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"See what you've got me into--"

Finley wished she'd never set eyes on the woehy spaniel that led
her into Blake Caird's realm. For although she b@sd to recover
from the pneumonia that had prompted her vacasbe'd never get
over a man like Blake.

What passed between them cut deeper than meretiattravas more
searing than physical passion. It was a recogniammawareness that
there was no going back. But Finley had to retarwdrk sometime.
She couldn't share Blake's isolated island parddiseer.

Living together seemed impossible--but living apaes infinitely
worse....



To Rebecca, and Sally, and Haydn, who providedstard, and their
dog Spey, who is Blackie.



CHAPTER ONE
HIGH summer!

The very words had a magic all their own. FinleydMidlan pushed

hair the colour of dark chocolate away from herlsfaae and rolled

over on to her back, stretching her slight bodyhiously across the
rug. Long lashes flicked drowsily as she gazedtip the silver and
green canopy of the pohutukawa tree. A wide yaweaked small

teeth before fading into a sleepy, satisfied srageher lids closed
over eyes as green as the leaves above her.

Just before sleep, claimed her, she decided thesesamething to be
gained after all from pneumonia and its debilitgtaitermath. In her
case the 'something' was three weeks on Motuafahantriguing
name; what had caused the Maoris who once had Insrd to
christen their home the island of love'? ResolMiagind out the
reason, she yawned once more. The love could go, Isfe didn't
have time for it. She was more than content taonlithe shade and
listen to the silken whisper of the waves on thacbebelow, the faint
putter of an outboard in the gulf and the mutecushof a couple of
tireless tennis addicts as they exhausted thensaethe hotel
courts.

High noon in summer was siesta time. A smug listheile curled
Finley's mouth as she let sleep reclaim her.

She woke to war. For a moment, sick panic heldhueldled in a
small bundle as her mind strove to make senseeofithous growls
and snarls which rendered the air hideous. The tuwas far too
close for comfort and sounded, at the very leasthaugh a pack of
wolves were quarrelling over whose right it was kil the
unfortunate human in their sights.



When it became obvious that she was still intdet,apened her eyes.
What she saw jerked her bolt upright, yelling, ‘N you don't. No!'

Both dogs, the emaciated black spaniel and th& blelégerent cattle
dog, recognising the authentic voice of authorliypke off the
argument, each head whipping to face her with idaheéxpressions
of chagrin and irritation.

'Sit!" she shouted as reinforcement. To her swgfregh rumps hit the
ground. But the cattle dog, well fed and impudeghored the
remains of her lunch which lay strewn on the grqundile the
spaniel's eyes were fixed on the nearest scrajpdfds it drooled in a
way that smote Finley's heart.

'Oh, you poor starved thing,' she said, notingwvilag the skin was
stretched tightly over protruding ribs. The tangtedtted coat was
dull and dirty, the dark eyes glazed with a hurigernnsistent for the
spaniel to fear her or the much bigger cattle dog.

Ignoring the fact that during her sleep her bikop had slipped to her
waist, Finley reached for a large roll, removed plestic wrapping
and proffered it.

The cattle dog whined, its tail thumping the groasdhe smaller dog
swallowed with a slavering speed which revealed hadese to
starving it was.

'l wonder if | should give you any more,' Finleydsthoughtfully. 'If
you were human that roll would have been too .mbcih,dogs are
tougher than your averagmmo sapiensStill, any more might make
you sick.'

A piteous whine seemed to indicate a definite negat
Superimposed over it was the sound of a horselsdso&inley's head
swerved sideways. A few yards away, marking thendacy between
the hotel grounds and the cattle and sheep statrh occupied the



greater part of the island, was a wire fence. @rother side, a horse
was cantering towards them; judging by the expo@assn the tanned
face of its rider he was appreciating to the fudl Yiew of Finley's
small, high breasts and slender legs.

'Oh, hell," she muttered as she dragged up the araytop, despising
the lack of self-confidence which roused the heat saffusing all
her visible skin. She must be, she decided bitténs only woman in
the world whose legs blushed.

After all, nowadays lots of women went toplesshatlieach. Even in
New Zealand! This farm-hand wasn't to know how emassed she
was by her temporary nakedness.

She braced herself for a comment or a knowing srbiké his first
words were for his dog.

'Here, Blue!'

The cattle dog got to its feet, grinned at Finleg &rotted casually
back through the fence and up to the horse. Therespectful
distance from the hooves, it sat down to enjoy@dggcratch.

Unaware that she was smiling, Finley looked up—apd-and up.
The horse was huge, a roan with a gentle, enquiaicegy and the man
on it was huge, too. Well, not huge, exactly. Natbering, or
clumsy, or giantlike. But big. Finley quite frequlsnbemoaned her
miniature dimensions but never more so than nowh \&i wary,
fascinated gaze, she watched as the intruder sdanvg and looped
the reins over the nearest post. He tipped hisohagr, revealing hair
the colour of ripe wheat.

‘That dog,' he said pleasantly, 'is a stray.'

'l can see that. He's also starving.'



The amber eyes which were searching her face igeuily gleamed
with amusement. 'I'm not responsible for that.'

'l didn't suppose you were.' Another stupid bluglated her skin.
Lord, but he made her feel a fool! She began agéim somewhat
exaggerated patience, 'What do you think | shoaldidh him?*

He glanced indifferently down at the dog then caugdr eyes once
more in the glowing fire of his. 'He's not weariagcollar, so
presumably his previous owners don't want him batko

soft-hearted to have him killed instantly, | supposo they've
dumped him from a boat. He should be shot.’

Finley discovered that she would not like to makesaemy of this
man. The deep incisive voice could express bitiogtempt, and
when he had spoken of the dog's owners his streaturfes had
hardened in a way which sent an odd littissonup her spine.

Then the harsh expression relaxed into a smiled blazing charm
that she had to swallow before she could protst.you can't shoot
him! It's not his fault he's here. Poor little @ell, look at him, he's
absolutely terrified.’

She bent down to run her fingers through the tauslels on top of
the lifted head, ignoring the stranger's commandetsist. Instantly,
her hand was wrenched away and held in a calloyigeavhich came
close to hurting. Finley lifted furious eyes, higithe shock his touch
gave her with an imperious face. Before she coaydasmything, the
stranger released her and in an oddly blank va@ixk $Never touch a
stray dog. Some have no inhibitions about bitirggitnd that strokes
them.'

Shaken, Finley looked down at the dog. '"You woutlda'that, would
you?'



The dog responded to the caressing note in heewith a little
shiver of pleasure, his short tail beating enthsisially on the
ground.

'He's almost certainly covered in fleas,’ the sgjesnobserved
mockingly. 'And ticks.'

'‘Ugh!’
'In his ears especially.’

Finley promptly knelt and began to inspect the ppgars with the
intent expression of someone who knows what shdoisg. She
ignored the man until she was confident that thegee no ticks or
other forms of life hiding in the ears.

‘You did that very competently,' he observed, stagpo run a lean
brown hand over the pitifully thin body of the aminlt whimpered,
but suffered his touch. 'Have you had dogs?'

'‘No, I'm a doctor." Finley spoke absently, watchthgse strong
fingers assess the dog with skill and gentleness.

‘A doctor?'

She allowed herself a small sigh before lookingoumeet his startled
eyes. They were not so much amber as gold, a striamg-colour
emphasised by dark brows and lashes. The lashesin@edible,
curling on both upper and lower lids like a modd¥isley knew that
she was staring, but was quite unable to stop. fElce those
remarkable eyes illuminated had little of beauty,innless it was the
uncompromising beauty of strength. He wore his attar in his
face, and no one seeing him would ever doubt treefand power of
that character.



'Yes, a doctor,' she said haughtily, indignant beeashe had been
staring at him like a love-struck adolescent. She ber glance away
and finished, 'My name is Finley MacMillan, Conyrato all
appearances, I'm out of school.'

‘How far out?'
She said wearily, 'I'm twenty-six.'
Very gravely, he extended a hand. 'How do you ddylBcMillan.’

'I'm only a very junior doctor,' she explained jastgravely, as they
shook hands over the bemused dog."You don't lambkmdugh to be a
medical student." He sounded sympathetic. 'I'm 8l&kird, | live
here, and I'm thirty-four years old. I'm not madilehe added
pensively, regarding her with eyes which were ianll with laughter.

Uncomfortable and a little ruffled, Finley retriel/ber hand, wishing
that his height and size didn't make her feel geotehadequate. She
had to tip her head back to get a good view ofdus!

'l don't usually call myself a doctor." She flouretk for a moment
before finishing. 'Because I'm so small, peoplel tentreat me as if |
were a child. | need all the dignity | can get!

'l know the feeling.'
'Oh, but surely --'

'If one is over six feet two and built like a tryckost people assume
one has the mentality of your average truck. Yaindihappen to
mention if there is a husband about?'

She blushed, and laughed at the lurking laughtdrigrexpression.
‘No, | haven't had time to acquire one. Is thernglang wrong with
the dog?'



'‘No, he's in surprisingly good nick. He was wehlezhfor until he was
dumped. He'll soon pick up condition once he'sgemperly. What
are you going to do with him?"

‘Me? | can't.. .'She stared helplessly down asitigeleaned his head
against her knee and gazed worshipfully upwardk @it intensity
which worried her. 'l can't look after him," sheiled.

'He's fallen in love with you.'
'‘But I'm staying at the hotel. | can't keep a dogre.’

White teeth gleamed against the dark tan of his.fRashing his hat
back on to his head, he said carelessly, 'OhMi#é Cloud to find
him a place. He's a sucker for a pretty face. Staaynals too,
probably.’

'Yes, but-—' One of the few provisos laid down by Hotel seemed
suddenly burned into her brain. 'Dogs aren't altbwa the island.
You know that, you're from the farm. Dogs chaseephand Kkill
lambs and frighten cattle. He might get shot.’

'If he's managed to avoid it so far I'd say heslligent enough to
keep away from anyone likely to shoot him," he shily. 'Keep him
on aleash.'

'l haven't got a leash! And even if | did, evehabuld keep him here,
| couldn't when | get back home. Do you know wiat sf hours |

work? Slavery isn't the word for it. Dogs are sbt@aanimals, they
need company. And | live in a flat. It wouldn't faer to keep him

locked up without company for so long."'

‘Then have him put down.’



For the first time since childhood, and to her msi& humiliation,
Finley stamped her foot. His calm callousness iatad and repelled
her into loss of control. 'Oh, you—you --'

He said nothing, merely watched with the faintésbf an eyebrow,
but that was enough to call into play a never-ndedemeval female
instinct. Without volition, she took a step backdsarHis size became
suddenly intimidating. He must, she thought waridg, at least six
feet four and, far from being built like a trucke was perfectly in
proportion, with shoulders wide enough to block et world. They
tapered to a lean waist and hips and strongly raddebs which went
on for eternity. Serviceable working clothes, kh#akiusers and a
shirt with sleeves rolled up beyond the elbowsyegto accentuate
the blatant masculinity which assaulted her senses.

He didn't need to be conventionally handsome. Weatad was as
potent as wizardry, a blending of strength ands&itg which was a
lure and a temptation to femininity.

'l aw a lot bigger than you, but | only become damgs at full moon,’
he said, watching her narrowly.

Finley smiled, trying rather desperately for theyeeameraderie she
normally enjoyed with the opposite sex. 'l thinkuymight be about

as harmless as the average tiger,' she returradisimg too late how

provocative she had managed to sound.

Those incredible lashes only half hid his shrewdutsty. 'It's a
well-known fact that big men are slow,' he offereeturning her
smile with interest.

'Really?" Brows dark as sable climbed her foreheaau'll
understand if | say that | think you might be tkeeption, won't you?
I'm sorry | flinched, it was stupid of me. | wasaitpecting you to
look as my father used to look when | was throvartgntrum.'



Fortunately, because she was beginning to galbi@eldg caught her
attention. He had improved the time by demolishimg rest of her
lunch and was now thoughtfully nosing the bag inclwhhe food had
been packed.

'‘No!" she commanded, afraid he might choke on thstip.
Instantly, he cowered away.

'‘Oh, you poor old thing," Finley said remorsefulhg's been beaten,
you can tell. Never mind ..." and she dropped arkhees to comfort
him, crooning in a way which had always been sisfoéwith babies
and children.

The dog like it, too. A pink tongue whisked outtdoich the point of
her chin while the dark eyes were fixed on herdwihadulterated
adoration.

'‘Oh, what am | going to do with you?' she askedh#nher breath.

Blake Caird said mockingly. 'If you won't have utglown and you
can't keep it yourself, you will just have to fiich good home.'

'‘Would you like a dear little spaniel? He's teryibffectionate and --'

Laughter lines creased his face as he reached dowmperative
hand and pulled her upright. '‘No, | do not wanbg,d have enough
of my own. I've never heard that spaniels are nétedeing good
working dogs, though | have no doubt he'd be vgliemough.'

His hand was calloused and hard and warm, and sé&we hurry to
let her go. A thread of response shivered the kenofjher backbone.
Uneasily, she tugged and as he released her sphpedteaway,
dredging frantically for a bit of information froenchildhood spent in
a small farming town. 'But you don't make petsadryworking dogs,
do you? Wouldn't you like a pet?



In a grave voice, belied by his laughing eyes,aid, sI'm afraid not.
Like you, | work long hours. However, if you waneno, I'll look
after him until you go back home.'

'For almost three weeks?' She looked from him ¢oetkpectant dog
and back again, seeking help. She got none. Whevaheed, those
strong features could be irritatingly bland. Uncoaasly, her teeth
worried her _ lower lip. At last she said, 'That#sy kind of you.

Thank you.'

Her smile was impulsive and warm, radiating herlsmeat features
Into a swift blaze of beauty. She was as perfeetfagurine, the pale
gold silk of her skin broken only by the white ki

There was no answering smile from Blake Caird.H4i$ closed eyes
glittered as they scanned her face; for a momenshin was heated
by dusky colour and the striking framework of hag€é sprang into
starker prominence.

Swallowing nervously, Finley turned away. She kneWat that
intent hungry look meant and she was not readytfahe did not
want to be desirable in his eyes.In a quick invtdunreflex action
she picked up the oversized T-shirt she used asex-tip and pulled
it over her head.

‘How will you get him to go home with you?' she edkin a voice
slightly more high-pitched than normal.

'He'll come with Blue.' He sounded detached, guitifferent, and
nothing could have been more impersonal than hisesquent
farewell and the expression with which he said it.

Finley watched from beneath her lashes as he clirttee fence and
swung on to the horse. It was safe now to admedittre smoothness
of his movements and the combination of strengthskiil he used to
calm the sudden eruption of high spirits in thenroa



But all of his expertise could not coax the st@ajetave Finley.

At last, mildly exasperated, he said, 'Just stayg lmatil | get back,’
and set the horse across the hillside with Blusmng pursuit.

In her turn exasperated by that casual commanéeyaollapsed on
to the rug and surveyed the stubborn little spaméh wry
amusement. 'You,' she told him, 'are quite unsdéoysu | know that
this sudden touching affection is based on the fogdve you. He
won't let you starve, you know. Here, you had bditare the rest of
this water.'

He appreciated the mineral water she had carriedninnsulated
flask, drinking it noisily before resting his hea her feet and going
politely to sleep.

Finley sat with clasped hands over her knees, sitignsurveying

the broad sweep of the gulf before her. In realitgr eyes saw
nothing but Blake Caird's rough-hewn features. s, vehe decided
dreamily, the most exciting man she had ever sBawse astounding
eyes! Afid a mouth which gave absolutely nothingagwDid those

authoritative curves ever relax into tendernesstwds hard to
imagine, but she would be willing to bet her amstlgarrings that he
was more complex than the physically intriguingeexir revealed.

Idly, to dampen the excitement which ran like gsibker through her
veins, she occupied herself by finding adjectivesiéscribe him.
Masterful was definitely on the list, and yes, gaot in a pleasant
way. And sexy. Well, sexy as hell, and aware of pessonal

magnetism but too intelligent to trade on it. Aatthough she was
certain that he had quite a temper, she decidethtdditempered' did
not do him justice. There was too much self-conivatten in that

tough face; she found herself speculating withlzides little shiver

how he would react if that restraint was breached.



It was an old habit of hers, this categorising@bple. She had learnt
to do it at a time of great stress; somehow herchefar the exact
descriptive word or phrase distanced those emotimnsh had the
power to disturb her. So she let her mind wandgtt/esmile pulling
at the disciplined line of her mouth as she lalbelglake and
dispatched him to an appropriate slot in her memidot that it was
as simple as it usually was. He possessed a yitahich made it
difficult to relegate him to a set of adjectives.

The soporific zithering of cicadas in the tree abpvoduced another
attack of weariness. For a while she resisted ttdwentually she
succumbed, curling into the rug. The dog lay aselas he could
without touching her, his eyes fixed on the puneise contours of
her face.

The distant sound of an engine brought the stegfs up. Finley
didn't stir, not even when the man approached. fahg warning
rumble from the spaniel was ignored. For long masdBlake
looked down at the slight figure sprawled in theaocent abandon of
sleep, his expression completely impassive.

It was the repetition of her name which woke Finl&awning,
stretching, she curved instinctively into a postoirdefence.

It was like looking up the long slopes of a moumtdie stood with

his hands on his hips, booted feet slightly aand, watched her with
a cool interest which shredded the cloak of comitgeshe normally
wore. As if guilty of some crime she flung an arorass her face.
Only for a moment, however. It was an effort oflwal pull her arm

away but she did it, sitting up proudly; she starned that harsh face,
resistance chiselling her features into cold maturi

It seemed like for ever that their eyes duelle@egrclashing with
amber while the spaniel's warning became a growlast, without
any acknowledgement of that sudden, stark ten8take stooped



and extended a hand. It was like a defeat to acGe@t Finley saw
her own small one engulfed and was lifted to het fe a smooth,
effortless movement.

He smiled, a smile of recognition and sympathetimgrehension at
the bewilderment she couldn't hide. His skin waspdgold against
the pale silk of hers, his fingers long and powlesind possessive
around the fine bones of her hand and wrist. Aodhfthat firm grip,

from those tanned fingers, sensation spread thréweglbody in a
wave of heat which seared into every cell likeHfas and left her
trembling, her eyes trapped painfully by the naedwntensity of his.

'l don't --' she said numbly, then broke off intgasp as he lifted her
hand and kissed the inside of her wrist where lidsepbeat like a
cornered thing in the blue prison of her vein.

'‘Neither do I,' he drawled, surveying her flushadef with enigmatic
enquiry, 'but I'm looking forward to finding out.’

He gave her back her hand and she frowned, gralidmisgme tatters
of composure. 'l don't know what you mean,' shd sgpressively,
turning away to hide her embarrassment.

He made no answer, but she saw his mouth ease isitaile as he
bent to pick up the rug. For such a big man he maovith a lithe ease
which reminded her of the smooth precision of adater. Not

exactly graceful, he was too big to be describethats but with the
balance and poise of a man with complete confidenbe body and
himself.

Giving herself a mental shake, Finley seized trgewhich had held
her lunch and went meekly enough towards the LaoneRparked
just through the fence.

'l must have been tired,' she said foolishly. dndi hear you coming
at all.’



‘Have you been ill?'

She shot him a surprised look. 'Yes,' she admitedctantly.
'‘Pneumonia, and then stupidly | went back to wodkgoon. Which is
why I'm lying about in the sun collecting stray da@nd pretending to
be a beach bunny.’

‘You're too thin,' he objected. 'Beach bunniesvarg well endowed,
with lots of very white teeth and a nice line imligh squeals. No
beach bunny worth her rabbit's tail would pat a doghe certain
knowledge that he had fleas. Or let him and hiasflgo to sleep on
her feet.'.

He had a wicked smile when he wanted to use it, laBdeyes
gleamed in sly complicity. Finley laughed, ratheatgful that they
had reached the fence and she didn't have to rBfake held the
wires apart for her to climb through and, by theetishe had
straightened up and coaxed the dog beneath theBlalee was over
and smiling down at her with the same wry comprsleenwhich had
startled her before. It was as though they shaseteet, the import
and meaning of which he assumed she understood.

Attraction, she thought loftily, as she was pubititeLand Rover.
The spaniel scrabbled up to crouch quivering atfeet. As Blake
strode around to the driver's side she eyed hirartigv Yes, that was
what it was, the chemistry which a multitude of {gdead lauded so
feelingly. Desire, they called it, or passion; sauméortunates called
it lust. It was happening all the time. He was eggous specimen of a
man, with that wheat- blond hair and striking pefind the other
physical attributes, like the width of those shantdand the powerful
lines of his body. Naturally he was attractive. Amyman in her right
mind would be interested in that raw animal chaaism

And if her mind was above physical things like giay of his thigh
muscles beneath the material of his trousers amdntsterful jut of



his chin, there was the fact that he possessddriief authority and
self- assurance which was a definite challenge. Hg also, Finley
supplied hastily, basically kind, or he would h&sfé her and the dog
to their fate.

If, however, you were Finley MacMillan, with an déxog and

satisfying future planned and within reach, youkeacvery swiftly

away from such challenges. Blake Caird was probaaty
experienced and skilful lover, but although disaugty pleasant he
was an exceedingly dangerous man, the sort it nighalmost
iImpossible to forget.

Still, it couldn't hurt to be sociable. So she mwgged affably to his
laconic, entertaining conversation as they drover dve short green
grass, then down a narrow fenced..road which fatbwhe bony
spine of the island until they began the descematds an exquisite
bay.

'‘Homestead Bay,' Blake informed her. ‘Named fori@ls/ reasons.’

'‘Oh, it's beautiful.'" Finley's gaze moved appréecidy over the
complex of stockyards and sheds almost hidden Hejreat Norfolk
Island pines, towards the house which dominated#ye She made
an odd little noise deep in her throat, her hamanping in sudden
entreaty over his on the steering wheel.

Obediently he stopped the vehicle, saying nothisgslae jumped
down and ran a few steps so that she could seecieady.

It was an astounding sight in this drowsy Southififalandscape.
She said incredulously, 'l don't believe it!

'Sir James Reed built it on the profits he madenftbe gold mines.
As you can see, he'd travelled in Greece.'

'It's out of this world."



Built on a little plateau above the beach, the &regival house was
faced by broad galleries supported by lonic pillsirshe same pale
stone as the rest of the edifice. It glowed, sessttkelegant in acres
of garden above the wide sweep of the beach andldledaughter of

the channel between Motuaroha and the mainland.

'It looks like a cross between the Parthenon andrae-bellum
mansion," Finley said softly. 'lt should look ingoaous, but
somehow it's completely at home here. Lord, bsihitige! Why have
| never seen photographs of it? Most old homesteadswell
documented. Who on earth lives there?'

'l do," he told her, his voice very dry, ‘and as mny house and | like
privacy, no one photographs it unless they takemtfiem the sea.'

He was leaning against the dusty side of the LandeR irony
hardening those striking features as he watchedAfaar the first
astounded moment Finley burst into laughter, stipkiar head at
him.

'Oh, you lucky, lucky devil! Do you wear ruffledidis with diamond
studs?—and you should have a thin moustache, amg] ftexible
fingers!'

‘That," he returned haughtily, amusement glinthmgugh his lashes,
'‘was the river-boat gambler, not the plantation ewRuffled shirts!
I'm far too large to wear anything but the plaingsthes.’

‘Limiting, this size business, isn't it?' she agrié@pantly. 'The same
thing applies to miniatures like me. One tiny reffind | look like a
shipwreck, all tossing waves and flotsam. Tell megjour house as
incredible inside as it is out?'

'Sir James had far from Spartan tastes,’ he purgrathing at her
horrified expression. ‘Come and see.’



Well, that explained the imperturbable air of sasurance. If Blake
Caird owned Motuaroha he had to be rich beyond rmaghe had
ever encountered before. Vainly, she searched taen lior any
information that she might have tucked away, andhéo surprise
came up with a name.

‘Morgan Caird,' she said triumphantly.

'‘My cousin.' He slanted her a narrow glance, apygr&nowing the
route down to the homestead so. well that he diketd to watch
ahead. 'Do you know him?'

Finley swallowed, only relaxing when his eyes wsagely on the
road once more. 'I've met him. | helped deliverdaby.'

The hard authority of his features softened. 'Ads, yhe said. ‘Morgan
was almost effusive with gratitude. | gather it vaasther protracted
birth, and the man is besotted with his wife.'

'‘And she with him," Finley said promptly. Her smalas reminiscent.
Finley had liked the Cairds very much, almost engyihem their
absorption in each other. Their baby son, a ddiéeztdtle replica of
his father, had been welcomed into their magideitus welfare was
assured. Finley thought of some of the childrentsdk had to deal
with, and sighed.

At her feet the spaniel shivered, pressing his mu®eher leg. You
and me both, she thought wryly, scratching the edagoll by her
knee. We're both out of our element here, butlitvei fun to visit for
a while.

The gardens around the homestead were a subtréaitaky, huge
pohutukawa trees sheltering the brilliant flowefrsrepe myrtles and
hibiscus, the enormous slashed leaves of fruitdsplants and the
heavily scented blooms of gardenias and datura.



‘They—you can't possibly grow coconuts here,' shé faintly, as
they left the main drive for a strip of cobble-sterwhich led to the
back of the house, irrepressible humour twinklimghie depths of her
eyes. Of course, she would arrive at the tradesnegritance!

‘They're a smaller, more hardy type,' he told ta&d they flourish in
our micro-climate. The only wind which gets inte@ thay is from the
north, and that's hot and wet.'

'It's fantastic.'

Finley lifted dazzled eyes to meet the calm catstin his. 'It's the
only place | want to live in," he said as he swettloff the engine. 'l
think I'd wither and die away from the island. Ndets first have a
look at this apology for an animal.’

An hour later the dog had been bathed and clipeddf matted hair,
dosed and fed and watered, injected for every séskaown to the
canine world and put into a kennel with a largecésh run. He
watched dubiously as Finley left but, beyond a wienwhich soon
tailed off, he seemed reconciled to losing his @avi Somewhat
bemused by Blake's expertise and the well-equippet@rinary
clinic, Finley allowed herself to be escorted baxkhe house, seated
in an extremely comfortable chair beneath a largmvdring
jacaranda tree and served with tea which he had mwade she was
washing her face and hands in a luxurious little/g@r-room not too
far from the back door.

‘You've been very kind,' she said, trying to ovekithe appreciative
gleam in those gold eyes as they restedon theeslesidpeliness of
her legs. 'I'm certain that if the dog realised iWau have done for
him he'd appreciate it too.'



The gleam warmed into laughter. 'All dogs backwdfen confronted
by a needle,' he returned. 'l rather envied hine Why he buried his
head in your bosom was extremely touching.'

'l do hope I'm not keeping you from something ybawdd be doing.’
She set her cup and saucer down with a little sbaupd.

‘Nothing important,' he said, mocking her. 'Tell almut yourself.'

‘There's nothing to tell.' Beneath the T-shirt $tlevulders moved in a
slight shrug.

Just above her head another cicada joined in twshits shrill little
anthem softened into music by the languorous ambien

'‘What made you decide to be a doctor?'

'l never wanted to be anything else. | was abeet\ithen | made the
decision." Normally she wasn't particularly comnuative,
preferring to listen rather than to talk, but hes\vekever, he probed so
tactfully that minutes later she realised that Ishe let him see far <
more than was wise; she felt as though she had diesacted by a
master.

Stiffly, she said, '‘But | must be boring you witlés

'l never allow myself to be bored,' he told hemsthing like sarcasm
colouring the deep tones. 'What about marriage r’tou feel any
need for a husband in this carefully planned lifgaurs?’

"You certainly believe in getting your pound ofsite don't you? Yes,
I'd like to get married, if it fits in.’

He lifted a dark brow. 'Been burned, Finley?"



Her ~smile was dazzling, meaningless. 'lI've beegaged. It didn't
work out.'

‘Why?"

Small teeth clamped on to her bottom lip. She watdeell him to go
to hell, to stop poking about in the corners of imérd, but she made
the mistake of glancing up. The compelling demamchis eyes
forced the truth from her.

'He was very ambitious, very clever. He wanted & wiho would
provide back-up services while he clawed his wayhgcorporate
ladder. He did not want a medical student who spdéinber time
studying and whose workload was going to get heakesfurther she
went. | am also incapable of whipping up a gourmeal in fifteen
minutes, and | tend to go to sleep when anyone talisiness, even
when that someone was Graeme's boss.'

'‘Can't you cook?'

She smiled tightly, still angry with him. 'Oh, | cananage a
reasonable meal but to naisine minceusounds like something to
do with Sweeney Todd, and | simply can't be boithestanding for

hours to concoct a sauce to go with the crayfigb.ta

He laughed and said, 'lt's almost a relief to casress a woman who
doesn't aspire to be @rdon bleucook. Every young thing | meet
seems to have spent half her life at various esatepokery courses.
They drive my housekeeper crazy by offering to posdgourmet

meals, all of which necessitate an immediate trifhé mainland for a
vital ingredient.’

A caustic intonation raised her brows. He shrugged,said, 'Life on
the island can be dull if you're accustomed toaheenities of the
mainland. The hotel doesn't compensate for thedackoice.'



'‘Been burned, Blake?'
'‘Haven't we all?' His mouth compressed at an uspfgamemory.

Finley regretted the mocking little repetition a$ lown question but,
after a quick glance at him, she decided that gempsthy was
misplaced. If anyone was self-sufficient it wasetyiBlake Caird.

Something must have shown in her face becausenténeea smile
of such profound cynicism that she was repelled.

‘A marriage,’ he elaborated without expressione "idolation put
paid to it.'

She frowned, impelled to offer some sort of sympaithspite of his
lack of emotion. 'I'm sorry.'

'So am |.' He hesitated, the tough face sudderyalr'She drowned
trying to escape.'

'‘Oh, my dear.' Finley was on her feet and besiohewithout realising
she had moved; she stooped, her hands drawingi¢/nt bead to rest
against her breast in the age-old embrace of solace

She could feel his astonishment as though it weiblei yet when she
began to pull away his arm snaked about her waist.

‘Stay there,' he said, and although there wasisanprhis voice there
was wonder too. 'What branch of medicine are yanmhg to
specialise in?'

'Pediatrics.’

'l think you are going to be an excellent pedi@nc You have a
compassionate heart.’



She looked down at the gleam of his hair agairesgtmtle contours
of her breasts. He moved, nuzzling, and suddemsetivas nothing
maternal in what she was offering and he acceplihg.air, already
humming with the song of the cicadas, became ckaagd sizzling
with something else. Finley's hands tightened ewtlarm crispness
of his hair; his mouth moved against her breast angang of
exquisite sensation rippled through her body. Sjolwédr hand slid
down to the heated skin of his neck, hesitated) therked its way
beneatli the collar of his shirt to find the strondefined bone of his
shoulder.

He muttered something and pulled her between regekrHis hands
almost spanned her waist; they contracted, clegcpainfully and
she bit her lip, a frown twitching her fine brovegjether.

His grip relaxed. His hands moved upwards undetttimecotton knit

of her shirt, smoothing over her rib-cage. He wadisg, drooping

lids failing to hide the gold which flamed up infioe as the harsh
features clamped into an expression as old as htymdre urgency
of desire.

Finley's knees buckled. Instantly she was sweptoonis lap. One
lean hand took immediate advantage and moved higapping her
breast with delicate, erotic precision.

A sudden explosion of her senses dragged a stiflean from lips
which were clumsy and stiff. A deep breath hurtloags. When his
mouth found the bubbling pulse in the hollow of b@oat she was
wracked by tremors. Blindly, every instinct urgihgr towards the
one inevitable conclusion, she rested her cheeth@nvheat-bright
head, breathing in the erotic, indefinable scentisf masculinity
while tides of sensation surged through her body.

Passion seemed irresistible, a vital, necessargrg@ssion, but,
although his knowing hands and mouth compelledaresp, Finley



knew that she had to call a halt while she had gna@ommand of
herself to do it.

He seemed not to notice when she straightenedmidigh clung,
tasting the soft silk of her throat. Gently, botimts trembling, she
cradled his head, fighting to repress the incaretgsdesire he had
aroused.

He was too experienced to miss her withdrawal. Hespered

something short and savage against her skin atedl Iifis head to
search her face. For a long moment, until the flaméhis eyes died
and they became enigmatically amber again, shegtitahat such

anintense scrutiny must see through the veil ahfl® the essential
person beneath.

Then he smiled, crookedly, and she moved freeroftbia sensible
distance away.

‘Not that sort of woman, Finley?' The words werghgly slurred, but
he was once more in control.

She reacted to the sardonic tone with an unconstibwf her head.
'Sorry, | don't make a habit of sleeping with argomithin a few
hours of meeting them.’

‘You'd rather offer comfort than yourself." He rosaking full use of

his height to stare her down, his eyes suddenpieasing as shards
of golden glass. Unexpectedly they warmed and Ik $2erhaps

you're wise.'

'It's safer that way, and I'm a cautious person.’

His expression was a masterpiece of aloof irony \lie warning
barely hidden. 'So am [, usually. | believe thaltyam idiot allows
himself to get burned twice.'



He could hardly have made it more plain. Like himley had no
intention of embarking on any sort of affair, butvMas going to be
difficult to banish the intrusive images which hdathced in her mind,
tempting her so that for a few mad moments she dlatbst
abandoned the considered decision she had madelasaence, and
reaffirmed several times since then. And it wasguoong to be easy to
forget the heavy, heated reaction of her body $dduch.



CHAPTER TWO

LATER, in the impersonal luxury of her hotel bedroonm|&y tried to
analyse exactly why that cynical statement shoalcelso depressed
her. Rather dauntingly for one who prided herselher caution, she
discovered that it was because it underlined hisrgenation not to
embark on anything more binding than an affair.

