.

Folding her nervous hands in the silken lap of dresss, she scanned the
shadowy pattern of the material with a fierce comiadion, following the
peachy-salmon swirls as they darkened and fadednysterious, drifting
warmth.

Keane was nothing like Anthony. He hadn't choses place because he
didn't want to be seen by anyone who mattered. &deno wife, no small
children—this was no forbidden love.

She had to trust that instinctive knowledge as ghatiwere a compass.



'‘Are you ready to order?' he asked. He was watdhamghis eyes dark and
inscrutable. 'Don't worry," he said drily. 'We'lbvk it out together.’

Some time later Lecia realised that one of theamsse'd chosen this
restaurant was the food. Gazing at the entreeparbly arranged dish of
tiger-striped prawns in a sauce too subtly shadebet green, she asked,
'Where do these magnificent things come from?"

'‘Australia," Keane told her, amusement lurking othbhis tone and his
expression.

In the corners of her vision she recognised a @uapfaces that normally
beamed out from the pages of magazines devotaddime. A famous wine
expert was watching the waiter pour while his comga, the right size and
shape to be a cookery writer, eyed the menu witrest.

Across the way, trying to look modestly insignifitan spite of his flashy
magnetism, was an actor from the current hit sqegray at least six inches
shorter than Lecia had expected him to be, anchénewith the very blonde
woman in a black dress that left absolutely nothm¢he imagination had
just given a concert in the Aotea- Centre. Theawwad said he was one of
the finest pianists in the world.

is this going to be the next seriously fashionaklaurant?' she asked, a
little quizzically.

‘The food's good enough to warrant it, but I'verbéslowing this cook
around for years,' Keane said, answering her uespgkestion. 'l went to
school with her brother.'

He'd ordered soup, a chilled concoction that loak@dasty it almost made
Lecia regret her virile prawns.

They were delicious. But then, she thought, rindieg fingers, anything
would taste delicious tonight. She was in a stateugmented perception,
where the mundane was translated by her emotidmshe spectacular.



And the cause of it all was the man who sat oppds#r—very much in
control, watching her with a faint indulgence shghmhave found irritating
if she hadn't sensed the heat that smouldered dé&hiimstead of damping
down her responses this enforced emotional mouatowas stoking them,
so that every little thing Keane did—even the wag baid her
name—assumed an enormous significance.

And where would that take her? Lecia still distegssuch an intensity of
awareness. Although her passion for Anthony haldgséd into ashes when
she'd starved it of sustenance, intuition warned that this time she

wouldn't escape so easily.

Anthony had dazzled her with the promise of her gexuality, but she was
in love with Keane. Whether or not she'd leardowe him—to surrender
herself and her future to that implicit promise"afl love, all liking, all
delight"—was something else again.

And she didn't know what he felt for her. Oh, hentea her—his desire
played about her like a force field—but was thatlentaunger based on
anything deeper?

They spent the evening engrossed in each otheingrthey had much in
common and an equal amount that was not at albmngon, yet Lecia
sensed that he was only showing her a mask. Berbatliagcade of a
polished, urbane man with broad interests and isedieshelp the world and
himself by producing filters that would make wasafe for drinking, were
other, well- guarded layers of personality.

Keane hid his inner self very effectively, reveglianly glimpses of the
strength and hard-working toughness, the conceatradisciplined
authority that he had to possess. And that, shegtitashrewdly, was only
where his business was concerned.

Frustration gnawed at her, but there would be emeugh to discover what
lay behind his formidable sophistication.

'How,' she asked, knowing and not caring that slhumded a little abrupt,
'did you end up making ozone generators?'



He gave her an ironic glance. 'l was interestedbath science and

business—my father was a businessman— so | toaublel degree, then

worked for a firm in Wellington until a friend canh@me with a proposition.

He's a genius as well as an ardent conservatiamdthe'd made a technical
breakthrough by using titanium and a much lowetagd. His generator

was safer, and it could be marketed at an econoosic'

'Why did he come to you?'

'l think it was because | stopped people from bagjynim in the third form,’
he said, straight-faced. 'Marketing is not hisdodnd he thought | might
like to do it.’

'‘And he was right.' He was also a shrewd man, [sec&ieane was the
perfect person for the job.

He leaned back, giving her an ironic smile. '‘Beeimg more research?' he
asked.

The smile grew as her cheeks heated, because dafgsabefore she'd gone
to the library and looked him up in the magazingisa.

'Oh, of course, you think everyone you meet shdaddresearched,’ she
returned, a slight snap in her voice. 'lIf you call employing a spy
research!

'He didn't spy. He went through legally availablecdments and
interviewed a few people. As well, | got my secrgtto find me every
architecture and lifestyle magazine where your naras mentioned, and
I've read them all." And while she went an eveghigr pink with pleasure
he said, 'For someone your age, you've appeartbirof them.'

‘Thank you.'
"You're damned good at what you do." A deep notesivoice set off small

explosions throughout her nerves. 'There wasn'Dbtigose houses | didn't
like.'



It was a compliment she savoured throughout thé oéshe evening,
hugging it to her like a hot brick on a cold night.

When he took her home they sat for several minatéise car outside her
home, talking quietly of nothing much. Lecia tamp#olvn the tide of
excitement and anticipation that had been sloveliyg during the evening.

'| have to go to a business dinner tomorrow nidggegane said. 'I'll ring you
before seven.’

'I'd like that." She was tense, her eyes wide éngibift, warm darkness, so
conscious of him she felt strung on wires.

Deliberately he said, 'l don't know that this pplaf restraint and caution is
going to work.'

'Me neither,' she confessed, 'but I think it's imtgat.’

When he leaned back against the car headrest aheegl sideways. Her
gaze lingered on the arrogant tilt of his jaw, tbeg straight nose, the
sharply cut mouth, and her stomach dropped away.

He said thoughtfully, 'We jumped right into intinyad think we're alike in
lots of ways—we need the safety of those barrarkeast for a while.'

Lecia nodded, and to hide the ravenous attack sfelshe pretended to
yawn. 'l think it's time for me to go up.’

'I'm not going to kiss you in the car, and I'm going to come up with you,
but I'll walk with you in the garden.'

She was shaking, she realised. How strange. Sheglé tove to one man,
kissed quite a few more, yet the thought of beirsgdd by Keane in the
scented shadows of the garden sent her emotiamsuimoil.

'Yes,' she said inadequately, trying to regain seore of control while he
got out and came around and opened her door. Htrtbre was any danger



on the street—empty except for a solitary jogger+Honas an indication of
his protective instinct that he did it.

And an indicator of how far she had accepted lgistrio feel like that, she
thought as she got out and he closed the door délein that she acceded to
such a small, outdated courtesy.

In the deserted garden they stopped close by sineij@-wreathed pergola,
inhaling the heavy, evocative scent that saturtitechumid air. Without a
word Keane turned her into his arms and looked d@asrhough searching
for something in her face. The dark glitter in Biges was matched by the
starving, desperate desire with which he kissed her

It lasted too long—it didn't last long enough. Adtlgh he managed to curb
that first ferocious onslaught, a swift satisfaetigpped through her when
she felt his big body tremble.

"That's an unusual smile," he said jaggedly agaimslips.

'It's only fair that you should be just as—affedgthis as | am.' She hoped
she sounded cool and tranquil, but she could feheat of his kiss right

through her taut body.

'‘Are you a tease?'

After a moment's thought she shook her head. "Fedm®t, do they? Feel, |

mean. They get their kicks from driving the othergon crazy while they

stay in complete control.'

‘Then you still want to go along as we are?'

'Yes.'

His laughter was a raw combination of frustratiod aeluctant admiration.
'Even though it's going to drive us crazy?'

'l let—this—rule me once before.' She lifted hendhand showed him the
fragile wrist where her pulse throbbed like a ting-hammer. 'l hated it.’



Long fingers enclosed her wrist and took it to fmguth, where he kissed
that small betrayer, and she knew her knees buckéHlily, she pulled her
hand away, but she relented immediately and toutiedide of his neck
where one of the great arteries in his body ramatepted on its way to his
heart.

Fiercely pleased by the turbulent drumming of hissp, she muttered, I
don't dare risk it again. It causes so much payouf get it wrong.'

'Is this how you felt for him?' His voice was coalmost dispassionate, but
she knew him better now, and beneath the resshesensed jealousy.

Frowning, she took her hand away and rested iti@rchest. 'No," she said
evenly, because she wanted only the truth to bkespbetween them. 'But
although I'm not the same person | was then, Itdo@w anything more
about attraction, or love, or desire. I've neved tiee courage to abandon
myself like that again.’

"You're scared.' Only the note of aggression irvhise revealed something
of his inner thoughts.

‘Yes.'

I'm afraid too." His voice was reflective. 'My mdsrmative years were
spent in a house where my father seemed to thimka# his right to be
unfaithful and then to torment my mother with it.'

'Why did she stay?'

He shrugged. 'God knows. There was no happinessefathere, but | was
too young when they died to be able to understand.’

And then you went to live with Brian and—?"
The stern lines of his face relaxed. 'Aunt ZitasYthey took me in and

loved me and let me make my own mistakes, and gevanother—much
healthier—standard to judge marriage by. But dadgons are learnt well.™



Lecia hugged him. 'I'm glad you had those years.'

His arms tightened around her. 'Are you feelingystor me?' he asked, his
voice amused.

‘Sorry for the little boy you were, and very hapghgt Brian and his wife
loved you.' She smothered a real yawn with her h@mdl I'd better go in.’

'‘Goodnight, then.'

Before he stood back he traced the soft contoutgepimouth with intent
absorption, as though nothing could be more importa him than the
momentary impact of his finger against her sensitkin. The tiny caress
sent her pulse rate rocketing. Passion she understod accepted; it
shocked her to realise that tenderness totally nnedher.

He didn't kiss her again. Disappointed, Lecia adthiiim for respecting her
wishes, even though he had to know that if he presisher she'd probably
give in.

After he'd gone she wandered dreamily into the difid then to her

apartment. Smiling, she leaned back against the eoheart thumping as
though she'd raced up the stairs, until somethomgpelled her across to the
window overlooking the street.

Keane was still standing by his car. When he sawhbdifted a hand, got
into the vehicle and drove off.

Dazzled by a happiness so crystalline she didmé aaove in case it
shattered, Lecia thought, | love him. | love him swoich | can't even
envisage limits to it.

No matter that he mightn't yet love her. He would.
And even if he didn't, she thought, still exaltgdiwe purity of her emotions,

love was never wasted—it was truly its own rew&t, she'd hurt when it
was over, but loving Keane would be enough.



Turning, she let the curtain drop.

* % %

The next day turned out to be doomed. A dentipp®etment card arrived

in the mail, the builder on one of her houses rapgo tell her that the

special bench sent up from Christchurch had arnnetree pieces and the
client was hopping mad, the builder at another tad that the roof she'd
designed simply wouldn't go onto the house, andriegher rang to remind

her that she was due down the weekend after neRidi's parents' sixtieth

wedding anniversary.

'I'm flying down," she said, her exasperation evafiog. And because she
couldn't help herself, she added almost shylyjghtrbring someone.’

Her mother said, 'One bedroom or two?'
'Must you be so prosaic?' Lecia asked, laughinguidiin her surprise.
'Nowadays you have to be. I've offended enoughlpebplieve me!

‘Two bedrooms,’ Lecia said, but something in hecezonust have alerted
Monica's maternal instincts.

In a different tone she asked, 'Do we know him?"

'I've told you about him—Keane Paget."

The silence seemed unnaturally loud and too long.

Lecia said, 'l haven't asked him yet, so if you'tiant him...'

'‘No, | must admit to some curiosity," Monica saithen she laughed, and
warmth and colouring flowed back into her voiceel)that's wrong. I've
been very curious about him! | just wondered—what exactly yisur

relationship?'

'‘We're seeing each other," Lecia said cautiously.



Another silence.
Lecia said, "You don't approve.’
'I don't know him, Lecia—but is it wise?"'

‘Why shouldn't it be?" Irritated by her immediagfahsiveness, Lecia asked
the question more abruptly than she wanted to.

'l read in a magazine that this sort of thing oft@ppens with adoptees,’
Monica said calmly. 'They meet members of theithbiamily, and because
they're often so alike there's a strong attraction.

While Lecia was digesting this her mother finish&hd because they
haven't been brought up together there isn't tiradt psychological and
mental ban.’

