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"I don't want your help." 

"I know. Sit down, I'll fix you something to eat." 

She tried to move away. "You can't stay here." 

"I am staying here. Tomorrow I'm moving my things from the hotel." 

"I said—" 

"I'll rent the spare room," he interrupted, turning away to rummage through the cupboards. "Your 

throat's probably raw. This chicken soup should be the best thing." 

When she didn't answer, he turned to see her sitting stiff and pale at the table, tears running 

unheeded down her face. He swore and turned away again. There was nothing he could do for 

her, he told himself. Nothing he could offer. Then, saying nothing, he came to the table, pulled a 

chair up beside her and waited. 

"I thought he'd kill me." Her voice broke as she pressed a hand to her face. "I felt the knife 

against my throat and thought I was going to die. I'm so scared. Oh God, I'm so scared." 

Chapter 1 

"Watch your step, please. Please, watch your step. Thank you." Liz took a ticket from a 

sunburned man with palm trees on his shirt, then waited patiently for a woman with two bulging 

straw baskets to dig out another one. 

"I hope you haven't lost it, Mabel. I told you to let me hold it." 

"I haven't lost it," the woman said testily before she pulled out the little piece of blue cardboard. 

"Thank you. Please take your seats." It was several more minutes before everyone was settled 

and she could take her own. "Welcome aboard the Fantasy, ladies and gentlemen." 

With her mind on a half dozen other things, Liz began her opening monologue. She gave an 

absent-minded nod to the man on the dock who cast off the ropes before she started the engine. 

Her voice was pleasant and easy as she took another look at her watch. They were already fifteen 

minutes behind schedule. She gave one last scan of the beach, skimming by lounge chairs, over 

bodies already stretched and oiled slick, like offerings to the sun. She couldn't hold the tour any 

longer. 

The boat swayed a bit as she backed it from the dock and took an eastern course. Though her 

thoughts were scattered, she made the turn from the coast expertly. She could have navigated the 

boat with her eyes closed. The air that ruffled around her face was soft and already warming, 

though the hour was early. Harmless and powder-puff white, clouds dotted the horizon. The 

water, churned by the engine, was as blue as the guidebooks promised. Even after ten years, Liz 



took none of it for granted—especially her livelihood. Part of that depended on an atmosphere 

that made muscles relax and problems disappear. 

Behind her in the long, bullet-shaped craft were eighteen people seated on padded benches. They 

were already murmuring about the fish and formations they saw through the glass bottom. She 

doubted if any of them thought of the worries they'd left behind at home. 

"We'll be passing Paraiso Reef North," Liz began in a low, flowing voice. "Diving depths range 

from thirty to fifty feet. Visibility is excellent, so you'll be able to see star and brain corals, sea 

fans and sponges, as well as schools of sergeant majors, groupers and parrot fish. The grouper 

isn't one of your prettier fish, but it's versatile. They're all born female and produce eggs before 

they change sex and become functioning males." 

Liz set her course and kept the speed steady. She went on to describe the elegantly colored 

angelfish, the shy, silvery smallmouth grunts, and the intriguing and dangerous sea urchin. Her 

clients would find the information useful when she stopped for two hours of snorkeling at 

Palancar Reef. 

She'd made the run before, too many times to count. It might have become routine, but it was 

never monotonous. She felt now, as she always did, the freedom of open water, blue sky and the 

hum of engine with her at the controls. The boat was hers, as were three others, and the little 

concrete block dive shop close to shore. She'd worked for all of it, sweating through months 

when the bills were steep and the cash flow slight. She'd made it. Ten years of struggle had been 

a small price to pay for having something of her own. Turning her back on her country, leaving 

behind the familiar, had been a small price to pay for peace of mind. 

The tiny, rustic island of Cozumel in the Mexican Caribbean promoted peace of mind. It was her 

home now, the only one that mattered. She was accepted there, respected. No one on the island 

knew of the humiliation and pain she'd gone through before she'd fled to Mexico. Liz rarely 

thought of it, though she had a vivid reminder. 

Faith. Just the thought of her daughter made her smile. Faith was small and bright and precious, 

and so far away. Just six weeks, Liz thought, and she'd be home from school for the summer. 

Sending her to Houston to her grandparents had been for the best, Liz reminded herself whenever 

the ache of loneliness became acute. Faith's education was more important than a mother's needs. 

Liz had worked, gambled, struggled so that Faith could have everything she was entitled to, 

everything she would have had if her father… 

Determined, Liz set her mind on other things. She'd promised herself a decade before that she 

would cut Faith's father from her mind, just as he had cut her from his life. It had been a mistake, 

one made in naïveté and passion, one that had changed the course of her life forever. But she'd 

won something precious from it: Faith. 

"Below, you see the wreck of a forty-passenger Convair airliner lying upside down." She slowed 

the boat so that her passengers could examine the wreck and the divers out for early explorations. 



Bubbles rose from air tanks like small silver disks. "The wreck's no tragedy," she continued. "It 

was sunk for a scene in a movie and provides divers with easy entertainment." 

Her job was to do the same for her passengers, she reminded herself. It was simple enough when 

she had a mate on board. Alone, she had to captain the boat, keep up the light, informative 

banter, deal with snorkel equipment, serve lunch and count heads. It just hadn't been possible to 

wait any longer for Jerry. 

She muttered to herself a bit as she increased speed. It wasn't so much that she minded the extra 

work, but she felt her paying customers were entitled to the best she could offer. She should have 

known better than to depend on him. She could have easily arranged for someone else to come 

along. As it was, she had two men on the dive boat and two more in the shop. Because her 

second dive boat was due to launch at noon, no one could be spared to mate the glass bottom on 

a day trip. And Jerry had come through before, she reminded herself. With him on board, the 

women passengers were so charmed that Liz didn't think they even noticed the watery world the 

boat passed over. 

Who could blame them? she thought with a half smile. If she hadn't been immune to men in 

general, Jerry might have had her falling over her own feet. Most women had a difficult time 

resisting dark, cocky looks, a cleft chin and smoky gray eyes. Add to that a lean, muscular build 

and a glib tongue, and no female was safe. 

But that hadn't been why Liz had agreed to rent him a room, or give him a part-time job. She'd 

needed the extra income, as well as the extra help, and she was shrewd enough to recognize an 

operator when she saw one. Previous experience had taught her that it made good business sense 

to have an operator on your side. She told herself he'd better have a good excuse for leaving her 

without a crew, then forgot him. 

The ride, the sun, the breeze relaxed her. Liz continued to speak of the sea life below, twining 

facts she'd learned while studying marine biology in college with facts she'd learned firsthand in 

the waters of the Mexican Caribbean. Occasionally one of her passengers would ask a question 

or call out in excitement over something that skimmed beneath them. She answered, commented 

and instructed while keeping the flow light. Because three of her passengers were Mexican, she 

repeated all her information in Spanish. Because there were several children on board, she made 

certain the facts were fun. 

If things had been different, she would have been a teacher. Liz had long since pushed that early 

dream from her mind, telling herself she was more suited to the business world. Her business 

world. She glanced over where the clouds floated lazily over the horizon. The sun danced white 

and sharp on the surface of blue water. Below, coral rose like castles or waved like fans. Yes, 

she'd chosen her world and had no regrets. 

When a woman screamed behind her, Liz let off the throttle. Before she could turn, the scream 

was joined by another. Her first thought was that perhaps they'd seen one of the sharks that 

occasionally visited the reefs. Set to calm and soothe, Liz let the boat drift in the current. A 

woman was weeping in her husband's arms, another held her child's face protectively against her 



shoulder. The rest were staring down through the clear glass. Liz took off her sunglasses as she 

walked down the two steps into the cabin. 

"Please try to stay calm. I promise you, there's nothing down there that can hurt you in here." 

A man with a Nikon around his neck and an orange sun visor over a balding dome gave her a 

steady look. 

"Miss, you'd better radio the police." 

Liz looked down through the clear glass, through the crystal blue water. Her heart rose to her 

throat. She saw now why Jerry had stood her up. He was lying on the white sandy bottom with 

an anchor chain wrapped around his chest. 

  

The moment the plane finished its taxi, Jonas gathered his garment bag and waited impatiently 

for the door to be opened. When it did, there was a whoosh of hot air and the drone of engines. 

With a quick nod to the flight attendant he strode down the steep metal stairs. He didn't have the 

time or the inclination to appreciate the palm trees, the bursts of flowers or the dreamy blue sky. 

He walked purposefully, eyes straight ahead and narrowed against the sun. In his dark suit and 

trim tie he could have been a businessman, one who'd come to Cozumel to work, not to play. 

Whatever grief, whatever anger he felt were carefully masked by a calm, unapproachable 

expression. 

The terminal was small and noisy. Americans on vacation stood in groups laughing or wandered 

in confusion. Though he knew no Spanish, Jonas passed quickly through customs then into a 

small, hot alcove where men waited at podiums to rent cars and Jeeps. Fifteen minutes after 

landing, Jonas was backing a compact out of a parking space and heading toward town with a 

map stuck in the sun visor. The heat baked right through the windshield. 

Twenty-four hours before, Jonas had been sitting in his large, elegantly furnished, air-

conditioned office. He'd just won a long, tough case that had taken all his skill and mountains of 

research. His client was a free man, acquitted of a felony charge that carried a minimum sentence 

of ten years. He'd accepted his fee, accepted the gratitude and avoided as much publicity as 

possible. 

Jonas had been preparing to take his first vacation in eighteen months. He'd felt satisfied, 

vaguely tired and optimistic. Two weeks in Paris seemed like the perfect reward for so many 

months of ten-hour days. Paris, with its ageless sophistication and cool parks, its stunning 

museums and incomparable food was precisely what suited Jonas Sharpe. 

When the call had come through from Mexico, it had taken him several moments to understand. 

When he'd answered that he did indeed have a brother Jeremiah, Jonas's predominant thought 

had been that Jerry had gotten himself into trouble again, and he was going to have to bail him 

out. 



By the time he'd hung up the phone, Jonas couldn't think at all. Numb, he'd given his secretary 

instructions to cancel his Paris arrangements and to make new ones for a flight to Cozumel the 

next day. Then Jonas had picked up the phone to call his parents and tell them their son was 

dead. 

He'd come to Mexico to identify the body and take his brother home to bury. With a fresh wave 

of grief, Jonas experienced a sense of inevitability. Jerry had always lived on the edge of 

disaster. This time he'd stepped over. Since childhood Jerry had courted trouble—charmingly. 

He'd once joked that Jonas had taken to law so he could find the most efficient way to get his 

brother out of jams. Perhaps in a sense it had been true. 

Jerry had been a dreamer. Jonas was a realist. Jerry had been unapologetically lazy, Jonas a 

workaholic. They were—had been—two sides of a coin. As Jonas drew up to the police station 

in San Miguel it was with the knowledge that part of himself had been erased. 

The scene at port should have been painted. There were small fishing boats pulled up on the 

grass. Huge gray ships sat complacently at dock while tourists in flowered shirts or skimpy 

shorts strolled along the sea wall. Water lapped and scented the air. 

Jonas got out of the car and walked to the police station to begin to wade through the morass of 

paperwork that accompanied a violent death. 

Captain Moralas was a brisk, no-nonsense man who had been born on the island and was 

passionately dedicated to protecting it. He was approaching forty and awaiting the birth of his 

fifth child. He was proud of his position, his education and his family, though the order often 

varied. Basically, he was a quiet man who enjoyed classical music and a movie on Saturday 

nights. 

Because San Miguel was a port, and ships brought sailors on leave, tourists on holiday, Moralas 

was no stranger to trouble or the darker side of human nature. He did, however, pride himself on 

the low percentage of violent crime on his island. The murder of the American bothered him in 

the way a pesky fly bothered a man sitting contentedly on his porch swing. A cop didn't have to 

work in a big city to recognize a professional hit. There was no room for organized crime on 

Cozumel. 

But he was also a family man. He understood love, and he understood grief, just as he 

understood certain men were compelled to conceal both. In the cool, flat air of the morgue, he 

waited beside Jonas. The American stood a head taller, rigid and pale. 

"This is your brother, Mr. Sharpe?" Though he didn't have to ask. 

Jonas looked down at the other side of the coin. "Yes." 

In silence, he backed away to give Jonas the time he needed. 



It didn't seem possible. Jonas knew he could have stood for hours staring down at his brother's 

face and it would never seem possible. Jerry had always looked for the easy way, the biggest 

deal, and he hadn't always been an admirable man. But he'd always been so full of life. Slowly, 

Jonas laid his hand on his brother's. There was no life there now, and nothing he could do; no 

amount of maneuvering or pulling of strings would bring it back. Just as slowly he removed his 

hand. It didn't seem possible, but it was. 

Moralas nodded to the attendant. "I'm sorry." 

Jonas shook his head. Pain was like a dull-edged knife through the base of his skull. He coated it 

with ice. "Who killed my brother, Captain?" 

"I don't know. We're investigating." 

"You have leads?" 

Moralas gestured and started down the corridor. "Your brother had been in Cozumel only three 

weeks, Mr. Sharpe. At the moment, we are interviewing everyone who had contact with him 

during that time." He opened a door and stepped out into the air, breathing deeply of the fresh air 

and the flowers. The man beside him didn't seem to notice the change. "I promise you, we will 

do everything possible to find your brother's killer." 

The rage Jonas had controlled for so many hours bubbled toward the surface. "I don't know you." 

With a steady hand he drew out a cigarette, watching the captain with narrowed eyes as he lit it. 

"You didn't know Jerry." 

"This is my island." Moralas's gaze remained locked with Jonas's. "If there's a murderer on it, I'll 

find him." 

"A professional." Jonas blew out smoke that hung in the air with no breeze to brush it away. "We 

both know that, don't we?" 

Moralas said nothing for a moment. He was still waiting to receive information on Jeremiah 

Sharpe. "Your brother was shot, Mr. Sharpe, so we're investigating to find out why, how and 

who. You could help me by giving me some information." 