‘Although why that should depress you, heaven kriashe told her
reflection severely. 'Unless it's that virgins wenty-six have these
romantic hangovers from adolescence.’

Then, of course, she had believed that you coulc hiaall, an

absorbing career, a grand passion leading to ayhapgriage,

babies—the sort of life only those with the blinkéreyes of youth
could dream of. She was more sensible now. It waglg a matter of

choices. You made your choices and then you livital thve results.
And the circumstances of her broken engagementewadled to her
that it was as necessary for her to follow her tiooaas it was for her
to breathe. If she married, her husband was garitave to accept
that.

Experience had also taught her that grand passasnonly another
name for a violent physical attraction, and thaatekier else it led to,
marriage was not often on the agenda. And whenag, it was
usually a disaster.

Blake had behaved honourably by making it clear dmaaffair was

what he had in mind. No doubt, when his dynastewsserted itself
he would marry some nice girl from his own levelsoiciety who

would find fulfilment in being his wife, the chatehe of that

beautiful house, and bearing little Cairds. Almasttainly they

would be very happy together.

And so would she, with or without a husband, oelpwr children.



She would have liked to have seen over the hougeurBpoken
agreement he had driven her back to the hotel inatedy after that
embrace, his pleasant courteous mask failing te thd fact that he
had retreated to some aloof region of his mind toctv she was
definitely not admitted. She had thanked him f&irtg responsibility
for the dog; he had replied that she had no neadtoy any further
about it, he would see that it went to a good anth home.

It was goodbye and they both knew it was the oahsgle thing to

do, but, just as she had turned to leave him, dedwched a strand of
the chocolate-coloured hair which flowed over heutler. Her eyes
enormous and shadowed, she had watched as hatliftekis lips.

Then he had bent and kissed her, lifting his headsbon but still
leaving an exotic taste of masculinity on her uis§atli mouth.

'‘Nice to have met you,' he said softly, his expogstompletely
impassive, and she had said goodbye in a surplgsfirgn voice
before walking straight-backed into the hotel, daring to look
round.

Now, in retrospect, it seemed rather silly. She lbalghved like a girl
with her first crush, all drama and sensation, lamthad backed off.

Very sensible. But she couldn't help wondering ydsat it would be

like to be initiated by him into the rapturous wbif sensuality.

Mind-shattering, she thought with hollow flippancas more

unwanted images seared into her brain. They pedsisten after she
had gone down to dinner, so she was glad when #iemshowed”

two people to her table, both swathed in the urakaile aura of
honeymooners, both offering her tentative smileslevie waiter

stood behind with the huffy expression of a man sehgood advice
has been ignored.



'You looked a bit lonely," the girl said, 'But by don't want company
we'll get the waiter to find us another table.'

Not very easily, the dining-room was full. So, alilgb Finley usually
enjoyed her solitary state, she couldn't resistt\geamed close to a
plea, and smiled a welcome.

They had arrived three days before and althoughereof them said
S0, it appeared that they felt a little out of thedement.

‘Mark helped build some additions on to the hoed, bride informed
Finley, 'and he decided then that we'd spend ooeyrmmoon here. It's
lovely, isn't it?'

Finley agreed, feeling suddenly immensely oldenttiee five or so
years which separated them. She listened to detiatlse wedding,

enjoying the bride's practical outlook, and hedrdua Mark's new
job on one of the big office blocks across the barlin Auckland.

They discussed fashion and one or two of the lessaversial issues
of the day, found an acquaintance in common, anteyiheard of
their desire to travel.

Well pleased with themselves and each other, tteethair meal and
adjourned to the lounge for coffee.

‘They've certainly poured money into this placearKobserved as he
added his third spoonful of sugar to his cup. "Wym@mthink that five
years ago it was just a bay with a few pohutukawast and some
cattle! But all it takes is money, isn't it? | sogp if you've got as
much as Blake Caird you don't have to worry abpensing a lot to
get a lot. He owns the rest of the island toofdmsily's been here for
donkey's years. Quite a guy.'

'Oh, you say that because he's taller than yo@'bftde exchanged a
smile with her husband before sending a woman tmavolook in
Finley's direction. 'Not that I've seen him, butewhMark was



workinghere he used to see him and his wife quiteno All the
women were after him even though he was married.’

'‘Wasn't interested,' Mark explained. "Well, stattdseason. His wife
was the best looking woman I've ever seen. Beduika a model or
a film star. They looked like something out of tesson together.
Mind you, we saw more of her than him. She speldt @f time
dining and dancing, she liked a good time."' It wasy to see that he
didn't understand how Blake Caird could neglect wife so. He
finished rather defiantly. 'We didn't see much iof hat all.'

'It was terrible, the way she died.' The bride'gregsion sharpened
into the avidity of a true gossip. 'It was an awgtdrm and she went
out in one of their launches and ran on to thesaoka point on the
other side. At the inquest it came out that thégd a fight and she
was hysterical and he'd locked her in their bedrdmhshe'd got out
somehow and taken off. All because she wanted to ggarty! She

must have been off her head with temper to belgodst

'‘She was a redhead,' Mark agreed, as if that exqaat. Finley was
appalled. 'How terrible,' she said woodenly, remenmy the bleak
cynicism in Blake's expression when he spoke ohivman who had
found his lovely home to be a prison.

‘Just goes to show that money and looks don't yiveeverything,'
the bride said comfortably. 'l don't know thatdiole her, really. This
place is all very nice in summer, but just imagwfeat it must be like
in winter, cut off. for days on end --'

Her husband laughed. 'Oh, come on, Vicki, it'sasbad as that! It'd
take a pretty fierce storm to cut the place ofiltand certainly not
for days on end. This is sheltered water, not tlaging forties.'

‘Well, | wouldn't like to live so far from the shepVicki declared.



Shortly after, they left to dance. Finley drank theo cup of coffee,
assuaging her guilt with the knowledge that eveih did keep her
awake half the night she could sleep in the neyt tteen made her
way up to bed.

It had, she decided as she undressed, been a fukttday, and
although it was only shortly after nine she wasagdted.

She was woken by the discordant burr of the telephipom the
restless sleep which heralds true awakening. Aggshiged for the
receiver she was haunted by fragments of a dreaut ared-haired
woman who ran screaming from a tall blond man.

Blake's voice seemed a continuation of the nigh#msine winced,
shivering back under the sheet.

‘What do you want?' Her voice was husky, the warasto the point
of rudeness.

"You. Your dog is refusing to eat—or stop howlirgg'informed her
grimly.

'‘Oh dear, I'm so sorry—Fhe dream fled, to be replaced by a gui
no less strong for being quite irrational.

He laughed. 'Yes, you might well be sorry! We've Inad a restful
night here. I'll pick you up in half an hour.’

'‘Hey—just wait a minute, | --'

'‘Don't worry about breakfast. Half an hour,' heeagpd inexorably,
and hung up.

Finley was ready, dressed in a bitter green cattomdress which
made the most of her flawless skin and long legsslde came into



the foyer she saw him listening to the managehehbtel, that same
Mike Cloud who was a sucker for a pretty face.

Finley waited a little distance away, not wantingoreak into what
seemed to be a serious conversation. She foundlhersndering

what it was beside his height and build that malddédéstand out so.
The man with him was almost as tall, and bettekilogp, but it was

his companion who was attracting the attention.eghetal animal
magnetism, she decided as Blake looked across amndher. He

possessed a virile, assured sexuality which showedery inch of

his powerful predator's body. And in his smile, andthe amber
glitter of his eyes as they met hers.

'‘Good morning,' he said softly as they met.

Finley stiffened at the knowing look which escafiemanager as he
was introduced to her, but he was pleasant enondtslae forgave
him for his assumption. Perhaps Blake was in thmst led choosing
his bed-mates from the hotel register. Hardly fastis, but then,
men were strange creatures. At that moment a woelagant and
provocative in a sleek sun-dress, walked by, heverly made-up
eyes fixed on Blake with conscious invitation, dfidley realised
that perhaps the manager had reason for his judgeshéer. Blake
appeared not to notice the blatant welcome in tiherowoman's
languid movements, and in her pose as she paugdd further on,
but he had seen her. And who, Finley thought, ¢ryim hide an
unseemly jealousy with charity, could blame hinnéf accepted an
occasional such invitation?

'l hope," Blake said belatedly as he slid into thed Rover beside
her, 'that you didn't have plans for today.'

'‘None whatsoever. While I'm here | have no intentaf doing
anything but laze around and perfect my tan. Bldke,so sorry
about the dog. Did he howl all night?'



'No.' But as she smiled her relief he continuedt ‘&fter, midnight.
That's when | finally succumbed and took him intg bedroom.
From then on he just whimpered.'

'‘Oh, Lord! She met his teasing sideways glanck aplea. 'You are
joking, aren't you?"'

‘Sorry.!

'‘But what am | going to do? If he's going to camike that not even
the kindest home will want him, and | don't thinkvould be fair to

him if | kept him. He'd be alone such a lot. Bengood Samaritan,’
she finished gloomily, 'is not all it's crackedtopbe.’

‘You could come and stay with me," he suggestesbredly. 'By the
end of your holiday you may be able to come up withme idea. He
will probably have calmed down a little by theng.td imagine he's
having the canine version of a nervous breakdovershbuld recover
fairly quickly, spaniels are essentially cheerfagd.'

Finley opened her mouth, thought better of het iimpetuous refusal
and began again, sedately. 'That's very kind of-you

'‘Nonsense. | happen to need six hours' sleep stt i@ad so do my
employees. So, presumably, do the guests at tké fdtich | happen

to own. So you can't keep him there. If the guastdriven away and
the staff made inefficient through lack of sleegptdnd to lose a quite
substantial slice of my income. It's in my inter@sbffer you a room

until you go.'

He spoke in such a reasonable tone that Finleysdlaxxepted the
pompous little speech as serious until she cabghbetraying quiver
of a muscle beside that stern mouth. A crow of faeigescaped her.

'How very sensible you make it sound," she sailll laighing, 'but
you can't possibly want me.’



There followed an odd little silence during whidimeshad time to
reflect on a choice of words which could have bewme felicitous,

before he replied smoothly, 'Of course | don't,I®ltall endeavour to
hide my chagrin at being forced to endure your camyg

She said wistfully, 'l should go home, | suppose.’

'‘According to this morning's weather report Aucklas suffering
from one of its spells of high humidity.'

'‘Oh, dear.!" She knew well what that meant. Sticlaysdand
unbearable nights.

'‘Exactly. Not good weather for a convalescent. Mtkemised to
have your clothes packed and they'll be followirsgshortly, so |
suggest you brace yourself for a reunion with thg.'d

Which left Finley with nothing to say.

'l can be quite an amiable companion,’ he toldkiratly, after some
moments of rather hunted silence on her part. 'Whdn you get
bored you can always head back to the hotel foeva Hours of
civilisation."'

The flick of glacial contempt in the even voice radeinley wince.
Last night's gossip seemed written on her face;dsthe't have to
know him more than she did to understand how hatmiy he must
find the whispered rumours about his wife's de&th. was, she
thought, a very proud man. It would have beenisate wound of
his grief.

She gazed steadfastly through the windscreen abriiant day,
radiant with the blue and green and gold of higmmeer, and tried
hard to ignore the flare of excitement deep witinen.



‘The grass looks in good condition.' she remarkadtly accepting
his invitation to stay. 'l suppose all that rairthe spring helped.’

'It did, as has the fact that we've had at leagt@nevery week so far
this summer. And very little wind. It's been an epitonally good
season.'

"You must suffer in a drought.'

He nodded, lean hands relaxed and competent atibel as the road
dived back down a gully. 'A week without rain consées a drought.
Coastal country dries out quickly.'

‘How do you deal with it?'

‘There are dams all over the island and I've swaversl bores. |
irrigate, grow tree lucerne which sends roots nsettewn into the
soil and can stand up to most droughts. As a éasirt, | barge stock
over to the mainland.'

‘Do you have a run-off there?'

‘Yes,' he said after the slightest of hesitatiochke main thing, of
course, is not to over-stock. At the beginningasfresummer | quit as
much stock as | think desirable.’

Until she was ten, Finley had lived in a small doyrtown in the
Waikato. That had been dairying country but she batied an
interest in all things rural to the city with heg she continued to ask
guestions, many displaying an ignorance she madattemnpt to
hide. Blake answered briefly but informatively, asmnally teasing
her at her lack of knowledge. And all around, sieem high on the
hills and at sea level between a screen of pohutakizees, the
Hauraki gulf glittered in a peacock display sollaiit it hurt to look
straight at it.



'‘What about deer?' Finley asked rather desperategcause the
sparkle of the water seemed to have invaded hedbteeam and she
felt as though she was drunk on pleasure.

'Deer?’

Once more there was that reserve she had notidedebd-inley
shook hair back from a suddenly heated cheek. ‘Arfanmers
diversifying into deer now? And Angora goats? lumesthat | read
that up north they sold a flock of Angora goats ifmredibly high
prices.'

'Stupidly high,' he asserted, 'but the principleaigood one. Our
future lies in diversification.'

Beneath them a cattle-stop rattled a noisy greetingey looked

eagerly about as they drove past the buildingseguitpment needed
for a large agricultural enterprise. It was likesmall village, a

resemblance strengthened when the road passedtarafi houses
by the beach, a horse paddock, and a small building

'Is that a school?'

'Yes.' Blake waved to a man seated on a masse®itydéhen slowed
down to avoid an over-excited cat which streakedoint of the Land
Rover. 'We've just added another room. Severahefpgermanent
staff at the hotel have families and the roll sng.’

'It's a long walk from the hotel to here.’
‘They come by school bus.’
'It's just like a village.'

'Like a very small village,' he said crisply, astbhened the wheel to
take the road up to the homestead. 'One with Igags in the array of



amenities people have come to consider essentsabnly since the
hotel was built that we've had mains power, andimter there are
days when you can stand on top of the highesthdl taste the salt
spray, and at night the lights on the mainland sasrfar away as
heaven.’

Had he grown to hate his wife? No, hate was prgbtda strong a
word, but it must be her memory which iced his eoigth contempt.
He sounded as though in the end all he had beentahiio was
despise her.

Finley's lashes drooped to hide her pity.

As the engine was switched off a high, forlorn wajlassaulted her
ears. 'He sounds so miserable,' she said, jumpitg o

He looked miserable, too. He was tied to a chairosumded by

various tempting titbits ranging from a bone tdieesof cheese, not
one of which was touched. A bowl of water to ongeswas also
untouched. Watching the intruder with unwinkingerast were three
large cats. The howling stopped when he saw Firday,his thin

body began to tremble, and he hurled himself atunéf the leash
brought him up short and he skidded into the bdwVater.

'‘Poor old love,' Finley crooned, kneeling to cudtiie bedraggled,
guivering animal. It took a while before the frightd, ecstatic dog
calmed down under the influence of her endearmants petting

hand, but at last he did.

'See if he'll eat now,' Blake suggested from higage point of a few
yards away.

He did, keeping a watchful eye on his goddess agulged down
everything in his line of sight. The cats eyed kwth disgust as he
almost drained the water, wetting his ears projysehd when he
shook himself they stalked off like offended dowasgéaving him in



clear possession of the field. Finley's amusedaglanet Blake's, but
neither spoke until the dog sighed and sat downlyiron Finley's
feet.

‘This is ridiculous! She looked in half laughingsmay from his
shaggy, satisfied face, up and up into Blake's esnigdsevere
countenance and fell silent, reading there the sdas&e which had
flamed between them yesterday: naked, almost iropaftsthe hard
lines of his face stripped of everything but adeeconsuming hunger.

Fear shook her, and excitement, and an answeried se intense
that she went white with the effort to control it.

How long they stood frozen in a tableau of mutesmasshe never
knew. Probably it was only a few seconds, yetensed that in those
moments she became another person.

A voice interrupted, a pleasant female voice wtaaime from just
inside the door.

'‘Well, that's a relief," it said, and resolved litseto an extremely
attractive woman in her mid-thirties, clad in a Enghite apron, a
cotton shirt, and shorts. Finley blinked, tryingdh#o get a grip on
herself.

‘Ah, Phil." Blake's deep tones were amused as tneduced his
housekeeper.

'‘Believe me, we're all glad to see you,' Phil Alsand pleasantly. 'He
was beginning to upset the children.'

She smiled, but there was little warmth in it.

'Oh dear,' Finley muttered, wondering why Blake®idekeeper
mistrusted her. On her feet the dog shifted fraetily; he was warm
and heavy and she could feel the movements oaliiad it wagged.



'See what you've got me into,' she complainegéhd all my time
apologising for your behaviour and | don't evenwkryou!

Not at all abashed he sneezed politely and thentagased its tempo.

'‘Come and wash your hands,' Blake commanded. 'Brstakn the
terrace, Phil?'

'Yes, it's ready.'

It was delicious, fresh fish served with dill areimon slices, hash
browns, crisp white melon adorned with late strawbs, and coffee
so removed from the instant blend Finley normaligné, that she
wondered if it came from the same bush. On a ledfie middle of
the table a huge hibiscus rested in satiny gold andrlet
flamboyance, bees hummed with purposeful industrthe thyme
and rosemary at the edge of the terrace and, ldenide the scent of
the herbs and the coffee, was another, aphrodmatime which
floated across on the warm air from the velvet #osvof a gardenia.

‘You live," Finley said extravagantly, 'in the mqsrfect place on
earth.’

‘At this moment. It palls quickly, | understand.'

Well, she didn't care if he thought all women fouifel in his small

paradise boring and dull after a few months. Ifwesn't able to
appreciate that his wife had perhaps been a shallmwan unable to
cope with the reality of life so far from the shopsley certainly

wasn't going to try to convince him.

She flashed him a brilliant smile and said airids I'm never likely
to see it in the depths of winter, I'll keep all itlysions splendidly
intact. At this moment, | think Motuaroha could githe Garden of
Eden points and come out the winner.'



A brow lifted in silent mockery but he made no ans quip about
the resident snake; instead he pointed out a huggediner which

was making its way into the channel which led te Waitemata
harbour and Auckland. While she was watching ibdigh a pair of

binoculars Phil Allen came to tell him that someavented to see
him. After he had excused himself and left, thedeieeper asked if
she could get Finley anything else.

‘No, thank you, that was superb.’
‘Thank you.'

The woman's reticence struck her as a little chidlyt Finley would
not allow herself to be affected by it. If she vggsng to leave the
island with her heart intact she was going to hagide along on the
surface of life here. No involvement, and abovenalindulgence in
the kind of sensual combat which had so alarmed/ésterday and
this morning. Clearly, Blake would be happy enotmivelcome her
into his bed. She did not need experience to &zlthat an affair with
him would be immensely exciting. And, ultimatelgwéstating.

If she had any foresight, she would be fleeing iadke mainland as
fast as she could go. But that, she thought wigvdmlo, would be
cowardly, and if she was sensible she would cometbarm. And

one thing she was rather proud of, was her comrapnses

Firmly repressing images which lurked just below hevel of
consciousness and seemed only too eager to emeyéhe light,
Finley asked if she could help with the dishes.

'‘No, thank you.' The housekeeper was very firm.y\Wn't you wait
here until Blake gets back? He shouldn't be tog.ldnwill take that
cruise liner quite a while to pass us.'

‘A good idea.' Finley watched with grave, consiggreyes as the
older woman cleared the table. When she had gbeewalked, the



dog half a pace behind, across the bricks and deigr, shallow
steps to the lawn. A late-rising blackbird, shrigklaudly, flew into
the spreading branches of the jacaranda. Finleyhexlface up to the
sun, smiling as the warmth washed deliciously tesr

Not for the first time, she wondered why she wasdamant in her
refusal to join the sexual revolution. Partly itdhiaeen because she
had had intimate knowledge of the casualties itdehind, and her
medical training had only reinforced that early ex@nce. But she
knew another reason, now. Simply, it was that ek frever met a
man who aroused her enough to make the risks whildawt was her
misfortune that it was Blake Caird who possessedkiy to the
passion which slept within her, because there wdstare for them.
Her life was with her profession, and she wouldibable to practise
it here, where his life was.

'You should be ashamed of yourself,' she grumidiéaeadog. 'Here |
am in danger to life and limb, not to mention chgsand all because
of you. What's your name anyway?'

She sat down on the short grass and began toffegllables, hoping
to get some response which might indicate his n&ead tilted to
one side, his tail making rapid sweeps, he watched with
blackberry eyes while she chanted a series of soankim.

A low noise, more like a purr than a growl, and tef®cusing of the
dog's eyes to a point above and behind Finley,caidd Blake's
arrival. She hadn't heard a thing; for such a bag fme moved with a
surprising lack of noise.

'l think," she informed him a little breathlesslihat his name is
something like Black. See, he gets quite excitedmnrsay it. Black,
here Black ... .'

'‘Blackie.'



'Of course!" The spaniel was sitting up alertly gaze switching from
one to the other, its hindquarters moving in adyeof pleasure.

‘Hardly original,’ Finley said, loftily.

'‘No, but descriptive. Now that we know who he iswhd you like to
come for a drive with me? | have to check out &édme.’

Finley allowed herself to be helped to her feet,dne delayed their
departure by a little tug on the hand which envetbphers.

Obediently, he halted those long panther striddd@rked down into

her earnest face, his brows lifting quizzically.

'You don't have to feel that you must keep me émtexd,' she told
him. 'l realise this is a complete imposition oruyand I—well, I'm
very grateful. I'll be more than happy to lie inspituously in the sun
and be as unobtrusive as possible.’

He grinned and ran a lean forefinger down hergititanose. Only the
teasing glint in his eyes gave the lie to the soigymof his words.
‘Somehow | don't think you could be inconspicud(®u haven't the
face or the figure for it. My mother would havedséhat you have
style.’

That was all, an offhand compliment delivered wikinow-away

charm, yet the effect on Finley was astounding. ifenacting a
heated dizziness the only way she could, she ptriéedand stepped
back. The teasing amusement vanished; watchingailaden his eyes
flame up into incandescence, she realised that hstte hurtled

headfirst into a situation she couldn't handle.

Yet even as awareness sparkled with ruthless itydretween them,
she saw an ironic understanding in his expressi@nhint of fellow
feeling which drew her as much as the primitivd célmale to
female.



"You make me nervous,' she stammered.

He chuckled at that, deep in. his throat. "You enage the hunter in
me.'

"That sounds chauvinistic, and cruel.’

Again that lift of one dark brow, giving his facdnard sardonic cast.
‘All men are hunters at heart, didn't you know? @beof love itself

can be many things, but basically it is a ritualsofrender and
submission, mastery and triumph, for both partieipaCourtship is a
formalised pattern of the chase and the end igtatde, death of a
sort. Some call it the little death, some satiatigutt it's the closest we
come on earth to the ecstasies of paradise—orlbfSwif you see

yourself as prey, little doctor, you're right.'

Appalled by such cynicism she said, 'If that's wimat really believe,
it's no wonder your wife left you!'

The hasty words resounded like the crack of a, rdlettering the
peace, splintering in the still sweet air like jaggmissiles. Finley
froze.

With eyes as flat and emotionless as pebbles de'$aiat is none of
your business.'

'No,' she said, shaken and ashamed, 'and | shob&r@ said that. |
didn't mean it. But, although | don't believe i tkind of romantic
slush that often passes for love—a sentimentaloxadl the urge to
mate—I've seen plenty of good marriages betweeplpeagho like

and respect each other too much to go in for thec$@ttitudes you
described.’

‘You're an expert on the dynamics of marriage?'



'l don't even know what that means,' she said, nuzisweetly. 'But
| have friends, and I'd know if their marriages &basically as rotten
as that. When there are shared interests and citmipag marriage
has a pretty good base.'

'And love?' he asked, still with the same derisigte in his voice.

She shrugged. 'What's love? Ask a hundred peopleyan get a
hundred different definitions. | think love comd&avards.'

‘You are a greater cynic than | am.' His half aibeges searched her
intense little face. 'l at least allow for passi¥our idea of the perfect
marriage sounds like the bloodless affection oéelfsiends!

'‘And yours sounds like the coupling of a pair gkéts | once saw on
television. Short, vicious, and bloody, with no ¢imor expended and
none expected. No doubt it was pleasurable fop#mcipants, but it
was really just the instinctive surrender to a ddsive.'

The air seemed to throb about her, the sizzleetitadas sawing at
her nerves. He was still watching her with a taumtappreciation
which stripped her of humanity to reduce her toea f female
characteristics; it was degrading and familiar. Steould be
accustomed by now to men who judged her solely d&yftagile
prettiness. Some found it impossible to acceptasea competent
doctor. Why feel betrayed because Blake Caird wasnore
perceptive?

But she should not have said what she had; hereeehga propelled
her across an invisible boundary, one fenced abuth 'No
Trespassers' signs. It was a forbidden border amehd it danger
stalked in the lithe, soundless steps of the mé&ordder.

For a tense moment she thought he was going tdHesganger from
its leash. An emotion too fierce for containmentriaa in his gaze
until, with a restraint which made her shiver besaihere was



something inhuman in it, he mastered it. As milalyif they had been
discussing a book, he said, 'We'll just have taghse. My offer of a
trip into the hills stands. We won't be away fardand I'd enjoy your
company.'

Which was sweet of him, for a more self-sufficiemdn it would be
hard to imagine. Finley nodded and said, 'Yeslong@ to see your
island. Thank you.'

Ten minutes later they were driving over one ofwa#l maintained
roads towards the island's highest point and she fallowing his

conversational lead. It was easy enough. His quuekseptive mind
made him an intriguing companion. They talked afkrolimbing

and the best way to train a mature dog, of the knbistory of the
Maori tribe which had carefully sculptured seveslthe hills into

fortresses, in the days before disease and thentd’/¢he gun had
tragically made them extinct.

He told her anecdotes of life on the island, chaogpsones so
outrageous that she retaliated with some of herentolarious
experiences as a medical student.



CHAPTER THREE
"YOU'VE never considered going into general practice?"

'No." Her voice expressed a serene confidence wiaftised any
other possibility.

Blake guided the Land Rover up the last, steepedine, pulled in

under a tree and cut the engine. Hands still onwtheel he leaned
forward, looking at the slope before them througksenarrowed
against the glare of sun and sea. His tanned foe@ontrasted
blatantly with the faded checked shirt he was wepariFinley

watched as his hands relaxed. Long-fingered aoagt~in spite of
the manual work he did, they were well cared foe, hails clipped
and clean.

'l knew what | wanted to do when | was about figsbg said, using the
words to suppress a tantalising image of thosesandhe white skin

of her breasts. 'My mother used to say that eveanwiwas a baby |

never cried when | was immunised, | was too inteces what was

going on. But when | was five | fell out of a traad cut my knee
badly enough to need attention." Absently, herdingaressed the
scar, barely visible now in the satiny skin aboee knee.

‘And?'

Somewhat self-consciously she grinned. 'l can repeemt so

vividly. | was absolutely fascinated. | sat bug- eéyehile it was

cleaned and sutured and, after that, | used toadfiglown to the

surgery whenever | could. The doctor was very gatidpugh J must
have been the most incredible nuisance. He evashttsiconvince my
parents that my interest in blood and gore wabdn'oamal. I'm afraid
his efforts were in vain.'

He leaned back in his seat, dropping a hand owsrdeeit traced the
scar. His finger stroking her skin was the mostierihing that had



ever happened to her. A sharp stab of sensatitimeabase of her
spine followed by a strange melting heat betweenhighs made her
catch her breath. She could not drag her hand &weaybeneath his.
Unmoving, she sat scanning his remote, abstract#depwith wild
eyes.

At last, speaking huskily through the bubble whitireatened to
block her throat, she finished, 'Then we moved away for years |
got no closer to a surgery than the front gateas$ & very healthy
child. But | knew what | was going to be.'

‘Why did you move away?'

The sun beat down on to the baking ground. Beloamthfrom a
gully green with the remnants of the native bushctvthad once
covered the island, the song of the cicadas roshiii cadences.
Finley swallowed, looking back down the years tat iirst betrayal,
that first wound to the spirit.

'‘My parents divorced,' she told him bleakly. 'Myhier was a stock
agent, he had to go where he was sent, and of egotlvat meant
living in the country. He enjoyed small-town life.yMnother liked

shops and theatres and her family and friends ckkand. There was
probably more to it than that, but that was howytagplained it to

me.'

Strangely, in spite of the sensuous effect oftuish on her skin, she
felt a kind of comfort in it.

‘Tough,' he said, and lifted his hand to cup hexe&hfor a moment
before removing it entirely.

She hid her reaction with a shrug. 'l got ove@Gitven time you can
get over anything.'



‘A stoic, | see,' he teased, swooping to drop ekokiss on hef startled
mouth. 'One with an altogether too enticing molutle. had better get
something done about this fence before | get salgkéd. Put this hat
on, you'll burn out there.'

It had been hot enough in the Land Rover, but #et butside was
like an evil emanation, swallowing her up in itsrfi breath. Finley
gasped at its strength and thanked him for thinkihg hat. She had
seen enough skin cancer to make her very consoibusat New

Zealand's sun could do to unprotected skin. Bladkie, appeared
intimidated by the heat. He sniffed around forwa faoments before
joining the other two dogs in the shade beneativéhecle.

'‘Coward,' Finley taunted, softly.

‘They're too sensible to sit in the sun when tleylctbe in the shade.’
Blake spoke abstractedly; he was frowning at a i@agost in the
fence which had snapped clean in half. As Finleiched he opened
the boot and pulled out another post, hoistingnitaohis shoulder.

'‘Can | help?' she asked, tentatively.
*You can bring the spade.’

There were several interesting-looking implemertsske carried
them all across, staggering slightly because akasgebeing heavy
they were awkward. Before she had trailed half-teathe fence he
had returned and, frowning, relieved her of them.

'‘Don't be stupid,’ he said curtly. 'Sit down in gtade of that tree.'

Meekly, because it had been a stupid thing to lue obeyed, curving
her arms around her legs as she rested her cliiardmees.

Mending a fence involved several steps, all of thand work. Finley
watched with respect as he dug the snapped baseffearth which



was compacted enough to make the spade ring slighth time it
was thrust into the ground. After five minutes $lsrt was wringing
wet, clinging to his torso so that the flexion @ice muscle was
clearly visible.

Finley felt a return of the strange pang of neeepde&ithin her and
swallowed, then began naming every muscle, tryiitly the exercise
to rid her mind of the image of him naked and gle@na bronze
warrior. It seemed he was determined to frustnath & praiseworthy
aim; he pulled his shirt over his head and shé&ditlip and looked
away because the reality was infinitely more disitug than anything
her imagination was able to produce.

Lord, but he wa®ig\ Tanned skin gleaming with sweat, the muscile
moving in a rhythm of power and endurance, he wagrefoundly
masculine that he roused all that was feminineein Ror the first
time ever, she abandoned herself wholly to a serssdaydream.

Beneath her lashes her eyes gleamed green as.alt&t'corners of
her mouth lifted in a bland, unconscious smile,oét as Lilith.
Strange tides were flowing through her body, remgener languid,
while her eyes remained fixed in an unwinking star¢he powerful
contours of his torso, the play of energy in thegldheavily muscled
thighs, the formidable vigour of his movements.

Twice her tongue ran the length of her dry lips atill she watched
him, hands tightly clenched to stop the tremblingoh seemed to
originate deep within her bones. Oh, but he wasnifiagnt, and she
wanted him as she had never wanted another mamavdevouring
hunger which could easily overwhelm her if shatlet

Unaware of that level, avid gaze, Blake set the pest in place, one
hand holding it upright as he rammed in each ardbedoutt. His
corded arm rose and fell in a regular rhythm whi@s an outward
expression of the kind of strength which awed her.



On the periphery of her vision a fantail flirteds ihigh-pitched

cheeping didn't impinge. Nor did the green and lorgrasshopper
which landed clumsily on the arch of her foot. 8fasn't aware of its
thoughtful survey, or the fact that it.flew off agaafter a few

seconds. Beneath the Land Rover the dogs' sleepuvesuated by
an occasional ‘clop' as one snapped at a fly. Theisone down with
brazen ferocity, killing the faint breeze. Stilhkey watched as Blake
did things with wire and finally straightened upetimplements he
had used hoisted in one smooth movement over bidd#r.

'Stay there,’ he commanded when Finley recoveriégisatly from
her sensual trance to begin to scramble to her feet

She subsided back on to the dry grass as he degbsstioad into the
back of the vehicle and pulled out a small insuldiag.

'Here,' he said, dropping on to the ground besae h

The bag contained a flask of babaco juice, swesligt and scented,
and some superb scones, as well as a thermos. of tea

Finley poured tea, black and sugarless, but net,veds pleased to
see, too strong, and he drank it quickly, everwaestretched and
alert. Although he had pulled his shirt back on sbeld not forget
the polished, gleaming body beneath nor banishs#iy, slightly

musky scent of his physical effort from her nostriLust, she told
herself sternly, ignoring the beads of sweat wigathered at her
temples and across her nose.

‘Another cup?’

He didn't smile at her ridiculously formal tone, nelg proffered his
mug. He drank this one a little more slowly, whdke tried the
yellow babaco juice and forced her over-active ggnsystem into
restraint. When he had finished he leaned backagtie tree-trunk



and exhaled in satisfaction, his eyes fixed onpéweorama beneath
them.

It was worth looking at. The island fell in foldedagathers and steep
inclines to a sea of silver-blue enamel. Acrosgher islands floated
in a light summer haze, insubstantial as drearmasy¢hdant growth of
spring and early summer giving way to crisp goldtpee.

The main holiday season was over and the enorneetsdf yachts
had dwindled, but still, everywhere the eye fedlrthwere sails, many
traditional white, more the pure, glowing colour$ modern
technology.

