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Why couldn't he leave her alone?

When Jamie Prentiss first met Logan in the Austrabutback, she
knew immediately he wasn't the sort of man for Aexd handsome,
arrogant Logan made it clear that he considered Imeere child.

His taste in women obviously ran to rich, exotipdy -- like Sacha
Andreas.

But if that was true, why did he seem to appearyavieere Jamie
went? And why had his kiss seemed like a promise?



CHAPTER ONE

DAMN! Jamie slid out and stood regarding her strickalmale with a
mixture of rage and very real apprehension. Theighb of being
stranded in Outback isolation was daunting to baydast.

Moving round to the front of the station wagon, &fted the bonnet
and systematically began checking plugs and tetmiamid the
tangle of wires, becoming perplexed when her exatiun brought
nothing to light. Slipping back behind the whedig swisted the
ignition key again and again trying to get the aegio fire, each
attempt proving equally fruitless, and with a mrdte curse she
slumped back in the seat.

The likelihood of another motorist coming to het & the immediate
future was negligible. She was carrying plenty @bd and water,
sufficient for three or four days, so at least sloeildn't starve or go
thirsty. At worst she had to face the night anchpps another day
alone in this parched wilderness.

Dear Lord, it was hot! The flies had long ago sedntuman
occupation, and Jamie continued the idle swishimgyeament with
her hand in an effort to keep the majority at Beye dry enervating
heat conjured up thoughts of water—she wasn't fuggyt now she'd
settle for immersion in a cattle-trough! A sensénomour is a fine
thing, she reminded herself silently, but hysteas definitely out!

It was an hour or more before a slight sound alehier attention.
Listening carefully, she strained her ears in doreto determine
which direction it was coming from, eager for visganfirmation.
Excitedly she slipped out from behind the wheel anepared to
wave at the oncoming vehicle, for soon it must beewisible and
she didn't want to risk having it speed past.



Several minutes went by and still nothing appeatgauzzled frown
creased Jamie's brow as she delved into the glovpartment for
her binoculars, adjusting the lenses before scgrthmhorizon. Yes,
there was a definite cloud of dust to the soutl,sire could hear the
sound of an engine, faint, but definitely an engine

At that precise moment she caught a flash of yelaowd focussed her
attention on it, glimpsing with remarkable clardylarge grader an
instant before it became obscured again beneatbual ©of dust.
Relief washed over her like a tide. Rescue wasaathless than a
mile away, although the direction in which it waavelling was
dubious.

The decision to walk for help occurred instantarsgguand without
thinking too deeply about the consequences of igglier vehicle,
Jamie carefully filled a water-bag from the lardasfic container in
the rear of the station wagon, slid her sunglasese from their
resting place above her forehead, then squashintgdadaded denim
cap over her hair, she caught up her shoulder-bdglaeerfully set
off.

Within five minutes the sweat was trickling dowrn ledy beneath
her clothing, and she had never felt so hot indmgire life. The sun
beat relentlessly down upon her head and shoulseasing through
her thin cotton blouse. Sunburn—she should havwegthioof that, she
grimaced. It didn't help remembering the tube afaon she had
tucked away among her belongings in the statiorowag

If one wanted to pause for reflection and study sheroundings,
there was a stark beauty in the red- brown salgdity dusty spinifex
that grew in clumped profusion. The Outback-—bareamd vaguely
cruel. An unchanging terrain that encompassed #raissof miles, it
had a magic all its, own. One either loved or hétietiere were nd
half measures.



The noise of the powerful engine filled Jamie'seand she glanced
ahead to view the huge ugly earth-moving machirta wisense of

frustration. Surely the driver could see her? Bbobwut here would

think to check their rear-vision mirror more tharce or twice during

the entire day?

A light laugh bubbled in her throat. No doubt shede to walk right
up to that ugly monster, skirt it, and probablynstan front of it
before the man operating the controls would seahéibring it to a
halt. And then he could be forgiven if he thouglst éyesight was
playing tricks on him!

The sudden stillness came as a surprise, nonetheles

'‘What the hell--!" a deep-timbred voice bit out alyg'Where in the
name of God did you spring from?"'

Never had Jamie been more aware of her diminutatire. The

grim-faced stranger standing less than three fstgrd towered head
and shoulders above her, his build matching highteiThere was
lithe strength evident in the powerful frame, amdamount of dust
and sweat could disguise a potent magnetism thatdegastatingly
male.

'‘My vehicle broke down about a mile back,' she befa’
'‘And youwalked®' The force of his voice exploded around her.
Jamie started to explain, only to have her wordgedaside.

'Of all the crazy females!" His derision was plgiavident as eyes of
the most vivid blue she had ever seen speared &ilassly. 'Have

you no conception of the dangers involved in abamdpa vehicle

out here?'



What an ill-mannered bear of a man—albeit a rugggdbd-looking
one!

'I'm neither crazy nor foolhardy,' she began defehs 'With the
help of binoculars | could see your machine fromgtation wagon.'
With false sweetness she queried, 'Would you hasfeped me to
telephone first?'

Regarding her steadily, he lifted a hand and pusinesl
broad-brimmed hat further back on his head. 'Y awan back, too.’

'‘Only when provoked,' she conceded evenly.

'‘Well, Miss--?" An eyebrow arched enquiringly, asite hurriedly
supplied her name.

'Prentiss—Jamie Prentiss.'
'‘Jamie?' he mocked, and she tilted her head tsidere
'‘Perhaps you chose your own name?’

He raked her slender curves with something akinfrtstrated
resignation. ‘Well, Jamie Prentiss,' he utteredlyryvhat do you
suggest | do with you?'

Her eyes widened behind the large lenses. 'Myostatagon--*

'Yes.' He gave a sigh of exasperation. "You dosedlow isolated we
are out here, | suppose? | hope you don't thin&nl conjure up a
garage mechanic, effect repairs, and wave you anway?'

His sarcasm wasn't subtle, and she was all tooealmaregarded her
as a nuisance. 'Look," she began evenly, 'l dakiiberately wish
misfortune upon my head. | would have much pretetoadrive right
past you. Believe me,' she assured him ferveritlid 'thought the



engine would pass out on me, I'd never have hinedwiretched
vehicle in the first place.’

His eyes began a slow appraisal of her physicabates, noting the
slim curves, the glowing skin and the expressit4ilad face beneath
the brim of her denim cap.

Jamie squirmed inwardly, conscious that she musk far from
attractive in her hot and dusty state with her lbag pushed on top
of her head. However, she forced herself to meegaze squarely.

‘Travelling alone out here isn't exactly the epioof wisdom,' he
drawled. 'With several conducted tours availablay wlidn't you
book and come out to the Rock with the next bustfadurists?’

'‘One—I work for a living. Two—my friends drove ohead of me,’
she elaborated. 'And three —I don't particula#te Iconducted tours.
| much prefer to gather as much information asn aad explore
without the regimentation of a timetable.'

His laugh was husky and faintly sardonic. 'l shouidve
guessed—you're a Kiwi,' he allowed, and his amusgucism
rankled.

'I'm a New Zealander, yes,' she answered stiffly.

'‘Climb up into the cab, Jamie Prentiss,’ he commdndryly.
‘Standing out here in this blistering heat exchaggpleasantries
won't get your vehicle fixed.'

She couldn't resist the barb, 'And me out of yairh
‘That, too.’

Well, he was nothing if not brutally honest. Sheackad as he swung
his large frame effortlessly into the cab of thgéuachine, and she



accepted his helping hand unhesitantly. An ungraca$cent by
being stubbornly independent would gain preciseiyhimg!

‘This cab wasn't made for two," Jamie managedijightan attempt
to hide her sudden confusion, for at such closetgisashe was made
tinglingly aware of him. Obviously he didn't intetalindulge in idle
conversation, for all she received by way of ackieoyment was a
piercing glance. 'Where are you going?"

‘To base camp—I'll use the Land Rover to get bagjotir vehicle. |
presume there's a toolkit in the boot?' He raisqdeaying eyebrow,
then grimaced. 'Never mind, I'll take along onengyfown.’

'I'm sorry to put you to any inconvenience,' Jafimend herself
apologising, and felt vaguely cross with hersetfdoing so. What
did he think, for heaven's sake—that she'd engaaearbreakdown
just for the fun of it? He was brusque to the poimudeness, and she
couldn't fathom why. Perhaps he was just havingdaday, or maybe
he disliked women ... Whatever it was, he couldadg be described
as friendly.

'You are an inconvenience,' he maintained bluntly. ‘Meimhbeing
female. With luck there won't be much mechanicaligng and you
can get on your way.'

Jamie seethed in silence for several seconds, shenventured
sweetly, ‘Do you have a name?"

‘Logan.’
‘Just—Logan?’

The smile he threw in her direction held bored cigm. 'Question
and answer time?"



She met his gaze and held it. 'l've travelled sduwhiousand miles
around this vast continent,' she offered mattefiaofly, ‘and met all

kinds of people from all walks of life. Up until wo | haven't been
able to fault Australian hospitality." She glanced over the parched
ground. 'Please believe me, Logan whoever-you-arearlthink of

several places I'd rather be than in the middleafhere with a
boorish brute for company!

'‘My, my,' Logan accorded reluctantly. "You certgiplack a punch
for such a scrap of barely- discernible femininitfe inclined his
head, then doffed a dusty hat. 'Please accept mpleuapologies. |
can only plead temporary ill-manners due to the aed the need for
a thirst-quenching can of beer.’

Jamie spared him a scathing glance. 'Sincerity @mmé of your
virtues, is it?'

'‘Let's cut the idle chitchat,’ he countered brubqu&Ve're ten
minutes from camp, and the noise this thing makesclpdes
conversation—unless you have a preference for sigput

With that, he leaned forward and switched on thegytul engine,
engaged the gears and sent it lumbering into motion

'Sit down!" a voice bellowed close to her eas bd enough having a
female on my hands—but heaven protect me from janeith one!'

Whatever initially made her think he was attractivahe pondered
wonderingly. The man was an unfeeling, causticdyrstraight out of
the wilds. The thought brought a faint smile to hes.

They reached camp eventually, although each mise&mned like
twenty, and Jamie's ears felt ready to burst wih noise of the
monsterish machine as Logan switched off the igniti



‘Do you need a hand?"

She looked into the face several inches below Wwer, and declined.
She'd rather jump down than accept his help. Omsendon the
ground she gazed with interest at the assortedraasarregularly
grouped together, their colour almost obscured bypating of fine
red-brown dust. There was a large truck, a LanceR@nd two large
vans parked to one side. Some distance beyond wesma small
corrugated-iron structure, its purpose clearly obsiby virtue of its
separate location. Imprinted on the sandy soil weegyre-marks of
several heavy machines, and it intrigued her thelh & large outfit
was necessary to effect road maintenance.

'If you've finished your inspection, perhaps youuldn't mind
getting into the passenger seat?' Logan slantedlyerl haven't the
whole afternoon to waste.’

Rather guiltily Jamie crossed to where he was stgrahd slid into
the seat beside him, conscious that he'd alreadtgl®d on the
engine.

The Land Rover ate up the distance with ease, laadsspected he
deliberately accelerated to annoy her, coming twala beside the
dusty station wagon with a shriek of brakes andbadccof fine red
dust.

‘Do you plan to sit there and watch?' Logan mockedhe slid out
from behind the wheel. Within seconds he liftedlibanet and began
a cursory inspection of the engine.

Jamie slowly crossed to his side. 'What would yauehme do?' she
countered calmly. 'Dance around it and chant sooantation that
would zap it into mechanical perfection?' She difeen expressive
eyebrow. 'Sorry to disappoint you, but | clean @ingy witch's gear.
Without it, no spell is guaranteed.'



‘You have a sassy tongue,' he observed.
'On a scale of eight to one, yours wouldn't evemedt

A flash of humour chased across his rugged fegteeessing her to
blink and wonder if she'd imagined it. Possibly than was human,
after all!

'‘Get in behind the wheel, Jamie. The gearshiftnisneutral, |
presume?’

‘The temptation to leave it in first is almost mdnan | can control,'
she bit out. 'What are you doing?' she asked indoedly a few
minutes later as he emerged from the rear of tinel Rover.

‘Tying on a tow-rope,' Logan explained with scaatignce. "Your
engine has shot its mountings, causing it to shipvérd into the
radiator. Nothing short of a miracle will resurrett His glance
seared her briefly. 'l need you around like | needore thumb.
However, male chivalry is not yet dead. I'll contdhe office at Alice
Springs by radio and get them to telephone theakdimn with
details. I'll also arrange for your friends at Ay&ock to be notified
of your predicament. With regard you—I've no option but to tow
you back to camp, where you'll have to stay untdraggements can be
made to have you transported out either tomorrotherfollowing
day. Meantime,' he added cynically, 'you're freenmy the limited
facilities our base camp provides. With the comipacinit effecting
major repairs, there are around fourteen red-bldadales who'll
welcome your distracting presence with whoops ¢f gmd open
arms. Just do me a favour and keep a low profilé yau?'

"'l melt into the background, | promise," Jamagdsslowly.

Logan swept a glance over her slim-curved five-ttem-inch
frame, and there was nothing remotely resemblingudur in his



forceful features. 'That's doubtful.’" He bent doamd tested the
tow-rope, then straightened to stand regardinglbet's get this thing
on the road. All you have to do is steer, right?'

Jamie simply nodded her head—anything verbal sesmgeifluous.
She watched as he strode ahead and swung his pb¥varhe into

the Land Rover, then the engine roared and shé&lguwhecked that
the brake had been released. She had no desma/®fprther what a
nuisance she was—she'd already been left in not@dsuio that!

The cloud of dust kicked up by the Land Rover laikal up in front of
her, making visibility obscure and almost totalily All she had to do
was steer—how impossible when she couldn't evennvdeee she
was going!

It seemed an age before a single horn blast seghtie Land Rover's
intention to stop, and Jamie gently applied th&é@nd brought the
station wagon to a halt.

‘Well, this is it,’ Logan's voice drawled, and siasted round,
squinting through the open window at the brilliantar orb directly
above him.

'If you can bring yourself to release your griptbat steering wheel
and get out, I'l show you the ablution van whereu ycan

wash—abefore six o'clock, unless you want to shiavath fourteen

other men,' he mocked callously. 'You can freshenvhbile | raise

Alice Springs on the radio. But first, give me distaegarding your
vehicle and the names of the people you want irddrrat Ayers
Rock.'

Jamie slid out rather shakily and followed his lokrback towards the
dusty caravan that was only one of several of waryage and
description. She stood by as he unlocked the doen, followed him

inside and waited until he'd written down the imhation he required.



'I'l remind you that water out here is a precicosnmodity,’ Logan
intimated brusquely some minutes later as he uelbd¢ke ablution
van. 'Use only what you need, and use it sparingth that, he
turned and walked away, and Jamie hurriedly mowsehtds the
station wagon where she delved into her bag ancard clean
clothes and necessary toiletries.

Ten minutes later she entered Logan's caravam{gebnsiderably
refreshed. She had exchanged shorts and blousepionted cotton
sun-frock with a shirred bodice and thin shoestsinigps across each
shoulder. Her newly washed hair hung down passheulders, and
already was beginning to dry, its deep sable brslawing hint of
lighter sun-bleached strands that gleamed in the su

His scrutiny was swift and analytical, then he gayvmirthless laugh.
'If only you were a schoolgirl, | could treat youthvavuncular
respect and ensure that my fellow workmates dallike for the next
few days.'

Disbelief clouded her expressive features. 'Days?’

'‘By midday tomorrow the office in Alice Springs hlave informed
the car rental firm and received an answer as tat ey intend
doing—either despatching a replacement vehicle,aoanging
transport to the Rock. Your friends will have reeei a message of
your whereabouts, and will have had an opportutdtyadio their
acknowledgment and perhaps offer to drive through @ollect you
themselves." He raked an impatient hand through hhir, light
brown and sun-streaked, rumpling it into furthesodder. 'Either
way, you're here to stay for tonight and tomorraght—like it or
not.’

'l don't,’ she replied honestly. '‘But | haven't mgboice, have 1?'



'‘None at all,’ he conceded wryly. He straightenggarfing the
caravan's compact interior. 'Make yourself at horaaeh as itis.' He
swept an arm negligently, then crammed his hatoohi$ head.
‘There'll be an assortment of machinery pulling itite compound
around six—I'll be here to effect introductionsis dmile was totally
lacking in humour. 'Meanwhile, don't get any id@as that pretty
little head about hitching a ride with a passingtanst—the price
might be more than you're willing to pay.'

A delicate pink tinged her cheeks as anger welteahside her. Of all
the hateful, brutish men she'd ever met, this ook first prize!

‘The van furthest south is a kitchen-mess,' Logaiglgened curtly.
'‘Our supplies will run to feed an extra mouth, amel eat around
six-thirty.'

'l have my own food,' Jamie informed him stiffljpdasaw him shrug.

'‘Pass some of it over if you have to be stubbornr
independent—although | can't promise it will beegated.' He moved
round her and stepped down on to the ground outsifering
nothing by way of goodbye as he strode towardgjtader.

As soon as it had roared out of sight Jamie samindin to a nearby
couch by a screened window. She didn't know whethiaugh or cry
at her predicament, and her hands clenched adgwnshighs as she
reflected her rescuer's manner. To stay here fordays without
encountering frequent verbal clashes with Loganmsee an
impossibility.

Her eyes wandered around the caravan, noting twé&sat the far
end, a small gas stove and a compact refrigeraiba four windows
and the door were screened against insect invaaiuh,although
basically clean it needed a feminine hand to bawisible signs of



dust and restore the clutter of masculine occupat®m general
tidiness.

A glance at her watch revealed that it was latan $he thought, for it
was almost three in the afternoon. The tip of begtie moistened her
lips. She felt thirsty—dare she investigate the teots of the
refrigerator and select a cooling drink? Iced wateuld do, but fruit
juice or lemonade would taste like ambrosia.

Logan had invited her to make herself at home, taedkemptation
was too great. She had several cans of fruit juxcéhe box of
provisions in the station wagon; she could bringnthin and
exchange them for the chilled cans in the refriggeraCome to think
of it, she could rinse through a few items of clieththat she'd worn
the previous day. In this heat they would dry irhaar, and it would
give her something to do. Her hands itched to clgathe caravan,
but doubtless Logan would regard such a whim aslege.



CHAPTER TWO

AT the roar of heavy earth-moving machinery drawiluge to the
camp Jamie leapt to her feet and crossed to a wirtddoview the
men's arrival.

One by one the machines came steadily into view aimbtal of two
graders, two rollers, a bulldozer, a loader, twoagers and four
tip-trucks stood grouped together at the edgeettmpound.

After such a high velocity of noise the silence wasanny for a few

seconds, then there was the sound of men's vormesle moved

back out of sight. Although it was still hot thégnse heat of the day
had left the air, and Jamie watched as the memedisd towards the
assortment of caravans.

Her eyes flew to the tallest figure of them all.epan conversation
with a man ten to fifteen years his senior, Logaasented an
arresting figure. Even as she watched, they tuanednade their way
slowly towards her, and Jamie pushed back a feay stndrils of hair
from her face and nervously fingered the strapbearrsun-frock.

Logan entered the caravan ahead of the older nmehha filled it
with his bulk, his eyes narrowing fractionally as glimpsed her
faintly defensive expression.

‘Jamie Prentiss—Blake Curtis,' he introduced folynalffering by
way of explanation, 'Blake is in charge of openatiout here.’

The older man's eyes twinkled humorously acrossplaee between
them, and Jamie warmed to him immediately.

'Stroke of bad luck, Miss Prentiss, getting strahdet here. Logan
tells me your vehicle needs major repairs.’



'Yes, | believe so,' she agreed with a smile. slamry if my presence
here causes any inconvenience.’

‘Not at all,’ Blake Curtis dismissed instantly. iMbbrighten things
up considerably—all the boys will fall over themsssd to get spruced
up.' He gave a husky laugh as he directed a wickie# in her
direction. 'We don't make much of a habit to shawvehere. Most of
us are sporting a few weeks' growth of beard, Risstiss.'

‘Jamie,' she insisted, and he grinned.
‘Well, I'd best join the queue at the ablution V&@ee you later.’

As soon as he was out of earshot, Jamie turned teviargan. 'He's
nice,' she said.

‘A whole lot nicer than me, | gather?'
'‘One hundred per cent,' she responded swiftly handughed.

‘Join me in a can of beer?' he queried mockingliyet which I, too,
will wander over to the ablution van, and honounypresence at the
dinner table with a fresh change of clothes.'

‘You're deliberately trying to be impossible, argnu?' she accused.
'l can assure you | don't like having to stay, amgyre than you want
me here. It's obvious you don't like women, anddamy, but | can't
help being female." She drew a deep breath, theib deit slowly.
‘Clearly we're going to see a lot of each other tive next day or so,
and it would help if we could at least try to beilci

He released the tab on a can of beer and offettedhier, and when
she refused he lifted it to his lips and drainethibne long thirsty
swallow. Piercing blue eyes pinned her glaze rédssly. 'What
makes you think I'm a woman-hater?'



Jamie swallowed the sudden lump in her throat.tfigethe distinct
Impression she was treading on very thin grouneth@ps | should
re-phrase that particular statement,' she offeagitiausly.

'‘By all means do that.'

‘Your attitude leads me to believe you're anti- veomat the moment.’
She was unprepared for the muffled burst of laughtg escaped his
lips, and she was surprised by the gleam of geranmesement in his
blue eyes.

‘My attitude? Do all men swoon at your feet, JaRmentiss?'
'‘No. You're twisting my words.'

He leaned out and extracted another can from tifregemtor,
released the tab and took a generous swallow,ttiraed to regard
her thoughtfully.

'‘What are you wearing beneath that thing?"
'It's hot,' she defended, becoming pink beneatlydus.

'‘Change it for something that covers you adequat&lgkirt and
blouse will do fine.'

Of all the bossy, dominating men! She was templgrapeechless.
'‘Perhaps you'd prefer me to wear a snowsuit?' simadded.

'You'll be mixing with a group of men who haverea a woman in
weeks—several weeks, Jamie. Imagine what a swestifee thing

like you will do to them—especially attired in airsipy sun-frock

that quite obviously states there's not a thingveen it and your
skin.'



She glared at him resolutely for several secomés tapitulated with
resignation at the cold implacability of his gazé&/here will |
change?'

'‘Here—where else?' Logan mocked quietly. 'I'll bgeatleman and
turn my back.'

Jamie shook her head. 'No—I'll change while yoatréne ablution
van.'

‘Shame on you! Don't you trust me to keep my wdndaunted. He
drained the contents of the can, then delved intm@board and
extracted a clean set of clothes, picked up a totien with a
mocking salute he flung open the screen door apstd out from
the caravan.

By the time he returned some ten minutes latehadechanged into a
flared skirt and a simple button-through blouse, laad piled her hair
up into a knot on top of her head. The overall etffeade her look

like a schoolgirl playing at being grown up, ane tiemptation to

poke out her tongue in defiance was almost too nicésist.

Faded blue levis hugged his slim hips, and the dad«t-sleeved
shirt was unbuttoned almost to the waist, accemmidtis muscular
frame and adding to the aura of powerful mascyling emanated.

‘That's an improvement,' he approved brusquelyeasssed a damp
towel down on to the lower bunk, then he swivetedegard her with
an intent inscrutability that was disconcerting&y the least. 'Food,’
he inclined briefly. 'Steak and salad suit you?'

'Have whatever you choose,' Jamie indicatedg#étlimine--'

‘You'll eat here—with me," Logan declared, sparney a cursory
glance. 'Steak.'



'‘What if I'm a vegetarian?' she sallied, and sa® eyebrow raise
cynically.

‘Are you?'

'‘No,' she responded evenly. 'But you've made #rdlen a nuisance.
I've no intention of compounding that by eating iyfmod.’

'‘Polite refusal, or stubborn pigheadedness?' h&k@dp@nd she cast
him a level look.

'‘Both,' she announced succinctly.
'‘What if | insist?'

''ve no intention of imposing on you any more tharabsolutely
necessary, Jamie said steadily, refusing to lmmichated.

‘Then be independent,' he dismissed dryly. 'Howelverust insist
you eat here." He swung round and moved past heartis the
refrigerator, and Jamie slipped quickly outsidé station wagon.

Her carton of provisions held an assortment ofeithfood and she
hastily selected a can of baked beans, extradied alices of bread,
caught up a plate and some cutlery, then made bgrback to

Logan's caravan.

The small gas stove was alight, a large succuleaking steak
already, sizzling in the pan. Jamie ignored the Wway taste-buds
guivered at the appetising aroma, and stoicallyabeut utilising a
can-opener.

‘There's a saucepan in the cupboard,’ Logan iretlagithout turning
his head.

‘Thank you.'



Jamie carefully skirted round his powerful frameewl out a
saucepan of suitable size, then retraced her steps.

In silence she watched as he turned the steak,rdaaming up he
took down a plate and set about opening a selectibns—beetroot,
asparagus, ..potato salad, and tomatoes. By thee hefd arranged
their contents on his plate, the steak was ready.

‘The stove is all yours.'

Jamie merely inclined her head in silent acquieseeand as the
beans began to heat she assured herself she pdefeer meal to
his—and nurtured the secret hope that his meatawdsugh as the
soles beneath his shoes!

It wasn't, if the way his knife sliced through sas#y was any
indication—and that it was cooked medium rare, jhst way she
liked it with the juice running out, seemed to auakllt to injury!

Determination ensured that she devoured everypé&sst on her plate,
even going so far as to remove the last vestigawde with a piece of
bread, and her eyes shifted warily across the &bleogan stood to
his feet and crossed to the set of cupboards wieeteok down a tin

of peaches and opened it.

Selecting two dishes, he divided the contents, tletarned and
placed them on to the table.

'‘No, thank you,"' Jamie declined politely, pushing plate away.

‘Do you want to eat it—or wear it?' His voice wak-smooth and
dangerous, and the glance he shot her was likeltaobaobalt
lightning—menacing and deadly.

"You wouldn't dare!’



‘Try me.'

She struggled in silence, sheer perversity causieg to delay
capitulating until the last second. 'You're impbki

‘Then we're even,' he accorded calmly, eyeing her penetrating
intentness. 'There's tinned cream in the cupboard.'

'Is that going to be forced on to me as well?'
'It's entirely up to you.'

‘Thanks for giving me the choice!" Jamie pickedtlwp spoon and
dipped it into the sliced fruit, and when she hadshed, Logan
enquired,

'Coffee?"

‘Actually, I'd prefer tea,’ she decided contrardgspite the fact that
she rarely drank it.

Logan unfolded his length from the narrow couchague and filled
a billycan with water from a large plastic containien re-lit the
stove.

It didn't take long to boil, and by then Jamie statked their plates
and cutlery into the small sink. 'l presume thd fsthat water is
meant for the dishes?'

'It is. Do you want to wash or dry?"

'You mean | can choose?' Jamie queried with deltbesarcasm.
‘That's generous of you.'

‘Prickly little thing, aren't you? Are you usualg—waspish?'



'l don't imagineany sting would penetratgour tough hide.' she
avowed.

‘Careful,’ Logan warned softly, his eyes glintingnderously, and
Jamie clenched her teeth together in a concentedfed to rein in
her resentment of this savagely cynical man.

In silence she sudsed the water, scrubbing the9lattil they were
squeaky-clean, then she scoured the frying pan witharranted
vigour. The chore completed, she let out the watgred down the
small bench, and if she could have hit the sileltlsnasculine frame
standing less than a foot away she would cheerhdlye done so.
Only wariness over a positive repercussion stayedhand. He'd hit
back, with no holds barred—of that she was certain.

‘We'll take our coffee outside,’ Logan intimatedd ashe couldn't
resist the barb, 'l have tea, remember?’

'Pick an argument, by all means," he cautionedligaitlist be certain
you can finish it.'

'‘Sugar?' she queried, endeavouring to keep theaafisess out of her
voice. What on earth was the matter with her? Shéda't remember
feeling so hostile—her nerve-ends taut, stretcthedst to breaking
point. It was as if this man brought out all heetd anger, and she
was at a loss to understand why.

‘Two spoons, no milk," Logan instructed, and whiea Bad added
some to her own he picked up his mug, shootingahanscrutable
glance. 'Okay —let's go.'

Jamie didn't bother to query their exact intendexhtion—it was
sufficient to get away from the confined spacedaghe caravan.



However, it soon became apparent from the grouperf gathered
round a small camp fire, and she was conscioukedf turiosity as
she entered their circle. Logan brusquely effeatédductions, and
there was a few seconds' silence before Blake Owdived forward.

'Sit down and join us, Jamie,' the head foremarcateld, his smile
kindly, and she did as she was bid, endeavourirtgtmappear
surprised as Logan sank down beside her.

A surreptitious glance revealed the men to be adigroup, their
ages varying from mid-twenties to late fifties, ahdoon became
apparent they accepted the harsh conditions, thteaine the isolation
for the financial remuneration. The conversatioaytioffered was
animated, and a great deal of interest was showa rwas known
that she was on a working holiday.

‘How long have you been in Alice Springs?’

Jamie looked across at Blake Curtis and offeredeadly smile. 'We
arrived a few weeks before Christmas.'

‘You're travelling with a friend?'

She inclined her head. 'Yes. Susan and | have kieawh other since
schooldays.'

‘You didn't have any trouble finding work?'

'‘We had to take whatever was available,' she amslysweeping her
gaze towards the man who had asked the questitmugh we were
fortunate in being able to work together." She Wdad her nose
expressively and laughed. 'Never having workedrzkhi hotel bar
before, we took a while to get used to pulling deem the tap—the
first day was a disaster I' she recounted. 'An ofdbeer in the glass,
and the rest froth. Filling one glass was diffierdough, but trying to



hold two or three glasses in one hand seemed aassiiplity—
fortunately most of the men bore with us.’

'You've undertaken a variety of jobs, | suppose?'

'We managed to get secretarial work in Sydney," edaborated,
ticking them off on her fingers. 'Waitressing atrf8us Paradise,
cleaning in a hospital in Brisbane, serving in gatément store in
Townsville.'

‘And after Alice Springs, where next?'

'‘Adelaide,’ Jamie answered without hesitation. riTiMelbourne.
We'd like to get across to Perth, but if we're éokto meet any major
repair bills or change our vehicle for a later, enmliable model, then
we probably won't reach there until next year.'

‘You've no plans to go up the top to Darwin?’

'‘We did consider it,' she said with a tinge of etgiBut our timing
was wrong, and we were advised against travellmgfarther north
than Tennant Creek as the Wet season was aboet)iio.o

‘Yes,' another voice agreed, 'it can get prettyyhauring the Wet.
I've been bogged down more than once up there.’

Jamie enjoyed their laughter and the easy friepddhe men
extended her, although she couldn't help notidvag Logan sat for
the most part silent, his expression unfathomable.

'‘Well, I guess it's time to turn in," Blake Curdiscided at last, getting
to his feet.

One by one the men moved away, and Jamie quickbmfed suit. It
had been a long day, eventful and somewhat unesghemhd she was
more | than ready for bed.



The station wagon was parked on the southern friafehe

compound, and within minutes Jamie had unrolledsheaping-bag
and inflated the air- mattress, then she climbeéd the rear of the
station wagon.

It was much too hot to consider sleeping in anglother than the
minimum of clothing, and she carefully removed s$iart, then undid

the buttons on her blouse before slipping it offei reduced to bra
and pants she had difficulty ignoring the heatamnhour or two the
temperature would drop, for even in the heightuwhsier the desert
air cooled dramatically at night.