Jonas stared at the door a moment—the door that led down the stairs, down the corridor and to 

his brother's body. "I've got to walk," he murmured. 

Moralas waited until they'd crossed the grass, then the road. For a moment, they walked near the 

sea wall in silence. "Why did your brother come to Cozumel?" 

"I don't know." Jonas drew deeply on the cigarette until it burned into the filter. "Jerry liked palm 

trees." 

"His business? His work?" 



With a half laugh Jonas ground the smoldering filter underfoot. Sunlight danced in diamonds on 

the water. "Jerry liked to call himself a free-lancer. He was a drifter." And he'd brought 

complications to Jonas's life as often as he'd brought pleasure. Jonas stared hard at the water, 

remembering shared lives, diverse opinions. "For Jerry, it was always the next town and the next 

deal. The last I heard—two weeks ago—he was giving diving lessons to tourists." 

"The Black Coral Dive Shop," Moralas confirmed. "Elizabeth Palmer hired him on a part-time 

basis." 

"Palmer." Jonas's attention shifted away from the water. "That's the woman he was living with." 

"Miss Palmer rented your brother a room," Moralas corrected, abruptly proper. "She was also 

among the group to discover your brother's body. She's given my department her complete 

cooperation." 

Jonas's mouth thinned. How had Jerry described this Liz Palmer in their brief phone conversation 

weeks before? A sexy little number who made great tortillas. She sounded like another one of 

Jerry's tough ladies on the lookout for a good time and the main chance. "I'll need her address." 

At the captain's quiet look he only raised a brow. "I assume my brother's things are still there." 

"They are. I have some of your brother's personal effects, those that he had on him, in my office. 

You're welcome to collect them and what remains at Miss Palmer's. We've already been through 

them." 

Jonas felt the rage build again and smothered it. "When can I take my brother home?" 

"I'll do my best to complete the paperwork today. I'll need you to make a statement. Of course, 

there are forms." He looked at Jonas's set profile and felt a new tug of pity. "Again, I'm sorry." 

He only nodded. "Let's get it done." 

  

Liz let herself into the house. While the door slammed behind her, she flicked switches, sending 

two ceiling fans whirling. The sound, for the moment, was company enough. The headache she'd 

lived with for over twenty-four hours was a dull, nagging thud just under her right temple. Going 

into the bathroom, she washed down two aspirin before turning on the shower. 

She'd taken the glass bottom out again. Though it was off season, she'd had to turn a dozen 

people away. It wasn't every day a body was found off the coast, and the curious had come in 

force. Morbid, she thought, then stripped and stepped under the cold spray of the shower. How 

long would it take, she wondered, before she stopped seeing Jerry on the sand beneath the water? 

True, she'd barely known him, but he'd been fun and interesting and good company. He'd slept in 

her daughter's bed and eaten in her kitchen. Closing her eyes, she let the water sluice over her, 

willing the headache away. She'd be better, she thought, when the police finished the 



investigation. It had been hard, very hard, when they'd come to her house and searched through 

Jerry's things. And the questions. 

How much had she known about Jerry Sharpe? He'd been American, an operator, a womanizer. 

She'd been able to use all three to her benefit when he'd given diving lessons or acted as mate on 

one of her boats. She'd thought him harmless—sexy, attractive and basically lazy. He'd boasted 

of making it big, of wheeling a deal that would set him up in style. Liz had considered it so much 

hot air. As far as she was concerned, nothing set you up in style but years of hard work—or 

inherited wealth. 

But Jerry's eyes had lit up when he'd talked of it, and his grin had been appealing. If she'd been a 

woman who allowed herself dreams, she would have believed him. But dreams were for the 

young and foolish. With a little tug of regret, she realized Jerry Sharpe had been both. 

Now he was gone, and what he had left was still scattered in her daughter's room. She'd have to 

box it up, Liz decided as she turned off the taps. It was something, at least. She'd box up Jerry's 

things and ask that Captain Moralas what to do about them. Certainly his family would want 

whatever he'd left behind. Jerry had spoken of a brother, whom he'd affectionately referred to as 

"the stuffed shirt." Jerry Sharpe had been anything but stuffy. 

As she walked to the bedroom, Liz wrapped her hair in the towel. She remembered the way Jerry 

had tried to talk his way between her sheets a few days after he'd moved in. Smooth talk, smooth 

hands. Though he'd had her backed into the doorway, kissing her before she'd evaded it, Liz had 

easily brushed him off. He'd taken her refusal good-naturedly, she recalled, and they'd remained 

on comfortable terms. Liz pulled on an oversized shirt that skimmed her thighs. 

The truth was, Jerry Sharpe had been a good-natured, comfortable man with big dreams. She 

wondered, not for the first time, if his dreams had had something to do with his death. 

She couldn't go on thinking about it. The best thing to do was to pack what had belonged to Jerry 

back into his suitcase and take it to the police. 

It made her feel gruesome. She discovered that after only five minutes. Privacy, for a time, had 

been all but her only possession. To invade someone else's made her uneasy. Liz folded a faded 

brown T-shirt that boasted the wearer had hiked the Grand Canyon and tried not to think at all. 

But she kept seeing him there, joking about sleeping with one of Faith's collection of dolls. He'd 

fixed the window that had stuck and had cooked paella to celebrate his first paycheck. 

Without warning, Liz felt the first tears flow. He'd been so alive, so young, so full of that cocky 

sense of confidence. She'd hardly had time to consider him a friend, but he'd slept in her 

daughter's bed and left clothes in her closet. 

She wished now she'd listened to him more, been friendlier, more approachable. He'd asked her 

to have drinks with him and she'd brushed him off because she'd had paperwork to do. It seemed 

petty now, cold. If she'd given him an hour of her life, she might have learned who he was, 

where he'd come from, why he'd died. 



When the knock at the door sounded, she pressed her hands against her cheeks. Silly to cry, she 

told herself, when tears never solved anything. Jerry Sharpe was gone, and it had nothing to do 

with her. 

She brushed away the tears as she walked to the door. The headache was easing. Liz decided it 

would be best if she called Moralas right away and arranged to have the clothes picked up. She 

was telling herself she really wasn't involved at all when she opened the door. 

For a moment she could only stare. The T-shirt she hadn't been aware of still holding slipped 

from her fingers. She took one stumbling step back as she felt a rushing sound fill her head. 

Because her vision dimmed, she blinked to clear it. The man in the doorway stared back at her 

accusingly. 

"Jer-Jerry," she managed and nearly screamed when he took a step forward. 

"Elizabeth Palmer?" 

She shook her head, numb and terrified. She had no superstitions. She believed in action and 

reaction on a purely practical level. When someone died, they couldn't come back. And yet she 

stood in her living room with the fans whirling and watched Jerry Sharpe step over her threshold. 

She heard him speak to her again. 

"Are you Liz Palmer?" 

"I saw you." She heard her own voice rise with nerves but couldn't take her eyes from his face. 

The cocky good looks, the cleft chin, the smoky eyes under thick dark brows. It was a face that 

appealed to a woman's need to risk, or to her dreams of risking. "Who are you?" 

"Jonas Sharpe. Jerry was my brother. My twin brother." 

When she discovered her knees were shaking, she sat down quickly. No, not Jerry, she told 

herself as her heartbeat leveled. The hair was just as dark, just as full, but it lacked Jerry's 

unkempt shagginess. The face was just as attractive, just as ruggedly hewn, but she'd never seen 

Jerry's eyes so hard, so cold. And this man wore a suit as though he'd been born in one. His 

stance was one of restrained passion and impatience. It took her a moment, only a moment, 

before anger struck. 

"You did that on purpose." Because her palms were damp she rubbed them against her knees. "It 

was a hideous thing to do. You knew what I'd think when I opened the door." 

"I needed a reaction." 

She sat back and took a deep, steadying breath. "You're a bastard, Mr. Sharpe." 

For the first time in hours, his mouth curved…only slightly. "May I sit down?" 



She gestured to a chair. "What do you want?" 

"I came to get Jerry's things. And to talk to you." 

As he sat, Jonas took a long look around. His was not the polite, casual glance a stranger 

indulges himself in when he walks into someone else's home, but a sharp-eyed, intense study of 

what belonged to Liz Palmer. It was a small living area, hardly bigger than his office. While he 

preferred muted colors and clean lines, Liz chose bright, contrasting shades and odd 

knickknacks. Several Mayan masks hung on the walls, and rugs of different sizes and hues were 

scattered over the floor. The sunlight, fading now, came in slats through red window blinds. 

There was a big blue pottery vase on a woven mat on the table, but the butter-yellow flowers in it 

were losing their petals. The table itself didn't gleam with polish, but was covered with a thin 

layer of dust. 

The shock that had had her stomach muscles jumping had eased. She said nothing as he looked 

around the room because she was looking at him. A mirror image of Jerry, she thought. And 

weren't mirror images something like negatives? She didn't think he'd be fun to have around. She 

had a frantic need to order him out, to pitch him out quickly and finally. Ridiculous, she told 

herself. He was just a man, and nothing to her. And he had lost his brother. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Sharpe. This is a very difficult time for you." 

His gaze locked on hers so quickly that she tensed again. She'd barely been aware of his inch-by-

inch study of her room, but she couldn't remain unmoved by his study of her. 

She wasn't what he'd expected. Her face was all angles—wide cheekbones, a long narrow nose 

and a chin that came to a suggestion of a point. She wasn't beautiful, but stunning in an almost 

uncomfortable way. It might have been the eyes, a deep haunted brown, that rose a bit exotically 

at the outer edge. It might have been the mouth, full and vulnerable. The shirt overwhelmed her 

body with its yards of material, leaving only long, tanned legs bare. Her hands, resting on the 

arms of her chair, were small, narrow and ringless. Jonas had thought he knew his brother's taste 

as well as his own. Liz Palmer didn't suit Jerry's penchant for the loud and flamboyant, or his 

own for the discreet sophisticate. 

Still, Jerry had lived with her. Jonas thought grimly that she was taking the murder of her lover 

very well. "And a difficult time for you." 

His long study had left her shaken. It had gone beyond natural curiosity and made her feel like a 

specimen, filed and labeled for further research. She tried to remember that grief took different 

forms in different people. "Jerry was a nice man. It isn't easy to—" 

"How did you meet him?" 

Words of sympathy cut off, Liz straightened in her chair. She never extended friendliness where 

it wasn't likely to be accepted. If he wanted facts only, she'd give him facts. "He came by my 

shop a few weeks ago. He was interested in diving." 



Jonas's brow lifted as in polite interest but his eyes remained cold. "In diving." 

"I own a dive shop on the beach—rent equipment, boat rides, lessons, day trips. Jerry was 

looking for work. Since he knew what he was doing, I gave it to him. He crewed on the dive 

boat, gave some of the tourists lessons, that sort of thing." 

Showing tourists how to use a regulator didn't fit with Jonas's last conversation with his brother. 

Jerry had talked about cooking up a big deal. Big money, big time. "He didn't buy in as your 

partner?" 

Something came into her face—pride, disdain, amusement. Jonas couldn't be sure. "I don't take 

partners, Mr. Sharpe. Jerry worked for me, that's all." 

"All?" The brow came up again. "He was living here." 

She caught the meaning, had dealt with it from the police. Liz decided she'd answered all the 

questions she cared to and that she'd given Jonas Sharpe more than enough of her time. "Jerry's 

things are in here." Rising, she walked out of the room. Liz waited at the doorway to her 

daughter's room until Jonas joined her. "I was just beginning to pack his clothes. You'd probably 

prefer to do that yourself. Take as much time as you need." 

When she started to turn away, Jonas took her arm. He wasn't looking at her, but into the room 

with the shelves of dolls, the pink walls and lacy curtains. And at his brother's clothes tossed 

negligently over the back of a painted white chair and onto a flowered spread. It hurt, Jonas 

discovered, all over again. 

"Is this all?" It seemed so little. 

"I haven't been through the drawers or the closet yet. The police have." Suddenly weary, she 

pulled the towel from her head. Dark blond hair, still damp, tumbled around her face and 

shoulders. Somehow her face seemed even more vulnerable. "I don't know anything about Jerry's 

personal life, his personal belongings. This is my daughter's room." She turned her head until 

their eyes met. "She's away at school. This is where Jerry slept." She left him alone. 

Twenty minutes was all he needed. His brother had traveled light. Leaving the suitcase in the 

living room, Jonas walked through the house. It wasn't large. The next bedroom was dim in the 

early evening light, but he could see a splash of orange over a rattan bed and a desk cluttered 

with files and papers. It smelled lightly of spice and talcum powder. Turning away, he walked 

toward the back and found the kitchen. And Liz. 

It was when he smelled the coffee that Jonas remembered he hadn't eaten since morning. Without 

turning around, Liz poured a second cup. She didn't need him to speak to know he was there. She 

doubted he was a man who ever had to announce his presence. "Cream?" 

Jonas ran a hand through his hair. He felt as though he were walking through someone else's 

dream. "No, black." 



When Liz turned to offer the cup, he saw the quick jolt. "I'm sorry," she murmured, taking up her 

own cup. "You look so much like him." 

"Does that bother you?" 

"It unnerves me." 

He sipped the coffee, finding it cleared some of the mists of unreality. "You weren't in love with 

Jerry." 

Liz sent him a look of mild surprise. She realized he'd thought she'd been his brother's lover, but 

she hadn't thought he'd have taken the next step. "I only knew him a few weeks." Then she 

laughed, remembering another time, another life. "No, I wasn't in love with him. We had a 

business relationship, but I liked him. He was cocky and well aware of his own charms. I had a 

lot of repeat female customers over the past couple of weeks. Jerry was quite an operator," she 

murmured, then looked up, horrified. "I'm sorry." 

"No." Interested, Jonas stepped closer. She was a tall woman, so their eyes stayed level easily. 