By turning her head Finley could see Rangitoto, ithast recent
Island volcano in the isthmus, whose first eruptaa laid down a
deposit of fertile ash on Motuaroha. Behind it Alackl gleamed, a
white city between its harbours. The mainland labkke a fairy
realm glimpsed through the mists of fantasy, unreayond reach.
Behind them, the great bulk of Moehu brooded olerGoromandel
peninsula and the Firth of Thames, a mountain bkigrapes in the
summer haze.

'I've seen a fair amount of the world,' Blake sadd there's never
been a view to equal this one.’

The calm, matter-of-fact words could not hide bisltidentification
with this place. Finley hoped her startled curipsdidn't show as she
said, '"You sound as though you hated to be awaw fird

The wide shoulders shifted slightly. 'l spent nafdhe time between
ten and twenty-two away. Boarding school, universigrking in
America, a year's wandering in Europe. When | chaek | decided
that | was never going to leave again. So I'veestgyut.' He turned
his head, keeping her uncomfortably pinned understeady gaze.
‘This is my home. Although Motuaroha is not my ordgponsibility,



and | spend quite a lot of time away from it, | imes think that |
am only happy when I'm here.'

‘You're very lucky," she said slowly, shaken bydkgth of feeling in
the deep voice.

'‘Lucky?' He smiled with savage irony. 'Sometiméhirk it's a curse.
Idolatry of any sort is a sin, and we pay for ounss Only fair, |
suppose, but occasionally others pay for themitdon't suppose the
man you were engaged to was happy when you jilledfor your
vocation?'

'‘No.'

‘We're two of a kind," he said, shocking her witls Aarrogant
certainty. 'Perhaps we lack some essential pattuofanity. My
world is more important to me than love ever cobld and
you—well, you don't even believe in love, do you?'

He had made her sound a freak, yet honesty foreetbhradmit the
basic correctness of his conclusion. She shookhead but her
acceptance must have shown, as well as her retgtdor he
laughed a little mockingly and hooked a powerfunaover her
shoulder, pulling her so that her back came toagainst his chest.

'Sit still," he said over her protests. 'Unless fjod me unattractive to
be near?'

He was actually concerned! She stopped wriggling eataxed. 'l
don't mind honest sweat—blood smells worse—butrgdwot.'

'‘While you are as cool and sweet as the gardeniasyigarden,' he
murmured into the top of her head. 'Soft and scemgh a hint of
lemon, and as fragile as a blossom. | feel thatotich you | might
mark that velvety skin.'



She tried to break the spell of his seductive wgdiyn saying acidly,
'‘As it happens, | have very strong walls to allhof blood vessels.
You'd have to pinch quite hard to bruise me.'

She felt rather than heard his chuckle. 'Pinchiag mot exactly what
| had in mind, my heart.'

The caressing endearment was strangely sweet. Abwe®t enough
for her to respond provocatively by asking exaethat hedid have
in mind. Only her knowledge that he would tell haend watch her
reaction with that knowing smile, kept her silent.

But she wanted to set him right on one thing. "¥®wrong when you
say | don't believe in love. | have seen the mogtedible devotion ...
Only a fool would say that it doesn't exist. | bgk that it's foolish to
view passion through rose-tinted glasses. Lovedias earned. Even
maternal love, which must be about the most intemseds a growing
period. A mother doesn't automatically love henbab

'‘And some never get there. It's just as well youdtegoing to be here
for long. You have a talent for deflection.’

'‘Oh, yes?'

The wall of his chest behind her lifted and fellh&slaughed beneath
his breath. 'What a forbidding voice! All | had imind was a little
light lovemaking. Recreation for the labourer, yowld say. Still, it's
probably wiser to go. | have a pile of letters tswer and you must
be getting hot.'

Sheer rage silenced her. She suffered his hel@ind When he pulled
her to her feet but, as they walked back to thalllover, she said in
her stiffest voice, ‘I wonder if you realise howadkinistic that

observation was. Do you really feel entitled toavime as a little light
recreation?'



The sun was blinding in his hair, dazzling in hge® so that she
couldn't see beyond his amusement. 'Don't be stliftyave no
intention of forcing myself on you, but | can't seky we --'

'l don't go in for casual affairs,’ she interruptédusquely,
disappointed, and furious with herself for being so

'‘Casual?' A sudden thread of taunting hardnesiedltae texture of
his voice. He was smiling without humour, half @dssyes focused
on her mouth. 'My heart, your response may be talsaan assure
you mine isn't. It's a long time since I've feltitquso intense about
anything. Like you, | don't view desire through @me's rosy haze,
SO you needn't worry about breaking my heartplessant to find a
woman with a masculine attitude to such things. duial too.'

'‘Oh, my God!" She flung up her hands. 'The ultinmaéde accolade!

He was laughing openly at her, the harsh strengthisofeatures
softened by amusement which was genuine. He hadyesdised
ruefully, been teasing her.

'You,' she said, promising retribution, 'are a daVlibet no little girl
was safe when you were a boy.'

'‘Ask Phil, she and | grew up together.'

Which might explain the housekeeper's watchfulnBsshaps she
felt possessive about Blake.

If so, it was probably the only form of possessa&nhe would allow.
He was very much his own man, like her except bimtconfident
independence was tinged with nothing like her ovamywegret. He
was quite satisfied with his life.

Somewhere she had read that a cynic was a bruiseantic. The
break-up of her parents' marriage had caused hardat towards



commitment; her engagement had reinforced the sigefor
caution. Her fiance had not been the only one liRethaps Blake's
marriage had hardened him. As they packed up aadedbpack,
Finley stole a swift glance at the clear, ruggeafilg and shivered,
because a woman who fell in love with him would dsking for
trouble. He made conditions, set his own limitg] although he was
the most compelling man she had ever met, she mes=dy that
beneath the teasing charismatic surface there waes gteel all the
way through.

The rest of the day passed quietly. After setthingley in a wide

hammock beneath a pohutukawa tree, Blake disappeat@ his

office. A little later, clearly obeying instructisnPhil arrived with a
large jug of lime juice and ice cubes and set ihdable within reach,
smiling aloofly at Finley's instinctive protest. athsmile irritated
Finley, as did the magazines which Phil producegl glossy things
almost filled with photographs of anorexic modelisugly clothes,
she decided sourly.

'‘Blake said that my clothes were On their way agtabe said, 'Have
they arrived?'

‘Yes, but I'm afraid | haven't had time to unpdoim yet.'

And damn you too, Finley thought, climbing out béthammock in
the usual undignified way. Well, a total lack ofgand grace wasn't
going to sink her any further in the older womayss, she seemed tc
be already as far down as she could go.

‘You don't need to unpack for me,' she said withsheeetest smile,
the one which warned those who knew her best that vgas
perilously dose to losing control of her tempdrydu'd like to show
me my room I'll do it myself.’



The housekeeper's lashes flickered, but no ematawed in her
face as she said, 'Of course,' and led the way tioaitie house.

Finley had already seen the entrance hall, a laxarifantasy of
mellow old parquet half-hidden by even more melOviental rugs,

with exquisite floral trails hand- painted on thdlszand a chandelier
of an opulence Finley found as mind-blowing as tha&gnificent

Venetian mirror and console beneath it. But it was suspended
staircase which dominated the hall, a miracle atgrand strength
and lightness. Phil had every right to that fainb&propietory pride,

for everything in the house bore the patina ofrigwtare.

And that included the bedroom she showed Finley, ishormous
pale peach room with a four-poster bed draped moae intense
shade of the same colour and another exquisiteomifdam-style
this time, above a French desk-. A gilt chandellieminated a white
marble fireplace, a splendid chaise-longue andamachairs. There
were flowers and a bookcase, a bureau and a lovegsing-table.

The only thing which looked at all incongruous Wasley's suitcase.

‘The bathroom is through that door,' Phil told Iedjcating a door in
the far wall.

'‘What is through the other door?’

Perhaps the housekeeper had not heard her. Slaelyerhade no

attempt to answer. Finley hesitated, then wentssamthe other door
and opened it. And there was what was obviouslk&sabedroom,

the pair to hers, decorated with the dark, smooxrly of superb

modern Italian furniture.

After one all-encompassing glance Finley closedditb@r. She stood
looking down at her fingers on the door handleingpthat they were
trembling. AlImost immediately she lifted her hea &miled at the
waiting housekeeper.



"You know, I'd love to be able to see the sea fnoymoom, if it's at all
possible," she said, astounded at how even andgpie&er voice
sounded. 'Would it be too much trouble to change?"'

Something altered, eased, in the other woman'sessgjan. 'No, it
would be no trouble at all. There's a very pretiym just along the
corridor.'

It was very pretty, not so big as that other roarnjsst as beautifully
furnished, this time with a charming Victorian tsdsed covered in
white lace; the rest of the room was decoratedothsng almond
green and white. It did not open on to the widéapad gallery but,
from the long window, the sea beckoned throughreescof trees.

‘Lovely,’ Finley said politely. 'I'll unpack now. N#t time, is lunch?'

‘Midday.' Phil Allen gave a sudden, beguiling gfDdawn starts are
the rule here, so we eat early. I'll bring you kfast at half-past
eight, as Blake has had his and is gone by eighindDd is at
seven-thirty and everyone's usually in bed by eléve

'l can come down to breakfast,' Finley told hemfy, 'I'm used to
getting up early, but thank you, it was a nice tjidu

Apparently she had passed some kind of test, ajthothe
housekeeper still hadn't opened up entirely. Aselyinnpacked her
clothes she wondered just whose idea it had beputtoer in that so
accessible room next to Blake's. If it was the lk&asper's she had a
damned nerve. Somehow, she rather hoped thatntthseen Blake's.
It was stupid, and dangerously vulnerable of het,she didn't want
him to be capable of such crassness.

Her clothes stored in a handsome kauri wardrobehlwwiould have
dwarfed any modern room, she showered in the milgsgolden
bathroom, eyeing a selection of expensive toiletbiefore using her
own. By now she was exceedingly thoughtful. She m@tsused to



such luxury. Blake Caird was not just rich, he veagessively,

inordinately, possibly fabulously so. She knewdithbout antiques,
but it did not need a connoisseur's experiencelktdér that almost
everything in the house was a collector's piecgt Bow much cold,

hard cash the furniture alone represented shedatka, but she was
prepared to believe that it was more than she ikalylto earn in a

well salaried lifetime.

And that was just the furniture. Her gaze driftedughtfully from a

superb watercolour on the wall to an exquisite &&elbowl which

held pot-pourri on a bureau. Until now, she hadugia that such
wealth only existed overseas; it was a shock tiseethat there were
people in New Zealand who lived in such beauty @maence.

Not that it would make any difference to her fegiinShe had no
intention of becoming his mistress. That decisiad been made in
sheer self-defence; Blake was far too dangerousdorto cut her
teeth on. But she couldn't stop herself from womdgrwith a

shaming pang of jealousy, just how many women haitied in that

beautiful bedroom for him to open the connectingrdo

The healthy anger kept her head high as she waikseen through
the house to the side door where the spaniel waitetl exactly
agitated, but obviously pleased to see her.

'‘Come on, silly old thing,' she said affectionatelpd smiled as he
followed her back to the hammock. She had bougselection of
paperbacks she had intended to catch up on, buwwas@ot able to
concentrate. Within a few minutes her lashes dro@pel she slept.

It was the dog's growl which woke her. That, and timnerving
sensation of swooping through the air.

‘What --?' she demanded foggily, as her body cuavedmatically to
accommodate the hard contours of the one she ragtedst.



'‘Go back to sleep,’ Blake commanded.

She could hear his smile in his voice and draggeddiuctant eyes
open, saying with dignity spoilt by a yawn, 'l aaalk, put me down.’

'‘Can you?' He set her on her feet, quelling Blaskiemblings with a
word.

In spite of her brave words Finley sagged. Anoyyexn split her
face; she leaned into him, grateful for the strenghich kept her
upright. It was sinfully pleasant to be dependenteel his hard male
power supporting her. And then certain unmistakabtengs in her
body warned her of her vulnerability and she shiged.

'‘Oh dear,' she yawned. 'l wonder why | always $eeyhastly after a
sleep in the daytime.'

'‘Biorhythms?' He grinned and bent to kiss her nleskeling her small
frame protectively in his arms.

The temptation to give in to such cosseting almestwhelmed her.
Almost. With a wry little smile she pulled free,nmning a hand
through the tangled silk of her hair as she fakeattger yawn. 'Quite
possibly biorhythms,' she returned lightly.

'l hoped | might get you up to your room withoutkivey you.' He
draped his arm over her shoulder, guiding her bathe house. 'You
were sleeping like the dead but the sun was abawetich your face.'

'‘One thing people in my line learn very early otoisvake quickly.
I'll just go up and wash my face and do somethintis hair.'

His fingers moved slowly through the heavy swathd,ostroking

gently behind her ear in a sensuous little catdesstopped, turning
her into her arms, a smile tugging at the contdolilee of his mouth
as he said softly, 'Your eyes are green—the puckstyest green,



exactly the colour of the lagoon around the cotall.aYou're not
precisely beautiful, little doctor, but when | cdbomy eyes | can see
your face smiling at me, and | want you to smilé/dar me.'

‘You must have a lot of Irish blood," she retortedathlessly. 'Did
your grandfather kiss the Blarney Stone?'

'‘Never asked my grandmother.' Devilment and seregpadaisal lit

the depths of those strange eyes. 'Caird is Scatdic; so perhaps
there was a touch of Irish a long time ago. Thei€sirain is prone to
melancholy, but as there is Norse and some goodisBngeoman

stock to anchor the bloodline, | think we can disgotoo much

romantic fervour from the Celt.'

His mouth came closer, offering the sweets of paeadhe torments
of hell. Transfixed, Finley closed her eyes andendered, opening
her mouth to the exploration of his.

It happened just as it had before, the incandedtaastof sensation
overpowering the cool, rational processes of tlanbthe triumph of
the flesh over intelligence. They kissed as if tineygl exchanged
souls and were to be parted for ever, as if lifiel m@thing more for
them but this striving for a union so complete ttnty could never
again be separated.

The sun blazed orange through Finley's closed dsjelts heat
blending with the other more powerful heat deephwither. She
moaned deep in her throat, her hands sliding atiedsack to lever
herself closer into the magical aura of his sexyaBhe was burned
by the heat radiating from him but she could natapse; her hips
began to move in a rotation as old as time.

His big body tensed. He muttered something, hisessp thick she
could not understand the words, before his arnfdeiged and she
was lifted so that he could bury his face in thiénsss of her breasts.



Some hitherto inviolate part of her psyche meltétie harsh
compulsion of passion was as tangible as the biesaarms around
her small slenderness. For long moments while ke e clamped
to his straining body, she felt an anticipatiorvexdent that she forgot
everything but her need.

'l don't understand this,’ she whispered througbrblips. 'Blake, you
frighten me.’

He lifted his head. Slowly the blind, impersonalsgian which
tightened his features was replaced by sardonicimess.

'It's known as sex,' he said finally as he putidaek on to the ground.
He could not banish so quickly the physical evidgeothis arousal;
like her, his skin was flushed across the cheekbane there was a
taut, waiting quality to his stance. But his vowas bored, and his
lashes hid eyes which lacked the golden glittetstieseen whenever
they rested on her.

The dog gave a plaintive little yelp then sat dowatching them
with his head tipped to one side.

'l knowthat.'Finley swayed slightly as she bent to rub Blackee'rly
head.

'S0, what don't you understand?'

She reacted to the hint of insolence in his tonstdgding up straight,
her small chin defiantly squared as she glowerdunat

'l don't understand,’ she bit out, 'why | shoulel fike—well, the way
| do when I don't think | like you very much.'

The bored irritation vanished to be replaced bystinde she secretly
found irresistible. 'Liar. You like me very much.'



'l don'tknowyou.'
'‘What on earth has that to do with anything?'

Chagrined by his scorn, she said in a goaded viitenk it should
have a lot to do with it! | told you before, | domdulge in casual
affairs.'

'How about a serious one?'

He was laughing at her and she reacted with mesdiscretion than
normal. '‘Notany affairs, Blake,' she snapped.

There was the strangest little silence. His expoasdidn't change,
yet she knew that behind the tough unyielding fiestinis brain was
working with speed and precision to reach the aolyclusion. She
did not regret her virginity, but she was gratehdt he showed no
surprise.

'‘Wait a minute,' he said, catching her elbow toven¢ her from
turning away. 'No affairs, Finley? Not ever?'

If he had sounded more than mildly interested sbeldvnever have

found the grit to answer. As it was, her face viasifed and she could
not look at him. 'Not ever,' she said flatly. 'Nifaas, no one-night

stands. Nothing.'

His fingers slid from the vulnerable inner angle hedfr elbow to
encircle her wrist/Against her skin they were vsinpng, very dark;
the contrast was almost barbaric in intensity.

‘Any particular reason? | know it's not a genersinglination.’

His deliberate evocation of the embraces they Ihadesl made her
blush even more fiery. She had revealed far maae #he intended



and she was damned if she was going to defend \a prarate
decision. So she shrugged and said, 'Why not?"

His fingers tightened momentarily and then she fnees. In a voice
which accepted that he had no right to probe furtieesaid, 'We'd
better have lunch before Phil starts shouting.'

She doubted that he cared much about Phil's fexlisge was
prepared to swear that no one had any influendeasoactions at all,
but she went with him. The dog crouched beneathchair as she
enjoyed iced avocado soup, followed by chickengseznoked in an
oriental sauce of green ginger, honey, soy saudesasame seeds.
With the meat, Phil served orange and onion sadddbduleh, a
delicious Lebanese concoction of cracked wheattanttoes and
herbs which was a favourite of Finley's. She atlé delicate hunger,
responding politely to Blake's polite and intellgelissection of a
newly published novel, and his hard-edged commentthe latest
news.

He was, she realised afresh, a very clever man,felhéishamed
because she had to overcome a certain astonistanéms. It was
still hard for her to reconcile the sheer physipalver she had
watched him display as he replaced the fence-pott,the urbane
man who lived in such sophisticated style, like thenarch of a
thriving kingdom.

Which only showed that she was not immune from @onixng to

stereotypes! Her eyes drifted from the exquisisaitable to the far
wall which was graced by a Gainsborough, or a \gogd copy.

Thoughtfully, her gaze returned to her host's fadeere was a
definite resemblance, although the eighteenth-cerstwibject of the
painting had been a handsome man, and Blake was not

But he had presence. And he acted on her like enpaphrodisiac.
Her eyes dropped to her plate. It was a momentréeioe managed



to put enough starch in her voice to make somecuwms comment
about the house.

'‘When my grandfather bought the place it was déedna tartan,' he
said, and laughed at her undisguised horror. kéallit like that, so it
wasn't until the fifties that it was redecoratedthva total lack of
distinction. About ten years ago, an aunt of mieeided to do
something about it. She found a lot of good stufthe attics but |
swear she drove every antique dealer here ane idkhcrazy before
she was satisfied.'

'‘She did a brilliant job.'

'She's a brilliant woman. She cut her teeth on éftstvalley, the
homestead she owned with her husband. It's a sepedation of a
Georgian house. At the moment she's having a maogeltime
renovating a Victorian villa not far from here, ass the channel.' He
grinned at some private joke and leaned back irclnesr, surveying
her from beneath the sweep of those lashes. 'Yidellher. She
scares the hell out of me, she is the toughest wdrkaow, almost
totally without sentiment, but her son adores hed, anuch to
everyone's relief and surprise, so does his wife.'

'Is that Clary Caird?’

‘Yes.' He smiled again, affectionately, and she suaklenly bitterly
envious of the woman who could bring that look te face. 'My
cousin is a lucky man. You met him, didn't you?'

'‘Both of them,' she said cheerfully, determinekigep things light. 'It
was not, however, exactly a social occasion.’

He chuckled at that. 'No. Morgan said it was gtiieemost scattering
experience of his life and that Clary is not eveing through that
again.'



'He'll get over it," Finley said drily. Without waing, one of the
waves of weariness which were part of the afternoghneumonia
submerged her. Little beads of sweat sprang ootsadrer upper lip
and temples. She must have gone grey because hat\has side
before she had time to move, his voice sharp amderaed as he
asked her what the matter was.

‘Sorry. I'm still a bit wobbly. I'll be fine in a—Bke!

He had scooped her from her chair as easily &®ifr®re a child and
was headed for the door.

‘Do you have a thing about carrying women arousiol'protested. 'It
will be over in a moment.'

His voice rumbled in his chest. 'l like carding y@on't deprive me
of a chance to feel protective. These days womesa@capable, it's a
rare man who gets an opportunity to indulge hisrdds be strong
and powerful.'

'I'm sure." Her sarcasm was comfortable, barelyethéle was
stronger than most and he knew it, just as she khathe didn't need
such pampering of the ego. Drowsily, enjoying thesation of being
cared for, she said, 'l didn't want to be a nuisanc

She felt his chest lift but his laughter was nadible and when she
looked up it seemed to have been directed at himEkere was
almost a derisory twist to his lips as he answered.

'l have this strange premonition that you are gtinige a danger out
of all proportion to your size.'

'‘Dangerous? Me?' She lifted her heavy eyelids @ave ¢im a slow
smile, unaware of the slumbrous promise in it. Wikt she said, 'l
wish | was. I've always fancied life afemme fatalel suppose it
would have its uncomfortable moments, but you'cen&e bored!



‘Are you often bored?'

'‘Don't have time to be.' Her smile was lazy, sle&yy, life as a house
surgeon is guaranteed to banish boredom. I'm altirgygs frequently

exhausted, invariably busy, so boredom hasn't acghaAnyway, a

femme fatalevould be wasted as a pediatrician.’

'You might have to do violence to your principldse' said, as he
opened the door to her bedroom. 'My experiencehafly ladies is
strictly limited, but I would imagine that virgiyitvould be one of the
first things to go, if you were serious about ygacation.'

Ignoring the lace cover, he deposited her on tloednel straightened
up, watching with amused eyes the blush whichdssdomment had
produced.

For once, Finley hadn't a word to say. Transfixgdthe strange,

teasing tenderness in his eyes she lay like sodathe lace, unaware
of the dog's quiet snuffling as he turned arouncbise times at the

foot of the bed before settling into sleep.

'‘Go to sleep,' Blake said, and bent and kissedligktly on the
forehead.



CHAPTER FOUR

PNEUMONIA, she decided when she woke, certainly had a tkinly
effect on the system. All this sleeping! Yawninge padded across
the wide, polished boards to the window, to watath vdreamy,
satisfied eyes the wavelets which ebbed and floimeephemeral
little flurries on the gold-white sand.

From somewhere close by children's voices roses and high into
the air. Finley smiled, craning to see where thegrew After a
moment she caught sight of them, two small boysalwbut six
solemnly popping the buds on a fuchsia bush. A dgigitened her
throat. She liked children immensely, and the weation of
professional detachment had been difficult for bgsrocess she was
not sure she would ever complete.

But these boys were not ill, not submitting withcamprehending
trust to examinations and drugs and pain. They wiéaeand totally

absorbed in what was possibly a forbidden pleastinee enough
Phil's voice, half amused, half admonitory, jerbeth heads around.

'‘Out!" she commanded, unseen by Finley. "You knau'rg not
allowed here. Mr Caird has a visitor and she'sepsig in one of the
bedrooms right now! Come away before you wake pér u

Obediently they ran across the lawn to where stedsat the side of
the house, one asking, 'Why is she asleep in thgniz? Is she a
baby?'

Their laughter contained the clear unfettered engyt of happy
children. Behind the glass Finley smiled, too.

'‘No, she's been sick.' Phil's voice was stern.y@ifgo, now.'

‘Can we have a goodie?'



‘May we have a goodie.’

More laughter before they disappeared and theregodied away.
Finley chuckled and opened the wardrobe, flickedugh the clothes
there and Anally pulled out a terracotta dress.

Downstairs, she followed her instincts until shiévad at the kitchen,
an enormous, superbly equipped room big enoughttr or a ball.
The two boys were ensconced at a table devouriaigger juice and
biscuits, and chattering non-stop to Phil as shadee bread.

Finley's arrival brought an abrupt silence and ftamhousekeeper a
guestioning lift of the brows, but she respondeagphantly to Finley's
greeting, even introducing the boys without morantla pause to
mark her hesitation. They were Jason and Marktlzeylviewed this
strange guest of Mr Caird's with unabashed cuyiosit

'‘What can | get you?' Phil asked.

‘You're busy,' Finley said. 'I'd love a glass drage juice, but let me
getit.

The housekeeper looked down at her doughy hanlsteés a jug of
it in the fridge. The glasses are in the cupboaralsed, show Miss
MacMillan where | keep the glasses.'

Jason leapt to his feet and showed her, then gtpeidg her as if he
expected to see her collapse any moment. '‘Are ig@' dre asked.

'l was, but I'm getting better.'

That satisfied them both. Mark volunteered, 'Jasgofa baby sister.
She sleeps in the daytime too.'

'‘Babies sleep a lot, don't they?' Finley drank soimthe juice and
grinned at them. She could feel Phil's attentiahwwondered why the



housekeeper was so unwilling to accept her, buetivas no need to
wonder how the boys felt. She knew how to deal whtitdren. A few
minutes sufficed to make them sworn friends, thgsbdongues
tripping as they regaled her with stories of schtmir prowess at
swimming and fighting, and the enormous kite Matk® brother
was making in the holidays when he came home fra@rdng
school.

They laughed a lot, answered questions and askeg, made a fuss
of a rather timid Blackie, and thoroughly enjoy&e@rmselves until
Phil broke the session up by suggesting a coupteodfiers might be
starting to wonder where their sons were.

Then Finley washed glasses and plates, while Rhilhe bread in to
rise.

'You mustn't let them become pests,' Phil saiceyTdan be a bit of a
nuisance. They tend to follow newcomers about.’

'No matter. | like most children.’

‘You've certainly got a way with them. Young Mark&sually so shy
you can't get a peep out of him.’

Finley smiled. 'A part of my job is coaxing childr¢o talk. It's a
knack, like any other. Do all the children go awayen they get to
high-school age?"

‘Yes, the school is only primary, of course™ Mosaild in Auckland
and come home each weekend. It means you losewiem they're
twelve.'

'l suppose that's one of the disadvantages ofjivirParadise,’ Finley
retorted lightly, well aware that she had been wdrand amused by
it. The older woman must consider Blake totall\esistible if she



thought that after knowing him for little more thlaventy-four hours
Finley was contemplating marriage!

'One of them.'

Finley decided to make her position clear. 'Daglltrhe any others. |
shall only be here for a few weeks and when I'nkbacAuckland
and this seems like a dream, | want it to be aegerdne. So, no
snakes in Eden, please! Is there anything else to@’

'‘No, thank you, you shouldn't be doing that.'
'‘Oh, do you like your kitchen to yourself? Sorry.'

Phil shot her a swift, considering look before ggia sudden grin.
‘Yes, | do like my kitchen to myself, so that neearan see the awful
things that happen in it.'

'Like beating lumpy white sauce with the egg-beater?

'‘Every time. And curdling the mayonnaise. But pmst are the
worst. | have great difficulty in getting potatoesoked without
singeing them.’

Friendly relations more or less established, tmayesl at each other.
Blackie whined and butted at Finley's foot with higse. 'Do you
think he wants something?' she asked anxiouslshape he wants to
go for a walk?'

'I'd wait until he puts a bit of condition on,' Phdvised. 'He needs
food, not exercise.'

'‘Well, we'll go and find a chair and look forwam dinner," Finley
said cheerfully. "You are a superb cook, Mrs Allen.



'Oh, call me Phil, everyone does. And if you wantdnvince me that
you meant that compliment you had better eatla Itiore than you
did at lunch.’

‘There's not a great lot of me to keep fed.'

‘You're a tiny thing but you're too thin, even See that you do better
at dinner. Blake should be ready by six- thirtgorHe's usually in by
then.'

'‘What should | wear?'
‘What you have on will be fine, he doesn't go infauch formality.'

Finley nodded. Her dress was a timeless classicf@utinner, she

would put on high heels and some make-up. 'l hetterk to write,’

she said. 'l think I'll do them in that little surarrhouse | can see
from my bedroom window.'

So-she wrote to her father, telling him of her aawpby Blackie. He
would find that amusing, something to tell his otfemily. While
bees plundered the nectar and pollen from thelgthlies which
surrounded the little building, she wrote a feveiron a postcard for
the couple who lived in the flat next to hers, made@musing story of
the situation for her godmother in Canada, andglied with another
shot in a seemingly never-ending war she was hawitly the
computer of a department store where she was foetisugh to have
an account. It was billing her for a water-bed whshe had never
seen, let alone purchased.

When she had finished she sat for a moment, hdadped on the
table, and looked about her. Normally, she foumel ddternoon a sad
time of day, at least until the sun went down, Bbtuaroha

possessed something different in the way of atmagphnstead of
that stale, tired feeling there was a sensuous thaabout the day, a



kind of golden enchantment which rendered the rfiem as
expectant and eager as the morning.

Muted by distance she heard voices and the cldmpfes'-hooves
along the road. In one of the houses someone wagigng the
piano, playing arpeggios with verve and skill. Guthlled as they
soared over the beach and, not very far away,uslthits splendid
buff chest patterned in speckles, hopped gingergr a small patch
of earth. The sounds of the waves and the beegiddewith a

tentative breeze; even as Finley listened it diegyain the still

beauty of evening. Blackie sighed, and moved hadhe settle it
more comfortably on her sandalled feet.

Strangely, Finley felt a sudden rush of moisturbéoeyes. She was
not normally prone to tears so it had to be parthef lingering
weakness left by her illness. She sat very stiiisging at every
sensory detail, trying almost desperately to imgtian her brain, so
that when the winter came and she had left Motuafahbehind she
would be able to take the memory out and be trategpdback
through time and space to this day, this moment.

A bitter little quirk of the brain had her trying tmagine the face of
Blake's wife, the beautiful redheaded woman who Hatl
imprisoned by the island. What room had she beekelb in before
that hysterical dash to freedom and death? Wasatt énormous,
opulent room with its austere luxury where Blakeps| or had he
changed to another room after her death?

Slowly, not unwillingly, her head turned so thaestould see along
the wide gallery which ran the length of the house, she decided,
he would not have changed rooms. There had besignf love in
that harsh face when he spoke of his wife, jushd kf bitter regret
so heavily flavoured with cynicism that Finley haeen shocked.



Her eyes searched the facade, found the window$é#uato belong
to his room. They were open and, as her vision shelglito the
shadows behind the pillars, Finley realised that skas under
surveillance from within. He was barely visible egt for the

wheat-blond flame of his hair but after a secontharshe made out
his outline, enlarged by dimness, almost threagenin

Her skin prickled, every tiny invisible hair pulledertical. She

couldn't move, not to breathe, not to lift her hamthe casual wave
which was probably what he expected. Blackie stimad gave a
funny growling whimper, his head lifting as he ssthéier unease. It
was like being caught in some time-warp, held umgly in stasis

while all about her the late afternoon drowsinesgan to quicken
Into the renewed vigour of dusk.

Then he was gone, as though he had never stoa] dret her lungs
hurt with the effort of drawing breath. Clumsilyhaken and
unnerved by her reaction, Finley got to her featjdied her letters
together and set off towards the house, intentettingg up to her
room before he emerged from his, so that she ctalde a
breathing-space.

She didn't make it. When she came in through ther th@ was
half-way down the stairs, almost overwhelming irtafian silk shirt
above trousers which moulded his powerful thighthwvailtogether
too much fidelity for any woman's peace of mind. Ikl far too
much style to wear skin-tight clothes, he didn'irgéor the obvious,
but what he wore was superbly tailored to make rtiost of his
masculine assets.

'If you leave the letters on that tray,' he sdlgy'll catch the ferry
tomorrow morning.'

‘Thank you.' Her mouth was dry; it was all she dado to articulate
the words.



Depositing the letters gave her a chance to moway d&em him. He
stood at the bottom of the stairs, his eyes watdigneath the thick
screen of his lashes, a curious half-smile not swoftein the least the
line of his mouth.

"You look charming,' he said softly, when she hadunther excuse to
stay on the other side of the hall.

Startled, Finley met the lazy appreciation in msbar gaze. 'So do
you,' she said drily, realising with alarm that hesuth was drying
again. 'I'll just go up and put some make-up on.'

'‘No need.' He slid a hand under her elbow, caulditg pulses of
pleasure to throb all through her body. '‘Come anctla drink.'

For a moment she resisted but, with a tiny shragegn and let him
lead her to a room which had a widely striped tenling, white cane
furniture and interesting plants. Windows and dagosned on to the
brick terrace; clematis and another climber witlarkt trumpet

flowers clung to the pergola which shaded the rérom the worst of

the afternoon sun.

'‘What would you like?' he asked, settling her etthair cushioned in
blue.

'Fruit juice, please.' At his lifted brow, she gest at herself. 'My
limit is two glasses of wine with food and a liquetdterwards. Any
more than that and I'm definitely not responsibleainything | might
say or do.'

‘Sensible woman,' he said, adding regretfullyhalgh I'd like to see
the effects of three glasses of wine. Try this.'

Finley eyed the pink mixture with some apprehen$igha tentative
sip reassured her. The blend of fruit juices was$ as she liked it,
slightly acid and very refreshing.



Blake drank whisky, well-watered, and set out toegatn her. He
was a marvellous host, a laconic, thoughtful speakad they
discovered that they shared plenty of interestsinfriHandel to
hydroponics and the best way to cope with rustairs.cFrom there
they proceeded to an appraisal of the countrylsréutBlake was
giving her a crisp run-down of the options opeprinary producers
when Phil appeared.

‘Sorry, Blake it's Mr Oxten on the phone.'

He excused himself, and reappeared within a fewutas) brows
drawn together. 'That was a friend of mine. He wantbring a party
up from Auckland on his yacht.'

Finley felt awkward. 'I'll go back to the hotehessaid.