Eventually she slipped into a light doze and watherverge of sleep
when a slight sound caught her attention, alerheg defensive
instincts, and she gave a mental curse that sheblad foolish
enough not to lock all the station wagon doors.

Quickly she extended a hand towards the rear . idoam attempt to

rectify the omission. Her fingers located the boitforessing it down

with shaky gratitude, and mindless of her stateroiress she lunged
for the button securing the lock on the driverd®smuttering beneath
her breath as the sleeping bag hampered her mot®men

A shape loomed in the dim moonlight on the passesige and her
breath caught in her throat. In an instant the evas pulled open and
seconds later she was fighting—clawing and scragchas her

intruder forced his way into the rear of the vehicl

'Lie still'' a coarse voice directed, and Jamiartehis breath rasp
unevenly as his hands encountered her bare skin.

'‘What sort of animal are you?' she gasped, heevfaltof loathing as
she threshed violently to evade his grasp.



'‘What's the harm, for God's sake? If you want mpheg got plenty.
Name your price.'

Revulsion at the liquor-laden breath nearly madalhdf you don't
let me go this second--'

'‘What will you do, baby?' he sneered, his gropiagds seeking the
soft fullness beneath her bra.

Incensed, Jamie yelled, uttering a scream thatathned to do
damage to her throat as she caught hold of hisahdipulled as hard
as she could, simultaneously shifting her bodyhat $he could bring
up her knee sharply against a vulnerable partsodhatomy.

"You bitch!" With an agonised groan he rolled te cide.

Jamie's breath was coming in ragged gasps, herastohreaving as
she reached for the door.

The next instant it was wrenched out of her hardl slre was half
dragged, half lifted out of the station wagon.

'‘What in the name of God--' a voice she vaguelyisteged as
belonging to Logan exploded savagely above her,libad she was
thrust roughly on to her feet as lights blazedimlinating the entire
compound as several caravan doors sprang open.

‘Jamie, are you all right?' Blake Curtis demandexiausly as he
reached them, and she nodded numbly.

'For God's sake, get some clothes on!" Logan bjtwiciously angry
as he raked her semi-nudity. Then he turned badkeached inside
the station wagon, and Jamie was dimly aware ofttaaling out her
attacker.



What followed after that remained an indescribdiile. She was
conscious of voices raised in anger, and then snoena@s helping
her into a shirt that was several sizes too large.

'‘Blake, get her the hell out of here!" Logan comdeh brutally,
subjecting her to a brief searing glance.

Jamie's legs felt as if they wouldn't support laerd she stumbled
more than once as she was led towards Logan'sazarais soothing
voice passed right over the top of her head agsiogaset in and she
began to realise just how close she had come tagbsexually

assaulted.

'Sit down, Jamie."

Shakily she obeyed, sinking on to the narrow caitaime side of the
table.

‘Are you all right;, my dear?' Blake queried, ande stodded
soundlessly. 'I'll get you a drink.'

Jamie shook her head vigorously. 'l think I'd bribgstraight up
again,’ she managed ruefully, then started invaligtas Logan
stepped into the caravan, dwarfing the confinedepath his large
frame.

For a matter of seconds he simply stood theregare ruthlessly
intent, then he tossed an overnight bag she resegras her own
down on to the lower bunk, and a muscle tighterdedgahis tautly-

chiselled jaw as he moved towards the table.

'‘Okay, Blake, I'll see to her,' Logan charged deelg, and Jamie
glanced up with alarm as the head foreman stobdstfeet and took
his leave.



Immediately the door closed behind him Logan subpkdier to a
raking scrutiny that brought a tinge of colour & bheeks.

'I'm still in one piece,' she said defensively.

'‘By the skin of your teeth,' he grated harshlytingsone hand on his
hip. 'Why the hell didn't you lock all the doors?'

She blinked, then ran shaky fingers through her<thdidn't think--'

'In the name of God, why not?' Logan explodedalined you to keep
a low profile, yet for the best part of an hour ycome on like

coloured lights on a Christmas tree! There wasm ked-blooded
male out there who didn't fancy his chances with, \lee vouchsafed
bluntly, and she gasped out loud.

‘You think | deliberately left the doors unlockexinvite--' Her eyes
dilated in angry indignation. 'Are you mad?'

‘Are you so damned naive?'

'‘Oh—qo to hell!" she flung shakily, her nerveshmnegls. 'I'm going to
bed.' She stood up, and was pushed down on totleh@again.

‘You're staying right here.’
'‘With you?' she blazed. 'Yare mad!

His smile wasn't pleasant. 'You stay here, Janfe,'snapped
dangerously. 'In this caravan, where | can keepyaron you.'

'Oh, that's just great,’ she decided. 'I've jumpgtt out of the
proverbial frying pan straight into the fire.'

'I'm in no mood for sarcasm,' Logan advised omihoubksuggest
you change out of that shirt and get some sleep."



'I'm not staying here!"

‘The hell you're not. If necessary, I'll use foreensure that you do.’
He turned and crossed to where her overnight bagalad in one
quick thrusting movement he upended it, spilling dontents on to
the bunk. Collecting a blouse, he advanced towiaeds'Now, will
you change that shirt, or will I?" -

‘You're a brute!" she flung hatefully. 'An unfegljcallousdevil!' She
snatched the blouse from his hand, tore off the,shen thrust each
arm into the blouse and did up the buttons.

‘What did you expect—sympathy?' he mocked cynically

'‘From you—never!' She drew a deep breath, theih ¢ett shakily as
she made to move past him. 'Excuse me, I'd lilghtaver.'

"'l accompany you.' His gaze was startlingly direinwavering, and
she was the first to glance away.

'‘My guide and protector?' she queried bitterlytisgrthrough her
clothes for a skirt or a pair of jeans to cover lbate legs.

He shrugged briefly, and she selected a towelbhgrof toiletries
and a change of underclothes. She felt bruised—Hdndnd there
was no way she could possibly sleep without scndpher skin with
soap and water.

Ten minutes later she re-entered the caravan dattirgeans and
blouse with Logan a mere few steps behind her, sival stood
uncertainly in the centre of the compact van.

'‘Which bunk do you want me to occupy?' she questectally, not
even bothering to look at him.

‘The upper,' he declared evenly, 'l doubt it waudport my weight.’



'In that case, I'll shift my gear,' she murmuradj aroceeded to do
so, placing the overnight bag at the end of theeuppnk. Then she
fingered the length of her hair, dividing it withet ease of long
practice and plaiting it.

'‘Get up on top, Jamie,” Logan directed hardily hs paused
hesitantly.

Without a word she swung herself up on to the upnoek, and lay
down, then caught back a startled cry as a foldieaklet was tossed
on to her legs.

'It'l get cooler—you may need it,’ Logan offere¢y vay of
explanation.

Jamie sat up to unfold it, and bumped her headnagdne low
ceiling, bringing a rush of painful tears that lgallover and trickled
slowly down her cheeks. It was the final straw.

'For the love of heaven!" Logan cursed with considie restraint.
'You're a total disaster area. There's no othealierh know who
could break down in the desert, come within an ioicheing raped,
then attempt brain damage all in the space of ®vélours!" He
moved close, lifting a hand to her head as he prte slight bump
rising on her scalp.

'‘Ouch!" she muttered resentfully, twisting her haady. 'Leave me
alone—I'm all right.’

'Sure you are,' he said disparagingly, spreadiagtanket over her
limbs. 'Now, lie back and try to get some sleep.'

Jamie thought it extremely doubtful, and she cansdy lowered her
lids as he switched off the light. The rustle ajtbing reached her



ears, followed by the faint creaking of boards@aséttled down on to
his bunk.

For a long time Jamie stared up at the ceiling,raweh the strange
curling feeling in the pit of her stomach that Laotgapresence
evoked. She hated him, she assured herself fiengeizled by the
contrariness of her emotions, then gradually tiesdnovertook her
and she slipped into a deep dreamless sleep.



CHAPTER THREE

'RISE and shine!" a masculine voice instructed from elbg—too
close, for when Jamie blinked open her eyes, tts¢ thing she
glimpsed was Logan's face a few bare inches franowa.

'I've made coffee,' he enlightened brusquely. 'Caemedown and
have it.'

How could he look so—alert, so refreshed, at suchaaly hour? She
groaned inwardly and inched her body carefully tmisahe edge of
the bunk, then slid her legs over and slipped dtwstand on the
floor. She felt stiff and tired, but it wouldn't do let him see that, so
she summoned a bright smile and held out her hanthé& mug of

coffee.

‘You look about fifteen," he declared, his narrowgake roving
slowly over her slim curves. 'For the record, justv old are you?'

‘Twenty-two," she answered defensively. 'l haverth lzertificate
among my belongings in Alice Springs to prove it.'

'I'd never have believed it," he mocked cynicalypw long have you
been in Alice Springs?'

'I'm sure someone asked me that last night," sivened pensively.
'‘From memory, | gave you all a thorough resume ftloetime of my
arrival in Australia. What are you trying to do—ckeaup on me?"'

'‘No—just interested. | was in Alice Springs mydelir weeks ago. |
didn't see you around town:'

Jamie met his gaze levelly. 'It's possible | wdsdoty. Susan and |
make the most of our free time.If you can pinpdie day and the
hour, I'll do my best to recall where | was at tinee.'



‘Sarcasm doesn't become you,' Logan taunted, anliftgldl her chin
fractionally.

‘My apologies—that's your prerogative, isn't it?'

The sound of an engine roaring to life was quickdijowed by
another, and within minutes the air was heavy with noise of
machinery.

‘Time to go,' Logan stated with calm imperturbaillFix yourself
breakfast from whatever you fancy in the refrigerat’ll be back
around eleven- thirty. There's a transistor andetés-recorder with
some tapes, a variety of books and a few magazimesndicated
towards the small table by the couch. 'One wordiafning—don't
develop an urge to explore beyond the compoune.nitv particular
desire to set up a search party should you go mgssi

'l do possess a modicum of intelligence,’ Jamikegaland saw an
eyebrow arch quizzically.

'Forgive me," said Logan in a droll voice. '"Yestsrgou abandoned
your vehicle and walked almost a mile in the bugnsun, thus
showing a high disregard for one of the cardinEswhen travelling
in isolated territory. How can | be sure that togay won't attempt
some form of solitary pursuit equally lacking insdom?’

'You couldn't possibly be married,” Jamie proclaimsoberly,
refusing to be nettled so early in the day. 'Yotdeself-assured and
sarcastic— no woman in her right mind would putuih you!'

His smile was hatefully sardonic. 'By the way,began bluntly, 'you
have no need to fear any further advances from yeould-be
attacker. The man was dismissed on the spot, dinldte last night
for Alice Springs.'! Offering a mocking salute, herned and
disappeared out into the early morning sun- light.



Jamie sipped her coffee pensively. If only it wiie time tomorrow,

then she would have seen the last of Logan. He nhadefeel

uncomfortable, irritated her beyond measure, anshd never set
eyes on him again it couldn't be more to her liking

She moved idly over to the table and sat down encthuch. It was

much too early to consider cooking anything forabfast, and she
felt half inclined to slip back on to the bunk asekk a further hour's
sleep. Instead she finished her coffee and thererfmdhe ablution

van where she washed and changed into fresh underwesed the

clothes she'd worn the previous evening, hung tbetto dry, then

she made her way back to Logan's caravan.

For an hour she tidied up inside, swept the flow emoved traces
of the fine red dust that clung to everything, tee investigated the
refrigerator and made herself a poached egg ohftwawreakfast and
another cup of coffee.

With the transistor for company, she leafed throtigh magazines,
and glanced idly at the few books Logan had exrhdtlis taste in
reading material tended towards the strictly tecdni or

spine-chilling adventure novels—for neither of whishe could
summon much enthusiasm.

At ten o'clock she drew out a pad and pen frombagrand wrote a
long newsy letter to her parents, then began antgtier to a friend
she had worked with for several months in Sydnégse completed,
she addressed envelopes, then put the letterha@ntbag ready for
posting when she arrived back in Alice Springs.

It was hot—a dry, almost unbearable heat that ndong for a
cool drink and a change of clothes. Correction, sineended
silently—a discarding of clothes. She had a bikinher bag which
she would dearly love to slip into, but she coutthgine Logan's
comments if he arrived back and found her so skyngbad.



Well, she could at least get a cold drink—the g=rator was well
stocked with cans of every description, and shedtklherself to
some orange juice.

Then she heard it—the first faint sounds of the hmees returning.

Soon the air was filled with the noise of heavy maery, and with

an unconscious gesture she lifted a hand and sewdibr hair,

tucking a few stray strands beneath the knot orofdper head. She
suddenly felt nervous, although why she couldtftden. Certainly it

couldn't be because of Logan. She disliked hirmsgé/ and found
him thoroughly objectionable. So why is your stomhehaving as if
there's a host of butterflies frantically beatihgit wings inside? she
reiterated silently.

He was almost last among the drivers to bring l@shime to a halt on
the fringe of the compound, and Jamie tried to heliself that she
wasn't watching him with anything more than a chsuarest as he
alighted from the cab and moved easily towardstietion van. She
would have liked to have gone outside and giverika a friendly
greeting, but instinct prevented her from doing Isogan's words
about maintaining a low profile echoed tauntingigide her head,
and although the desire to disobey him was strtwegcsuld see the
wisdom in his warning after last night.

The sight of him striding towards the caravan vatheasy athletic
tread sent her moving hastily to the couch, and mhked up a
magazine and was idly leafing through its conteviten the screen
door swung open.

‘You don't appear to have wilted away from the héaggan drawled
enigmatically as he stepped inside, and withousimgufor a reply he
reached into the refrigerator and withdrew a camexdr. 'Care for
one? Or there's a fruit juice if you'd prefer it.’



''ve already had a drink, thanks,' Jamie retupadely. 'l had some
cans among my own provisions.'

One eyebrow rose slightly. 'While | might not exaetelcome your
presence with open armisn not averse to extending hospitality.'

'l wouldn't think of depleting your supplies.’

'l doubt you could do that—you're pint-size, witte tappetite of a
sparrow.' His glance swept over her, slow and aigaly bringing a
blush to her cheeks. 'Personally, | think you calddvith more meat
on your bones.'

'‘Obviously your taste in women runs to the gendyeesdowed
Amazon type—blondes, perhaps? They're said to imave fun.' .

His eyes gleamed with cynical amusement. 'With ksdp of
chemicals, any woman can become a blonde," heealloackingly.
'It's what lies beneath the artifice that's impattanot the wrapping.'

Jamie widened her eyes guilelessly. 'Goodness,tdsasiean there's
more to you than muscle?'

‘You're a mite too cheeky for your own good,' Loghaawled. He
drained the contents of the beer-can, then placed the bench.
'‘How do you fare faced with steak and a frying p&ekon you
could manage to toss a passable salad as well?'

'I'm not helpless,’ she responded evenly. 'l gagloer want me to
prepare lunch?'

'It would help. I'm due to contact the office ato&l Springs by radio
at midday. They'll have information regarding yaahicle, and a
message from your friends at Ayers Rock,' he ektledr 'I'll show
you how to operate the gas-stove. Everything thémrefrigerator.’



Faint anxiety was evident in Jamie's expressiveufea. 'What do
you think will happen about the station wagon?'

'l imagine they'll send someone out and have ietbwack to Alice
Springs. However, I'll know more after I've comd tie radio.
Now—the stove.'

Jamie had the small table set and the food reaéywhgan returned
almost twenty minutes later, and it took considiErabstraint not to
demand what had transpired.

'Hmm, so you're not just a pretty face,’ he obskras he cast a
cursory glance over the table. 'Imaginative, too.'

Presumably he meant the dessert she had concaletedrushed
biscuit base filled with a mixture of tinned frimpped with whipped
tinned cream.

‘Tell me, Jamie, do you sew a fine seam as well?'

She ignored his faint sarcasm. 'What's the newgah® When do |
get to leave here?'

‘Your friends will arrive tomorrow evening, campesmight, then
head off early Saturday morning. As to your hirethiele, it will be
collected within the next few days and towed backlice Springs.'

'So you have something like another forty-odd haarput up with
me,"' she shrugged lightly. 'Poor Logan—tomorrowhnhitpere'll be
yet another woman in the compound. Do you interadlireg Susan
the riot act, too?"

Eyes of cobalt blue pierced hers. 'I'll leave it you to pass on the
message. Shall we eat?'



The men drove the machines from the compound twoshiater,
after observing a siesta-type break during thensgemidday heat,
and Jamie was once again left to her own deviaesefeeral hours.

She found she quite liked the solitude, and toglchenera outside in
the late afternoon and used several shots—as ademishe told
herself, something to look back on in years to coBtes read for a
while, then shortly after five she gathered up angje of clothes and
made her way to the ablution van.

At six o'clock when the men returned she stoodimguibeside the
caravan. Darn Logan and his instructions to renmesile!

The look she received from Logan when she crossedrts the men
wasn't encouraging, and she felt like poking outtbegue at him in
defiance. He didn't own her, and he had no rightatd so
proprietorially.

However, it took only as long for him to dismourdrh the cab of his
machine before her arm was taken in a painful@nigpshe was led—
marchedtowards his caravan.

‘You're hurting me!" she hissed furiously, but lend release her or
bother to speak until they were inside and theescaoor had shut
behind them.

'‘Maintaining a low profile doesn't mean you stagevelcoming
committee for the men,' Logan evinced hardily, dawhie rubbed her
arm to ease the painful bruising.

'I've been alone with no One to talk to for mosthaf day," she uttered
peevishly. "You can't expect to keep me a virtuglgmer, surely?"

'‘My heart bleeds. Now, stay here while | wash up.'



‘Yes, sir—shall | curtsey, too?'

'‘Cool it,” he advised sardonically. 'l realise yeulonging for
company, but I'll be back soon. You can fill menith details of your
afternoon.’

Jamie became incensed with an unreasonable aerto’ hell,
Logan!

His grin was the very limit. 'It's the heat—it dogsange things to
people. That, and being cooped up alone for tog.laNith that he
stepped down from the caravan, and Jamie hearavhistling softly
as he walked away.

There weren't sufficient adjectives to describe sbe regarded him,
and she felt her body shake with rage. By the tmeeturned she
didn't trust herself to speak, let alone be civil.

She watched silently as he withdrew two cans ofr emnm the
refrigerator and broke open the tabs.

‘Here,' he offered quietly, extending a can towéuels 'It's cold, and
it'll soothe some of that nervous tension.'

' don't want--'

'Drink it, Jamie. Even for an unseasoned drinkeerd's insufficient
alcohol to warrant concern over impaired facultigéssides, you've
got me to watch out for you.'

'Self-appointed guardian angel—although "angel'searcely the
right word, is it?'

His faint smile surprised her. 'A dark angel, pesti he mused. 'Tell
me, how would you feel about an evening at a statmmestead? The



nearest is twenty miles away, but the owner isemd of mine, and
visitors are always welcome.'

'‘Ace you serious?'

'Of course. If we leave directly after dinner, veede there by eight.

'I'd like that,' she admitted, and felt remorserdwer earlier outburst.
His reason for taking her along could stem fromdkess, or
diversely, an unwillingness to leave her behind.

'‘Drink your beer,' Logan directed. 'In another teimutes it will be
time to go across to the kitchen-mess for dinner.'

The men were bright and cheerful, and there washmaaghter

throughout the meal. When it was divulged that &amias

accompanying Logan to the nearby homestead, thaseancertain
amount of speculation evident in many of the mey&s, and she
longed to discount their conjecture regarding hersspple

relationship with the giant of a man who was ndaefrom her side.
But she remained silent, knowing that as far ag tere concerned,
actions doubtless spoke louder than words.

Shortly after seven o'clock Jamie slid into thenfreeat of the Land
Rover, and almost immediately Logan set the sturdkicle in
motion, sending it speeding forward with a deftrsywof the wheel.

They headed north over the road she had travdikegitevious day,
but after traversing several miles he veered offigoright, taking the
track that would lead to the homestead.

'‘What's your friend's name?' Jamie asked idly agimnced out over
the barren ground. How could anyone possibly fdns land? The
rainfall was negligible, and she had heard thatetones several
years went by without so much as a drop of waténdgto slake the



desert's thirst. Stock losses were heavy, andatheden photographs
In magazines and books depicting the harrowingequsnces of the
drought.

‘Blair Frazer. He inherited the property from tagher two years ago.
You should get along fine with his wife, Jill," Laxg intimated wryly.
'She's a few years older than you, but you'll haueh in common.’

She looked at him, considering his words. 'Why, drggshe began
mischievously, 'is Jill a mite too cheeky for hamogood?'

He glanced across at her, and there was little oo his
expression. 'One day you'll come across a man wiea'tt to your
sassy tongue either by paddling your petitely-stapar, or kissing
you breathless.

A peculiar warmth invaded her thighs, spreading anols until it
gnawed at her stomach like a raging fire. It madefhghteningly
aware of him and the effect he could have on healiost slow
motion she let her eyes slide over his broadlyselted features,
noting the strong set of his jaw, the widely spacieekekbones, down
to the mouth with its strangely sensuous yet sgedips. Imagining
how he might kiss set her stomach turning abruptessaults and in
no way assisted her overall composure.

'Do they have any children?' she asked.

His sidelong glance held amusement. 'Four—the yesing around
five, and the eldest must be in his early teens.'

'‘How do they get on for schooling?'

‘Lessons by correspondence and over the radidglthiéher. "WWhen
they reach high school level they'll be sent tdegd, and on to
university.'



‘Way out here, they must find it lonely,' she veatlj deep in thought.
‘No other children to play with, no cinemas or shap playgrounds.'

‘The city can be pretty lonely, too. Here, the &#&4 family are very
close—there's total involvement.'

An intuitive spark prompted her to ask, 'Was yoarslonely
childhood, Logan?'

'‘No more than most,' he drawled enigmatically. Tretidn't intend
to elaborate was obvious, and Jamie lapsed intsiyeneflection.

Her own childhood had been unusually happy, althcatgtimes a

lonely one, as she was an only child. Her paremaistained a loving

amicable relationship that had been the mainstagoéxistence, and
there were times when she felt incredibly homedrggular weekly

correspondence was occasionally implemented byrs{fasman
telephone call. She missed them terribly, but thaeglerstood her
need to establish her independence and satisfysht travel. Soon
she would go back, even if it was only for a whikfore setting off

on another working holiday. Canada appealed—all snaw and

incredible scenery.

'‘We're almost there,' Logan's voice interposed tiyyiand Jamie
glanced around her with interest.

The homestead was visible on a slight rise, large rambling, its
deep red brick merging with the redness of theosunding earth so
that the two appeared as one in the dimming su@sdy. the iron
roof, the windowpanes, the broad encircling verandalded
dimension and identified its structure.

Night came suddenly in the Outback, the clear azkyeleepening to
indigo in a short space of " time so that there s illusion of
dusk, that shadowy half-light. And the temperatir@pped equally



quickly, cooling the burning land and lending the a clean
sweetness.---

The barking of several dogs heralded their presbet@re the Land
Rover entered the home yard, and by the time Ldganght the
vehicle to a halt two people had appeared on trendah, for visitors
were few and far between.

‘Logan—I don't believe it I' a feminine voicecriedt in genuine
disbelief, while a deep male voice echoed thoseesmantiments.

‘When did you arrive in these parts?'

Logan slid out from behind the wheel with an easwcgful

movement for so large a man, and crossed to ghespuitstretched
hand. 'Just over a month ago. | came out with trepaction unit.
We're working the section south of here.'

‘Well, by all that's mighty—come on in. This cdlts a drink.'

''ve brought some company—a stray waif whose Vehbroke
down, and who's forced to spend a few days at cantip she's
collected by friends visiting the Rock. Jamie Pissat-Jill and Blair
Frazer," Logan indicated easily, and Jamie stiftledeeling of
resentment over the introduction. 'She's a Kiwi working
holiday—currently employed at Alice Springs,' Logaaided with a
mocking smile that took little of the sting outla§ words.

'I've been taken beneath his wing,' Jamie smiledniya 'Although
I'm unsure whether it's because I'll affect the nanvice versa.
Either way, | feel like a puppy on a leash.'

'‘She snaps my heels,' Logan drawled laconicallyy 'day now, I'll
take her to task.'



'‘Sounds ominous,' Jill Frazer laughed with opergdehls she tucked
a hand through his. 'Come inside. We'll sit on ¥kReandah, drink
something long and cool, and catch up with alltbes.'

It was evident within a short space of time tha ttvo men were
friends of long standing, for they shared a compasthip that bore
the ease of familiarity, and Jamie found Jill to dedightful. The
children were home on holiday, and they crowded autto the
verandah to sit with the adults, peppering the eosation with a
bevy of questions so that it was impossible farletd develop.

Inevitably it became time to leave, and it was vedter midnight
when Logan drew the Land Rover to a halt in the mound
alongside the row of giant machinery.

‘Where do you think you're going?’

Jamie turned slightly in the semi-darkness as Lsgtall frame
loomed up beside her. 'To bed,' she answered anéyf puzzled
voice.

Logan shook his head slowly from side to side.die, Jamie—you
sleep in the caravan. Either you come of your awa till, or | carry
you inside. The choice is yours.'

'‘Why?' she demanded in a low undertone. 'l fultgmad locking all
the doors. There won't be an opportunity for a aepélast night.’

‘Do you want to walk to the caravan, or shall irggiou?'

'l scream," she threatened, and he laughedl.y81l for Blake
Curtis--'

'‘Blake already knows and approves, Jamie. He ne mants you to
be harassed or frightened during your enforced atagng us than |



do. Keeping the men on an even keel is his con&aieve me, it's
easier this way.'

Easier? She had to be out of her mind even to dengl 'You're not
serious?' she queried with intended sarcasm. "We elen like each
other —five minutes together and we begin arguidg.further
thought occurred, one that made her angry. 'Whaha@ation will
the men place on me sharing your caravan?' Shednavand in a
gesture of angry frustration. 'I'll be darnedlifde labelled as a—a--'

‘Woman of easy virtue?' he prompted mockingly, ahd had to
restrain herself from physically hitting him.

'Yes—I| meamo,'she finished furiously.

'In your own best interests, you'll trust me andagoyou're told,’
Logan advised bluntly. 'l intend smoking a cigaetthich will take
all of five minutes. After that, I'm coming in. Yalbe advised to get
inside, change, and get into bed if you want toesgaur blushes,' he
concluded sardonically.

‘You're a bully," she snapped resentfully, addimggood measure,
‘and a brute. No wonder you have a caravan to gbiurs0 one else
could bear to put up with you!

'‘Four minutes,' he reminded her tauntingly, stagdirere with his
arms folded, so sure of himself she actually rasdthnd to strike
him. 'Oh no," he reproved softly, catching holditohh midair and
applying just enough pressure to retain his gragpether you go in
there under duress or of your own free will is inbenizl to me—so
make up your mind.’'

'l hate you!" she vouched steadily.



'‘Go right on hating me,' Logan drawled indolentiywon't cause me
to lose any sleep, | assure you.'

With her head held high Jamie swept past him angihteal the single
step into the caravan with as much dignity as sidanuster. Never
could she remember feeling so hopelessly angry-aicéytnot to a
point of wanting to rage and scream like an unadiafle,
intractable child!

‘Turn off the light when you change,' Logan's vaitgructed from
the doorway. 'Up until now there hasn't been theessity for such
civilised refinements as curtains.'

'If you expect me to don a frivolous concoctionngfon-and lace,
then you're doomed to disappointment,” she declariyl and
rummaged inside her bag until she found what shatesda 'l
embarked on a camping trip, not an attempt to eéaanzy males who
crossed my path. | intend sleeping in a blousejeauaks.’

‘Hurry it up. You've a few scant minutes beforeine in, then the
light gets doused and we sleep. The men rise at dangakfast, then
hit the road. Right now, a chattering female isrgh on my list of
priorities.'

The best policy was to remain silent, no matter howch he
antagonised and provoked—she had all day tomoroothibk up
some suitable pithy remarks with which to metaptadly slay him.
The few seconds before she slipped into the vehlwd would
ultimately take her away from here would be an lideae. She'd
have the last word yet!

To save vigorous brushing she quickly twisted har mto a thick
plait, tossed it back over her shoulder, then sdppto the jeans and
undid her skirt.



She viewed the bunk with some misgiving, not atsalle she was
wise to stay in the same caravan with someond._tigan. If he was ,
a gentleman, she pondered with a grimace, he walldev her to

sleep here alone and not insist on sharing--

A slight sound outside sent her scrambling hasidyon to the top
bunk, and she lay with her face to the wall had#ying to breathe as
the screen door creaked open. It was too hot fdcdneers, and she
lay supine, willing her tense muscles to relaxres door snapped
shut.

There was a rustle of clothing being discardedn tthe click of a
switch and the caravan was plunged into darkness.

Every sound seemed to be magnified, and Jamie \ads startlingly
aware of Logan's presence as he settled his leageefcomfortably.
She became supremely conscious of every breathosikeas her
heart began to thud loudly in her breast, and dulngeself for being
all kinds of a fool.

‘Goodnight, Jamie," Logan bade sardonically, higev@a cynical
drawl, and she uttered a muffled response.



CHAPTER FOUR

JAMIE scanned the south-east horizon in an attemptdo @ a
moving cloud of dust that would herald the arrighher friends. It
was late afternoon, and she felt as if she had ixa#img for hours.
The day had proceeded as an exact replica of éwegpis day, except
possibly for the few short sentences she had egauawith Logan at
breakfast and at lunch. And now the waiting seemtfminable.

It was almost impossible to distinguish a movingeob in the
distance with so many heavy machines operatinggmatea, and after
a while her eyes grew tired with the concentratéate

Sunday night she would be back in Alice Springs] £he couldn't
help feeling disappointed that she had missed nuhe trip to the
Rock, for within a month she and Susan would bewring south to
Adelaide via rail, for the stretch of road betwedite Springs and
Port Pirie was reputedly rough and the automobild advised
freighting all vehicles other than four-wheel-drive

It was after five o'clock when a dusty well-loadst@tion wagon
pulled into the compound sounding a triumphant toofghe horn,
then doors slammed and voices joined in the noisyad

‘Susan!" Jamie flew across to the slightly-buittitale and hugged her
tightly.

‘You're okay?' Susan queried, her scrutiny intenslee stood back
and surveyed her friend. "You really had us woriédvas all for
leaving yesterday, but we were assured you wesaf@ hands, and
the boys wanted to make the most of the trip, eafpgas we'd come
so far.'

Jamie gave a quick nod of agreement. ‘Maybe I'kemia another
time,' she dismissed lightly. 'Anyway, don't staxd here—come on



in and have a cool drink. I've been given the dse@aravan during
the day.'

‘Man, that's the best offer I've had all day," Miehdeclared with
emphasis, and Jamie laughed as she indicated Isogamavan.

'It's not much cooler inside, but at least theskseens on the
windows and the door, so we shan't be pesterethdsetwretched
flies.'

Both young men were in their early twenties, of medheight, and
whereas Michael was fair, Richard sported dark hamd a
well-developed beard. In Australia on an extendddlay, they had
recently spent a few months working at Mount Isd eere due to
leave for Darwin within a few days of arriving baokAlice Springs.

*You had this to yourself?' Richard queried idlyhasstepped inside.
'‘How do they generate power out here? Ah—I se@naugas. And
supplies—I presume they're sent out with reasorfaddpiency?'