She smelled of the talcum powder and wore no cosmetics. Not Jerry's type, he thought again. But 

there was something about the eyes. "That's what he was, only most people never caught on." 

"I've known others." And her voice was flat. "Not so harmless, not so kind. Your brother was a 

nice man, Mr. Sharpe. And I hope whoever—I hope they're found." 

She watched the gray eyes ice over. The little tremor in her stomach reminded her that cold was 

often more dangerous than heat. "They will be. I may need to talk with you again." 

It seemed a simple enough request, but she backed away from it. She didn't want to talk to him 

again, she didn't want to be involved in any way. "There's nothing else I can tell you." 

"Jerry was living in your house, working for you." 

"I don't know anything." Her voice rose as she spun away to stare out the window. She was tired 

of the questions, tired of people pointing her out on the beach as the woman who'd found the 

body. She was tired of having her life turned upside down by the death of a man she had hardly 

known. And she was nervous, she admitted, because Jonas Sharpe struck her as a man who could 

keep her life turned upside down as long as it suited him. "I've talked to the police again and 

again. He worked for me. I saw him a few hours out of the day. I don't know where he went at 

night, who he saw, what he did. It wasn't my business as long as he paid for the room and 

showed up to work." When she looked back, her face was set. "I'm sorry for your brother, I'm 

sorry for you. But it's not my business." 

He saw the nerves as her hands unclenched but interpreted them in his own way. "We disagree, 

Mrs. Palmer." 



"Miss Palmer," she said deliberately, and watched his slow, acknowledging nod. "I can't help 

you." 

"You don't know that until we talk." 

"All right. I won't help you." 

He inclined his head and reached for his wallet. "Did Jerry owe you anything on the room?" 

She felt the insult like a slap. Her eyes, usually soft, usually sad, blazed. "He owed me nothing, 

and neither do you. If you've finished your coffee…" 

Jonas set the cup on the table. "I've finished. For now." He gave her a final study. Not Jerry's 

type, he thought again, or his. But she had to know something. If he had to use her to find out, he 

would. "Goodnight." 

Liz stayed where she was until the sound of the front door closing echoed back at her. Then she 

shut her eyes. None of her business, she reminded herself. But she could still see Jerry under her 

boat. And now, she could see Jonas Sharpe with grief hard in his eyes. 

Chapter 2 

« ^ » 

 

Liz considered working in the dive shop the next thing to taking a day off. Taking a day off, 

actually staying away from the shop and the boats, was a luxury she allowed herself rarely, and 

only when Faith was home on holiday. Today, she'd indulged herself by sending the boats out 

without her so that she could manage the shop alone. Be alone. By noon, all the serious divers 

had already rented their tanks so that business at the shop would be sporadic. It gave Liz a 

chance to spend a few hours checking equipment and listing inventory. 

The shop was a basic cinder-block unit. Now and again, she toyed with the idea of having the 

outside painted, but could never justify the extra expense. There was a cubbyhole she wryly 

referred to as an office where she'd crammed an old gray steel desk and one swivel chair. The 

rest of the room was crowded with equipment that lined the floor, was stacked on shelves or 

hung from hooks. Her desk had a dent in it the size of a man's foot, but her equipment was top 

grade and flawless. 

Masks, flippers, tanks, snorkels could be rented individually or in any number of combinations. 

Liz had learned that the wider the choice, the easier it was to move items out and draw the 

customer back. The equipment was the backbone of her business. Prominent next to the wide 

square opening that was only closed at night with a heavy wooden shutter was a list, in English 

and Spanish, of her equipment, her services and the price. 

file:///C:/Users/Lexie/Documents/Books/Nora%20Roberts/As%20Nora%20Roberts/Nora.Roberts.Collection/Nora%20Roberts%20-%20Risky%20Business/Roberts,%20Nora%20-%20Risky%20Business%20v1.5.html%23chapter_1
file:///C:/Users/Lexie/Documents/Books/Nora%20Roberts/As%20Nora%20Roberts/Nora.Roberts.Collection/Nora%20Roberts%20-%20Risky%20Business/Roberts,%20Nora%20-%20Risky%20Business%20v1.5.html%23contents
file:///C:/Users/Lexie/Documents/Books/Nora%20Roberts/As%20Nora%20Roberts/Nora.Roberts.Collection/Nora%20Roberts%20-%20Risky%20Business/Roberts,%20Nora%20-%20Risky%20Business%20v1.5.html%23chapter_3


When she'd started eight years before, Liz had stocked enough tanks and gear to outfit twelve 

divers. It had taken every penny she'd saved—every penny Marcus had given a young, dewy-

eyed girl pregnant with his child. The girl had become a woman quickly, and that woman now 

had a business that could accommodate fifty divers from the skin out, dozens of snorkelers, 

underwater photographers, tourists who wanted an easy day on the water or gung-ho deep-sea 

fishermen. 

The first boat she'd gambled on, a dive boat, had been christened Faith, for her daughter. She'd 

made a vow when she'd been eighteen, alone and frightened, that the child she carried would 

have the best. Ten years later, Liz could look around her shop and know she'd kept her promise. 

More, the island she'd fled to for escape had become home. She was settled there, respected, 

depended on. She no longer looked over the expanses of white sand, blue water, longing for 

Houston or a pretty house with a flowing green lawn. She no longer looked back at the education 

she'd barely begun, or what she might have been. She'd stopped pining for a man who didn't 

want her or the child they'd made. She'd never go back. But Faith could. Faith could learn how to 

speak French, wear silk dresses and discuss wine and music. One day Faith would go back and 

mingle unknowingly with her cousins on their own level. 

That was her dream, Liz thought as she carefully filled tanks. To see her daughter accepted as 

easily as she herself had been rejected. Not for revenge, Liz mused, but for justice. 

"Howdy there, missy." 

Crouched near the back wall, Liz turned and squinted against the sun. She saw a portly figure 

stuffed into a black-and-red wet suit, topped by a chubby face with a fat cigar stuck in the mouth. 

"Mr. Ambuckle. I didn't know you were still on the island." 

"Scooted over to Cancun for a few days. Diving's better here." 

With a smile, she rose to go to her side of the opening. Ambuckle was a steady client who came 

to Cozumel two or three times a year and always rented plenty of tanks. "I could've told you that. 

See any of the ruins?" 

"Wife dragged me to Tulum." He shrugged and grinned at her with popping blue eyes. "Rather 

be thirty feet down than climbing over rocks all day. Did get some snorkeling in. But a man 

doesn't fly all the way from Dallas just to paddle around. Thought I'd do some night diving." 

Her smile came easily, adding something soft and approachable to eyes that were usually wary. 

"Fix you right up. How much longer are you staying?" she asked as she checked an underwater 

flash. 

"Two more weeks. Man's got to get away from his desk." 



"Absolutely." Liz had often been grateful so many people from Texas, Louisiana and Florida felt 

the need to get away. 

"Heard you had some excitement while we were on the other side." 

Liz supposed she should be used to the comment by now, but a shiver ran up her spine. The 

smile faded, leaving her face remote. "You mean the American who was murdered?" 

"Put the wife in a spin. Almost couldn't talk her into coming back over. Did you know him?" 

No, she thought, not as well as she should have. To keep her hands busy, she reached for a rental 

form and began to fill it out. "As a matter of fact, he worked here a little while." 

"You don't say?" Ambuckle's small blue eyes sparkled a bit. But Liz supposed she should be 

used to that, as well. 

"You might remember him. He crewed the dive boat the last time you and your wife went out." 

"No kidding?" Ambuckle's brow creased as he chewed on the cigar. "Not that good-looking 

young man—Johnny, Jerry," he remembered. "Had the wife in stitches." 

"Yes, that was him." 

"Shame," Ambuckle murmured, but looked rather pleased to have known the victim. "Had a lot 

of zip." 

"Yes, I thought so, too." Liz lugged the tanks through the door and set them on the stoop. "That 

should take care of it, Mr. Ambuckle." 

"Add a camera on, missy. Want to get me a picture of one of those squids. Ugly things." 

Amazed, Liz plucked one from the shelf and added it to the list on a printed form. She checked 

her watch, noted down the time and turned the form for Ambuckle's signature. After signing, he 

handed her bills for the deposit. She appreciated the fact that Ambuckle always paid in cash, 

American. "Thanks. Glad to see you back, Mr. Ambuckle." 

"Can't keep me away, missy." With a whoosh and a grunt, he hefted the tanks on his shoulders. 

Liz watched him cross to the walkway before she filed the receipt. Unlocking her cash box, she 

stored the money. 

"Business is good." 

She jolted at the voice and looking up again stared at Jonas Sharpe. 

She'd never again mistake him for Jerry, though his eyes were almost hidden this time with tinted 

glasses, and he wore shorts and an open shirt in lieu of a suit. There was a long gold chain 



around his neck with a small coin dangling. She recalled Jerry had worn one. But something in 

the way Jonas stood, something in the set of his mouth made him look taller and tougher than the 

man she'd known. 

Because she didn't believe in polite fencing, Liz finished relocking the cash box and began to 

check the straps and fasteners on a shelf of masks. No faulty equipment went out of her shop. "I 

didn't expect to see you again." 

"You should have." Jonas watched her move down the shelf. She seemed stronger, less 

vulnerable than she had when he'd seen her a week ago. Her eyes were cool, her voice remote. It 

made it easier to do what he'd come for. "You have quite a reputation on the island." 

She paused long enough to look over her shoulder. "Really?" 

"I checked," he said easily. "You've lived here for ten years. Built this place from the first brick 

and have one of the most successful businesses on the island." 

She examined the mask in her hand meticulously. "Are you interested in renting some 

equipment, Mr. Sharpe? I can recommend the snorkeling right off this reef." 

"Maybe. But I think I'd prefer to scuba." 

"Fine. I can give you whatever you need." She set the mask down and chose another. "It isn't 

necessary to be certified to dive in Mexico; however, I'd recommend a few basic lessons before 

you go down. We offer two different courses—individual or group." 

He smiled at her for the first time, a slow, appealing curving of lips that softened the toughness 

around his mouth. "I might take you up on that. Meantime, when do you close?" 

"When I'm ready to." The smile made a difference, she realized, and she couldn't let it. In 

defense, she shifted her weight on one hip and sent him a look of mild insolence. "This is 

Cozumel, Mr. Sharpe. We don't run nine to five here. Unless you want to rent some equipment or 

sign up for a tour, you'll have to excuse me." 

He reached in to close his hand over hers. "I didn't come back to tour. Have dinner with me 

tonight. We can talk." 

She didn't attempt to free her hand but stared at him. Running a business had taught her to be 

scrupulously polite in any circumstances. "No, thank you." 

"Drinks, then." 

"No." 

"Miss Palmer…" Normally, Jonas was known for his deadly, interminable patience. It was a 

weapon, he'd learned, in the courtroom and out of it. With Liz, he found it difficult to wield it. "I 



don't have a great deal to go on at this point, and the police haven't made any progress at all. I 

need your help." 

This time Liz did pull away. She wouldn't be sucked in, that she promised herself, not by quiet 

words or intense eyes. She had her life to lead, a business to run, and most important, a daughter 

coming home in a matter of weeks. "I won't get involved. I'm sorry, even if I wanted to, there'd 

be nothing I could do to help." 

"Then it won't hurt to talk to me." 

"Mr. Sharpe." Liz wasn't known for her patience. "I have very little free time. Running this 

business isn't a whim or a lark, but a great deal of work. If I have a couple of hours to myself in 

the evening, I'm not going to spend them being grilled by you. Now—" 

She started to brush him off again when a young boy came running up to the window. He was 

dressed in a bathing suit and slick with suntan lotion. With a twenty-dollar bill crumpled in his 

hand, he babbled a request for snorkeling equipment for himself and his brother. He spoke in 

quick, excited Spanish as Liz checked out the equipment, asking if she thought they'd see a 

shark. 

She answered him in all seriousness as she exchanged money for equipment. "Sharks don't live 

in the reef, but they do visit now and again." She saw the light of adventure in his eyes. "You'll 

see parrot fish." She held her hands apart to show him how big. "And if you take some bread 

crumbs or crackers, the sergeant majors will follow you, lots of them, close enough to touch." 

"Will they bite?" 

She grinned. "Only the bread crumbs. Adios." 

He dashed away, kicking up sand. 

"You speak Spanish like a native," Jonas observed, and thought it might come in handy. He'd 

also noticed the pleasure that had come into her eyes when she'd talked with the boy. There'd 

been nothing remote then, nothing sad or haunted. Strange, he mused, he'd never noticed just 

how much a barometer of feeling the eyes could be. 

"I live here," she said simply. "Now, Mr. Sharpe—" 

"How many boats?" 

"What?" 

"How many do you have?" 

She sucked in a deep breath and decided she could humor him for another five minutes. "I have 

four. The glass bottom, two dive boats and one for deep-sea fishing." 



"Deep-sea fishing." That was the one, Jonas decided. A fishing boat would be private and 

isolated. "I haven't done any in five or six years. Tomorrow." He reached in his wallet. "How 

much?" 

"It's fifty dollars a person a day, but I don't take the boat out for one man, Mr. Sharpe." She gave 

him an easy smile. "It doesn't make good business sense." 

"What's your minimum?" 

"Three. And I'm afraid I don't have anyone else lined up. So—" 

He set four fifty-dollar bills on the counter. "The extra fifty's to make sure you're driving the 

boat." Liz looked down at the money. An extra two hundred would help buy the aqua bikes she'd 

been thinking about. Several of the other dive shops already had them and she kept a constant 

eye on competition. Aqua biking and wind surfing were becoming increasingly popular, and if 

she wanted to keep up… She looked back at Jonas Sharpe's dark, determined eyes and decided it 

wasn't worth it. 