'‘Don't be anidiot.' He sat beside her, still fravgy and took her hand
in his, his thumb absently moving across the feagurist. His
expression was enigmatic. 'If they find you in desice I'm afraid the
usual assumption will be made. | don't spend altimg alone.'

Well, no. Naturally. A man as vital, as masculiséna was would not
need to go far for enthusiastic lovers. Finleyissal that if it weren't
that she was too levelheaded and sensible to iadulgfruitless

emotions, she might have to admit that she wasgbaitacked by
jealousy.

Her chin lifted fractionally. She met his bland gazith as much
worldly composure as she could managewBat is there to worry
about?'

‘What indeed?' he said lightly. 'l think | felt aopective urge, but
clearly it was unnecessary. It can only rebounayaredit if you are
taken for my mistress.'



The "knowledgeable note in the deep voice madeviteze, but she
shook her head and smiled with irony.

'Oh, I'm sure I'll be in good company,’ she saidtaming his
cynicism.

‘Modesty and discretion forbid an answer to that."'

Finley's hand twisted. He released her, but nadreefiising her wrist
to his lips, his eyes gleaming with predatory f$atison at her
Instinctive response.

In spite of Phil's superb dinner the evening wasleg for Finley.

Blake seemed to retreat into a bored sophisticalzmed with

something which came close to patronage. It sde¥steeth on
edge, but she endured it without visible react®he was, in fact,
rather touched by the protective urge he had additt, and regretful
that her independence had prevented her from angephat

protection. It would, however, be all too easy &owoman to grow
dependent on his strength and authority. And, afjhoshe might
look only eighteen, she was capable of lookingradfezself.

And too mature, she thought savagely, after pagryamother
smoothly acerbic comment, to indulge in tantrumst jbecause
someone failed to live up to her expectations.

Even as she thought it she knew she was wrong.ddenet having a
tantrum. Somehow she had flicked him on the rawyag hiding his
emotions with that arrogant attitude. Behind higsg@id mask there
was vulnerability of a sort.

'‘Am | boring you?' he asked politely.

She gave him a slow, completely charming smile,att@mpting to
hide the mockery in it. 'Not at all,' she said stiyedt's an education
to see how you take a rebuff.’



The amber in his eyes flamed suddenly to gold. Thsrthe anger
faded to respect, he smiled ruefully. "You are phkdp very good for
me. I'm sorry I've been so ungracious.'

She should have left it at that. What did it mattiat he thought of
her? But she found herself strangely eager to expla was
ungracious too. | do get tired of people—not jusinimeither—who
think that because I'm small I'm only half theraht quite capable of
making it clear that | am not your mistress.'

'l believe you, although I'm afraid my reputatioayrmake the task
more difficult. | plead guilty to judging you by wo size. In
mitigation, | can only say that | was brought upéhieve that women
need care and guidance because they are the vwseaker

Finley responded to the wicked teasing thread snbleiautiful voice
with an even more wicked smile. 'Weaker in whichpeass?
Mentally? Stamina? Ability to bear pain?'

He laughed, acknowledging her thrust into the hafatie matter, and
pulled her with effortless, inexorable ease on i lap. '‘None of
those,' he said softly as his hand slid the lengtrer throat to tilt her
chin. 'At this moment, sheer brute strength is vdoaints.'

‘Sheer brute strength amly where it counts,' she retorted.

She expected him to kiss her. She even closed hes &

anticipation. But, apart from the heady thunderhedf heart-beat
against her shoulder, nothing happened and shesdpgbem again,
squinting slightly to bring his face into focus. M@as staring at her
mouth as though mesmerised by its soft curvesntintascinated.
Finley's mouth was parched. Unconsciously, shehediche tip of
her tongue to the centre of her upper lip, and btethat the blaze of
desire this elicited. A raw, elemental passion dugeem together.
Finley tensed, felt the answering rigidity of evenyscle in the big



body which cradled her, and then he closed his, eyesit was as if a
shutter had dropped. When his lashes lifted thegaked a flat gaze,
totally lacking in emotion.

Chilled by the immense self-control needed for sachomplete
withdrawal, Finley said deliberately, 'Anyway, hdve thought that
you'd know too well what it's like to be typecagtdize.'

He laughed softly, cynically, and set her on het,fenoving away to
select a record and put it on the turntable of shperb set of
equipment he had. As the first golden notes ofidta®omingo's

voice ravished the ears, he said calmly, 'Oh, iddek. It can come
in useful. | look like a prize-fighter and I'm anfaer—I can appear
quite stupidly bucolic when the occasion callsifor

'l bet no one makes the same mistake twice,'ssined with feeling,
wary of the dangerous tension with which- he pabedength of the
room to pick up the coffee tray.

‘Very rarely,' he replied, in a deceptively pledsance. 'Some are so
rigidly imprisoned by their misconceptions thattakes a little
longer.'

No woman was stupid enough to be taken in by ameyepce at
bovine stupidity. Feminine instincts were well hdnand it would be
a very stupid woman who missed the brilliant aufamasculine
competence which surrounded him.

'l love this,' she said, nodding towards the twil®a'He has the
perfect voice for it, doesn't he?'

He accepted the change of subject, and the réise @vening passed
In surprising amicability.

As she prepared for bed Finley pondered on thatatlity. Blake
was not one of those irritating people who felttthgery minute



should be taken up by conversation, and no mdttexas banal. The
silences as they listened to music had been asottable as if they
were old friends rather than a man and a womaraveare of each
other.

'‘No howling tonight,’ she ordered in her severesite. Blackie
regarded her solemnly with his head between hispbirg stump of
a tail swished rapidly back and forth across thalsgheepskin Phil
had found for him. Finley grinned, patted his haad climbed into
the lovely Victorian bed.

She had thought that she might lie awake listetorthe silence but,
before she had time to realise it, she was opdmengeyes to one of
the clear, bright mornings the island seemed tcigpge in.

It was early but, for the first time since her @bs, Finley felt an
uprush of energy, and it was with a sparkle to m#te morning that
she went down the stairs and out into the goldegn Bar a second,
while-he was unaware of her presence, she feastezglyhs on Blake.

He was a kind of amalgam of feminine fantasies, tsloeight in

bemusement, her gaze following the lines of hisybasl he leaned
back in his chair. The sun gleamed lovingly ondtrevn of his hair,

gilded the breadth of his shoulders and the finewlaich covered his
corded forearms. A man of his size shouldn't pestest rarest of
attributes, grace, yet he was supremely gracefsipérfect health
and proportions and radiant sexuality combiningd&ight and

torment the eye.

She made no noise but he realised her presencetaimoediately
and rose, those bright eyes caressing her smalbapty dazzled,
face with mocking pleasure.

Uncannily echoing her thoughts of a moment befbessaid, 'How
rare in a person as small as you to find such pepf®portions! Most



people of your height need an extra four inchethénlegs, but you
are ideal.’

Swift, uncontrolled colour heated her skin. 'I'kelithe four inches,
just the same. Thank you. | could return the compiit.

He chuckled and slid the chair beneath her. "Thank I'd give you
the inches if | could.’

‘Would you?'

'No," he said promptly. 'I've become used to it,tbare are occasions
when | wish people didn't find my size quite sonmdating.’

‘Then you can thank your fortunate combination eriegs for giving
you grace as well as height,' she said teasingly,veas astounded
when dusky colour touched the high cheekbones.

He hid his momentary confusion by attack. Lauggteamed in the
depths of his eyes as he asked, 'Don't very snwliem have to be
careful when it comes to bearing children? If, édmample, you were
carrying my child?'

A strange heat melted Finley's bones into liquiditywas all she
could do to flick open her napkin, and her handmbiled so much
that she had to clench them beneath the tableeAteet, Blackie
crunched on a dog biscuit he must have acquirech fidhil; the
mundane little sound helped stiffen her backboreugh for her to
ignore the peculiar sensations in her body anceayosedly, 'Yes,
quite possibly. Very small women are at a disadsgmtwhen it
comes to the reproduction of the species, whiclbaisty explains
why there are so few of us about.’

'So if you bore my child it could be dangerous?'



Again there was that overwhelming, drenching swesstnas if her
blood was on fire. 'A hundred years ago, quite ipbg5she returned.
'‘Nowadays we can cope with that sort of thing.'

'‘Caesarean,' he said calmly. 'Does the prospecywou?'

'No.' She risked a glance his way, saw that berfeatlashes his eyes
were very keen, very hard, and the smile which hedchis mouth
was almost angry.

'It's not likely to happen for a while," she sariskly. 'l haven't yet
met a man who is prepared to put up with the dontife I'd be.'

'Why?"

She shrugged. 'Because | intend to be a pediainsuttant, which
means | have to work as a pediatric registrarifa years, and after
that | want to go overseas for experience for plof years at least.’

His brows lifted at that. ‘It does not,’ he saidydrsound as if
marriage is on your immediate agenda. You have yédveag
carefully planned.’

'‘God and exams willing," she said flippantly.

'‘And nothing is going to stand in your way? Nobad affair or an
inconvenient marriage?'

The orange juice was too sweet. She set the gadsdn the table
and said with a slight snap, 'Exactly. I've workik@ a slave for
years, given up things that most women of my age far granted,
because | know what my aim is. | don't want anyghim get in the
way. Is that so surprising? Would you give up thiece for a love
affair? Or an inconvenient marriage?"

Something ugly tightened his features.



'Oh, God,' she said helplessly, appalled.

The broad shoulders lifted in a half shrug. Veryrig he said, ‘No. |
refused to allow an inconvenient wife to pressueesinto giving up
Motuaroha. She died because of my intransigencan lunderstand
and admire your determination. | suppose what gepme is that so
much ambition is tied up in so small a package.'

The wry irony of his words made her smile. "Youfrepelessly
chauvinistic,' she said rather sadly.

'I'm afraid so.' He held out an imperative hand aftdr a hesitant
moment she put hers in it, watching as her thigdis were hidden by
the dark strength of his.

He lifted it to his mouth, kissing her palm witlzyeappreciation, his
half-closed lids hiding his emotions. His lips wevarm and firm.
His potent masculinity summoned all that was femaléer. Her
fingers trembled and she bit her lip as little toesnof sensation
began to ripple along her nerves.

''d like to change your mind about that love affahe said
audaciously, a deep current of sensuality warmiagdmes.

Finley sent him a straight look, her brows knotietiide the turmoil
in her body. 'l have no intention of cutting mytteen you,' she said
firmly.

‘Afraid, my heart?'

She responded to his mockery with a fiery glan€es," she said
simply. 'l don't need complications in my lifejkd it as it is.'

'‘Why, Finley, you're a coward!



She grinned. 'Yes. I'm also stubborn. You can'sdeae into
becoming your lover, or force me, or talk me irte'i

'‘How about if | woo you?'

The smooth provocation of his voice stroked actomsmind like

warm velvet, infinitely fascinating, infinitely dgerous. Finley
sobered instantly. It seemed she had flung himedlerige. That had
to be the biggest error in tactics she could haadenthe Cairds of
this world thrived on challenges.

Hurriedly she said, 'That was not a dare. | cdfdtéto get involved
with you, Blake.'

'I'm desolated,' he said politely, his eyes lauglslivers of gold in
his serious face.

‘Don't you believe me? | hadn't put you down asedad --'

'Of course | believe you. I'm just wondering whethe take any
notice --'

'—Arrogant, yes!" She interrupted in her turn, daab stop herself
from being seduced by his wicked amusement. 'Diefynarrogant!
You'll just have to accept that | will not be fasatiied into an affair
with you!

He grinned with thoroughly evil satisfaction, leagiacross the table
so that he could drop his voice to a suggestivemmaur'Even though
we both know you could be persuaded?'

Finley's lashes drooped to hide the runaway desineh flowed
through her. Reluctantly, and only because she kitewas
inevitable, she said, 'Even though we both knowolld be
persuaded. There, is your ego appeased ?'



'For the moment." He buttered a piece of toast rbefmishing
blandly, 'Of course, | make no promises.'

'‘Oh!’

But she laughed, her face suddenly very young asdmevous and
just as teasing as his. He had loads of charm \Wwhearhose to use it,
the devil. It would be altogether too easy to fotpat as well as that
disturbing charm he possessed other, more pewjoalies.

One in particular she recognised because she haal ithe ability to
be single-minded to the point of ruthlessness.dul be beyond
stupidity to allow herself to be lured by that pdtenagnetism into an
affair which, whether consummated or not, couldyasucceed in
hurting her. She needed all her strength to suieestresses of her
profession; she had none to spare for recoverong il-advised love
affairs.

Something of her thoughts must have shown in hgrression, for he
said calmly, 'However | can promise that | haveugoself-control
to stop myself from ravishing you when you're romhing.'

She smiled at that, although his words sent liftleckles of
excitement through her. The images which surfagédter mind for a
fleeting shameful moment almost made her gasp. Ifirshe
banished them back into the murky regions of hbcsnscious.

"You don't know how much reassurance that givesshe,said, then
wrenched the conversation away from these riskiizphy asking,
'‘What time do your friends arrive?'

‘They'll be here for lunch.’

She nodded, nibbled a piece of toast and droppedrtist on to the
ground. A loud snap marked its safe arrival-in Blas gullet.



'For your own sake,' Blake said firmly, 'don't fd@adh at the table.
He'll turn into a damned nuisance, demanding fa@dlyetime you sit
down to a meal.’

'OK," she said peaceably.

He shot her a suspicious look but said nothinglelyikept her eyes
fixed on the coffee, finally saying with a sigh pleasure, 'Thank
heaven | don't have to live in a world without e&f Or tea. How
many people are arriving, and what will | wear lkomch?’

'Six, and what you have on now will be perfect.' $teiled at her
sceptical glance down at the little camisole swsdy and drawled,
'You look sexy but sweet. They won't have anythetaporate with
them, Sam's yacht isn't exceptionally big. Are ymrvous at the
prospect of meeting some of my friends?'

She was uneasy at the intonation he gave the wids.she said,
casually throwing the monosyllable away. 'Why sddue?'

‘Why, indeed?'

After breakfast he took her with him on a shortrtotithe complex

which made up the working heart of the station,dteekyards and
implement sheds and the enormous woolshed wititésdant pens.
Finley enjoyed herself very much, revelling in #meells and sounds
and sights of agriculture, but she could not fordeat last

Innocent-seeming question. He had asked it almgsthaugh he

wanted her to find this meeting with his friendgornant enough to
be nervous about. -

By the time they came back to the house it was stimmdday, and
she had only time to shower and pull back on tmedsess before a
raucous blare from a fog-horn indicated the arrofdhe yacht.



CHAPTER FIVE

THE Hauraki was a ketch, a white and blue thing of sturdy y
gracious lines. From the jetty, Finley and Blakeclhiad as the lovely
yacht was skilfully brought into the bay, at fitgtder sail and then
with the help of the engine.

'She's Sam's pride and joy," Blake commented, wajclvith a
knowledgeable eye as the ketch was eased in tgttlye 'He's had
Jier out in weather any sensible man would stagrasin.'

If his expertise in berthing was anything to go $sm Oxten was a
superlatively skilled sailor, Finley decided. A femmnutes later she
discovered that he was nice, too, he and his vafg but it was the
man beside him who caught the eye, for he was db#emost

beautiful man Finley had ever seen.

'‘But we've met," Morgan Caird said, smiling at Eyplas his wife
handed her wriggling son over to Blake and laughettling out her
hand.

'How lovely to see you again,' she said, her tvmngkéyes alight with
mischief. 'And in much more propitious circumsteasite

Just behind, a superbly groomed woman looked Fimesind down
with faint contempt. Well, Blake had warned her.r thame was
Marie Dwyer, and Finley had onlyo watch her greet Blake to
understand why there was no friendliness for hénase large, dark
eyes.

Clary Caird's expression was wry, yet amused, ardgorgeous
husband was smiling with a hint of the same ironyicw often
marked his cousin's expression. Not that Marie Dwyas obvious.
In spite of the warmth of the kiss with which shreeged Blake she
made no attempt to keep him by her and after theitdool moment
she was quite charming to Finley but, as they $ietowvards the



house, Finley was conscious of the other womanz ga her,
especially when Blake looped a casual arm acrosshwilders to
help her up a steepish pinch in the road. And atjhdViarie Dwyer
talked to the sixth member of their party, a pleasaddle-aged man,
she did not have her full attention on him.

‘You have a new dog, Blake,' Clary said, stoopmnpat Blackie.

'He's not mine.' Blake told them of the situationai laconic style
which failed to hide his enjoyment of the situati@Qr perhaps it was
the reaction of his guests which produced that daspsed
undertone in his voice.

For except for Morgan, who was as poker-facedsasdusin, they all
looked incredulous, regarding Blake with the dubiexpressions of
those who have been fooled by someone's off-beaesef humour
before. They looked at Finley, and then at Bladkagdting along with
his nose six inches from her knee, his tail wagdiagpily in time
with his ears.

Clary laughed, and Finley saw why Morgan had faitefove with
her. 'So Beauty and the Beast stormed the imprégmastle,’ she
said teasingly, casting a sparkling look at BldWéatch out, Blake,
fairy-tales have a habit of coming true!

'‘Especially the Cinderella story," Marie Dwyer ssweketly, her dark
glance moving to Finley's face.

Sam Oxten said something, rather too loudly, aedetvas a flurry

of conversation during which Finley saw Clary samdadmonitory,

half laughing glance at her silent husband. Blakesiaid nothing and
for a moment Finley saw an identical expressiobath men's faces.
Then Blake's lids came down to hide eyes as clghcald as quartz.
A shiver pulled her skin tight. She looked awaxigfint into Morgan's
dispassionate gaze and felt unease feather thtéhlefger spine.



Marie Dwyer was either too stupid to be afraidjrdinitely braver
than most people. From the sudden fearful compiebem her face
she had not expected Morgan to take her commeappty to his
wife, which made her stupid. And so not worth frgjtover. For the
first time in her life, Finley was out of her dep8he did not belong
here, not on this enchanted island, not in thile IkKingdom touched
by magic.

For 'magic' read 'money’, she thought cynicallypwimg that she was
wrong. These people were larger than life, the woalegant even in
their most informal clothes, the men with the uested authority
which came of total self-confidence. They spoke wky shared
in-jokes, they knew the ramifications of each othéamilies, they
had attended the same schools. Except for ClamdCand she was
there because Morgan had fallen in love .with her.

Only Finley was an outsider. She was also indulgmga most
unusual bout of self-pity.

And she was under scrutiny. Blake was watching tath
emotionless eyes, as though she was a problem.

Finley stumbled. The arm across her shoulder ttiggde@nd he asked
beneath his breath, 'Tired?"

‘Just clumsy.'

The speculation was replaced by a glimmer of laeghtlis lips
quirked and Finley felt that lazy, potent charncteaut and envelop
her in its warmth.

‘We'll be eating a little later that usual, at 6he, said, 'so why don't
you slip upstairs and rest?'

'f think I'd better. | feel a bit wan.'



'You look delicious,' he told her, with a teasimg\gty which made
her smile.

In the end, she waited until after lunch beforpmhg up to her room,
Blackie at her heels like a shadow. She expectéd tm her bed for
an hour or so, but she went to sleep and it washnater that she
woke to a soft knock at the door.

‘'Sorry,' Clary said, looking a little concernedyt'lit's after five and
Blake was getting a little edgy, so | said I'd dhen you.'

'‘Come on in.' Finley hid a wide yawn. 'Oh, lordl,be glad when |
can spend a whole day on my feet.'

'‘Blake said you've had pneumonia, you poor thinghust have been
a bad attack.'

'‘Oh, well, | was tired to begin with, and | gotig@ soon.'

'l can imagine. You doctors are always in a chrosiate of
exhaustion.' Clary had been a nurse. She sat dowmhair, holding
out an encouraging hand to Blackie. "You chosep#réect place to
convalesce in.'

Both women laughed as Blackie stayed put long emdaigClary to
administer just one pat before he politely remoweaiself to a
position against Finley's leg.

‘Very touching,' Clary said.
Finley looked doubtful. 'l should have taken hinmi® | suppose.’

'If | know my cousin-by-marriage at all, | shouldimagine you had
much say in the matter," Clary told her cheerfulljhey run to
autocracy, these Cairds. Overbearing and high-hariced the
cradle. Are you sure he didn't kidnap you?'



Laughing, Finley walked over to the mirror to tidgr hair. 'No, he
just made staying here seem the only logical tkongdp!"

‘Typical Caird behaviour. They are born arroganhai\do you think
of the next generation?'

‘The pick of the bunch so far,’ Finley said prompd'm proud to
have had some small part in his birth. Was he baiwgant too?'

'l have a horrid feeling he was.' Clary smiled. hées a very lordly
way of demanding sustenance which my mother-indays reminds
her forcibly of Morgan at the same age."'

Blake had been right, Finley did like Clary. Sheed Morgan, too.
Later that night, in her best dress, a thin sligitkfthe exact green of
her eyes, Finley watched Blake with his guests #molught

sardonically that she could probably learn to them all. Except for
Marie Dwyer, who was being very patronising. Thegrev nice

people, the men hiding their essential toughnedk wharm and
courtesy, the women bright and intelligent and riegéng. All of

them as far removed from Finley's life as this lgpveoom was

different from a hospital ward.

‘That pensive look suits you,' Blake murmured a $®meonds later.
‘The Pre-Raphaelites would have liked to paint you.'

She smiled, her eyes very deep and mysteriousy Tiked tall,
willowy women.'

‘Their mistake. Come and tell me what to fill yglass with.'

His hand was imperative, his expression a commgatdhat strange
communion, that sense of understanding, was tierd=inley got

obediently to her feet she caught Marie's gazeread in it an angry
contempt which fired her anger. She leaned her leeadoment
against Blake's arm in a provocative, intimatéeligfesture.



'l don't think your Miss Dwyer likes me,' she sa®renely. 'Shall |
put her out of her misery and tell her that I'm yaar lover?’

'‘Why? She's having a wonderful time imagining therstt Marie
thrives on drama. It seems a shame to put an ehdrtenjoyment.’
The caustic note in his voice intensified as hesfiad, 'Besides, she
wouldn't believe you. She doesn't trust her own'sex

Finley rounded her eyes at him. 'She considersiyesistible? Or
insatiable?’

'She was Lisa's—my wife's—confidante. They showdehgone on
the stage together, they made a fantastic douhle ac

The clean chiselling of his features hardened amtoask as Marie
came up to them, charm personified, but unableide kither her
curiosity or her chagrin. She spoke to Finley, hat eyes kept
flicking up to Blake as if to judge his reactions.

'Clary has just let slip that you work in a hoshkitshe said, smiling
with carefully considered graciousness. 'lt is riliy responsible
job, surely, with all those medicines and thingsuYnust be terribly
clever.'

‘Brilliant," Finley agreed, exposing her small vehieéeth in return.

The older woman was not used to such directness.s&ired at
Finley. with something like scandalised bewilderimédow nice,’
she said faintly, before recovering enough to diegcarch smile at
Blake. 'lt's almost impossible to take her seripush't it? She's such
a little thing to be a doctor, like a doll.’

Blake embarked on a long, very comprehensive sumeyhe
seething Finley. He was obviously enjoying it, dydthe time he
finished not only Finley was restless. 'Not alig# a doll,' he said at



last. 'Like a fairy child, dangerous because slo&ddike the real
thing but is out of reach, in a different dimension

'Fairies can make the change-over,' Finley saily, loaf joking, 'but
always at the cost of their true selves. They libs#r magic, and
what's a fairy without magic?"

He nodded, his face expressionless. 'Mortals eaniti the land of
Faerie but they lose their souls.’

And suddenly neither was joking. Marie broke inke tsuddenly
tense silence by saying stiffly, 'Howhimsical! Do you two often
have conversations about fairies?"

Blake smiled, not very pleasantly. '‘Whenever | fiel it." And make

what you like of it, his tone challenged. Marie ket away so fast
that Finley had to bite her lip to stop herselinfrtaughing, hastily
composing her expression when the other woman sskelileher with
a return of that odious patronage.

Playfully, she said, 'l hope you realise how indodlucky you are
to be staying here, Finley. Although Motuaroha ede for parties
and gaiety, Blake is something of a hermit. Youlyeare wicked,'
with a roguish glance upwards, '‘because you oweyibur position
to entertain more. | don't suppose you realidga@migy, but the Cairds
are one of our oldest families.'

'Fascinating,’ Finley said, dead-pan. She didm# t@ok at Blake to
see how this blatant piece of snobbery went downhshbe could feel
his resigned scorn.

"You haven't a drink," he said smoothly. '‘Come wghMarie, and I'll
get you one.’

Dinner was a stunning meal. South Pacific food seased out on the
terrace, the centrepiece on the long table somerlsigmapper caught



by Phil's husband that morning. Phil had baked themoconut
cream and festooned a pattern of grilled prawnsratdhem. The
meal was arranged Polynesian style on green leaikghe gaudy
silk of hibiscus flowers lending the right florabte.

Finley ate as slowly as she could, but even sosimatl appetite was
satisfied well before any of the others. Making ental note to ask
Phil the recipe for the stuffings she had heapedhenavocados,
oysters and caviar and some delicious but secretyedient, she
tried to hide the fact that she had finished.

'‘Sure you don't want any more?' Clary eyed her phate ruefully.
'Isn't Phil a marvellous cook? | shouldn't eat yeso much but I'm
still feeding the baby and | have this enormousetiigd Oh my
goodness, this green pepper is stuffed with pork!

She made such a comical face that Finley laugfvexn don't like
pork?'

‘Adore it, but | hoped it might have something tigkly
non-fattening in it. Like lettuce.’

Finley gave her a quick professional scrutiny. "Yaan't look as
though you need to diet.'

'‘She doesn't. Morgan slid gracefully into the cbaithe other side of
his wife, slanting Finley a glance which blendeduaement and
satire. 'Always on call, doctor? It must go witle tterritory; Clary

can't forget that she's a nurse.’

'Oh, yes | can!" Clary grinned into her husbanatef her adoration
and trust so openly expressed that Finley was gppte with a
strange desolation. 'Ever since the baby arrivesl been a perfect
fool. He gets a tiny rash and | have to be forcitdgtrained from
rushing off to the doctor!



The tough assurance, which was another Caird deasic,
softened into tenderness as Morgan smiled at His. Whe live in
hopes that he never develops a cough,' he teased.

It was a pleasant evening, if one could ignore Bénvyer's baleful

sidelong glares. That queer little pang of envy fleom Finley as

quickly as it had arrived and she enjoyed heraélipugh she had to
fight a strongly possessive instinct whenever sive Blake talk to

one of the other women. Banishing it, she resumedraersation

with Fay Oxten about the Monet exhibition which wasarrive at the

Auckland Art Gallery soon.

Shortly afterwards Blake sat down beside her, y&s searching her
face.

'OK?' he asked softly.

'‘Don't fuss!'

‘Stop me,' he invited, his gaze gleaming with dange
Finley said, 'l feel fine, Blake.'

He accepted that, but with an expression whichtbatif he thought
she was overdoing it he would not hesitate to pecloff to bed like

a weary child. She should have been angry, butla at the back of
her throat revealed how his consideration affe¢ted Damn all

protective men! Her independence was too preciolre tweakened
by a desire to be cherished.

After that, she tried to withdraw from the intimathey seemed to
have achieved so quickly. Her smiles did not rdesmtheyes; she was
careful not to be alone with him at any time. Sheretoyed with the
idea of going back to Auckland but Marie was elogugbout the
humidity there and she couldn't summon up the gtheaf mind to
make the decision.



At midnight, Clary picked up her son from the bemrowhere he had
been sleeping and they all walked back to the ylaeheath a sky of
darkest velvet encrusted with the multi-colouredgksnof the stars.
On the horizon another band of glitter, warmers iesnote, indicated
houses on the Whangaparaoa peninsula.

The faint scent of salt mingled with the perfumdstite night,
flowers, the cool dew, the aroma of grass and dsirB@mewhere up
the valley a morepork called, his forlorn littleycat odds with the
small owl's ferocity. Blackie gave an excited whimg refused to
leave his post at Finley's heels.

Fay remarked on the beauty of the night, addirgfelet for lovers.'

Finley was some distance away, but she could seevily Marie
stiffened at the coy little remark. What a weanmgman! What had
Blake's wife found to like in her? A kindred sotihley wondered,
banishing with mockery the cramp of jealousy in heart.

After they had seen the others on to the yachtkeBnd Finley
turned back, but Finley felt the impact of the gldretween her
shoulder-blades. Poor Marie!

Then the deep shade of the trees swallowed theamdighe relaxed.
In companionable silence they made their way ugh&house, a
glimmering dream in the starshine.

‘Nightingales,' she said softly. 'There should iglitmgales singing.’
‘You're a romantic.'

''d defy anyone to be a realist on a night liks.ttShe indicated the
dim beauty of the garden, the house with the daapss of the hills
behind it and, over all, the brilliant flash of thalky Way.

‘And on winter nights, when the wind screams araiedeaves --'



Finley laughed. 'Ah, dramatic!
'Spring, when it rains for weeks and everythingasp and clammy?'

'‘Who cares, it's spring, isn't it? You're romantog— you admit to
loving the place.’

'l do indeed.’

Three words, yet they were stark and uncompromistiigey heard
the implacable note in them and felt an odd littdl.

'l think it's time for me to go in,’ she said woabje 'Goodnight,
Blake. I liked your friends.'

'Even Marie?'

'l felt sorry for her. Love appears to have a detihg effect on her
manners and sense of humour.'

'l doubt if she's capable of honest affection,sail brutally. 'She'd
like to be mistress here, and if she could maksuffer a little for the
pain | caused Lisa, well, she'd like that too.’

She didn't want to hear any more, especially ndtwas about his
wife. Faking a yawn, she turned away.

He laughed, a soft little sound beneath his breatl, stopped her
with a hand on her shoulder. 'Goodnight,' he whiesphand pulled her
into his hard warmth, his angry mouth crushinggretest to nothing.

For a moment she remained rigid, but the swift Ujpmgeof desire
softened her into pliability so that she groaned arelted against
him, fire into rock.

‘Sweet,' he whispered, 'you're so sweet. A switket siren...'



He kissed her eyelids closed, explored the costotiher face, the
soft lobes of her ears, then returned to take amdtlss from her
parted lips.

The world began to spin away from beneath Finlgs. A sudden
fierceness clenched her hands across his backastepted the
sensuous probe of his kiss with an answering ardourdlessly

offering what had never been offered before, te than she barely
knew. The silk of her dress was no barrier; shé Hed arousal,

welcomed it with a primitive thrust of her hipsching her neck to
give him access to the soft pulse there and thd,dmgh curve of her

breasts.

Helplessly, arching with a desire which increasedhetime he
touched her, she ran her hands the length of luis, Iagging at his
shirt until she found the smooth, heated skin bémedder hands
clenched into fists as he brushed back the widk nEber dress to
expose her shoulder.

His mouth on her skin was ecstasy, warm and segkailing across
the taut flesh with the sure knowledge of expereralling into life
pleasure sources she had never known existed.

'‘God!" he whispered harshly.

Finley gasped as he picked her up and strode attredawn to the
summer-house where she had written her lettersp&hfame of the
lilies dazed her so that she made no protest wkgouh her on the
cushions and came down beside her, one leg pitm@Ergso that she
could not get away.

She didn't want to. His mouth on hers was a dar&esp, loosing a

golden tide of sensation so that she trembled avehed and turned
her head to kiss the gentle, irresistible hand lvipigshed her dress
from her shoulders.



‘You're so beautiful." The words were thick, impsdend she opened
her eyes to see that he was staring down at tleegoaltours of her

body partly concealed by the black silk of her tegmisole. 'So

perfect,' he said unevenly, and bent his pale heddook the nipple

into his mouth as though the camisole didn't exist.

Finley's whole body jerked in a spasm of indest@idaapture. The
choked little cry she couldn't hold back made hfirhis head so that
he could see her anguished face.

‘That has to be the most erotic sound I've everdijdae whispered,
before resting his head against her slight bre&stgey's hand stole
down to sift through the crisp warmth of his hae;turned to kiss her
fingers and the friction against her sensitive dkiought another
muffled little murmur to her throat. She flexed hegs, stretching to
rid them of the intolerable ache which racked her.

His hand slid beneath the waist of her fragildeifarment and he
turned his attention to her other breast, bringtrig life with the
warmth and moisture of his mouth while his handpagpbthe one he
had already stimulated into unbearable life.

'So tiny," he said, when he had brought her tdiauta of sensation.
'So small, yet so perfect...’

She wrenched the buttons of his shirt free, theshed the material
over the shoulders which were blocking the faigihtiof the stars. A
second later her hands were discovering his tagoreciating with
sensuous enjoyment the contrast of skin like hesitedver muscles
taut as steel.

Under her exploring fingers his big frame shuddekéd hands slid
beneath her, holding her still as he brought hihed®ve her. He was
big enough to smother her, yet he was exquisitehtlg, kissing her
throat, the sensitive skin beneath her ears, abesteame accustomed



to the weight of his body on her. The ache in hahybintensified,
became a fever of need which ate into her bones. gshaned,
signalling surrender, and moved restlessly. Themiauth swooped,
crushing hers, and with one powerful thrust herdgst the dizzying
fantasy, charging the dream-like atmosphere withavea passion
which should have terrified her.

She did, indeed, whisper, 'No,' but it was barelilale and she could
have wept with frustration when he accepted heistet

Moving quickly, he lowered himself to lie on higdsj pulling her
head on to his shoulder as his fingers teaseatigedamp tendrils of
hair at her temples.

When she moved to pull her dress to cover heralieraiskily, 'No,
just lie still. At the moment, | don't trust mysalid wriggling around
like that doesn't help.'

She stayed still and, over the minutes, the bewrideache of desire
slowly subsided into lassitude.