Jamie frowned, unable to recollect either BlaketSuor Logan
making any mention of how they received their sigpl'l can't say
for sure, but | imagine with fifteen or sixteen nterbe fed, it would
have to be fairly often.’

Michael glanced around the interior of the carawéh interest. '‘My
God, it's hot! Reckon our host will mind if we extige some of our
warm cans of beer for cold ones from his refrigarait

'l didn't think so, as long as you leave him a fiew tonight—by

tomorrow the others will have chilled sufficientlyamie explained,
then turning towards Susan she begged with inteidsty, tell me

what you thought of Ayers Rock.'



'In a word—magnificent, and well worth the tripyisan enthused,
her bright features alive with enthusiasm. 'Theoaplchanges at
dawn and sunset have to be seen to be believed-rethiegredible!
And the caves, gulleys, and erosions in the radfit—-some of the
rock drawings and paintings are really beautifuheif stark
simplicity enhances the graphic detail, and thelgwe had was very
good, explaining the significance as he translatkdt the drawings
meant. Some of the stories were uncanny.'

'It was a shame you broke down," Michael shrugged.lucky that it
was near here where help was on hand. Just im#ginlead been
someplace else.'

'l had plenty of food and water,' Jamie respondedfally, not really
caring for his nonchalant attitude. 'l could havevsred for a week
without undue discomfort. By then | would have b&amcj— even
If no other vehicle turned up, you were due to ghssugh on the
way back to Alice Springs, so | would have beegued.'

'Have you heard what's to happen about the velmlerented?’
Susan queried, her friendly face creased with aonce

‘They're sending someone out and it will be towadkbto Alice
Springs. Logan assures me the company exoneratefsomeany
blame.’

'‘Logan?' Michael queried idly. 'Is he in chargera$ outfit?'

'l don't think so—at least not entirely,’ Jamiepasded with a

puzzled frown, for it had occurred to her more tbhane over the past
few days that Logan had considerable authorityakICurtis is the

senior foreman.’

‘You slept in the station wagon and spent your dayere.'



It was a statement issued by way of logical conalysand she was
loath to inform them to the contrary. 'It was kiofdLogan to allow
me the use of his caravan,' she explained carefully

'‘What about meals—did you cook your own?'

‘A cook is employed,' she said slowly. 'But Logaems to fend for
himself, except for the occasional meal he hahékitchen-mess
with the rest of the men.’

'Do all caravans have two births?'
‘Yes,' Jamie acceded ambiguously.

‘You're being evasive, honey," Michael decidedjreyéer through
narrowed lids. "You did sleep in the station wagbdn't you?'

She felt vaguely resentful, and was reluctant tewam. There was
nothing between them except friendship, and he m@adight to
guestion her so thoroughly.

'‘Does it matter where Jamie slept?' Susan intedvensckly,
shooting her friend a speculative glance. 'We'kenaeveral reels of
film, Jamie— I'll put them in to be developed fitsing Monday
morning, and with luck they'll be back by the eridhe week. Hey,'
she said suddenly, her head moving to one sidehaslistened
intently. 'What's that noise?"

‘The machines heading in for the night," Jamie b&das the distant
rumble became more noticeable. 'The men will be keon. If you

want to wash, Susan, you'd better come with merailse you won't

get the opportunity until after dinner." -

'Right—lead the way,' the other girl directed btigh'l'll snatch up a
change of clothes and a towel and be there in siscon



By the time Jamie re-entered Logan's caravan thehimas were
already stationary in the compound, and she wéitedogan to join
her so that she could effect the necessary inttamhsc

It wasn't until Susan appeared that she could cet@phe formality,
and she glanced surreptitiously at each of hendgeto judge their
reaction. Logan was at his most urbane, and althdweygave the
appearance of being easygoing to the point of ewtd, Jamie
caught the swift intentness of his glance and krnleat he had
summed up and characterised each of her friends hghtning

judgment. He possessed a shrewd analytical mirdl,nah for the
first time she wondered why he was content doingvipenanual
labour when he could be wielding power from belandffice desk.

After dinner the men, faced with two attractive tdas, were in their
element. Logan was the quietest of all, prefertmlgsten rather than
participate, and Jamie grew increasingly irritedsdhe evening wore
on and Michael's attentions became more obvious.

At last the men made a move to retire, and whenyewne had
dispersed to their various sleeping quarters Jamaiedered with
Susan to where Richard and Michael had pitched téwet.

'‘Come for a stroll?’

Jamie glanced towards Michael and shook her hi¥adate, and we
all need to get up at dawn to make an early starbdnight."'

‘Where are you going?' he asked.
‘To collect my bag,' she said quietly.
'Isn't it in your station wagon?' Michael queriettitie querulously.

'‘No.'



‘Then you did sleep with him!" Michael accused, ahd drew in her
breath in an effort to control the angry retorttth@se to her lips.'l
occupied the top bunk in his caravan,' she said astmuch calm as
she could muster.

'l bet!" His sarcastic comment incensed her toiatpahere she could
have thrown something at him.

'‘Oh—grow up, Michael!" she flung icily, and pivagirround she
walked away, striding across the compound with amyg&lent in
every taut muscle in her body.

'‘Well, what have we here?' Logan mused idly assétiened inside
and let the screen door bang behind her. 'Had & sph-the
boy-friend already?'

Jamie sent him a venomous look. 'He's not my biey:'

A mildly raised eyebrow arched itself, then deseshdand his
rugged features assumed cynical amusement. 'Hé @ike kindly to
the news that you've been sharing my caravan.’

‘You could say that,’ she said tightly, gathering her bag and
stuffing clothes into it without any care whatsaeve

‘You intend sleeping in the station wagon with $i?5a
'‘Have you any objection?'
His glance was level. 'You'll be more comfortaldeen'

'Oh, for heaven's sake!' she exploded emotivelyo 'dictatorial men

| don't need! Neither one of you has the rightdedome around.' Her
dark eyes flashed angrily. 'l need some fresh dm—going for a
walk!'



'‘Not alone. Out of sight of this camp you couldilgdese your sense
of direction and become lost.’

'‘Right now I'd rather take my chances with the iégmnand the
snakes!'

‘That bad, hmm? Come on, then,’ Logan directedosadlly,
unbending his lengthy frame from the couch and mgpuo stand
beside her. 'I'm not averse to a bit of exercise.’

'I'd rather go alone,' she hurled ungratefully, arsdmouth twisted
into a wry smile.

‘Either | come with you, or you don't go at all.’

Jamie just looked at him, then with an angry movenshe swept

past him and stepped outside. She didn't care wdiirgttion she

took, it was enough to get as far away as possabie she almost ran
in her haste to put as much distance as she cetueebn herself and
the compound.

After a few minutes Logan's voice came quiethyha tlarkness. 'Ease
up, Jamie. You want | should confront the man aquaen?'

‘You don't understand—I don't care about Micha&@at® not it, at
all.' She slowed down a little and made a gesttin@pelessness. 'It's
just— everything, | guess. The heat, breaking dowh here, not
being able to make it to Ayers Rock. | desperatgpnted to see it for
myself, and now | guess | never will. Susan andllomly be in Alice
Springs for another month, then we're heading dowAdelaide.'
She looked up at him. 'Michael is just a friendfelow-New
Zealander Susan and | met two months ago. He artthRi wanted
to make the trip to the Rock, and it seemed sensdlhave them
along. They had their own tent and were prepargaydheir share of



expenses. If Michael read more into it than thhgnt that's his
mistake.'

‘Then why worry about it?"

'I'm not. Oh, let's go back,' she uttered wretche@usan won't be
able to get to sleep until | settle my gear, alsdsidll in the caravan.’

‘Just as you please.' His shrug was imperceptiies darkness, and
he paused to transfer a cigarette from its packbtst mouth, then a
lighter flared, momentarily illuminating his comped features, and

Jamie was struck by the strength evident—the gtteesical force of

the man.

Out here they seemed so alone, as if there weréhgiswo of them.
The camp could have been a hundred miles awaysland/as aware
of some intangible thread drawing them togethealntost made her
catch her breath, and she had to physically refraim reaching out
and touching him.

It's crazy, she whispered silently. | don't evée the man, yet there's
something magical in the air— a sensation of spwiaving a spell
over which | have no control. Time lay suspended,she stood still,
hardly daring to breathe as she waited for the nmbrtaeleave.

'l thought you wanted to go back,' Logan's voiterposed solemnly,
yet there was a hint of sardonic amusement evitthattbrought her
sharply out of her slightly dazed state.

‘There's something about the Outback, isn't there?ueried softly.

‘Away from the madding crowds that haunt the comcend steel
jungle of the cities?’



'‘More than that. Elemental, and perhaps a litleecrProviding the
challenge of survival.'

'‘Profound thoughts, Jamie?' he mocked cynicallgl,slre strained to
catch his expression in the darkness.

'‘Why did you come here, Logan?' she asked.
‘The spirit of adventure?'

'l find that difficult to believe,' she dismissedwy. 'You dress the
part, you even look the part behind the controlthat huge grader.
But something doesn't quite click—I'm not sure whéa.'

'‘Perhaps I'm a fugitive from justice?' he mockeut] the absurdity of
it brought a bubble of laughter bursting from Heott.

'l guess we'd better head back,' she suggested aniieutes later.
‘Susan will be wondering where lam.’

‘Not only Susan,” Logan declared indolently. ‘It ub appear
your—ifriend has decided to investigate your wheoeiéd'

Jamie turned, and in the gloom she could just disaeshape moving
towards them. 'Oh— damn!' she swore inelegantly.

"You must have given him some encouragement.'

Indignation rose to the fore. 'l didn't—I havershe vouched with a
trace of anger, hating his mocking cynicism.

'‘Well, it would appear he seems to think so,' Lodeawled.

A dark shape loomed close, and Jamie could alnerstesthe anger
emanating from Michael's lean frame.



‘Jamie, what are you doing out here?' he demamdedand reaching
out and catching hold of her arm. 'Whdsdoing with you?"'

She tried to move away, and her efforts to setah@r free from his
grasp proved fruitless. 'l felt like some fresh,'ahe said coldly.
‘Logan wouldn't allow me to walk out here alone.’

'You could have asked me.’

A sigh of exasperation left her lips. Men—you catiglease them
no matter what you did! "You weren't around wheledided to leave
the compound,' she said quietly, and sensed Logamsement at
the situation. Darn him—he was far too perceptiWw were on our
way back,' she explained. 'In any case, | didrdtise | would be
missed.’

‘Jamie.' Michael reached out and grasped hold ohaed, pulling
her close, ignoring Logan completely. 'l thoughtyiiked me,' he
intoned softly. 'Why are you giving me the brusk2of

Oh lord, she groaned silently. 'I'm not. | went &owalk, Michael,
that's all.’

'‘With him.'

He made it sound like a mortal sin, and Jamie vgast@ enough to
realise that other men would regard a man of Lageatlibre a threat
to their own success with the opposite sex. Hella&nack, whether
intentional or not, of making other men in his s pale into
Insignificance.

'‘Don't be ridiculous,' she dismissed. 'Logan mecalyne along as a
precautionary measure." She was supremely consabusgan
beside her. It was impossible that he couldn't ,hdaspite the



conversation being conducted in an undertone.lif be'd walk on,
so that she could argue without having him overlesary word!

‘Susan and Richard hit it off," said Michael inaggrieved voice. 'l
thought you and I...

'‘What did you think?' she demanded in a deadlytquoece, fury
building up inside her like a raging storm.

‘That this trip would be an excellent opportuniy fis to get to know
one another better.'

Jamie drew a deep breath and prayed for patieticgou were
fostering any ideas that | would be willing to shgour tent—forget
it! This trip was meant to be strictly a platonicaangement, and you
know it." She turned away and moved quickly indivection of the
compound. '‘Goodnight I' She broke into a run indesire to put as
much space between them as possible. If she dahétd end up
saying something regrettable, such was her angérMichael for
conducting what should have been a private contrersm Logan's
hearing. Everything was going wrong—it was almasifahis trip
had been fated from the very beginning!

Jamie opened the screen door of Logan's caravasvespk inside.
With luck she'd be able to collect her bag anduteagain before he
came in. Right now she didn't trust herself toilbg, @nd the desire to
give in to childish tears was almost undeniable.

Of all the crazy ideas! she fumed silently. Not ®@f@ad she given
Michael any encouragement. She crossed to the lcanight up her
bag, and turned round to see Logan regarding hHarami expression
that was Impossible to define.



'I'm on my way. Goodnight,’ she bade tightly as gfesv abreast of
him, and she couldn't meet his eyes for the mockkeyknew to be
there. 'Please, Logan—Iet me pass.'

‘Were you really naive enough to embark on thip totally
unsuspecting that more was expected of you thdrthassharing of
expenses?' His voice was calm and held no hingmtsm, and her
eyelashes swept up.

‘Yes,' she cried with righteous indignation. 'Wekvewn them for
two months, and in that time not once did he magass. How was |
to know he was merely biding his time?"'

‘You're a very attractive young woman,' Logan degdardonically,
crossing his arms across his chest as he looked dower. 'Surely
the possibility crossed your mind?'

‘All right,’ she conceded furiously, 'so maybe id.dl wasn't
worried—I can handle myself. Besides, he's a Nealadaler.'

'‘Good grief,' he returned wryly. "You don't mears&y you thought
that would protect you?'

Jamie glared up at him. 'lI've done a specialisedseon self-defence.
He wouldn't have got very far.’

Logan began to laugh, softly at first, then hisstishook with it, so
that it infuriated her beyond measure.

Without pausing for thought she lashed out at hmitting him
wherever she could, goaded to lengths that friggddrer. She, Jamie
Prentiss, who had never lost her temper in herYiét here she was
behaving like some primitive she-cat. If only sloalld believe she
was hurting him! But her blows fell against a cihtbst felt rock-hard
beneath her fists, and she could have cried witriation as he held



her away. Her fingers dug into his arms, tryingtoise the flesh, but
came into contact with hard muscle and sinew againgh her puny
strength could find no leverage.

'Hey, little girl—that's enough,' he cautioned higrdshaking her
slight figure to emphasise his words. 'l won't berypunching bag,'
he warned. 'Keep it up, and I'm liable to get mad.'

'You amaze me,' she flung heatedly, her breathropmishort gasps.
'l thought you were invincible—the total chauvirggnisogynist!'

His eyes narrowed fractionally. 'Careful,’ he addis'| warned you
once before about your sassy tongue.'

'Is that a threat, Logan—or a promise?'

Anger leapt into those dazzling blue eyes, andslddenly felt afraid
of what she'd aroused.

'‘Maybe it's about time you found out,' he mutteseflly, hauling her
close.

‘Logan--' her protest died on her lips as she dasgiht of his
expression, and she began to struggle againstthirsting in his
arms as she tried desperately to evade his descehead.

Never had she been made so aware of a man's phstseayth, and

she was powerless to escape the hurtful pressunes ehouth as it

plundered hers, forcing her lips apart as he sal/dggedelicate tissue
against her teeth until she could taste the swahass of her own
blood. Not content, he blazed a ravaging explonatbher mouth,

and when he lifted his head she felt as if she avéall, her head was
so light that dizziness forced her to grasp holdiisfarms until the
caravan walls stopped swirling crazily.



Tears sprang up behind her eyes, the pupils dyatith fearful
uncertainty as she gazed mutely into his face.

‘That wasn't quite fair," he grimaced with a gestirself-disgust. A
muscle tensed along his jaw as he glimpsed ths tealting in her
eyes.

Jamie viewed him through a watery mist, unable cwenif her life
depended upon it, and she gave a convulsive shaddes drew her
body against his. She felt his lips touch her hban his fingers were
beneath her chin, forcing it high. His lips touchests, gently, like
the wings of a butterfly, and a shaft of incredilpleasure shot
through her veins as he began a sensual trailitingfan her lips and
down her neck. The effect was erotic, like nothstge had ever
experienced, and without conscious thought sherbegaespond. Of
their own volition her arms crept up to encircle hieck, and she
stood on tiptoe to reach him, aware within secahds her feet no
longer touched the floor as he enfolded her slimybdose against
his own.

How long it was before he put her down and heldabt@rm's length
she had no idea, for she had little recollectiotiroé.

'‘Go, Jamie,' Logan directed brusquely, and witlzoarord she turned
and ran—down the steps and across the compoungetgtation
wagon.

Safely inside, she opened up her sleeping-bag@ead it out, then
she eased her length on to it and shifted quietlgn effort to get
comfortable.

'‘What happened out there?' Susan questioned saftlyJamie gave a
sudden start.

'‘Not much,' she dismissed lightly. 'l went for alkva



'Is there something between you and Logan, or amagining
things?'

‘There's nothing," she denied, aware that she dhofiér some
explanation. 'I'm cross with Michael,' she saiddedy.

'Want to talk about it?'

Jamie lifted a hand to her bruised lips. 'Do yomanif we leave it
until tomorrow? We should try to get to sleep.’

‘Goodnight.’

Jamie murmured a response, her eyes wide open eastaled
sightlessly ahead. She lay perfectly still, afreadmove lest she
disturb Susan. A long shuddering breath tore thndugy body, and
she closed her eyes in an effort to shut out thenong of Logan's
punishing kiss. Remembering her response sent ae wav
mortification warming her cheeks, and she utteréabakful prayer
that after bidding him a brief farewell in the mimgp she would never
see him again.

Jamie and Susan rose at first light, swiftly r@liap their bedding,
and as they washed and changed their clothes Ricmar Michael
took down the tent and stowed it on to the rookran top of the
station wagon prior to leaving.

Breakfast was a cup of coffee and some bread thas&r an open
fire, and they had almost finished eating whenfitst of the men
emerged from a nearby caravan.

At once Jamie began to urge the others to hurrystfe had no desire
to face Logan—even though logic persuaded herstmatvould have



to voice her thanks. Perhaps, she thought, BlakésGuould put in
an appearance first, and with luck they might behmir way, thus
escaping a confrontation with Logan.

It was a slim hope, and of no avail, for minutésriaamie glimpsed
his tall frame moving purposely towards them. Blakertis was
there, too, which didn't make it so bad, but thees no evading
Logan as he drew abreast of the station wagon.

‘You're ready?'

Jamie nodded, and Susan sparkled charmingly, hdéingrmanner
more than making up for Jamie's lack of convergatio

‘Take it easy on the way back,' Logan instructesl,eyes raking
Jamie's slender form, but still she refused to rheegaze.

'‘Well, | guess we'd better get on our way," Susasiaded, shooting
her friend a curious glance. 'Thanks for your hiagipy.'

‘Thanks, Blake," Jamie voiced carefully. 'l appaezieverything
you've done, and I'm sorry if my presence creatgdraconvenience.'

His lopsided grin was reassuring. '"How could atpngbung slip of a
thing like you be an inconvenience? My dear, theal@oamong my
men was never so high!" He extended a tanned aktlused hand.
‘Have a good trip, and all the best for your futimaels.'

‘Thanks,"' Jamie smiled sunnily, deliberately exitigdhe tall figure
beside him. 'Well, | guess we'd better go beforeghn gets much
higher. It'll be hot enough later on. 'Bye, andtsaonce again.' She
turned and slid into the front passenger seatgedldise door behind
her and willed the others to follow her examplehdt already been
decided that Susan would drive until midday, whegytwould stop
for lunch, then Richard would take over.



Mercifully the others were conscious of the needev away, and
within minutes the station wagon eased forwardranded out from
the compound with a series of horn blasts and nanehwaving.

A silent sigh escaped Jamie's lips. Thank goodinegswere on their
way, each mile taking them further away from thennshe had
decided was the most hateful male she'd ever etm@ah Self-
assured and thoroughly impossible, she added fod gaeasure. If
she never set eyes on him again, it would be toa!do a matter of
two days he had turned her orderly world upside rdowade her
startlingly aware that she had never really bearpgny kissed
before, and had rendered her un- awakened emotitlma state of
turmoil. She should be glad—yeglad, she would never see him
again. If she'd stayed another day ... heaven kndved could have
happened. Undoubtedly she was just another femaldang line of
women who queued for his attention. Someone halcoake use of,
then discard when it suited him. Fate had been kiméscuing her
from certain heartache, she assured herself sileHi probably
wouldn't give her another thought.

‘You're very quiet, Jamie.' Susan murmured as kimegd across the
space between them, concern on her friendly festure

'I'm fine,' Jamie responded quickly, giving a btigiile that dazzled.
‘Just a bit tired, that's all.’

‘There's some Disprin if you've a headache. Slstip?’

'‘No—really." Heavens, she'd have to perk up adbiterwise Susan
would begin to suspect something was amiss and liggastioning,
and she didn't want that!

'‘What are our chances of making it through to Algeings tonight?"
Michael queried, and both girls exchanged a doufgtance.



'l won't drive after dark," Susan admitted franklyguess we could
get there before dusk if we don't take too mucle touat for lunch.’

‘Ugh—who'd want to stop for longer than we have effered, his
features assuming distaste. 'The flies eat us alitlén seconds of
the car becoming stationary. How they scent ususckly I'll never
know.'

'In another hour it will be so hot,' Richard deelhr'Imagine living
out here in these conditions —hardly any rainfatl years, no real
amenities. Just endless miles of red dust, hedtwaetched flies.'

'It's not that bad,' Jamie found herself sayinigking of Blair and Jill
Frazer and their comfortable homestead.

'Isolation, not another soul for miles—you'd haeebe joking!
Michael declared scathingly.

'It takes a sturdy breed to accept near-desert ittomsl' she
defended. 'Determination, and the challenge it ides; would suit
very few.'

"Turn on the radio—let's catch the news.'

After that the miles seemed to fly, and the terra@mained
unchanging. The sun rose high in the sky, beatovgnao earth with
an almost unbearable heat, which combined witldtist that seeped
into the vehicle and the flies which converged easse whenever
they drew to a halt, tended to fray even the mildésempers.

It was a tremendous relief to get on to the sestied of bitumen on

the outskirts of Alice Springs, and to see thd Signs of civilisation

again. With-in minutes they were entering the nstieet where they
unloaded Richard and Michael's gear, bade therwé&ehen Jamie
drove on to the flat at the other end of town.



Unpacking was achieved in the minimum of time, dydmutual

consent they elected to leave hosing down theostatagon until the
following day. A meal of sorts, just an omelettel @salad, followed
by fruit, then both girls showered and clambered bed, too tired to
do more than offer each other a brief goodnighoteesettling down
to sleep.



CHAPTER FIVE

WITHIN a few days it seemed as if Jamie had never beay, amd
her encounter with Logan and the road-gang slippgd the
background as life assumed its usual day-to-dagmat

The hotel was busy, peaking at midday and agatharevening, at
times so hectic she scarcely had time to think.

After two months of serving behind the bar she bacome adept at
drawing beer, and could hold several glasses irhand beneath the
tap. No longer were the different sized glassesyatary, for she

knew a schooner from the smaller middy, and wa$ weeld to being

requested to add a dash of sarsaparilla, gingeleat®nade, or stout
to the the beer. She was even becoming accustoondte tmany

strange accents of the new Australians among thetele, and she
didn't have to request many to repeat their oflemg a 'new hand'
no longer applied, as she had become acceptedegrahall.

In a way, she would miss the friendly atmosphelee decided
pensively. It had been fun, and something differBeturning to city

life and sitting behind an office desk would seeeadly dull by

comparison. However, she and Susan had come toafiagb travel

its length and breadth, and there was still a clamable amount of
the vast continent they had to see. A few more waeRlice Springs

and they would leave, put the station wagon onrdie down to Port
Pirie, then drive to Adelaide where with luck theguld be able to
find accommodation and a job without too much deldyee months
in Alice Springs had provided them with sufficiembney with which

to traverse yet another leg of their journey.

Friday morning dawned hot and dry, not unlike thgdpreceding it,
and there was nothing to warn Jamie that it woutd put to be any
different. She was due to report to the hotel at invthe afternoon,
and would work until ten on an unbroken shift.



There was a farewell party for Michael and Richamight and she
supposed she would have to go, although as thmadfte wore on
she began to view thoughts of a cool shower foltbywe bed and a
good book with considerable favour.

The bar was crowded, packed in with men attemgtrgguench their
thirst and socialise with their mates, and busimesshectically brisk
to a point where she began to wish she possesseagiives of hands.
Her smile became a conscious effort, and she whbalte given

anything to be able to rest her feet even for auteinYet there was
still an hour to go before closing time, and thiewould be at least a
further fifteen minutes or so before she could éeav

'Yes—what would you like?' she queried mechanicatlgshe moved
towards the next customer.

‘A schooner, Jamie,' a familiar voice drawled, dsep faintly
sardonic tones distinctive.

Logan! Her heart skipped a beat, then began radrsle assimilated
the shock of seeing him again. Carefully she satdbler features
into an expression of pleasant surprise.

'Hello," she greeted with a smile. '"You're a longywfrom the
road-gang.' Deftly she took a glass and filledthgnkful for two
months of practice that ensured she served theviafea minimum
head. She placed it on the counter in front of hextracted the
correct money from the coins he placed there, teansg them into
the cash register.

Conscious of several other men requiring servieseclby, Jamie
moved on to serve them, but she was aware of Legganding back
from the bar and moving further down to the enthefcounter where
he remained until the bar closed. No matter whatdsth she sensed
him watching her, until she felt she would screfheididn't leave. It



had the effect of making her quiet to the point rehgeveral regular
customers asked if something was wrong, and shetdhadbke a
conscious effort to smile and joke, for this wasatiney expected.

If only Logan would leave she could relax, but leersed to take
pleasure in idly filling in his time, drinking hizeer slowly and with
evident enjoyment. She wanted to ask what he wagydo Alice
Springs, particularly here in this hotel when heuldo drink
elsewhere. It was crazy to feel as if she was asentneing watched
over by a rather superior cat, but she did, aret aft hour it became
obvious that he had no intention of moving untd thar closed.

Jamie surreptitiously observed him talking to Susamore than one
occasion, and she wondered what they could possiblyalking

about. At closing time he was one of the last &awvég although after
waiting so long for him to go she missed the actaament of his
departure.

'‘Phew—at long last!" Jamie breathed thankfully las publican
closed the side door, and Susan gave a sigh that description.

'Right, let's get these glasses out of the waysaBubegan with
methodical briskness. "You do the counter, and&tjin on this lot.
With luck we'll be out of here in under ten minutéken it's home for
a quick shower and a change of clothes. By tefytihie should be at
the party.'

Party—how could she have forgotten about it? '@t Icshe groaned
aloud. 'Susan, I'm so tired —my feet ache, and dbbout as
enthusiastic at going out as a wet dishmop. Alahtto do is to fall
into bed.'

‘Jamie, you've got to come,' Susan wailed as slokexd glasses into
the dishwasher. 'Besides, I've asked Logan. Heisgas.'



Cold anger clutched at Jamie's stomach and squeepathfully.
‘You did what?'

Susan had the grace to look nonplussed. 'He setmszl standing
there with not much to do. | thought he might likecome. We know
him, and besides, what's one more guest?' sheeduéefensively.
‘You don't mind, do you?'

What could she say? But yes, she did mind, veryhmuc

Logan was standing outside the side entrance wieermmerged with
Susan some ten minutes later, and Jamie felt hee+ssds curl
alarmingly at the sight of him. She wanted to rad &ide, but that
wasn't possible, and she cursed whatever it wastbaght him to
Alice Springs.

She wanted to talk to him naturally, exchange desamd treat him as
a friend, but how could she when his mere presgedder tongue in
knots and made her feel about as poised as a &reaiagut to embark
on a first date?

Logan followed them to the flat in his vehicle,liglstly dusty Land
Rover, and once inside he took a seat at Susaisition, choosing a
large armchair in the lounge while Jamie and Stak furns for the
shower.

Jamie found herself stalling for time as she apher make-up, and
twice she entertained the idea of excusing heosethe grounds of a
headache. Only the knowledge that such an excusédwdraw
Logan's mocking cynicism prevented her from voigtn@he wished
with all her heart that he hadn't chosen to reappea when she had
just begun not to think of him constantly.

‘Jamie, come on!' Susan called. 'lt's nearly quésteleven.'



Well, there was nothing else for it but to go dwre with a smile on
her face and attempt to play the part of a charmgungst. If Logan
dared to regard her with amusement she'd hit him!

The dress she wore accented her slim curves andieleghtfully
feminine, its deep gold lending her hair a richrissined hue which
contrasted with her tanned limbs. A deep vee neekéixposed a
generous cleavage, although the cut was decepgbvegn closer
inspection it was more demure than first Supposdon-heeled
sandals gave a touch of elegance, and she emergethée lounge
feeling confident and ready to tackle Logan.

Jamie rode in the front seat, with Susan seateth@mutside, and
during the short journey she was aware of the lfaisaturnine
enigmatic man behind the wheel in a way that mates@ins course
with liquid fire.

The party was well under way when they arrived, dauthie did her
best to slip away from Logan's side and thus elusleompany after
the initial introductions were effected, but wheeshe went he
seemed to be not more than a few feet distant.

It wasn't as if he talked to her, he was jimdre—tall, broad, and
exuding virile masculinity from every nerve andrébHis expression
was inscrutable whenever she glanced his way, drel vgas

supremely conscious of his every move, so muclnabitt inhibited

her natural spontaneity.

The music was loud, alternating between disco ank, rand almost
everyone was dancing—or attempting to in the lichitepace
available. The air was thick with tobacco fumesjohcombined
with the noise was beginning to give her a head&she would have
given anything to be able to abandon herself tp#rgy spirit. Maybe
it was a combination of too many late nights, arduworking hours,



not to mention the presence of a man she had thoeyer to set
eyes upon again.

For the third or fourth time—she'd lost count— sheok her head
and smilingly refused yet another request to daBoen she would
have to participate, otherwise it would become aeatble, and she
preferred to remain as inconspicuous as possible.

'‘Dare | ask?' a deep voice drawled from behindwili too join the
ranks of the unaccepted?'

Jamie turned and looked up into the mocking bluesesp far above
her own, and she considered him thoughtfully. "Wdratyou doing
here, Logan?' she managed calmly. 'Not in Alicertgsrbuthere,in
this room?’

‘Would you believe—to see you?'

'‘Why?' she asked baldly, and saw a gleam of amuselifiethe
corners of his wide mouth.

‘Well, | could declare myself smitten by your— er—he paused
deliberately, glancing at the exposed cleft ofthesom, then went on
to finish lazily—'charms. However, the truth, Jamiém flying
down to Ayers Rock by private charter at first tiggmorrow. There's
a spare seat on the plane if you'd like it.'

Unwilling to build up her hopes, she queried cauglg, '‘Are you
going alone?'

A slight smile lifted the corner of his mouth. 'Nophotographer by
the name of Jake Templeton will be along for tide.fi

'‘When do you intend coming back?'

‘Sunday.'



The temptation to accept was very great. 'Whereldvbsleep?' An
innocent enough question, but one she had to settle

'‘Not with me,' Logan drawled. 'l don't seduce afaid’

Jamie let her gaze rove over his features, notiegfinely etched
lines at the outer corners of his eyes, the deejaser that ran
vertically from jaw to cheekbone. At a guess, heswa his
mid-thirties, perhaps a year or two more.

‘You'll be quite safe—you have my word," he voutbdddorusquely.
‘Yes or no?'

He really couldn't care less, she decided wrylyllWWfeshe didn't go
she would never have the opportunity again. ‘tlne,' she agreed
cautiously. 'What time, and where?'

'‘Be ready at six. I'll collect you.'