"My schedule for tomorrow's already set. I'm afraid I—" 

"It doesn't make good business sense to turn down a profit, Miss Palmer." When she only moved 

her shoulders, he smiled again, but this time it wasn't so pleasant. "I'd hate to mention at the hotel 

that I couldn't get satisfaction at The Black Coral. It's funny how word of mouth can help or 

damage a small business." 

Liz picked up the money, one bill at a time. "What business are you in, Mr. Sharpe?" 

"Law." 

She made a sound that might have been a laugh as she pulled out a form. "I should've guessed. I 

knew someone studying law once." She thought of Marcus with his glib, calculating tongue. "He 

always got what he wanted, too. Sign here. We leave at eight," she said briskly. "The price 

includes a lunch on board. If you want beer or liquor, you bring your own. The sun's pretty 

intense on the water, so you'd better buy some sunscreen." She glanced beyond him. "One of my 

dive boats is coming back. You'll have to excuse me." 

"Miss Palmer…" He wasn't sure what he wanted to say to her, or why he was uncomfortable 

having completed a successful maneuver. In the end, he pocketed his receipt. "If you change 

your mind about dinner—" 

"I won't." 

"I'm at the El Presidente." 

"An excellent choice." She walked through the doorway and onto the dock to wait for her crew 

and clients. 



  

By seven-fifteen, the sun was up and already burning off a low ground mist. What clouds there 

were, were thin and shaggy and good-natured. 

"Damn!" Liz kicked the starter on her motorbike and turned in a little U toward the street. She'd 

been hoping for rain. 

He was going to try to get her involved. Even now, Liz could imagine those dark, patient gray 

eyes staring into hers, hear the quietly insistent voice. Jonas Sharpe was the kind of man who 

took no for an answer but was dogged enough to wait however long it took for the yes. Under 

other circumstances, she'd have admired that. Being stubborn had helped her start and succeed in 

a business when so many people had shaken their heads and warned her against it. But she 

couldn't afford to admire Jonas Sharpe. Budgeting her feelings was every bit as important as 

budgeting her accounts. 

She couldn't help him, Liz thought again, as the soft air began to play around her face. 

Everything she'd known about Jerry had been said at least twice. Of course she was sorry, and 

had grieved a bit herself for a man she'd hardly known, but murder was a police matter. Jonas 

Sharpe was out of his element. 

She was in hers, Liz thought as her muscles began to relax with the ride. The street was bumpy, 

patched in a good many places. She knew when to weave and sway. There were houses along the 

street with deep green grass and trailing vines. Already clothes were waving out on lines. She 

could hear an early newscast buzzing through someone's open window and the sound of children 

finishing chores or breakfast before school. She turned a corner and kept her speed steady. 

There were a few shops here, closed up tight. At the door of a market, Señor Pessado fumbled 

with his keys. Liz tooted her horn and exchanged waves. A cab passed her, speeding down the 

road to the airport to wait for the early arrivals. In a matter of moments, Liz caught the first scent 

of the sea. It was always fresh. As she took the last turn, she glanced idly in her rear-view mirror. 

Odd, she thought—hadn't she seen that little blue car yesterday? But when she swung into the 

hotel's parking lot, it chugged past. 

Liz's arrangement with the hotel had been of mutual benefit. Her shop bordered the hotel's beach 

and encouraged business on both sides. Still, whenever she went inside, as she did today to 

collect the lunch for the fishing trip, she always remembered the two years she'd spent scrubbing 

floors and making beds. 

"Buenos días, Margarita." 

The young woman with a bucket and mop started to smile. "Buenos días, Liz. ¿Cómo esta?" 

"Bien. How's Ricardo?" 



"Growing out of his pants." Margarita pushed the button of the service elevator as they spoke of 

her son. "Faith comes home soon. He'll be glad." 

"So will I." They parted, but Liz remembered the months they'd worked together, changing linen, 

hauling towels, washing floors. Margarita had been a friend, like so many others she'd met on the 

island who'd shown kindness to a young woman who'd carried a child but had no wedding ring. 

She could have lied. Even at eighteen Liz had been aware she could have bought a ten-dollar 

gold band and had an easy story of divorce or widowhood. She'd been too stubborn. The baby 

that had been growing inside her belonged to her. Only to her. She'd feel no shame and tell no 

lies. 

By seven forty-five, she was crossing the beach to her shop, lugging a large cooler packed with 

two lunches and a smaller one filled with bait. She could already see a few tubes bobbing on the 

water's surface. The water would be warm and clear and uncrowded. She'd like to have had an 

hour for snorkeling herself. 

"Liz!" The trim, small-statured man who walked toward her was shaking his head. There was a 

faint, pencil-thin mustache above his lip and a smile in his dark eyes. "You're too skinny to carry 

that thing." 

She caught her breath and studied him up and down. He wore nothing but a skimpy pair of snug 

trunks. She knew he enjoyed the frank or surreptitious stares of women on the beach. "So're you, 

Luis. But don't let me stop you." 

"So you take the Fishing boat today?" He hefted the larger cooler and walked with her toward the 

shop. "I changed the schedule for you. Thirteen signed up for the glass bottom for the morning. 

We got both dive boats going out, so I told my cousin Miguel to help fill in today. Okay?" 

"Terrific." Luis was young, fickle with women and fond of his tequila, but he could be counted 

on in a pinch. "I guess I'm going to have to hire someone on, at least part-time." 

Luis looked at her, then at the ground. He'd worked closest with Jerry. "Miguel, he's not 

dependable. Here one day, gone the next. I got a nephew, a good boy. But he can't work until 

he's out of school." 

"I'll keep that in mind," Liz said absently. "Let's just put this right on the boat. I want to check 

the gear." 

On board, Liz went through a routine check on the tackle and line. As she looked over the big 

reels and massive rods, she wondered, with a little smirk, if the lawyer had ever done any big-

game fishing. Probably wouldn't know a tuna if it jumped up and bit his toe, she decided. 

The decks were clean, the equipment organized, as she insisted. Luis had been with her the 

longest, but anyone who worked for Liz understood the hard and fast rule about giving the 

clients the efficiency they paid for. 



The boat was small by serious sport fishing standards, but her clients rarely went away 

dissatisfied. She knew the waters all along the Yucatan Peninsula and the habits of the game that 

teemed below the surface. Her boat might not have sonar and fish finders and complicated 

equipment, but she determined to give Jonas Sharpe the ride of his life. She'd keep him so busy, 

strapped in a fighting chair, that he wouldn't have time to bother her. By the time they docked 

again, his arms would ache, his back would hurt and the only thing he'd be interested in would be 

a hot bath and bed. And if he wasn't a complete fool, she'd see to it that he had a trophy to take 

back to wherever he'd come from. 

Just where was that? she wondered as she checked the gauges on the bridge. She'd never thought 

to ask Jerry. It hadn't seemed important. Yet now she found herself wondering where Jonas came 

from, what kind of life he led there. Was he the type who frequented elegant restaurants with an 

equally elegant woman on his arm? Did he watch foreign films and play bridge? Or did he prefer 

noisy clubs and hot jazz? She hadn't been able to find his slot as easily as she did with most 

people she met, so she wondered, perhaps too much. Not my business, she reminded herself and 

turned to call to Luis. 

"I'll take care of everything here. Go ahead and open the shop. The glass bottom should be ready 

to leave in half an hour." 

But he wasn't listening. Standing on the deck, he stared back at the narrow dock. She saw him 

raise a shaky hand to cross himself. "Madre de Dios." 

"Luis?" She came down the short flight of stairs to join him. "What—" 

Then she saw Jonas, a straw hat covering his head, sunglasses shading his eyes. He hadn't 

bothered to shave, so that the light growth of beard gave him a lazy, vagrant look accented by a 

faded T-shirt and brief black trunks. He didn't, she realized, look like a man who'd play bridge. 

Knowing what was going through Luis's mind, Liz shook his arm and spoke quickly. 

"It's his brother, Luis. I told you they were twins." 

"Back from the dead," Luis whispered. 

"Don't be ridiculous." She shook off the shudder his words brought her. "His name is Jonas and 

he's nothing like Jerry at all, really. You'll see when you talk to him. You're prompt, Mr. 

Sharpe," she called out, hoping to jolt Luis out of his shock. "Need help coming aboard?" 

"I can manage." Hefting a small cooler, Jonas stepped lightly on deck. "The Expatriate." He 

referred to the careful lettering on the side of the boat. "Is that what you are?" 

"Apparently." It was something she was neither proud nor ashamed of. "This is Luis—he works 

for me. You gave him a jolt just now." 

"Sorry." Jonas glanced at the slim man hovering by Liz's side. There was sweat beading on his 

lip. "You knew my brother?" 



"We worked together," Luis answered in his slow, precise English. "With the divers. Jerry, he 

liked best to take out the dive boat. I'll cast off." Giving Jonas a wide berth, Luis jumped onto the 

dock. 

"I seem to affect everyone the same way," Jonas observed. "How about you?" He turned dark, 

direct eyes to her. Though he no longer made her think of Jerry, he unnerved her just the same. 

"Still want to keep me at arm's length?" 

"We pride ourselves in being friendly to all our clients. You've hired the Expatriate for the day, 

Mr. Sharpe. Make yourself comfortable." She gestured toward a deck chair before climbing the 

steps to the bridge and calling out to Luis. "Tell Miguel he gets paid only if he finishes out the 

day." With a final wave to Luis, she started the engine, then cruised sedately toward the open 

sea. 

The wind was calm, barely stirring the water. Liz could see the dark patches that meant reefs and 

kept the speed easy. Once they were in deeper water, she'd open it up a bit. By midday the sun 

would be stunningly hot. She wanted Jonas strapped in his chair and fighting two hundred 

pounds of fish by then. 

"You handle a wheel as smoothly as you do a customer." 

A shadow of annoyance moved in her eyes, but she kept them straight ahead. "It's my business. 

You'd be more comfortable on the deck in a chair, Mr. Sharpe." 

"Jonas. And I'm perfectly comfortable here." He gave her a casual study as he stood beside her. 

She wore a fielder's cap over her hair with white lettering promoting her shop. On her T-shirt, the 

same lettering was faded from the sun and frequent washings. He wondered, idly, what she wore 

under it. "How long have you had this boat?" 

"Almost eight years. She's sound." Liz pushed the throttle forward. "The waters are warm, so 

you'll find tuna, marlin, swordfish. Once we're out you can start chumming." 

"Chumming?" 

She sent him a quick look. So she'd been right—he didn't know a line from a pole. "Bait the 

water," she began. "I'll keep the speed slow and you bait the water, attract the fish." 

"Seems like taking unfair advantage. Isn't fishing supposed to be luck and skill?" 

"For some people it's a matter of whether they'll eat or not." She turned the wheel a fraction, 

scanning the water for unwary snorkelers. "For others, it's a matter of another trophy for the 

wall." 

"I'm not interested in trophies." 



She shifted to face him. No, he wouldn't be, she decided, not in trophies or in anything else 

without a purpose. "What are you interested in?" 

"At the moment, you." He put his hand over hers and let off the throttle. "I'm in no hurry." 

"You paid to fish." She flexed her hand under his. 

"I paid for your time," he corrected. 

He was close enough that she could see his eyes beyond the tinted lenses. They were steady, 

always steady, as if he knew he could afford to wait. The hand still over hers wasn't smooth as 

she'd expected, but hard and worked. No, he wouldn't play bridge, she thought again. Tennis, 

perhaps, or hand ball, or something else that took sweat and effort. For the first time in years she 

felt a quick thrill race through her— a thrill she'd been certain she was immune to. The wind 

tossed the hair back from her face as she studied him. 

"Then you wasted your money." 

Her hand moved under his again. Strong, he thought, though her looks were fragile. Stubborn. 

He could judge that by the way the slightly pointed chin stayed up. But there was a look in her 

eyes that said I've been hurt, I won't be hurt again. That alone was intriguing, but added to it was 

a quietly simmering sexuality that left him wondering how it was his brother hadn't been her 

lover. Not, Jonas was sure, for lack of trying. 

"If I've wasted my money, it won't be the first time. But somehow I don't think I have." 

"There's nothing I can tell you." Her hand jerked and pushed the throttle up again. 

"Maybe not. Or maybe there's something you know without realizing it. I've dealt in criminal law 

for over ten years. You'd be surprised how important small bits of information can be. Talk to 

me." His hand tightened briefly on hers. "Please." 

She thought she'd hardened her heart, but she could feel herself weakening. Why was it she 

could haggle for hours over the price of scuba gear and could never refuse a softly spoken 

request? He was going to cause her nothing but trouble. Because she already knew it, she sighed. 

"We'll talk." She cut the throttle so the boat would drift. "While you fish." She managed to smile 

a bit as she stepped away. "No chum." 

With easy efficiency, Liz secured the butt of a rod into the socket attached to a chair. "For now, 

you sit and relax," she told him. "Sometimes a fish is hot enough to take the hook without bait. If 

you get one, you strap yourself in and work." 

Jonas settled himself in the chair and tipped back his hat. "And you?" 



"I go back to the wheel and keep the speed steady so we tire him out without losing him." She 

gathered her hair in one hand and tossed it back. "There're better spots than this, but I'm not 

wasting my gas when you don't care whether you catch a fish or not." 

His lips twitched as he leaned back in the chair. "Sensible. I thought you would be." 

"Have to be." 

"Why did you come to Cozumel?" Jonas ignored the rod in front of him and took out a cigarette. 

"You've been here for a few days," she countered. "You shouldn't have to ask." 

"Parts of your own country are beautiful. If you've been here ten years, you'd have been a child 

when you left the States." 

"No, I wasn't a child." Something in the way she said it had him watching her again, looking for 

the secret she held just beyond her eyes. "I came because it seemed like the right thing to do. It 

was the right thing. When I was a girl, my parents would come here almost every year. They 

love to dive." 

"You moved here with your parents?" 

"No, I came alone." This time her voice was flat. "You didn't pay two hundred dollars to talk 

about me, Mr. Sharpe." 