They had been playing with fire and it was his oolntvhich had
prevented them from being burnt. Shame fired inskar. 'I'm sorry,’
she muttered.

'So am |." His hand clasped both of hers to histcbe that she both
felt and heard the wry words.

''ve never felt like that before,' she confesstdken into revealing
something which was probably better kept hidden.

‘Neither have I." His voice was even drier tharobef'But an affair is
not just sex. It would be easy, and oh, so goothke you, but you'd
regret it when you woke up in my bed tomorrow mogni



She bit her lip painfully, appalled by an almoségowering urge to
give him what he wanted. It would take so littlas neart still
thundered beneath her fingers and it would neegl thiel slightest of
movements, a kiss, the lightest .stroke of her haaad she would
regret it.

'I'm not geared for an affair,’ she said grufflycan't afford to—to
expend so much mental energy.’

He laughed at that, without humour and returnely,d®r physical,
at the foment. You would be a responsive lover.'

'‘Don't," she whispered, shocked anew by the imadesh sprang
into her brain.

'Sorry.' He waited a while then said heavily, "Wasdter go in.'

As she slipped into the badly crushed silk dregssshid, 'l think |
should go home.'

'‘Why? I'm not going to slaver over you at every agymity, if that's
what you're afraid of.'

'l can't imagine you slavering at all,’ she sadignantly.

The big house was waiting for them, splendid yaenfootable, a
home in spite of its luxury. At the head of tharst&lake put a hand
on Finley's shoulder, turning her to face him.

'‘Don't go home,' he said easily. 'l enjoy your camp'
*You sound surprised.’

He looked tired suddenly. 'l suppose | am. Respedtliking are not
emotions | associate with many women. Perhapisatause you and



| are alike. We know what we want and we're pregphaoework for
it—and pay the price.'

The chandelier spun dark fire in the tips of har ha she nodded.
The contrast between the man who not very longheglbshuddered
with passion against her and the man who stood watghing her
was disturbing.

In her room she did not go straight to bed. Insteftér she had put
on a nightdress, she switched off the lamp and edaliwver to the
window.

She was frightened. Frightened because she waavallér in a

strange land, the country of the heart, and thardazwere greater
than she had ever imagined. Even now the palm&mohands were
damp as she remembered the incandescent, irrésikirioe which

had swept her into Blake's arms, and almost insobled. She had
never before felt her body flower into arousal e tgrip of a

sexuality so powerful that her usual defences wer@rotection at
all.

His scent still haunted her nostrils; she thoughtlwthat if that was
the pheromone which everyone seemed so intriguedt byas no
wonder they were interested. If it was bottled, sone would make a
fortune from men who wanted a share of his potency!

Slowly, driven by the aching hunger for union whtiil held her
prisoner, she ran her hands across her body, ayppinbreasts as he
had, wondering what it was about her that had nmatieshake with
desire. His mouth had been hot and seeking, antielas clever,
clever and experienced, for he had known thatribgdn of the silk
against her tender nipples had been an efiagigon.

He was all that any woman would ask for in hertfioser. Gentle,
unexpectedly tender, with an ardent appreciatioa wbman's body



which had fuelled her own response into a conflagmaYet, behind
the hunger and the passion, there was control énéarghim to
accept that she was not ready.

And not a sign of anger; she grimaced, recallingeotincidents,
confidences from friends. Such control had to beamty in the
masculine world.

Finley's hands fell to her sides. What would héklee freed from the
constraint of that formidable will? No one had wedrher that it was
dangerous to wonder about a man, to imagine hinghtain an
emotion too intense for him to control. She kneat ther breath came
faster through her lips as she played with fantaared images, but
she did not know that that way lay danger.

Some instinct of self-preservation called a haisgstedly, she said,
'Oh, you fool," and began to turn towards the bed.

A small movement through the window caught-her Slee froze,
her eyes narrowing as they searched the shadovestben huge
poinciana. All was still. She was just about toegup her vigil when
the shadows dissolved, coalescing again to formstipe of a
person.

Of a woman. Marie Dwyer.

Sheer fury dictated Finley's actions. Pulling bdlc& curtain, she
called down, 'Is something wrong, Miss Dwyer?'

The woman jerked as if she had been struck. Thigantky the black
head lifted and the smooth voice came forth, odjiit on the
scented air. 'No, I've just been walking. Goodnight

‘Goodnight.’



In bed, Finley found that her hands were shaking) sre felt sick.
She should have had difficulty in sleeping, butisisal, she dropped
off almost immediately her head touched the pillow.



CHAPTER SIX

OF coursEshe slept in, not waking until ten o'clock. Blaekvas
gone from his sheepskin and, through the windoleret came the
faint sound of voices and laughter.

'Oh dear," Finley said guiltily and used all of lexpertise to get
dressed and downstairs in fifteen minutes, anditichided tripping
over the dog outside the door and saying good mgrta him in due
form.

It had been years since she had felt shy, and teseno need for her
to be embarrassed, but it took quite an effort &kvout on to the
terrace. They greeted her with a little mild tegsabout her sleeping
habits, teasing which seemed to her to hold anakespimplication
that she had spent the night in Blake's bed. PsrBap was too
sensitive; it didn't help to have to meet Mariegsning gaze every
time she looked up.

Still, she smiled and made the expected light nejei, met Blake's
mocking regard with cool poise and allowed hergelbe seated by
him and plied with coffee and rock-melon. She sgabpassion-fruit
pulp over the musky, richly flavoured flesh and at¢h dainty,
absorbed greed while they talked and teased wathalaxed ease of
old friends. In a wicker basket, the Cairds' babged and blinked at
his little starfish hands and smiled an adoraldéagyular smile at his
thoughts and anyone who came within his field sfon, including
one curious spaniel.

'Here Blackie!" Blake's command dragged the dod badis place
under Finley's chair.

The baby bellowed, scarlet and furious.

'Oh, that nasty Caird temper," Clary sighed, swogpo pick him up.
'‘When you are bigger, darling, you can have a dogpor own, but



this one is Finley's. You're a hungry, tired bagret you? Come on,
we'll do something about it.’

Morgan went with his wife. A moment later Sam Oxtslaimed,
'‘Look at the birds working in the bay!

The other man said that he could see the fish jung,there was a
general exodus of eager fishermen. Blake lookechdavinley. ‘Do
you want to come?"

'‘No, thank you, I'll just sit and watch you. I'm fisherman.’
"'l keep you company,' Marie said sweetly.

Blake lifted a brow. As Finley smiled a signal teae could cope, she
realised that he must have heard her accost Masiaight.

Protective, she thought drily, her eyes lingering the broad
shoulders and long lithe body. He nodded and fadidwhe others.

There was an ominous silence, broken by Phil'salrri
‘Miss—er—Finley hasn't finished yet,' Marie told leartly.

Finley stared at her in astonishment, then at Bhd, was relieved to
see a serene smile on the housekeeper's face esrdgimeied to stack
the dishes on the trolley.

‘Can we help?' Finley asked quickly, before Maaald speak again.
'‘No, you sit there and enjoy the sun. | won't lmecanent.’

She wasn't much longer but Marie sat there fumimtg she left, and
it was in a voice that Phil must have heard tha said, as the
housekeeper left, 'If Lisa were still alive she Vdot't dare behave as
though she owns the place!



There was no answer to that. As the outraged wquidered on the
air Finley poured herself another cup of coffee l@atied back in her
chair, determined not to be persuaded into a qu&ine wasn't going
to indulge the woman in her spite.

Baulked by her companion's silence Marie said usig, 'Of course
she's in love with Blake. It's a wonder her husbamelsn't put a stop
to it. Still, he has a nice cushy job here, he'd b®l to rock the boat.’

Finley's mouth opened, then was firmly closed. Wishie had
regained control she said mildly, 'That could bexstaued as a
slanderous statement. Blake would have every tmgbbject to that
sort of gossip.'

Unease, perhaps fear, pulled at Marie's featunésl,'l didn't mean
that there is actually anything between them,'sshé edgily. 'Blake
could have any woman he wants!

Such rampant snobbery set Finley's teeth on edge. l&khes
drooped. An unholy wickedness prompted her to murdulcetly,
'‘And presumably does.’

Marie leaned forward, composing her face into estmess. 'Finley,
you should know a little more about the Cairds.gia me, but |
shouldn't think that you have come into contachwaten like them
before. They are a breed apart. When men grow ygpivteged as
theyare they become arrogant, quite ruthless in tirerate lives as
well as their public, and because they are suchifiegnt creatures
they get away with murder!" She gave an artifiditle laugh

presumably intended to convey womanly solidarity.

They.,?"

'‘Brake and Morgan.' Of course, her tone implied.



Blinking, Finley objected, 'But Morgan is married. don't
understand --'

'Oh, | don't see that lasting! She's not evenyratid they don't have
anything in common—until Morgan married her no dres ever
heard of her!"

She looked smugly across the table, pointing otliauit words that
anyone who mattered would have known of the conatEm that
Morgan's marriage to a nobody had caused. Finlesgcca little
further into her chair and settled down to enjosskH. Such flagrant
snobbery was rarely encountered in egalitarian Kealand and she
had every intention of savouring it to the full.

‘She comes from the wrong side of the tracks?asked.

But Marie caught the amused mockery behind thegehquiry and
snapped, 'Of course not! She's just a nobody.'

She made it sound the ultimate insult; perhap®irdxicon it was. It
was with the complacent certainty of a woman whovks she is
lovely that she continued, 'Nobody could understahyg he married
her. It's not even as though she's a beauty. $iassable, but
sophisticated men like the Cairds demand beautgyTéd spoilt, of
course, they have everything—social position, mompawer, and
they are incredibly attractive. Beauty is a nedgss keep their
interest.' Her mouth twisted, and suddenly she wghg. 'And even
then it often isn't enough. Blake didn't stay fhitho Lisa, and she
was the most beautiful creature I've ever seen,’

Astonished revulsion had kept Finley speechlessutiitout this
extraordinary tissue of distortions. She felt bétdu If Marie
couldn't see what was patently obvious, that Mor@ach Clary were
deeply and wholly in love, she was blinded by piega. As for
Blake's unfaithfulness—Finley rejected the notioompletely.



Anyone could see that he had too much integrityintulge in
adultery.

Perhaps her face revealed something of her thoufitsMarie
leaned forward again and told her maliciously, 'blael hair the
colour of burnished copper and great blue eyes—aieed like a
model! Everyone adored her, she was so vivid anghbrand
sparkling, being with her was like living on chargpa. Everything
was so much fun when she was there. Blake was etapkmitten,
he pursued her until he won her, he was so mudova it was
astounding. They had the biggest, most importamdivg—I was
chief bridesmaid.’

And very much in love with the groom! Finley ask&lh, what went
wrong?'

‘This place stifled her. Blake said her place wae twith him, but
Lisa wasn't easily intimidated. They fought—Godatbey fought. |

think she enjoyed it. She said if she couldn'tgé&tim any other way,
at least she could make him lose his temper. Btlierend he didn't
even do that. He was bored with her, and he lefhke= alone with
his spies while he went on his trips overseas.abed it.'

Marie spoke smoothly but she directed little sidgsvglances at
Finley, and her pale fingers were held tenselyanlap. How much
of this did Marie really believe? Finley was adapsumming people
up, and she was inclined to think that Marie sawdsea threat and
was trying to frighten her off.

She was speaking again, eagerly, swiftly, asse$silgy's reactions
from beneath her lashes. 'She used to ring metaid Be crying so
hard | couldn't understand her. Her parents weréeip, they just
said that she had known where Blake lived whemsagied him!



To Finley it sounded as though Lisa's parents heehbonly to
relieved to get rid of a spoilt hysterical dauglged had no desire to
have her wished back on their hands. For which angd hardly
blame them.

Poor Blake! And poor Lisa, who should have hadsérese to marry a
doting, rich city-dweller.

‘She was so unhappy,’ Marie said softly. 'She hadys been so
popular, hundreds of men wanted to marry her, fget a year Blake
refused to sleep with her.’

Sickened, castigating herself for allowing thigytoon, Finley got to
her feet. Marie gave a little gasp, as though uhein she hadn't
realised what she had said, yet there was a faffitter in the dark
eyes which made a liar out of her.

She might have loved Lisa, but she had hated leeraiod she had
certainly coveted Lisa's husband.

'It's a very sad story,' Finley said in her besfggsional manner.
'He put her through hell.'

The vindictive tone made Finley shudder. 'l donfpmose either of
them were very happy,' she said, surprised tolergelf profoundly
sorry for this woman who, in a strange way, lovethlof the players
in the sad domestic drama.

‘Happy? My God, would you be happy with a man wéised to
make love --?'

'‘Look, | don't think you should be telling me this.

Finley fought hard to hide the distaste in her gplaut Marie gave a
cynical, tormented laugh.



'Why not, for God's sake, Lisa told everyone whailddisten! She
guarrelled with him and told him not to expect tesleep with him
until he was prepared to give in, and when she wpnib bed that
night everything of hers was gone from their rodte. had told the
housekeeper to clear her things from the main shiterything! She
wouldn't give in, she thought he'd plead with leegd back, but he
never came near her again. | think in the end wamefrightened of
him. Nobody had ever rejected her before. He usddak at her as
though she wasn't there.'

It sounded as though Blake had married while in tth@es of
infatuation, and that his wife's immaturity and tla@trums which
went with it had driven him away. He was a prouchimasa's habit
of spreading intimate details of their marriage ldduave disgusted
him further, and her attempted sexual blackmailtrhase been the
final straw.

Finley didn't want to hear about his marriage. Sth@uld never have
allowed things to go this far. But just as she alasut to put an end to
it Marie spoke again, and such was her air of dasja that Finley
said nothing. Think of her as a patient, she adjberself sternly, and
knew that she was not far wrong. Marie may haveibday trying to
frighten her off, but she was unburdening herselfnseeking ease
for an emotional load which had grown too heavytfer to carry.

'He was shattered when she died,’ Marie said, beewdragging.
‘They'd had another quarrel. She wanted to gosjoeaial party and
he refused to take the boat across. It was a vadl lout she said he'd
been out in worse weather. Anyway, she said ths ilvas too afraid
to go she wasn't. She'd take the launch. He lobkedp in her room.
She rang me, she was screaming with temper, sthéhsaithat was it,
she was leaving him. | tried to persuade her notldoanything
foolish, but she wouldn't listen. She climbed ouher window and
took the launch. She couldn't handle it, Blake nglst, it was far too
wild a day to go out and she was almost totallxpegienced. She ran



on the rocks at the other end of the island andwskse drowned. |
heard it on the radio. He didn't ring me...’

Tears enlarged her beautiful eyes. She gulped avnel an odd little
shiver. In her lap, her thin pampered hands cleshelmel unclenched.

After a moment she muttered, 'It would take a \sgrgcial woman to
accept that for Blake a wife will always come settmMotuaroha.’

'Yes,' Finley said gently.

With superb timing Clary arrived back, her expressjuizzical as
she took in the scene before her. Tactfully, slgabeo tell them of
her son's habit of singing as he nursed. Marieo¥ald her lead,
refusing to look at Finley as she slid into a ditg@®n on her
nephews, who were, it seemed, the next best thipartagons.

She was, of course, suffering a certain embarragsiate having
revealed so much of herself to a woman she not dishked but
distrusted. Finley hid a wry little smile, and ésed as Marie told a
remarkably forbearing Clary how to bring up her.son

'‘Oh, I don't know that I'll be able to do much mtran tone down his
natural force of character,' Clary said comfortabife's demanding
and intent on getting his own way, just like hish&ax. He has,
however, a gorgeous smile.’

‘Just like his father," Marie said archly. 'Wher#&lorgan ?'
'‘Out with the fishermen.'

She made a comical face and laughed. Finley lilexdvbry much.
She was easy to talk to, with a dry sense of humbiich did not hide
a basic and very essential kindness. She would haeea a good
nurse; she would be a good friend. She was ceytasrly much in
love with her handsome husband, and he with hexastsatisfying to



see his eyes seek her when they all returned to hthse,
triumphantly bearing their catch of several fish.

Phil baked them with gin, Tahiti-style, and theg #tem for lunch.
Then the yachting party left for Kawau, a prettamsl further up the
coast where they intended to spend several daysrexp before
heading for home.

'‘Come and see us,' Clary said in parting. 'l deaitt to lose touch
with you.'

'I'd like that." But she had no intention of follmg through, because
when she left Motuaroha she was going to put thelewisit behind
her.

Clary gave her a sharp glance and said, 'Hereslaure number. Do
getin touch.'

‘Thank you.' She was kind and perceptive, and g tliaughtful of
her to let Finley make the first move towards aetoacquaintance.

After they had been waved around the headlandydaved a sigh,
and said happily and thoughtlessly, 'Oh, lovelyggesnd quiet!’

Blake chuckled, not at all annoyed by her pleaatithe departure of
his friends. 'Pleasant, isn't it? What would yokelito do this
afternoon?’

Whatever he was doing, but she could hardly teth tihat. She
shouldn't even admit it to herself. 'Suggest somgth

He grinned. 'Can you ride?’

'‘Well, | can stay on a horse. I've been informedhHmse who know
that it's not exactly riding."'



'‘Hmm. In that case we'll take the Land Rover tqp®neck Bay and
I'll teach you to windsurf.'

"'l have you know I'm an expert at that,' shertetd, nose in the air,
'but I'd love to go.’

Looking back from the wet misery of winter, the ddiat followed

were like memories of another life. When it rainiedid so at night,

and the days were golden and sweet-smelling, thenes of every
connotation that the word 'summer' can inspire.Dakien the sky
was a deep, burning blue and the clouds like whigpeam, days of
heat so tangible that it could almost be touchagis&pent carefully
sunbathing to toast her slender paleness into &bd.swam in the
home bay and windsurfed and walked with the dog@lbe coast.
Other days, she picked pipis with the children &mkted on the
small succulent shellfish, learned the names aodsfaf everyone
who lived on the station, and came home tired eémdghe evenings
talking and reading and listening to music withk&la

She was completely happy.

As the lassitude left by her illness retreated, stgan to realise just
how pressurised she had been for years, ever simeehad left
school. Now, in this timeut of time, she relaxed and gave herse
completely to the lazy enjoyment of each precioosnent.

'I'm a total hedonist,’ she complained cheerfulbnf the depths of
the hammock.

'Living for pleasure?' Blake looked up from his spaper. His gaze
ran the length of her body, almost insolently apteve. 'About
time. The shadows under your eyes have only jusé @md you no
longer look as though each step might be your lstvever, that dog
IS getting too fat. You'd better cut down on himke.'



'‘Poor Blackie." She dropped a languid hand ovemh#mamock and
was rewarded by a quick swipe from a warm tondgdelooks much
better, doesn't he?'

'He does. Between you and Phil he's a fair wagtogspoiled. Have
you decided what to do with him when you get back?'

She frowned, regretting the intrusion of the woiaavorld in this
idyll. 'I'm going to see if he can be happy with. il neighbour is a
dear, she loves animals and she might be preparedk after him
when I'm at work.'

‘It sounds worth a try.'

By an unspoken, mutual decision they never discu$ss work.
Apart from that one forbidden subject they talkedaciously about
anything and everything. Their awareness of eacbrgave an edge
to conversation, a sharp thrill to each moment gp@nt together, yet
they never touched. Blake made no attempt to apgpdear through
the senses, she did not use the shop-worn trickkrtation; they
could have been old friends without a sensual moteeremember,
except that each time gold eyes met green the myeofitiniose heated
minutes smouldered into life.

It was like living on the lip of a volcano. The sdrle thing to do
would have been to leave, yet the sweet dangeesifalheld them
trapped even as common sense prevented them froemdaring to
it.

Finley couldn't go. She. learned the rhythms arntépzs of farm life,
watched as Blake spent some time out on his belagexs and more
shut up in the office coping with the ramificatiomfsan agricultural
empire. She could have been lonely, for he waslxgger than most
men, but she welcomed the quiet and the peace.



It had been the best two weeks of her life, andsthide she gave him
was radiant with gratitude and something else she wnaware of.
He smiled back, the angular toughness of his feattglaxing into
amused affection. At least, that's what she toldditit was. It was
safer that way.

'‘Come for a swim,' he said.

They were by the pool at one side of the houdeadt Blake told her,
been designed by his wife. She had done it extsemell but it bore

the kind of smooth designer's gloss which tendedatds

artificiality.

'OK," Finley said.

Some minutes later they heard the voice of Bettycliant, the head
shepherd's wife. 'Sorry,' she called as she caroagh the gate, but
she did not look in the least sorry, she was bulgblOh, Blake, I've
just had a phone call from lan and he's got leawvéhis weekend!

Blake's powerful back rippled with muscle as heléahimself over
the edge of the pool. Finley's mouth dried; shenswathe steps and
slowly, sedately, walked up them. It was swimminigickh drained
the strength from her legs, not the magnificencBlake's near-nude
body as he listened to Betty.

'So we thought a barbecue-cum-birthday party,' Betig saying.
'‘Hello, Finley. My son is coming home on Saturdathvabout five
friends for his twenty-first birthday.'

‘That's great.' Finley draped a towel over her klerg, wishing that
Blake would do the same. Like that, as unselfcanscas one of the
Greek athletes he resembled, he set every nerreribody aching
with frustration. The water coated him with a shaifilm which
emphasised every muscle, every spare curve and,gdlaa strength
and symmetry of triumphant masculinity.



'‘Have you spoken to Phil?' he asked now, pushisglaikened hair
back from his face.

'l thought I'd better see you first. | don't knovhether you have
anything planned for this weekend?'

'Only a twenty-first birthday party,' he teased.il'Rhows she can
take as much time as necessary to help you.'

‘Thanks, Blake.'

When she had gone he said absently. "You'd beitend dress, you'll
get cold.’

She had shivered, but it was not from cold. 'WhasdBetty's son
do?'

'Young lan? He's in the army. Betty and Don hadometed
themselves to missing his twenty-first.' He smiledvd at her, his
lashes spiky with water, his expression mockingu've not been to
a party here, have you? Everyone comes and evepitahes in to
help. That's why she's gone to see Phil.’

Betty came back beaming. 'Everything's organisédy.tis is going
to be such fun! Blake, you're a darling. Now, whame| going to get
five girls for these friends he's bringing.'

At the peal of laughter from Finley and Blake'sngrshe looked
bewildered, but a moment's thought had her laugtwag'Oh deatr, it
could have been better put, couldn't it? Never myod know what |
mean.' She beamed again. 'l must go and make @ lisings to do
and get. Thanks a million, Blake.'

When she left them this time Finley said mischiehpul must admit
to being a little puzzled as to why you're a darliSeems to me it's
Phil who's going to do the work.'



‘Don't you think I'm a darling?'

The lazy note of flirtation in his voice surpriseer but she answered
in kind, widening her eyes as she gazed soulfydlgthim. She even
managed to flutter her lashes. 'Of course | do. Xoaw you're
irresistible and I'm just a simple maiden—no! Dgo't dare! | take it
all back. Though | must say I'm rather proud of gimper. It's quite
difficult to do.'

Her instant capitulation stopped him from dumpireyg back in the

pool. He didn't even touch her, which was just ai,wecause for a
moment he seemed to be having as much difficultghess was at

making the mental shift back to within the boundsaithey had set up
together.

'‘And here was | thinking it came naturally," hedspidicially. 'I'm
glad, you look awful when you're doing it. Come te&t;s get you
dressed.’

As they turned towards theabanahe said, 'The reason for the
profuse thanks is that Phil will feed us on scrapiie she embarks

on an orgy of food preparation for this party. Slderes giving free

rein to her creative impulses. Every refrigeratas, well as the

freezer-room, will be jammed with the results of étorts.'

'l see." She paced beside him, conscious of the heaywlways
moderated his long stride so that he didn't raceydvem her. A little
raggedly she said, 'She was right. You are a d@grlin

He shrugged, saying cynically, 'When you live onsdand it pays to
be good to the hired help. They can be damnedcdiffio replace.
The men like living here, but most wives prefehtgthat are a little
brighter. And closer.’

'‘Well, that's put me in my place. OK, your secoathr is Gradgrind.'



He picked up the allusion, sending her a littlentang smile. 'Dickens
would have found me to be a perfect model of tloateld capitalist,’
he said blandly.

She laughed, as he meant her to, and they sepatdtexidoors of the
changing-rooms. But, as she showered and dredseayvandered at
the reason for his occasional displays of cynicisisa?

She must still have been frowning when she emergedause he
looked up from his position in the chair and askednediately,
'‘What's the matter?’

‘Just wondering if Phil knows how you malign hehg said lightly.
‘Scraps, indeed!

He didn't believe her but he said nothing. Theyensay very careful
not to exceed the limits of their relationship, gheught sadly. They
both knew how fragile were the restraints they @utthemselves.
Sometimes she would look up to catch him watchiag and the
brooding emotions she saw in his expression woddstorm his
face into a bronze mask of desire before he hagtingontrol it. And
she had only to see him and awareness chased thiargbody,
weakening her with its volatile, consuming fire.

But the last thing she needed was a love affair! ©kould be
ecstasy while it lasted, rapture and anguish aqaisite, forbidden
pleasures of body and mind and soul, but she neteded totally
single-minded. Ahead of her lay two years of ex&nnard work,
with examinations eighteen months on, and if she teafulfil her
ambitions she had to pass. She knew the passhHatiy. per cent,
which meant that she had to work harder than slleelvar done
before.

So there could be no time for passion.



And Blake should be looking for a wife, not a mesis. She had spent
lonely hours in her bed deciding on the sort oewié needed. In fact,
she was rather proud of her ability to view the teratvith such
objectivity. He needed a woman brought up in thentty, a nice,
sensible woman who would find complete fulfilmemtier marriage
and children and the life on the island. She wonékd to be
good-looking but above all, she should love him wit complete
conviction a naturally dominant man like Blake webdiemand.

It was stupid to wish that she was that sort of wonthat she wasn't
lumbered with this inconvenient sense of vocatibwas even more
stupid to lie in her bed at night and make up sgesan her mind
which led to aching unfulfilment and profound sham#e morning.

That night, they watched a panel discussion orvistn between

representatives of the varying export industriethencountry. When

it was over Blake switched the set off, sayingafTimust have been
rather dull for you.'

‘Not in the least. One thing | regret about medicgithat it's a bit like
being in an enclave, we tend to talk only of meldikengs. What on
earth are Nashi pears?'

‘A Japanese fruit, shaped like an apple, very @mgpjuicy. There is a
good market for them but, like all the fruits dastl for Japan, they
have to be perfect. I've planted some on the Bd3taity property to
see if we can do it without exorbitant labour costs

Finley, who had had no idea that he owned a hditial property in
the Bay of Plenty, said, 'What about goats? Andtem sure the last
time | heard anything of either they were noxiousstp and
government hunters were culling as many as theydcfom

helicopters.'



'‘Now they catch them from helicopters." He gave &ked,
reminiscent grin. 'And very exciting it is, toowkent out after goats a
couple of years ago.'

His stories made her hair stand on end, revealingtr@ak of
recklessness which should have appalled her. Jthditishe thought
she understood it, too. The death of his father thagist him into
power when he was barely twenty, forcing him ingtaation where
the responsibilities were immense. It was no wondeat
occasionally a well-controlled streak of restlessnsurfaced, the
wild youth of twelve years ago rebelling agains tesponsibilities
he had assumed.

'It's a wonder you didn't kill yourself,' she scadid 'Jumping from the
helicopter like that! I'll bet the attrition ratégoat and deer hunters is
pretty high.'

'Oh, they're not fools, and they're a pretty tobgded. It sounds more
dangerous than it is. Anyway, didn't | hear on¢hefboys bragging

about howneata diver you are? He told me you jumped from tr
rocks into Chloe's Pool, and that must be damnadtmenty feet.'

She flushed. 'l used to dive at high school, I'allyequite competent.
| knew exactly what | was doing. But | didn't knawey were
watching.'

‘They know better than to copy you.' He watchedvign hooded
eyes. 'You're so small you inhibit my reasoningcpeses. Sorry.'

'It doesn't matter. | think that must be why | diedl to do pediatrics.
At least the children don't eye me as if I'm a stiiol masquerading
as a doctor. If 1 go into a pub | have to produceariging licence
before they'll serve me! You have no idea how faistg it can be!



'‘Don't 1?' He spoke grimly, the framework of hiscéasuddenly
prominent. 'Everyone suffers at some time from he
misconceptions.'

'You?'

He directed a flat, cold gaze at her. 'Why shoute lexempt? The
things money buys are very pleasant, but have yeu @nsidered
what it's like to be able to buy anything you waktizndship—of a
sort. Sex. Amusement. A wife.'

Finley's fingers tightened across her suddenly dpaims. She had
no idea what to say, but she had to banish thaefrdnarshness. Her
tongue touched her dry lips; she said quietly, "¥owsaying that
because you're indecently rich, people treat yauparticular way?'

'‘Recalling your lectures on psychology?' He waddarastute not to
recognise what she was doing.

Finley bit her lip, a little angry with him for sieg through her so
quickly. 'Well, is that what you mean?’

'l suppose so.' He stretched his long legs outant fof the chair he
was lounging in, his big body somehow giving an negsion of
tension. He was watching her too closely for comfas though he
sensed her unease and was rather contemptuoushedry it.

'‘Poor little rich boy!"

That brooding watchfulness vanished. He said ajpgireely, 'You're
a nasty piece of goods. Tell me that you're noaglyo know why |
married Lisa and I'll believe you.'

He was altogether too percipient. Finley wrestldth Wwer conscience
before accusing. 'You're a demon!



'l know Marie,' he said calmly. 'She's always belewious. | married
Lisa because she convinced me that she was innibtlrane and that
she'd be happy here. | had already decided thedsttime | settled
down, and | was prepared to go along with her. Buamvs, she was
beautiful enough to wake any man's libido.'

'Poor Lisa.'

He nodded, watching her from beneath lashes. 'Ghp@or Lisa.
She found life here unbearably dull, and | discedethat sex with
nothing to back it up becomes nauseating. | hadiea how stupid
she was! Behind the vivacity and the sparkle theas nothing; she
couldn't think, she just reacted. But | didn't wisdr dead.’

'l never thought you did.’

He steepled his fingers, surveying her with brightewd eyes. 'No, |
know. You're a compassionate soul, Finley. | wish weren't also a
dedicated and ambitious one. When | marry againilitbe to a
woman who won't kill herself from boredom as Lisa.'d

That hurt, a swift, shattering pang which jaggecbdigh her like
lightning. That night, instead of indulging her ignaation, Finley
went over his words, remembering reluctantly thstlof pain in his
eyes when he spoke of his wife, his cynical comgmnsion of his
motives, his refusal to pretty up his actions.

He was a complex man, subtle and difficult bendhath surface
charm, and he had warned her off with an honestgiwivas almost
brutal.

Finley wept, because it was such a waste to feglsthging in the
blood and know that it was for a man who could néeshers.

'Lust,’ she taunted herself, but her heart whigpeneother word
beginning with the same letter.



CHAPTER SEVEN
'‘No,' said Phil, very firmly.

'‘Look, | know I'm not the world's best cook, butcan follow
instructions!'

Unmoved, Phil set her hands on her hips and loBkddy over. 'You
are also several pounds too light and you st#l too easily. You're
not going to spend all day on your feet in thishk#n and still end up
with the energy to party half the night.’

‘But --'
'‘No. Blake said that you are to rest.'
'‘God has spoken!' Belligerently, Finley thrust tlein forward.

'He has indeed. He's also quite capable of makirgthat you do as
you're told.'

'‘By tying me to a bed, | suppose,' Finley said nausly.

Phil gave a sudden knowing grin. 'l doubtektwould be what he
had in mind in that case,' she said, and laughecbkar flamed
across Finley's cheeks.

‘You," she retorted loftily, 'have a dirty mind.’

'Realistic. Practical. Now, why don't you go andda swim and a
shower, wash that pretty hair and have a rest? iveil almost be
time to start getting ready.'

'| feel useless. And | am twenty-six, not ten yedds'



‘Start acting like it and | might treat you thatyyvaPhil returned
smartly. 'It's better to feel useless than exhausteu don't have to
prove anything to me. You'll spoil things for thihers if you have to
go home early tonight, or if you go wan and lingeliyou do when
you've done too much.'

Finley regarded her steadily. 'That was a low biDevious, even.’

'‘As well as being realistic and practical, | hav&oa. Being devious
comes naturally, believe me.'

Smiling, Finley gave up and retreated to the pdahguidly
swimming lengths until the heaviness in her limbsaeiraged her
out. For a short while she lay beside the podetismg with drowsy
pleasure to the sounds of the island, the harsbfcaygull breaking
into the high sweet clarity of a skylark's song,jmpatient whicker
from one of the horses, and the unrestrained bedfoavbeast further
up the valley. And over all, the soporific zithditlee cicadas' chorus,
plaintive and soothing, which blended so well wiitle anticipation
humming in the air.

When the skin on her arms and back began to tsiggdrailed up to
her room and followed the plan Phil had outline@niaging to dry
her hair before succumbing to lethargy on the bed.

It was almost dusk when she awoke and the ple&asaioinism of the
day was replaced by an excitement which turnecehes into green
jewels set in a glowing face. As she brushed theotimmass of hair
and applied make-up, Finley told herself that theas no need for
such anticipation. It was, after all, only a paitpprmally she didn't
like them much!

But her body and her heart knew what her mind exfue recognise
and, beneath the fever-bright glints in her eydwrd was a



slumbrous, patient confidence which would havefted-her had she
understood it.

Instead she allowed her gaze to drift almost césualer her

reflection, until, with a strange little shrug, sinened away from the
slender figure in the mirror. The dress suited &glain thing relying
on its cut and the slither of silk to make its goin

‘Now, no howling or carrying on,' she said to Blaglscratching his
poll. His tail wagged but ,there was awistful gtyain his gaze as it
followed her out of the room.