'‘What about food?' If necessary she could foragengmthe
cupboards in the flat, for there was sure to beetbimg suitable she
could take.

'All taken care of, Jamie,"' he assured her, ardir&ieed the contents
of his glass and set it down on a nearby tablew;Nww about that
dance?'

He didn't give her the chance to refuse, and imvamtil she was in
his arms among the crush of people that she rentechisbe hadn't
actually consented to partner him.

Being close to Logan was a heady experience, amaval sure her
pulse accelerated to an alarming rate. He haddiveipto render her
bones to jelly, and she kept her lashes loweredefar of what he
might read in her eyes. It was sheer madness, aesadhat could



bring only heartache—hers. She was under no iltugteat her
reaction was one-sided.

It was ten minutes before he relinquished his hdlelk-minutes of
sheer bliss, where nothing seemed to touch them.

'You need to be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed if'seoto make the
most of your time at Ayers Rock,' Logan slantedha@sed her away
from the centre of the room. 'Unless you partidularant to stay
here, I'd advise leaving soon to allow a few hoslestp before dawn.
Susan looks set to remain for quite a while yetntWae to drop you
off at the flat?"

It was already after midnight, and even allowingdito push a few
clothes into an overnight bag in the morning, theexe only five

hours left in which to sleep. 'Thank you. Give mfw minutes to
explain to Susan,' Jamie asked, searching the quockly, catching

sight of her friend deep in conversation with Richa

Susan's quick smile and wicked wink indicated wdia thought of
Logan's invitation, and Jamie found herself shakivey head in
emphatic denial.

'‘Enjoy yourself,' Susan bade, adding impishly,skegorgeous hunk
of masculinity, Jamie. Half your luck!

'l could be fair, fat and forty, for all the notidee takes," Jamie
responded dryly, and Susan laughed.

‘Don't you believe it,' she reiterated softly.

Jamie pondered her friend's words during the siroré back to the
flat, and when Logan brought the vehicle to a Ba# sat quiet and
still, almost afraid of what might come next.



'‘Goodnight, Jamie." There was a faint mocking ctite in the
iImpersonal directive, and she unclasped the dadbska out, unsure
afterwards whether or not she had returned higataio.

Even at six-thirty in the morning the sky was cJegapale nondescript
blue that contrasted sharply with the surroundangain. Below them
stretched mile upon mile of dry red-brown earthiexed only by
clumped mulga and spinifex. The interior of the Br@@ssna was
comfortably fitted out, and Jamie tried not toHet thoughts wander
to the question that sprang to mind—why Logan hsice@ her to
come along. Could it be that he had remembereddsre to see the
giant monolith? Or was it possible he had organteedrip with her
in mind? With a mental grimace she dismissed theerla-they
weren't exactly compatible, and although she wasa@ous of the
electricity between them, it was doubtful it wasae-way current!
Logan presented the image of a hard-bitten, sedir@d, and at times
arrogant, man. She had as much chance of tamingishe had of
bringing a jungle animal meekly to heel. Not, slssused herself
hastily, that she wanted him—Iife with such a maould be
Impossible. Impossible, a tiny voice taunted, kexear dull.

She glanced across the space separating them, vendeg to
discover some elusive trait in that chiselled peof8ut she could find
nothing, no hint of weakness that might allow leesuppose he could
be a wolf in sheep's clothing.

Just then he turned, meeting her clear-eyed gatie aazzling

blue-chipped clarity, and it was she who dropped lashes and
looked away, missing his faint smile, and with ach& provide some
conversation she mentioned the first thing thagmeat her head.

‘All that white sand,' she began, pointing to- veatide ground far
below the cockpit window. 'Is it an optical illusi® She adjusted her



sunglasses, transferring them down from theirmggtiace on top of
her head, for the glare from the rising sun hurtdyes.

'Salt and gypsum, Jamie. Beneath the midday sunsthtace
shimmers and dances with mirages.' He leaned coskeshe had to
force herself to breathe evenly, grateful for thegdn lenses of her
sunglasses that hid her eyes. 'That's Lake Amadeukoks quite
spectacular from the air, like a fine powdery snBerhaps that's why
it's so arresting in an area where one is accustotoeseeing
thousands of square miles of nothing but barreertiesie moved
back fractionally in his seat. "You should seedbsert after a winter
rainfall—yes, it does rain occasionally," he smil€xh the shady side
of the sand ripples the desert ephemerals germigate, flower and
die in a matter of days. Delicate and transiemty'te one of nature's
floral miracles. Sturt's desert pea provides aetavpcolour, and the
sandhills abound with white and yellow daisies. Thikere's the
cream, lemon and scarlet of the dwarf banksiashakdas. Even the
husky spinifex puts out green horns. And the ame® alive with
birdlife, especially at dusk—pink and grey galate;katoos, and the
crested pigeons.'

Surprise lightened her attractive features aswimed to look at him.
'‘Why, Logan!' she teased. 'For all that harsh exteyou have quite a
poetical way with words.'

Eyes of vivid blue held hers. 'Out here one is madeare of the
meaning of man's worth on earth, the mysteriousninargs of life
itself," he returned quietly, without a trace ofakery. 'All of God's
creatures equal in the fight for survival. Simglcistark and cruel.
It's almost possible to forget there's another avbdyond the desert's
fringe— the concrete and steel jungle of man'disation.'

Jamie swallowed convulsively as she felt the magmaill of his
brand of charisma, a potent chemical reaction e purely of the
senses, part physical, enmeshed, so that it beabnuest a tangible



thing. It was frightening to discover that one nalane held her
destiny, and she could have wept with the futiiftyt. Somehow she
had to survive the next two days without lettingniguess the effect
he had upon her. No matter how dearly it cost $tex,would have to
smile and act the cool unruffled companion.

‘Your friend is very quiet,' she ventured in a dage bid to place the
conversation on a more prosaic level, and Logaredta soundless
laugh.

'‘Jake won't come alive for at least another houe's ho lark, more
of a night-owl. | practically had to drag him odtleed this morning.’

'He's brought along an impressive amount of phejagc
equipment. There's no doubt about his intentidre' feund herself
voicing, and the man beside her let his featuregras an expression
of mocking indolence.

‘Curiosity, thy name is woman,' he said softly, ahd looked away,
unable to hold his gaze.

Jamie caught sight of the giant monolith long befdne small

twin-engined plane began its circling descent, simel summoned to
mind all that she had gleaned from tourist brockarel geographical
books. The world's greatest single rock formati@ing to a height

of one thousand one hundred and forty-three femtalis base, with
a circumference of nearly six miles, it was knowrtle aboriginals
as Uluru. From land so flat it rose with majestic beautkel

something thrust up from a prehistoric era, anheg drew close the
vast gulleys and erosions stood out, throwing aer-eehanging

pattern of shadows that shaped and sharpenedntaslyy.

Then the plane was taxiing to a halt close to tuo itself, dwarfed
into insignificance, and Jamie followed Logan'sragée by undoing
her seatbelt.



The air outside hit them with the force of a miarat furnace, and
Jamie felt the perspiration begin to bead acrosddrehead. Soon
she would become accustomed to the rapid risempeeature, the
change that was so great in the first few houes aihwn.

Logan and Jake preceded her from the plane, antbekdéhe hand
Logan extended in assistance to ground level.ddé/stood by as the
two men reached inside and unloaded their equipnteeh the
engines roared, throttling back as the tiny pldipped forward, then
turned and began moving smoothly along the fldaser

Jamie picked up her overnight bag and slung itapstver her
shoulder, then caught up her sleep- ing-bag. 'Cheld you with
anything?'

The glance Logan spared her held amusement. 'Yffer
appreciated, but no, Jake and | can manage.' Hedodown at her
feet. 'I'm glad to see you're wearing sensible shoe

She pulled a face at him. 'What did you expectetRiiheels? Like
the girl scout, | came prepared.’

'‘Sunscreen cream, insect repellant, salt tablats,aaspare hand to
wave away the flies?' Jake mocked, laughing opaslthe first of a

swarm zeroed in on them. 'Flies by day, and mosgsiiby night.

God, | had to be mad to dream up this assignment!'

'You were born and bred out here,' Logan drawledrgally. ""Who
else would they send?’

'‘Which is precisely why | escaped to the city pssoon as | was able
to fly," Jake retorted ruefully. ‘No pun intenddte'grinned across at
Jamie, who returned the smile with one of her own.



'Let's get this gear across to the camping grolrodian suggested,
effortlessly lifting a heavy rucksack into the reddra dusty Land
Rover that minutes before had slid to a halt neatalge did likewise
with a similar pack, then followed it with a cartohprovisions and a
large chilli-bin.

Once seated inside the Land Rover the driver inired himself as
the Park Ranger, then he swung the dusty vehiolendrand drove
away from the airstrip.

Jamie noted with surprise that there were a tdtéhree motels, a
chalet, and a visitors' centre all within a shastahce of the camping
area, and by the time the vehicle came to a haltcsluld feel the
sweat running down the centre of her spine andearvalley between
her breasts.

‘This time of year most everyone is trying to esctpe heat,' Jake
voiced cynically. ‘With my luck | get to spend aaekein one of the
hottest strips of land this side of the black stimp

‘Well, let's get the tent set up, our gear stoweside, then we can
cool off with a can of beer,' Logan decided withiuarsympathetic
grin, and Jamie tried to conceal her surprise.

Tent? She was to share a tent with Logan and XElkeping less than
a few feet distant from both of them?

'Relax—it's a very versatile piece of equipmentgén told her.
'‘Mosquito and fly-proof, it's light and easy to esble. You'll be
amazed,' he ended mockingly.

With a wry flash of humour Jamie conceded silemligt she had
already shared a caravan with him—what could béiBerent in
sharing a tent?



'‘Can | help?' She felt she had to ask, even thtnaghoffer would
doubtless be brushed aside.

‘Later, Jamie,' Logan dismissed, and without furthdo he bent
down and began untying the tapes around the bulkylle he had

dropped to the ground only minutes before. 'Atehé of the day you
can play cook. When this is set up, we'll get stwngtto eat by way

of a late breakfast, then we'll set off for a feaurs. There's some
sandwiches in the chilli-bin, fruit juice and be¥re'll pack what we

need into a rucksack.'

Obviously he didn't intend to waste any time, Japerceived. There
was a lot to see, and she for one didn't want &rsund camp all day.
She wanted to explore! Idly she watched as theltegan to unfold,
and when it was securely staked it looked largantshe had first
iImagined was possible. Inside, quite roomy and cotalble—even
spending a week or two under such conditions wbaldo hardship.

In no time at all Logan and Jake had hefted thear deneath the
lightweight canvas, and a glance at her watch oetexd that it was
after nine—indeed time for a snack, especiallytastsad had little
more than a quickly-gulped cup of coffee more tthaae hours ago.

'‘Okay, what will it be? Coffee?' Logan queried,tteglded a trifle
sardonically, 'Or do Kiwis follow the British hal@hd indulge in tea?
There's a thermos of hot water, sachets of instaftee, or

tea-bags—help yourself.'

'I'll get it,' she determined evenly, kneeling ddveside the carton he
had just opened. 'Jake, what will you have?' slegigg, glancing up
at him, then without turning her head, 'Logan?'

'‘Coffee, black, strong, and two sugars,’ Logan ansg adding,
‘There's powdered milk in there somewhere.'



'‘Likewise, black,” Jake declared. 'Three sugarg' drinned,
unabashed. 'l need the energy.'

Deftly Jamie set out mugs, spooned in sugar, areddjoen the coffee
sachets, then poured in the hot water and took spbon.

‘Sandwiches will have to suffice for now," Logamawled, opening
the chilli-bin. 'We'll aim at having a good feeadhight.' He took the
mug Jamie held out, and as their fingers brushgeltber he slanted
her an amused glance, as if he was aware of thetdfé was having
on her.

Jamie was darned if she was going to give him #iesfaction of
seeing her blush! She could hardly ignore him,dhe could direct
most of her attention towards Jake. Silently sheded Jake his
coffee, offering a bright smile as she did so.

‘Tell me about your photographic assignment. Do yperate
independently, or are you under contract to a neps?"'

'Freelance, Jamie. This particular venture willvyute glossy plates
for a pictorial book geared to encourage touristagit the Outback.’
He grinned across at her and raised a quizzic@lreye 'Fancy vying
with the scenery? If any of the males readingttige idea there's any
more women like you out here they'll book all tvaikable tours in
advance!

Jamie laughed and shook her head. 'Sandwich?' ighd a sealed
packet and held it out. It was good to be ableaiovathout being
inundated with flies. A thought occurred as shariia a thick meat
sandwich—the food, her seat on the plane— she mpistoach
Logan about paying her share. She didn't want toeb®lden to him
for anything.



'Right, let's get moving,' said Logan, standingpiofeet in one fluid
movement. 'We want to make as much of the mornaigrb the sun
gets too hot." He speared Jamie with an inscrugglhlece. 'You did
bring a hat?'

Her eyes lifted and settled on that proud nose,iliingvto rise any

further, and she smiled sweetly at his left cheakbOf course. And
| smothered every inch of exposed skin with creattve-brought it

along to carry with me for repeated applicationstighout the day.
As you can see, I'm wearing jeans and a long-stesat—thus

observing the cover-up rule as against baring alhelath the
midsummer sun." She couldn't help the twinkle tiitaher eyes

mischievously alive. 'All present and accounted $ot' With a mock

salute she slipped to her feet, grabbed up a rakksad hitched it on
to her shoulders, then twisted the length of herumbeneath her hat
and adjusted her sunglasses down on to her nossdyRvhen you

are I

Logan's eyes darkened fractionally. "That sassguerwill get you
into trouble yet,’ he mocked quietly, and Jake tdita roar of
suppressed mirth.

‘What's with you two? Is it open war, or just thawyou react to each
other?'

'‘Why, Jake,"' Jamie began with mock seriousnesgatévbr gives you
that idea?'

‘A few hours beneath the heat of the sun, at tice pa set,' Logan
drawled sardonically, ‘and she'll cry for mercy.'

Jamie wrinkled her nose at him. 'And to think | v&&hto come
along!



'l promised you a trip to the Rock, pint-size— raot,invitation to a
picnic. Now, are you ready, or must we stay hetenarning
arguing? And,' he cautioned softly, 'don't say ;'g#s again. Jake's
presence won't bother me a whit, | promise you/

'l stand suitably rebuked—Logan," she murmured vasumed
docility. If he wanted to be a bear, he could jollgll be one—she
was going to enjoy herself, even if it meant sunbuarosquito bites,
and being in a permanent state of frustration thighdroves of flies
that would hound them throughout the day!

His glance hinted darkly at retribution, but sheldately dismissed
it and concentrated on seeing as much as she aoiulder
surroundings.

As they walked Jamie quickened her steps to keegaabof the two
men, who being a good twelve inches taller toolg&nstrides and
appeared to be strolling along with ease. She wasgyand fit, and if
they could stand the heat and the pace, then stul\sba—even if it
killed her!

Fortunately Jake stopped every ten minutes or settap a shot with
his camera, and Jamie deliberately ignored the stmcal glance
Logan cast her, silently enquiring if she was tioe@nervated by the
growing heat.

'‘Have a drink," he advised quietly when they hagstd for about the
fifth time, and she stiffened her shoulders to sefuLittle, and often,
Jamie—as against one long draught of liquid. Walmost to the
caves. We'll head back to camp at midday, anddalesta. After an
early evening meal we'll walk right round the Rotkthe morning
we'll climb to the top—a good pre-breakfast exerds work up an
appetite." His grin was without mockery, and shanfb herself
smiling back.



'l thought | was acclimatised to this heat," shéerefl ruefully,
sweeping a hand across her face for what seentedthe thousandth
time to ward off the flies.

‘You picked the worst time of year to play touribg told her. 'May
through to September is best— when the outdoor ¢eatpres are
warm and mild.'

'It would have meant staying on in Townsville atraxhree months,’
she explained. 'Time we couldn't really afford & were to be in
Adelaide by the beginning of March.’

‘You're keeping to some sort of time schedule?'

Jamie glanced up at him seriously. 'We want todefav Perth by
October, and we need at least six months to sdfreisnt money for
expenses.'

‘And after Perth—where next?'
‘Melbourne, then home, | guess.'
'No further plans to travel—England, Europe?'

She shaded her eyes from the intense sunlightwvéven the tinted
lenses she wore did little to shade the glare. Bdag a year or two,’
she answered. 'It's two years since | saw my paréifier travelling
around so long it will be nice just to stay in gulace among familiar
surroundings for a while.'

‘You're very attached to them?'

‘They're two very dear people,’ Jamie said sofidad retired last
year, and together they're sharing a lot more coh esher's time.
They don't like me being away, and | miss them veugh.’



'No brothers or sisters?"

She shook her head. 'l came as something of aiseiguite late in
their life when they'd all but given up hope of eliaving a child.’

'So you were horribly spoiled as a consequence tdmmented
cynically.

'‘No!" she flashed with indignation. 'Indulged orcasion, but Dad is
old Army stock—spare the rod and spoil the childah assure you |
received my share of chastisement.’

'Hmm,"' Logan smiled, amusement gleaming darkly esdgarded
her. 'Shall we continue?’

Now it was her turn to direct a few pertinent ques, she decided.
'‘What about your family, Logan? Presumably you hawee
somewhere? A wife, perhaps?'

His soft laughter reached her ears. 'No wife, JaAseyet | haven't
found the need to settle down with any one woman.'

'Of course—I should have known! You're a misogyhist

'‘No. Let's just say I've developed a wariness efdpposite sex,' he
mocked.

'‘Why, Logan?' she queried sweetly. 'Did some fenmaéak your
heart way back in your past?'

'Shall we head towards the caves?' he countered tland
imperturbability.

Well, that was that, she thought ruefully. She w#h none the
wiser—except that he wasn't married. She was alafost to dwell
on it in case her mind began to run away with hed that would



never do! Cool, calm and collected she must remhaime was to stay
sane! He bothered her a mite too much alreadydopiace of mind.

‘This cave is known as Women's Cave,' Logan totdatehort while
later as they paused beside the aperture. 'The&atads refer to it as
Djuga- jabbi.Further round on the sun side are the wall pagstin

The caves were a place of wonder, drawings andipgson the rock
so old, yet graphic in their own way, and if ongds¢d them carefully
it was possible to decipher the story they told.



CHAPTER SIX

IT was after six o'clock when they left camp andadton foot to
cover the six miles around the Rock. The intens& had subsided a
little, but even so it was still hot enough to ganhburnt. The flies
were still as active as ever, and seemed doublgigtent. Jamie
began to see the sense of a sunhat with nettingdhared the face
and neck, or one with corks bobbing from innumesabtrings
attached to its brim—just the type caricatured amtaons, and to
think she'd laughed at the time! It was far frormgdunny.

'Hey, Jamie,' Jake's voice intervened, and shegthround at him to
see that he stood with his camera poised and r&amile—be part of
the background, honey.'

She pulled a face, then grimaced when she realis&titaken the
shot. 'Horror!" she accused with a grin.

‘Well," he warned, 'l did tell you to smile prettiiHe wound on the
film, then focussed the lens. 'This time be serlous

Jamie struck a pose, hoping as she laughed thatalidn't swallow
a fly. 'If I'd known you wanted a model, I'd havelght along some
feminine clothes,' she teased. 'In jeans and bjaugehair bunched
up beneath my hat, who could tell whether I'm nasleemale?'

‘There are a few subtle differences,' Logan drayliedeyes settling
on two of them, and when he lifted his gaze to nfests the
expression evident there sent a blush warming leselcs.

‘There's no doubting you're a girl, Jamie,’ Jakackled. 'Now,

another one. Take off your hat for a minute, anéllehat gorgeous
hair flow down over your shoulders. That's the,give commended
with approval. 'Now, swing your head— that's it.dAagain. Great!



Smile up at Logan,' he directed. 'And you, you ghedk,' he grinned,
'look adoring, as a boyfriend would, huh?'

The camera clicked several times in succession, iamie was free
of the encircling arm that had dropped about heuklers, and
Logan's chuckle echoed tantalisingly long afterythad covered
several hundred yards.

The shadows were beginning to lengthen, providitegle as they set
a leisurely pace, and after a while they were vimgkhrough a dense
growth of mulga.

'‘Are there many snakes around here?' Jamie cobklp'the query as
it sprang to her lips. Like all non-Australians shad a healthy
respect for reptiles, particularly the poisonouecsps. Perhaps
coming from a country which had none made her navare of

them. She had seen several in zoos and sanctuauteshe didn't
fancy coming face- to-face with one in its naturabitat unless she
could help it!

‘Some," Logan replied laconically. 'On the wholeytislither out of
sight at the slightest noise—unless you happeontedetween them
and their young. If they feel threatened, thewlks.'

‘You're trying to frighten me," she accused rugfidhd saw his silent
laughter. Oh, he was a callous brute!

'‘Not true,' he decried mildly. 'They're here, maice mistake. But
you'll be fortunate if you get a glimpse of one.'

'Fortunate? That kind of luck | can do without!"Hisimour was
evident in the slight twist at the edges of his thotDon't fret," he
bade sardonically. 'Why do you suppose | insisted wear shoes
instead of open sandals, and jeans instead ofs§htriyou do get



bitten, I've a snakebit kit on hand.' His eyesaddser and she could
cheerfully have hit him. 'l wouldn't let you die.’

‘You're perfectly horrible!" she managed quietlyd de laughed out
loud.

'‘Leave her alone, Logan,' Jake put in. 'You'reranarciful sort of a
guy, and she's too nice to tease.’

Logan looked down at her, and she refused to meg@lze. '‘Are you
nice, Jamie?' he provoked. 'Or does that pretterxt hide the
deviousness of a cunning witch?’

Anger burned in her breast. Carefully schooling features, she
glanced upwards. 'Do you take pleasure from pickingsomeone
half your size? In a fight, you'd win with one hatretl behind your
back. But in a conflict of the mind I'd meet youexqual terms, and I'd
make sure you didn't have the satisfaction of wigni

There was a brief silence, explosive, and the gimare between
them became charged with tension both mental aysigdl for a few
brief seconds before it was broken by the sounthké's laughter.

'‘Bravo, Jamie! For once Logan has come up agaomesne who
answers back. It must make a change from all tsospering city
types you usually escort!'

‘Do women simper over you, Logan?' she queried gyydleittering

her lashes in a gesture of deliberate provocatdy, my—is that
s0?' She considered him thoughtfully, then slowlgak her head.
‘There's just no accounting for taste.'

'Isn't that a fact?' Logan drawled indolently, Ibig eyes gleamed
with sensual awareness, and a feeling of apprehefsathered the
length of Jamie's spine.



'‘Okay, you two, let's hike," Jake admonished. '&eanother five
miles in front of us, and | for one want to makbatk to base before
nightfall.’

After a while they came out of the shadows and tihéosun, its glare
impossible to ignore as it sank lower in the sklyeAdy the Rock was
changing colour, deepening from bright orange toae subdued
hue. Soon it would change again, growing fractilpna@rker until it

became light purple, then as the sun slipped beyoadorizon it

would change to a deep purple, becoming almoskldadhe moon
rose and cast a shadowy glow.

The dimension of each gulley and erosion changeth the
lengthening shadows, so that the huge monolith mappeared the
same for very long. As they continued, mulga gawy W0 more
sparsely-covered soil, then in patches clearedandme dotted with
spinifex. Occasionally they halted for a drink frotine canvas
water-bag Logan carried, and Jake frequently fefiifod as he took
shot after shot with his camera. About halfway bhaged to re-load
another film, and Jamie had to concede that heakasg no chances
on any of the shots turning out.

‘Tomorrow morning we climb from here,’ Logan indexd extending
an arm towards the sloping rock-face. 'As you cas sve have a
brisk walk from the camping area.’

A brisk walk—two and a half, possibly three, mild3#n she had to
face a goodly climb up there? Jamie groaned indudib

It was after eight when they reached the camp-ieg,aand she
wondered wearily if she could possibly give initedness and claim
an early night. A long cool drink, followed by acster, then she'd
curl down into her sleeping-bag.



'‘Reckon you might join Jake and me in a beer?' h@gked, slanting
her a quizzical gleam as he unzipped the frontdfape tent, and she
grinned appreciatively.

'l thought you'd never ask!'

‘All this fresh air and sunshine,’ Jake enthusederang the tent
behind them. 'These rugged conditions—makes a mahlike a
pioneer. Hell, it's hot in here—but mercifully nke§," he grinned
gleefully. 'If I had to choose between one or ttieeg the heat would
win hands down every time!'

Logan crossed to the large chilli-bin and tooktbugée cans of chilled
beer, tossed one to each of them, then pulledcathert his own.

'I'll set up the portable gas cooker in a few masuflinned stew and
bread, followed by tinned fruit?"

Jamie glanced across the space between them dimédhber head.
‘Sounds fine by me.’

''ve got enough film," Jake declared, carefullglpag his camera
into its case. 'Tomorrow I'll get some differenb&hwhile we're up
top, and then when we're airborne I'll take a fesvenBetween them
all, some must be suitable for what Barry requires.

Logan took a long draught of beer, then eyed Japexulatively.
‘Well, what's your opinion of the famed Rock?’

‘Terrific,' she responded genuinely. 'l wouldn'wéanissed it for
anything.'

'‘We'll get up before dawn, breakfast, then makeaaly start. It looks
spectacular as the sun rises over the horizon. i©a&vare of the
colour changes more vividly.' He drained the cotstesf the can,



crushed it effortlessly and threw it into an empg&rton. ‘I'm for a
shower. Jamie?'

Startled, she was temporarily lost for words, tlwemmon sense
returned, and with it, memory. There were sepdeatities housed
In a concrete block unit less than fifty yards @t "You go on
ahead,' she said coolly. 'I'll be along just asxsm®| finish my beer.’

His eyes glinted with wicked humour, and she cdwade thrown the
half-empty can at him very easily. He was an enigsiee mused
reflectively. At times a tease, easy to talk tentltonversely a brute,
cynical and almost world-weary. And adept at hargdlh woman in
his arms, she added wryly. Undoubtedly an expebpeith Well, she
didn't aim to end up there! So far she'd manageduae that, and it
wasn't through lack of being asked. She hadn'imgita man with
whom she wanted to share sexual intimacies. Uatil, ra tiny voice
taunted. Logan—Ioving him would be both heaven hatl. And
while she longed to taste heaven, she had no degmperience hell!
It would be best to avoid him altogether, then sbeldn't get hurt.
Because he would take what he wanted, then movel@mad that
certain quality, some called it machismo—an elussemsuality
meshed with animal magnetism, and combining dangdravith a
superb physique. He couldn't fail to be aware @nitl the effect it
had, but there was nothing of the exhibitionishismanner, and she
doubted he regarded it as bearing any significance.

'‘Well, I've finished," Jake declared, tossing ddws empty can. 'l
think I'll follow Logan's example." He sorted thgbu his canvas
rucksack, then extracted a towel and a changeotiied. 'See you
soon,' he bade with a cheeky grin as he slippedhoatgh the tent
flap, and Jamie took a generous sip of beer andsdlsucceeded in
choking.

So much for nonchalance! Recovered, she finisheddhtents of the
can, then crossed to her bag. There was a choteeede jeans or



jeans! A blue blouse, or one of multi-coloured dtzeddardly haute
couture, she mused. Grabbing up a towel and a ehainghderwear,
she selected a pair of jeans at random and deom#te blue blouse.

The shower cubicles were empty, and Jamie undregseklly and
turned on the water, luxuriating in the feel of kaater and soap
against her skin. It was delicious, just out o§tworld, she enthused
silently as she soaped herself all over, then dins# the suds.
Careful of the need to conserve water, she hastityed off the tap
the instant she had finished, then patted her boglycompleted her
toilette and quickly donned clean clothes. Mmn, reh& felt almost
human again, clean, and relatively cool!

As she moved towards the tent she hummed to hehsgipier than
she had felt in ages. Her hair hung loose aboutsheulders,
cascading halfway down her back in a glorious cloushining silk,
moving with each step she took as if it had adifets own.

She zipped open the tent-flap and stepped insidging it after her,
then turned to find Logan and Jake sitting croggiéel on the
groundsheet, a plate of steaming food before them.

Logan had changed, exchanging levis for casualsén@) and a
short-sleeved cotton shirt replaced the khaki ®istt he had worn
during the day. He looked well-groomed, refreshad tatally male.

In that instant he looked up and smiled, and Jdaltesomething
inside her begin to melt.

'‘Come and sit down,' he invited, indicating thecgpaeside him.
‘Here's your plate.'

After the tasty meal they rinsed the few platesnthogan turned to
her.



‘Do you fancy joining us in a game of poker?"

Why not? She no longer felt sleepy, and she hadmitght anything
to read. 'Okay,' she acquiesced, moving over arkingi down on to
the ground. 'What are the stakes?"

Jake uttered a whoop of delight as he shot heudacous grin. 'l
declare the girl's a gambler! Show us the colowmoafr money.'

‘A cent, or multiples,’ Logan declared evenly, gaste a chuckle at
the expression on Jake's face. 'Jamie is a woririg-she can't
afford to lose too much.'

'I'm no expert,’ she denied with a smile, wrinklitgr nose
expressively. 'But | have played the game oncevmetbefore. Deal,
Macduff,' she bade Jake, and poked out her tonguetaliation to
Logan's subdued shout of laughter.

Jamie lost by an outrageous margin, but it was &ma, she couldn't
remember enjoying herself so much in a long timeals ten o'clock
when she stood gracefully to her feet hiding a wboine yawn. '"You
two can continue for as long as you like, but kkmbed.’

Logan's eyes were frankly teasing. '‘Sweet dreamssjze. I'll wake
you in the morning.'

‘That's an endearment?’ Jake queried, and Logamegti
'‘Look at her—the top of her head barely reachesmoylder.'
'I'm looking—and | like what | see.’

'‘Goodnight,' said Jamie, trying to hide the way heart leapt, and
with hardly a backward glance she crossed to wihersleeping-bag
reposed beside her bag.



'Let's all try to get some sleep,' suggested Log@mding to his feet,
and Jake followed his example.

There was at least two feet between each of tepisig-bags, and
Jamie felt her stomach lurch crazily when Logaatstred his length
down next to her. It was too hot to do anythingeotthan use each
sleeping-bag as a mattress, and she tried to idruman's disturbing
presence by concentrating on Jake's action ofrtgrifie small spirit
lamp down until the light flickered, plunging thent into total
darkness.

Jamie regulated her breathing, consciously makispw and even.
Her heartbeat seemed to be unnecessarily loudshanttied to think
of something that would occupy her mind until sbk &sleep. Idly
she wriggled her toes, then carefully stretchedih#rs. She closed
her eyes and endeavoured to reflect over the pastyears, the
different people she had met and the numerous teha$ad passed
through on her travels. It beat counting sheep, witkdin a short
space of time she drifted off to sleep.

'‘Come on, sleeping beauty!" a deep voice drawledecby, and
gradually Jamie's eyes became accustomed to tlmengland she
gave a start of surprise as she glimpsed Logarchealdown on his
haunches beside her.

'‘What are you doing here?'

His expression was impossible to discern in theisrkness, but
his voice when he answered held laughter.

‘Left alone, you'd sleep for another hour or twdeie's coffee
waiting for you, and beans on toast. We need tel@aten minutes if
we're to catch the dawn.' With easy grace he stodus feet and



moved out through the flap, and with a prodigiowwvy Jamie
scrambled upright.