It was a distasteful thought. Lecia said, 'l ddhibk it's that—but we're
taking things very slowly, Mum.’

'‘An excellent idea," her mother said. 'My sensildeia.’
'‘Usually," she said.

'Everyone makes mistakes,' Monica said firmly. ek is to learn from
them and you have—too well on occasion. If KeangePaants to come
down we'll certainly roll out the fatted calf.’

'‘And kill the red carpet?'
Monica laughed. 'Yes, that too. | have to go. Ggediove.'

Cheered, Lecia worked her way through the otheamstiess, blessing the
carrier who'd insisted on checking the bench atttyedepot and who was
prepared to swear that the unit had been smashed  picked it up.
Further enquiry at the depot revealed that a newd lthere had driven a
forklift he wasn't meant to touch straight into tirate, destroying thousands
of dollars' worth of granite and skill and hard Wor



The roof was more tricky, as there were men's egosieal with.
Summoning all her tact, Lecia was so careful aspsiated out where the
foreman had misread the plans that he ended ukinigint was the sort of
mistake anyone could have made.

That night on the telephone she told Keane abalt, ienjoying his acerbic
reaction. She also plucked up an inordinate amofucdurage to say, 'l have
to go down to my stepfather's parents' sixtieth dirggl anniversary the
weekend after next. | wondered if you'd like to @@m

‘Very much,' he said. 'I'll just check my diary—ydsat'll be fine." After
they'd discussed the arrangements he said, 'Weathappened to upset
you?'

‘Nothing,' she said, hearing once more that defensidertone in the word.

He said softly, 'When | can't see you to get lasthie clear, cool green of
your eyes, or become waylaid by your mouth andwhg it responds so
ardently to mine, I'm able to concentrate on yoaice. Which at the
moment has a certain amount of reservation in it.'

Flustered, she said, it's nothing.'
'One day,' he said unhurriedly, 'you'll feel aldéell me anything.’

She hesitated, then said, 'l don't know that Véretell anyone everything.
I'm an essentially private person.'

'‘And you don't trust me yet. Given your historguppose it's inevitable. But
you will, Lecia.’

And he'd trust her too, she thought, smiling as relpdaced the receiver
because suddenly it all seemed so easy. She'tejast and let it happen.

Humming, she went into the sitting room. Anthonydhatolen her
confidence from her, her trust in the future; heldviour towards Barry had
robbed her of self- esteem. She was rapidly reggibioth, and that was
almost entirely due to Keane's astringent commaosese



'l love you,' she murmured, then said it loudee, Words she hadn't spoken
for seven years sounding fresh and new and excasghough they'd been
minted specially for her and Keane.

During the following fortnight they went out togethoften: to a concert
given by the symphony orchestra and a couple ofsfa gloomy,

brilliantly acted French drama and a comedy—botjilyi enjoyable. They
ate dinner together in restaurants, both aware ithatvould not be

sensible—or easy on their nerves—to eat at home.

They attended the opening of an art gallery ant dé&r half an hour,
laughing at pretentious criticism of pretentioukibxs, and spent the rest of
the night in a small bar where they could talk tevrupted.

During the weekend they cruised in the moonlightigracht belonging to
friends of Keane's, where they ate a magnificeotlyered dinner and
watched fireworks over the harbour—a superb distilay was spoiled for
Lecia when she saw in the flaring light that KearexXpression was bleak,
every emotion tightly reined.

Something like this must remind him of the circuamstes of his mother's
death.

She slipped her hand into his. At first he ignoted tentative offer of
comfort. Although Lecia had turned her head and essnsibly watching
the exploding lights over the harbour, she felt tiegection like a blow to
her heart, a blow that vanished without a bruisemwhis fingers suddenly
gripped hers.

They disembarked at Westhaven Marina, and as tlaied back to her
apartment Keane said calmly, 'Thank you for holdmghand.’

"You've got amazing guts,' she surprised herseffayyng.

'I'm not afraid of fire or of fireworks.' He pausbdfore adding reluctantly,
'it's just that they bring back memories.'



'‘Wouldn't it be easier to stay at home?"
His brief smile was directed at himself. 'And le¢m win?'
'l don't think the skyrockets realise they're fight' she said.

He laughed, and took her hand again, holdinghisrwarm grip. 'l refuse to
give in to anything, even a phantom in my own miind.

The night before they left for Gisborne she andr¢ewent to a party at

Andrea's house. Keane fitted in well with her fdenpartly due to the

intelligent, authoritative charm that attractedsged interest wherever he
went, and partly because the force and power Kadidtom him was as

exciting as it was intimidating.

Although fitting in well" didn't exactly descrittde effect he had on one
particular woman, Lecia thought sourly, gazing la¢ topulently built
redhead who was flirting with him.

'l want to talk to you," Andrea muttered, headiagtfgher towards the kitchen
with an empty tray.

Lecia followed. 'About what?' she asked casualppihg savoury snacks
into bowls.

Opening the fridge door, Andrea took down two @aiefood and set them
onto the bench. Carefully she began to pull ofsftafilm. "You'd better go
and rescue your gorgeous Keane from Damien'sigintlt’ She gave a snort
of laughter. 'Although she's bitten off a bit méhan she can chew there.
Not that he's giving anything away, but I'l swdacaught a glint of
amusement in those astonishing eyes—and he wasighihgwith the
woman! But Damien is furious, and he's been driglemer since you got
here. He could try to take a swing at your Keane.'

I'll take those—'

"You will not," Andrea said, slapping her hands aw@o on, enjoy yourself.
Everyone else seems to be, thank God!'



Especially Keane. Lecia watched the lushly endosmeetiead move a little,
thrusting her breasts forward and upward. Bodyuagg indeed! Damien's
girlfriend couldn't have been more blatant about s#he'd hung a placard
around her neck.

As though Lecia's thoughts reached Keane he looge@he amusement in
his eyes died, to be replaced by sheer, potentdrudgect and unadorned.
He said something to the redhead and left her, mgatkis way through the
talking, dancing, noisy throng with only one deatian in mind—Lecia.

He is not like his father, she thought, her bodgnching with a feverish
anticipation. Nor is he anything like Anthony. Jusep that in mind. He's
never given you reason to mistrust him.

A male voice from behind startled her. 'Can | gat @ drink?"

'‘No," Keane said, somehow managing to infuse antagointo the simple
word. 'l have one for her.'

He handed her a glass, but his eyes were fixeti@nther man's face in an
age-old challenge that thoroughly intimidated tidknown man who had

offered the drink.

'‘No offence, mate,’ he said, and disappeared.

Lecia said bluntly, 'You didn't need to indulgesiinch macho posturing. He
was only being polite—and even if he wasn't, I'mrenthan capable of

dealing with the situation myself.'

She'd expected to make Keane angry, but he condauhdr by laughing
and bending down to kiss her, swift and fierceflmmouth.

'l was staking a claim,’ he said. Although theres\Wwamour and a certain
self-mocking tone in his voice, his eyes burneckldad bright and hard.

"You can't be jealous!’



'l think | must be. | don't think I've ever beealfus in my life before, and,
frankly, if this is it | don't like it.'

He linked his hand to hers and pulled her a litleser. An electric

connection raced from one to the other, pulsing smgotent it eroded
willpower and thought, leaving her defenceless regiahe savage force of
his need.

And her own.

He lowered his head to say into her ear, if wantondrag you out of here
and make violent love to you until we're both taba&usted to lift our heads
is jealousy, then I'm jealous.’

Lecia's breath passed shallowly across her dry lips

She licked them, realising as his gaze fixed onsthall movement that it
was an incitement. Flames leapt high in his eyesusdering through the
fragile protection of her composure until she cdlel it crumbling at her
feet.

"That sounds more like frustrated lust to me,'ssid huskily.

'l think you're right." The slight roughness thaivg his voice depth and
sexuality increased. 'Jealousy must be the desithrottle any man who
comes too close to you, and the urge to lock yoayaw my heart and put
"No Entry" signs all over the door so no one da@®se near.'

She looked up through her lashes, smiling, showiegteeth. 'Not even
ample redheads with grasping ways and enough ctovesswitchback?'

'You need to worry about redheads with switchbaak/&s as much as |
need to worry about the man who offered you a drii& glowered around
the room, demanding with barely leashed impatieizewe have to stay?’

if we go everyone will think they know why.' Her Benfaded. She said
abruptly, 'l realise my—my need to take things $jois putting a lot of
pressure on you, Keane.'



‘That's all right, provided it's putting as muchyau.' Her answering glance
produced a soft, dangerous laugh. "Yes, | thoumhisd, just for the record,
| don't sleep with every woman | take out.’

Lecia couldn't stop the quick, molten questiortheg what | am—a woman
you take out?’

'What do you think?'

His voice was cold and deliberate, but she didrekenthe mistake of
thinking he wasn't angry. No longer worried aboevealing just how
vulnerable she was, she answered slowly, 'l hopé no

They were standing so closely she could feel thestaength, the heat of his
body beneath the informal, beautifully cut clothesad the tide of passion,
pulling with a seductive song, tempting her to &rtheir pact, to yield and
let her desire take her completely.

'No," he said through lips that hardly moved, logcg pitched for her ears
alone, 'you're not a woman I'm taking out. Youfre wwoman I've fallen in
love with— the woman | want with a ferocity thaases the hell out of me."



CHAPTER NINE
AND no longer curbing his emotions, he took her indnias.

They pretended to dance, but that was merely amsexdn spite of the noise
and thump of the stereo in the background Leciacheathing, felt nothing
but the thud of their hearts beating, the two rimghntertwining in a rich,
complex harmony.

Soberly, not caring that it was surrender, she, dagd's go.'

Five minutes later they were in his car, its powkeeingine purring as they
drove through silent suburbs where street lightsrga their artificial
brightness onto the road, stealing glamour frormtieen and stars.

'l want to take you home,' Keane said levelly. Twyne.'
She hesitated, then said, 'Yes.'

But almost immediately Lecia began to panic—it wassoon, she felt too
much, she needed to control this. Keane reached taind and closed it
over hers as they writhed together in her lap,inglthem in a warm, strong
clasp.

As though his touch were magic her jittery nervassnsubsided into
acceptance. Keane sent her a swift, sideways glaiséace was intent and
grave, but she could feel the fierce, almost p@gantensity consuming

him because it was doing the same to her—meltimgbbres, scrambling

her brain so that she couldn't think, couldn't piced any coherent ideas
beyond the knowledge, somehow etched into evely tbelt this was the

moment and this the man.

'I'm all right,’ she said, stumbling a little owtee words.
Releasing his grip, he asked, 'Are you on the'pill?

'No." Her hands felt chilly and stiff.



He nodded. 'ls a condom sufficient protection?dfnot, | can wait.'

Such studied pragmatism should have repelled hekeh the romantic
spell he'd cast with his declaration of love, byhbw Lecia understood him
well enough not to make the mistake of calling limid-blooded.

And, although the thought of having his baby maeleheart flutter with all
sorts of unknown emotions, she knew that now wdshetime to court
pregnancy, 'lt's enough. Anyway, I—I'll be gettimg period any day now.’

Quietly, soberly, he said, 'l understand how bbtsé poor devils felt—the
one who was married and the one who rushed yowaim&ngagement even
though he knew you didn't love him. Because I'dldosame— take you
under any circumstance.'

Lecia's heart leapt, then slowed. Every bit astiyughe said, 'l wanted you
from the moment | saw you, but | knew | loved yoben we came back
home after our first dinner and | looked out of thmdow and you were
standing beside your car looking up.'

His wry derision didn't hide the eager passion hehi. 'Like a troubadour
standing beneath a tower and singing to his Itxesaid. 'l told myself that
| needed to know you were safe, but in my hears waiting for a rose and
a promise.’

'l wish I'd had a rose,’ she said, unbearably tedcth gave you the promise,
though, even if you didn't know it.'

"You shouldn't pander to my fantasies.’

Lecia settled back in her seat, feeling the bldod/ fin an abundant tide
through her. 'Oh, I'd like to pander to a few @rh' she said demurely.

He didn't answer until they were in his house,ha big sitting room that
overlooked the sea. There the moon lay acrossutmgtdre in sheets of
silver and the air was cool and salt-smoked fromexmne's neighbourhood
barbecue.



Glad that he didn't turn the lights on, Lecia pthber bag on a table.
'Do you want anything to drink?' he asked.