Blake was waiting at the bottom of the stairs, ping against a door
with the indolent grace which seemed so paradoxicalman of his
size. In the shadowed hall, his hair gleamed moffeld and she
could feel the blaze in his eyes as he watchecchere down the
stairs.

Excitement took wings within her, beating like adbin her breast.
Solemnly, slowly, she came down towards him, hessegnprisoned
by his. The beautiful line of his mouth tensed;laghes drooped and
through them she saw the authentic look of desire.

As he held out his hand he said under his bredtu burn in my
heart, Finley...'

The words were guttural, involuntary.

'Oh, don't,' she whispered, fighting the sensatwamsh licked across
her nerves.

He held her hand to his mouth, kissing first tha fimngers and then
the soft palm. She stared at the dark line of &shés, the strongly
etched lineaments of forenead and cheek and jasv,athogant,

aquiline symmetry of bone and flesh which gave laimintense,

masculine beauty.



Her hand trembled. He straightened and said hyskfigu're an

enticement | cannot resist. If | were a poet | ddell you what it does
to me when you look at me like that and | seeralgromises of the
sirens in your eyes. Forbidden—and impossible—anplogent that
every night | dream the dreams of the damned.’

The stark sincerity in his deep voice strippedwioeds of everything
but a fierce, elemental hunger.

Finley's fingers curved along the hard jut of la®/j 'Yes,' she said
with sombre intensity, and pulled his hand to heuth.

He jerked it free as if her lips were poisoned. IBag seconds the air
between them vibrated with tension. Then, as tater had come
down he retreated into himself and without the nfedany more
words they walked out of the house.

Half-way down the drive he pointed out the flat bbcloud along the
horizon which indicated a change in the weathenlelyi asked
guestions and was treated to an interesting, amlittie dissertation
on weather signs. Agreeably she quoted a few atthed garnered
from her subconscious, and then they were at theeho

Betty and Don Marchant greeted them enthusiasfice¥ith them

was a tall young man who was the guest of honaigdve Finley a
dazzled, respectful glance before shaking Blakatsdhwith even
more respect and a very obvious liking.

It was an extremely enjoyable party. The Marchdrad a lovely
garden and a wide terrace, and a keen instinaisgitality; everyone
had come to determined to enjoy themselves, anyddide As the sky
flowered into scarlet and gold before dimming teegr and the
Immense, deep blue of night, there was enoughatatkimmoderate
laughter to satisfy even the most apprehensiveostsh There was
flirtation and teasing and dancing, and then dinmes set out. Over



the superb spread there were toasts and the cel@matting of a
cake by lan, who grinned and blushed and made tg vaply to
Blake's speech.

After that, the children were tucked off to sleearious rooms and
the music became softer and more romantic. Blakedpwn his
glass, took Finley's from her and set it beside thisn with a smile
which did not reach his eyes, took her into hissarm

It was like going home. Sighing, she rested heglead against his
shoulder. The tension in him was duplicated in bet, she forced

herself to relax. This was what she had been vgafon. He was so

big, the heat from his body enfolded her; he heldds if she was the
most precious object he had ever touched. She foimdyes and

they were blank, as expressionless as his facdydngath the cheek
she turned in a cat-like gesture along his chesthieigrt beat

frantically, in time with hers.

When the tape ended he released her without lockimgr, and for
the rest of the night seemed content to let hexltnded off her feet

by the five friends of the guest of honour. She aallity dance with
each of the married men as well, and danced wéhwilo unmarried
hands on the station; she talked, she laughed\sheflirted a little.

She must have behaved quite normally. Nobody strbdr as if she
was mad, yet, as each sentence left her moutthaheo idea of its
meaning and her smiles were as empty as her words.

She did not look at Blake, she knew that he didlowk at her. But
she felt his attention, knew that his whole concdimn was as
focused on her as hers was on him.

At last the party began to break up. Children wpieked up,
farewells said. Blake carried a soundly sleepingkMa hundred
yards or so, and Finley felt as though her heastalamped in a vice.



He should have children of his own; he would beadyfather, tough
but fair, with the gentleness of the truly strong.

Then there were just the two of them walking bacthe homestead,
close but not touching. The cicada chorus had di¢dl the sunset,
but crickets were singing and, high above the tbedénd the house,
a little breeze crooned and played beneath theotiegnstars.

Finley yawned and stumbled, throwing out a handial$ caught and
she was swung up into his arms.

'Hush,' he said, and her protest died instantly.

'l can feel your heart beating.' Now, why had shd that, and in such
a smoky, provocative little voice?

'It's a wonder you're not deafened by it!
'I'm going home tomorrow.'

His hands tightened on her yielding body. 'It's kaie. If you had
really wanted to escape you should have gone itsatdiay.' There
was a moment of taut, strained silence before haecdyrimly.
'‘Except that I think | would have followed youhdppened in the first
five minutes, my heart.’

' know.'

His arms lifted his burden higher. Finley closed éyes and listened
to the thunder of his heart against his cheek. I8f@v what was
going to happen. She had known since she walkeadh dbev stairs.

Dreamily, she thought that her life had been a gmapon for this,

and the blood sang exultantly through her veingiigder skin and
glowing in her lips.



She kept her eyes closed, even when she was macadbed. It had
been pulled back and the sheets were crisp ant, feaselling of
sunlight.

‘Are you asleep?' he asked softly as he slippedrhaious little
shoes from her feet.

‘No. I'm shy.’

She felt his fingers touch the button at her brdamighter and desire
melded in his voice like two sorts of gold. 'Shatidke you to your
own chaste little bed?’

'‘No,' she whispered, peeping beneath her lashes.

One lamp glowed behind him so that he was silhedethe harsh,
proud lines of his face implacable against the goiglow. In spite of
the laughter in his voice he was not smiling. Hes vamking down at
the hand which rested with casual possession onbreast. He
looked chillingly remote.

Finley covered his hand with hers. Her heart Idéigpta wild thing.
She said nothing but in her grave eyes there wagdhhmission he
seemed to need.

'l always knew it could be like this," he whisperas his mouth came
down to hers.

She expected a fierce and hungry loving, bracesklfdor it, but his
mouth was warm and gentle, waiting until she cateehd it no longer
and her lips parted in invitation. Only then did larms slide about
her to pull her off the bed, as the force of hisskient her head back
and he explored her mouth deeply and with passan&nsity.

For a moment she was passive, until an answerisgedexploded
through her, and she responded with a wild passaibich was a



challenge and a temptation. A deep little sound diéher throat and
she gave herself up to the sensual pleasure ofgasm, of making
her own discoveries.

She was shaking when at last he lifted his heatishe turned her
head into his tanned throat and kissed the pulseetitaking an
innocent, sensuous enjoyment in the taste of gsadt s own

particular scent. With hands which shook, she fteeduttons on his
shirt and pushed it back over the breadth of hmuklers, her wide
eyes filled with the smooth expanse of him.

‘You are—magnificent,' she said, putting a fingerome of the taut
muscles.

He laughed beneath his breath and watched witlowad eyes as
she turned her head and touched her tongue tbdugcer; she lifted
an incredulous face as he shuddered.

‘Take your dress off.’
She bit a tender lip.

‘Humour me," he muttered. 'If | touch you I'd prolyaip the thing to
shreds.

She almost believed him. He looked dangerous,rassmlface fierce
and deliberate, merciless in the dim warmth ofiitia.

Carefully, deftly; she stepped free of the narr@hdgilk, rejoicing at
his sudden harsh breath. Unbidden, under that luggee her
nipples peaked in the small curves of her bredsis.whisper of silk
was loud in her ears as she tossed her dressauohair; she undid
her bra and dropped it. Then, impelled by a wamguulse she had
never before experienced she ran her hands fromdtstband of her
french pants to her breasts.



He said something, a statement of need so bldtahtshe blushed
from her hands to her forehead, and he smiledsaittj 'Come here.’

Hawk's face, wolfs smile. What am | getting intd# ghought in
sudden, useless panic, her hands falling to herisitense little fists.

He caught her and pulled her between his legs,idglder with
ruthless hands. 'lt's too late,' he said.

She began to struggle, gazing into his merciless faith dilating
eyes. He held her hands behind her, forcing henldbos back and
down, arching her back. He lowered his head andnoigth closed
over the tip of her breast as his free hand publeegelvis forward,
thrusting her against him.

Finley gasped, pierced by desire. Immediately heased her, and
she staggered, head falling forward. He caughtahnel; a moment
later, she was in bed between those crisp sheatshanwas

undressing. She watched avidly, apprehensive yedrered, her eyes
roaming the intimidating muscled power of his boker responses
were running wild, throbbing through every cell her body like

liquid fire.

When he came into the bed beside her she whispesathme in a
high, distant voice, as her eyes glazed into wadne

A long time later, when he had reduced her to neisslsurrender so
that all her fears were dispersed, he moved over3tee moaned
softly and opened for him, accepting that firsttéime probe with

tense anticipation. He was so big—and then he toek made

himself the possessor of the sweet fire within, stmel wondered why
she had ever feared this.

'Finley," he said thickly, restraint etched deehigicountenance. Her
eyes flew open. She locked her arms across his Qéarlying in the



weight of him on her, the scent of their arousdiennostrils, his taste
on her tongue as her teeth closed on to his shoulde

'‘Oh, God, don't,’ he groaned. 'You make it impdssibr me—to
control --'

Her tongue lingered on the place she had bittedorilt want you to
be in control,' she whispered, mimicking that slgantle thrust of
possession with her hips.

The gold in his eyes flamed into a conflagratiors lkps drew back
from his teeth in a primal snarl. 'Siren,' he gaspand that iron
restraint shattered into desperation.

His arms were like steel beneath her back, his lamdystrument of

pleasure so acute it was pain, demanding a respsnsgguarded and
explosive as his. Finley's hands clenched on tcchadsard as rock;
her nails scored his skin as she cried out, andtike body tightened
and she was racked with sensation, waves of ecataish set off a

shuddering release in him.

Then there was a period of golden satiety, of tbe spiral back to
reality, and some time during it Finley discovetbdt tears were
sliding down her face in silent streams. Blake hadcradled to his
shoulder and was stroking the tousled strands ohak back from
her face, making an occasional soothing noise asgsifped and
choked the tears into cessation.

'Here,' he said, proffering a handkerchief.

She blew her nose, wiped her eyes and stuffedahélerchief under
the pillow, saying weakly, 'How do people managsuovive that?
I'm sorry, you must think I'm crazy.'

'‘Not at all,' he told her politely. 'Sensory ovado that's what you're
suffering from.’



She gave a watery chuckle. 'Does anything eventlyou?'
‘That did,’' he said bluntly. 'Now go to sleep."’

She did, sliding immediately into an unconsciousnelich was too
profound to last. When she awoke it was in theefdilght before
dawn. She had expected to wake in Blake's armslbrung the night,
she had wriggled back on to her side of the vagtaral was in her
usual position, flat on her back. She turned hemdheseeking
reassurance, but he was not there. A sudden felahdraswivel her
head, and she saw him. He stood in the windowaomeholding the
curtain back, a big dark silhouette against thentéai darkness
outside.

Finley said, 'Blake?'

He turned his head. He wore trousers and noths®y ehd he looked
impossibly withdrawn, as though he had found soemsote place
where she was not welcome. He said, 'Good morning.'

She lifted herself on one elbow, trying to pieree tarkness so that
she could get some clue as to his mood from hes feit?' she asked
drily.

He let the curtain fall and came silently backe bed. 'Suffering the
usual post-coitus doubts and insecurities?' he askadally.

'‘No doubts. No regrets, either.'

He lay down beside her on top of the blankets,imigkhis hands
behind his head to stare up at the ceiling. Outaad®oster gave a
signal for dawn. It sounded sad and lonely. Finly very still,
wondering what thoughts were forming in that clewend. | love
him, she thought wearily. How stupid.

'Finley, will you marry me?’



She knew what she had heard, but she 8&fidat!'just the same.
'l want you to marry me.'

He spoke coolly, without expression or emphasishidbof emotion
showed in the striking profile. Finley didn't eveave to consider her
answer.

'‘No,' she said quietly. 'It wouldn't work, Blakeuwknow it." When he
made no reply she continued quickly, 'l know vigyare pretty rare
nowadays, but the price doesn't come that high.'

It was a misguided attempt to keep things light soghisticated, and
she wasn't surprised when he replied angrily, '‘Gnesome credit
for finesse, my dear. I'm not trying to buy yourgumity with a
wedding ring."'

Finley rather thought her heart was breaking. Reais a stone in her
chest, but she managed to say, 'I'm flatteredoofse, but --'

'Flattered?'In one deadly movement he turned and imprisoned |
with the weight of his body, a forearm on each sifleer shoulders.
He smiled, and real fear kicked in her stomachattéted,’ he
repeated thoughtfully.

His weight and the pressure of his arms tightehedtanket so that
Finley could not get her hands up from beneafrfhie slight mounds
of her breast were flattened and tender. She lagsgent, her eyes
enormous in her small face as they searched his. it®cent
comment had unleashed the devil in him. She caddtsn the quirk
of his lips, the narrowed, fierce slivers of gokhleath his eyelids.

‘Now why should an honest proposal of marriagedtatou?' he said
silkily, and lifted himself slightly so that he dduease his knee
between her legs. He looked disinterested, as thdug were



conducting an experiment with no emotional capitaested in the
result.

Finley stiffened. "You don't have to force me," shil bleakly. '‘But if
it turns you on .. .

He closed his eyes, but not before she had seeffagieof pain in
them. 'The perfect mistress,' he said harshly, rbefitcs face came
down to the vulnerable hollow of her throat.

They lay like that a long time, Finley stroking ttkeght «hair with a
loving hand.

At last he said, 'I'm too heavy,' and moved so shatwas free.
‘Are you going?'

'‘No,' he said, smiling, and slid his trousers offi @ame beneath the
sheet and took her sweetly and sensuously in ms.ar

She kissed his chin and his ears, followed thelessHine of his jaw
with her kisses, explored the virile splendourisfiody with an open
fascination which brought the breath hard and #astugh his lips.
Outside, the dawn warmed the smiling island andtioets handed
over their shift to the cicadas, but inside, behinel curtains, they
inhabited their own night world. She whispered @fd and desire,
her slurred, husky words erotic messengers.

He knew what she was doing. Although he lay stél wwas not
passive. His body reacted with subtle and wondesigihs to her
tender ministrations until at last he groaned, &td, you have the
finest natural talent for this. How do you knowkid that?... oh yes...
yes, my heart...'



It was an admission and she smiled a secret worsanls. | love
you, her heart sang but she said nothing, flowwegy diim as he lay
open to her in his enormous bed.

‘Nobody else,' he muttered, sweeping a hand uppder breast. It
has never been like this before, never.

"From tawny body and sweet small mouth
Feed the heart of the night with fire." '

Finley trembled and whispered, 'Oh, my love, myrdstlove...'
turning her face into the warmth and security ofhsurrendering in
a heady welcome which was its own reward.

He said her name, twice, and then neither spokim.agénen at last
they lay twined together in exhaustion she sleptydke in the same
position, locked against him, her small slendert@stsin his arms.

‘Swinburne,' she murmured, loathe to let the ngghtDo you like his
poetry?’

‘Not particularly, but | must admit some of it &adn the mind.' His
mouth moved against the skin of her shoulder.

'"For a day and a night
Love sang to us, played with us,
Folded us round from the dark and the light ..."

| have to get up, my heart.'

'‘And |." She buried her face in his neck, foldirgr Bhaking lips. 'l
didn't know that it would be like this.'

The cynicism she so disliked hardened his voita. sure there's a
guotation to cover that, too, something on thedlitteat everything



has to be paid for one way or another. | suspedt fibr us the
payment has only begun.’

The cloud which had been in the sky the night leefad crept past
them during the night but, as he had predictedindebthe weather

had changed. The dreamy, sensuous ambience of sunasgone.

The sky was as clear, but it had a polished lob&;dun shone as
brightly but the air was brisk rather than drowsy.

After breakfast, Blake left to draft a mob of catltom the other side
of the island. She did not ask him to stay. He juasas bound, by
discipline as she. He worked harder and longershthan any of his
employees.

So Finley packed and went around to say her goajlsgartled by
the open regret with which her decision was greeted

'‘But of course, we'll be seeing more of you,' Baétgrchant said
cheerfully, her mild eyes curious.

Smiling with painful determination, Finley returnachon-committal
answer but, as she walked back to the homesteadvahhurt by the
knowledge that she was not likely to see anyonm fiMdotuaroha
again.

Nor the house, serene in its golden stone, unlessaw it from the
sea. Perhaps she might see the outline of thedisteshe travelled
north from Auckland but she doubted that she wbeldble to pick it
out from the other islands in the gulf. And she i{doomever come
back. Motuaroha and all who lived on it belongeth® past.

Why couldn't you have been a different person? dd&manded
bleakly of the absent owner.

But the notion was ludicrous. Blake loved his lagicew sustenance
from his acres and his work. Just as she did. He avéarmer, he



could not live in Auckland, and she could live n@an else but in a
city.

Hot tears scalded her eyes. Under Blackie's worgede she
collapsed on to a chair on the terrace and wegttiyl

'‘Nothing good comes of meddling with Blake's affaiput the last
time | walked past a weeping woman in this house dibd a few
hours later." Phil's cool tones were completelyatance with the
concern she couldn't hide.

Finley sniffed inelegantly and wiped her eyes. Weice, though
ragged, was staunch. 'You needn't worry, I'm neemito grand
gestures or suicidal impulses.'

‘Suicidal impulses weren't Lisa's style, she wasdreedy, but she
was certainly a great one for grand gestures. Jiatv she died.
Stupidly." Phil sat down, watching Finley warilthe was such a
stupid woman, you have no idea. She used to compktause he
wouldn't spend half his life escorting her round 8ocial life she

thought she deserved, she nagged and whined aed, emd she
thought she could get away with it because shestvamiing to look

at. Why did you decide to go home? | thought youewgoing to

spend another week here.'

Finley said nothing. After a moment Phil said exasgedly. 'It
doesn't seem fair!'

'Life is frequently unfair,' Finley returned. 'l ta stay, my work
means too much. I'd end up like—well, like Blakéé'd gone to live
in Auckland. 'Into her mind there came an imagéiaf as he had
been the day after they met, half-naked as he raheaeh in around
the post. He could have sent someone else to d@igbably hadn't
been necessary to work like that. Yet he had dometh a fierce,

elemental enjoyment in his skill and his strengtig afterwards he



had sat beneath the tree and looked out overgglkim and his love
for it had been so plain that she should havetheftisland that day.
Instead, lured by a hunger she had barely underssbe had stepped
into the forbidden country of his heart, and likany trespassers, she
was not the only one to pay the price.

'No great damage done,' she said in a metallicevdltve had a
marvellous holiday and I'll have a week to get atidt will give me
time to organise some sort of babysitter for ounirea friend here.’

Blackie wagged his tail and jumped up to lick heinc
‘You've decided to keep him?'

'Yes.' Finley took his paws and guided him backht ground. 'l
didn't realise how much | needed a dog until hesehue.'

'l wish things had worked out,' Phil said. 'I'veokkm Blake all my life
and believe me, a better man it would be hard ta.fiHe
deserves—oh, forget it!"

The ferry left the hotel at three in the afterno&ha quarter past two
Phil's husband presented himself.

' Doesn't look as though Blake's going to be ablmake it in time,'
he said awkwardly. 'Something must have come lipake you over
if you're ready.’

'‘Packed and ready to go.'

In accordance with immutable law, the trip backnse¢ much
shorter than the drive out. Finley responded to tmeerful

conversation directed her way and watched the sgndcres go by,
grass and fences and plantations, prosperous fokatihe true love

that held Blake's heatrt.



Once within the hotel boundaries she relaxed. He ma going to
come. It was cruel, yet by far the kindest way.

'Here we are,’ Phil's husband announced unnedgssgaawing up in
the paved courtyard with a flourish. 'I'll just getur bags out—what
the hell's going on in there?'

From behind the doors a small commotion resolvedifitinto a
prostrate man and a group of people. Finley junipmad the vehicle
and raced in, realising immediately that the marm Whelt by the
recumbent form was just as alarmed as the reseabilookers.

'Oh, thank God!" That was the manager, ferventvamdied. 'l think
it must be his heart. He just collapsed.'

Finley lifted an eyelid and checked the ominousliegcent artery in
the neck before beginning external heart comprassio

‘Have you rung the police?' she demanded.
The manager nodded vigorously. 'The helicoptergsomay.'
'‘Good. There must be someone here who can do noutiouth?’

One of the waitresses knelt, nodding as Finley,s@ide breath to
every five pressures, OK?' She turned her hedtetananager. 'How
long will the helicopter be?'

'‘About twenty minutes.'

'See if there's anyone else who can do mouth-toimaeutl you?
Cardiac massage, too,’

'Sure, fine.'

‘And get rid of these people.’



Half an hour later, as she walked off the lawn Wwhserved as a
helicopter landing pad, she pushed hair which vaaspdwith sweat
back from her face with a hand which shook slightlyhad been a
relief to turn the patient over to the duty doatothe chopper and to
know that she had given the patient a better chai®ervival than he
would otherwise have had.

From behind her the manager said, "'Thank God yawedr He just
dropped like a stone. | didn't know what to .do.’

'‘Perhaps you should take first aid lessons? Don'thave a nurse in
evidence?'

‘Yes, but would you believe it?—it's her day ofheSwvent to town
this morning.' He nodded at the ferry which wasitug into the bay.
‘She'll be on that.'

'l think I'd organise a replacement on her days Bihley suggested
drily.

He nodded, frowning, then said with something liedief, 'Oh,
there's Blake. | saw him come a while ago but leensel to disappear
when the chopper came down.'

And there he was, so alien to the luxurious atmespthat he should
have looked completely out of place. Instead, thadigh he was in
dusty working clothes, he dominated, drawing adrgirspeculative
eyes.

Finley's love broke into life inside her, expandelied her with a
fierce possessive pride.

'Hi,’ she said, unable to hold back the smile thdiated her face.

He smiled back but his golden eyes were watch¥idu 'look very
competent when you're being a doctor.’



‘Thank you.'

He touched her cheek then turned to the managegan@®e a
bathroom for Miss MacMillan," he commanded. 'Youn d¢ell me
what happened and how you plan to avoid a repetitibile she's
showering.'

‘But the ferry,' Finley protested.
He looked at her. "It will wait.'
It would, too. Perhaps he owned it as well as thitelh

Twenty minutes later he walked beside her downjettg. No one
seemed annoyed at the unexpected delay, but Fi@syoo troubled
to have noticed.

'If I ring you, will you go out with me?' he asked.
'l think it's better not to, don't you?'

The bright head moved in a decisive nod. 'Oh yes,sure it's far
more sensible. Butif | ring ...?"

'‘No,' she said, harshly, quickly. If she alloweis tio drag on it could
only end in desolation and despair. She had mazlaght decision,
she simply had to stick to it.

He was quite impassive, the strong features ruggetthe bright
sunlight, but something leapt into life beneath llaishes and she
could feel his rejection of her stand as clearlyf &g shouted it.

He said nothing, however, and they came, unspeatarige ferry. A
man stuck his head out of the cramped wheel-houdecalted a
cheerful greeting to Blake, his interested gazesttimg from Finley's
shuttered expression to Blake's, and back again.



'How's Rosa?' Blake asked after replying.
'Fit as a buck rat. Yourself?'

'‘Could be worse.' Suitcase in hand, he swung dmetdoat, tossed a
comment to a deckhand which made him grin broaadig, held out a
hand to Finley.

'l can manage,' she said resolutely, but she oltgesilent summons
and let him help her on to the ferry. Blackie jumh@eross and sat
down with his head alertly poised on one side. Blatcase was
passed over to the deckhand.

‘Take care,' Blake said quietly, and stepped barckoothe wharf,
striding along it without a backward glance.- Finlesade an odd
little grimace, then went through the door into tigin cabin. She sat
down, keeping her gaze towards the gulf. Blackyeola her feet and
went to sleep.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IT wAas warm in the cabin, and cheerful. The gulf wasttéelmore
choppy than it had been on the way across, buirtkk breeze drove
the yachts with speed and gallantry, so that thensaseemed filled
with their sails, glowing in all shapes and coloansl sizes, swaying
and straining towards home.

Islands slid by, beautiful, beach-bordered, ana ttieere was the
olive-green bulk of Rangitoto the interloper, hdrligom the fiery

depths of the earth a few hundred years ago. Excubeats threaded
their way between yachts, a massive containerdgshgrfed all about
it, making its passage along the empty corridorai@ls the docks,
and launches and runabouts left creamy wakes behgid noisy

engines.

At the wharf the ferry pilot said, 'lIf you wait amate, I'll help you up
with that suitcase. The stairs are pretty steep.'

Nice of him, Finley thought, and waited patientlyile the other
passengers got themselves and their luggage offirideed at her,
swung on to the steps and shifted the suitcaséniatother hand.

'‘Been staying with Blake, have you?'
'Yes.'

'Nice place he's got. Wouldn't be the same hanagbout the Cairds
at Motuaroha. His grandfather was an old Yartaun)deat nails for
breakfast—no trouble. Blake's just as tough buddesn't show it as
much.’

'l had a marvellous holiday.'



He grinned again and guided her through the bugldio the
pavement. 'Ah, here we are,' he said, indicatinguéing taxi. 'Blake
thought you might have a bit of

trouble getting one so | organised it over theaadi

He cut short Finley's thanks by speaking to theedyiwho handed
him a sheet of paper to sign. "There you go,' it %8l signed for.
See you.'

'‘Goodbye. Thank you.'

Finley gave the driver her address and climbedtimeataxi. Blackie
scrambled in and sat pressed against her legsuzsle on her knees
as he stared apprehensively up at her. After duaqtnllity of the
island Auckland, even in its Sunday afternoon guises too big and
too busy. No matter that everyone was dressedsumat@lothes, that
the people heading for the buses were laughingsanturned and
weary, they seemed alien, almost threatening. yimbnted nothing
more than to be back with Blake.

When the taxi drew up in a leafy street not fanfrine hospital she
felt a tired relief mingled with depression. Herfhaf the house
seemed minuscule after the homestead's spacioosr@&@mall and
very ordinary. Without much enthusiasm she pushedlows open
to dispel the stale air. The lawn needed mowingthetgarden was
gay with hibiscus and dahlias.

A knock on the door heralded Sue Browning fromftaenext door.
'‘What happened?' she demanded, warm brown eyesealas they
scanned Finley. "You're supposed to have anothek.wemember
what happened last time you went back too earlg! yau all right?’

Finley smiled. 'l fell in love,' she said simplgnd | ran.’



Sue's mouth dropped open. Blackie stopped bristirrglvance. Still
staring, Sue extended her hand for him to sampesriiffed politely
then sat back on his haunches.

'‘Come and have a cup of peppermint tea,’ Sue uryed. look
whacked. Bring Old Faithful with you.'

Sue and her husband Brett were both teachers, tskiee docal
primary school, he at one of the city's high schodhey were saving
frantically to buy a house, putting off their plaies a family until
they were financially secure. Sue had decided dtadfieine was
poison, so she served her long-suffering husbaddreemds a variety
of herb teas. Some were pleasant, others strmtlihe dedicated.

'‘Brett's out sailing,' Sue said as she led thewexy door. "You might
have seen him on the way in.'

'Him and ten thousand others."
‘Meet Pippa, the latest member of the Browning gi

A sinuous cream and brown kitten was draped albadgbaick of an
armchair, gazing at them with mad, slightly croseges.

'‘Blackie—no!" But, although both women watched virégpidation,
Blackie advanced soberly towards the chair. Whely anshort
distance away, he sat down and regarded the Sidatesgewith his
head on one side.

'l thought dogs chased cats,' Finley muttered.

'l thought cats ran away from dogs. Hey, look at'thdon't believe
it!’

For the kitten leapt down from the chair, pickedsed up from a
rather undignified landing and advanced enthusakyi towards



Blackie. The entranced dog lowered himself to kitevel, his tail
wagging furiously. The Siamese began what coulgl balconstrued
as flirtation.

‘Talk about shameless!" Sue began to laugh. 'Ksl@s though we
have a pair of soul mates here.’

It did indeed. Sipping peppermint tea both wometctived as cat and
dog went, side by side, to sleep. Sue describeddimmihad bought
the kitten, and then Finley told how Blackie hadj#ced her, and
gave a brief account of the past two weeks. An @aicawhich Sue
interpreted with devastating accuracy.

'‘Boy, you certainly chose a big one, didn't you?

Everyone knows about the Cairds, of course. | rebegnthe
publicity when the hotel was opened. Great fanfa¥e$ much about
your man, he's apparently a man who values higagyivbut quite a
lot about his wife. | remember the fuss when slegldioo. Lots of
juicy speculation.'

'‘He's not my man.'
‘No?'
‘No!'

'Suit yourself, but if that's the impression youwven give, don't say
his name too often. Your voice takes on a distytethder intonation.
What went wrong, love?'

'‘Oh Sue, there's no future. He won't live anywladse, and I've got
my life planned!



Sue's brows lifted. 'Got as far as futures togetdet it? Quick
workers, both of you. Two weeks, Finley! You cdadrn to love
anyone in two short weeks.'

'l know."' Finley drained her cup and set the sadeéiantly back on
the table. 'I've told myself that, said all thesble things. But—oh,
Sue, it was incredible. We looked at each othet,ljke in the films,
and that was it.'

'That was attraction.’

'It was a recognition." A bitter little smile makder older. "Whatever it
was, it's impossible. If | gave up my career I'dcgazy.'

'‘Oh, no, you couldn't do that. Not after all yowardh work. What
about him? Couldn't he sell—well, no, | suppose Bot he doesn't
have to live on the island, surely? He's someaaitcoon, he's got
interests all over the place. Couldn't he buy tmeson the outskirts
of Auckland and look after his empire from there?'

Finley shook her head. 'He needs space,' sheisatys'lt would be
like blindfolding an eagle. | couldn't ask him t@ake such a sacrifice,
not when I'm not prepared to make a similar one.’

'l see.' Plainly Sue didn't, but she realised Hialey was very close
to exhaustion. 'In that case, you're just goinigatee to forget him. Or
get him out of your system, whichever is the easies

'‘Once | get back to work it'll be easy.'

'Of course it will." Sue was good at pretendingy. tiNow, have
another cup of tea, and I'll make you glad youlsto@an easy option
like medicine instead of taking your life in youairtds by teaching.'

Finley listened to tales about Sue's eight-year-@ldd,laughed, and
then Brett came home and they decided to go outeanghizza for



dinner, and with their help and some red wine kimlas able to push
her despair to the furthest limits of her consanass.

Somehow she managed to get through the next wdek.wsote
polite little bread-and-butter letters and posteirtiwith relief, then
threw herself into redecorating her bedroom, sinigwld wallpaper
and hanging new, repainting, even buying a newaspaad curtains.

'l like it," Sue enthused, covertly surveying riw toom but its owner.
‘Sophisticated. That spread picks up the colowoaof hair. And the
green is exactly the right contrast to those lovalyny shades. You
look like a wood nymph.'

‘A nymph? She's tried to camouflage herself outxadtence.' Brett
was not romantic. 'l can only see you when you m&, it's very
fetching. The only thing wrong is the dog. Acceotdlack are not
suitable. Why not trade him in for a corgi?'

Both women regarded him with horror while Blackienged and
scratched at an itchy spot on his ribs.

‘Blackie," Finley said brightly, 'is the small bnet | never had.’

‘And Pippa is the little sister Blackie never kneSue looked at both
animals affectionately. 'What are you having fomdr, Finley?'

'Dinner?"

‘Dinner. You know, food, stuff you eat. It keepsuyadjve. You don't
look as though you're having more than a noddingiaintance with
it at the moment. Let's go and get Chinese.’

Finley capitulated. She knew that starving hersgf no sensible
way to behave. Some women emptied the refrigenatwen they
were unhappy; misery made her feel a faint but stakable nausea
which put her completely off food.



It had to be better when she went back to work.

It should have been. As usual, she was stretch@tetbmit on duty
and the paperwork hadn't diminished. Nor had theelanumber of
hours, or the stress of knowing that lives and aveltiepended on the
decisions she made. Everything was as it used.t&\erything but
Finley, and she was withering away with a brokeartie

At first she thought that will-power could overcomeand indeed,
she was able to prevent the shaming bouts of gglfoy force of
will. But the empty, weary despair which shadowes Hays and
made intolerable the restless nights could not Iamished.
Sometimes she thought she could taste it, heavyaand on her
tongue, and whenever her eyes fell on a tall bload her heart leapt
In sickening, jarring supplication. She felt rawg #nough some
necessary part of her had been torn away and tbadieft exposed
and bleeding.

She was suffering all the agonies of love unf@dtill What made it
worse was her realisation that Blake was probalffgsng too; it did
not help to discover that the career for which lsaé given him up
failed completely to take his place.

There must be an ending, she told herself, as susidento autumn
and the memories of those weeks on the island bemaecede
behind the realities of everyday existence. This paust go, it could
not continue to eat like an acid into the fabridef life.

'‘Come and sample some grapes with me," she initedone hot
afternoon.

'‘Oh, don't they look delicious! Where did you detrh?'

‘The parents of one of the children who was diggdditoday own a
vineyard. They brought in a huge box and thesengrshare.’



'Mmm. Beats an apple for the teacher any day. tchgaur phone
ringing for ages this morning after you left.'

‘They'll ring again."'

But that night she found herself staring at thegkbne, willing it to
ring. When it remained obstinately silent she wastionally

convinced that it had been Blake trying to contaet. She found
herself looking him up in the directory; there waot many Cairds in
it, but his name was there.

It would be crazily stupid to ring Blake, but shadhClary Caird's
number ...