Within minutes she had straightened her blouse) #ne tugged a
brush through her hair and wound it up on top offtead, fixing it in

place with several pins. Grabbing up a towel andtbiget bag, she
moved quickly towards the washroom facilities apéexlily dealt

with the necessities, then she stepped hurriedll tzathe tent.

Breakfast was the antithesis of a leisurely mead, @nscious of the
two men's desire to leave, she ignored the beathsidbled at her
toast as she sipped the delicious hot coffee, ghencollected her
camera and a hat and followed Logan and Jake eutsid

The first delicate tinge of light was barely vigiband they set out at a
moderate pace, covering the two-mile distance & Rlck's base
where access to its cairn was designated.

Jamie viewed the steep slant a trifle dubiouslgoadish climb, and
not for the faint of heart, she decided. Well, sbald hardly back
down now!

‘Jake can go first, and I'll bring up the rear,g&ao said from beside
her, and she pulled a face at him.

'‘One todrag me up, the other to catch me if | fall,’ slexided
ruefully.

‘A little thing like you? Light of foot, and weighg no more than
thistledown? You'll fly up,' he declared sardonligadnd she had to
concede twenty minutes later that it hadn't beediféisult as she'd
imagined. Steep, but she hadn't looked down uhél reached the
top.



The view was well worth it. How different everythihooked-when
viewed from above! Two fellow-tourists walking ohet ground
below looked lilliputian, and she copied Jake'siomst with the
camera.

The descent was a little tricky in one or two pkeéere the rock
sloped sharply, and she accepted Logan's handwritfuestion until
they were almost to the ground.

Already the flies were out in droves, voraciousdeldng moisture
from any source available, and it was too earlyhie day to feel
irritated by their presence.

'Well, was it worth it?"

Jamie glanced up at Logan and nodded silently.olilen't have
missed it. My parents will love the photos.'

He reached out and took her camera. 'Stand oveg,thkild, and
smile. I'll record your presence here for postérity

The 'child' rankled somewhat. Was that all he sanals? Too young
and immature to be treated as an adult—a womanhé&'dtkissed
her—only once, it was true, but hardly in a fashome would adopt
with a child. Thinking about it made her shiver,atfeering

goosebumps down the length of her spine. Oh, thisldvnever do,
she decided crossly.

'‘Okay, | guess that's enough,’ he dismissed, Igotonnd for Jake.
'Let's head back. There's a good chance | may leet@lorganise a
trip to the Olgas. There's a Land Rover leavingia, and with luck
there'll be room for us.’

There was, although it was a bit crowded, and Javag supremely
conscious of Logan sitting so close beside heitHertwenty-mile



drive. She sat up front, and was bumped and josttethe sturdy
vehicle traversed the dusty track westward towdhas group of
oddly-shaped rocks visible from Ayers Rock.

A group of sandstone boulders, known to the aboegjaKatajuta,
held less of an impact than the Rock itself, buteasonetheless of
scenic interest. Rising from an arid plain, theyrevetunted mulga
and spinifex like a fringed skirt at their based @nere were several
deep gulleys that were dangerous to the unwary.

Logan had tossed the chilli-bin into the rear & tland Rover, and
they had a quick meal of sandwiches washed dowm lvaer before
heading back. The Cessna was due in at threehartént had to be
dismantled and packed, and their belongings takétoahe airstrip.

Jamie took several more photos, although only acf@wpared to the
many Jake snapped, and it seemed something oftaaliamax as
they stood ready to board the plane. It had beeonaerful two days,
something she would treasure for a lifetime.

Why did it always seem to take less time on tharretrip? Yesterday
morning it had seemed to take hours, yet now treedln seemed
airborne before they were flying over the outskat®lice Springs.
Then she was saying goodbye to Jake as Logan dfdppeoff in
the centre of town, and in less than five minuteshhd drawn the
Land Rover to a halt outside the flat.

Jamie hesitated, unsure whether to invite him &,ogddly reluctant
to say goodbye. 'Thanks for taking me,' she fowerddif murmuring
politely. ‘It was great, really, and | appreciateiyncluding me. You
didn't need to, but I'm glad you did."' Oh lord, sfe&s making an utter
mess of it! What she must say next would provedaliff, and she
lifted her eyes to meet his enigmatic gaze. 'kd tio pay my share,
Logan.'



A glint of anger was quickly replaced by seemingiaement. "You
came along as my guest, Jamie," he informed heeigaily. 'ls that
so difficult to accept?'

She ran the edge of her tongue over her lowerdighee reflected,
then offered quietly, 'That's very kind of you, batess you have any
objection I'd prefer to contribute something.'

'l do object,’ Logan responded silkily, and her ssywidened
fractionally as she gazed at him with mute appéia.hand reached
out and he touched his fingers against her ligenasing her. '‘No
arguments, understand?'

Jamie felt her mouth begin to tremble and she mdoadrds the
door. 'Thank you. I'll just get my gear.' She siigpout from the
passenger seat and moved round to the rear otthele to find that
he was already there, reaching inside to retrieseldag, and he
handed it to her solemnly, his expression inscilatab the early
evening light. There was nothing else she couldaag she looked at
him in silence, aware as never before of the owegpimg virility he
projected.

She almost swayed towards him, then abruptly cabght of her
wayward emotions. He didn't care, she remindedetfeaagrily. To
him she was just a nuisance, a child, someonenes'édr see again,
and definitely not a woman he needed or with whawanted to
maintain contact.

Well, this was it, the great goodbye scene—onlya$ nothing, just a
great big empty void. Oh God, in a minute she'drbagcry! She had

to get away fast, or she'd provide him with somesament, and that
would never do! She forced a brilliant smile to hps, then turned

and walked up the path, and she didn't look back.



The flat was empty, and in the kitchen a note dhaitl from its
magneted anchor on the refrigerator door. Jamieoven it and
slowly read the hasty scrawl explaining that Swsas out for the day
and wouldn't be back until very late. For the firste in two years
Jamie felt utterly alone, and lonely. The obviolisid to do was to
combat it with work, and there was plenty, she mheiteed ruefully as
she cast her eyes around the flat.

Two hours later she slipped beneath the showertremdinto bed,
determined to sleep in spite of the premonitiort e would find it
difficult to summon that somnolent state.



CHAPTER SEVEN

MONDAY passed with incredible lassitude, and Tuesdaydddk
follow suit. Jamie left the hotel shortly after siclock and walked
the several blocks to the flat. With Susan on ewgshift, the station
wagon was left at her disposal.

The thought of preparing a meal for herself waallyptiacking in
appeal, and Jamie entered the kitchen feeling éma¢yvated and
thirsty. Dropping her bag on the table she crossdbe refrigerator
and took out a can of fruit juice. There was soheese, a few slices
of ham, a tomato and some lettuce, and she niloliéaaterestedly.

Susan had brought in the washing and depositedatheap on the
table, and Jamie moved over and began to foldilytiTen minutes
later she was beneath the shower.

Just as she was about to step into clean undethera was a knock
at the door, and with a start she flung on a sikgp and flew out to
answer the repeated summons.

Caution insisted she determine just who was standimthe other
side of the door, and she asked the necessaryi@uesttrifle
apprehensively.

There was silence for a brief second, then a fanmoice drawled,
'Friend, not foe, Jamie Open up!

Logan! Slowly she opened the door, schooling hetuies to
resemble politeness instead of the intense joylasence aroused.
'Hello,' she greeted quietly.

He stood leaning against the door-jamb, lookinggiiable in dark
trousers and a dark shirt unbuttoned almost toathist. His smile
was quizzical and faintly teasing. '‘Aren't you gpio ask me in?'



'l've just got out from the shower—I'm not evenssel,' she faltered,
annoyed with the way her heart was pounding.

‘Then go and get changed,' Logan directed latihy.taking you out
to dinner.'

Oh, he was so sure of himself—oér. 'Are you?' she queried with
some attempt atavoir faire,and was further enraged when he begz
to laugh. 'lt's usual to ask a girl first," shenfjuwith marked asperity,

standing aside so that he could enter.

With a laugh he caught her close and kissed hepwhgland with
evident enjoyment. 'There—now will you come?'

He was impossible! But the temptation was too gread she
wrinkled her nose at him, her eyes sparkling witeamief. 'Oh, very
well. I'll be five minutes—maybe a few more.'

In her room she went straight to her wardrobe. &@nh said where
he was taking her, but she selected a dress shaooiggit in Sydney
more than a year ago. Of deep emerald green, iohasdt silk crepe
de chine, cunningly cut with a draped bodice thas \wore daring
than she usually wore, and a skirt that swirledhweiery movement
she made. High-heeled sandals completed the cautfit,she used a
minimum of makeup, preferring a natural look, amghhghted her
eyes with mascara and eyeshadow. She stroked la thmagigh her
hair, leaving it loose, then she picked up an ewgrpurse and
emerged into the lounge.

Logan's admiring glance sent delicious tingles isgathrough her
veins, and she felt as if she were treading oasashe followed him
out to the Land Rover.



'l thought we'd visit the Steakhouse," Logan declaas he set the
heavy vehicle in motion. 'If you'd prefer somewheise, don't
hesitate to say so.'

‘That sounds fine,' she agreed, uncaring where ey, knowing
that she probably wouldn't taste a thing anyway.

The restaurant was well patronised, but a table fasd for them
and Jamie allowed Logan to order for her.

‘What will you do now the compaction unit has coeted its job?'
she asked, and Logan smiled.

'I'm due in Adelaide at the beginning of next we€kere's some
business | must attend to there, then I'll retarMelbourne.'

'Oh." Disappointment was just barely held at bBy you live in
Melbourne?' She looked down at her plate and beaateat on
slicing the knife through her steak, and missed ¢feam of
amusement in his eyes.

'‘Most of the time," he replied easily. 'l traveband a lot.'
'Road construction?'

'‘Mostly." His response was noncommittal, and Jaengeavoured to
steer the conversation into different channels.

‘Do you play any sport?' A ridiculous question &k & man so
obviously at the peak of physical vitality—one haaly to look at
him!

His eyes shone with hidden laughter. 'Relax, Javioa.don't have to
entertain me. Eat,' he bade kindly.



Why did she have to feel so immature and unsuhedelf whenever
she was with him? Usually she could command a wittyversation
and be an amusing companion, but with Logan sher@sed to a
tongue-tied schoolgirl on her first date.

It was after nine when they left the steak restatirand at Logan's
suggestion they strolled towards the nearest katblthe intention
of drinking a glass or two of beer.

The lounge was crowded, but they managed to fisthall table in
the beer garden, and Jamie took a seat while Logaut to the bar
and ordered their drinks.

When he returned she sipped the icy liquid pengiVetting her eyes
slide surreptitiously over his arresting features.

Fool, she chastised herself mentally—he's out of yeach, forget
him. But how could she—when the memory of his legsked a
warmth in her lower limbs and set her pulse raaragily? Such a
sensuously-moulded mouth, whose lips could wrealotdo her
awakening senses. Her eyes lingered there, thesd ldind were
quickly averted as she met his steadfast gaze.

‘Let's go.'

It was a statement of intention, not a suggestimal, in silence she
followed him outside.

Within five minutes the Land Rover had drawn toadt loutside the
flat, and she burst into hesitant speech.

‘Would you like to come in?' Nervousness loweredvmgce to an
indistinct murmur.



'‘Why not?' Logan slipped the catch and slid oumfroehind the
wheel, and she hurriedly vacated the vehicle.

The flat was empty, for Susan was working until, tand had
indicated earlier that she was going out on a simteght afterwards
and wouldn't be home until late.

'‘Would you like coffee?' Jamie queried. 'Or therdeéer in the
refrigerator if you'd prefer it.'

Carefully Logan shut the door, then he reachedamat drew her
steadily towards him. "You talk too much," he adrsioad quietly,
and she gasped out loud.

'Logan--'

'‘Shh!" he ordered, pulling her into his arms, dmete was little she
could do to escape the descending mouth as halkiese

His lips were hard and warm, and after a few ses@ik gave up
trying to resist him, her lips parting beneath &ss he insistently
probed them apart, beginning a sensual onslaugdt tiitally
obliterated everything else. T)f their own volitiber arms crept up
and wound themselves around his neck, and if ievpassible he
caught her even closer against him, making herkshgly aware of
his needs.

His lips trailed a provocative path down her thydaen teased the
delicate hollows at its base before moving slowpyta nuzzle an
earlobe. Hands caressed her back, then movedisargdt over each
collar-bone, sliding the straps of her dress dower @ach shoulder.

As his fingers sought a creamy breast her santtymed, and she
surfaced from the overwhelming sensual tide of @notNo,' she
protested breathlessly, her eyes large dark p@oiha gazed up at



him. 'Logan—stop it!' She began to struggle in eatnsuddenly
afraid of what she had invited.

'Stop?' he queried softly, his-eyes brilliant wpidiss ton. 'Jamie, my
sweet, I've hardly begun,' he teased, close tonoeith.

'‘Logan, | mean it,’ she insisted shakily, twistirey head to one side.
'Please let me go." She stood very still, her mdrgmbling, its
softness faintly bruised.

Silently he put her at arms' length, and she litesthaky hand to push
a length of her hair back behind her ear.

‘You want me," he stated softly. 'Why?'

A delicate tinge of pink crept over her cheeks, simel was powerless
to stop the tears that welled up behind her eyiese¢émed as if
someone had taken control of her voice, for shenlvaspable of
uttering a word. The silence between them seentedmmable, and
at last she offered huskily, 'I'm sorry, | don'she faltered, then said
more clearly, 'l won't go to bed with you, Logak-If | gave you the
impression that I—would, I'm sorry.'

His arms dropped away and he stood in silence; leispression
guarded, and something—some indefinable niggleieairer brain,
making her raise her head to look at him more tjodde didn't
appear devastated by her refusal, nor was he ditepip cajole her
into changing her mind.

'You—you were testing me, weren't you?' she accusethbling
with indignation, and when he failed to deny it stepped back a
pace and turned away. 'Get out of here, Logan,salte quietly. 'l
never want to see you again.'

‘Jamie--'



'‘Perhaps | should run a test on you!" she uttenedhiully. 'l don't
know who you are—your surname--Anything! You—youstjaurn
up, offer me a trip to Ayers Rock, then you—yowkearonight you
arrive on my doorstep and—and cold-bloodedly--' ti¢diailed her,
and she. began walking towards her bedroom intelytan getting
away from him.

‘Jamie.’

She halted, then turned round, uncaring of thestsiawly trickling
down her cheeks. 'l hate you!" she declared.

His gaze was steady. 'l could have used wordsmdmsg them into
any of the hackneyed phrases you wanted to hear.’

'‘What stopped you?' Jamie asked, then offeredngilyi 'l feel sorry
for you, Logan. Now, will you please go.'

He gazed across the room at her for what seemagdegnhen silently
he turned and walked out the door, closing it dyiathind him. If he
had slammed it, she would have felt better, but dihent action
bothered her more than she cared to admit.

For a long time she stood where she was, unabt®te. In spite of
the heat she felt cold, and her heart felt heakig. \8anted to cry, but
she was too numb.

To forget Logan, Jamie threw herself into work, repeg her free
time effecting a clean-up of the flat, and durireg hours behind the
bar she volunteered for chores that were beyonaenal duties.
She began to look forward to the times when thewes crammed
with customers, for then she was too busy to think.



By Friday she was beginning to feel like an aut@mmaieven her
smile seemed mechanical, and Susan was beginningeto
suspicious. Somehow Jamie was able to steer cletwoomany
guestions by pleading the onset of a cold, althaglgg doubted it
fooled Susan. Soon she would be obliged to tell dred raking over
the ashes wasn't something she looked forwardab. at

There was a party on this evening, but she coulalcet being among
a crowd. For about the fifth time she refused Swssemvitation to

come, and she slipped into the passenger seat cdtation wagon
with the weariness of someone twice her age.

‘Why not come, Jamie? It will do you good,” Susasgdn
persuasively, shooting her friend an anxious glance

‘The only thing that will do me good is a showefidwed by bed,’
Jamie declared wearily. 'Look, I'm all right—juised, that's all. You
go on and enjoy yourself.'

‘Something's bothering you, and | have a prettydgdea what it is,’
the other girl declared, and Jamie lifted a hana gesture of defeat.

‘Don't bother turning into the driveway,' she iasted. 'Just pull over
to the kerb.' She sat up in the seat, her hantdeoddor-clasp. 'I'll see
you in the morning.' She slipped out and closeddthe behind her,
then waved as the station wagon moved forward.

Dear Lord, she felt tired! It had been quite a weake way and

another. She began walking up the path, her miadquupied as she
searched in her bag for her keys, and didn't se¢athfigure detach

itself from the shadows masking the front porchilustte almost

collided with him.

'‘Oh!" She stopped dead in her tracks, fear uppérthes recognition
brought anger. 'What are you doing here?'



'‘Can we go inside?' Logan countered evenly, andlisbek her head.

‘What for? | have nothing to say to you.' She mopadt him and
pushed the key into the lock, ignoring him, buslas opened the door
he moved so quickly that he was inside before shédcstop him.

'‘Go away!" Fury darkened her eyes, making them stirolack, and
unconsciously her fingers clenched until her ndilg painfully into
each palm.

He regarded her silently, his expression enigmdtien slowly he
withdrew a piece of paper and held it out. "Yodue in Adelaide in a
few weeks,' he began imperturbably. 'If you'll @aitme when you
arrive, I'll see to it there's a job for you. Susao.'

'l don't need your help, Logan.’

‘Jobs aren't that easy to find. It may take a feagkg—it's expensive
trying to set up accommodation, and if you hawvad too long for a
job ..." he let his voice trail off, then he leariedvard and pressed the
paper into her hand.

'Is that it?' Jamie asked stiffly. '"Will you go ndw

'‘Not quite." His head bent low as his hands gradpsd of her
shoulders, and he gently touched his lips agalmsteidge of her
mouth.

She stood perfectly still, forcing herself to remaiassive as he
kissed her, then she was free and he was gone.

Her knees felt as if they would collapse, and skstily crossed to the
nearest chair.. Oh God, why did he have to comk&“bsle groaned.
It wasn't fair. Slowly she unfolded the sheet gbgra scanning it for



something other than the group of numbers writtend, but there
was nothing—no name tit- address, just a telepinomeber.

During the following weeks Jamie determinedly paghn out of her
mind, and as the time drew near for them to leav@=/Springs she
began to look forward to the train journey down Rort Pirie.
Extensive enquiries had revealed that the roaddsstwlice Springs
and Port Pirie was very rough, and on advice froendutomobile
club they had decided to freight the station wagown and travel as
passengers. Everything was arranged for them tartéye first week
in March, and they worked right up until the lastydThere was a
weekly rail service between Alice Springs and Heirte, and the
train departed each Wednesday evening, taking alinee days to
reach its destination in South Australia.

The station wagon had to be consigned to the rgibtation early in

the morning, and they deposited their luggageeas#me time, then
spent the day visiting places of interest arourel rifain township

until they were due to board the train.

Travelling at night was a novel experience, andrtberth was

comfortable and functional. For the remainder & finst day the
scenery outside the train window was an unchangatgern of arid
land unbroken except for clumps of spinifex, buewhhey rose on
Friday morning the terrain showed a subtle chageen it wasn't,
as it was the end of the summer, but there wees @ad a variety of
scrub that made a pleasant change from the muldaspmifex

abounding for several hundred square miles adjacetite border
between Northern Territory and South Australia.

The train was late arriving at Port Pirie. and @#ssalmost six o'clock
on Friday evening before they disembarked andthduhour before



they were able to ascertain that the station wagonldn't be
offloaded until the following morning.

Overnight accommodation wasn't difficult to findy they were able
to bed down at a youth hostel, and it was a rebedliscover the
station wagon parked waiting for them to colleatlyean Saturday
morning. It was almost a two-hour drive througtelaide and they
arrived shortly before midday.

Their first priority was to buy a newspaper, aneytipored over the
number of flats available, rang several, then armigkd a map they
endeavoured to find suitable accommodation.

By the end of the day they had moved into a snuaittional flat in
the suburb of Henley. They could have chosen sangttioser to
the city, but the nearby beach swayed them coratiem its favour.
Sunday was spent settling in, and on Monday theseveom the.
doorstep of the local shop for a copy of the dadyspaper. For now
they must find work, preferably office work if thepuld get it.

Armed with a list of telephone numbers, they bedpan,because of
the general economic situation it wasn't as eaghes had hoped,
and as the days went by with each interview briggive usual ‘we'll
contact you', they became dispirited. The main btung block was

that they were New Zealanders, and although thesured

prospective employers that they intended to renmathe city for a

minimum of six months, they were met with cautiorda certain
disbelief.

Although they had allowed for a fortnight withoutyamoney coming
in, it was becoming imperative they find work soon.

Jamie thought of the slip of paper Logan had giken but pride
refused to allow her to contact him. If she wagéarto, she would
telephone him as a last resort.



As it turned out, they did each secure a positathough it was
hardly glamorous—Susan was helping in the kitchéra darge
hospital, and Jamie, who had done a waitressing &ir a few
months in Surfer's Paradise, went T:0 work as aress in an
exclusive city restaurant. Transport was a sligbbfem because of
their diverse working hours, so it was decided #wmSusan had an
early morning start she would take the station wag¢jeen when she
finished work she would drive it into the city, \@ag it for Jamie's
use at night, then catch the bus back to the flat.

Jamie began work at eleven-thirty to cover theldnour trade, went
off at two-thirty, then reported again at five aimished at eleven.
The worst part was filling in the two and a haltin®in the afternoon,
for it was hardly worth going back to the flathaltigh on one or two
occasions she did, and she explored the city,ingsih museum,
cathedrals and churches of which there were sewardiequented
the library. Sunday and Monday nights were her @vgnings off,

but after the first few weeks she grew accustoneebder working

hours and the routine.

On Wednesday evening of the third week there wasimgpto give
Jamie warning that anything untoward would occut,ibdid, in the
shape of Logan putting in an appearance.

His presence at one -of her tables gave her anntedgolt, and his
companion was gorgeous —a statuesque blonde witalthwe
sophistication stamped all over her elegantlyedtivody.

For a moment she considered pleading illness, lsueghrded the
temptation. There was nothing else for it but tager there and take
the order.

Wearing a fixed smile she moved forward, greeteditpolitely, and
handed each a menu.



Logan's surprise wasn't visible, although he gceleéx by name, thus
causing a ripple of speculation from his companiwho regarded
Jamie thoughtfully for all of twenty seconds.

He looked totally different from the man she hadwn almost two
months previously and about as far removed froneamhmoving
driver as it was possible to imagine. His dark gmsayt was
Impeccably tailored and expensive, and he boreathef a city
executive.

'l think I'll have mushrooms as an entree, followy chicken
Maryland, darling,' the blonde declared in a bar@ide. '‘And a green
salad.’

Logan deliberated, then looked up to consider Jahoeghtfully.
'‘What would you suggest, Jamie?'

Oh, he was being impossible! she decided crosElyou like
shellfish, the lobster thermidor is excellent, be tprawns,' she
intimated civilly. 'Otherwise duck a l'orange, ogrpaps the steak
Diane.'

'‘Lobster, | think,' he determined. 'No entree, Itkat Sacha I'll have a
green salad.’

Sacha! It was exotic and foreign, and suited itaréeadmirably.
‘Thank you, sir," Jamie responded formally. 'Theersteward will be
along in a minute to take your order.’

After that Jamie was supremely conscious of thezspie the fact
that the restaurant was filled to capacity andvea®e extremely busy.

Perforce she had to serve them each course, ahyddafiee, and on
each occasion she was aware of Logan's interesteel ¢f was a
miracle that she didn't drop a plate or spill amgh



Eventually they left, but when she went to cleairtkable she found
a ten-dollar note tucked beneath the coffee potv dared he! she
raged silently. Tipping wasn't the normal practiakhough some
customers left a note of small denomination as »gression of
pleasure for the service given, but ten dollars prastically unheard
of. Slowly she folded it and placed it in her packe

When—if she saw him again, she would return it.

The following morning she reported for work, anteathanging into
the long batik skirt and a short-sleeved black toptthat comprised
her uniform, she smoothed her hair and walked tjironto the main
restaurant to check the tables. The tablecloths akmneatly draped
over each table, but there was still the cutlergdty and she deftly
completed her section before checking through tle@um Within
minutes the main outside door would be unlockedthadirst of the
day's patrons would enter.

Jamie stood to one side, ready, while the manageeditowards the
entrance, and then in a steady flow patrons filtenside requiring
attention.

It was after midday when she turned and saw thathan of her
tables had just become occupied, and her stomached crazily
when she recognised the occupant. Logan—again!

She crossed to his side and solemnly handed hiena jthe smile on
her lips nowhere near reaching her eyes.

'If you'd care to order,' she suggested quietlthe@vise I'll return in
a few minutes."'

‘The gazpacho, Jamie,' he said blandly. 'Followed salad—ham, |
think.'



She inclined her head and retreated, concentraéingttention on the
other tables, oddly loath to serve the strangeigreatic man openly
watching her every move.

As she placed the soup on the table before hifgdked across and
smiled.

‘You're free for a few hours this afternoon. Wolyallow me to show
you something of the city?'

'l don't think so—thank you,' she replied evenlyd de shook his
head slightly.

‘Then perhaps you'll meet me for coffee after ymish up here
tonight?'

‘That's not possible,’ she refused politely, andhw her a quizzical
glance.

‘Jamie, I'd like to take you out. If necessaryhBve lunch here every
day until you accept dinner as well.'

‘You're mad," she stated flatly, and turning away walked to the
kitchen to collect the course she was to servalietthree.

Before long she had to take Logan's salad, ancdagpmached his
table with a feeling of trepidation.

'l have something of yours | wish to return," sked sfirmly,
withdrawing the folded ten-dollar note. 'It's nastomary to tip, and
| certainly can't accept this." She placed it bedié plate, feeling
faintly afraid. Somehow the action seemed to inuggibution, yet
there wasn't much she could do about it. It wake'tmoney, it was
the principle of the thing.



Calmly he accepted it, taking the note between thand forefinger

he neatly folded it several times, then raisedhlaisd and pushed it
firmly between the opening of her top so that stlesl between the
softness of her breasts.

Angrily Jamie withdrew it and flung it down on thable. 'l don't
want your money!" she hissed furiously. 'And you céorte me to
accept it!" Turning, she walked away.

Logan's silence throughout the remainder of the Imsas
disquieting, and she heaved a sigh of relief whensaw him leave.
Perhaps he'd got the message at last, and he \itdubdmer her any
more.

At exactly two-thirty Jamie slipped out the sidérance and stepped
briskly towards the main street. She had changedaidress of bright
cotton print that highlighted her deep brown haid accentuated her
slim petite figure. Light sandals on her feet adttede inches to her
height, and it felt good to be out in the freshvaith a few hours to

spare before she had to return. She had no plahshére were so
many parks it would be nice to wander through artevo and admire

the flowers and shrubs.

She turned on to the main street and came to arptbalt, for
standing beside a parked car was Logan, his arossed and an
expression of studied patience creasing his ruggadtenance.

Jamie made to walk past, but he reached out a dwachgjrasped her
arm,

'Get in, Jamie.'

The look she flung him had no effect, and she alnstamped her
foot from sheer rage. 'No! And if you don't leave @mlone," she
threatened, 'I'll summon a policeman and reportfgotharassment.’



'Do that,' Logan shrugged negligibly. 'I'll kisswyantil you're giddy
right in front of his nose, then explain that yeuipset over a silly
lovers' tiff.'

*You wouldn't dare!’
‘Try me,' he declared softly, dangerously. ‘Nowl you get in?'
‘Why should 1?'

'I'd rather argue with you in the relative privasfymy car. However,
If you want to fight here in open view of everygrassing by, then so
be it.'

'l don't want to argue,’ she cried, sorely triedoh't even want tealk
to you!

'Why are you so upset?' he pursued quietly. 'lseeto believe | was
the first man who tried to get you into bed. It wasnatural
action—we both wanted it.'

‘You may accept sex as the normal end to a daté dmun't. It wasn't
that that upset me,' she paused to draw breathadtthe manner in
which you did it.'

‘And if | promise not to lay a hand on you, willlygcome out with
me?'

Jamie looked at him carefully. '‘Why me, Logan? bbuiously don't
lack for feminine company.'

'‘No," he agreed. 'However, | seem to be interesteda
five-foot-two-inch Kiwi brunette.’

‘You're mad,' she said unsteadily, and saw histiyst into a grim
smile.



'It is madness. I've never chased after a womanyitife. Now, will
you please get into this car? I'll drive you onthhe Mount Lofty
Ranges. It's only twenty-five minutes from hered dhe view is
superb.'

Indecision creased her brow, then she capitula@ah you get me
back by five?'

He gave a brief affirmative, and feeling as if slexe about to enter
through a door from which there could be no eschrie moved
round the rear of the vehicle and slipped intogagssenger seat.

The car eased forward into the stream of traffid &or the entire
twenty-five minutes Logan didn't utter so much agoad.

As he had promised, the view was incredible, ardxabhed she had
her camera so that she could record it. The ciyslaread before
them, the numerous parks providing a checkerbcamdiama amidst
the conglomerate of concrete buildings of varyingight and
architecture. Neat wide streets were tree-lined, iarthe suburbs a
sprinkling of multi-coloured rooftops added brigiplashes of colour
that were visually pleasing. At night it would beasitive fairyland
with its tracery of street-lights and flashing neon

'It's beautiful,’ Jamie breathed softly, and Logadded, his eyes not
on the view.

'Yes. What time do you finish tonight? I'll takewon to a nightclub.'
She looked up at him, then shook her head. 'l ,qawtttonight.’
‘Can't, or won't?'

'‘Susan and | have an arrangement about transpestdds," Jamie
explained. 'l didn't bring anything suitable to we&aa nightclub.’



He regarded her steadily. "You look fine to me.'
'You can't be serious,' she laughed jokingly.

‘Tomorrow bring something suitable with you. Andeaflunch [I'll
take you to Belair recreation centre and Old Govemt House.'

'‘Don't you have to work?'

His smile was reflective and faintly teasing. $&® you my working
hours are flexible.'

'In that case, yes, I'd like to come.'

Logan indicated the Botanic Gardens. 'Shall we watitrough? By
then it will be time to get back.’

They walked side by side, he tolerant when shequhts admire a
particular flower or shrub, and it was almost thiminutes before
they stopped beside the car again.

'It's truly a garden city," Jamie mused, glancirgko 'My mother

would love it here. She treats each of her plakésHumans,' she told
him with a sparkling laugh. 'Talks to them and artet them as if
they were children. And rarely does a weed seégheof day!

'l look forward to meeting her.’

What did he mean by that, for heaven's sake? Shet diare think
about it. Her heart began to race, making her sugdeathless, and
to cover her agitation she opened the car doorsipded into die
passenger seat.

When Logan pulled into the kerb outside the restaiuentrance he
leaned across and opened her door, his arm brusleirsy and the
contact made her catch her breath.



"'l be here at two-thirty tomorrow. Until themgé said quietly, and
Jamie murmured something indistinct and hastilamstried out to
stand on the pavement, watching as he slid theutanto the traffic.



CHAPTER EIGHT

'You appear to have an admirer,” Georges, the vgiesvard,
murmured as he paused near the entrance to tlainmast kitchen.
'‘Dinner Wednesday night, then lunch yesterday, langh again
today. You intend going out with him?'

'l met him in Alice Springs several weeks ago,' iéasaid quietly,
and his face brightened with comprehension.