She laughed a little, but cut it short when shedhé@de nervous note in her
voice. 'No.'

‘You're already fulfilling one of my fantasies,’ baid, not touching her.
'Ever since | woke up after that night we spenttos sofa, I've wondered
how you'd look with moonlight tangled in your hair.

'And now I'm here," she said.

'Yes.' He came across to her and said harshlyléSonime, Lecia. Smile as
though you've spent all your life waiting for meh@h you smile | believe in
paradise.'

She smiled at him, and stepped forward into thesahat closed around her.
'Yes,' he said, and kissed her, crushing her moetieath his.

They had kissed each night, standing in the gaxdeite the scents of

summer ravished their senses—careful, tender kisgesy judged to warm

and delight, but not to excite too much. Lecia thaight she was beginning
to understand the nuances of Keane's hunger; neweslised just how

restrained those previous embraces had been. Tiahigyid moved into a

new dimension.

The driving force of his masculine need awakenedeswild thing inside
her, and she responded with the same direct, uriczatgadl desire,
relinquishing command to the white-hot lick of pass Everything was
happening too fast, yet instinct urged her headldmgn this dark, secret
road of turbulence and runaway emotions, of redsstsexuality. He kissed
the exquisitely sensitive spot beneath her ean, ltitegently down the ivory
length of her throat until he reached the pulselibing in the delicate
hollow at the base. His slow, ardent expertise sdjyer strength and melted
her bones; the consuming heat of her responsedliteuality, flowing in a



molten haste through her veins. No longer capahiteonight, she yielded to
the lash of merciless pleasure.

When his hand pushed back the neck of her dresgrsla@ed, turning to
kiss the palm then curl her tongue into it.

His chest lifted; he said deeply, 'Unless you waéig to be over far more
quickly than | hope, you'd better stop that sorthirig right now.’

'Do you just want a doll, someone who'll lie bacid ahink of England?’
She'd meant to tease, but the slow, slurred sofihdrosoice shocked her.

His eyes narrowed. 'No, by God, | do not, but édausly underestimated
the effect you have on me.' Urgent desire robbedimile of humour. 'Ah,
what the hell! We can always laugh about our firee together.' Releasing
her, he spread out his arms, regarding her withist¢d smile. 'Do what you
want to.'

Stunned by Keane's complete confidence in her,aL&sed his throat
above the heavy, rapid pulse, and found the polrgrevhis neck met his
shoulder and kissed him there, opening her mouthatcshe could savour
him while her fingers unfastened his shirt buttons.

Sensations assailed her—his taste, the heatedfitis skin, the faint
potency of his particular scent, the smoothneghefound buttons against
the cotton material of his shirt, the thunder &f Ineart.

He said, 'Take down your hair.'

'‘What?'

‘Take it down. | want to feel it across my skin.'

Eyes holding his, Lecia slipped the clips out ahdak her head swiftly,

shaking the tangles free. Like cool silk it felloaib her face, pooled onto her
shoulders.



'Yes,' he said thickly, his eyes glittering andrdes as he ran his hands
through the flowing mass of it. 'Lecia by moonlight

Elation sizzled through her, giving her the confide to pull his shirt back.
Her eyes dilated as she saw his sleek hide bengladming a primitive
copper in the suave light of the moon. Her fingacéd out the pattern of the
widening scroll of hair that formed a purely masoaltexture on his broad
chest.

'How did you develop muscles like these? | thowdhbusinessmen only

went to the gym three times a week,' she said hyislecause she wanted to
kiss him, wanted to run her tongue along the safethuscle and feel his

reaction.

' swim a lot," he said indifferently as he shrugifree of the shirt. '‘And, like
you, | have good strong bones.'

For a moment unease shivered across her skinhewosildn't drag her eyes
from him. A little worried, she realised she'd fottgn how very big he was
beneath the well-cut clothes. It was a fleetingititd, soon forgotten as she
flexed her fingers against his chest, shiveringhatforce and power that
surged through her hands.

Almost inaudibly she said, 'You're so magnificem—you awe me.'

'I'm a man,' he said deliberately, 'that's all. Amwho wants you rather
more than he wants to breathe. Are you going tél fahother of my
fantasies, Lecia?'

'Which one?'

The one where you undress in front of me.’

She looked up into gleaming, heavy-lidded eyeside@s discovering in
herself a well-spring of inspiration, but she saalv, "That one's as old as

the harem.'

'‘Are we going to discuss political correctness?’



Laughing, she kissed him and said against his m&Jtt now, anyway.'

Slowly, with as much provocation as she could sumrsbe slid her hands
down her sides, stooping until they reached the bemrer dress. Equally
slowly she straightened, holding the blue flame&eane's eyes with her
own while she brought the skirt up with her.

'Don't stop," he said gutturally.

A swift pang of shyness hastened her final movemeéshe whisked the
dress over her head and let it drop from her fiasgeito a chair.

Because the dress was lined she wore beneathyitaobia and a pair of
briefs in ivory satin, and because she wore sargtehad no stockings on.
The heavy, warm beads of her amber necklace regj@dst her sensitive
skin.

'Yes,' Keane said, his voice splintering roughlyotigh the silent room,
'that's how I've imagined you ever since we wokeagether on this sofa.
Like that, tall and elegant, strong as a goddéss...

His hands on her shoulders were weighty and dalibebut no more than
she could bear. In the moon- striped room they daeach other like
antagonists until Keane said unevenly, 'I've nésktike this before.'

Lecia was no longer afraid. With fingers that shamMy slightly she
undipped her bra, hoping that she looked as sexyraiting as she felt. Her
breasts tingled, acutely sensitive to the wastoof night air.

A swift, slanted glance revealed that although Kdaadn't moved, his eyes
were incandescent slivers beneath half-closed Tithe wildness in her
grew, sharpening its claws on her restraint, flgy@amuously in the jungle of
her heart and body. Instead of stepping out obhiefs she reached out and
found the buckle of his belt.

As his body sprang to life beneath her fingersdié ser name with a fierce
and elemental passion. Leaning forward, Lecia datte skin stretched taut



over the smooth swell of muscle on his shouldertled at the pleasure she
felt when her hair flowed across him.

His hands clenched for an unbearable moment, ttogapdd to his sides. He
said through his teeth, 'l want you so much I'naidff might not be able to
control myself." He hesitated before ending starklsn afraid 1 might be
rough—even hurt you.'

"You couldn't hurt me,' she said quietly, her vasoeokily persuasive. 'I'm
your other half, the person most like you in theolghworld. Nothing you
could do would hurt me.’

He held out his hands. Like hers, the long, striingers shook slightly.
'Look at these. It's all | can do to keep mysalfrirripping that scrap of satin
off you and taking you without any preliminaries.’

Her laughter was a ghost in the room. 'What prelaries do we need, for
heaven's sake? Touching you is enough to burn me up

Her words broke the bars of the cage he'd fashitordds emotions. With a
muttered curse that should have horrified her, i@ his trousers off so
fast he blurred before her startled eyes. Whema&m to remove her briefs
he rasped, 'No, not yet.'

Surprised, she glanced down his body.

Oh, Lord, she thought, alarmed into wondering weetter words of a few
seconds ago had been premature, even a littleptiimistic.

Looking up, she saw the white glimmer of teeth,seyark with consuming
hunger, and a jaw tightening as he fought for adnirhe reckless need in
Lecia rebelled. She was no virgin, to be wooed weétider finesse. That
could come later. At this moment she was so readkgim that if they didn't

make love she'd die of frustration.

So she slipped her arms around him and offereceldristantly, her smile
touched with savage provocation. And she rejoicedmthe blue brilliance
ignited in his eyes and his control shattered.



Ignoring her gasp, he picked her up and carriedhreugh the hall to his
bedroom, where the windows scooped up more modnlagluring it in a
silver flood onto the huge bed. When he put herrdow the coverlet she
reached for him, but he slid her briefs down, arfdlevhe kissed her his
fingers followed the upward line of her inner legldound at last the heated,
clinging folds that awaited his touch.

Lecia choked back an exclamation, and as thoughdtbeen a signal he
moved over her and accepted that unspoken challemgering her in a
primal, taut silence.

Stretched almost intolerably, yet eagerly acceptaavenous for the
sensuous experience only he could give her, Leasped. His weight
pinned her helplessly to the sheet, held her peison

And then he thrust home, and she realised justrhogh energy an untamed
force of nature could expend. The merciless rhyditheir lovemaking set

up a fierce resonance through her every cell, lmgldand goading, so

relentless that she could feel nothing but the Istnehgth of his body, his
unleashed power as he made himself master of Bpomees and held her
writhing body beneath him with ruthless passion.

Closing her eyes, Lecia matched each stroke withoaial twist of her hips
and gripped him with her resolute inner muscles,anms tight around his
wide, slick back.

Such reckless sensory overload couldn't last. Almosnediately she
climaxed, dazed by the ferocious vitality that pamlthrough her as she
hurtled into an unknown dimension of pure feeling.

But when he slowed she mutter&dip,' and grabbed him by the hips, pulling
him into her, arching to take more of him, to tast as he was testing her, to
find that secret place again and lose herselfimdmd with him.

And once more the shocking energy of his body, féral, unyielding

compulsion, sent her skyrocketing into rapture bagond it, so that she
cried out his name and wept as she began to come, th@cause it was like
nothing she had ever experienced, and he waspftispand she knew she



couldn't bear such ecstasy again—it would kill h&me would die of
pleasure, her bursting heart and straining, demgntody tortured by
exaltation...

He said something—she never knew what—and in spiteat unendurable

delight she sensed a change in him. Lecia managedce open her eyes so
that she could see the sweat-slicked shouldere tend bunch, his head
flung back to show the arrogant line of his jawhasthrust once more and
continued driving on to his culmination, blazingesyand taut features
revealing just how much bliss she was giving him.

The sight of his climax added to the elemental,scomng power of hers;
once more she convulsed beneath him and aroundh&nfjngers biting
into the iron muscles across his back.

A long time later, when she'd begun to slip dowanghth to the everyday, to
the normal, he said gravely, That has never hagptnme before.’

'What?' She shivered.

He turned, pulled the sheet and duvet over thethhald her so that she was
snuggled against the heat of his body.

‘Total meltdown," he said steadily. His hand cupped point of her
shoulder, stroked from there to her hip, and sheeskd again, although this
time she wasn't cold.

How on earth could you go that far and still wardre? Addictive, she
thought. He's addictive.

'Me neither," she said, kissing the very centrénisfchest, just above his
heart.

'Never?'

He sounded a little startled and she said quicKgthing like that. I'm not
very experienced.' Should she tell him she'd ombr enade love with one



man? No, not now; to introduce the fiasco that saihony would spoil this
perfect moment.

His laugh was lazily predatory. 'For some reasoohably not unconnected
with my ego, I'm pleased.’

Unworried by this most politically incorrect statent, she admitted, 'So am
l. It seems fitting, somehow.'

His hand lingered on her hip, smoothing over theghaupping it, caressing
with stimulating tenderness until the skin toole fireneath his touch.

'Like riding lightning,' he said. 'Like making lo¥e a storm. Until now I've
always been so careful not to lose control—' Hemtd. 'l shouldn't be
talking about other lovers.'

'l don't care,' she said. A yawn split her fac@eYre in the past.' She held
her breath, unsure of exactly what answer she warmgt knowing she
craved reassurance.

'Very much so,’ he said, a note so starkly teratprso primitively
possessive in his voice that she struggled up onéelbow and surveyed
him.

'‘Chauvinist," she said amiably, her desire forsesmice more than satisfied.
'l hope not," he said, his eyes gleaming. 'l tmy\reard not to be, but you're
not going to overcome hundreds of thousands ofsyefaconditioning quite

so easily.'

‘That," she said, snuggling down, 'is a cop-out ,'outoo tired to discuss it
now. And,' she added, concealing a tiny pang,dukhgo home.'

They were flying down to Gisborne the following miorg, and although
she'd already packed it would be easier if shetdpemight in her flat.

'l suppose so.' He lifted her chin and looked h#oeyes. 'Will you live with
me when we come back?'



Panic clogged Lecia's brain, froze her tongueonitcknow.' Her reply didn't
seem enough, and yet this was a decision that woegd a considerable
amount of thought.

Keane's smile was tinged with irony. 'We'll discitsghen we get back.'

She nodded. 'And while we're away," she said, gmrhyou should
remember that | run my business from the flat.’