'‘No," she said angrily, startling Blackie. With laaking hand she
replaced the directory. If she contacted Clarywgbeld hear news of
Blake, and that would destroy all her efforts so &he had gone this
far, she had to continue.

"You don't look as though you've got over your pnenia fully,’ one
of the house surgeons observed the next day.

Finley was used to parrying observations like ttiterhaps | should
prescribe myself a tonic.'

He grinned. 'Better yet, why not come to a partyreveiving
tomorrow night?'

'Oh, Tim, | --'

'You need something to take you mind off whateves that's giving
you those dark circles under your eyes. I've seebeoved registrar
looking at you askance.'



The registrar was a pleasant, rather austere womvhnse

pragmatism was underlined by a warm compassion hwhauld

never have been mistaken for sentimentality. Fialyired her and
was a little afraid of her.

‘Then I'd better start wearing cover-stick,' shid gioomily.

"To hide the circles? You could try it, | suppaséiough nothing will
convince me that she doesn't see right throughetortarrow in your
bones.'

‘You're probably right.'
‘About this party
Finley made a sudden decision. 'l'd like to corank you.'

Normally she would have enjoyed herself very muidim's parties
were always fairly low-key affairs with superb foadd music, and a
lot of cheerful conversation. His wife saw to thesiec, Tim the food.

This one was well up to standard. Finley drankasglbf white wine
then switched to soda water, flirted companionaiith a couple of

unattached males, one an old friend from medidabaic the other a
friend of a friend who stood out in the mainly neadigathering by
being a horticulturalist from the Bay of Plenty. Bygking him

guestions about his work she felt ridiculouslyrasugh he was a link
with Blake. He was a kiwi-fruit grower and he wouldve liked to

monopolise her all evening, but, ignoring his pateterest, she
introduced him after a while to another woman ariftied! on.

A pleasant evening, she decided as she drove Honeshe would
repeat. Too much solitude, however much she crayedvas
unhealthy.



That night, for the first time since she had coneenf, she slept
soundly. When she woke she told herself that skieblean right, it
was only a matter of time, the process of healed legun.

It was, therefore, disheartening that the pain reethjust as intense.
Although she now functioned more like her usuditbe sensation of
despair, of aloneness, was always there. Slowlyh i kind of
appalled reluctance, she was forced to admit thekeBhad become
necessary to her. She longed for the physical maficheir
lovemaking but as much, she yearned for his conopahip, the
strange completeness it gave her to be with hirardtvas the mental
exhilaration of their conversation, the warm lagghthe Tightness
of it all.

She thought of him incessantly, yet when one ewgsire picked up
the telephone receiver she did not at first recsghis voice.

'Finley?'
'Yes. Who—eh!'

'‘Would you like to have dinner with me some timetneeek?' he
asked bluntly.

Her fingers clenched white on the receiver. Sheilsheefuse—she
had to refuse. But there were limits to willpoweYes,' she
whispered.

There was no change of intonation in his voiceralief or pleasure.
‘Are you free Friday night?'

'Yes.'
'‘Good. Any preferences? Ethnic, French --?'

'‘No. No, | don't mind.' Provided I'm with you.



'I'll see you around seven. Goodbye.'

She had plenty of time to castigate herself for Wweakness but,
although she tried, her heart was not in it. Forsdahe moved in a
dazed, incandescent glow of happiness which litsmeall face to
radiance.

On Friday her eyes were glittering and she hadstfaundation to
tone down the flush of excitement across her chasdd Since
coming back she had not bothered to have her baindts usual
smooth page-boy, and it was pow far too long f@hsstication, so
she swept it into a tidier knot than her workinglest holding it in
place with silver combs she had inherited fromrhether.

Because the evenings were cooler than they haddreéme island,
she wore a light velvet blazer over a matchingsiofsose pink silk.
As extremely high heels made her look ridiculous $teoes were
medium-heeled but they were slender courts, a farfrom the

strappy little sandals she had worn on Motuaroha.

When the doorbell rang she checked her desirestotaiopen it. Just
as well, because it was Sue who stood there.

'You do look lovely,’ she said, beaming. 'l camedse if you'd like us
to baby-sit Blackie.'

Blackie had settled very well to life with Finlgy,obably because he
spent a lot of time with Sue and Pippa.

'He doesn't howl any more.' Finley wavered.

'‘He might start again,’ Sue said cunningly. 'AnywRyppa adores it
when he comes over. I'll get his sheepskin, sRall |

' can --'



'‘Don't you dare. Black dogs hairs will not add &iryg to madam's
ensembléShe slid past Finley and emerged a few secomneisvisih
dog and sheepskin. 'There, all is under control.’

Her glance moved past Finley, settled with eager@st on a point
beyond. 'Oh, boy,' she breathed inelegantly.

Anticipation leapt to a sickening crescendo in &yd heart. She
turned, smiling to cover her confusion, and thexeMas, bigger than
she remembered, infinitely more attractive, intoést which managed
to be both elegant and casual while they outlinel flagrant
masculine appeal.

If either of the other two noticed that Finley'seewobbled as she
made the introductions neither indicated it. Blaked that relentless
unconscious charm and Sue went under like a drgaeoman.

‘Nice neighbour," Blake commented, as he slid Fino the front
seat of a superb Jaguar.

'She's a darling." When he got in she feasted iies ®n him,

throwing caution over her shoulder like a good lwtiarm. Her
hungry heart fed on his presence with delicatedyrglee could never
have enough of him. She could worry about tomowsopainful

approach when it came.

Her recklessness lasted through drinks at a smalfious restaurant
in Parnell, where the waiters wore red cummerbuwitkstheir dinner

jackets and the tables were adorned with roseshwiitised the
perfumes of old Persia. Something in the decormded Finley of

Granada and Moorish Spain, of the hidden passibAsaby. She felt

Victorian and romantic and reckless.

They talked softly but intensely, conveying muchrenthan the
words, so lost in each other that the arrival & fbod came as an
interruption and a shock.



Normally Finley would have relished the superb maal it could
have been hamburger for all she noticed, the wsteagp red instead
of being a French name. In fact, she probably wotldhve noticed if
it had been water.

‘You're thinner," he said, the hard-bitten featues®aling nothing.

Her shoulders lifted. 'I'm back at work." It was amoswer and they
both knew it. 'Anyway, you look as though life Hasen hectic for
you, too.'

He gave her an ironic smile, his eyes lingeringhen mouth. 'lI've
been missing you.'

'‘Good,' she said, giddiness making her incautidns.glad I'm not
the only one to have suffered.’

‘But you knew that we would before you left me,rdiggou?'

She nodded, her lips twisting. 'We should neverehbeen so
foolhardy.'

'‘Coward,' he taunted softly.
‘Well, what if | am? | didn't want to fall in lowgith you.'

The wine glowed scarlet in the thin crystal goblétsaptured the
light and transformed it into a trembling pool afefon the table
which bathed Finley's fingers as she drank reckle$se room was
cleverly lit to enhance the romantic, sensuousrenment; lamps
warmed Finley's hair into brilliance and emphasishd harsh
masculine character engraved in Blake's face. Hkeld at her and
she knew how a specimen must feel, pinned out gposed.



Very quietly he said, 'Is there any possibility tty@u might be
pregnant? | took no precautions that night. | cotlthink past the
fact that | had to have you or go mad.’

Was that the reason for this unexpected invitatiGhagrin almost
made her snap an answer but she saw the hungereaddhe was
trying to hide, and she said slowly, 'No, I'm oe fRill. There are
other reasons than contraception for using it.’

He made no reply but she saw something, quicklgldnd in his
expression which made her ask incredulously, '[oid kope that |
might be?'

'It could have made a decision easier,' he saithasgyh the words
were sour in his mouth.

She shook her head. 'Blake, that's no basis foriagar Besides, |
can't—lwon'tgive up my work.'

He must have recognised her determination becaisaitl nothing
more on that subject. Tentatively, she broke thmesdesilence by
relating an incident which had occurred at the habp few days
before.

He listened, even smiled at its hilarious concladiat, when she had
finished, he said wryly, 'l find that I'm jealoufstbe fact that your life

has no place for me, my heart,' and steered theecsattion into other
channels.

The rebuff was pointed and hurtful. Finley would farget it but she
forced herself to overlook it. She had tried so/veard to forget how
superb a companion he was, well-read, with an wejsisceptical
way of exploring issues which contrasted with he&renemotional
attitudes, and now every sentence he spoke readadnis effect on
her. They struck sparks off each other; he madéhivék, probing for
the reasons to her statements so that she fousdlihéefending her



views with more depth than she had ever used hefdeewas,

however, no bigot. Although he had strong viewsmmst subjects he
was prepared to listen and evaluate a contraryna@gti He was
fascinating. He was brilliant. He was her loverd @he grew drunk
on his presence.

Over coffee she looked up and the awareness strdddee sheet
lightning between them, all-consuming, fiercelyneémtal.

'Let's go,' he said on an odd, thick note.

Out in the car he asked curtly, 'Do you want to @@ To a
night-club?’

'No.' Her answer came swiftly, without time for tigint.

Against the light from the street lamps his profilas hewn granite
but, as he set the car in motion, she knew thahakepleased him.
Neither spoke all the way back but as he switcHethe engine she
asked, 'Coffee?'

Again he smiled. 'Why not?' he said.

She made the coffee and they drank it, talking tushile the
undercurrents ran deep and strong between thenm Blake took
her empty cup and set it beside his, turning tiegtis arm about her
shoulders and pull her across his lap. He did sstiker immediately,
although he must have been conscious of her nediidacaresses.
For long moments he surveyed her, his forefingamig the soft line
of her lips, while the passion he had kept subdaledvening took
mastery of his features.

At' last, when her nerves were screaming with faigin, he said
with an odd little sigh, "That smile has hauntedsmnee you left, your
smile and your green eyes, and your quick brainyamuot generous
heart. You left loneliness behind you.'



'l brought it with me," she whispered, capturing hand so that she
could kiss the inside of his wrist. It was warm asngewy, and she
thrilled to the feel of his life- force pumping tugh the blue veins.

'Did you? Doesn't your precious vocation fill ydide as completely
as you thought?' As if to purge himself of angelifted her so that he
could reach her mouth with his own, and forcedpero with casual
mastery to search out the deep; warm places within.

'l love you," she whispered when he lifted his heie blatant
savagery of the kiss exciting her into recklessness

He smiled a little disbelievingly and kissed therdsaway. Behind
her closed eyelids her pupils dilated, almost bangsthe green fire.
Suddenly, fiercely, her body arched in supplication

'In time, in time."' The words were slurred and shaw;, beneath them,
she heard an elemental satisfaction. 'We havedit,rmy heart, my
lovely one. All night, to do whatever we like.'

Her lashes flew up. A strange, feral little souadaged her throat and
she insinuated her hand through the front of his. gkt that moment
she hated him because he was still completely mtrgb It became
imperative for her to reduce him to the same abjestd which
swamped her. So she called on primitive, long- mddstincts, her
mouth curving into a blind, siren's smile, and asrthe heated width
of his chest her fingers were light and tantalisagythey stroked
through the light dusting of hair to the taut skeiow.

He watched her with narrowed, intent eyes, his maut inflexible
line above the strong chin. But she felt his heass a beat and then
begin to pick up speed, and that feline smile deegeand she
nuzzled her face into his chest, finding a flat enalpple with her
teeth through the fine material of his shirt, ammistening it with her
tongue.



He muttered something, it could almost have beerurge and,

ruthlessly denying her the choice, pushed her deebsr waist with

shaking, impatient hands. She wore only a halfistipeath it, so that
she was exposed to his heated gaze. Tremblingyatahed as his
hand stroked towards the small pink tip of her stelaassion, fierce
and primitive and mindless, surged through her siné twisted,

pulling ineffectually at his shirt.

He laughed beneath his breath and stood as effsistlas if she were
weightless, his mouth over hers silencing any pteteHer mouth
flowered under his, her small hands gripping tigirilcase he set her
down to soon.

'l like carrying you," he said, as he shoulderesl \Wway into her
bedroom.

She drew a long, shuddering breath. 'Because ieshg&u feel big
and strong?'

He reacted to the taunt in her words with a migslemile. 'lambig
and strong,' he said and slid her slowly, delil@dyathe length of his
body so that his arousal was patently obvious to'hdon't have to
prove it. You feel good in my arms, sleek and smadl graceful, as if
you had been made to fit me.’

Slowly he knelt, kissing her throat, the tight loell of her navel as if
it were her mouth, pushing her dress and the skiittfg/slip to her
ankles. "You fit me perfectly,’ he said deep inthieat.

Finley gasped and threaded her fingers througipafe glimmer of
his hair to hold that tormenting mouth againstireast. She wanted
him so much that her body was aching with hunget,aystrange
tenderness held her still.

'l love you.' The words were wrung from her and slezl to silence
them in his hair, but his lashes lifted againstdesrsitive skin:



'‘And | you,' he said as though each syllable hBda.much. So much,
my heart

He welcomed her fumbling attempt to undress himgibld of desire
blazing in his heavy-lidded eyes.

Passion darkened his skin, pulling it tight ovee tmagnificent
arrogant framework of his face so that all emot\@s stripped from
his expression. Only the sensual line of his bothpnexposed the
warmth she knew existed behind the stark mask sifele

When at last he stood with her, all powerful gracel muscled
strength, she said very simply, 'You are beautiful.

‘And you are the woman...'

His voice trailed away. The muscles moved in hisodh as he
swallowed, and he said harshly, 'Get into bed," @hén she did he
came down beside her and with hands that shookliege-learn the
slender contours of her body.

He was experienced and clever, he knew what to deake a woman
receptive. Yet Finley realised that for him thisswa new and
uncharted territory of the heart. When his moutithed her breast it
was like the first time for him, every sensationsivad new and
untarnished like fresh-minted gold, transformed thye strange
alchemy of love.

And for her the raw sexuality of this mating, wifdgry, exhausting,
was as fulfilling as that tender, careful initiation his bed on the
island. Led by sensations and emotions which alesead intensified
she incited him, she gasped and moaned and gasefiterhim with
such primal urgency that his control snapped, antbbk her with a
passion akin to ferocity, the desperation she ree&den him.



Yet, she thought dreamily as she lay against hithenaftermath,
listening to their hearts slow down, there had be®oruelty in their
loving. Even at the height of the sensory stormciviiiad enveloped
them he had been considerate with his great striedgsiring to give
as much pleasure as he received.

He had succeeded, oh, so well. Pleasure, she thdughsily, her
mouth moving softly over his warm damp skin. Shd deowned in
it, sobbed with a surfeit of it, moaned her pleasiarthe moon and
shuddered at his deep, gasping cry as their conlpleasure soared
into ecstasy.

‘How the hell did you manage to stay a virgin s@l® he asked on a
yawn, running a completely possessive hand dowihday.

She laughed and kissed his chest. 'l didn't knomag like that. If |
had | might have succumbed years ago.'

'‘Really?' Where he summoned the energy from sh&tdidow, but
he flipped her on top of him, his hands cupping faee so that he
could scan her face. 'l rather got the idea thathad made a moral
choice.'

‘Well, | thought it was too, but | think it mightalie been straight
self-protection. After my mother left my father sbmbarked on a
series of affairs. I think she hoped to find hee drue love but as |
saw her grow more and more disillusioned | decidedt's not for
me.'

'‘Love affairs, with or without sex, shouldn't emddisillusion.’

‘You're the expert on those," she said cheerfulipparently my
mother didn't know the rules. Or she expected taohmWhatever, |
never wanted anyone enough to break my own rules.’

‘Not even the man you were engaged to?'



She smiled sleepily. 'No, not even him. Lookinglhdahink that's
probably why he wanted to marry me. He was usedjuitk
conguests and | suppose it was a blow to his egmwrefused to go
to bed with him. So he wooed me and we got engaged.

‘Thereby satisfying that ego. He sounds like a eted fool.'

Finley gave a choked laugh and dropped her hedd brs chest. 'l

think he must have been. | started to regret digit away. He
wanted a big wedding, all the trimmings, and heastbhinting that |

give up medicine. | found the parties he went twedibly dreary, all

business-orientated and false, and it wasn't lofqyé&¢ realised that
he was selfish and totally single-minded when ineato getting

ahead.' She yawned. 'I'm sure he'll turn up oneagathe ruthless
head of his firm.’'

‘Unlikely," Blake said. 'Self-servers rarely getthe top echelons.
They don't see clearly enough beyond their ownséelhterests. |
feel sorry for the man.’

Why?"

'‘Because he was the first to run against that dédic of yours. |

think the reason you won't marry is the same asrélason you
wouldn't go to bed with anyone; you use your waskaa excuse to
avoid intimacy.'

The idea was laughable, but she was too tiredftderdt. Sleepily,
she murmured, 'Then what am | doing here?’

"You met someone who was safe.' He tucked her édsnd, pulling
the sheets and blankets up. Through waves of ettbawghe heard
him finish grimly, 'Because there is no way we oaarry, you and I.
So you can enjoy an affair with me, safe in thevkiedge that | won't
expect you to give yourself entirely to me. Aftér mistresses aren't
expected to surrender everything. That's stricthyfives.'



She should have told him that he was wrong but) egeshe began to
compose an answer, she was asleep.



CHAPTER NINE

SHE woke to sunshine across the room, the smell deecdnd no
memory of those last words. Smiling, stretching, discovered quite
a few well-used muscles as she hauled herself bpdrpreparatory
to getting out of it. Through the half-open dooe $teard the scritch-
scritch of Blackie's nails as he came towardshe &dn't hear Blake
but he was in front of the dog, carrying a tray.

Suddenly shy, she pulled the sheet up to coverlieaad smiled
rather mistily at him, He wore his trousers andhimg else. He
looked gorgeous.

He set the tray down and bent to drop a kiss ombse. 'Why is there
no food in your kitchen?'

'Oh, | don't eat much,' she said vaguely.

'So | notice. I've made some toast, after cuttihg cather impressive
culture of penicillin from the side of the loaf. die's honey in the
pot.’

He had set the tray with her pretty china and addgaray of summer
jasmine in an egg-cup. The sweet, cloying perfum#e flowers
blended with the aroma of the coffee. Finley walused with a
sensation of well- being so perfect that it was harcontain.

'How did Blackie get in?' she asked, smiling ratliaat the dog as
she buttered toast.

'l heard your neighbours stirring half an hour @ago, so | went out
and renewed our acquaintance. Blackie seemed &ageake sure
that you were still intact.'

'Oh, lord,’ she said, amusement and chagrin blgndin some
disharmony in her countenance. 'Bang goes my reputa



'‘Does it matter?' * Something in his intonatiofiesti her knife. An
upward glance revealed that he was watching hetofanntently.
'‘No,' she said lovingly. 'Of course it doesn't. Elg@u had anything to
eat?’

It was the right answer. He relaxed and came torsthe side of the
bed and, while Blackie watched wistfully, she fadhhoast with

brown manuka honey, then they drank the coffeeerAfhat she
showered, choosing a narrow dress cut like an eregth shirt to
wear, and found that he had done the dishes. Ste tv used her
tiny shower and changed into clothes he had irsa sathe back of
his car, she made another cup of coffee and thaykdthat on her
minuscule terrace at the back. The sun beat dowvim auitumnal

fervour and bees hummed busily amongst the dahlias.

'I'm free until about two-thirty this afternoong Isaid after he had
helped her wash those few dishes. 'How about you?'

'Yes.'
‘What would you like to do?'

She linked her arms around his back to rest hazlchgainst him. He
felt large and warm and very solid.

'l don't care,' she said dreamily. 'Just as longedse together.'

''d taken that for granted.' His voice reverbettatehis chest. "Would
you like to visit Morgan and Clary? They're not fimm town.’

Disappointed, she managed to nod, but a long fitijed her chin
and he laughed softly, his eyes gleaming with fsati®n. 'No?'

'l like them immensely but --'



'‘But you'd rather be alone with me.' The satis@ectsoftened his
expression as he kissed her, taking his time. 'Mywon, taste like
honey and roses and love. Come on, I'll take yahéd/Naitafceres.'

What she wanted to do was stay here with him, batsensed an
inner restlessness in him which kept her tonglleldg was too vital
to be at peace in the confines of her small flat.

So they drove up the Waitakere Hills, the rangectvie a rampart on
the western horizon of Auckland. There they walk@dsome miles
down one of the excellent forest trails, admirihg bigkauri trees

and trying to imagine the grandeur which must hexisted before
the bush had been cut over.

Every moment with him was sweet, yet Finley was auyge,

wondering what exactly it was that he wanted froen. Was it an
affair, with exclusive rights to her bed each tineecame to Auckland
? Last night he had said that he loved her, binaaenot repeated it.

And what had he meant by those last cryptic remaudkde as she was
falling asleep? They had come back to her now hedwanted to tell
him that he was wrong, that she did not use hekwasran excuse to
prevent the surrender that marriage entailed, bet glance at his
shuttered face forbade any discussion of it.

She tried very hard to enjoy their walk, laughing Blackie's
determination to tow them down every side- pathursuit of exotic
and exciting scents, but her smile became stranddt was almost a
relief when at last he said, 'Time to go back.'

That he was aware of her feelings had been alneottio; not much
escaped those keen eyes. It was with a small sinaskever, that
Finley heard him say, 'What's the matter, my héart?



She stared out of the window at the heavily bughsides of the road
with their discreet gateways indicating houseseddkto the folds of
the hills, and blurted, 'l don't know what you imdeto do!'

He made no pretence at not understanding her. 'Wioenleft
Motuaroha | was determined not to see you

again,' he said evenly. '‘Common sense convincetiaméhat was the
safest way to go. Unfortunately, it was easier @oide than to do.
What do you want to do?"

She had not bitten her nails for years but shedowow that she was
chewing on her little fingernail. Horrified, sheadyiged it away and
hid the maltreated hand in her lap.

'l don't know," she said, wishing that he would make decision,
wishing that she didn't have to accept any respditgi ‘Do you
want an affair?'

He smiled with sardonic appreciation. 'We're alyeadhe throes of
one. Do you want to be my mistress, Finley, welconeto your
body and bed whenever | come to Auckland—alwaysignag that
my trips across don't clash with your duty hours?'

She bit her lip but, after a moment, said carefultyseems the only
possible way of handling things, doesn't it?' Befshe had time to
consider the wisdom of it she continued, "You wereng last night
when you said that | was afraid of marriage.’

'So you were awake. | didn't say exactly thatid gau were afraid of
intimacy.' His voice was hard; he was apparentlpnoved by the
distress she wasn't able to hide. A muscle tiglitenehis jaw.
Derisively he finished, 'l donlilameyou. The idea scares the hell ou
of any sensible person. At the risk of sounding l&kn amateur
psychologist I'd say you decided at the time ofrymarents' divorce
that you weren't ever going to lay yourself opethit kind of pain.



Your mother's subsequent actions reinforced thavicbon. So you
became absorbed in your vocation. It will alwayshese, it won't let
you down.'

'If that were right, | wouldn't have let you get toe,’ she said
defensively, because it made a kind of truth.

You thought you'd be safe, you'd always been lsefere. Just as |
thought | was safe. By the time we discovered thigt had played a
gigantic joke on us, it was too late. Neither ofugse thinking clearly
enough to do the sensible thing. Then we made bwésuddenly we
realised how great the danger was. You fled backuickland and |

couldn't get you off the island fast enough.’

‘But it didn't work," said Finley sadly.

'‘No. And we're stuck with it. Why should we exptxthave it all? |

already have more than my fair share of the wodits, so do you.

Beauty and brains and character rarely go togeWhy. should we

expect to have the whole fairy story, marriage ahddren and

happiness? Nowadays those whom the gods lovedierybung, you

doctors see to that, they merely discover thatbes you have the
more you are denied. The law of averages defeaddl,Lsne way or

another.'

It was a bitter little speech, yet there was n@mdtanger in his voice,
merely a vast and cynical tolerance which hurt ntbes any anger
could have.

He stretched out a hand and gripped the two irdpefor a second
before asking, 'Shall we try it then, and see hangs go?'

Afterwards, she never understood why she asked Perhaps the
words came bursting up from her subconscious,, lieghéy a need
to know, all the stronger for being unwelcome andaknowledged.



'‘Have you done this before?' When he slid her labgtg, sideways
glance as though he could not believe that sheas&dd him, she
finished doggedly, 'Conducted a long-term, londatise affair?'

His cynicism was mocking, wounding. '‘Oh yes, |'vael it before.
Do you want to feel that this time it's differenty heart? Sorry, |
can't give you guarantees like that.'

It hurl as he had intended it to. Tears glintedhén hot eyes as she
stared down into her lap.

'I'm sorry | can't be the woman you want me to $lee' said almost
inaudibly.

Beneath his breath he said something succinct avalye, then his
hand covered her knee in a caress as fierce asishort. 'My patient
little love, | shouldn't bore you with my complasnt accepted some
years ago that the world is not run for my excladsenefit. | should

have the grace not to rail at fate.'

He pulled into the car-park of a shopping cenlret's get something
for lunch.’

They bought pate and French bread, an assortmermhedses
including a wedge of imported Stilton, some oliaasl a superb fruit
tart.

'‘Have you any wine?'

She nodded, smiling. 'What's left in the cask Ididufor my last
party about four months ago.'

'‘My God!" His horror was not faked, but amusememkédd in the
mock-severity of his expression.



He bought French champagne, dry and palest gadtvambottles of
an Australian red which he said were to start ledlac 'l can't drink
stale cask wine. | have a palate!

'‘Most people have.' She said it pertly, glad beedeshad banished
the dark mood of a few minutes ago.

'‘Not my sort. Mine is a cultivated, sophisticatealgbe, trained to
detect the faintest nuances in wine and food.'

She had to laugh at the smug, almost sanctimomioteshe managed
to infuse into his nonsense. She loved it when las Wke this,
teasing, making no attempt to hide his pleasubeistgy with her.

'‘What conceit! How did you acquire this superb f=#ta

‘Great natural talent, of course, and some timatsgenking rough
red in France. It either refines or atrophies #std-buds very rapidly.
Come on, let's go back and eat. Toast is not entmigdep a man my
size going for more than an hour.’

They ate lunch picnic-style on the tiny terrace, tihree passing too
fast, too easily, minutes slipping into limbo ligearls off a string.

'‘Come here,' Blake said softly, when she finished glass of
champagne.

She went to him, insulated against the world inaaehof golden
pleasure.

'l think I'm drunk,' she said cheerfully, slippimdo his lap.

'How does it feel?'



'Funny. | like it, but not as a regular thing." $$rggled into his
shoulder. "You don't have to ply me with alcohalknow. I'm quite
amenable to any advances you care to make.'

His chest lifted with his soft laughter. 'You'releameless hussy. | see
what you mean about not being responsible aftezraéwdrinks. I'd
like to take you into a bedroom and keep you tlf@reays—weeks!
Probably months.'

‘Until you'd slaked your lust,” she said knowleddga

'It seems an unlikely possibility." He spoke wittndre emphasis,
tipping her face so that he could see her expnes8iee never felt
like this before.’

She nodded, gazing up at him with such open ador#tat he closed
his eyes against the radiance. 'l love you,' shepelned, kissing the
warm strength of his throat.

They sat in the sunlight, the sexuality which ctadkoetween them
disciplined into a joyous, wordless communicatidfe smelled
faintly musky; no aftershave, just his own distietd individual
scent. Perhaps that was the odour which sciestastisreacted on the
unconscious to produce lust.

Perhaps that was what love was, a gigantic costkie perpetrated
by that part of the brain which functions outside bounds of logic
and common sense.

No, love was a kind of rapture, a deep upwellingogfbecause he
was alive and she had found him. If | never seedgain, she thought
drowsily, it will have been worth it, because | bdgarned what love
Is. What she felt for him transcended the shop-werms used to
describe love and desire; she needed new wordeessipns as new
and fresh and unalloyed as her love.



With a shock of recognition, she realised that @aghis moment of
supreme joy she was using her old trick of distagdierself from
emotion by building a barricade of words betweeand herself. She
knew why, too. It was because she was afraid thatcloepting her
emotions she was opening herself to pain. Her defemechanism
lay in the adjectives she searched for; she wasgawig to hide
behind them any longer.

'l love you," she whispered, pulling up his hantatd it to her cheek.

His fingers curved, then relaxed. He traced theatd dark arches of
her brows, the soft fringe of lash, the vulneratgimples. Slowly,
imprinting the form and tactile qualities of hecéaon his brain, his
fingers moved across the curve and hollow of chekkyn the
straight slim nose, lovingly across the soft sersilips. His thumb
slid between them and ran along the slightly cradkee of her top
teeth.

Finley caught his wrist and held it still, pressaadall, open-mouthed
kisses down the lean hand to the mound at the dfakes thumb.
There she hesitated, then bit delicately yet witmistakable erotic
purpose.

She felt the sudden clenching of his body with laorgus pleasure,
opening her eyes to the narrowest of slits so Hmg saw the
transfixed hunger in his face.

'Finley," he whispered. 'You know, don't you, wyati can do to me?
You like it. Little cat, warm and

sensuous and daintily, explicitly greedy. | feeé thlectricity run
through you whenever | touch you and | catch firgant to take you
and keep you



He rested his forehead against hers, holding heddhatill. Finley
sighed voluptuously, listening to the thick, impassd words as her
hands registered the racing beat of his heart.

'l didn't know | could be so belligerently, jealbupossessive,' he
confessed. 'l long for you all through the daysl ahnight | lie in bed
and | imagine you there with me as you were thghthismall and
sleek and golden, with your sweet moaning voicejingi me
everything | asked for with such whole-hearted gesigy, and | can't
sleep, | can't rest...’

His hands hurt her. He pushed her head back abissarm and
kissed her with a fierce stirring need which angdd¢he hectic desire
his words had roused.

He stood up and she whispered, 'lt must be almmostfor you to go,'
and he laughed mirthlessly and replied, 'Oh, tovah it! | decided

to go back on the afternoon's ferry because | vdatterove that |
could leave you, | didn't need you. It's not impattany more. You
can have this victory along with all the others.'

Later, when he had left, and she was letting inirafignant,

reproachful dog, she remembered the bitternedsainfinal remark.

Like her, he had been content with his life befsine had exploded
into it. They had been secure, armoured againstiemand pain.
Now they were unprotected. Along with the singiny jand the
golden web of sensuality there walked fear andetegand that
bitterness which she had deflected on to fate haruad fixed on her.

‘Those old Victorian poets knew something,' shd tbe interested
Blackie. 'Him and his Swinburne. What about Fitzdg?'

Blackie sat down and grinned at her. She gave hmreful smile,
touching a finger to her tender lip, declaiming:



'"Ah Love! could thou and | with Fate conspire
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,
Would not we shatter it to bits—and then
Re-mould it nearer to the Heart's Desire!"

‘There, how's that for a good self-pitying raifate?'

Blackie walked past her and made for the sheepskjrwhich was
his power base and refuge. Once there he turneaéiwice and lay
down, peering in a commiserating way through hegsly fringe.

'You don't like the Victorians? Don't tell me I"@ePhilistine for a
dog? Or perhaps you are a thoroughly modern dogt'arde who is
the Philistine.'

The nonsense helped a little to ease the paim' a'lone lorn
woman," she said, quoting another Victorian, Diekebut her voice
broke on the last word and she had to go and waisfabe.

After that, she went into the bedroom and stripiiedtumbled bed,
throwing the sheets into the washing- machine amakeng it so that
no subtle scent of their lovemaking clung to itdoment her with
memories.

The next day Tim, the house surgeon, said, 'Yol Bdot better.
Boyfriend show up?'

‘Chauvinist! Does it have to be a man?'
'It usually is," he said somewhat gloomily. 'Or aman.'

He said no more, and although she watched him dro#irior some
days, it was without result. He looked tired, hen so did they all.
As far as she knew his marriage was as happy as Hiesvife was a
few years older than he, a very elegant, sophtsticaoman with no



pretensions to domesticity. Not that it matterdue 8ad an excellent
job as a lawyer, and she and Tim had always appeary happy.

You're imagining things, Finley told herself scarhf as she settled
down to the vast pile of paperwork which was auiigton her desk. It
was later than usual when she arrived home andapgéad clouded
over but it was still warm for the time of year.elthlankness of winter
couldn't be too far away, unless they were goingawee one of the
rare golden autumns which lasted well into winter.

Sue met her at the back door, holding out a basKketded clothes.
'‘Oh, you darling, you brought them in!'

Sue grinned. 'lIt looked as though it was goingatn.rOh, look, aren't
they sweet!'

Blackie and Pippa the kitten embarked on a wild garh chase
around the kitchen. Stepping carefully, Finley tadi, 'Come and
have some orange juice while | indulge in someusicdffee.'

'‘Have a good weekend?'

Not taken in by her elaborately casual air, Firdeyled. 'Very good,
thank you.'

'Is that all you can say? What an absolutely garg@oeature! When
he smiled at me my toes went all funny.’

Finley laughed but something was lacking, andatnstd. Sue asked
gently, 'Have | put my foot in it?'

'‘No, of course not, but oh, Sue, it's such a mdasley lifted
miserable eyes. 'l miss him so much, it's hell, wdnder why I've
been so stupid! Blake says it's greedy to wantyéviexg, and |



suppose it is, but it seems so unfair that my waitkich means so
much to me, should stop me from having the manntwa

'It's not your work that stops you," Sue said, "Oeeision to stay
working was yours. Your work hasn't forced you take it. You
don't want to give it up.’

'Well, that's unfair too."

‘That you should have to be the one to do thefgang? | agree. It's
all very well to say that he couldn't live in Auakid, but that sort of
mystical attachment to the land sounds pretty ptetes. Almost as
though it's a ploy to use when the little lady veamarriage.'

Finley gave her a startled look. From Sue, thatmware than a little
fierce. 'With anybody else it might be, but notl&al saw him there.’