'‘Ah, he followed you here.'
'‘No,' she disclaimed. 'lt was just a coincidence.'

'Be careful of him—he has the look of a man who tasted
everything sweet that life has to offer. Make syoel won't be
discarded."

'He's just a friend—nothing more.’

His black brows quirked in silent disbelief. 'A wamcould not be
merely afriend to a man such as he. Watch your st@pn amie,
hmm?'

'He doesn't have my heart,' Jamie asserted, askdduk his head.
'‘Not yet, perhaps. But he will.'
‘Only if | allow it.'

His mocking silence openly derided her swift avawal have
observed," he shrugged eloquently. 'The chemisis/there between
you.'



Jamie sent him a swift look beneath her lashes t@ing | know for
sure—I can't stand here talking all day. Two of talgles have just
become occupied.’

Just why Logan was pursuing her had caused hegretadsa restless
night, and she had woken early in the morning stithe the wiser,
Part of her wanted to live each day as it camd) wi thought of
tomorrow, but an innate sense of moral inhibititécpd a restraint
that could not be ignored-

At two-thirty she swiftly changed from her uniformto a light
sun-frock, freshened her make-up and caught up bagr and
sunglasses, then made her way on to the main.street

Logan's car was parked in the identical placedtdecupied the day
before, and as Jamie drew close she offered himila that brought
forth a lazy sloping grin.

'Hi,' she greeted, and he responded. 'Hi, your¥ei. look cool and
fresh, and good enough to eat.' -

Don't say things like that, she wanted to cry tngtead, she laughed
and sent him a mischievous smile. 'Remarks liké ¢bald turn a
girl's head.' She considered him thoughtfully. "doun't look too bad,
either. A whole world apart from the man | met driy a grading
machine out in the middle of nowhere,' she teased he opened the
car door with a mocking flourish.

'l refuse to bandy words with you in this heat. (Betlamie. Today,
Belair awaits us.'

The car sped swiftly out from the city, and the trfiexv hours were
over all too soon. As they were wandering throudgh @overnment
House, Logan caught hold of her hand and didnhqgeish' it until
they returned to the car. Gone was the mockenhiatbeen evident



at the road- camp and at Ayers Rock, and Jamiaitelvarmth tug at
her heartstrings.

It was an idyllic few hours and she was genuina&gyswhen he
dropped her off outside the restaurant bare minogdésre she was
due to report for work, although his teasing 'sme gt eleven' sang in
her ears and carried her on a cloud through th@mpsix hours.

Reposing on a hanger and protected by thin plasiga gown she
had purchased in Brisbane several months previpasgyim-fitting,
eyecatching design in cream voile that accentuagediark hair and
clear suntanned skin. Slim- heeled sandals andvanireg bag
completed the outfit, and she took extra time tphafresh makeup
and stroked a brush through her hair until it gledrand shone like
silk.

Logan's silence left her feeling hauntingly vulrieeaand unsure her
choice had been the right one, until he caught bblder hand and
carried it to his lips. The expressive gleam irsthbrilliant blue eyes
sent the butterflies in her stomach fluttering mgadind her whole
body began to glow.

The nightclub was situated only a few blocks awagd was
exclusive, Jamie realised as they entered the same&foyer. Logan
was an amicable host, urbane and faintly enigmatd it wasn't
until she had disposed of the contents of one giasne and sipped
almost half another that she began to relax.

'‘Would you like to dance?'

She considered the question carefully. More thaythamg she
wanted to be held close in his arms, but therededisite danger in
doing so. The memory of what had happened in Alipangs was
still vivid in her mind, and she had no desire hca@irage a repeat
performance.



‘Do you need so much time to think about it?" hezgd gently, and
she smiled a slow sweet smile, her mind made up.

‘Nothing energetic,' she warned. 'l think I've kemlmuch wine. | feel
as if I'm floating!'

Logan's eyes gleamed with silent laughter as helteohand and led
her on to the floor and into his arms. 'Then ydogtter not drink any
more. | don't want to have to carry you home artdypu to bed.’

'l wouldn't let you,"' Jamie said solemnly, a steegrling sensation
beginning in the pit of her stomach as his arnfsiéiged fractionally,
and she could have sworn his lips touched the tdpeohead in a
fleeting caress.

They drifted slowly around the fringe of the darfmor, and she

could have remained in his arms for ever. It feltright she almost
cried at the strength of emotion that washed oeelike a tide, and

when Logan gently broke away she felt bereft, sb& had been torn
in two. Did he feel the same, she wondered inta stthemusement,
or was it only one-sided? Too late now to thinkheéartache, for her
soul was entwined with his as surely as if ther@ewasible ties

binding them together. If he was only playing whigr, she'd wither
and die.

'‘Logan, darling—I've given up waiting for you tdlaae!'

Jamie turned slowly to meet Sacha's flashing snaile] almost
gasped out loud at the exotic beauty of the otimés ¢eatures. Oh
God, how could she hope to compete with such p@ofeét 'Sacha,
Nick," Logan greeted blandly, his strong featuregressing
politeness and a certain warmth, and turning dirghe wound an
arm about" Jamie's waist. 'Sacha Andreas, her érdlick—Jamie
Prentiss.'



Jamie murmured a greeting, then lapsed into sileascgacha caught
hold of Logan's arm with eleganfly-manicured hatindd looked as if
they'd never done a day's work.

'‘Oh—the charming little waitress,' she said in sirderested voice.
‘Shall we make it a foursome, darling? Nick ancerevbored sitting
at home without dates, so we decided to join foerebvisit a few of
our favourite haunts.'

Oh, she was so clever, Jamie surmised, feelingesugdefenceless
in company with the other girl's impeccable soptadion, for within
minutes of being seated at their table Sacha h#Hdlskmanoeuvred
her chair close to Logan, devoting her entire &atiento him and
leaving Jamie conspicuously alone with Nick.

'‘Shall we dance?' Nick suggested in a droll voik. dear sister
seems to have monopolised Logan.'

Jamie was about to refuse, then she changed hdranohaccepted,
standing to her feet and moving towards the daooe Without more
than a polite smile in Logan's direction.

Nick held her close, much too close for her likingnd she
endeavoured to move away without much success.

'‘Are you Logan's exclusive property?'

'‘Does he usually confine himself to one woman?' pheied
smoothly, and a knife twisted inside her as Ni¢kned a laugh full of
cynical scepticism.

‘Sacha would like to think so, but no, I'm afraid dear Logan plays
the field.'



'You don't like him," Jamie declared, and her campagave a wry
grimace.

'l wouldn't want him as an enemy. He wields too mpower for me
to want to be on the wrong side of him.’

It would have been simple to question that staténiern she didn't,
and they completed the dance in silence and wremtlsic stopped
momentarily Nick led her back to the table.

As Jamie sank down into her chair she was consabtise brief
enigmatic glance Logan swept her, and it took all bourage to
answer it with an engaging smile. Then she turregchtiention to the
contents of her glass, and drank the wine ratheemaickly than
was wise, for she soon became aware of its effects.

‘Another, Jamie?"'

She swung her head towards Nick and offered himllsabt smile.
'‘Why not?' Suddenly she felt daring, for the aldatas giving her a
false sense of confidence she badly needed. Shi ldalher looking
at Logan, and when her glass was refilled she didgkap and sipped
the clear German wine with a hint of defiance.

When Nick asked her to dance again she readilypéede and
concentrated on following his intricate steps tanfboyant disco
music. He was an exhibitionist, and after a while simply stood
aside and let him continue on his own. He didrddha partner, he
was a show all by himself.

When the music finished there was a sound of applathich Jamie
joined in, and they returned to the table lauglumgr something she
hadn't the slightest conception had initiated laegh



'l think we'd better leave,' Logan declared onlyosels after she had
taken her seat, and she cast him a deliberatelyiremgjglance.

'Oh, darling," Sacha pouted prettily, placing handhon his jacketed
forearm. 'Must you? Nick and | plan on stayingdges. It's not late.’

But he was already on his feet and his hand gralspketof Jamie's
arm, applying just enough pressure to warn hetowssist. '‘Another
time, perhaps,' he refused cordially, and inclinimig) head towards
Nick he bade them goodnight.

‘Stay with your friends—I shan't mind,' Jamie pst¢el as he led her
towards the main entrance, but the look he castvhsrgrim.

'‘And have Nick fill your glass every ten minutes?
Nothing would give me less satisfaction,' he regdrbrusquely.

'He doesn't like you, either,' she broke into tegdaughter, then
spoilt the effect by hiccuping. 'Oh dear,’ she muned remorsefully.

‘Little girls who can't hold their liquor shouldmtink,’ Logan said
hardily.

‘You're angry,’ she vouchsafed contritely, and lanted her a
compelling look, then sighed.

'‘No. I'm trying hard to decide whether I'm goingstaake you or kiss
you. What | should do is take you across my knekerander a hurtful
spanking.'

She turned wide guileless eyes up to search hims duite
sober—well, almost,' she qualified soulfully. 'I'mever been drunk
in my life.'



'It wasn't the amount of wine you've consumed thats referring to,’
he maintained obliquely as he led the way to the ca

‘Sacha,' Jamie mused with false interest as helsdton the ignition
and engaged the gears. 'Such an unusual name.é&kralifmame, it
sounds foreign.'

'‘Greek," Logan stated sardonically as he slidmotthe traffic. ‘'She's
twenty-six, single, and runs a fashion boutiqueckNis thirty,
likewise single, and endeavours to help in his ddghbusiness.
Anything else you want to know?'

'l don't like you when you're being sarcastic.'

'For a little girl, you sure talk a hell of a Iobe rejoined brusquely,
and she edged far back in her seat, as far awaylinm as possible.

'In that case, | shan't bother saying another weha, retaliated.
‘That would be advisable.’

For the remainder of the drive home Jamie sat tal ®lence, her
eyes closed against the beginnings of a headdoheffects of the
wine, and sheer tiredness.

Through a hazy mist she was aware of the car'sdaakotion, and
when the door beside her opened she sat up adddrssving her legs
down on to the ground, emerging stumbling and gitem to regain,
her balance.

'Oh, for heaven's sake!' Logan swore savagelysaadping her into
his arms he carried her to the flat, extractedkess, unlocked the
door, then continued through the small lounge itite hallway.
‘Which is your room?’



Jamie waved an arm over the top of his shouldeft three feet, then
put me down. From there | can manage by myselé'i&s sure of it,

but the instant her feet touched the floor sheapskd in an elegant
heap and would have fallen had Logan not cauglat diher.

What happened after that she had no recollectixceps that when
she woke next morning she was in bed minus mosthef
clothes—and nursing a gigantic headache.

Oh Lord, she groaned out loud as she emerged sittray position.
Her head didn't belong to her at all, and her stimtead reservations
also. Coffee, she needed a cup of hot black sweeéteaffee, and
possibly a slice of dry toast. The thought of eptbreakfast was
enough to make her forget food for a lifetime! Amgte at her watch
revealed it to be after ten, and she uttered angtioan. Thirty-five
minutes in which to shower, dress, drink some &#rd get to the
bus stop. If only- she could fall back into bed!

Then she glanced down and saw that she was Weamlgdher bra
and pants, and events of the previous evening daoding back in
glorious Technicolor. Logan! Had he--? No, it wagussible that
he'd spent some time in her bed. If he had, skeld+4different. Oh,
why couldn't sheemember?

All the way into the city she puzzled how she coeler face him
again, then pulled herself up with a grimace ofisi@n. After last
night he probably wouldn't want to see her, and gndd hardly
blame him.

Even Georges commented on her paleness and thecdalés
beneath her eyes, and offered his own remedy.

‘A raw tomato, pepper and satlhon amie,'he declared firmly.
'Followed by a glass of water. It was quite a nigintm?"'



'‘Some little gremlin has entered my brain and isgiiay away with
twin sledge-hammers,' she winced. 'l hope this worldon't even
like tomatoes,' she wailed in distaste.

'Here is the water, and when you have finishegoit, will take two
Disprin. Within ten minutes | guarantee you wilefdhuman again.
Trust me,' he urged with a twinkle of humour thamivunnoticed as
Jamie drained the glass he held out.

Logan didn't put in an appearance during the luocHheurs, not that
Jamie expected him to, and she emerged out oretonthn street
shortly after two-thirty to find another car parkaghinst the kerb and
no sign of Logan.

To fill in time before she was due to return to tlestaurant she
wandered into one of the large department stohes, idly browsed
through several boutiques before crossing to thkerdy where she
wrote a short letter to her parents.

The evening trade was brisk, as it was Saturdalgtnand it was

almost nine o'clock when she saw Logan enter therfdde didn't sit

at one of her tables, although on reflection it mtapossible they

were all occupied, and she was startlingly awarbi®fpresence to
such a degree that she found it difficult to coriaa, and had to ask
more than once for a patron to repeat an order.

By the time she finished at eleven she was a niedh, physically
and mentally, and she swiftly changed out of hé&ioam, donned the
clothes she had worn in to work, then not evendiatly to check her
make-up she slipped out the side door with thentida of hailing a
taxi.

She hadn't walked more than a dozen steps whelmesind someone
call her name, and she slowed to a halt and tuxmede Logan's tall
frame moving quickly towards her.



As she drew close she began to shake with nerneaasion, and had
to force herself to greet him coolly.--/

'I'll take you home.'

'l was going to get a taxi,’ she informed him itidetly, and he
smiled grimly.

'‘My car is parked just around the block. Let's go.’
‘Are you always so domineering?'
'Only when | have to be.'

'l thought you'd be with Sacha tonight," she begaspishly, and
could have bitten her tongue. What was wrong wah?hShe was
behaving like a shrew.

‘Jamie,' he warned dangerously, but she couldnpt st
'‘What time did you leave the flat last night, Lo@an

There was silence for several seconds, and whepdles his voice
sent chills scudding down her spine.

'If by that remark you mean did | seduce you, thean assure that |
didn't. Taking advantage of a sleeping, defencaib#d isn't one of
my vices. And if Ihad spent the night with you,' he continued witl
brutal honesty, 'l would still have been there wiyen woke this
morning. | don't take my pleasure like a thiefhe night,' he added
ruthlessly, pausing beside the car. '‘Get in, Jamie.

'l can get a taxi,' she insisted stoically, angdiénee an expressive sigh
that suggested great forbearance.



'‘God help me,' he threatened softly, 'if you dget into the car of
your own accord, then | won't be answerable forcthresequences.’

Without a word she did as she was told, and fofdhewing fifteen
minutes she sat in silence, unable to utter so nasca word. The
Instant the car came to a halt outside the flajdfeed a hand on the
clasp to open the door, only to have him reachsacto prevent her
escape.

'‘Let me out, Logan,' she demanded stormily.
'So much anger, Jamie,' he taunted quietly.

'Why are you playing games with me? Am | a chaléengr
something?' she cried. 'Wiye,Logan? When there's someone lik
Sacha waiting, willing and eager. She's beautiidlglamorous, with
all the social graces.’

‘Are you by any chance jealous?'
'‘Never!" she denied furiously.

'‘No?' he mocked. "Then stop it, Jamie. And for réword, I'm not
playing games.'

‘Aren't you?' she queried bitterly. 'Forgive mEfihd that difficult to
believe.'

Logan lifted a hand and ran his fingers gently dawven cheek, then
traced the line of her jaw and came to rest aetge of her mouth.

'‘Don't do that,' she said tightly, and he smileghsly.

'‘Why? Does it bother you?'You know it does, shete@mo scream,
but she schooled her voice to sound cool and umg.ailo.'



‘Liar," he murmured close to her ear. 'l can femirypulse racing,
right here at the base of your throat.' Gentlyilkexdther chin, turning
her face towards him. 'Kiss me, Jamie.'

The breath caught in her throat, temporarily rogldner of speech.
'‘No," she refused at last, endeavouring to twiste frof him.
‘Logan—please!’

'Stay still,' he ordered, not releasing his grimd ashe raised
storm-tossed eyes to his, anguish and trepidatiotielet on her

expressive features. 'Jamie—a kiss, that's all. ame no need to be
afraid of me.'

That's what you think, she thought shakily. | amaiaf—of you, but
mostly of my own emotions. When you touch me assf | have no
control, and it would be so easy to drift into stim&y I'd only hate
myself for in the cold light of day.

His head began to descend, and when his lips tdueérs she forced
herself to remain passive, but it soon became avitiat she was fast
losing that particular battle, for when he begaapply pressure she
opened her own lips with a silent groan of despiting herself for
being so weak- willed.

It was a long time before he gently extricated drens from around
his neck and cradled her head into the curve ofltimosilder. His lips
touched her hair, then he lifted her face and Hiss slowly with
such a lingering gentleness that it melted her benes.

‘You'd better go inside. If you don't, | might caside my few
remaining scruples and take you back to my apaittfoerthe night.'
He leant forward and opened her door. 'Out, Jabafre | change
my mind.'



'‘Goodnight,' she whispered, totally bemused, anddmeed down and
kissed her with bruising intensity.

'‘Go, for the love of heaven. Tomorrow's Sundalpltk you up at
ten and we'll spend the day at the beach.’

She didn't trust herself to speak, and simply nddde silent

acquiescence before slipping out from the carhéndoorway of the
flat she stood watching the twin blaze of reartiigtlisappear, then
she moved inside and quietly shut the door beherd 8he didn't
walk, she floated through the lounge and down thibvay to her

bedroom, and it wasn't until she was in bed orvérge of sleep that
she remembered she hadn't even thought to ch&cls#n was home.

The alarm woke Jamie at seven, and she quicklyetbanvrap and
moved into the kitchen. There was a fresh chickenrad bought at
the delicatessen on Friday which she intendedastso that it would
be ready for a picnic lunch, and there were sufitingredients for
an apple pie. There were some bread rolls in thezér which she
could heat, and together with fresh fruit, it woatiimplete a feast.

At ten to ten the picnic basket was ready, andtal had to do was
slip her feet into sandals, brush her hair and pushvel into her bag.

Susan was still asleep, and there was a note teglémt to her door
with the printed words 'do not disturb until atdeanidday' hastily
scrawled. Between their working hours and soci@ they had

scarcely seen each other during the past fortni@Qhtckly Jamie

unearthed a pen and wrote 'spending the day ahbé#zen signed her
name.

When Logan arrived she was ready, and he eyeditine pgpasket
with some amusement.



'l guess we've doubled up on food—I should hawe yolu I'd bring
everything.'

‘That's not fair,' she protested. "You're takingaug'

‘Stubbornly independent, aren't you?' he teasdéahgahe basket
from her. 'l refuse to waste time arguing. We'ingly go on
elsewhere and have whatever is left for dinner.'

'‘Where are we going to swim?"

'‘Largs Bay, then we can move towards Brighton. &lee several
good beaches along the Gulf Saint Vincent—the @hisigours.'

The sun was high in the sky, bathing everythingpwelith a heat
that was pleasant, buffeted by a slight breeze flmemocean, and it
promised to be a lovely day.

Jamie had elected to wear a one-piece swimsurhefad green and
had added a wrap-round skirt of matching arnel. lHebs were
already tanned to a deep honey-gold, and with aegellensed
sunglasses she presented an attractive figureeadidhnto the car.

The drive to Largs Bay was achieved at a leisupelge, for Logan
took the road that wound round the Gulf, and Jawgsved the
sparkling blue waters with happy expectation. Stered swimming,
and somehow the open sea was more inviting thaola phe tang of
salty fresh air, the sand, the feel of the sea emskin—how she
loved it.

The sand was well dotted with beach umbrellas avdiels lying
supine and well oiled beneath the hot sun, and tteemumber of
people present it was apparent Largs Bay was aifadcspot.



‘The competition is pretty fierce,’ Jamie grinnedsae carried the
picnic basket, her bag and towel over the hot sand,Logan gave a
brief laugh as he walked at her side.

'Itisn't the most private place.' he agreed addpesited the chilli-bin
down, then spread out a large rug and securedaaehbumbrella.
'However, nobody takes much notice of anyone &lseyou want to
sunbathe or swim first?"

‘Swim,' she decided unhesitatingly. 'Are you comn®j
'I'm no water sprite. You go ahead, and I'll joouysoon.'

Jamie untied her skirt and slid off her sandalgntiplaced her
sunglasses into her bag. 'Piker," she grinnedmat Wrinkling her
nose expressively. 'Swimming is a beneficial exserci

His eyes roved over her slim figure with intimaggeaisal. 'l can
think of better.'

A blush stole over her cheeks, and without a wbedtarned and ran
down over the sand into the water.

It was heavenly, cooling her limbs and caressingskim like liquid

silk, and she struck out with a stylish crawl ta géear of the
numerous swimmers playing and cavorting in thelstval Not too
far. an inner voice cautioned, for there was alwtnes danger of
sharks, and after a while she turned on her batdklaated aimlessly,
enjoying the soothing effect of the sun and sea.

‘Do you plan on staying here all day?'

Jamie moved her head and met Logan's rugged feattgased with
amusement close beside her. The water had darkenbdir, and the
sight of his muscular shoulders rising above theaewaent her



nerve-ends tingling alive with sensations that batArmed and
frightened her.

'Is it time for lunch?' she queried guilelesslyd &ms lips slanted into
a mocking smile.

‘Do you want to play games, Jamie?'

Her heart lurched crazily, then accelerated apainate. "'You'd win
every time," she offered faintly. 'But I'll racewto the shore if you
like.'

His look was deep and unfathomable, sending goosebu
feathering along her spine, and she shivered §light

‘You're beautiful, do you know that?' he said goftind she couldn't
think of a single thing to say in reply. 'Let'sigg he suggested after
an interminable silence during which she hadn'hlzsge to tear her
eyes away from his.

With a silent nod she turned and began swimmingtdw/the shore,
completing two strokes to every one of his, ang gtepped out from
the sea on to the sand together, her hand becdoshgyithin his
large palm, and she experienced shock at the sights athletic
well-muscled frame attired in brief black swimmimgnks.

So much bared skin and evident raw masculinity erabaed her,
and she kept her eyes averted, cross with heiwethé colour she
knew must be visible on her cheeks. Fool, she iSeastherself
mentally—why get into such a tizzy? It was madet crazy, that
he could affect her to such an extent, and sheasahot cry out and
plead with him not to amuse himself with her. Wkhe wanted
ultimately she didn't dare think about, but it wasn brief affair
followed by heartbreak. She liked him —almost toochm and she



was afraid of letting the friendship continue feaf of what result
could come of it.

With concentrated effort Jamie picked up her toamd patted the
excess water from her body, then she sat downeoruthand drew on
her sunglasses—a welcome protective shield thatkedasher
expensive eyes from view.

'Here, use some of this lotion,' Logan directeddrag a bottle down
to her. '"You're well tanned, but the sun is quiegce—enough to
burn.’

Silently she took it and uncapped the slim plastatainer, then
carefully smoothed the Iotion on to her legs, ersa and across the
swell of her breasts.

‘Let me do your back.'

Jamie passed him the bottle and sat completelyastihe smoothed
the creamy lotion across her shoulders and down tneexposed
skin to her waist. His touch was light yet firm,danad a caressing
guality that sent her thoughts winging errantlyshe imagined what
he would be like as a lover. Dynamic, a tiny voiwaispered,
tantalising, and the temptation to turn her headtfonally and smile
at him was almost more than she could bear. Hermomed
monosyllabic gratitude emerged from her throat inhasky
undertone, then marshalling her wayward sensestgined and
leaned towards the picnic basket.

'l hope you haven't brought chicken,' she saidhbisigdipping into
the sealed containers. 'l guess we should havewedf'

Logan's smile was easy and without mockery. '‘Gneiads think
alike—chicken it is. Never mind, we'll keep one dake it back to



my apartment. Broken into pieces and fried witloasiand a dash of
curry, it will make a tasty meal.’

Jamie took out paper plates and solemnly handedohin 'Lettuce
and tomato? An eqg, celery, and cheese?'

‘Trying to feed me up?'
She ignored his raillery. 'Perhaps you'd bettep kelrself.'

'Hmm," he murmured teasingly as he foraged amomgadhtents. ‘A
fruit pie—did you make it?'

'Yes. It's apple, and it's meant for dessert.’

His grin widened and blue eyes gleamed with laughgdne looked at
her. "You sound like a mother—are you telling neaih't have any
now?’

'Yes—and I'll rap your hand if you pick at it!

Something leapt in his eyes. 'l wonder if you'dsbdorave if we were
alone.’

The fact that they weren't lent her courage. 't het you were an
impossible child.'

'l came in for a fair share of punishment, and reaellious for a brief
year or two, as | remember," he acceded rumingtivielvas made
painfully aware that any continuance would notdeny advantage.'
He withdrew a chicken leg and bit into it with estd enjoyment.
‘And you, Jamie—were you a sweet little girl, alar and spice?’

She glanced at him beneath her lashes and ofiigrety) 'l didn't get
the chance to be anything else.’



‘Strict parental control?'

‘A shade over-protective,’ she admitted. 'To enalstey
self-preservation | had to fly the nest, otherwiseould have been
stifled. If I'd had brothers or sisters it would/Babeen all right. As it
was, my parents concentrated all their love on me.'

"That was bad?"

She shook her head in silent denial. 'l could nexingly hurt them,
but when the chance came to- share a working holidth Susan,
they understood | needed to take it. | had to becmependent.’

'‘What if you married and lived some considerablgtadice from
them?'

‘That's a possibility | haven't had to consider.'

His eyebrow arched quizzically. 'No proposals ofnmage yet?' He
shook his head slowly. 'Or hasn't one come alowgnfa man
sufficiently well heeled to give you everything?'

'I'm not mercenary. Material things don't nece$ghring happiness.’

'Fine ideals, Jamie,' he drawled cynically. 'Arel yoying to tell me
you'd choose love first and foremost?"

She met his gaze squarely and held it. 'l coutdaity a man without
it.

‘You don't think that love can change?’

'If the two people concerned work at it and daketit for granted, it

should only grow and flourish. Abused, it couldmpect to survive
for long.""



'So you advocate monogamy?'
'‘With the right person—yes."

'Like most females you set the trap with yoursslbait, and wait for
an unwary male to happen by?'

Jamie swallowed the angry lump in her throat higfalwords had«
caused. 'You're a cynical brute, aren't you, Logknu regard
marriage as a trap, then you'd be advised neeartsider it.'

'‘Are you really so naive as to identify the statenatrimony with a
picket-fenced cottage, a rose garden, and loveagteed with every
meal?'

‘Are you so cynical you can't entertain that tleeseich a thing as
love?' she parried lightly, and his mouth twisteglw

‘Maybe | learnt my lesson the hard way.'

Jamie looked away, unable to think of any appre@reamment. It
took more effort than shethought possible to steeconversation on
to a lighter subject. Her smile was forced as steadl into the picnic
basket. 'Some more chicken? A bread roll?'

'‘Apple pie?' Logan cajoled with a slight smile, af@ threw him an
amusing glance.

'‘How do you know I'm not the world's worst cook?'

‘You forget I've already sampled a few of your waty efforts,' he
reminded her sardonically, and picking up a knieclit himself a
generous slice.

'‘Have a bite,' he bade, holding it temptingly cleséer mouth, and
she obediently bit into the slice.



'‘Now I'm going to lie down and sleep it all offfes determined
ruefully, licking her fingers, then she wiped them a tissue she
extracted from her bag.

It was good to close her eyes and be alone withihoerghts. Logan
was far too disturbing for her peace of mind. Shes vhalfway
towards being in love with him already, and a Ibgood that was
going to do her!

The sun heated her limbs and began to burn, aneéadexr herself
over on to her back. That was better. In half anrsthe would slip
into the sea to cool off.



CHAPTER NINE
'HEY, princess—wake up!

Jamie came to with a start as a warm mouth covieeesl and she
blinked rapidly as Logan's face swam into focus.

‘You've had enough sun for one day,' he smiled davirer. ‘Another
swim, then | think we'll head for the Botanic Garde

She sat up slowly and stretched her arms. "What isnt?"
‘After three.'
‘Are you coming in?'

He inclined his head and stood to his feet, ancetowy above her,
then leaned down and offered her his hand.

The sand was hot beneath her bare feet, and afew ateps she
began to run towards the sea. Logan reached ther Wiiegt and
plunged in, then surfaced and watched as she walkit where he
stood.

They swam with leisurely strokes, then headed backore. It took
no more than ten minutes for their swimsuits to, cigyd Logan
collected their gear, leaving Jamie to carry themigi basket and her
bag. Back at the car he pulled on grey suede treasel slipped on a
shirt, then he stowed everything in the boot.

The remainder of the afternoon passed in a haay,god as they
wandered hand-in-hand around the botanic gardetigeimner city
she viewed the splendid array of flowers and shmilbls a sense of
pleasant detachment. It had been a thoroughly ehjeyday, and it
hadn't finished, for there was still the eveningaah



It was almost six o'clock when Logan eased therdarthe steady
stream of traffic and began heading through the stiteets until he
reached Glenelg, drawing to a halt in the drivevadiya mature
double-storied home overlooking the beach.

Jamie viewed it dubiously, for it wasn't what shedh
expected—although Logan himself was something oferigma.
Picturing his apartment and where it might be $#dashe had
Imagined a small self-contained unit—certainly moghas grand or
as large as this.

It occupied the entire upper level of the archueaity re-structured
home, and she could only admire the modern featuséxing

beamed ceilings, pine-timbered walls, the wide ysetwindows
facing out over the beach. Designed on an open thareffect was
cool and spacious, and bore the visible signs aft@nior decorator,
for everything blended with splendid co-ordinatioom the muted
drapes to the cushion-covered furniture, the sheepgsatter-rugs on
the slate- paving effect vinyl flooring. Imitatiolanterns hung
suspended on chains from the ceiling, and the lewras equipped
with a stereo, television, and several shelvesdilith books. .
Logan indicated a hallway leading off from the doproom. 'The
bathroom is down to the left if you'd like a shower

‘Thank you,' she acknowledged politely, and with@ditirther word
she crossed the room and stepped down the hall.

The bathroom took her breath away, for its wallsenveovered
entirely with synthetic marble in startling blackdawhite, and there
was a sunken tiled bath, a shower, and gold-framedors that
reflected the room's elegant fittings.

Jamie took off her skirt and swimsuit and slippeadrath the warm
jet of water, then she quickly rinsed her hair lvé effects of sea



water, and emerged to wrap herself in one of tlgeHluffy towels
reposing neatly folded on a nearby stool.

Her toilette completed, she delved into her bag extchcted pants,
then secured her skirt and tied on the matchingsaraund top. Her
hair felt clean and would soon dry, even wound atmil on top of
her head. A swift application of moisturising creaa touch of
lipstick, and she was ready.

Logan was in the kitchen deftly dissecting chicKish from its
bones, and there was an appetising aroma of fimgohe coming
from the electric-frying pan.

'‘Would you like me to do that?' Jamie asked, cngs® his side, and
he speared her with a look of quizzical amusement.

'‘Don't you think I'm competent?’
'Of course. | thought you might want to showert'thall.'

'In that case, the kitchen's yours for five minytes conceded, and
she took the fork he handed her and began addingerhto the
simmering curry and onions.

You'll find plates and cutlery,’ he informed heweeping an arm
towards a set of drawers and cupboards. 'Help gtuigd/ith that he
moved easily towards the hallway and disappead fight.

Jamie busied herself setting the table, makingsagide salad from
the contents of Logan's picnic contributions, drehtswitched on the
oven to heat the bread rolls.