He tilted her chin with his finger, an odd, twistgahile curving his mouth.

‘New rules?' he said, and laughed beneath hishoamat kissed her. 'Yes, of
course, new rules. But you could rent your apartnoem and cover your

mortgage that way. There's a flat over the garage that would make a
good set of professional rooms for you.'

"You think of everything,' she said, not sure tta¢ liked the way this was
going.

'I'm selfish. | want you here because I'm only hawpen I'm with you. But
| know it would mean a lot of adjusting. Don't wpabout it now.'

He didn't try to persuade her to stay, or joiniheéhe shower, and when they

reached her apartment he kissed her with sucheyas$ that she told
herself as she opened the door and went insideydihg to be all right.

He rang while she was still in bed the next mornargd for a moment she
was assailed by a sick disappointment.

‘Are you all right?' he asked.
'I'm fine.'
'l see you in an hour then.’

Of course he hadn't been going to say he couldniet Her heart flipped
the right way up and joy suffused her, a honeyed ¢f relief that wasn't



quite enough to sweeten her concern. He'd saidowed| her, and she
believed him, but he'd asked her to live with hivat marry him.

Frowning, she punched the pillow. From what she&drt of his parents'
marriage it would be entirely understandable ifvas wary of marriage.

Well, if that was so she'd move into the housedaetlie beach with him.
She loved him too much to deny him anything, afekiflidn’t want to marry
she wouldn't care.

She had time, she thought staunchly as she butkédtraps around her
bag, on her side.

On the way to the airport he said, 'Sophie rargrtiorning. She wants me to
collect a box of photographs that belonged to ntiyefia’

Cautiously Lecia responded, 'Why did she have them?

'‘Because | don't want them,' he said brusqueigldiher to burn them years
ago.'

Lecia noticed the way his long fingers tightenetbdhe wheel for a second.
With delicate care she asked, 'Why, Keane?"

‘A few photographs are not going to change my nahdut him. | don't
know how old | was when | understood that he whsstard. It was well
before my mother died.’

She blinked. His voice was so icily dispassiondtat tit sent shivers
scudding the length of her spine. Thinking it tlgbushe said, 'I'm sure
Aunt Sophie wouldn't want you to have them unleks felt it was

important.'

'She's a genealogist,’ he said implacably. 'Angneof the past is important
to her.'

"You may have children who agree with her.’



When he didn't say anything she thought that perishp should have kept
out of it. However, after a few seconds he angleguizgk, hard glance
sideways. 'I'll pick them up on Sunday night.’

Instinct kept Lecia silent. When they were almdgha airport she reached
across and touched his nearest hand. 'l wondeshets getting on with her
search for our common ancestor.’

if he's discoverable,' he said, the corner of higitim tucking into a smile,
‘Sophie will find him. She has all the instinctsao$niffer dog, backed by a
bloodhound's persistence.'

Warmed by the affection in his voice, Lecia smited. In fact, it was
difficult to stop smiling. She even smiled at theman at the check-in
counter who looked at Keane with such overt integesd smiled again as
she sat across the aisle from him in the narrowdleer that flew them to
the lonely little city behind its ramparts of hills

As they banked over the bay she gazed out at thi wliffs of Young
Nick's Head to the south and the bulk of Kaiti Hdl the north, the two
guardians of the fertile plains behind Gisborner. kiEart swelled. Although
she would never live here again, this would alwag$iome.

She looked across at Keane, who was also watchmogigh his window,
and cherished the way his hair grew at the badksoheck, flushing as she
remembered how she'd run her fingers through ptheious night. That led
to other memories; with hot cheeks and startled ey was recalling the
scratches she'd somehow inflicted on his back wherplane landed and
she was jolted into the present again.

Her mother and stepfather waited for them, hidimgrtwariness and that
first moment of shock when they looked from onéhi® other. However, it
soon became obvious that the two men had concailikahg for each other.

Monica was more reserved, but that would be becahsewas worried.
Although Lecia knew that her past history didnaetky inspire confidence
in her ability to choose partners well, she hopemhida wasn't going to take
a dislike to Keane.



It would make things difficult if her mother didhe thought as he took her
hand in the back of the car, but Monica was notasonable and she'd soon
understand why Lecia loved him.

After all, her first husband had looked just likedte!

While Rick asked Monica a question about the prpars for the party
Lecia sent Keane a swift, sideways glance, hertloeastricting when he
smiled at her.

Of course Monica had prepared separate bedroontisefor. Lecia hesitated
when her mother showed Keane further down the hatl,decided not to
make any comment.

Later, when she was showing him around the gattesaid, 'l gather you'd
rather not sleep with me in your parents' house.’

They'd stopped in the dark shade of a huge old olegmeavily laden with
white, lemon-scented flowers the texture of thedinsuede and the size of
soup plates.

Nodding, she said wryly, 'Yes, although it mustsesdly.’

He laughed and kissed her, holding her close foeated moment. 'No, it
seems sweet and rather virginal.'

She looked up at him, her face composed. 'I'm g’

‘Neither am I," he said, smoothing a tress of henelpured hair back from
her face, it doesn't matter, and neither doesatiethat we're going to sleep
in separate rooms while we're here. We have tirming heart. And | love
you.'

That night Lecia wore a silk dress in a shade afhehat gave a luminous
blush to her ivory skin and made her green eyemglé&ke jewels. In spite of
the dress and the carefully applied cosmetics &, whae knew, happiness
that made her fleetingly beautiful—happiness amditiok in Keane's eyes
when he saw her.



The party was wonderful. Rick's parents liked Keaaed cousins and
friends fell like ninepins before his authority apersonal charm. After he
had danced to old-fashioned tunes with her mothémhar grandmother, he
held Lecia in his arms and learned the steps foobah dances with names
like the Maxina and Valeta, the Military Two-stepdaGay Gordons.

He was a superb dancer, and Lecia floated, daz#d delight, the last
bastions of mistrust crumbling like ashes in thedwi

After the enormous supper she sat down beside Rickther and talked.
'Even the men think he's a decent chap," Gran 8lg#id, watching with a
shrewd blue gaze as Keane laughed with a group loyehe door. She
shifted her gaze to Lecia. 'Worried, were you?'

'‘Not about the family," Lecia said. 'l have a hibrsuspicion that Mum
doesn't like him much.'

'She's been a bit worried too.' The older womard dngr daughter-in-law,
stunning in scarlet and black, 'l don't think sieikes him, though. She's
just holding back until she sees whether he's wastther daughter.’

Lecia laughed. 'l suppose all mothers are like'that

‘The good ones are.'

'‘And | haven't exactly chosen wisely in the past.’

'‘Ah, you were growing up,' Gran Blythe said. 'Daysver see anything of
that boy you were engaged to?"

'No. He lives in Wellington.'
'‘And you still feel guilty.’
'Yes.'

'Well—and | promise this is the only time I'm goitg presume on my
age—I'll drop a pearl of wisdom in your ear. I'usavered that all you can



do is manage your own life; you can support otla@i you can hurt them,
but in the end they have to take responsibilityHow they deal with the
hand God's given them.'

Plain speaking which should have comforted Lec#, through all that
lovely golden weekend, with its laughter and teerd honest sentiment, she
couldn't shake off a sense of apprehension—a dssktieat crept in so
stealthily she never knew when she first realibad $he was afraid. She felt
as though something was not quite right; as thoaigtalance had been
disturbed and not corrected.

Over late breakfast on Sunday morning a distansiopuoted for her
mischief-making, fluttered her long lashes at Keand murmured, "You
know, it just seemso strange that Monica's first husband and your fathe
lookedsoalike.’

'‘According to the received wisdom of the centurea®rybody has a double,’
Monica said, as bored as Lecia was with the whareilfy exclaiming and
surmising.

The cousin gave her a surprised look, but wenb@ay, 'The most amazing
coincidence, when you think of it. Did Lecia's fatthave the cleft chin too?'

'I'll get a photograph of him," Monica said sweg#gd left the room.

The cousin looked through her lashes at Rick. '¥onit mind?' she asked,
too late.

‘Not in the least," he said placidly.
Monica reappeared with a photograph and laid itrdewth a flourish before
the cousin, who said, 'Oh, your wedding photo!" 8lraed it over and

looked at the back. 'Melbourne. What were you dainyustralia, Monica?'

'I was enjoying a working holiday," she said, sorgputter from a piece of
toast.

'I'm surprised you didn't come back home to getri@@s



'We didn't have the money for the fares. My pareatse across and we had
a lovely, quiet little wedding in Melbourne.’

After turning the photograph over again, so tha sbuld survey it, the
cousin looked up at Keane. 'Goodness, yes, apart the fact that he's
going bald he looks just like you! It's almost Fit@n.' Smiling, she handed
the photograph to him.

Although he scrutinised it without any expressionhis face, Lecia sensed
undertones, all the more powerful for being kepsooh a tight leash.

'He was fairer," Monica said, spreading honey ¢trtoast. '‘And not quite
so tall.'

Rick got to his feet and bent to kiss her. 'Poonntee said. 'A real tragedy.'

Monica touched his cheek with an affectionate haves, it was,' she said
quietly.

'OK," Rick said, straightening, 'who's coming tdphee pick apricots? We
have to strip that tree before the parakeets gebtti

A couple of hours before Lecia and Keane were duedave for the airport,
Lecia confronted her mother. Accepting a cup of sé& looked across the
verandah and over the green lawns to the creepey-fances around the
tennis court, where Keane and Rick and two youngesins were playing a
vicious game. It was utterly peaceful; it shoulgidnbeen the perfect end to a
perfect weekend.

Transferring her gaze to her mother, she askedtipjudon't you like
Keane?'

Monica drank some tea before setting her cup doitmanlittle crash. 'Very
much,' she said.

‘That's all?' Lecia said drily.



Her mother laughed. 'All right, he's gorgeous, agaurse you are well
aware, and he has that—oh, that compelling authdhat air of complete
confidence and strength—of competence—that both emoand men find
so desperately appealing. You can tell just byiloglat him that he'd know
what to do in any situation!

Lecia lifted her brows and regarded her steadsiyt?’
'He's very attractive,' her mother began again.
Lecia said swiftly, 'He's nothing like Anthony Pergon. Nothing at all"

'I'm glad," her mother said, and picked up heraggin. Monica hadn't ever
met Anthony, but she'd heard of the episode yeaes When Lecia had felt
able to confide in her.

Lecia said, is that all?’
'Yes,"' Monica said tranquilly. "'Why? Did you waatgick a fight?'

Lecia glowered at her, then laughed. 'No, of coudsm't. You'll see, Mum.
He's so different from Anthony he—well, he is. Tiyta

Her mother nodded as the tennis players, hot aedtsvand cheerful, came
around the fence and headed towards them. In thgechthat followed
Lecia forgot the conversation, but it came backdoas they flew home to
Auckland.

In spite of her initial reservations, she knew tthetre was no comparison
between Keane and Anthony. They shared a supéiomdarity, that was
all.

But perhaps the real reason for her mother's ragervwas simply that
Keane reminded her so much of the man she hadedamnid tragically lost.
It must have been uncanny to look up and see hes—+falmost as though
he'd been brought back from the dead.



CHAPTER TEN

IN AUCKLAND Keane made the detour to Aunt Sophie's where, giféeting
them with her usual enthusiastic charm, she gestiongards a small box.
‘There they are.’

'l won't thank you for them,' he said, making novedo pick up the
container.

‘They were your father's.' She gave him a strdaghk. "They were found in
his effects after his death. Those photographsilaoet all you have left of
him.'

'What's in them?' His mouth twisted. 'No picturéshg mother, | assume.’

'l don't know—I've never looked. And," Aunt Soplsiaid firmly, 'Stuart
loved your mother—at least at first. They shouldardave married, but the
fault wasn't all on his side, you know. It wasn%tja guilty conscience that
made him shoot himself after she died.’

Lecia's throat closed up for a moment. Oh, God— pitike boy, poor
Keane! Without thinking she reached out and toudmisdarm. His other
hand came over hers and gripped hard.

Il defer to your superior knowledge," he saidcthwa sardonic lack of
emphasis, hooded eyes surveying the older woman:V¥ kept those snaps
for almost thirty years—why hand them over now?"

Without a glance at the darkly masculine hand atroogering Lecia's paler,
more slender one, Aunt Sophie said warmly and séyef think you're
probably ready to deal with them.’