"It helps to have some background. You said you had a daughter. Where is she?" 

"She goes to school in Houston—that's where my parents live." 

Toss a child, and the responsibility, onto grandparents and live on a tropical island. It might 

leave a bad taste in his mouth, but it wasn't something that would surprise him. Jonas took a deep 

drag as he studied Liz's profile. It just didn't fit. "You miss her." 

"Horribly," Liz murmured. "She'll be home in a few weeks, and we'll spend the summer together. 

September always comes too soon." Her gaze drifted off as she spoke, almost to herself. "It's for 

the best. My parents take wonderful care of her and she's getting an excellent education—taking 

piano lessons and ballet. They sent me pictures from a recital, and…" Her eyes filled with tears 

so quickly that she hadn't any warning. She shifted into the wind and fought them back, but he'd 

seen them. He sat smoking silently to give her time to recover. 

"Ever get back to the States?" 

"No." Liz swallowed and called herself a fool. It had been the pictures, she told herself, the 

pictures that had come in yesterday's mail of her little girl wearing a pink dress. 

"Hiding from something?" 



She whirled back, tears replaced with fury. Her body was arched like a bow ready to launch. 

Jonas held up a hand. 

"Sorry. I have a habit of poking into secrets." 

She forced herself to relax, to strap back passion as she'd taught herself so long ago. "It's a good 

way to lose your fingers, Mr. Sharpe." 

He chuckled. "That's a possibility. I've always considered it worth the risk. They call you Liz, 

don't they?" 

Her brow lifted under the fringe that blew around her brow. "My friends do." 

"It suits you, except when you try to be aloof. Then it should be Elizabeth." 

She sent him a smoldering look, certain he was trying to annoy her. "No one calls me Elizabeth." 

He merely grinned at her. "Why weren't you sleeping with Jerry?" 

"I beg your pardon?" 

"Yes, definitely Elizabeth. You're a beautiful woman in an odd sort of way." He tossed out the 

compliment as casually as he tossed the cigarette into the water. "Jerry had a…fondness for 

beautiful women. I can't figure out why you weren't lovers." 

For a moment, only a moment, it occurred to her that no one had called her beautiful in a very 

long time. She'd needed words like that once. Then she leaned back on the rail, planted her hands 

and aimed a killing look. She didn't need them now. 

"I didn't choose to sleep with him. It might be difficult for you to accept, as you share the same 

face, but I didn't find Jerry irresistible." 

"No?" As relaxed as she was tensed, Jonas reached into the cooler, offering her a beer. When she 

shook her head, he popped the top on one for himself. "What did you find him?" 

"He was a drifter, and he happened to drift into my life. I gave him a job because he had a quick 

mind and a strong back. The truth was, I never expected him to last over a month. Men like him 

don't." 

Though he hadn't moved a muscle, Jonas had come to attention. "Men like him?" 

"Men who look for the quickest way to easy street. He worked because he liked to eat, but he 

was always looking for the big strike—one he wouldn't have to sweat for." 

"So you did know him," Jonas murmured. "What was he looking for here?" 



"I tell you I don't know! For all I know he was looking for a good time and a little sun." 

Frustration poured out of her as she tossed a hand in the air. "I let him have a room because he 

seemed harmless and I could use the money. I wasn't intimate with him on any level. The closest 

he came to talking about what he was up to was bragging about diving for big bucks." 

"Diving? Where?" 

Fighting for control, she dragged a hand through her hair. "I wish you'd leave me alone." 

"You're a realistic woman, aren't you, Elizabeth?" 

Her chin was set when she looked back at him. "Yes." 

"Then you know I won't. Where was he going to dive?" 

"I don't know. I barely listened to him when he got started on how rich he was going to be." 

"What did he say?" This time Jonas's voice was quiet, persuading. "Just try to think back and 

remember what he told you." 

"He said something about making a fortune diving, and I joked about sunken treasure. And he 

said…" She strained to remember the conversation. It had been late in the evening, and she'd 

been busy, preoccupied. "I was working at home," Liz remembered. "I always seem to handle the 

books better at night. He'd been out, partying I thought, because he was a little unsteady when he 

came in. He pulled me out of the chair. I remember I started to swear at him but he looked so 

damn happy, I let it go. Really, I hardly listened because I was picking up all the papers he'd 

scattered, but he was saying something about the big time and buying champagne to celebrate. I 

told him he'd better stick to beer on his salary. That's when he talked about deals coming through 

and diving for big bucks. Then I made some comment about sunken treasure…" 

"And what did he say?" 

"Sometimes you make more putting stuff in than taking it out." With a line between her brows, 

she remembered how he'd laughed when she'd told him to go sleep it off. "He made a pass 

neither one of us took seriously, and then… I think he made a phone call. I went back to work." 

"When was this?" 

"A week, maybe one week after I took him on." 

"That must have been when he called me." Jonas looked out to sea. And he hadn't paid much 

attention, either, he reminded himself. Jerry had talked about coming home in style. But then he 

had always been talking about coming home in style. And the call, as usual, had been collect. 

"Did you ever see him with anyone? Talking, arguing?" 



"I never saw him argue with anyone. He flirted with the women on the beach, made small talk 

with the clients and got along just fine with everyone he worked with. I assumed he spent most 

of his free time in San Miguel. I think he cruised a few bars with Luis and some of the others." 

"What bars?" 

"You'll have to ask them, though I'm sure the police already have." She took a deep breath. It 

was bringing it all back again, too close. "Mr. Sharpe, why don't you let the police handle this? 

You're running after shadows." 

"He was my brother." And more, what he couldn't explain, his twin. Part of himself had been 

murdered. If he were ever to feel whole again, he had to know why. "Haven't you wondered why 

Jerry was murdered?" 

"Of course." She looked down at her hands. They were empty and she felt helpless. "I thought he 

must've gotten into a fight, or maybe he bragged to the wrong person. He had a bad habit of 

tossing what money he had around." 

"It wasn't robbery or a mugging, Elizabeth. It was professional. It was business." 

Her heart began a slow, painful thud. "I don't understand." 

"Jerry was murdered by a pro, and I'm going to find out why." 

Because her throat was suddenly dry, she swallowed. "If you're right, then that's all the more 

reason to leave it to the police." 

He drew out his cigarettes again, but stared ahead to where the sky met the water. "Police don't 

want revenge. I do." In his voice, she heard the calm patience and felt a shiver. 

Staring, she shook her head. "Even if you found the person who did it, what could you do?" 

He took a long pull from his beer. "As a lawyer, I suppose I'd be obliged to see they had their day 

in court. As a brother…" He trailed off and drank again. "We'll have to see." 

"I don't think you're a very nice man, Mr. Sharpe." 

"I'm not." He turned his head until his eyes locked on hers. "And I'm not harmless. Remember, if 

I make a pass, we'll both take it seriously." 

She started to speak, then saw his line go taut. "You've got a fish, Mr. Sharpe," she said dryly. 

"You'd better strap in or he'll pull you overboard." 

Turning on her heel, she went back to the bridge, leaving Jonas to fend for himself. 

Chapter 3 



« ^ » 

 

It was sundown when Liz parked her bike under the lean-to beside her house. She was still 

laughing. However much trouble Jonas had caused her, however much he had annoyed her in 

three brief meetings, she had his two hundred dollars. And he had a thirty-pound marlin—

whether he wanted it or not. We deliver, she thought as she jingled her keys. 

Oh, it had been worth it, just to see his face when he'd found himself on the other end of the wire 

from a big, bad-tempered fish. Liz believed he'd have let it go if she hadn't taken the time for one 

last smirk. Stubborn, she thought again. Yes, any other time she'd have admired it, and him. 

Though she'd been wrong about his not being able to handle a rod, he'd looked so utterly 

perplexed with the fish lying at his feet on the deck that she'd nearly felt sorry for him. But his 

luck, or the lack of it, had helped her make an easy exit once they'd docked. With all the people 

crowding around to get a look at his catch and congratulate him, Jonas hadn't been able to detain 

her. 

Now she was ready for an early evening, she thought. And a rainy one if the clouds moving in 

from the east delivered. Liz let herself into the house, propping the door open to bring in the 

breeze that already tasted of rain. After the fans were whirling, she turned on the radio 

automatically. Hurricane season might be a few months off, but the quick tropical storms were 

unpredictable. She'd been through enough of them not to take them lightly. 

In the bedroom she prepared to strip for the shower that would wash the day's sweat and salt 

from her skin. Because it was twilight, she was already reaching for the light switch when a stray 

thought stopped her. Hadn't she left the blinds up that morning? Liz stared at them, tugged 

snugly over the windowsill. Odd, she was sure she'd left them up, and why wasn't the cord 

wrapped around its little hook? She was fanatical about that kind of detail, she supposed because 

ropes on a boat were always secured. 

She hesitated, even after light spilled into the room. Then she shrugged. She must have been 

more distracted that morning than she'd realized. Jonas Sharpe, she decided, was taking up too 

much of her time, and too many of her thoughts. A man like him was bound to do so, even under 

different circumstances. But she'd long since passed the point in her life where a man could 

dominate it. He only worried her because he was interfering in her time, and her time was a 

precious commodity. Now that he'd had his way, and his talk, there should be no more visits. She 

remembered, uncomfortably, the way he'd smiled at her. It would be best, she decided, if he went 

back to where he'd come from and she got on with her own routine. 

To satisfy herself, Liz walked over to the first shade and secured the cord. From the other room, 

the radio announced an evening shower before music kicked in. Humming along with it, she 

decided to toss together a chicken salad before she logged the day's accounts. 
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As she straightened, the breath was knocked out of her by an arm closing tightly around her 

neck. The dying sun caught a flash of silver. Before she could react, she felt the quick prick of a 

knife blade at her throat. 

"Where is it?" 

The voice that hissed in her ear was Spanish. In reflex, she brought her hands to the arm around 

her neck. As her nails dug in, she felt hard flesh and a thin metal band. She gasped for air, but 

stopped struggling when the knife poked threateningly at her throat. 

"What do you want?" In terror her mind skimmed forward. She had less than fifty dollars cash 

and no jewelry of value except a single strand of pearls left by her grandmother. "My purse is in 

on the table. You can take it." 

The vicious yank on her hair had her gasping in pain. "Where did he put it?" 

"Who? I don't know what you want." 

"Sharpe. Deal's off, lady. If you want to live, you tell me where he put the money." 

"I don't know." The knife point pricked the vulnerable skin at her throat. She felt something 

warm trickle down her skin. Hysteria bubbled up behind it. "I never saw any money. You can 

look—there's nothing here." 

"I've already looked." He tightened his hold until her vision grayed from lack of air. "Sharpe died 

fast. You won't be so lucky. Tell me where it is and nothing happens." 

He was going to kill her. The thought ran in her head. She was going to die for something she 

knew nothing about. Money…he wanted money and she only had fifty dollars. Faith. As she felt 

herself on the verge of unconsciousness, she thought of her daughter. Who would take care of 

her? Liz bit down on her lip until the pain cleared her mind. She couldn't die. 

"Please…" She let herself go limp in his arms. "I can't tell you anything. I can't breathe." 

His hold loosened just slightly. Liz slumped against him and when he shifted, she brought her 

elbow back with all her strength. She didn't bother to turn around but ran blindly. A rug slid 

under her feet, but she stumbled ahead, too terrified to look back. She was already calling for 

help when she hit the front door. 

Her closest neighbor was a hundred yards away. She vaulted the little fence that separated the 

yards and sprinted toward the house. She stumbled up the steps, sobbing. Even as the door 

opened, she heard the sound of a car squealing tires on the rough gravel road behind her. 

"He tried to kill me," she managed, then fainted. 

  



"There is no further information I can give you, Mr. Sharpe." Moralas sat in his neat office 

facing the waterfront. The file on his desk wasn't as thick as he would have liked. Nothing in his 

investigation had turned up a reason for Jerry Sharpe's murder. The man who sat across from him 

stared straight ahead. Moralas had a photo of the victim in the file, and a mirror image a few feet 

away. "I wonder, Mr. Sharpe, if your brother's death was a result of something that happened 

before his coming to Cozumel." 

"Jerry wasn't running when he came here." 

Moralas tidied his papers. "Still, we have asked for the cooperation of the New Orleans 

authorities. That was your brother's last known address." 

"He never had an address," Jonas murmured. Or a conventional job, a steady woman. Jerry had 

been a comet, always refusing to burn itself out. "I've told you what Miss Palmer said. Jerry was 

cooking up a deal, and he was cooking it up in Cozumel." 

"Yes, having to do with diving." Always patient, Moralas drew out a thin cigar. "Though we've 

already spoken with Miss Palmer, I appreciate your bringing me the information." 

"But you don't know what the hell to do with it." 

Moralas flicked on his lighter, smiling at Jonas over the flame. "You're blunt. I'll be blunt as 

well. If there was a trail to follow to your brother's murder, it's cold. Every day it grows colder. 

There were no fingerprints, no murder weapon, no witnesses." He picked up the file, gesturing 

with it. "That doesn't mean I intend to toss this in a drawer and forget about it. If there is a 

murderer on my island, I intend to find him. At the moment, I believe the murderer is miles 

away, perhaps in your own country. Procedure now is to backtrack on your brother's activities 

until we find something. To be frank, Mr. Sharpe, you're not doing yourself or me any good by 

being here." 

"I'm not leaving." 

"That is, of course, your privilege—unless you interfere with police procedure." At the sound of 

the buzzer on his desk, Moralas tipped his ash and picked up the phone. 

"Moralas." There was a pause. Jonas saw the captain's thick, dark brows draw together. "Yes, put 

her on. Miss Palmer, this is Captain Moralas." 

Jonas stopped in the act of lighting a cigarette and waited. Liz Palmer was the key, he thought 

again. He had only to find what lock she fit. 