'Hmm, that smells good,' a voice drawled from bdHer, and she
threw him a swift smile. 'There's some wine in th



refrigerator—somehow, | think beer would be infiytlacking as a
suitable complement.’

The food was delicious, and followed by fresh fantl cheese, it was
one of the most enjoyable meals Jamie had eateoimg time.

'‘Coffee?' Logan queried mildly as he leaned backisnchair, and
Jamie stood to her feet and began gathering dishgether.

'‘Leave those,' he directed indolently, but she khn®y head.
"'l do them while we're waiting for the coffee.’

'‘My guests are usually content to leave the dishdke sink,' he
mused, and she looked at him with uncertainty.

'If you'd rather--'

‘Jamie!" he chastised with an expressive sigh. ther love of
heaven—do the dishes, by all means, if it will egmér conscience.'

She should be a sophisticate like the women chtusiaintance, she
decided, and ignore domesticity for an after-dindenk and the
sharing of scintillating conversation—even driftwerds the
bedroom as the natural end to a pleasantly spantldstead, she
could only present herself as an immature gauath@vgose nerves
shredded at the very thought of sharing sexuahenties. In today's
permissive society she was a pitied oddity!

With dedicated concentration she carried the disgwess to the
kitchen, filled the sink with hot sudsy water, thearefully
transferred plates, glasses and cutlery clean parklsg into the
draining-rack. Now for the frying pan, and the ahawould be
completed.



‘The water is bubbling itself into oblivion," Logaeamarked close
behind her, and she raised her head in constemnasiche leaned
forward and closed the switch.

'I'm sorry, | didn't——-

‘Shut up,' he directed quietly, and she felt mgdirs unfasten the pins
securing her hair, then its length uncoiled antliéeisely about her

shoulders. His fingers threaded through it gesflyeading it out, and

she felt her breath catch when he murmured, 'Benlwanting to do

that for the past hour.’

'I've only the frying pan to finish,' she begand e cursed briefly.

‘To hell with the frying pan!" His head bent dowrheer shoulder, and
she felt his lips touch her neck, then travel up $knsitive cord to
nuzzle an earlobe.

Hands drew her away from the sink back against thiem slid down
over her shoulders to cup each breast, and shreditiegasp as they
slid beneath the silky material.

'‘Logan,’ she protested, but it was too late, fertts were undone,
and she gave a groan of despair as he turnedwards him.

His lips were warm and persuasive, his hands geatlgssing, and
after a few timeless seconds she became lostytataldless beneath
the disruptive sensuality of his touch.

She was drowning in her own emotions, almost beyamishg, when
warning bells triggered inside her brain, bringimgr up from the
depths and returning sanity.

Dear God, what was she thinking of! She had to @e-stark raving
mad! Unbidden, of their own volition, her eyesddl with tears that



overflowed and spilled slowly down each cheek, ahé stood
passively, unable to respond.

Slowly Logan raised his head, and she regardedsiéntly through
a watery mist. Her mouth began to tremble uncolaiobt, and he
uttered a husky oath.

‘Tears—woman's ultimate weapon,' he derided sddity] his eyes
darkened measurably. '‘Jamie, for the love of heawdry are you
crying?' His voice was silk-smooth and dangerous.

'Please—I can't stay. | have to go home.' She gthrtown and

blushed at the sight of her breasts, burgeonedeapdsed, their
nipples taut. Shakily she searched for the ties woauld draw the

material across, but the erotic memory of his maathised her such
agitation she was incapable of successfully segwiknot.

Firmly her hands were pushed aside, and withinrsgcthe ties were
fastened.

"'l get my bag,' she said slowly, almost stumdliover the words,
and she shivered involuntarily despite the heain‘Dworry about
taking me home—I'll get a taxi—a bus. It doesn'tterd she finished
miserably, and turned away from him and walked towahe door.

It wasn't until she was outside in the drivewayt 8tee realised Logan
was behind her, and she gave a startled cry whenlbeked the car
and tossed her bag on to the front seat. 'I--'

'Let's walk," he interrupted brusquely, relockihg tloor. He caught
hold of her hand in a merciless grip that brougptaesting gasp of
pain from her lips, but the pressure didn't easeeded her across the
road and on to the grassy apron that led downaddach.



It was dusk, almost dark, and street lights weflect=d on the water,
mirroring a delicate tracery of yellow-white pinpoiillumination.
Sounds of children playing as they endeavouredakenthe most of
the fast-fading light disrupted the air, and theeze people strolling
in groups enjoying the evening dusk.

Jamie walked beside him in silence—a silence thatvgmore
formidable with every passing minute. She wantegtil free and
run—anywhere, away from him. Tentatively she tugigexdhand, but
the pressure increased to such a degree she ariefrofear her
bones might snap.

Instantly she was free, and his muffled apolog\elyaregistered as
he lifted her hand to his lips, then his arm enedder shoulders
drawing her close to his side, and he shortenedtkiss to match
hers, leading the way down to the water's edge.

How far they walked she had little idea, for it wbaasily have been a
mile or two before Logan eventually turned and thegan retracing
their steps. Several times she started to speakydwords found
voice, and after a while she surrendered to tlemsd, unwilling to
sever the tenuous thread that bound them together.

When they reached the driveway Logan unlocked &ssgnger door
and held it open. Jamie stood poised, uncertairtheheshe should
get inside, and he leaned forward.

'I'm taking you home.' His voice was hard and xibie. 'Now, get
in, and for God's sake—don't argue.'

The drive from Glenelg to her flat at Henley Beagas achieved in a
short time, and as soon as the car came to admié Jeached for the
door-clasp.



'l call you tomorrow," Logan declared brusquedynd she wasn't
capable of emitting so much as a word; even gooaly@ld have
choked her.

She almost ran up the path leading to the front,dow she unlocked
it quickly and escaped inside, closing it behind tthout once
looking back.

'‘Jamie?"

Susan—she was home, and if she saw her lookinghHigeshe would
guess something was wrong. Quickly Jamie rakecekfsmthrough her
hair, then drawing a deep breath she walked dowvartis the
kitchen.

'Hi--1 was just about to make coffee,' Susan giebteghtly. ‘Care for
a cup?'

'Please—I'd love some,' Jamie responded gratefaifigl, her smile
was a little forced as she met Susan's inquisgiaze.

'Hey, you look--' Susan deliberated carefullygislly bothered,' she
finished slowly. '‘Are you?'

Jamie sank down into a chair and leant her elbowtb® table. 'It's a
long story," she intimated wryly.

'‘Logan?' the other girl hazarded. 'You've been gy@uat with him,
haven't you? Okay, so what's the problem? Is hiagjiyou a hard
time?"

'‘Yes,and yes again,' Jamie acquiesced ruefully. 'ltldvbe so easy,
and yet | can't.’

‘You mean you haven't--? Susan's consternatioralasst comical.
'It's not funny.'



Susan quickly masked her incredulity. 'No, it'sindhe least funny,'
she declared with sobriety. "What happens next?'

Jamie grimaced, and rested her chin into her cuppeds. 'l guess
it's "goodbye, Logan".'

'Has he said so?'
'No. He said he'd call me, but I'll probably nelear from him again.'

Susan looked pensive for a few minutes. 'Do youtwahead on for
Melbourne? Between us, we've got enough moneyhitrip, and
we should get a job without too much trouble.’

‘Logan lives in Melbourne,' Jamie told her. 'He gtays in Adelaide
occasionally. I'd be jumping from the frying patoithe fire.'

'‘But you don't want to see him again—right?' Thansbof water
boiling captured Susan's attention and she disatadehe kettle,
made the coffee and carried the two mugs to tHe.tab

'l only know things can't go on as they are," Jasaid quietly. With
considerable effort she glanced across the talilerdtiend. 'For the
past few weeks it's been a case of "hello—goodbyédiat's been
happening in your world? How's the job?'

Successfully diverted, Susan enthused about Rictiaglaces they
had been, and glossed over her employment as henggsary, but
bearable.

'‘Well, I'm for bed," Susan declared, stifling a yaW have to be up at
the crack of dawn. See you in the morning.'

Jamie raised a hand, then drained- the rest ofdféze. She didn't
feel in the least like sleeping, and she decidedrite a letter home,
then read for a while.



Monday was a day like any other working day, wiile exception
that when Jamie finished at two-thirty Logan wasvhere in sight.
Not that - she really expected to see him afterggt. She even
waited outside the restaurant's main entrancedorminutes in case
he had been delayed, then gave up and headed totinerdrestival
Centre where she filled in time admiring the spidradchitecture of
the theatres and sat beneath the shade of a tireeanjacent grounds
leafing through a magazine she'd bought.

At precisely five o'clock she reported for workdahe early part of
the evening was remarkably slow, not picking upilwafter eight
when a group arrived demanding food and attentsanthat the
following hour seemed to pass in a flurry of adivi

‘You're wanted on the phongherie,'Georges intimated quietly as he
paused between tables, momentarily capturing hentan. 'Be
brief, if you do not wish to anger our mutual eny@on He does not
approve of personal calls during the hours of essn| will cover
you for a few minutes.'

Jamie nodded and hurried into the kitchen wherepstieed up the
receiver. The noise forbade privacy, and she placeand over one
ear in an attempt to hear after she had identiferdelf.

'‘Jamie? What in the name of heaven is that noise?’

Logan! Her heart flipped, then began to beat exaflyi. 'I'm taking
the call in the kitchen,' she explained. 'What da want?'

‘There's a party | should attend tonight," he satldout preamble. 'l
collect you after work.'

‘Are you asking, or telling me?' she queried, aedrfl his husky
laugh.



'‘Will you come?’

I'll have to call in to the flat first,' she wadhéThe clothes I've worn
to work aren't suitable.'

'‘Fine—I'll be waiting.’

At a quick glance from Georges, Jamie said swiftlggan, I'll have
to go—we're busy. See you later." A smile lit hepressive features
as she replaced the receiver, and the remaindee efvening seemed
to fly, so that in seemingly no time at all she wagerging on to the
main street to find Logan waiting outside.

'Hi," she greeted him a trifle breathlessly, becapstartlingly aware
of the powerful masculinity he exuded, and awarghef sudden
tightening of her stomach muscles as he smiled daviner.

Without a word he took hold of her arm and led togrards the car,
and when she was seated inside he moved rounddodtenwheel
and set the vehicle heading towards Henley Beach.

For the sake of something to say, Jamie broacWdtt' sort of party
Is it—formal? And where?'

The look he cast her held a tinge of amusementihatapparent in
his voice. 'Informal, Jamie, at a friend's apartmest far from my
own. You sound mildly apprehensive. Are you?'

‘Should | be?' she countered, and he respondedtisiyijoo
‘Not in the least.'

As they entered the flat she glanced back ovesheulder. 'Have |
time for a quick shower? | promise | won't be long.

'‘Go ahead. Mind if | use the phone?'



'Help yourself." She swept a hand towards the dinoom, then
moved towards her bedroom. Quickly discarding d@sthshe
showered, then hastily inspected the contents of werdrobe.
Informal could mean anything from casual attirestiphisticated
simple elegance. After a few minutes of indecisbe chose a silky
halter-style dress of deep gold, swept her haw em elegantly-
contrived knot on top of her head, applied makéighlighting her
eyes, then slid her bare feet into slim-heeled a&gndnd slid a
make-up purse, some money and her keys into anngvbag. The
appreciative gleam evident in Logan's dark bluesesgshe entered
the lounge sent her spirits soaring, and she gayeck twirl in the
centre of the room. "Will | do?'

For an answer he leant out and caught hold of ey jaulling her
irresistibly forward until only a few inches sep@a@them. His head
lowered as his arms enfolded her slim curves aghisshardened
frame, then his mouth was on hers, hungry and sefgrerotic as he
remorselessly brought alive an answering arderwyhat when he
reluctantly put her aside she stood regarding hilentty, her
breathing ragged.

Jamie's eyes were eloguent pools mirroring bemusena@d she
drew a steadying breath as his fingers trailed Igestross her
sensitive kiss- swollen lips, then tautened invtduty as his
fingertips slid down her throat to the cleft betwéer breasts.

'‘Would you be shocked if | said I'd like to kisseey square inch of
you?' Logan queried softly, ' following the traillas fingers with his

lips. 'And delight in having you kiss me—teach yoylease me, as |
can please you?'

Jamie felt her knees weaken and turn to wateredlatient sensuality
evident in his voice, his touch, and her heart kpned, its beat
thudding until it seemed to deafen her ears.



‘Logan!" Her voice came out as a strangled gasp,sae began to
tremble until her whole, body shook with suppresssdotion.
'Please—the party! Shouldn't we be leaving?'

Slowly he raised his head, and she almost dieleahtiked desire
evident in his darkened, passionate gaze. Theedges of his mouth
lifted slightly, curving his lips into a faintly eful smile. 'This time
you win," he teased gently, planting a brief hass lon her mouth,
then he uttered a soft laugh, his eyes vivid arémging wickedly.
‘You haven't a vestige of lipstick left.'

Shakily Jamie withdrew her make-up purse from heg kand
attempted to effect repairs, although her hand fam$rom steady,
and after a few seconds Logan plucked the goldssactube from
her fingers. Lifting her chin, he stroked coloueothe fullness of her
lips, regarding his efforts with a faint teasinglsnthen he placed the
lipstick back into her purse.

‘Everything back to normal.'

Normal? How could anything be normal ever agaimfidavondered
dazedly as she followed him to the car, and sheansagflective
silence as the vehicle sped towards their desbimati

In the graciously-furnished lounge of their hosgsach-front home
Jamie allowed her gaze to wander idly over therasgmt of guests
present, perceiving at a glance that all the wolnere an air of
moneyed sophistication, for although informal, tizire fairly cried

the exclusive individuality of top model brand-l&ydheir hair was
expensively coiffured, their make-up superb.

"'l get you a drink,"' Logan declared, letting hisn drop from about
her waist. 'What would you like?'



‘Something long and cool—and not too strong," sl guietly, and
glimpsed his wry smile.

'In case you need to keep your wits about youZabeted gently.
'Relax, Jamie—I wouldn't harm a hair on your head.’

'It's not my—head I'm worried about,’ she said tremsly after an
infinite pause, and he uttered a silent laugh.

'‘My dear sweet Jamie,' he mocked softly, his eyr@mgely serious,
'believe me when | assure you have nothing to wabgut. I'll get
you that drink.’'

Shortly after he returned to her side she caughfiash of
silver-blonde hair and seconds later recogniseth&andreas. She
was powerless against the curling muscles as berasth tensed into
a tight painful ball, and she had to physicallycioherself to smile as
the stunningly alluring figure wended its way todsthem.

Looking like a model straight out of the pages ofop fashion
magazine Sacha wafted over—literally, as the auraFmnch
perfume, Lanvin'dy Sin,Jamie perceived, preceded her.

‘Logan, you gorgeous man—you made it!" Sacha giestth avid
enthusiasm, ignoring Jamie completely. 'l was sotewould.' She
gave a light tinkling laugh as she glanced dowthatglass in her
hand. 'Darling, would you mind? Vodka and toniclash of bitters,
and ice.’

Logan gave a practised smile, his eyes vividly bdigehe flicked
Jamie a piercing glance. 'You remember Sacha?'

Remember? How could she forget! A little green nb@nsose to the
fore, lending her dark brown eyes an involuntarymaatary glitter,



then politeness forced her to acknowledge the Ggekg penetrating
stare.

'If you'll excuse me?' Logan interposed, then he gane, leaving
Jamie alone, and peculiarly vulnerable.

‘A little piece of advice—you don't mind, do yo$acha pouted the
instant Logan was out of earshot. 'lt won't do gay good to chase
after Logan. He's some man,' she added in a voites silk, 'but
never yours. So--' she paused delicately, and Jamsbed sweetly,

'‘Hands off?'
‘Clever girl,' the other accorded. 'I'm so glad yoderstand.’

'‘Oh, | understand perfectly,’ Jamie declared solgnmand Sacha
smiled.

'He's way out of your class—but then you know tdaf't you?"

‘Whatever you say,' Jamie agreed in a droll vaoel, the other girl
gave a seductive laugh.

'So sensible of you to decide not to fight me fion.h

'l don't believe in war," Jamie responded ambiglyotBut | rather
think the ultimate decision rests with Logan.' Fomoment she
thought Sacha was going to strike her, then theyagyges lost their
venomous gleam, and the reason was instantly ampaselLogan
returned.

His hand reached out and caught hold of Jamielgadmg her
fingers as he threaded his own through hers, asdicuch was
reassuring.



'‘Dance with me?' The look he cast down was infipis®lemn, his
eyes penetrating as they glimpsed the faint teresiaent, and when
she was in his arms and moving slowly to the misicqueried,
‘Sacha bothers you?'

Flippancy was the only way to deal with it, she ided wryly.
‘Should she?'

'‘No.' Logan's tone was blunt, almost angry, andgsive an inaudible
gasp as his grip tightened with painful intenslidyen suddenly aware
of his strength he released her and uttered anamation of
self-disgust, pulling her close and resting hisegh@own against her
head.

A terrible lethargy assailed her limbs, renderieg bhoneless, and it
was with considerable reluctance that she drew dmay him when
the dance came to an end.

Logan rarely left her side for what remained ofévening, and each
and every one of Sacha's attempts to commandeerand there
were several—were met with brusque restraint. Jammeardly
cringed, sure that if he should ever treat her itk manner she
would curl up and die.

'Let's get out of here,' Logan declared at last, damie saw with
surprise that it was after two o'clock.

In the car driving back to her flat she was striywgeent, reflecting
on Sacha's barbs and possessiveness with sometkimgo mild
jealousy, then grimaced in the darkness. There wadising mild
about it! She wanted to rage and scream like aitwencat! The
feeling frightened her, that and knowing she wgsabte of such
violence. To be jealous, you had to care deeplg,sre knew with
sickening certainty that Logan was her life, they\ar she breathed.
Faced with the prospect of living without him mdud want to die.



And what of him? He desired her, that much she krevwut as for
anything more, even a lasting relationship, muds marriage, she
didn't dare contemplate.

Tired?'

Jamie came out of her reverie,-realising with & skeat the car was
stationary outside her flat. 'No,' she denied, @@nt'Just lost in
thought.'

‘Anything you want to talk about?'

She. shook her head slowly, and he leaned forvediding a hand
along the back of her seat until it rested at hegven the fingers
beginning an idle caress that sent shivers scuditmgn her spine.
Gently lie reached for the knot of hair atop headtereleasing the
pins that held it in place, then when it fell ins&athe about her
shoulders he threaded his fingers through it #seifaction afforded
him pleasure.

'‘Come here,' he instructed gently, and of its owfitisn her body
swayed towards him, mindless and blindly obedi&mds me, Jamie.’

She gazed at him wordlessly, momentarily at a libes) she raised
her face slightly and pressed her lips againsetge of his mouth,
feeling them part beneath her own, silently encgiagher to initiate
the exploration. She felt his response and begssing him with a
fervour that set alight hidden fires deep withirtilumer veins sang as
the heat coursed through her body. Then subtljatedd as he took
command, charging her with an emotion so tumultighescried out
as the agonising ache demanded fulfilment.

‘Jamie,' Logan groaned huskily against her thfdhts has got to go
on—or stop. If you're just playing at being a teraps, then | warn



you —I'm hovering on the brink of no return. If &nss going to be
in the flat, we'll go back to my apartment. Whishtito be?’

His words acted like a dash of cold water, and datragged herself
away from him, pushing him at arm's length. 'l htovgo in,' she said
shakily. 'Alone.’

‘Jamie—for the love of heaven!" His voice was aotare growl, and
she shivered at the depth of leashed passion dviden

‘Logan, | want to, but | can't. | just can't!'" slvbispered brokenly,
close to tears. 'I'm sorry.' Her hand reached authfe door-clasp as
she hastily sought to escape.

‘Damn you, Jamie," he cursed huskily, his expressavage in the
dim light. 'Have you any idea what you're doingne?"

'‘And me—have you given any thought about that?' chentered
shakily. 'I've got feelings, too." Then she was otithe car and
running, stumbling up the path to the front door.

Somehow she managed to insert the key, then shmsgids, leaning
against the closed door, gasping in huge paingaths of air, unsure
whether to laugh or cry, and close to tearful hyste

She half expected Logan to follow her, and shenistl fearfully for
his footsteps and the sound of his voice on thercthle of the door.

After interminable minutes her ears did catch ghslsound, but it
was the engine starting up, followed quickly byteasdlily decreasing
purr as the car drove away.



CHAPTER TEN

THE following day dragged by so slowly that Jamie Wwaginning to
wonder if the clock hadn't suddenly decided to kehavith
temperamental disregard so that each minute se@naecome an
hour, and after a restless, sleepless night she wokWednesday
morning to the insistent ringing of the telephone.

Muttering beneath her breath, she buried her heddruhe pillow,

hoping that Susan would answer it, then tossegitloev aside as it

continued to ring, giving a groan of despair as redmembered her
friend would already have left for work.

'Hello,' she murmured indistinctly.

‘Jamie? How are you?' When she didn't answer, Lsgabice
sharpened. 'Jamie, are you there?"

'Hello, Logan,' she responded carefully.

''ve had to return to Melbourne,' he said withputamble. 'How
soon can you pack?'

'l beg your pardon?'

'You heard,' he said wryly. 'How soon can you pankl get on a
plane?’

Her heart began an erratic tattoo. 'Are you sefious
'‘Perfectly. How long? A day—two?'
'‘Why?' she asked baldly, and heard his audible&ighnpatience.

‘Must | spell it out?'



'l think you'd better," Jamie said slowly, her sé@im beginning to
perform a series of painful acrobatics.

'l want you here with me. Is that plain enough?'
‘Not entirely. | can't see what difference it wounidke.'

'‘My God, | could shake you,' he declared bluntlyn 'proposing,
dammit!'

For a moment she couldn't speak. "What kind of gsaf®'

‘The "ring on your finger" kind. For want of a lett
word—marriage.'

'You can't mean that,’ she managed at last, herevehaking
uncontrollably.

‘Can't I?' Logan mocked. 'Well, Jamie, are you gamlet me make
an honest woman of you?'

‘You expect me to give you an answer now?'

‘Do you need to think about it?' he queried sotilyd she shook her
head.

'‘No,' she denied slowly.

'I'll organise everything this end and ring you trmow morning," he
stated firmly. 'In the meantime, hand in your ne&nd start packing.'

‘Logan--' she began protestingly, and he interdigently,
'l love you, Jamie. The rest of it will have to pamtil you get here.’

'‘Logan, | can't leave yet. There's my job—and Susan



‘Jamie, I'll call you tomorrow.’

'l haven't said yes,' she wailed despairingly, hedrd him chuckle
softly.

‘Then say it. Repeat after me—"yes, Logan, I'llnpgou".
'‘How can you be so sure?' she asked.

His answer was definite. 'l've been fighting itessce you appeared
out of the middle of nowhere—a pint-sized scrageofininity that
knocked me sideways.'

‘Then it's yes,' she decided, her heart in herevoic

There was silence for a few seconds, then he saally} "We'll be
married here just as soon as | can arrange a gcenc

'‘We can't possibly,' she spluttered, awed at thehveavas sweeping
her along. 'My parents— they'd be dreadfully upsétey weren't
there. | can't--'

Logan intervened gently. 'Put a call through toaday tell your
parents. Give me their number and I'll speak ta yatiner.' His voice
became openly teasing. "Think about where you'd tik go for a
honeymoon.'

"You're going too fast,' Jamie protested faintlyd dae gave a husky
laugh.

'‘Not fast enough, believe me!

A sudden thought occurred to her. '"How can | teflparents about
you?' she asked slowly. 'l don't even know younamnne,' she ended,
aghast at how little she knew of him.



‘Jordan—Logan Jordan, Jamie. I'm thirty-five, amdh comfortably
provide for your needs.’

‘This is ridiculous!" Hot tears seared her eyes, ttwe hand holding
the receiver began to shake.

‘Jamie,' he berated softly, 'you're marrymg—the statistics are a
mere appendage.' He cursed briefly. 'For the Iév@aal, you're not
crying, are you?"'

'‘No, of course not,' she denied, her voice wobbiy wuppressed
emotion.

‘Jamie!' he warned huskily, and she quickly gattheimgether a
measure of control.

‘This call must be expensive,' she said swiftly ha waved it aside
with blunt brusqueness.

'‘Give me your parents' number, Jamie. I'll putlatbeough myself.’
She gave it to him, then began uncertainly, 'Logan-

‘Jamie, get a pen, there's a good girl," he bagdigul'll give you the
number here, and | want you to put through a cbliat as soon as

you get in from work tonight.’

‘But that will be close to eleven-thirty," she msied, and heard his
wry laugh.

'l don't go to bed early—now, have you got that pandy?’

She nodded silently, then realised he couldn'tiee 'Yes." She
wrote down the series of digits.



'It would be advisable to contact your parents keefodo,' Logan
suggested, and she offered shakily,

'I'll ring them before | go in to work.'

'‘Good girl!" His voice was warm and sent shiveeghering down her
spine. 'I'll wait for your call tonight—meantimekie care,' he said
gently.

'‘Yes." Her voice seemed to choke in her throatu,Yimo." She
replaced the receiver carefully, then sat stamtg space for a long
time, unable to believe that he loved her—actulaixedher. There
was no need to examine her own feelings, but ngEriwas
something she hadn't dared contemplate.

A glance at her watch showed that she had halfoan before she
must leave for work, and if she was to telephone gagents she
would have to do it now. The time difference mesime was sure to
catch them at home, for they would be having bestkQuickly she
placed the call and was fortunate to get througioat immediately.

Jamie spoke to her mother first, and after thealrsurprise she took
the news very well, then her father came on the. lihwas all too
brief, and she promised to ring again the followdlay.

The hours sped swiftly as Jamie went about her work state of
euphoria, and it was twenty past eleven when sHeegahe station
wagon outside the flat, locked it, then walked lup path to the front
door.

As she drew out the key a lengthy frame unfoldedlfitfrom the
shadows and moved into the dim moonlight.

'Oh!" she cried out, then recognition brought faatistartled gasp.
‘Logan, what are you doing here?'



"You could sound a bit more enthusiastic,' he ahigith amusement,
taking the key from her nerveless fingers andfittit into the lock.

'l thought you were going to phone,' Jamie protestbaken by his
unexpected presence.

‘Shall we go inside?' he quizzed. 'I've no paréicdlesire to conduct
this conversation on the doorstep."’

'Of course,' she concurred apologetically, and whendoor closed
he pulled her close, kissing her with a thoroughrtleat rendered her
completely breathless.

'‘Why did you come?' she asked, her whole body guigdrom the
response he evoked.

His smile did strange things to her equilibrium¢gaie caught hold
of his arms to support herself. '‘Because | couldtdy away,' he
revealed, and he lifted a hand to smooth backay $éndril of her
long hair. "You sounded apprehensive and overwtelntesn | rang
this morning. | wasn't sure that by the time yduwedl time to think,
you might have imagined any number of reasons wiy gouldn't
marry me.' His eyes lit with humour as his finggid down to tilt her
chin. 'l thought you might be in need of a littkeassurance and
decided to deliver it personally. Any objections?’

Jamie let her tongue run over her lips, unawatkeprovocativeness
such an action afforded. ‘No, none.’

Logan withdrew a small jewellers box from his jackecket and
handed it to her. 'Open it, Jamie," he directedrsanly.

She took it from him with shaking fingers and sregbppen the tiny
clasp, then gave an inaudible cry that was a nextdipleasure and
awe. 'Logan, it's beautiful!' she gasped as heatighe square-cut



diamond solitaire from its velvet bed, and takimddof her left hand
he slid the ring on to her finger.

‘Thank you," she breathed tremulously, and reaalginghe planted a
shy kiss at the edge of his mouth.

'I've obtained a licence,' he slanted musinglyd lmade arrangements
for us to be married on Monday."'

‘This Monday?' she queried, startled.
‘Yes,Jamie,' he mocked gently. 'Have you nothing t®'say
'l can't think properly,' she offered shakily.

'‘Next, your parents—I contacted them early thiswewgp then again a
little over an hour ago. They intend flying overtla¢ weekend,' he
finished drolly.

'‘Logan, it's happening too quickly," Jamie proteste

"It's only just begun,' he informed her with a zgical smile. 'I'm
taking you back to Melbourne with me in the morning

'l can't—I| haven't told Susan,' she began in amguighere's my
job—I've told them I'm leaving, butot when. How can I--'

He silenced her effectively, beginning a slow evweaexploration
of her mouth that blotted out everything save taessality of his
touch, the deep all-consuming passion evident erivileem.

At last he lifted his head to gaze down at hereyiss more vividly
blue than she had ever seen them. "You can, edwl\gssured her
gently. ‘Il contact your employer first thing tomow
morning—Susan I'll leave to you. | want you with ,ndamie, not
hundreds of miles away in another State.'



'I—I'll tell Susan before she leaves for work toneev morning. My
parents seem quite happy about—us,' she faltagddlyg] and Logan
intervened swiftly, teasingly,

'Hey, this is a wedding we're planning, not a wdbkeh't you want to
marry me?"'

Jamie drew a gulping breath, then smiled, hertfgrmbling. 'Yes.' Of
that she was certain—it was just the details amangements that
bothered her.

'For a moment | thought you might be having redsoaa,' he said
lightly, and she gave a breathless laugh.

'‘What time do we leave tomorrow?'
'‘We're due at the airport at midday.'
‘Logan, | haven't even begun to pack!' she wailed.

'It's quite simple,’ he declared solemnly. '"You mgen suitcases and
throw everything in. Ten minutes should take cafeitd Her
scandalised expression brought forth a gleam ofsament. ‘Jamie,
we'll do it together. But first, how about a drihkie smiled down at
her. 'l brought champagne—it's appropriate, danttink?'

An hour later Jamie's bedroom looked as if a taonhdd swept
through it, and after two glasses of champagnevsisdbeyond caring
how the packing was completed and quite happyateeléhe bulk of
it to Logan. It seemed to work, for in no time htwao suitcases and
an overnight bag stood near the door, and apart frer immediate
needs all the drawers lay empty.

‘Coffee—then bed,' Jamie declared with a prodigy@aven.



'Hmm, let's dispense with the coffee,’ Logan muedupulling her
into his arms.

‘Are you staying at your apartment?' she queried hee gave a husky
chuckle.

'How about here?'

Her stomach flipped, then tightened painfully. 'bag there's the
couch in the lounge--'

'‘Couch—nhell!" His hands slid up her arms to graspd hof her
shoulders. 'Jamie, in the name of God," he groaned.

She gazed up at him in silence, afraid and appsenYou can't
stay here. Not—not in the way you mean.’

‘The hell | can't.' he swore softly, his eyes namg as he glimpsed
the tears welling behind her eyes. 'Jamie, | lamg, ylammit! In five
days we'll be married.’

She drew a deep shuddering breath, capitulating witsense of
fatalism. 'lf—if that's what you want.’

'‘Jamie!' Hard hands shook her, and she cried out.

‘Logan, please!" Two tears overflowed and ran slosdwn each
cheek. 'l can't fight against you any more."

'For the love of heaven!" he cursed violently. "\dimpuld you fight
me?'

In silence she looked up at him, seeing the angezyzlement evident,
and she lifted a hand to her trembling lips, theakdy brushed her
cheeks. 'l haven't—slept with anyone before.'



His sharp indrawn breath made her blink. 'Are yelling me the
truth?' he demanded savagely, and her eyes widemgdying hurt
that he should disbelieve her, and her voice chakéer throat.

'‘Why should | lie?'