Colour stole up Lecia's throat. Keane lifted hemchand kissed it, then let
her go, saying with a smile that held a touch ghdss, 'You're right—as
always.'

'It's time you came to terms with your father, Kearian and Zita couldn't
have been better surrogate parents, but they loak&duart through your



mother's eyes. I'm sure they were not deliberatefgir, but they were not
impartial either.'

Lecia looked from one to the other, her attentianght by a steely note in
his aunt's voice.

'l know what my father was,' Keane said inflexibly.

Sadly, Sophie Warburton said, "You only knew ok f him. Anyway,
those are yours and | do hope that you'll lookhaint before you burn
them—if you burn them."

He bent and kissed his aunt's cheek. 'Perhapd, lbwil only because you
want me to.'

Back in the car Lecia leaned into the comfortaldatsand gazed at
Auckland as it flashed by, wrapped in the dusty nmess that indicated
another weekend over and gone, and Monday's imméen

Soon it would be autumn, and then winter; she ldweith seasons, but the
end of summer was always tinged with the subtlenaoly that spring, in
spite of its often appalling weather, never had.

"Your place or mine?' Keane asked, his mouth agiitindry amusement as
he parroted the cliché.

'l should go home—I've a lot of work to get througmorrow.'

'l can stay, or drop you off tomorrow morning on mgy to the office.'

Her tongue felt too large and clumsy. 'I've gotpeyiod,' she said.

'So?' He looked at her with a sternness she foeaskuring. 'l might want
you so much that | get aroused just walking throagbom you've been in,

but it's not a simple matter of lust. If all yount&o do is sleep I'll hold you,
and count myself lucky to be able to do that.’



That was when Lecia allowed herself to hope. Fagllin love was
easy—when romantic attraction was combined withgnyrunsated desire,
they formed a glamorous, glittering bauble as feags it was alluring, a
bauble that could shatter as soon as it was grasped

Tenderness was a different story. It had stayinggr@and the promise of a
future.

Blinking back tears, she said, 'That's probablyrtivest thing anyone has
ever said to me.'

' hope not,' he said, some splintering emotioningahkis voice harsh. 'What
about the man you were engaged to? Barry Whoeverase

Shaken, she admitted, 'He put me on a pedestiavaya felt that he didn't
actually see me, he saw some—oh, some adoredgzasesbmeone he could
worship, not a person he actually loved.’

"You didn't sleep with him," Keane said evenly.

She shook her head.

'Is he married?'

‘Not when | last spoke to him.'

‘Are you still in contact?' His voice was contrdlland deliberate, but there
was an undernote that lifted the hairs on Leciatkn

Coolly she said, 'He rings up from time to timé&s itnportant to him that we
be friends.’

it doesn't sound as though he sees you as a friehd.needs someone to
adore he can find another goddess,’ he said witkgiie authority. 'You've
been burdened with him for far too long. At leasti ynad the sense to realise
that marriage on the rebound would be a disaster.’



Lecia looked sideways at a profile carved in adamarines and angles. He
was only saying what others had told her, what lstleeved herself, but
from Keane it sounded hard and uncompromising.

And why that should worry her, she didn't know,dese she'd accepted that
the man she lovedas hard and uncompromising. Only he was so much
more, she thought dreamily. Kind and amusing angtlligent and
thoughtful and—

'So what do you want to do tonight?' he asked.

She said, 'l really don't feel well. Drop me offtlaé flat and I'll take a pill
and go to bed.’

He swung the car off the motorway and through treess to the waterfront,
stopping outside her apartment block. This timedrae in, bullied her into
taking a painkiller and made her tea, which he kinaith her. Then he
picked her up and held her in his lap and kissedihi& her eyelids drooped
and her mouth was soft and seeking.

'Do you want me to stay?' he asked, his voice ryugimder. 'Poor baby,
you look tired and miserable.’

'I've got mild cramps,’ she admitted, 'but I'm @jy. When | wake up in
the morning I'll be fine—I always am.'

He rested his cheek against the top of her headydart thudding steadily
into her breast, then swung her onto the floor.t&loed," he ordered.

Smiling, she went into the bathroom, letting thamwahower stream over
her, over the body he'd made such passionatedowet hands slipped past
her sensitive breasts to her hips and she shivesetembering...

Dried and dressed in a nightgown, she was unpadiendpag when Keane
appeared at the door of the bedroom.

'Into bed,' he commanded.



She yawned. 'All right, I'll leave the rest for tm@rning.’

Although his smile was slightly twisted his voicasvpurposeful, 'If you'd
feel better without me here I'll go home, but ikt lto stay.’

Sudden, stupid tears ached behind her eyes. Swafjpshe said, 'I'd like
you to stay too.’

He picked up the suitcase he must have got froroariscame into the room,
and unpacked a sponge bag. 'l don't wear pyjatrasgmarked.

Lecia laughed breathlessly. 'That's all right.’

He grumbled about her bed—queen size compared tiougie one—but he
sprawled across it in naked splendour and sheltegeth the warm fortress
of his arms until she relaxed enough to drift isieep.

If she dreamed, her unconscious locked the imagéisel recesses of her
brain. Next morning, feeling bright and perfectiygrmal, she turned lazily
and kissed his unshaven jaw, thinking exultantiya&t | can see the future,
shining like a sun within my reach. | love this memmuch, and he loves
me...

Waking like this was all new to her and all delight-Keane's raspy
early-morning voice, the way he stretched untiljbists popped, the lazy,
contented villainy of his smile, the slow exciternehhis kisses— even the
confusion in the bathroom and the stronger cofteprieferred.

She sang softly while they made breakfast—poaclygs éor him with
orange juice and coffee, toast and tomatoes for'Herever forget this, she
thought, smiling at him as they sat down at théetab

"You look like a summer morning,' he told her, imdolent voice at odds
with the burning blue of his eyes. Picking up handh he kissed the palm, 'l
hate to leave you, but if | want to get to my firsteting of the day on time |
have to go now.’



The apartment was lonely without him, but Lecia deadjthe memory of
their night together like a small, precious keepsdkven the usual dose of
misery in the newspaper couldn't change her maatiaa she went into her
office she was smiling.

The rest of the day was equally promising. A fewnutes before lunch
Janine rang up to confirm that she and Brian hadengadefinite decision.
'We love that final plan,’ she said. 'AbsolutelyndA'm dying to get things
started.'

‘Then I'll send it out for tenders. Have you anitdmrs in mind?"

'We've chosen one, a man Brian's worked with beid&ve decided to do
it labour only," Janine told her.

Lecia said cautiously, 'Who's going to overseeLig®our only meant that
someone would have to organise the whole job, fakering the materials
to paying all the bills. It was a big job for arexperienced person.

'l am," Janine said firmly, 'l haven't told anyaecept Brian yet, but I'm
pregnant, and a project like this is just whatddhéo keep me busy.’

'It'll certainly do that,' Lecia said, carefullydq@ng her voice expressionless.

Il cope,” Janine said, confidence radiating tigio the telephone.
'However, I'd like to know that you'll be close ibycase | need help.’

'Of course. I'll get that put into the contraan foing to Australia for three
weeks soon—' Unless she cancelled. Three weeks dmay Keane
sounded like eternity! 'But that shouldn't affeotiy plans at all. Who's the
builder?’

Ten minutes later Lecia hung up, smiling wryly. Theuse would be
exactly as Janine wanted it, and brought in undegbt to boot.

As she settled back to work she wondered why Kbada't, called. Not that
she'd expected him to—he worked very hard, anddhegde no plans for
the evening.



However, he had rung after she'd been stung bjeliyésh...

'Having a period is perfectly normal,' she tolddedi "There's no reason for
him to ring"’

That night she called him, only to get his answgnmachine. She said
steadily, 'lt's Lecia, Keane. | just wanted to kaljo.'

But she couldn't shake that shadowy dread, grosiirnger each minute...

When she eventually drifted into unconsciousnesss#pt so heavily that
her first sensation in the morning was the dulbkhof a headache behind
her eyes. Not even the day—crisp and serenely ifadtuckland's mild
pollution blown away by a light wind from the seatbat the air smelt of
flowers and salt—could ease the thick wearinessdbaded her mind.

To banish it she walked briskly to the gym, whemne svorked out with a
ferocity that had more than a little to do with Iretation that Keane hadn't
contacted her.

Only it wasn't irritation. The emotion that clungpand her was fear—a
baseless, panicky anxiety that grew with each ittt passed.

Lecia was unlocking the street door into the apaninblock when a taxi
drew up against the footpath. To her astonishnst@,heard her mother's
voice call her name.

Turning, laughing in surprise, she exclaimed, 'Murhat are you doing
here? Is Rick with you?'

Without answering, Monica paid the driver. As thgitdrove away another
car pulled in and stopped in its place. From it eyjed Keane, tall and
forbidding, the sun striking tawny sparks from hésr.

Panic clutched Lecia in the stomach, robbing héreath. She froze, hand
still on the door, while they came up the stepgetiogr. Neither looked at the
other.



'What's going on?' Lecia asked in a voice she didobgnise.
'We need to be private,' Keane said, each word aled cold as a pebble.

Lecia shot him a quick glance. Unable to read angtln the forceful,
angular features, she transferred her gaze babkrtonother, who looked
exhausted, her eyes emphasised by great darkscilidlem?'

She said only, ‘Let us in, Lecia.'

After a silent trip up in the lift Lecia opened theor into her apartment.
Once they were inside she hid her choking appretemsy saying shortly,
'Sit down and tell me what this is all about.’

Monica sat down, but Keane said, 'I'll stand, tlsanhk

'Keane?' Lecia said, hating the note of uncertamtyer voice, so close to
pleading.

He took a photograph from his breast pocket armdtdti it at her. 'l found
this in the box Aunt Sophie gave me.’

Lecia looked down. Although the snap had been lianeund the edges at
some time, the two people in it were clearly disdgde. Arm in arm, they
stood on a street somewhere, the woman dresseldthes that put the
period in the sixties. Behind them waves curled lime so regular it looked
artificial. Both were smiling, although there was @nusual quality to the
woman's smile—.it looked like the one just befaars.

Frowning, Lecia said, 'My mother and father?"

‘Take a look at his hair. He's not bald. It's ymether andny father.' His
voice was flat and emotionless—deadly. Before Laeidtime to assimilate
this he said, 'They were on holiday in Queenslaggther— thirty years
ago.'

Lecia swivelled to stare at her mother. Grey-faaed taut, Monica looked
silently back at her.



| will not panic, Lecia thought desperately. | r&fLto panic. In a harsh voice
she said, 'Will one of you please tell me whathbk is going on?"

Monica began to speak but Keane overrode herdii Villed with a lethal
contempt that turned Lecia's stomach, it appdassaid formally, 'that you
and | are half-brother and sister."

White-lipped, Monica said, 'No!

Lecia looked at Keane, tall and ominous, his enmstieined in with such
intensity that the air around him vibrated. In tleatel, passionless tone he
said, 'l don't believe you. You slept with him.'

'Yes,' Monica said evenly, 'l slept with him.'

‘No," Lecia whispered. 'No—'

'Listento me." Monica glared at Keane. 'Lecia is not @sidaughter!’

'Oh, for God's sake," he said roughly. 'Why keefdyorg? Can't you see
what you're doing to Lecia? You took us both in ptetely,' he said, his
tone so icily sardonic that it broke Lecia's heddnfortunately—or

fortunately—my father must have kept that photofrap a trophy.’

'Lecia is not his child,’” Monica said, each woodglable carefully
articulated.

'‘And can you prove that?' Lecia asked, forcing woeds past the huge
obstruction in her throat so that they came ouatirséd and hoarse.

Keane reached out a hand, then dropped it as tHoaidlin't dare touch her.
He said, 'I'll go.’

You'll stay here and listen," Monica commanded.

'Why?' he demanded, eyes like glacial fire in taedhautocratic angles of
his face. 'Do you honestly think | want to listenyiou explain why you



committed adultery? | heard enough of that wheas w kid. My father was
an expert at excuses.'

Monica flinched. 'Yes, | committed adultery, and hot proud of it, but you
and Lecia are not related any more closely thawéing distant cousins you
must be. Lecia was born twelve months after I4ast your father.'

'How can you prove that?' he asked indifferently.

'I'll get my passport,’ Lecia said, nausea clutglar. it's got my birth date
init.

Keane said silkily, 'That proves nothing.'

Momentarily closing her shadowed green eyes, Moimseted, 'Lecia is
my husband's child.’