"When? Are you injured? No, please stay where you are, I'll come to you." Moralas was rising as 

he hung up the phone. "Miss Palmer has been attacked." 

Jonas was at the door first. "I'm coming with you." 



His muscles ached with tension as the police car raced out of town toward the shore. He asked no 

questions. In his mind, Jonas could see Liz as she'd been on the bridge hours before—tanned, 

slim, a bit defiant. He remembered the self-satisfied smirk she'd given him when he'd found 

himself in a tug-of-war with a thirty-pound fish. And how neatly she'd skipped out on him the 

moment they'd docked. 

She'd been attacked. Why? Was it because she knew more than she'd been willing to tell him? 

He wondered if she were a liar, an opportunist or a coward. Then he wondered how badly she'd 

been hurt. 

As they pulled down the narrow drive, Jonas glanced toward Liz's house. The door was open, the 

shades drawn. She lived there alone, he thought, vulnerable and unprotected. Then he turned his 

attention to the little stucco building next door. A woman in a cotton dress and apron came onto 

the porch. She carried a baseball bat. 

"You are the police." She nodded, satisfied, when Moralas showed his identification. "I am 

Señora Alderez. She's inside. I thank the Virgin we were home when she came to us." 

"Thank you." 

Jonas stepped inside with Moralas and saw her. She was sitting on a patched sofa, huddled 

forward with a glass of wine in both hands. Jonas saw the liquid shiver back and forth as her 

hands trembled. She looked up slowly when they came in, her gaze passing over Moralas to lock 

on Jonas. She stared, with no expression in those deep, dark eyes. Just as slowly, she looked back 

at her glass. 

"Miss Palmer." With his voice very gentle, Moralas sat down beside her. "Can you tell me what 

happened?" 

She took the smallest of drinks, pressed her lips together briefly, then began as though she were 

reciting. "I came home at sunset. I didn't close the front door or lock it. I went straight into the 

bedroom. The shades were down, and I thought I'd left them up that morning. The cord wasn't 

secured, so I went over and fixed it. That's when he grabbed me—from behind. He had his arm 

around my neck and a knife. He cut me a little." In reflex, she reached up to touch the inch-long 

scratch her neighbor had already cleaned and fussed over. "I didn't fight because he had the knife 

at my throat and I thought he would kill me. He was going to kill me." She brought her head up 

to look directly into Moralas's eyes. "I could hear it in his voice." 

"What did he say to you, Miss Palmer?" 

"He said, 'Where is it?' I didn't know what he wanted. I told him he could take my purse. He was 

choking me and he said, 'Where did he put it?' He said Sharpe." This time she looked at Jonas. 

When she lifted her head, he saw that bruises were already forming on her throat. "He said the 

deal was off and he wanted the money. If I didn't tell him where it was he'd kill me, and I 

wouldn't die quickly, the way Jerry had. He didn't believe me when I said I didn't know 

anything." She spoke directly to Jonas. As she stared at him he felt the guilt rise. 



Patient, Moralas touched her arm to bring her attention back to him. "He let you go?" 

"No, he was going to kill me." She said it dully, without fear, without passion. "I knew he would 

whether I told him anything or not, and my daughter—she needs me. I slumped as if I'd fainted, 

then I hit him. I think I hit him in the throat with my elbow. And I ran." 

"Can you identify the man?" 

"I never saw him. I never looked." 

"His voice." 

"He spoke Spanish. I think he was short because his voice was right in my ear. I don't know 

anything else. I don't know anything about money or Jerry or anything else." She looked back 

into her glass, abruptly terrified she would cry. "I want to go home." 

"As soon as my men make certain it's safe. You'll have police protection, Miss Palmer. Rest here. 

I'll come back for you and take you home." 

She didn't know if it had been minutes or hours since she'd fled through the front door. When 

Moralas took her back, it was dark with the moon just rising. An officer would remain outside in 

her driveway and all her doors and windows had been checked. Without a word, she went 

through the house into the kitchen. 

"She was lucky." Moralas gave the living room another quick check. "Whoever attacked her was 

careless enough to be caught off guard." 

"Did the neighbors see anything?" Jonas righted a table that had been overturned in flight. There 

was a conch shell on the floor that had cracked. 

"A few people noticed a blue compact outside the house late this afternoon. Señora Alderez saw 

it drive off when she opened the door to Miss Palmer, but she couldn't identify the make or the 

plates. We will, of course, keep Miss Palmer under surveillance while we try to track it down." 

"It doesn't appear my brother's killer's left the island." 

Moralas met Jonas's gaze blandly. "Apparently whatever deal your brother was working on cost 

him his life. I don't intend for it to cost Miss Palmer hers. I'll drive you back to town." 

"No. I'm staying." Jonas examined the pale pink shell with the crack spreading down its length. 

He thought of the mark on Liz's throat. "My brother involved her." Carefully, he set the damaged 

shell down. "I can't leave her alone." 

"As you wish." Moralas turned to go when Jonas stopped him. 

"Captain, you don't still think the murderer's hundreds of miles away." 



Moralas touched the gun that hung at his side. "No, Mr. Sharpe, I don't. Buenas noches." 

Jonas locked her door himself, then rechecked the windows before he went back to the kitchen. 

Liz was pouring her second cup of coffee. "That'll keep you up." 

Liz drank half a cup, staring at him. She felt nothing at the moment, no anger, no fear. "I thought 

you'd gone." 

"No." Without invitation, he found a mug and poured coffee for himself. 

"Why are you here?" 

He took a step closer, to run a fingertip gently down the mark on her throat. "Stupid question," 

he murmured. 

She backed up, fighting to maintain the calm she'd clung to. If she lost control, it wouldn't be in 

front of him, in front of anyone. "I want to be alone." 

He saw her hands tremble before she locked them tighter on the cup. "You can't always have 

what you want. I'll bunk in your daughter's room." 

"No!" After slamming the cup down, she folded her arms across her chest. "I don't want you 

here." 

With studied calm, he set his mug next to hers. When he took her shoulders, his hands were firm, 

not gentle. When he spoke, his voice was brisk, not soothing. "I'm not leaving you alone. Not 

now, not until they find Jerry's killer. You're involved whether you like it or not, And so, damn 

it, am I." 

Her breath came quickly, too quickly, though she fought to steady it. "I wasn't involved until you 

came back and started hounding me." 

He'd already wrestled with his conscience over that. Neither one of them could know if it were 

true. At the moment, he told himself it didn't matter. "However you're involved, you are. 

Whoever killed Jerry thinks you know something. You'll have an easier time convincing me you 

don't than you will them. It's time you started thinking about cooperating with me." 

"How do I know you didn't send him here to frighten me?" 

His eyes stayed on hers, cool and unwavering. "You don't. I could tell you that I don't hire men 

to kill women, but you wouldn't have to believe it. I could tell you I'm sorry." For the first time, 

his tone gentled. He lifted a hand to brush the hair back from her face and his thumb slid lightly 

over her cheekbone. Like the conch shell, she seemed delicate, lovely and damaged. "And that I 

wish I could walk away, leave you alone, let both of us go back to the way things were a few 

weeks ago. But I can't. We can't. So we might as well help each other." 



"I don't want your help." 

"I know. Sit down. I'll fix you something to eat." 

She tried to back away. "You can't stay here." 

"I am staying here. Tomorrow, I'm moving my things from the hotel." 

"I said—" 

"I'll rent the room," he interrupted, turning away to rummage through the cupboards. "Your 

throat's probably raw. This chicken soup should be the best thing." 

She snatched the can from his hand. "I can fix my own dinner, and you're not renting a room." 

"I appreciate your generosity." He took the can back from her. "But I'd rather keep it on a 

business level. Twenty dollars a week seems fair. You'd better take it, Liz," he added before she 

could speak. "Because I'm staying, one way or the other. Sit down," he said again and looked for 

a pot. 

She wanted to be angry. It would help keep everything else bottled up. She wanted to shout at 

him, to throw him bodily out of her house. Instead she sat because her knees were too weak to 

hold her any longer. 

What had happened to her control? For ten years she'd been running her own life, making every 

decision by herself, for herself. For ten years, she hadn't asked advice, she hadn't asked for help. 

Now something had taken control and decisions out of her hands, something she knew nothing 

about. Her life was part of a game, and she didn't know any of the rules. 

She looked down and saw the tear drop on the back of her hand. Quickly, she reached up and 

brushed others from her cheeks. But she couldn't stop them. One more decision had been taken 

from her. 

"Can you eat some toast?" Jonas asked her as he dumped the contents of the soup in a pan. When 

she didn't answer, he turned to see her sitting stiff and pale at the table, tears running unheeded 

down her face. He swore and turned away again. There was nothing he could do for her, he told 

himself. Nothing he could offer. Then, saying nothing, he came to the table, pulled a chair up 

beside her and waited. 

"I thought he'd kill me." Her voice broke as she pressed a hand to her face. "I felt the knife 

against my throat and thought I was going to die. I'm so scared. Oh God, I'm so scared." 

He drew her against him and let her sob out the fear. He wasn't used to comforting women. 

Those he knew well were too chic to shed more than a delicate drop or two. But he held her close 

during a storm of weeping that shook her body and left her gasping. 



Her skin was icy, as if to prove the fact that fear made the blood run cold. She couldn't summon 

the pride to draw herself away, to seek a private spot as she'd always done in a crisis. He didn't 

speak to tell her everything would be fine; he didn't murmur quiet words of comfort. He was 

simply there. When she was drained, he still held her. The rain began slowly, patting the glass of 

the windows and pinging on the roof. He still held her. 

When she shifted away, he rose and went back to the stove. Without a word, he turned on the 

burner. Minutes later he set a bowl in front of her then went back to ladle some for himself. Too 

tired to be ashamed, Liz began to eat. There was no sound in the kitchen but the slow 

monotonous plop of rain on wood, tin and glass. 

She hadn't realized she could be hungry, but the bowl was empty almost before she realized it. 

With a little sigh, she pushed it away. He was tipped back in his chair, smoking in silence. 

"Thank you." 

"Okay." Her eyes were swollen, accentuating the vulnerability that always haunted them. It 

tugged at him, making him uneasy. Her skin, with its ripe, warm honey glow was pale, making 

her seem delicate and defenseless. She was a woman, he realized, that a man had to keep an 

emotional distance from. Get too close and you'd be sucked right in. It wouldn't do to care about 

her too much when he needed to use her to help both of them. From this point on, he'd have to 

hold the controls. 

"I suppose I was more upset than I realized." 

"You're entitled." 

She nodded, grateful he was making it easy for her to skim over what she considered an 

embarrassing display of weakness. "There's no reason for you to stay here." 

"I'll stay anyway." 

She curled her hand into a fist, then uncurled it slowly. It wasn't possible for her to admit she 

wanted him to, or that for the first time in years she was frightened of being alone. Since she had 

to cave in, it was better to think of the arrangement on a practical level. 

"All right, the room's twenty a week, first week in advance." 

He grinned as he reached for his wallet. "All business?" 

"I can't afford anything else." After putting the twenty on the counter, she stacked the bowls. 

"You'll have to see to your own food. The twenty doesn't include meals." 

He watched her take the bowls to the sink and wash them. "I'll manage." 



"I'll give you a key in the morning." She took a towel and meticulously dried the bowls. "Do you 

think he'll be back?" She tried to make her voice casual, and failed. 

"I don't know." He crossed to her to lay a hand on her shoulder. "You won't be alone if he does." 

When she looked at him, her eyes were steady again. Something inside him unknotted. "Are you 

protecting me, Jonas, or just looking for your revenge?" 

"I do one, maybe I'll get the other." He twined the ends of her hair around his finger, watching 

the dark gold spread over his skin. "You said yourself I'm not a nice man." 

"What are you?" she whispered. 

"Just a man." When his gaze lifted to hers, she didn't believe him. He wasn't just a man, but a 

man with patience, with power and with violence. "I've wondered the same about you. You've 

got secrets, Elizabeth." 

She was breathless. In defense, she lifted her hand to his. "They've got nothing to do with you." 

"Maybe they don't. Maybe you do." 

It happened very slowly, so slowly she could have stopped it. Yet she seemed unable to move. 

His arms slipped around her, drawing her close with an arrogant sort of laziness that should have 

been his undoing. Instead, Liz watched, fascinated, as his mouth lowered to hers. 

She'd just thought of him as a violent man, but his lips were soft, easy, persuading. It had been so 

long since she'd allowed herself to be persuaded. With barely any pressure, with only the 

slightest hint of power, he sapped the will she'd always relied on. Her mind raced with questions, 

then clouded over to a fine, smoky mist. She wasn't aware of how sweetly, how hesitantly her 

mouth answered his. 

Whatever impulse had driven him to kiss her was lost in the reality of mouth against mouth. He'd 

expected her to resist, or to answer with fire and passion. To find her so soft, yielding, unsteady, 

had his own desire building in a way he'd never experienced. It was as though she'd never been 

kissed before, never been held close to explore what man and woman have for each other. Yet 

she had a daughter, he reminded himself. She'd had a child, she was young, beautiful. Other men 

had held her like this. Yet he felt like the first and had no choice but to treat her with care. 

The more she gave, the more he wanted. He'd known needs before. The longer he held her, the 

longer he wanted to. He understood passions. But a part of himself he couldn't understand held 

back, demanded restraint. She wanted him—he could feel it. But even as his blood began to 

swim, his hands, as if under their own power, eased her away. 

Needs, so long unstirred, churned in her. As she stared back at him, Liz felt them spring to life, 

with all their demands and risks. It wouldn't happen to her again. But even as she renewed the 

vow she felt the soft, fluttering longings waltz through her. It couldn't happen again. But the eyes 



that were wide and on his reflected confusion and hurt and hope. It was a combination that left 

Jonas shaken. 

"You should get some sleep," he told her, and took care not to touch her again. 