Tell me about it.'

As she squeezed oranges Finley said thoughtflily)ike life must
have been in a country district fifty years agoeyimake their own
fun, it's a real little community, close-knit andxea--'

‘Claustrophobic?’

'‘Oh no! Well, perhaps, a little. Although they hdkie hotel, and the
ferry calls once a day. And they have the phone talevision ...' She
fiddled with the juicer, suddenly aware of thougbtsee had been
repressing so firmly that she hadn't realised #astence. 'l suppose
it is isolated, but that's part of its charm,' shel slowly. ‘And it is
Blake's home.'

'‘And Blake, though gorgeous, is the dominant maieomised, the
sort of man who expects his wife to give up evanghand follow
him.'



Finley sighed. 'He is the kingpin, the one theylatlk to. And he
loves it. He needs a wife who is prepared to loved.'

'Has he asked you to marry him?'
‘Yes, but it's impossible.’

‘Well," Sue returned deliberately, 'l won't say 'yeumade the right
decision because | rather think that you alreadywkit: You have
worked too hard, you're too dedicated to give itfapany man,
however sexy and fascinating and exciting he is.'

Finley nodded, allowing a glossy sweep of hair tolehher
expression. Carefully, she poured the orange jonvez ice, added a
sprig of lemon balm and handed it to Sue.

'If suffering is inevitable,' she said lightlysuippose | should learn to
enjoy it. Perhaps it will make me a stronger chigrac

Sue eyed her with a worried frown. 'l doubt it, yeuwnell-enough
equipped in that department already, but | do reastestly believe
all this chatter about soul mates, one perfect fomaach woman, to
be so much romantic fluff. | love Brett very mudiut | know that
there are any number of men out there | could begs happy with.
In a different way, but happy. Attraction is notckisive—Iord, |

meet men | fancy like mad! Respect and liking affieicion are just
as vital, if not more so, and there are plenty afedlent marriages
based originally on one or more of those qualitiather than on sex.

'l know." Finley poured the coffee and led the watp the small
sitting-room. They sat down and watched the twonais dotingly as
they frolicked for a few minutes.

Then Sue said, 'Yes, you're sensible enough torstashel that. |
know common sense doesn't help much when you'ferswg from a
violent attack of passion, but it's a great helgmwit comes to not



ruining your life! Enjoy him while you've got hirapnd remember him
with affection, but don't tear yourself into shréds something as
lovely and evanescent as a rainbow.'

The coffee tasted bitter in Finley's mouth. "Youlteromantic, are
you?'

'I'm a practical romantic. | believe in passion aedire and love at
first sight, | just don't believe that they are ddmases for marriage.
To me, marriage is a commitment, two people aggeisiat from now
on they are going to work towards a common goahdans children,
and | suppose it's because I'm a teacher thatiévieethat when
children come on the scene they deserve the bastamgive them,
and that doesot mean a father who has pressganged their motl
into leaving a job she loves and is good at andisieénd don't ask
me how you can combine a job and a family becadea't know!

She laughed and gestured derisively at herselte'lle soap-box.
It's always there, ready to be activated at armm'st notice. Sorry.'

'l like to hear you. Such blazing sincerity! Fiynlenocked gently.
'You are being a bit unfair to Blake. He hasn&drto pressgang me
into anything.'

'If he wants you enough he'll try," Sue said witbaj conviction, it's
in the nature of the beast. Those big, gorgeoushmanen can do
their utmost to be unbiased and modern and libéyrdtet deep in
their innermost hearts they're throwbacks to caagsdThey see
women as creatures who, while bright enough, areskow and too
weak to hunt mammoths safely, and who have to beegied from
bears and sabre-tooth tigers and things that ggbnurhe night.'

Finley grinned. 'How did you deduce all this fromck a short
acquaintance? You're a mind-reader, perhaps?’



'Oh, I'm incredibly clever. Actually, | think itlether sweet. Secretly,
they worship women as the carrier of the next garar.'

The thought of Blake worshipping anything made &mbpen wide
her eyes. 'You think so? Blake is not sweet. Ifthimg, he's
dangerous.'

'l believe you,' Sue said emphatically. 'Howevdrbet you he's got
that dynastic streak a mile wide. Anyway, | muskpip my cat and
walk or my lord and master could well beat me femly late for
dinner.’

'‘Oh, more than likely," Finley retorted drily. "Wreare you having?'
Sue smirked. 'How should | know? He's cooking it.'

She left an empty space behind her, one which ytnikd to fill with
the preparations for her own dinner. She ate Wwisloreading the
newspaper, then settled down to catch up on soadkng, sighing as
her hand hovered over a travel book from the ljordery firmly, she
picked up a heavy medical tome and immersed harsigH

Five hours later she fell into bed, her brain nudhbad exhausted.
Sleep claimed her at once but when she woke irh#ielight of
dawn she lay thinking over what Sue had said.

Had she been correct? Was this just the age-olaishg between a
man and a woman based on nothing more lasting Heswal
attraction?

Every instinct in her heart cried out in protestt bhe overrode the
urging of the sentimental side of her nature andef herself to
examine the situation with a brain clear of emati®oh, the chemistry
was there all right; a small reminiscent smile @dilat her mouth and
she stretched indolently as a cat. But there waee ntlzan that,
fiercely persuasive though it was. They liked eaxther, they



possessed the same sense of humour, they coultbtakch other.
She respected him-for his intelligence and hisdioee from bigotry,
and he enjoyed her swift brain as much as her mbw deprecated
it.

Lying there listening to Blackie's dreams as thestouggled through
clouds, she made a decision. She would not lodkeduture at all.
She would live from day to day, not worrying abthd inevitable end
to their love affair. And she would put the thoughtnarriage firmly
away from her.

Her parents had divorced because her mother catlddjust to the
narrower horizons of a small country town; Finlexk only too well
what results mismatching could have on the protesggnand
Innocent bystanders. She was strong enough toveutlve pain that
would come when Blake tired of her. And eventugily pain would
go, leaving her free.

It was late that afternoon that she noticed Timwde sitting at his

desk, staring down at the papers there but notingyrke had, she
realised, been still for the last ten, minutes. ékpression was stark
and frightened.

Without thinking she got up and went over to hilmahing his
shoulder, saying his name.

He lifted his head, looking at her with blank eyes.
‘Tim, what is it?'

He gave his head a peculiar- little shake as thdwaghvoice had
recalled him from unknown place, then said, ‘Nagtiinn a dead
voice. After a moment his eyes focused on her wdrface. He
stretched his lips in a parody of a smile and $gut don't feel too
well.'



‘You'd better go home,' she suggested very gently.
‘There's nothing to go home to," he sad! 'Therasddit me.’
'l see ... I'm sorry.'

'So am |." He frowned, pulling himself up from tpi he had been
lost in, and said wearily. 'Why don't we have anklrtogether
tonight?'

She didn't want to, but the bleak misery still lnkin his eyes
implored her to consent. 'Yes, I'd like that.'

They had the drink, carefully avoiding the subjethis wife, and

then Tim suggested a film which the club at theversity were

running. It was one Finley had always wanted tq baeshe would
have gone with him if it had been on her least-ednist. Tim was

clinging to her company as an antidote to the erhptise, which was
all that he had to go home to, and she was woatiedit him.

"'l have to change,' she said. 'I'm grubby.’

"'l come and get you. No sense in the two ofaksng our cars. I'll
see you at your place in ten minutes, OK?"'

‘Ten minutes? Well, it will take me a little longlan that to change,
but you can have something to drink while you Wait.

He arrived almost immediately after her, so shénsatdown with a
cup of coffee while she effected a rapid changelothes in her
room. He appeared somewhat cheered by her compadyeven
managed to laugh several times throughout the geog film.

On the way home he relapsed into glumness, andiess until just
before the end of her street. Then he asked uxge@tn | talk to
you, Finley? You might be able to give me the woimiangle on this.'



She couldn't find it in her heart to refuse hime3mew what was
coming; he would tell her his side of his domesdtiama and expect
her to agree with him. If she didn't, he would dewrattack all her

arguments and go away feeling gloomily that all veomvere alike,

stupid and untrustworthy. But he was unhappy, artigps talking

through his pain would ease it a little.

‘Yes, all right, but I'll have to kick you out afte fairly short time. I'm
bushed.'

He grunted an assent, no doubt already marshdlis;hgrguments. It
had begun to rain and the temperature, already had, dropped
considerably. Summer seemed an aeon away, lostallithe other
summers of her life.

'‘Nasty east wind,' Tim remarked bitterly as theyked up the path
together. 'l hate driving in the rain at night.'

Finley hid a slight smile. He was so absorbed snumhappiness that
it almost seemed that he was enjoying it. »

Once inside she made him an omelette arid a salade coffee and
gave him aspirin for the headache he had develddedate and
drank, and, cradling his coffee-cup in his hanalsl, her that Therese
had left him because he didn't want children.

‘Not just now," he said. 'Of course, | want a fgmsWentually, but the
timing's wrong.'

There were several reasons why the timing was woomgo Finley,
it sounded as though Tim didn't want to give upfleedom to the
gently dictatorial needs of a baby.

'How old is Therese?"



‘Twenty-nine,' he told her fretfully. 'So she'stowgt on a bit. God,
there are thousands of women who wait until thetids.'

'How far into the thirties would you want her toita

He didn't know. He muttered something about 'a {@a&rs’ and
finished his second cup of coffee, demanding tonkmady Therese
should turn so bloody unreasonable when they'dedgnet to have
children.

Finley was becoming a little exasperated at hi sehtred attitude.
He didn't seem to realise that Therese must hase bery unhappy
to have left him.

'‘Well, when is the time going to be right?' sheeakk

Morosely he answered, 'Well, | want to go overseas

'Oh, Tim, | suppose no one ever did that with aleih®’

'You think I'm being unreasonable, don't you? Wedlv's this for --'

'‘Look, | don't want to hear this. | just think ®fusing even to discuss
this thing, you've backed both of yourselves intcoener. Tell me,
would you rather be unhappy with Therese and a badoy unhappy
without her?'

He snorted at that, but acknowledged the hit. 'OK,' he said
wearily. 'l get the message, although why she wanmsin a perfectly
good set-up just to have kids, I'll never know.'

‘Obviously the set-up isn't perfect for her.’

He laughed wryly, getting to his feet. 'l shoulds@&known better
than to choose you for a confidante. Relentlesslychl, that's you.
Thanks for listening, I'm sorry if | bored your saigid.'



At the door he turned, astounding her by droppiggiak kiss on her
cheek. 'You're a nice thing,' he said gruffly, ewlkough | get the
distinct feeling you might set the sisterhood on @eodnight.’

She pushed the door to quickly, her smile fadinglees stood for a
moment with closed eyes. Everyone seemed to bersuff Poor
Therese. And poor Tim, who probably would neverarstand.

On the wall was a framed poster advertising anlatbn of icons.
The dark green mount set the gold of the paintimg glowing,
rapturous prominence, in which the dark, solemedaaf the mother
and child became the focal point.

'Oh, lord,' she said wearily, then jumped as belhiedthe doorbell
pealed an imperative summons.

Tim must have forgotten something.
But the man was Blake, almost filling the apertasdne came through

the door, rain gleaming on his darkened hair ancehes as cold and
remote as slivers of golden quartz.



CHAPTER TEN

SHE might have gasped his name, she didn't really kndnat she
said, but his stance and the expression on hisnfexcke her go cold
with fright.

'‘What's happened? she gasped, tugging at the hémnch viaad
fastened around her wrist. 'Blake, what is it?"

'l find that | don't enjoy sitting outside your tfleor almost an hour,
wondering whether you are actually in bed with th&n | saw you
come with,' he said icily. 'l don't enjoy it at.all

Finley froze. A quick look revealed implacable feat; she lifted her
chin and said between her teeth, "You had onlyntack on the door
and I'd have let you in. You didn't have to skulkside like some
sleazy private detective.'

His grip on her wrist tightened. He said nothinghasbegan to tow
her into the bedroom.

'| prefer,’ he said deliberately, 'to find thesadls out myself.'
Anger made her bold. 'How? By checking the bed?’
'‘No. By checking you.'

Disappointment fuelled her anger as she realiseat ivda meant. She
tried to jerk free but for the first time he mader lmppreciate how
puny her strength was against his. He did not lwurtthe dealt with

her struggles coolly and impersonally.

'‘No!" she spat as he removed her clothes. '‘Non't d@nt you.'

‘A pity, because | happen to want you.'



He tossed her on to the bed and crushed her iatm#ttress with his
big body.

Her small teeth sought his throat; she bit andrbeadhome, thrusting
into a body that incredibly, treacherously, waslyei@r him.

What followed could never have been called makoge! All that
was primitive in them was brought to the surfaca iferocious yet
compelling satisfying surge of power, until at I&gtley convulsed,
calling his name through swollen lips, and his bstlyddered with
answering tremors.

A long time later she said, 'l didn't go to bedhaim.’

'‘Oh, God, | know that," he said, self-contempt siveathrough his
voice. 'My love, my love, what have | done to you?'

He held her gently, touching her lips with hispktng her small body
with a hand which shook.

'It doesn't matter,' she whispered, breathing endiar scent of him.

They lay entwined until he said, 'lt matters. | ‘taven say that |
believed that you were making love. | waited forhenur for you to
come home, and then it was with him. | sat outdhée some
wronged husband and worked myself up into a stjgatbus rage
until I was murderous with it. | didn't dare comeuintil he had gone.
Finley, I've never needed anyone before. | washgyto see you
until | came over for a meeting in a fortnightradi, but | couldn't stay
away that long.'

'You resent me,' she said sadly.

He looked haunted, almost gaunt, and she pulleidasl down and
cradled it against her breasts.



'l don't want to feel like this,' he said tensélyfeel as though the
personality I've always taken for granted is bédey away by my
need for you. I've never hurt a woman in my lifiecl dook at you...'

His appalled gaze took in her swollen mouth, thekshhe had put on
her pale skin. Anguished, he whispered, 'I'm sdigre you, yet I've
done this to you. It mustn't happen again.’

She went very still, like an animal hoping agaihspe to avoid
attack. 'What do you mean?' Her voice, she noteglels, was
steady.

if | can't trust myself | mustn't see you agaire' ldwered his mouth
to each of the bruises, and she melted in mindlppseciation.

'It doesn't matter,' she said again, gone beyopé how.

He said nothing, cuddling her close in an embrab&hvheld love
and shame and complete and utter finality. Tenddry fingers
threaded through his hair, dry now and warm agathst fine
moulding of his skull. Without words, without tearthey said
goodbye.

The tears came when he left, tears which soakegithew and left
her with stinging eyes and a headache severe ernougfrrant a
pain-killer.

Looking back, she could never remember the daysiasdks which
followed with any degree of clarity. She was onbjeato survive by
cutting free of the woman who loved Blake Cairdtt#d¢ hospital she
functioned well, giving everything to her work. Berse it was
dangerous not to, she ate well and slept at legkt Bours every
night. She was rather surprised at her abilityddhds. She expected
the hours away from work to be long and difficblif she filled them
with study, and went for long walks with the doggdorced herself



to socialise so that there were few times whenstsealone with her
despair.

Nobody realised that she was slowly bleeding tdidside. Except
perhaps Sue, who watched her closely but said mgptRossibly the
pediatric registrar, that shrewd formidable womdrad some
suspicion, but although occasionally Finley fek tther woman's
gaze rest thoughtfully on her, she too said nothing

In a way it was quite easy to seal off the portidmerself that hurt.
Mostly it worked. She learned to dread the time&nvh didn't and
she was overwhelmed with hunger for him, the sagid scent and
feel of him, the keen joys of companionship, theplpleasure of a
communion which was more than mental and physical.

Then she would find herself weeping and in the @éem she would
hear Blackie's sympathetic whine. She would sttukeshaggy poll
and sob with the defeated weariness of one whoehdsred too
much. Afterwards, she would have to use cover-sickide the
shadows under her eyes.

Slowly, she began to realise that she would negamafeel for any
man what she had felt for Blake. He was her fose| perhaps her
only romantic love. If she married she might fingppiness, but it
would not be the ecstasy he promised. Althoughme her memories
of Blake would lose their keen aching edge, negairawould she
know that rapturous certainty.

Autumn was edging grumpily into winter when Timdaine day,
very casually, 'Oh, by the way, Therese is preghant

'Is she now? How do you feel about it?'

He had told her a month before, even more casuaky,they were
once more living together but, because he had eationed it again,
neither had she.



Now he looked resigned. 'Well, all right, | suppo®¥ée went to a

marriage guidance counsellor. It was a bit wein@, ade it obvious
that she wasn't going to take sides or act asese®fso after a few
false starts we actually had to sit down and comoaie.'

‘Not easy?'

'‘No,' he said gruffly. 'Well, hell, you think youn&w all there is to
know about your lover, and then they hit you witilaole chunk of
personality you've never come across before.'

Join the club, she thought wearily, recalling Blak&ords that last
night together. She hid her emotions with a snaifel was answered
by Tim's slightly shamefaced

'‘Well, that's how it seemed! She'd been readingidtmmagazine
articles and she was afraid she might not concamee she got past
thirty. Hell, she only had to ask! I'm a doctor!

'‘Perhaps she felt you might not be entirely impatti

'‘She might have been right at that,’ he concedétleareluctantly.
'‘Anyway, | had no idea she was fretting over ieltkat.'

‘How happy are you really over this pregnancy?'

He looked shifty. 'Actually, I'm not ecstatic, blutlways wanted
children, it was just selfishness that made me kjgla fuss. Once |
realised that... well, it was pretty low behaviolExeryone has to
compromise, don't they?'

His words stuck in Finley's mind. Their patent lrutagged at her
mind until she wondered whether there was anydarompromise
possible in her situation. She would, she thouggnly too willing,

but Blake ... Right from the start he had madéeiaicthat Motuaroha



was the one-constant in his life. The island wasnegtiable. And
neither was her profession.

Normally she did not go into the heart of Aucklaadd especially
not in the rain, but one viciously wet Saturday niog she woke in
such depression that almost without making anysitmtishe drove
into town. There were several things she needabtshe had her
hair trimmed back to her normal smooth Cut, themtweto her
favourite bookshop and bought herself a copy ahahshe had been
promising herself before drifting across to thegrdpck section.

‘Weather like this positively demands somethingedaand glossy and
escapist, doesn't it?' The voice was deep, its alocoolness warmed
by a conspiratorial note.

Finley swung about to meet the eyes the colouatllazuli. Clary
Caird!

'Hello," she said awkwardly. 'Yes, it does. | thou@ nice fat
historical.'

'‘With pirates?’

'Oh, definitely pirates,” Finley agreed, noddind.ots of
swashbuckling.'

They smiled at each other, this time without awldnass.

'l can recommend this one.' Clary indicated a suttistl tome, on the
cover of which a red-headed woman wielded a lavged beside a
pirate of unnaturally handsome features. 'The laader belies the
book. It's well written and the story doesn't sextkrom the first page
to the last. Also, the characters have reasonghfgir actions.' ,,

‘You've sold it.'



They took their purchases to the till, Clary ansagiFinley's query
with a short, lively description of the mayhem Ben had managed
to create that morning, before finishing in dotit@pes, 'But |
shouldn't complain. The Cairds seem to have codire market in
determination.’

Haven't they just, Finley thought numbly. Aloudesimade a noise
which could have signified agreement, then gotuglothe small
transaction at the counter with a smile which fetined on. She
could hardly wait for the moment when they saiddine.

But as they walked out of the shop Clary said, "Wbp't we have
lunch together? I'll give Morgan a ring. He addpaby-sitting John
and won't mind in the least if | stay out to a méalere's a rather nice
restaurant in High Street

She looked so enthusiastic that Finley couldntisef Basically what
was there to go home to? A flat empty except facBile, and he was
quite happy on Sue's floor playing with Pippa.

So she agreed, and five minutes later was beimgtntucked into a
chair by a waiter whose solicitude was almost ooerying. 'They
know you here,' she observed.

Clary grinned. 'They do. They always manage to nrakefeel as
though I'm a lovable but dim-witted younger sisterthink it's

probably because the first time we came here |Ipragnant, and |
fainted. They were horrified, but so kind. Now thagw me with

some foreboding but, after reassuring themselvasItim not in a
delicate condition, they relax.’

Surprisingly, Finley ate well, enjoying her compamis conversation
until the coffee arrived. Clary smiled her thanksthe waiter, leaned
forward and said, 'Now, this is the part we've bb#en bracing



ourselves for. Why are you and Blake trying to dr@ach other into
an early grave?'

Finley froze. All the misery of the past monthshgaied in her throat,
clogging it. She could only shake her head anddatlat altogether
too astute gaze from the other side of the table.

But Clary, having found the courage to bring up subject, was
ruthless. 'He was at our place last week. He afroug of the blue,
looking like—well, haggard is a kind way to deserttum. After we'd
fed him | retired and left them to it." She smilidntly. 'He and
Morgan are very close, you know, more like beserfds than
cousins. He just about drank Morgan's whisky drgdAhat isnot

like Blake. Morgan is worried about him. He saiddngn't get drunk,
just savage. He is bitterly unhappy, Finley, an@dsoyou. You look
as though the sky has fallen in on your world. Cgol find some
sort of solution?’

Finley drank her coffee, swallowing hard to cldéae tbstruction in
her throat. In a hard, husky voice she said, 'Do think we haven't
tried?'

'l think you are both too close to the situatiothiok clearly. Is there
no way you could come to a compromise?’

That damned word again! Starkly Finley asked, 'How?
‘Well, if, for example, you went into general praet’

'‘On Motuaroha?'

'‘No, you wouldn't be able to live there, of course.

Finley considered this, her narrow brows drawn tiogie 'Yes. Yes, |
could do that. It would be a wrench—but oh, it'spassible!
Motuaroha is the great love of Blake's life.'



'l think he's discovering that that isn't really’ €tary said wisely.

She left the subject then and they went their sgpaways. After a
few days, Finley managed to push the memory of theeting to the
back of their minds. But the hope that Clary haglseml was not so
easily dismissed. As winter tightened its grip ba weather Finley
waited, until gradually, painfully, all hope fleblotuaroha had won.

She forced herself to continue the social life lshé embarked upon,
glad that it was within circumscribed medical el There were few
chances of meeting anyone from the agriculturalavor

After a party at Tim's, with a radiant Therese varych in evidence,
she slept late and deeply until the persistentygpgal of the doorbell
woke her. She was so disorientated that she opéemeathout even
putting up the chain.

To the man who stood grimly waiting in the rain sleked
exhausted, dark circles under eyes revealing hod $tze had been
driving herself.

She gaped and he said impatiently, 'Let me in,elyinit's damned
cold out here.’

Memories of the last time she had seen him, ofiiarse, barbaric
behaviour, flooded through her brain, jerking henf her lethargy.
She made to slam the door. His eyes gleamed wityamsolence as
he pushed inside, slimming the door behind himaidrsmile pulled
at his mouth and he stood silently daring her jecb

‘Come in,' she said tonelessly, because her bodghaking in a tide
of drenching sweetness. She knew what was goihggpen, and she
knew she wouldn't fight him. Not ever again. She wapped within
the boundaries of his heart and there was nothiegeuld do about
it.



Squaring her shoulders, she walked past him ingosttiing-room,

looking around it with distaste. It was quite olwgahat nothing had
been done to it for days; a thin film of dust laxepeverything. The
flowers were dead and it was cold and dank.

‘Do you want a cup of coffee?'

He shook his head. '"You look like death. Go andehabath or a
shower, whatever will revive you most, and get skees

She hid her disappointment with words. 'Dictatosaine,’ she said
without heat.

The broad shoulders shrugged. 'That's the way'IHiseyes glinted
as they swept over her defiant little figure. Sotthd pleasantly he
added, 'And | can make you do anything | want, §yau go, my
heart, before | strip you myself.'

In that mood he was dangerous. Finley bit her lip $he obeyed,
taking out her anger at being ordered around byopging the
shower for as long as she could stand it. She gholtetweed slacks
and waistcoat over a pale apricot lambswool jeaselyblowdried her
hair, wondering at the occasional sound she heaoth fthe
sitting-room.

Her nostrils were tantalised by the smell of cofeeesoon as she
opened the door. He had built a fire in the fireplaand the leaping
flames warmed the now dusted room. He had, shgthoarily, the
capacity to constantly surprise her with some neweetf of his
personality.

'Sit down at the table," he commanded from thénkitc

He poached her an egg, insisted she eat a sliteasf and drank
coffee with her. When he wasn't looking, she waddhmen with avid
eyes.



He had lost the gauntness of his last visit butdnsh features were
tightened by strain, and there were deeper lindsdmouth. She felt
her heart go out to him, and forgot to hide heweurso that,
inevitably, he caught her staring.

'‘Been tough, has it?'
She nodded, giving up any pretence.

He smiled sardonically. "We put ourselves througlh kVvell, are you
ready to go?'

Confused, she asked, 'Go? Go where?'
You'll see. We'll leave Blackie with your neighlsthis --'
‘Blake, how did you know | was free today?'

‘Same way as | know Blackie is at the neighboutfs.'got up and
pulled her from her chair. 'l rang her up, swore toesecrecy, and
asked her. You'll need a coat and umbrella. Haveayry gumboots?
Good, bring them too, you'll need them. Make swe'rg wearing
enough to keep you warm.’

He refused to answer any questions, remaining iatfogly silent
until she lost patience and refused to go with Ailmen he grinned,
picked her up and carried her out to his car, igrgocompletely her
angry protests. Fuming, she sat silently as he thekbig vehicle
through the quiet streets until they reached théeomay, and he
headed north.

Then he said, 'Humour me, my heart.’'

And-she relented, reading in the words the pasttinsoof loneliness
and despair. They talked of the island, of the peeBmley had come
to know, then as the powerful car ate up the milesy relapsed into



silence. Finley was content to be beside him, wagrthe rain stream
down the windows, secure in his dear presence.

The rain stopped at the base of the Brynderwyrsklilt as they left
the main road for a narrow gravel road which headkohd across
the Waipu flats and through another, lower rangehidis. The

countryside was fresh and green, pockets of nhatigé in the gullies,
small streams racing in red-brown confusion betwtnmr banks,
scrub and rushes and tired fences. Clearly, the kad not been
given the care that was evident on Motuaroha'ssacre

At last they climbed a hill and came over it to seenuch wider
valley. Blake's lean hands were competent and geiekn when a
huge milk tanker hurtled around a corner at theighty too fast for

comfort. He swore beneath his breath, but bothedsiwere skilled
and they sorted themselves out without too muakibleo

Just after that Blake turned the car onto a narratted drive along
the hillside, finally pulling to a halt outside ause which was clearly
derelict. Finley stared at him. His hands clencbhedo the wheel,
then relaxed. With an effort he said, 'Right, leése a look.'

The whole place was derelict. The woolshed was Hugeickety,

and had clearly not been used for years. The imghesheds were
slowly sinking into the long grass. The house labkiee a favourite
residence of bats.

'It's been used as a run-off,' he said in answardoestion, 'which is
why the buildings are ruins. This place as welhasblock next door
belonged to an old chap who died recently. His aie only too

keen to sell.’

'It doesn't look as though he cared much for it.'

'He lost heart, | think.' He spoke absently, kicke@nce-post which
promptly collapsed, and dusted slightly grubby lsatogiether. ‘It has



an immense amount of potential. There's a goodumaxof soils,
some suitable for kiwi-fruit and other horticultuliaes, and it's well-
watered.'

Finley nodded, convinced now that he had broughttinere for a

specific reason and afraid to ask what it was. Alaomile across the
undulating valley floor a cluster of houses indecht village; she
picked out a church spire and a football fielcdargér expanse of roof
which probably indicated a hall, and the neat gowemt-issue

buildings of a school.

‘Although this is the logical site for the homestdlais one is too far
gone to renovate. My redoubtable aunt took one &tdakand advised
bulldozing it down.’

'It certainly doesn't look salvageable,’ Finley emgl. Her voice
firmed; plucking up courage she asked, 'Have yaighbthe place,
Blake?'

'l have an option on it." He removed her hand ftbenpocket of her
jacket and tucked it into the crook of his armfiegtwith long strides
back to the car. As they reached it he said, "Tdestn rests with
you.'

She opened her mouth but had no time to speakekébundled her
into the warmth of the car. Finley took off her dausots and put them
in the back, turning to say that it was impossititet she couldn't ...

Forestalling her, he said in a voice as unreveamfis expression.
‘They need a doctor here. The present one is @eing age. He
doesn't want to give up entirely, he's preparedamights and the
weekends after he's retired. Apparently there'ssmath to do then
anyway. The nearest hospital, a cottage hospgagbout twenty
kilometres away. It deals mainly with maternitye&saslhe valley has
been dreaming away for the last thirty years, tsitabout to move.



Already two farmers have set up horticultural bch five years'
time the valley will probably be cut up into orctiar It won't be long
before, there will be a big enough practice for fwlé time doctors.'

'‘But Motuaroha,' she protested, unable to take matwhe was
suggesting.

'l can leave Motuaroha,' he said evenly. His hatised eyes were
fixed on her face, flat and unwinking. 'l don't getrwill be hard, but

a man who is tied to one place is dependent onplaae. I'm as

adaptable as, | hope, you are.'

She sat with head bent. Beneath the dead treles or¢hard bloomed
clumps of paper-white jonquils. She had picked adhdnand
wrapped the stems in a tissue. Their sweet sdéed the car as she
admired the tiny cream cups and white, star-shapéals behind.

She looked up, but not at him, at the valley beldshe came to live
here she would always wonder how life as a paedetrmight have
been, but she would never regret giving it up.

Slowly, her head turned, and she met the impassiugtiny of the

man beside her. All of the gold had seeped fronefes; they were
hard, dark brown, without warmth. She could notrdae to look

like that.

'Yes,' she said.

For a long moment he said nothing. Then he saidtigui'Thank
God," and the hands which had been so rigidly lodketo the wheel
relaxed, and she was hauled against him while hwblied for the
catch which lowered the back of his seat.

'l love you,' he whispered, his cheek cold on hers.



Finley had dropped the jonquils. Their pervasiveypree mingled
with his own special scent as she lifted a hartigdace, traced the
high cheekbone, and came to an abrupt halt atuimerable curve of
his closed eyes.

‘Blake?' she whispered shakily.

'l love you so much. My heart, it's been hell. aught I'd never see
you again. And | realised that what | felt for yaas greater than
anything else. | would give up anything, everythiog you, but |
didn't know whether you loved me enough to give/opr dreams.’

'Oh, | think | was coming to accept that my dreamgsen't much
without you,' she said wryly, too suddenly whiskezin despair to
joy to be able to appreciate the difference yet By curled in his
lap, noting with some surprise that the windows foggjed over.

His mouth searched through the hair over her tetgpé®me to rest
against her forehead. She felt the ever- presenteawss, knew that
he was tense with longing, yet somehow it did natter now, there
was no urgency, none of the barely hidden desperathich had

characterised their loving up until then.

'If you have a birth certificate we can apply fomarriage licence
tomorrow and get married three days later. We'llehto have a
long-distance marriage until you can organise ydui@a of the
hospital, but | want you married to me.' He spoigently, his voice"
persuasive and coaxing.

'OK," she replied.

He was silent, then he laughed silently, his argtgening about her.
'‘When you surrender you go the whole hog, don't?ybDon't you
mind the thought of such a hurried marriage?'



'‘No, if you don't mind a bride who has to go to kvilre morning after
the wedding.'

'I'll resent it like hell, but only because | wowant you out of my bed
for weeks. What about clothes?"

‘What about clothes? What clothes?'
'‘Don't you want to splash out on a wedding dress?’

She laughed and reached up to kiss him. Hours iatsgemed, she
said dreamily, 'Keep that up and | doubt if yolb#l able to prise me
out of your bed with a crowbar. | have a weddingsdr | bought it in
a bout of sheer masochism a month ago. | told rhydelvear it to
parties, but | knew it was my wedding dress.' Hace trembled. 'l
just didn't think I'd ever get to wear it.’

'My dearest girl, my precious heart, don't." Heetilher head so that
he could touch his tongue to the tears she couldhide. The erotic

little caress made her shudder but effectively mtopher weeping.

She sighed and turned her head into his throat.

‘What happens to Motuaroha? Are you going to $ellshe asked.
She waited tensely for his answer.

'‘No, it will always be there. I'll have to go acsdsom time to time,

just as | do for the other businesses. We'll hadalys there, and
perhaps one of our children will want to live thdrieave an excellent
manager lined up for it. Incidentally, Phil woulather like to come
here if you'd like her to. We'll need a housekeeped her son is
approaching high-school age. She and her husbanitvaant him to

leave home so this would be ideal for them.'

'Ideal for us, too,' she said, sliding her handela¢im ~ the hem of his
shirt, her fingers revelling in the warm strong padhich was now



hers. She smiled secretly as she heard his sahgnod felt his heart
beat pick up speed. 'l love you,' she said.

‘Shall we go home and you can show me how much?'

Her breath caught in her throat. 'Yes,' she said,laaned up and
whispered in his ear exactly how she would show him

His eyes gleamed beneath his lowered lashes. Heepirtto her seat
and said lazily, 'l suppose that's your medicaiMdedge coming to
the fore. Are you sure it's possible?'

'We'll find out, shall we?'

‘We will," he promised, winding down the windowléb air in to clear
their vision. He looked across at her, wickedlyallg confident, and
smiling with such happiness and relief that she dazzled. 'Just
think of all the things we still have to find outaut each other,' he
said as he set the big car in motion. 'And alkittne in the world to do
it.

It had begun to rain again, a miserable spittingztk which made
driving difficult but inside the car was warmth almde and joy. It
would always be summer, Finley decided rapturouslthis country
which was now their home, this country of the heart