'Why should we believe you?' Keane asked with dageiourtesy. 'You
can't prove that she isn't my father's daughter.affave know you and he
could have conducted an affair for months. He usedo to Australia
frequently on business.'

Monica flashed, 'What sort of woman do you thirden? | knew who you
were—it's sick to think I'd have kept quiet if yand Lecia were brother and
sister!'

‘Just as sick as a woman who slept with a man seclae looked like her
husband?' Such black rage glittered in his eyes$ lleaia scrambled
between them. With merciless gentleness Keane @utchone side and
finished, 'A husband who spent virtually the lasaryand a half of his life in
a wheelchair? Which makes it unlikely that he wiale & father a child.’

'‘But he did." Monica pressed her lips togethem wead steadily, 'I'll tell you
exactly what happened. A year after Denis's actidgot 'flu that | couldn't
shake off. | was exhausted. An organisation paithifm to go into a nursing
home so | could have a holiday. It was freezin¢/lglbourne that spring,
and they sent me to Queensland to get warm agaiat Stuart Paget on my
first day there.'



Lecia glanced at Keane. He was watching her mothidr a gaze as
ferociously focused as a laser. Hastily, her hbegtiking, she said, 'You
don't need to tell us this.'

'l do.' She drew in a deep, painful breath. Thermst was so striking; Denis
was—utterly depressed. He wouldn't get up, he woutdlk except to say
that he wanted to die. And Stuart—was so full i&, like Denis used to be.
| knew it was wrong, | knew it was wicked, but I—'

Softly, taking her mother's hand, Lecia interruptBen't, please.'

Monica swallowed, clutching Lecia's hand for a mam&tuart told me that
he'd been on a business trip to Sydney, and he@ ¢o Surfers' Paradise
because that's where the bikini girls were. | kmiglht from the start that he
wasn't like Denis, who was—his mother called hilove, and that's what he
was. My love.'

Now she looked at Keane. 'You were right when yaid §slept with your
father because he looked like Denis. | didn't gdintow him very well, but it
didn't take me long to realise that he couldn'dretandle to my husband.’

'So that's why—' Lecia stopped.

'Yes, that's why | was worried when you told mewth¢eane. | thought he
might be like his father.’

'Like him or not, you slept with him," Keane sandplacably.

Monica nodded. 'l don't suppose you can understamdDenis and | had
only been married a year when he had the accidedtl, loved him so much.
Then he changed completely." Her hand clung tod'®diut she kept her
gaze on Keane's austere face. 'When | was with fgdlver | could pretend
for a little while that everything was all rightag. | didn't know he was
married. He said he wasn't.'

Keane shook his head, his mouth straight and uiviogy 'He lied—but that
was quite normal for him.'



Very softly Monica went on, 'Afterwards | hated ralfs| went home early.’
‘All this is very affecting, but there's still nogof," Keane said remotely.

Monica looked at Lecia. "That happened in Septejrdogrear before you
were born.'

'l don't know the dates my father went to Austrak@ane spoke with calm
clarity, his eyes as depthless as the infinity pdice. 'l do know he shot
himself three months before Lecia was born, fountin® after my mother
died.'

Very carefully, no sign of anger in her tone, M@gaid, 'And you won't
believe me when | say that Lecia is not your sister

He closed his eyes for a moment. 'l don't daresaietin a harsh, constricted
voice.

Lecia knew how he felt. Oh, she trusted her motioenpletely, but unless
they could somehow find the dates of Stuart Paggedtstrip to Australia
Keane would never be able to overcome his suspicion

As though she'd said something he flung his heat, e hard-edged
bones beneath the golden skin starkly prominetiavie to know," he said
violently, his whole attention bent on Lecia. 'Dauyunderstand?'

‘Yes, | understand.’

Relinquishing her mother's hand, she went to staagide the window.
Down below was Keane's car. She remembered whdnstesd beside it
looking up at her window, and how he'd told hedH=zeen looking for a
promise and a rose. Tears ached behind her eves, Is¢r throat.

Almost soundlessly she said, 'We're never goinigetable to prove it, are
we? Not to your satisfaction, anyway.'

"Would you be prepared to take the risk?' he adksd,oice as quiet as hers.



Lecia said, 'l know my mother.'

‘All I know is a woman who slept with my father laese he looked like the
husband who was lost to her.’

'I'm sorry," Monica said hopelessly.

'I'm sure you are,' he said with unsparing poligsn&Not, however, as sorry
as Lecia and I. There's nothing more to be gairad this. I'll go.'

Lecia closed her eyes so that she didn't see lanele

After the door had shut behind him Monica wipedaking hand over her
face and said, 'Oh, God, Lecia, | wish—I wish I'd—'

'Don't." He'll check things out, Lecia thought wéhwild, irrational hope.
That's how his mind works; he'll make sure Munsysfits, and when he's
convinced he'll come back.

And knew even as she thought it that the oddsnafirig that information
after thirty years were almost impossible. Keanalldbanever come back,
and she'd have to live the rest of her life mougrim. If only...

Because those were the two most futile words indhguage, she said, 'l
don't know about you, but | could do with a cupged.'

'Lecia..." her mother said tentatively.
It's all right.’

‘No, it's not." Monica looked down at her handsRatk's wedding and
engagement rings glittering in the airy, lightddl room. 'You were
conceived because your father managed to drag Hirosé of his
depression, and we both desperately wanted a Bafgw weeks later he
suffered an aneurism and died in my arms."' Shegéchm a painful breath,
it was agony.'

'Oh, Mum—'



But Monica straightened her back. 'Even though wle'dknow, we were
both sure | was pregnant. He was thrilled, almgatted about it.'

She looked at Lecia. 'lI've never really understaddit the Bible means
when it talks about the sins of the parents beisiged on their children, but
| do now. | can't reverse what | did all those geago, but | can swear that
you arenot Stuart's child.’

A swift glance revealed exactly what Monica wasking. Lecia sat down
beside her and gave her a quick, fierce hug. 'mweh say it!' she warned.
'Who the hell am | to throw stones? We all maketakiss, and as far as I'm
concerned you're the best mother anyone couldrexes.'

Monica's mouth trembled. "You do believe me, dgott?'

Lecia held a comforting hand up to her mother'sekhéYes,' she said
simply, 'l believe you. I've known you a long tirmed | can't ever remember
you lying to me.

'l haven't always told you the whole truth, thoudgnica said bitterly. 'Oh,
God, if | had my life to live over again I'd change many things!

'Wouldn't we all? Don't cry, Mum, or I'll start t@md we'll flood the place.’

Later, after they'd drunk the tea and talked &littecia asked, 'When did
Keane ring you?'

Monica gave her a long, altogether-too-perceptwd | 'Last night. He said
that you'd need me and I'd better get up hereefirgt plane this morning.'

'Does Rick know?'

'‘About Stuart and me? Oh, yes, | told him whendied me to marry him.
He understood. | had a really hard job convinciimg ihot to come here with
me, but even he, protective as he is, realisedhldewer people around the
better. He's waiting for me to ring.' Her eye<efillbut she said sturdily, 'I'd
better do it now.’



Lecia went and washed her face while her mothekespo Rick on the
telephone. 'He wants you to come back down andwsifhyus," she said
when Lecia reappeared. 'And so do |, Lecia.’

Shaking her head, she said, 'l can't just run aiMayn. I've got a lot to do
before | leave for Australia.'

'Will Keane come back?' her mother asked.

if he can prove that you and his father didn't haedance to sleep together
nine months before | was born then yes, he probatlly The words were
flat and curt.

Monica closed her eyes, opening them to say witiingcregret, 'You're in
love with him.’

'l get over it.’

But even as the words left her mouth the pent-wguish and shock broke
down the barriers and she began to cry, the sileriiidden tears slipping
down her cheeks. Monica held her and patted hd¢ @il the bout passed
and Lecia was hiccupping and blowing her nose lathiby an infinite
desolation.

Then Monica said reflectively, 'You do get ovemths, you know. Oh, it

hurts for a long time, and somehow any other |eveever quite the same,
but time does heal. | love Rick just as much asvked your father, but

differently. And, darling, although it's agony noiim glad Keane woke you
up from your sleep. | was afraid that you'd staynumed in your tower for

ever, afraid to come out in case you hurt anothen.nbon't retreat into it

again. One of the good things about love is thatieéver wasted, if we'll

only accept that pain is an inevitable part of it.'

During the appalling days that followed Lecia clunghat thought, using it
to comfort her in the dark reaches of the nightnklee couldn't sleep and



she and Monica would make tea and drink it andd&lknything but Keane
Paget.

After a week her mother went home. Lecia misseduhebtrusive support,
but forced herself out again—visiting friends, et#ming, being
entertained, working hard enough to darken the skaer her eyes.

At night she'd walk the floor, barely holding hdfseogether, until
exhaustion drove her back to bed and into an umtmunsness as deep and
unrefreshing as a blow on the head.

One day Janine rang and said, 'Right, everythneggy to go—Brian and |
signed the papers today. Come for dinner tonigtitvegill drink champagne
and celebrate.’

Instinctively Lecia said, 'No, sorry, not for dintie
‘Then come to lunch tomorrow.’

Lecia hesitated, but of course Keane wouldn't lmeth'That would be
lovely, thanks.'

It was, too. Janine had clearly gone to a lot @file to make the occasion
as festive as she could. And she had good taste ivkkame to wine—the
very best French champagne, which she didn't touetia, mindful that"
she had to pack that evening, only drank one gladsorced herself to eat
as much as she could in spite of the great lunipsdemed to have taken up
permanent residence in her throat.

Towards the end of the meal Janine said casuladlyppose you agree with
Keane that I'm a conniving little bitch with dollsigns in my eyes?’

Lecia managed to say, 'No, I've seen the way yok &b Brian.'

Incredibly Janine blushed. "Thank you,' she sa@himddly uncertain tone.
She sent Lecia a sideways glance, then said quitkigve an apology to
make. When | was told that Keane had had lunch satheone who had to
be his half-sister, | found out who you were anféi@d the commission for



the house as bait. | wanted to embarrass Keane high father's
infidelity—that's why | suggested the boat tripditin't think about how
you'd feel, and afterwards | felt awful, especialpen | found out you
weren't Stuart Paget's daughter after all. But wihesw the plans | knew
you'd get the job. | behaved badly, though.'

'It's all right," Lecia said, with brittle self-ctol.

Janine shook her head. 'Keane had good reasomtffdrusting me, but he
made me so mad—he treated me with such freeziritepes$s that it cut
right through me, and he despised me. Has he taley? Yes, | see that he
has.' Without waiting for any comment she contindetell for him, and |
thought he fancied me too.'

"You don't have to tell me this," Lecia said gently

'l want to. Of course he sacked me. | was cleamygdesk out and crying
when Brian walked in. I'd met him before and feltrg for him because his
wife had died and he was sort of lost, but thails h all started. Keane, of
course, thought | got together with his uncle mrenge.’

Lecia said, 'This is not really any of my business.

Janine looked defiantly at her. 'At first | did got with Brian to get back at
Keane, but it didn't take me long to realise thaaBs just what | need and
want— he's kind and easy-going, as well as beindamned good

businessman. And money is important to me; | waerty it.'

'l suppose it's important to all of us,' Lecia séiging to work out some way
of stopping this conversation without making it @us how she felt.

'‘Well, for me more than most, perhaps.' She shuigtientend to stay
married to Brian and give him kids and make hinogiife. And it's going
to be easier for me—and Brian—if the family acamgt Keane, especially,
because he's really important to Brian.'

Lecia said, 'If | were you I'd tell Keane what waijust told me.



Janine looked uncomfortable. 'l thouglou might.'

Choosing each word with extreme care, Lecia respandl can't, because
we're not seeing each other any more.'

The younger woman put her coffee-cup down on itgea 'l thought you
looked pale,’ she said. 'Hell, I'm sorry! What hexpgd?'

With any other woman Lecia would have kept siléut, Janine's frankness
must have freed some mental block. Later she'dgiglbe horrified, but
she found herself telling Janine in short, consisetences exactly why she
wasn't seeing Keane any more.

'Oh, my God," Janine breathed when she'd fallemtsilOh, hell! What a
bloody awful thing to happen! Lecia, I'm sorry.hibtight you looked so
good together! Do you mind if | tell Brian? | wotell anyone else.’