So that was all, Liz thought as the flicker of hope died. It was foolish to believe, even for a 

moment, anything could change. She brought her chin up and straightened her shoulders. 

Perhaps she'd lost control of many things, but she could still control her heart. "I'll give you a 

receipt for the rent and the key in the morning. I get up at six." She took the twenty-dollar bill 

she'd left on the counter and walked out. 

Chapter 4 

« ^ » 

 

The jury was staring at him. Twelve still faces with blank eyes were lined behind the rail. Jonas 

stood before them in a small, harshly lit courtroom that echoed with his own voice. He carried 

stacks of law books, thick, dusty and heavy enough to make his arms ache. But he knew he 

couldn't put them down. Sweat rolled down his temples, down his back as he gave an 

impassioned closing plea for his client's acquittal. It was life and death, and his voice vibrated 

with both. The jury remained unmoved, disinterested. Though he struggled to hold them, the 

books began to slip from his grasp. He heard the verdict rebound, bouncing off the courtroom 

walls. 

Guilty. Guilty. Guilty. 

Defeated, empty-handed, he turned to the defendant. The man stood, lifting his head so that they 

stared, eye to eye, twin images. Himself? Jerry. Desperate, Jonas walked to the bench. In black 

robes, Liz sat above him, aloof with distance. But her eyes were sad as she slowly shook her 

head. "I can't help you." 

Slowly, she began to fade. He reached up to grab her hand, but his fingers passed through hers. 

All he could see were her dark, sad eyes. Then she was gone, his brother was gone, and he was 

left facing a jury— twelve cold faces who smiled smugly back at him. 

Jonas lay still, breathing quickly. He found himself staring back at the cluster of gaily dressed 

dolls on the shelf beside the bed. A flamenco dancer raised her castanets. A princess held a glass 

slipper. A spiffily dressed Barbie relaxed in a pink convertible, one hand raised in a wave. 

Letting out a long breath, Jonas ran a hand over his face and sat up. It was like trying to sleep in 

the middle of a party, he decided. No wonder he'd had odd dreams. On the opposing wall was a 

collection of stuffed animals ranging from the dependable bear to something that looked like a 

blue dust rag with eyes. 
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Coffee, Jonas thought, closing his own. He needed coffee. Trying to ignore the dozens of smiling 

faces surrounding him, he dressed. He wasn't sure how or where to begin. The coin on his chain 

dangled before he pulled a shirt over his chest. Outside, birds were sending up a clatter. At home 

there would have been the sound of traffic as Philadelphia awoke for the day. He could see a 

bush close to the window where purple flowers seemed to crowd each other for room. There 

were no sturdy elms, no tidy evergreen hedges or chain-link fences. No law books would help 

him with what he had to do. There was nothing familiar, no precedents to follow. Each step he 

took would be taken blindly, but he had to take them. He smelled the coffee the moment he left 

the room. 

Liz was in the kitchen dressed in a T-shirt and what appeared to be the bottoms of a skimpy 

bikini. Jonas wasn't a man who normally awoke with all batteries charged, but he didn't miss a 

pair of long, honey-toned legs. Liz finished buttering a piece of toast. 

"Coffee's on the stove," she said without turning around. "There're some eggs in the refrigerator. 

I don't stock cereal when Faith's away." 

"Eggs are fine," he mumbled, but headed for the coffee. 

"Use what you want, as long as you replace it." She turned up the radio to listen to the weather 

forecast. "I leave in a half hour, so if you want a ride to your hotel, you'll have to be ready." 

Jonas let the first hot taste of coffee seep into his system. "My car's in San Miguel." 

Liz sat down at the table to go over that day's schedule. "I can drop you by the El Presidente or 

one of the other hotels on the beach. You'll have to take a cab from there." 

Jonas took another sip of coffee and focused on her fully. She was still pale, he realized, so that 

the marks on her neck stood out in dark relief. The smudges under her eyes made him decide 

she'd slept no better than he had. He tossed off his first cup of coffee and poured another. 

"Ever consider taking a day off?" 

She looked at him for the first time. "No," she said simply and lowered her gaze to her list again. 

So they were back to business, all business, and don't cross the line. "Don't you believe in giving 

yourself a break, Liz?" 

"I've got work to do. You'd better fix those eggs if you want to have time to eat them. The frying 

pan's in the cupboard next to the stove." 

He studied her for another minute, then with a restless movement of his shoulders prepared to 

cook his breakfast. Liz waited until she was sure his back was to her before she looked up again. 



She'd made a fool of herself the night before. She could almost accept the fact that she'd broken 

down in front of him because he'd taken it so matter-of-factly. But when she added the moments 

she'd stood in his arms, submissive, willing, hoping, she couldn't forgive herself. Or him. 

He'd made her feel something she hadn't felt in a decade. Arousal. He'd made her want what 

she'd been convinced she didn't want from a man. Affection. She hadn't backed away or brushed 

him aside as she'd done with any other man who'd approached her. She hadn't even tried. He'd 

made her feel soft again, then he'd shrugged her away. 

So it would be business, she told herself. Straight, impersonal business as long as he determined 

to stay. She'd put the rent money aside until she could manage the down payment on the aqua 

bikes. Jonas sat at the table with a plate of eggs that sent steam rising toward the ceiling. 

"Your key." Liz slid it over to him. "And your receipt for the first week's rent." 

Without looking at it, Jonas tucked the paper in his pocket. "Do you usually take in boarders?" 

"No, but I need some new equipment." She rose to pour another cup of coffee and wash her 

plate. The radio announced the time before she switched it off. She was ten minutes ahead of 

schedule, but as long as she continued to get up early enough, they wouldn't have to eat together. 

"Do you usually rent a room in a stranger's house rather than a hotel suite?" 

He tasted the eggs and found himself vaguely dissatisfied with his own cooking. "No, but we're 

not strangers anymore." 

Liz watched him over the rim of her cup. He looked a little rough around the edges this morning, 

she decided. It added a bit too much sexuality to smooth good looks. She debated offering him a 

razor, then rejected the notion. Too personal. "Yes, we are." 

He continued to eat his eggs so that she thought he'd taken her at her word. "I studied law at 

Notre Dame, apprenticed with Neiram and Barker in Boston, then opened my own practice five 

years ago in Philadelphia." He added some salt, hoping it would jazz up his cooking. "I 

specialize in criminal law. I'm not married, and live alone. In an apartment," he added. "On 

weekends I'm remodeling an old Victorian house I bought in Chadd's Ford." 

She wanted to ask him about the house—was it big, did it have those wonderful high ceilings and 

rich wooden floors? Were the windows tall and mullioned? Was there a garden where roses 

climbed on trellises? Instead she turned to rinse out her cup. "That doesn't change the fact that 

we're strangers." 

"Whether we know each other or not, we have the same problem." 

The cup rattled in the sink as it slipped from her hand. Silently, Liz picked it up again, rinsed it 

off and set it in the drainer. She'd chipped it, but that was a small matter at the moment. "You've 

got ten minutes," she said, but he took her arm before she could skirt around him. 



"We do have the same problem, Elizabeth." His voice was quiet, steady. She could have hated 

him for that alone. 

"No, we don't. You're trying to avenge your brother's death. I'm just trying to make a living." 

"Do you think everything would settle down quietly if I were back in Philadelphia?" 

She tugged her arm uselessly. "Yes!" Because she knew she lied, her eyes heated. 

"One of the first impressions I had of you was your intelligence. I don't know why you're hiding 

on your pretty little island, Liz, but you've got a brain, a good one. We both know that what 

happened to you last night would have happened with or without me." 

"All right." She relaxed her arm. "What happened wasn't because of you, but because of Jerry. 

That hardly makes any difference to my position, does it?" 

He stood up slowly, but didn't release her arm. "As long as someone thinks you knew what Jerry 

was into, you're the focus. As long as you're the focus, I'm standing right beside you, because 

directly or indirectly, you're going to lead me to Jerry's killer." 

Liz waited a moment until she was sure she could speak calmly. "Is that all people are to you, 

Jonas? Tools? Means to an end?" She searched his face and found it set and remote. "Men like 

you never look beyond their own interests." 

Angry without knowing why, he cupped her face in his hand. "You've never known a man like 

me." 

"I think I have," she said softly. "You're not unique, Jonas. You were raised with money and 

expectations, you went to the best schools and associated with the best people. You had your 

goal set and if you had to step on or over a few people on the way to it, it wasn't personal. That's 

the worst of it," she said on a long breath. "It's never personal." Lifting her chin, she pushed his 

hand from her face. "What do you want me to do?" 

Never in his life had anyone made him feel so vile. With a few words she'd tried and condemned 

him. He remembered the dream, and the blank, staring eyes of the jury. He swore at her and 

turned to pace to the window. He couldn't back away now, no matter how she made him feel 

because he was right—whether he was here or in Philadelphia, she was still the key. 

There was a hammock outside, bright blue and yellow strings stretched between two palms. He 

wondered if she ever gave herself enough time to use it. He found himself wishing he could take 

her hand, walk across the yard and lie with her on the hammock with nothing more important to 

worry about than swatting at flies. 

"I need to talk to Luis," he began. "I want to know the places he went with Jerry, the people he 

may have seen Jerry talk to." 



"I'll talk to Luis." When Jonas started to object, Liz shook her head. "You saw his reaction 

yesterday. He wouldn't be able to talk to you because you make him too nervous. I'll get you a 

list." 

"All right." Jonas fished for his cigarettes and found with some annoyance that he'd left them in 

the bedroom. "I'll need you to go with me, starting tonight, to the places Luis gives you." 

A feeling of stepping into quicksand came strongly. "Why?" 

He wasn't sure of the answer. "Because I have to start somewhere." 

"Why do you need me?" 

And even less sure of this one. "I don't know how long it'll take, and I'm not leaving you alone." 

She lifted a brow. "I have police protection." 

"Not good enough. In any case, you know the language, the customs. I don't. I need you." He 

tucked his thumbs in his pockets. "It's as simple as that." 

Liz walked over to turn off the coffee and move the pot to a back burner. "Nothing's simple," she 

corrected. "But I'll get your list, and I'll go along with you under one condition." 

"Which is?" 

She folded her hands. Jonas was already certain by her stance alone that she wasn't set to bargain 

but to lay down the rules. "That no matter what happens, what you find out or don't find out, 

you're out of this house and out of my life when my daughter comes home. I'll give you four 

weeks, Jonas—that's all." 

"It'll have to be enough." 

She nodded and started out of the room. "Wash your dishes. I'll meet you out front." 

The police car still sat in the driveway when Jonas walked out the front door. A group of 

children stood on the verge of the road and discussed it in undertones. He heard Liz call one of 

them by name before she took out a handful of coins. Jonas didn't have to speak Spanish to 

recognize a business transaction. Moments later, coins in hand, the boy raced back to his friends. 

"What was that about?" 

Liz smiled after them. Faith would play with those same children throughout the summer. "I told 

them they were detectives. If they see anyone but you or the police around the house, they're to 

run right home and call Captain Moralas. It's the best way to keep them out of trouble." 

Jonas watched the boy in charge pass out the coins. "How much did you give them?" 



"Twenty pesos apiece." 

He thought of the current rate of exchange and shook his head. "No kid in Philadelphia would 

give you the time of day for that." 

"This is Cozumel," she said simply and wheeled out her bike. 

Jonas looked at it, then at her. The bike would have sent a young teenager into ecstasies. "You 

drive this thing?" 

Something in his tone made her want to smile. Instead, she kept her voice cool. "This thing is an 

excellent mode of transportation." 

"A BMW's an excellent mode of transportation." 

She laughed. He hadn't heard her laugh so easily since he'd met her. When she looked back at 

him, her eyes were warm and friendly. Jonas felt the ground shift dangerously under his feet. 

"Try to take your BMW on some of the back roads to the coast or into the interior." She swung a 

leg over the seat. "Hop on, Jonas, unless you want to hike back to the hotel." 

Though he had his doubts, Jonas sat behind her. "Where do I put my feet?" 

She glanced down and didn't bother to hide the grin. "Well, if I were you, I'd keep them off the 

ground." With this she started the engine then swung the bike around in the driveway. After 

adjusting for the added weight, Liz kept the speed steady. Jonas kept his hands lightly at her hips 

as the bike swayed around ruts and potholes. 

"Are there roads worse than this?" 

Liz sped over a bump. "What's wrong with this?" 

"Just asking." 

"If you want sophistication, try Cancun. It's only a few minutes by air." 

"Ever get there?" 

"Now and again. Last year Faith and I took the Expatriate over and spent a couple of days seeing 

the ruins. We have some shrines here. They're not well restored, but you shouldn't miss them. 

Still, I wanted her to see the pyramids and walled cities around Cancun." 

"I don't know much about archaeology." 

"You don't have to. All you need's an imagination." 



She tooted the horn. Jonas saw an old, bent man straighten from the door of a shop and wave. 

"Señor Pessado," she said. "He gives Faith candy they both think I don't know about." 

Jonas started to ask her about her daughter, then decided to wait for a better time. As long as she 

was being expansive, it was best to keep things less personal. "Do you know a lot of people on 

the island?" 

"It's like a small town, I suppose. You don't necessarily have to know someone to recognize their 

face. I don't know a lot of people in San Miguel or on the east coast. I know a few people from 

the interior because we worked at the hotel." 

"I didn't realize your shop was affiliated with the hotel." 

"It's not." She paused at a stop sign. "I used to work in the hotel. As a maid." Liz gunned the 

engine and zipped across the intersection. 

He looked at her hands, lean and delicate on the handlebars. He studied her slender shoulders, 

thought of the slight hips he was even now holding. It was difficult to imagine her lugging 

buckets and pails. "I'd have thought you more suited to the front desk or the concierge." 

"I was lucky to find work at all, especially during the off season." She slowed the bike a bit as 

she started down the long drive to El Presidente. She'd indulge herself for a moment by enjoying 

the tall elegant palms that lined the road and the smell of blooming flowers. She was taking one 

of the dive boats out today, with five beginners who'd need instruction and constant supervision, 

but she wondered about the people inside the hotel who came to such a place to relax and to play. 