He looked down at her intently for seemingly interable minutes,
then the muscles tautened along his jaw as hd fi® hand and ran
his fingers gently down her cheek. 'Oh God," heagea audibly.
‘Jamie Prentiss, | love you,' he said softly, hauth curving into a
slanting smile as he tilted her chin. 'Come andse¢o the door.' He
bent down and bestowed a gentle lingering kiss) theved away,
catching hold of her hand. 'I'll pick you up arouekkven in the
morning.'

At the front door he lifted her hand to his lipgen released it and
walked out to where a car stood parked a shoramtist down the
road.

After talking to Susan over an early breakfast,iddgait more at ease,
for the other girl was genuinely delighted with thews, and
dismissed Jamie's apologies for not being ableotoptete their
working holiday as originally planned.

At eleven o'clock Jamie stood ready and waiting, $i@tcases

standing just inside the front door. She cast afahglance over the
flat, conducting a last-minute check that everyghivas as it should
be, and as she crossed back into the lounge tleey@guick staccato
knock on the door.

'Hi,' she greeted quietly, endeavouring to stile way her heart leapt
at the sight of the man standing with indolent esséhe open
doorway. Attired in casual dark brown trousersinagtriped shirt left
unbuttoned at the neck with the cuffs J turned backveal muscular
forearms, he looked refreshed and indomitably male.



'‘Ready?’

His smile did strange things to her composure,\shén he leaned
down to brush her lips with his own she had toraastherself from
flinging her arms up around his neck.

Logan stowed her luggage in the boot of the catendamie slipped
into the passenger seat, and as he slid in besrdghb turned towards
him with a slight frown.

'Did you phone the restaurant?'

‘All taken care of,' Logan reassured her, slippgngand into his
pocket and tossing a sealed envelope on to heMapr wages.'

'l didn't think I'd be entitled to any, leaving smuddenly," she
exclaimed.

‘You can go on a mad shopping spree,' he teasédghenlaughed.

'l shall have to! Do you realise | have to buy stimmg to get married
in, and countless other things—all within the spata few hours
tomorrow?' She turned slightly, wrinkling her nasehim. 'Being
swept off my feet is one thing, but I'm beginning $ee the
advantages of a conventional engagement—at leagvas a girl
time to prepare !

'‘Prepared be damned,' Logan teased unmercifultishea poked out
her tongue.

'Hmm—that's typical of a man. There's one thingaupmst in your
mind—and nobody needs more than one guess to kiawthvat is!

The look he cast her was brief and penetratingeasdgotiated the
traffic. 'Not entirely—although | can't deny | waywu, physically.
The usual reasons for an engagement of any length dpply. |



already have suitable accommodation,' he informediddolently.
‘Sufficient money to support you. We're both sure-why wait?"

Put like that Jamie couldn't help but agree, ardrémainder of the
drive to the airport and the subsequent flight ellddurne passed in a
pleasant haze.

They were met at Tullamarine airport by a man whbagan
introduced as his personal secretary, Mark Hamildro efficiently
dealt with their luggage and escorted them to aekskudi saloon
before slipping behind the wheel.

Melbourne's streets were wide and tree-lined, givire impression
of spaciousness. Green and yellow-painted trams/iggd a
distinctive feature, their clacking sound as theyé¢rsed the steel
tracks adding another dimension to the inner-aitig@.

‘Not long now," Logan intimated quietly, leaningwsrds her,
informing her, 'My apartment is in Kew.'

A slight feeling of uncertainty trickled down Jarsispine as the car
slowed down and turned in to a wide curving drivemthen swept
past the imposing multi-storied apartment buildohgwn into an
underground garage.

She grew more apprehensive with every passing deasnthey
emerged from the car and ascended by private keyatgd elevator
to the uppermost floor, and the faint disturbingssgion inside her
stomach began to magnify alarmingly as the doorshed open and
Logan ushered her into a sumptuous foyer.

Beyond a massive oak-panelled door her first ingpoeswas of pale
oyster-coloured thick shag- pile carpet, sofas pmven luxurious
dark brown velvet, neutral walls relieved by selgrants and
ornamental light fittings. Obviously the loungewias a large room



with an expanse of plate-glass window immediatelgrimoking the
front grounds towards a splendid view of the disgif.

Jamie was conscious of Logan murmuring somethiagghe didn't
quite catch, then a mature neatly-dressed womae éamvard.

‘Alice Campbell, my housekeeper,' he introducetermfg a warm
smile. 'Alice, meet the soon- to-be Jamie Jordan.'

Jamie felt her face pale slightly, and she was@ons of uttering a
polite greeting, although afterwards she had Iiet=llection of what
she'd said.

'I'll fix you a drink,' said Logan as the housekeegtreated from the
room, and Jamie managed a strangled response.

‘Do you—Iease all this?' she queried hesitantlg,gimpsed his wry
amusement.

'l own it.'
‘The apartment?'

‘The entire building," he mocked gently, and sherat a barely
audible,

'l see.’
‘Do you, Jamie?"

She looked at him carefully as she accepted ttss gtam his hand. 'l
didn't realise you were— well off,’ she managedking a
much-needed sip of vermouth.

'Does it matter?"



He was silently laughing, and she quickly veiled éges from the
hurt she knew to be evident in their depths.

‘Jamie,' Logan derided softly, plucking the glasef her hand and
placing it down on a nearby table before pullingih® his arms. 'I'll

show you to your room in a few minutes, then you wapack. | have
to attend a business meeting in the city for aliewrs, but we'll go
out to dinner and I'll show you some of the citgight spots.

Tomorrow I'll have Deborah accompany you on thapgimg spree.’
He kissed her briefly, then set her away.

'‘Deborah?' she queried.

'She's in charge of the office staff—very efficiesndd possessing an
excellent taste in clothes,' he told her. 'Shadétyou under her wing
for the day. Unfortunately | won't be able to mgai until later in the
day.' He took hold of her hand and led her actossdom.

It was a very large apartment, Jamie decided dpZzeadig after

Logan had taken his leave. Her unpacking completeel soaked for
ages in a bathroom the like of which she had segnbetween the
pages of glossy magazines. Then, enfolded in awsilp, she had
wandered through the many rooms before returningeroown to

dress for dinner.

They drove out of the city, visiting a small exclgsrestaurant Logan
recommended, and Jamie sat very straight in her, aeting very
little of the many dishes put before her, and sigpxcellent white
wine. She was made startlingly aware of a diffetesgan from the
man she thought she knew, for he had acquiredrastmated veneer
that both alarmed and frightened her. Even thetlvay had used
tonight had been a different one—a sleek Mercepedssaloon, the
epitome of luxury. She felt as if she were floatthgpugh a dream,
fearful that at any minute she might waken andalisc it to be a
living nightmare. She talked, smiled, even laugloed all the while a



tiny voice kept taunting—its tone derisive and tiirchallenging.

Why, when he could have any woman he wanted—why Head
chosen her? An unpretentious, ordinary girl fronmaldle-class

background. She couldn't even aspire to possegs&aljhy relatives,
or acclaim a prestigious education. And sociallye svas as far
removed from him as chalk from cheese.

‘You're very quiet,’ Logan commented, his eyesavarrg slightly.
‘Would you like to go on somewhere where we carcean

Jamie forced herself to respond vivaciously. '‘Qhla¢ we? I'd like
that.'

Certainly it was easier to go through the motiohergoying herself
beneath bright lights with the music wiping evemthfrom her
mind. It helped when Logan held her close in hrmsarfor then she
could close her eyes and pretend nothing else redtte

They drifted from one night spot to another, vigitthree in all, and it
was at the last nightclub they came face to fatle 8acha, who lit up
sickeningly at the sight of Logan.

‘Darling! Where have you been?

Jamie winced, and endeavoured a polite smile— Inat it was
noticed, for Sacha ignored her completely. Logarpeaped
deliberately ruminative, cordial, but only withifmet bounds of
politeness as he returned her greeting.

‘You've met my fiancee, haven't you?'

Sacha's smile remained fixed, and although shefegreaf a
congratulatory spiel, her eyes glittered with bgaincealed
animosity. Then, unable to resist the slight bane added, 'Not your
usual style, darling. I'm disappointed.'



'Really?' Logan drawled, and Sacha tried to colerindiscretion
with a laugh.

'l don't see you as the marrying type.'

He threaded his fingers through Jamie's, therdlifter hand to his
lips, looking down at her with such warmth her l®began to melt.

'l finally met the girl | want to spend the restroy life with," he told
her with sincere solemnity. ‘Can you blame me fanimg to cast
aside my bachelor existence?'

'‘Why—when you could be free to play the field?' I'sa@rched
suggestively, and he smiled.

‘The "field" no longer holds any appeal. Now, itsibexcuse us?'

Wow! Jamie shook her head faintly as they movedyaasad made a
slight grimace as Logan gave her an enquiring |66bu've hurt her
feelings,' she declared.

'‘Oh, Jamie,’ he derided gently, 'the Sachas of tusld are
remarkably thick-skinned. She'll survive,' he endedy.

It was well after midnight when they returned te thpartment in
Kew, and in the lounge Logan regarded Jamie enigait as he
shrugged off his jacket and loosened his tie.

Jamie stood there, uncertain and all too awaretktiegt were alone,
for even if Alice Campbell lived on the premises sfould have long
ago departed for bed.

'It's late," she offered hesitantly. 'I'll see yiauthe morning. What
time is breakfast?'

'‘Come here,' Logan commanded softly.



Her heart began to beat erratically, and she wasooous of the pulse
at the base of her throat leaping with nervousioens

'‘Not even a goodnight kiss?' he teased, and shiéoswgd painfully,
longing for the security of being in his arms.

'l think I'd better go to bed,' she began cautygushd he smiled.

‘Afraid you might lose your head? | give my solemword that | won't
let that happen.’

She felt so confused it wasn't funny, and she cooldnore have
moved towards him than she could have flown ovemtioon.

Then he was at her side, his arms crushing henstgais hardening
frame, and his mouth was almost punishing in itsnsity as it met
hers, ravaging with controlled passion until shessavept into a
swirling vortex, incapable of denying him anything.

It was a long time before Logan loosened her amms fabout his
neck and held her away. His breathing was far fsteady, and his
eyes held tightly-leashed restraint.

'If it were possible, I'd make love to you now—emfvards you
wouldn't be such a mixture of foolish uncertaintye declared
emotively, giving her an ungentle shake. 'Therely one way to
resolve this, one place—in bed. However, I've vehit@s long, |
guess | can wait another four days.’

Jamie's eyes widened measurably, and she openethdweh to
speak, only to close it again as Logan pushed grydrand through
his hair, ruffling it into disorder, then he gaveespairing groan.

'‘Go to bed, Jamie. I'm going to take a cold shdwer.



She hesitated fractionally, then turned and fleddoroom, and the
tears were welling behind her eyes as she closeddtlor, then
crossed to sink down on to the bed.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

'‘ALL right,I give in,' Jamie grinned, spreading her handdaguent
agreement, and Deborah nodded her approval.

‘Mr Jordan will be delighted.' She consulted teeih her hand. 'Now,
there's only shoes and handbag. When | return gooffice I'll
arrange for the floral bouquets, and make an apmeint for the
hairdressers on Monday.'

‘You're very efficient,' Jamie teased lightly, @hd other girl smiled.
‘That's what I'm paid for. Now, shall we stop sorhere for coffee?-'
'Please—my feet are killing me!'

‘There's a place just round the corner,’ Deborlghhter, and Jamie
matched her brisk pace.

It was a glorious day, the sun still hot despite@p@lmost the end of
summer, and this morning she felt much more healsif. Some of
her doubts had disappeared, and those that rema@tebeen firmly
cast aside. Logan had been particularly attentiver dreakfast,
apologetic that he couldn't forgo his meeting, fmaimising to make
up for his absence by taking her out to dinner.

'l don't like to take up any more of your time mia began several
minutes later. 'We've already bought the importeerhs, and I've
been grateful for your help. | can manage now ifgidike to get back
to the office.’

Deborah looked faintly dubious. '‘Mr Jordan insistegas to stay
with you until your shopping was completed.’

'‘Oh, Logan won't mind," Jamie dismissed airily. tYaan say | was
adamant, insisting on being independent,’ shehfaaisvith an impish



smile. 'Besides, I'd like to explore for an hourtwo, and | can't do
that if you're with me, as I'd feel | was merelystiag your time. In
any case, he won't need to know—nhe's at a meetmgchwill take

up most of the day.'

‘Well, we are busy,"' Deborah said cautiously.dfi'ye really sure?’

'I'm not a child,’' Jamie assured her kindly. 'Whenready to return
to the apartment, I'll simply hop into a taxi.'

An hour later she was carrying a few extra packaged satisfied
that her shopping was completed, she walked ingofitist coffee
lounge she happened to pass. It was lunch-time,athdugh she
wasn't very hungry she felt desperately in neeahother drink.

Walking up to the counter she selected a trayamandwich on to a
plate, then moved to the cashier and ordered coffee

It was well patronised and there weren't many detifdut she found
one and sat down, unloading her shopping withfrebiee took a bite
of food, then a few appreciative sips of hot aromeffee, a slight
frown creasing her forehead as she reflected whlaeehad seen a
taxi-stand.

'‘Do-you mind if | share your table?'

Jamie looked up, a polite phrase on her lips, sinerfroze as her eyes
encountered Sacha's saccharine smile.

'‘Fancy seeing you here! Are you alone?"

Jamie's answer was monosyllabic, and the othe's g®pression
tightened into disfavour.

'I'm surprised Logan let you out of his sight. Hpiste besotted, isn't
he?' she trilled vindictively. 'You certainly playgour cards right,



landing such a wealthy man. He owns more compéaméshe knows
what to do with. Just think of all that money, dv you can spend
it! But then you knew all that when you set oust@re him, didn't
you?'

'Strange,’ Jamie declared sweetly, 'l don't feeighyy any more.
Excuse me.' She began gathering her packages ¢éngeth

'Oh, darling, there's more," Sacha informed hegan must hold the
track record for infidelity. There's been so manynven—he goes
through them like suds in the wash.' Her mouthrt@dhcruelly. ‘Don't
imagine for a minute his fascination with you Jast. Knowing him

as | do, I'll be generous and give you a week—mawioe

'‘By then we'll be married,’ Jamie told her withinite calm, and
Sacha laughed.

‘These days, that doesn't mean a thing! A divaaecemarkably easy
to obtain.’

'So it is,' Jamie said evenly. 'Goodbye, Miss Aadre
'Oh, call me Sacha, darling—everyone does.’

Jamie didn't bother to answer as she left the tabtk headed out
towards the entrance.

On the main street she hailed a passing taxi aedtdd the driver to
Logan's apartment, a cold resolve forming inside l@in. She
needed time to think, somewhere away from Logarsturdbing
influence.

When the taxi drew to a halt outside the downstamsance Jamie
bade him wait, and as the elevator sped swiftlyaufhe penthouse
apartment she didn't dare pause and question herasio



Packing a single suitcase took barely five minuaesl she hurriedly

checked the telephone directory as she made easjaipout the next
flight to Auckland, stressing that it was an emeyeand she must
board a plane that day. Idly her finger flipped plages as she waited,
then the name she was seeking leapt from the gagbpld typeface

repeated three times, accentuating irrevocablybtieness acumen
of the man she had agreed to marry.

The disembodied voice on the other end of the phoioemed her
that she had missed the direct flight from Melb@&,tout there was a
connecting flight to Sydney that left in an houakling her arrival in
Auckland mid-evening.

After that it was remarkably simple to address @avetope and pen a
short note to Logan, enclosing her ring.

In the airport lounge there were several peopledstg in groups
awaiting their departure calls on the tannoy, bessmen jetting
about the continent attending board meetings, iegegnigh- pressure
salesmanship, elderly matrons about to embark gisiito their
family. No one looked as if they were running aviiayn anything.

At last the Sydney flight was called, and Jamiéfeéd the trickling
stream of passengers out on to the tarmac andhatouge jet.

It was late afternoon when they touched down ag&iord Smith
airport, and Jamie lost no time arranging a colbaditthrough to her
parents telling them the wedding was off, and she wn her way
home.

Auckland's international airport at Mangere waseécame sight, and
once through Customs Jamie emerged into the loumigeding to
make her way to the airport bus which would takeithi® the city.



‘Jamie!’

She turned, dropped her suitcase, and ran thetéps 0 where the
two dearest people in the world stood anxious|ytivwgu

'Hey, little girl,"” Adam Prentiss chided mildly la¢r sudden flood of
tears. 'You'll drown me in a minute!"

Jamie withdrew shakily and took the handkerchieffather pushed
into her hand. 'You came down to meet me,' shewsanécessarily.
'Oh, I'm so glad to see you!'

'‘Darling, you're so pale,' Mary Prentiss exclaimaith concern, then
refrained from adding more as she felt the warmgng from her
husband's hand.

'Let's get out to the car, shall we?' He bent dawt picked up the
suitcases, then strode towards the entrance, pdamie to follow a
few steps behind with her mother.

‘Do you want to go straight home, Jamie?' Adam igdegently as
they reached the car.

The thought of returning to the small town of Mangowhere she
had grown up, where everything and everyone wascsongly,
endearingly familiar acted like a soothing balm lbar chaotic
emotions.

'Yes,' she decided shakily. 'I'll share the driyigou like.'

During the four hours it took to reach home, bothriand Adam
Prentiss sagely avoided any mention of Logan Jordiaecting the
conversation on to innocuous topics and earning uhdying
gratitude of their daughter.



Mangonui was a small seaside resort situated orvehe edge of
Doubtless Bay as it swept steadily towards theheort tip of the
North Island. With a natural love of fishing andating, Adam
Prentiss had built his home within easy distancéhefbeach, high
enough to command a splendid view out over thecharbt wasn't a
large house, nor was it pretentious, but it wasdgiu built and

comfortably furnished, and to Jamie it was sintpdyne.

Unpacking her suitcase in the rose sprig-paperetfoben she
experienced the feeling that she had never beery.alVe years
seemed to roll back, bringing memories of schoddgyarties,
sailing with her father. They had been wonderfutlyrefree, so
obsessed had she been with living that no younghadmimanaged to
even mildly stir her emotions.

Because of the lateness of the hour, Jamie créptoabed after

bidding her parents goodnight, to lie awake um@ early hours of
the morning, sleepless and tormented by Logancefaorimage. She
groaned inwardly. Dear God, would she ever be @bferget him?

The feel of his lips on hers, the way the bloocgsarher veins at the
very thought of him? Haunting, provokirggonisinguntil she could

scarcely think straight.

The decision to take out the tiny seven-foot dingame shortly after
breakfast next morning, and Jamie made a few sahew| filled a
flask with fruit juice, then informed her parentsat she intended
going sailing for the remainder of the day. LitBeuld compare with
the challenge of pitting the small-sailed craftiagathe swelling tide
and the wind currents—to say nothing of the soétudfforded.

With the ease of familiarity Jamie rigged the sditen pushed the
boat into the water, hopping in as it skimmed ooirf the shallows.



The slight breeze tore at her hair and buffetedntiaerial of her
blouse. Heading out from the bay, she began ta,rfdaout here she
felt free and at one with the sea, her mind unetatt and, at peace.

For five hours she tacked and gybed, relishingfitheh salty spray
that whipped at her hair and dampened her hip-imggigrief white
shorts. It was almost three o'clock when she tutinedraft about and
headed it in to shore.

The sandy foreshore was deserted, the only noisg liee keening
cry of the gulls as they wheeled out over the shal| then almost
floated down to waddle along the wet sand in seafd¢bod.

Jamie pulled in the tiny boat, took down the mainsad made the
craft secure high up above the waterline. Then aiiected her
life-jacket and the flask and crunched her way tolwdahe path that
led up to the house.

‘Mum, Dad—I'm home!" she called as she openedadbk door, and
was met by a rather flustered woman who lookeddaroved from
her usually calm mother. 'Whatever is the mattsi® asked
immediately, a small frown creasing her foreheBad's not ill, is
he?'

Mary Prentiss shook her head emphatically. 'No,h&s fine. I'm
fine. It's just that we—that is, your father and I-

'‘What your mother means,' Adam intervened blandythat we're
going out to dinner—an arrangement that was maderde/ou
arrived home, and which we'd quite forgotten ahmitil we were
reminded of it this afternoon. It's one of thosergthings organised
to promote charity, and which we always attend witfailing dutiful
dedication each year." He gave a wicked grin amdegal an arm
around his wife's shoulders. 'Your mother and | Mot even



suggest you come— I've been telling her you'reeqoiidl enough to
be left alone for a few hours.’

''ve left something in the kitchen for your dinfidvlary rushed,
glancing down at her stocking- feet. '‘Oh dear,gaided, 'my shoes!

‘There's no need to rush, honey," Adam consoleattjibg down to
brush his lips against his wife's temple. 'I'll ge¢ car out, and by
then I'm sure you'll be ready.'

Jamie glanced from one to the other, a faint puzitiewn creasing
her expressive features. 'Isn't dinner usually rdogeven or eight?
You're leaving very early, aren't you?"

‘Mary promised to lend a hand," Adam explained ftoendoorway.
'I'm a member of the committee,’ he added by wagxplianation
before disappearing down the steps.

Jamie moved through to the front door of the hoalsé met her
mother in the hallway looking perplexed and sligiarassed.

‘Now, darling, there's a dessert already madearnrefrigerator, and
there's cold meat and salad. You don't mind fixingourself, do
you?'

'‘No, of course not,' Jamie declared with a fainlesnDad's brought
the car round to the front— off you go and enjoyngelves.'

‘You'd better go and change, dear—why not do it,rtben you can
watch television while you eat.’

"'l get around to it soon. Now, off you go befddad sounds the
horn," Jamie grinned, then she leant forward asdeki her mother
briefly.



As soon as the car had disappeared from sightilskedcthe front
door and made her way to her bedroom. Her haidfgltand salty,
likewise her skin. She would have a shower, get swmething
comfortable, then prepare something to eat.

It was almost six o'clock when she entered thedeumith her meal
reposing on a tray. She felt refreshed and clearface scrubbed and
shiny, and her newly-washed hair flowed loosely daver back.
Deft use with a blow-drier had made it soft anllysithe ends curling
slightly away from her face. The thought of gettingp restricting
clothes again hadn't appealed at all, and she tvaged a nightgown
and slipped on a silky wraparound robe.

A thirty-minute comedy proved entertaining, and i#afmad just
returned to the kitchen with her empty plate whba toorbell
pealed. A knot of apprehension twisted inside hemach, then
resolved itself as she moved through the hallwayatds the front
door. This was Mangonui, where she'd lived for tiygrears. There
was no need for caution!

She opened the door with a welcoming smile, thitHe blood drain
from her face as she stared at the tall solid fraith@uetted against
the fading evening light.

Shock temporarily robbed her of speech and madénhapable of
movement, then she attempted to slam the door shiytfor it to fly
towards her as it was forced open.

Logan's face seemed more finely etched, and thaseawnetwork of
lines crowfooting out from the corner of each eygresethat were
darkly serious to the point of being almost unfatiable.

'‘Aren't you going to ask me in?' Logan drawled, ahd began to
shake uncontrollably, her voice a husky demand.



‘How did you discover where | live?'

For a long time he just looked at her, then heretfdrusquely, 'l had
your parents' telephone number, remember? Mangesnai very

small town."' His eyes darkened fractionally as Iitelgs hands into
his trouser pockets.

'‘What are you doing here?' she demanded.

'l could ask you the same question,' he declarddweiled cynicism,
and she retorted swiftly,

'l wrote you a note.'

'‘Ah—yes. "l love you, but can't marry you". Justawivas | supposed
to glean from that?' He moved inside and closedltwe noiselessly
behind him.

Jamie worried her lower lip with her teeth, uncoogsly biting
through the delicate membrane until she tasteddhland she was
unaware of the flicker of pain that was momentavilsible in the
dark blue eyes above her own.

'l though you were a road construction worker," sxg@lained
tentatively. 'An ordinary man." She faltered slighthen went on
with assurance, 'But you're not, are you? You'rgamoJordan-the
Logan Jordan.'

'Does it matter?'

'Yes, yes—itmatters!" Her eyes widened measurably, pain i th
depths. 'l don't know anything about the sophistiddead of Jordan
Construction, Jordan Consolidated, Jordan Ent&pristhe list is
endless, isn't it?'



Logan regarded her in silence for what seemed eytlagn he offered
slowly, 'I'm a man, Jamie. Fortunate, perhapshat k acquired vast
holdings from my father's estate more than tensyago. | wasn't
born wealthy. | come from humble stock, and waglawuery early in
life that the combination of hard work and intedliig application
brought its own rewards. By the time | went to @msity my father
was a moderately rich man, and when | enteredahelyf business
five years later he had moved into the millionagehelon,’ he
recounted quietly, holding her gaze.

Jamie lifted a hand and fingered her hair, a gestativated by sheer
nervous tension. 'Why did you deceive me? Wouldiave been
better to be honest from the beginning?'

One eyebrow rose in cynical disbelief. 'The begigniJamie? You
appeared like a mirage in the middle of that hgtaksert, and | no
more wanted you at that camp than | wanted ankattadubonic
plague. Blake Curtis is an old family friend witth@em | maintain
regular contact,’ he added. 'When | learned on@soforemen had
been hospitalised, | offered to fill in for a feveeks. | was finding it
difficult to end an—attachment, and it seemed lie good
opportunity to get out of Melbourne for a while.& khaused, then
gave a soundless laugh. 'At first | found it amgdimat you should
accept me at face value. It was a novel experiafieeyears of being
pursued for what my material wealth could provideu could say |
was world-weary and thoroughly cynical,’ he comradnwith faint
irony. 'When you returned to Alice Springs with yéends | had no
intention of seeing you again, but after a few dagsuldn't help
myself, and | organised a trip down to Ayers Ratke you would
accept—if only because it proved the opportunitgée that scenic
miracle. By the time we parted at Alice SpringséWw | was lost.' He
grimaced slightly, his eyes darkening with remeradeanger. 'Do
you have any idea how | reacted when | caught sahyou
waitressing in that restaurant? | could have wrymgr slender little
neck!'



Jamie's eyes flew open wide at the quiet rage avidénis voice, and
he uttered a humourless laugh, shaking his hedihhelief.

'‘Who could believe that a confirmed cynic like myseould settle
for nothing less than marriage?' His expressioraimecserious and
faintly grim.

'‘Can you imagine how | felt when | arrived home faght and found
you gone? Dear God, Jamie,' he muttered, 'thatleakeginning of
the worst moment of my life.'

Unable to refrain from asking, she queried ten&dyiv'\What about
Sacha?'

Logan gave a low groan. 'l haven't lived like a ikndrhere have been
several women, none of whom occupied more thagedifig interest.

You have to believe that.' He reached out and d@vtowards him,

giving a shuddering sigh when she didn't resisl, laa mouth closed
down over hers, gently plundering in a manner Heatt the blood

pulsing through her veins.

At last he lifted his head. 'Witch,' he accusedadlbly, his eyes dark
with passion. 'Before we go any further, | have sthimg in my
pocket which | intend restoring to its rightful p&a'

Seconds later the large diamond solitaire nestledyf on her left
finger, and she queried softly, 'Was Sacha thdi¢dif attachment"?'

'Yes—damn you!" His mouth swooped hungrily down lars to
begin a kiss that left her weak- willed and borglesd he gave an
audible groan as he lifted his head, then he begdmgering,
tantalising exploration that had her clinging tonhwith shameless
abandon.



'‘We're getting married as planned on Monday,' Lag@d her, his
eyes silently mocking her expression of disbeli€@@morrow we
leave early in the morning en route for Auckland datch the
afternoon flight to Melbourne. Incidentally, youanents are coming
with us.'

'Oh," she said, totally bemused, and was shaketfygen

‘My darling Jamie,' he chided, 'you're showing aked lack of
interest--'

Jamie reached up and placed a hand over his Bpgyes sparkling
with humour as she shook her head. '‘No, not trus—di$t that you
have a devastating effect on me.' She gave a yslprprise as strong
white teeth nipped her palm.

'‘Be warned that I'll make a very demanding husbémedieased, then
his eyes darkened measurably as he continued shridu love
you—more than | imagined it was possible to lovgome. You're my
life, Jamie. Without you, | would cease to exide'bent his head and
began kissing her with such incredible gentlenleas lamie felt her
body melt from sheer sensual warmth.

'‘What are you wearing beneath this thing?' Logammed huskily,
untying the sash about her waist so that the edfds silky wrap
fell apart.

A slow blush crept over her cheeks as he gazecrathmly-clad
body, aware that the silk nightgown clung revedjinig every curve.

'l think you'd better go and change,' he saidfle winsteadily. 'If you
don't, | may lose the tenuous hold | have over effycntrol.'

Her eyes widened into large dark pools, and witbraured oath he
pulled her back into his arms, his mouth hard dnebst brutal in its



assault, then he buried his lips in the hollovwhatliase of her neck for
endless minutes before raising his head.

'‘Go, Jamie,' he directed firmly. 'l have no intentof allowing your
parents to return and find you in a stateleshabille.’

‘You knew they were out?'

His smile softened his features. 'l rang your fajast before leaving
Melbourne this morning, and again when | arrived\ihangarei to
let him know my expected time of arrival.'

Sudden comprehension lit her eyes. 'l see," shtevgiéh a slight

laugh. 'So that's why they both left the houseunhsa hurry! |

wondered at the time—usually Dad is so well orgeshihere's very
little chance he forgets anything. If my parentsdmt gone out to
dinner, where are they?'

'‘Adam suggested it would be better if we saw edtieroalone,'
Logan told her with a slight smile. 'He mentionedurning about
nine, | seem to recall.'

At the smouldering expression in his eyes, Jamigpsd back a pace.
'I'll be back in five minutes. Go into the loungadahelp yourself to a
drink— there's an assortment in the cabinet.' Stle Herself
colouring as he gave an amused chuckle, then shedand slipped
down the hallway towards her bedroom.

Discarding the robe and nightgown, she hastily @édnanderwear
and slipped into a dress. A few deft strokes whth brush restored
her hair to order, and spurning any make-up sharrretl to the
lounge.

Logan stood at the far end of the large room wigjteas in his hand,
and his eyes warmed at the sight of her, softetornguch a degree



that she began to tremble as an answering emaotielhesl up inside
her head.

Jamie said the first thing that entered her helddve you had
anything to eat? | never thought to ask." She e¢tultelp the way
words began tripping over each other. 'l don't derew how you got
here!'

Logan began to laugh, softly at first, then opesdythat his chest
shook with it. 'Jamie, | hired a taxi from Aucklahd

She looked horrified. 'A taxi? But it's almost twandred miles!"

He gave a careless shrug, his eyes faintly amuédvere possible,
| would have hired a plane.’

'‘And you haven't eaten?’

'‘No. Are you going to cook me a meal?' he begarzigally, and she
nodded, beckoning him to follow her.

His arm reached out and caught hold of her hankinguher back
against him, and her stomach curled alarminglyedfted the length
of her hair and gently kissed her nape. 'I'm natgny for food,' he
said indistinctly, his hands caressing, heighteriag awareness of
him until she gave a muffled cry and turned to faice.

Reaching up, she let her fingers clasp togethanbdhs neck. 'l love
you so much, bhche,'she whispered softly. 'Are you sure you war
me for a lifetime?’

His swift action proved more satisfactory than meoeds, and Jamie
let herself be carried away on the tide of his joasas he sought to
obliterate every last vestige of doubt.