'No, tell Brian,' Lecia said wearily. 'l know Keaséeen pretty awful to you,
but he did love his aunt.’

'Yes, | know. She sounds as though she was aatge They couldn't have
any children, you know—that's one of the reasony thok Keane.'

By the time she got home Lecia was wondering whg'dstbeen so
uncharacteristically forthcoming. One glass of chagne shouldn't have
released the floodgates.

Still, she didn't regret it; she trusted Janine nvBke said she wouldn't tell
anyone other than her husband. Perhaps Brian ¢orgive Keane for his
attitude towards Janine and give his nephew somgost If Keane would
accept it...

Keane hadn't rung. Of course, she hadn't expeatetbhbut every time she
came into the flat she looked hopefully acroshatlittle red light on her
answering machine.



It was surprising how physical grief was, how ihed through her bones
and greyed her vision, turning her inwards so ¢ivaryone she met seemed
wraithlike and formless, drifting, distant ghostsai sullen world.

Thank heavens in only two more days she'd fly actbe Tasman to visit
the land where her father had been born and diatigteat red continent of
strange birds and even stranger animals. She'd alhtiee arrangements
before she met Keane; now she was running awaythertension of living

in the same city as him. Every time she saw artah with broad shoulders
her heart leapt in hopeless delight that was iadyireplaced by emptiness.

Later that evening, when she'd packed her suitiadeeassured herself that
her passport and tickets were still in the safe, ithercom crackled and
Keane's voice said, 'Lecia, | have to see you.'



CHAPTER ELEVEN
DRAGGING in a shattered breath, Lecia said, 'All rightd aeleased the lock.

While she waited for him to come up she had totfigh driving urge to bite
her nails, a habit she'd weaned herself from befbesturned eight. Within
her, a wild mixture of hunger and anticipation vearrwith resigned
foreboding.

And when she met his first encompassing glanc&sée she had reason to
be afraid, because merciless detachment robbed $hesl-coloured eyes of
their density of colour. Almost immediately he demed, 'Haven't you
been sleeping?’

‘Not so's you'd notice," she returned. 'Sit dowreMerything all right?'

it depends on your point of view," he said bleakigt moving. 'I'm having
trouble in Malaysia with a joint venture—I'm on mway to the airport now.
But I've found out that you and | are not brothed aister.'

The cold remoteness in his eyes and tone stifledi@leyhted relief. 'How
do you know?' she asked in a muted voice.

'‘Aunt Sophie and Brian came to see me an hour ago.’

Lecia's guilty colour quickly ebbed, leaving hetfiing a bone-deep shiver.
'‘Why?'

'l believe you told Janine that we were no longeeirsg each other. And
why.'

There was no condemnation in his tone, but Leéiediher hands, then
dropped them again, clenching her writhing fingewgether until the
knuckles turned white. 'Yes. I'm sorry if you didmant her to know—'

‘It doesn't matter." A savagely mocking smile digid his mouth, in fact,
she's heaped coals of fire on my head, which nbtdserves me right. She
told Brian, of course, and he got in touch with AGophie. They came to



tell me that he and Aunt Zita were at the houseniigat of the fire." He
spoke levelly, the deep voice entirely without eimmot

Lecia licked dry lips, 'l don't understand—'

'‘Apparently my mother had organised a welcome halneer for my
father—he'd arrived back from Australia that dayefie were candles on the
dinner table. Brian said that just as he and myt gobh there my mother
came running down the stairs with a couple of py@tphs.’

‘The ones with my mother?' she whispered, clutdiyesheer horror.

Keane nodded. 'She held them into the candles to them; she was
completely hysterical. My father wrestled them lodf, but her clothes had
already caught alight. Brian said she was wearomgessort of scarf that
floated around her. He and my father tried to puit the flames but she
broke away and ran screaming up the stairs to rdgoben.’

Lecia stood motionless, wondering at the mentalitg woman who would
seek refuge in her son's bedroom. Perhaps, shghheompassionately,
because Keane was the only male who had nevehéritt

But oh, what a ghastly legacy she'd left.

Steadily, his voice smooth and precise and haraonéinued, 'It took her
five months to die. Aunt Sophie insists that mjhé&tstayed with them all
that time—he didn't even go to work, let alone Aal&. He lived with them

until my mother's estate had been organised antutage established, and
then he shot himself. So there's no way you coelthi sister.'

Lecia walked across and held him, saying over aed again, 'It's all right,
it's all right, it's all right..." until the stifess in his body eased and his arms
tightened around her.

But even as she felt his warmth and strength, exgehis beloved scent
calmed her and excited her, Lecia knew it was o Kgsane's words—and
the level monotone they were delivered in, the dtagness of extreme
emotion—told her there was no hope.



Indirectly Monica had been the cause of his maghappalling death, and
whenever he looked at Lecia he'd see that tragieaming figure, the
source of a thousand nightmares.

'l have to go," he said, his voice deliberate afiéxible.

'Yes. Take care.' Her hands dropped to her sides;stepped back and
watched him leave her.

Dry-eyed, she stood at the window, saw him walkisacar and then, almost
as though unable to prevent himself, look up andewa

A fitting farewell, she thought, waving back asrpagqueezed her in a giant
fist. No forbidden love theirs— simply one with towch stacked against it
to survive.

For Keane, anyway. She would love him until he deesl her mother had
loved her father.

Three weeks later Lecia was walking down the maiees in Noosa, a
small, chic resort north of Brisbane in Australiaatt hummed with

holiday-clad tourists. She wore shorts and a Ttsld normally she'd have
enjoyed the scene: the smartly casual shops, thespnd the beach, the
unmistakable atmosphere of a place where people maaring fun.

But then, normally she didn't suffer from a brokeart.
It still surprised her that she could feel it irr lhest, a heavy weight that
somehow managed to cloud the skies and rob heppstiie and strip all

enthusiasm and laughter from her life.

She'd get over it, she told herself stoutly. Sha\ee to; this desolation, this
wasteland of the spirit was too intense to last.

She hoped.



From behind her a voice said, 'Lecia.’

Her pulses skidded to a stop. Slowly, holding reaknand spine so straight
she could feel the tension right down to her tels,turned around.

Keane looked tired yet vibrant, all emotions welhshed beneath the
dynamic, uncompromising exterior. Women were semndimm interested
glances, but his burnished blue gaze didn't mawa fner face.

Her heart pumping noisily again, Lecia essayed igesthen wondered if it
had looked as ghastly as it felt. 'Hello, Keanég said with careful
composure. 'What are you doing here?'

'l need to talk to you,' he said abruptly.

A flare of anger and despair sparked from nervetemgerve-end. "You said
everything when we met last.’

His mouth tightened, nostrils flaring slightly. l®ked dangerous, a man to
be wary of. 'Obviously not,’ he said with hard-etig@patience, 'or you
wouldn't be looking at me as though | were the ldaearnate.’

Clinging to her anger because it was less paihfah the ache of renewed
hope, Lecia said, 'l suppose we could have a drink.

'l know a good place,’ he said surprisingly.

He didn't, however, take her to a cafe or a batebd he walked her along
the street beneath palms and lush greenery to ntranee of a very
upmarket building right on the beautiful beach. Aw®osa forbade
constructions over three storeys high, the luxwwidawildings were in
proportion to the landscape and in keeping withlaéieback, sub-tropical
atmosphere.

Lecia stopped. 'What's this?'

'I'm staying in one of the apartments. It'll bevpte.'



Half reluctantly, she nodded and went with him gl¢ime path towards the
big doors. She too had been haunted by a senseahplete closure, as
though they needed to give their love the honowr décent burial. And for
that this neutral territory would serve as welbay other.

Hibiscus flowers, gaudy in saturated colours, fldne a hedge beside
Keane, accentuating the hard, resolute anglesland$of his face. 'Where
are you staying?' he asked.

'I've booked into a backpackers' hostel.'
'l take you there when we've finished talking.'

At this prospect of dismissal the last hidden,iferthope in Lecia's heart
crumpled in bitter grief and died. The tiled vesté bore unmistakable
signs of a talented architect and designer, buigsteged it beyond the most
cursory of glances, going numbly with Keane wherubleered her up the
flight of stairs and along a wide corridor.

Although she was unnaturally alert, her sense léf geeservation kept her

emotions rigidly controlled. Yet, in spite of thaip that she was feeling

again, she knew it was better than the dull, cotdshe'd existed in since last
she saw him.

The apartment was well furnished with rattan chaimd tables, the clear,

gelato colours of the upholstery echoing the lanitie of the sea and the
pallor of the sand beneath. A balcony with pergwid sunshade, tables and
loungers and chairs, looked out over Laguna Bay.

'Sit down," Keane said. 'I'll get you a drink.’

'l didn't expect to see you here.' The words hbhdeashe made no effort to
hide.

'l asked your mother not to tell you | was lookiing you because | had the
feeling that if she did, you'd slam those deferdmsn so quickly I'd break
bones on them.



'I'm surprised she gave in.' But she wasn't, naityreNot even her mother
would be a match for Keane when he'd made up hied rhie wanted
something.

His smile held comprehension but no humour. 'Momind | came to an
understanding. What would you like to drink?'

It would give her something to fiddle with. 'Anytig long and cold and
non-alcoholic, please.'

He brought her a glass of some pinkish juice thas adelicious, although
Lecia could do no more than touch her lips to folke putting it down. To
still her shaking hands she clasped them in heamaptook a deep, calming
breath. 'What do you want to talk about?' she abkadtly.

He walked across to the wall of windows and stoooking out for a
moment, a solid darkness against the radianceda,tfien turned and said
harshly, 'A lot of things, but somehow it all bodlewn to the fact that I'm
here because | miss you—it's been like having dfatfie torn away. | can't
eat, | can't sleep, and it's only when | work thezen forget you. Even then |
look up from a paper and find myself rememberirglay you walk, with
that unconscious little sway of your hips, and ysonle—and my whole
being clenches and | curse myself for behavingdikeol.'

‘It won't work,' Lecia whispered, shaking her héaadan't—I do understand
why you went—"'

‘Listen to me," he interrupted, hard and fast asthck of a whip. 'l owe you
this, Lecia. Afterwards you can tell me to go tdl,néyou want to, but at
least let me get this out first. When | realisedtth was those damned
photographs that were responsible for my motheaghdl felt as though by
loving you I'd betrayed her.’

'l know,' she said, shaken to the core.
'I've talked to both Brian and to Aunt Sophie, aithough from what

they've said she was neurotic and cold—she wasrstimother. She made
me a confidant; | always knew that my father weithwether women.' His



mouth thinned. 'l didn't know what that meant, buinderstood damned
well the effect it had on her.'

'She must have been bitterly unhappy, but she wbbjmu of your
childhood,' Lecia said sadly.

He frowned, then gave a short, reluctant nod. "&&& needed someone to
talk to, but it shouldn't have been me. | thougihtgbt over it, but when |
realised that you and Monica were mixed up with teaurring nightmare |
slipped straight back to childhood.’

'I know. | understand. It doesn't matter.'

He said in a raw voice, 'Are you just going to faegme for insulting your
mother and putting you through hell, then walkimgag as though it meant
nothing?'

"You idiot!" she said loudly, almost shouting,dWé you, so of course I'm
going to forgive you if you think it's necessary.’

'Lecia,’ he said, and came across the room in teuat gtrides, pulling her
from the chair and into his arms, his strong armg, lovely angel, my
heart's delight. | thought you might leave me tffesuthe results of my
stupidity.’

"You weren't being stupid. | didn't see how youldaever get over it,’ she
muttered, leaning her head on his shoulder, fillegself with the familiar
scent, the immensely satisfying friction of iron soles against her breasts,
the primal, untamed masculinity that was Keaneeit®your mother like
that—when you told me, my blood ran cold. It's mibv@n any child should
have to bear.' Silent tears ran down her face.

'Don't cry,’ he said, his voice a harsh contratitéagentleness of his arms, of
his touch. 'Darling, don't cry, please...'

Swallowing vigorously, she took the handkerchiebffered and wiped her
eyes and blew her nose. Then, lifting her eyesdpshe said steadily, ‘My



mother is still responsible for causing your motheteath. Nothing can
change the past.'

He didn't move away. A muscle flicked against tlaedhline of his jaw.
'When | was in Malaysia, missing you so much tHairt with every breath
| took, it didn't take me long to realise that dhrechoice. | could live in the
past, or in the present and the future. And asgmreumy present and my
future it was no choice at all.’

Such simple words for what must have been a diffidecision. Lecia
turned her face into his throat, kissing the wakm,sher heart filled with an
enormous, speechless gratitude.

He said, 'Monica wasn't responsible for my fathactsons, and neither was
she responsible for my mother's hysteria. And sbhedht me you.' His arms
tightened around her. Into her hair he said onrd hate, if I'd had any

doubts about loving you, I'd have been convincethipypanic when | found

that no one, not even your mother, knew exactlyre/lyeu were.'

'So you went to Gisborne and harassed her," sdensgly, imagining the
scene.

'How well you know me,' he said, his lips lingerimgthe smooth skin at her
temple. 'She didn't let me off the hook too eadilyt, eventually she told me
you'd be in Noosa today, so | booked this apartraedt flew in. Then |
waited.'

'‘And if you hadn't found me wandering down the edtigke all the other
tourists?'

'l had that organised too," he said, with the coalfidence she found at once
irritating and fascinating. "You're going to ringolica tonight; she agreed
to get your address, and once | had that | wagygoisit at your door like a
supplicant.'

'Ha!' she said, laughter lighting the green depfHzer eyes. 'l can't see you
as a supplicant. Like a troubadour demanding aandea promise, perhaps.'



'Will you give them to me?' he asked, and now tlhregie no amusement in
his tone, just naked need and the burning, triumipéeultation of a man for
whom the answer held no fears.

'l already have.’

‘The rose of your love, and the promise of ourreitltAfter a silent moment
he laughed softly. ‘Love makes bad poets of ugt albems, but there it .is. |
love you and you love me, and that's all I'll eneed for as long as | live.'

Lecia knew he loved her. She'd always known, sbhaght with a flash of

insight, even before he told her that first timeit B> hear him say it like

this—as though his heart depended on it, as thdwegleouldn't breathe
without her—oh, that was delight, that was rapttrébn't deserve you,' she
said, all her unspoken emotions aching in her voice

'Oh, God, if we're to talk of deserving...! | dotfiink you realise how
heartbreakingly beautiful you are,' he said thicldyshing her chin up so
that he could look into her eyes. 'And that mustnsbbloody pretentious
when we could be taken for twins. But | don't seeface in yours any
more—I see the person, the woman behind the eys.wioman who
understood why | had to leave her even thoughe loer with all my heart,
the woman who is clever and funny and spirited. Kimdl.'

Spiralling into an utter, intense blueness thae titre soul from her, she
whispered, 'Is it going to bother you that all ¢éives people are going to
assume we're brother and sister? Whenever we laoldstthey're going to
look sideways and—'

'‘Why should | worry? It's never bothered me. Anyway soon as we have
kids they'll know we aren't related,’ he said. $eat very still, and he said
roughly, ‘Are we going to have children?"

if we can,' she said, wondering if you could suffierm an overdose of
happiness.

He said thoughtfully, 'Fifteen minutes ago wheawsou walking down the
street in front of me, so immersed in being a &iuhat you didn't even see



the men who were ogling your long legs and youerseface and that fall of
honey-blonde hair, so graceful that you made ewthgr woman seem
clumsy, I gave up all my driving insistence on lggim control and admitted
that life without you isn't an option. | need you.'

'‘And | need you," she said, making it less of dardhan a simple statement
of fact.

He kissed her, and it was nourishment after hunggmfter long grieving,

and yet it was merely the first step in the elateratricate dance of the
senses. This time, she thought dazedly as the dkofdrs mouth overrode
her thoughts, there'd be no pulling away, no paifoiow.

The bedroom was big, with a massive bed that ovkéd the shimmering
bay. When Keane went across to draw the curtamsaid impulsively, 'No,
leave them. Let's make love in the sun.’

He gave her a penetrating glance, understandingpting@lex reasons behind
her suggestion. 'All right," he said, and came ladker, his face intent and
serious, the only sign of emotion the lick of flaméhis eyes. 'You gladden
my heart,' he said. He didn't reach for her, jtsbd looking at her.

'l love you.' She cupped his cheek and jaw, hgelia exquisitely excited by
the rough silk texture of his skin.

They kissed, body to body, and kissed again, analglfound their way to

the bed, dappled with the shadows of the palmsdrutk the bright, sunny
room, on that wide bed, Keane showed her how tastitdne could be, with
what leisurely skill he could reduce her to an aatal hunger, the past
forgotten as tides of esweet fire poured througénthand around them,
linking them in an unbreakable union.

He worshipped her breasts with his mouth and hggefis and his words, he
encouraged her to run her hands over his fine skiek through his hair, to

make herself so familiar with the hard swell of hmuscles, the long,

thoroughbred lines of his body, that from now or'dlbe able to recognise
him by touch alone.



Joyously, Lecia rediscovered his particular tasadty, with a secret flavour
that was the mysterious component in his scentfléveur of love, she
thought as she bit delicately along his collarbone.

Desire worked its powerful enchantment within hetilther breath caught
in her throat and she whimpered, unable to tell\wimat she wanted, so lost
to time and place that all she ever retained cdehmoments was the sun and
the way it delineated the lean, powerful body vetiokes of tawny fire, of
gold and bronze, and the smooth polish of goodtheal

And the flame that burned within her, demandingil@esly consuming...

His hand touched her waist, the shallow indentatidmer navel, slid across
the slight curve of her stomach and at last foura éager, anticipating
centre of her hunger.

Sensation streaked through her; gasping, she aegaunst that remorseless
hand, and he said deeply, 'Yes, that's it... Mimeeraine and mine, for ever.

Just as I'm yours—completely, with no self-sergageats, no defences, no
conditions.’

Mighty in his readiness, he moved over her, antl wite thrust united them,
following her slick pathway home. For a fractiontiofie Lecia balanced on
the edge of pain, but it vanished, fled to the lindb the past, and she took
him into her, enfolding him, enclosing him in hevihg heat.

Until then they had both been careful—almost re§pkein their caresses,
even while the unbearable pressure was building.&uhough that joining
were some password to a realm of pure sensatam, then on they forgot
caution.

Keane withdrew and drove into her again, and Lezsponded in kind, her
hands gripping his back to hold him close, her basigig to meet and match
the force of his, every cell in her a thrill witHfeeling that grew and grew,
tightening to a pitch of anticipation until at ladte reached the destination
she'd been striving for and was thrown into osléyes of incredible delight
spreading out through her, carrying her, breakvey dier...



Almost immediately Keane too found that place, #adg his head back,
his big body made rigid by taut, consuming passisrhe reached ecstasy
and poured himself into her.

Coming down slowly, gently, they lay in silent Islit_ecia lifted a lax finger
to push a strand of sweat- darkened hair back fiebrow. He held her
hand against his mouth and kissed it.

As their breathing quietened the noises of the lbeaturned—the soft
purring of the waves, laughter, a husky susurrativet was the wind
rubbing the palm fronds together.

She looked down at their bodies, still joined, andiled. In an exhausted
voice she said, 'We look like tigers, sunstriped bnght.’

'My own personal tigress.' The rough undertonasrvbice had relaxed to a
purr. 'Wait a minute,’ he said, and rolled overnagang it so well that they
were still joined but now she was on top of him.

The smile that touched his mouth was definitelgriigh. "You look so cool,
so in command of yourself, with your clear greeasegnd that air of self-
sufficiency. I like to know that | can make youdasall, because that's what
you do to me.' He stopped. 'And that's why | dids& any protection. I'm
sorry—I know it's no excuse. Would you mind if wat gregnant now?'

It was too important a question to answer hurriedig without thought, so
she considered it carefully. 'I'd rather not, altyuat this time. | believe that
it takes people a year or so to mesh their livesr diiey move in together.
Still, if we are, we'll manage.’

She kissed his cheek and the autocratic line ofdwsas he said with the
arrogance that was an integral part of his charabihen are you going to
marry me?'

He must have mistaken her silence for objectionabse before she could
say anything he drawled, 'I'm sorry if you havelgdophical objections to
the institution, but | don't think my nerves wowdthnd a life without it. |



need to know you're mine, and I'll feel much happieve do it in the
conventional way, with rings and marriage lines.'

'What if | want to keep my maiden name?' she astely, slightly teasing.
He was a naturally dominant man; she couldn't iiet ¢pet away with too
much.

He held her chin, looking at her with a hooded g#aiaus look. 'If you want
to," he said calmly.

Laughing, she complained, "You're no fun. | donidnn the least being
Mrs Paget.'

'‘Good,' he said, but absently, as though some#isgghad occurred to him.
His hand drifted up to cup the soft curve of hegdst and within a few
seconds she was drawn once more into the lazy desaence of his
lovemaking.

Later—much later—she yawned, and said, 'Convertionaam? My
mother will have an enormous amount of fun withexdding.'

They were married in Gisborne; given two month®rtganise it, Monica
pulled out all the stops, enjoying herself enorniyaus

As did everyone else. It was a big, noisy weddiitg shildren laughing and
dancing and running around while their familiesked on indulgently and
made their own, quieter fun.

And as bride and groom were waiting for the caak® them to the airport a
beaming Aunt Sophie said, 'Oh, by the way, my dgdj I've found the link!
It appears that one of the original Laetitia's wend an affair with his sister's
governess, who was Julia Spring. | think it mustehiaeen a true love match,
for although he never married her he didn't manyoae else either. Their
son was the one who went to Australia.'



Hours later, in the warm radiance of a tropicadnsl, Keane lifted Lecia's
hand to his mouth and said, if I'd been that Pegeuldn't have sent my son
off to the other side of the world.’

'If you'd been that Paget,' Lecia said, cuppingflmgrers around his jaw,
'you'd have married Julia Spring and to hell witictbrian propriety.
Anyway, perhaps their son wanted to go. After ytiur ancestral Pagets
came out to the other side of the world too. Walndemust have been in
the family.'

'l feel a little bit of it myself," he said, turrgnher so that she could see
through the elegantly curved trunks of coconut aihe white glimmer of
the coral sand beach and the smooth stretch ddgfo®n, robbed of colour
by the warm darkness. All around them in the bladlity of the sky
throbbed stars, huge and multicoloured.

'Wanderlust? But it's perfect here..." In partngrshith two other friends
Keane owned the island, separated from the maandsbf Fiji by several
kilometres of encircling lagoon. On it was whatchgbod claim to be the
smallest hotel in the world: six high-roofed tragdibures,or chief's houses,
with every modern convenience neatly and inconspisly tucked inside
their wooden walls. Paths through scented gardemtsibly wild and exotic,
led to each house from a central block of building a bar and a kitchen
where a chef cooked meals—for the restaurant, yba@ wanted to dine
there, or to be carried by smiling, barefooted &raito thebures.

Keane and Lecia had eaten a light meal on theceewwhthe shadowy, open
living room, a meal ambrosial in its perfectiongthgone for a walk along
the beach. No other person had interrupted them lna hand they had
walked along the soft, clinging coral sand, listgnio the tiny waves on the
shore and saying little.

'‘But up in theburg' Keane said, amusement colouring his voice and no
quite hiding the deepening note of passion thisra,bed. And you are tired,
aren't you? It's been a long day.'

Laughing, Lecia agreed, 'Yes, it's been a long Baya good one.'



‘Tomorrow will be even better, and all the othentarows after it. We aren't
going to repeat the mistakes of the past. Thdve'lproblems, but if we
tackle them together we'll deal with them.'

'l envy you that confidence,' she said a littletfuisy.
'Don't you believe me?"

'I believe you." A little ambiguously she murmuré®n roadsides in

Northland there are roses that have been growiag ttor over a hundred
years. They struggle, but dust and drought and exashust seem to make
them stronger, tougher, more determined to surWivéloosa you said that
the rose the troubadour in you had been searclingids my love, but |

think it's our love combined. And that's the proaniso.'

His smile transformed his face. He'd never be angtbther than autocratic
and tough, she thought, as she gave him her hamduaned with him
towards theibure. He was who he was, and his love didn't soften ust,
as hers didn't change her personality. But she dwiuélter him, not for
anything.

The two weeks ahead were going to be a preciowsdumof time. Soaking
in the sensuous idleness of the tropics, they'defarew strength in their
bond until together they'd vanquish all doubts feaals.

Hands joined, as their lives and their happinesewaited, they walked up
the path beneath the palms and into a future birggout before them fair
and full of promise, a life linked by and built @#he sturdy, everlasting
foundations of love.