"Is it still gorgeous inside?" she asked before she could stop herself. 

Jonas glanced ahead to the large stately building. "Lots of glass," he told her. "Marble. The 

balcony of my room looks out over the water." She steered the bike to the curb. "Why don't you 

come in? See for yourself." 

She was tempted. Liz had an affection for pretty things, elegant things. It was a weakness she 

couldn't allow herself. "I have to get to work." 

Jonas stepped onto the curb, but put his hand over hers before she could drive away. "I'll meet 

you at the house. We'll go into town together." 

She only nodded before turning the bike back toward the road. Jonas watched her until the sound 

of the motor died away. Just who was Elizabeth Palmer? he wondered. And why was it 

becoming more and more important that he find out? 

  

By evening she was tired. Liz was used to working long hours, lugging equipment, diving, 

surfacing. But after a fairly easy day, she was tired. It should have made her feel secure to have 



had the young policeman identify himself to her and join her customers on the dive boat. It 

should have eased her mind that Captain Moralas was keeping his word about protection. It made 

her feel caged. 

All during the drive home, she'd been aware of the police cruiser keeping a discreet distance. 

She'd wanted to run into her house, lock the door and fall into a dreamless, private sleep. But 

Jonas was waiting. She found him on the phone in her living room, a legal pad on his lap and a 

scowl on his face. Obviously a complication at his office had put him in a nasty mood. Ignoring 

him, Liz went to shower and change. 

Because her wardrobe ran for the most part to beachwear, she didn't waste time studying her 

closet. Without enthusiasm, she pulled out a full cotton skirt in peacock blue and matched it with 

an oversized red shirt. More to prolong her time alone than for any other reason, she fiddled with 

her little cache of makeup. She was stalling, brushing out her braided hair, when Jonas knocked 

on her door. He didn't give her time to answer before he pushed it open. 

"Did you get the list?" 

Liz picked up a piece of notepaper. She could, of course, snap at him for coming in, but the end 

result wouldn't change. "I told you I would." 

He took the paper from her to study it. He'd shaved, she noticed, and wore a casually chic jacket 

over bone-colored slacks. But the smoothness and gloss didn't mesh with the toughness around 

his mouth and in his eyes. "Do you know these places?" 

"I've been to a couple of them. I don't really have a lot of time for bar- or club-hopping." 

He glanced up and his curt answer slipped away. The shades behind her were up as she preferred 

them, but the light coming through the windows was pink with early evening. Though she'd 

buttoned the shirt high over her throat, her hair was brushed back, away from her face. She'd 

dawdled over the makeup, but her hand was always conservative. Her lashes were darkened, the 

lids lightly touched with shadow. She'd brushed some color over her cheeks but not her lips. 

"You should be careful what you do to your eyes," Jonas murmured, absently running his thumb 

along the top curve of her cheek. "They're a problem." 

She felt the quick, involuntary tug but stood still. "A problem?" 

"My problem." Uneasy, he tucked the paper in his pocket and glanced around the room. "Are 

you ready?" 

"I need my shoes." 

He didn't leave her as she'd expected, instead wandering around her room. It was, as was the rest 

of the house, furnished simply but with jarring color. The spicy scent he'd noticed before came 

from a wide green bowl filled with potpourri. On the wall were two colored sketches, one of a 



sunset very much like the quietly brilliant one outside the window, and another of a storm-tossed 

beach. One was all serenity, the other all violence. He wondered how much of each were inside 

Elizabeth Palmer. Prominent next to the bed was a framed photograph of a young girl. 

She was all smiles in a flowered blouse tucked at the shoulders. Her hair came to a curve at her 

jawline, black and shiny. A tooth was missing, adding charm to an oval, tanned face. If it hadn't 

been for the eyes, Jonas would never have connected the child with Liz. They were richly, 

deeply brown, slightly tilted. Still, they laughed out of the photo, open and trusting, holding none 

of the secrets of her mother's. 

"This is your daughter." 

"Yes." Liz slipped on the second shoe before taking the photo out of Jonas's hand and setting it 

down again. 

"How old is she?" 

"Ten. Can we get started? I don't want to be out late." 

"Ten?" A bit stunned, Jonas stopped her with a look. He'd assumed Faith was half that age, a 

product of a relationship Liz had fallen into while on the island. "You can't have a ten-year-old 

child." 

Liz glanced down at the picture of her daughter. "I do have a ten-year-old child." 

"You'd have been a child yourself." 

"No. No, I wasn't." She started to leave again, and again he stopped her. 

"Was she born before you came here?" 

Liz gave him a long, neutral look. "She was born six months after I moved to Cozumel. If you 

want my help, Jonas, we go now. Answering questions about Faith isn't part of our arrangement." 

But he didn't let go of her hand. As it could become so unexpectedly, his voice was gentle. "He 

was a bastard, wasn't he?" 

She met his eyes without wavering. Her lips curved, but not with humor. "Yes. Oh yes, he was." 

Without knowing why he was compelled to, Jonas bent and just brushed her lips with his. "Your 

daughter's lovely, Elizabeth. She has your eyes." 

She felt herself softening again, too much, too quickly. There was understanding in his voice 

without pity. Nothing could weaken her more. In defense she took a step back. "Thank you. Now 

we have to go. I have to be up early tomorrow." 



  

The first club they hit was noisy and crowded with a high percentage of American clientele. In a 

corner booth, a man in a tight white T-shirt spun records on a turntable and announced each 

selection with a display of colored lights. They ordered a quick meal in addition to drinks while 

Jonas hoped someone would have a reaction to his face. 

"Luis said they came in here a lot because Jerry liked hearing American music." Liz nibbled on 

hot nachos as she looked around. It wasn't the sort of place she normally chose to spend an 

evening. Tables were elbow to elbow, and the music was pitched to a scream. Still, the crowd 

seemed good-natured enough, shouting along with the music or just shouting to each other. At 

the table beside them a group of people experimented with a bottle of tequila and a bowl of 

lemon wedges. Since they were a group of young gringos, she assumed they'd be very sick in the 

morning. 

It was definitely Jerry's milieu, Jonas decided. Loud, just this side of wild and crammed to the 

breaking point. "Did Luis say if he spoke with anyone in particular?" 

"Women." Liz smiled a bit as she sampled a tortilla. "Luis was very impressed with Jerry's 

ability to… interest the ladies." 

"Any particular lady?" 

"Luis said there was one, but Jerry just called her baby." 

"An old trick," Jonas said absently. 

"Trick?" 

"If you call them all baby, you don't mix up names and complicate the situation." 

"I see." She sipped her wine and found it had a delicate taste. 

"Could Luis describe her?" 

"Only that she was a knockout—a Mexican knockout, if that helps. She had lots of hair and lots 

of hip. Luis' words," Liz added when Jonas gave her a mild look. "He also said there were a 

couple of men Jerry talked to a few times, but he always went over to them, so Luis didn't know 

what they spoke about. One was American, one was Mexican. Since Luis was more interested in 

the ladies, he didn't pay any attention. But he did say Jerry would cruise the bars until he met up 

with them, then he'd usually call it a night." 

"Did he meet them here?" 

"Luis said it never seemed to be in the same place twice." 



"Okay, finish up. We'll cruise around ourselves." 

By the fourth stop, Liz was fed up. She noticed that Jonas no more than toyed with a drink at 

each bar, but she was tired of the smell of liquor. Some places were quiet, and on the edge of 

seamy. Others were raucous and lit with flashing lights. Faces began to blur together. There were 

young people, not so young people. There were Americans out for exotic nightlife, natives 

celebrating a night on the town. Some courted on dance floors or over tabletops. She saw those 

who seemed to have nothing but time and money, and others who sat alone nursing a bottle and a 

black mood. 

"This is the last one," Liz told him as Jonas found a table at a club with a crowded dance floor 

and recorded music. 

Jonas glanced at his watch. It was barely eleven. Action rarely heated up before midnight. "All 

right," he said easily, and decided to distract her. "Let's dance." 

Before she could refuse, he was pulling her into the crowd. "There's no room," she began, but his 

arms came around her. 

"We'll make some." He had her close, his hand trailing up her back. "See?" 

"I haven't danced in years," she muttered, and he laughed. 

"There's no room anyway." Locked together, jostled by the crowd, they did no more than sway. 

"What's the purpose in all this?" she demanded. 

"I don't know until I find it. Meantime, don't you ever relax?" He rubbed his palm up her back 

again, finding the muscles taut. 

"No." 

"Let's try it this way." His gaze skimmed the crowd as he spoke. "What do you do when you're 

not working?" 

"I think about working." 

"Liz." 

"All right, I read—books on marine life mostly." 

"Busman's holiday?" 

"It's what interests me." 



Her body shifted intimately against his. Jonas forgot to keep his attention on the crowd and 

looked down at her. "All that interests you?" 

He was too close. Liz tried to ease away and found his arms very solid. In spite of her 

determination to remain unmoved, her heart began to thud lightly in her head. "I don't have time 

for anything else." 

She wore no perfume, he noted, but carried the scent of powder and spice. He wondered if her 

body would look as delicate as it felt against his. "It sounds as though you limit yourself." 

"I have a business to run," she murmured. Would it be the same if he kissed her again? Sweet, 

overpowering. His lips were so close to hers, closer still when he ran his hand through her hair 

and drew her head back. She could almost taste him. 

"Is making money so important?" 

"It has to be," she managed, but could barely remember why. "I need to buy some aqua bikes." 

Her eyes were soft, drowsy. They made him feel invulnerable. "Aqua bikes?" 

"If I don't keep up with the competition…" He pressed a kiss to the corner of her mouth. 

"The competition?" he prompted. 

"I…the customers will go someplace else. So I…" The kiss teased the other corner. 

"So?" 

"I have to buy the bikes before the summer season." 

"Of course. But that's weeks away. I could make love with you dozens of times before then. 

Dozens," he repeated as she stared at him. Then he closed his mouth over hers. 

He felt her jolt—surprise, resistance, passion—he couldn't be sure. He only knew that holding 

her had led to wanting her and wanting to needing. By nature, he was a man who preferred his 

passion in private, quiet spots of his own choosing. Now he forgot the crowded club, loud music 

and flashing lights. They no longer swayed, but were hemmed into a corner of the dance floor, 

surrounded, pressed close. Oblivious. 

She felt her head go light, heard the music fade. The heat from his body seeped into hers and 

flavored the kiss. Hot, molten, searing. Though they stood perfectly still, Liz had visions of 

racing. The breath backed up in her lungs until she released it with a shuddering sigh. Her body, 

coiled like a spring, went lax on a wave of confused pleasure. She strained closer, reaching up to 

touch his face. Abruptly the music changed from moody to rowdy. Jonas shifted her away from 

flailing arms. 



"Poor timing," he murmured. 

She needed a minute. "Yes." But she meant it in a more general way. It wasn't a matter of time 

and place, but a matter of impossibility. She started to move away when Jonas's grip tightened on 

her. "What is it?" she began, but only had to look at his face. 

Cautiously, she turned to see what he stared at. A woman in a skimpy red dress stared back at 

him. Liz recognized the shock in her eyes before the woman turned and fled, leaving her dance 

partner gaping. 

"Come on." Without waiting for her, Jonas sprinted through the crowd. Dodging, weaving and 

shoving when she had to, Liz dashed after him. 

The woman had barely gotten out to the street when Jonas caught up to her. "What are you 

running away from?" he demanded. His fingers dug into her arms as he held her back against a 

wall. 

"Por favor, no comprendo," she murmured and shook like a leaf. 

"Oh yes, I think you do." With his fingers bruising her arms, Jonas towered over her until she 

nearly squeaked in fear. "What do you know about my brother?" 

"Jonas." Appalled, Liz stepped between them. "If this is the way you intend to behave, you'll do 

without my help." She turned away from him and touched the woman's shoulder. "Lo siento 

mucho," she began, apologizing for Jonas. "He's lost his brother. His brother, Jerry Sharpe. Did 

you know him?" 

She looked at Liz and whispered. "He has Jerry's face. But he's dead—I saw in the papers." 

"This is Jerry's brother, Jonas. We'd like to talk to you." 

As Liz had, the woman had already sensed the difference between Jonas and the man she'd 

known. She'd never have cowered away from Jerry for the simple reason that she'd known 

herself to be stronger and more clever. The man looming over her now was a different matter. 

"I don't know anything." 

"Por favor. Just a few minutes." 

"Tell her I'll make it worth her while," Jonas added before she could refuse again. Without 

waiting for Liz to translate, he reached for his wallet and took out a bill. He saw fear change to 

speculation. 

"A few minutes," she agreed, but pointed to an outdoor café. "There." 

Jonas ordered two coffees and a glass of wine. "Ask her her name," he told Liz. 



"I speak English." The woman took out a long, slim cigarette and tapped it on the tabletop. "I'm 

Erika. Jerry and I were friends." More relaxed, she smiled at Jonas. "You know, good friends." 

"Yes, I know." 

"He was very good-looking," she added, then caught her bottom lip between her teeth. "Lots of 

fun." 

"How long did you know him?" 

"A couple of weeks. I was sorry when I heard he was dead." 

"Murdered," Jonas stated. 

Erika took a deep drink of wine. "Do you think it was because of the money?" 

Every muscle in his body tensed. Quickly, he shot Liz a warning look before she could speak. "I 

don't know—it looks that way. How much did he tell you about it?" 

"Oh, just enough to intrigue me. You know." She smiled again and held out her cigarette for a 

light. "Jerry was very charming. And generous." She remembered the little gold bracelet he'd 

bought for her and the earrings with the pretty blue stones. "I thought he was very rich, but he 

said he would soon be much richer. I like charming men, but I especially like rich men. Jerry 

said when he had the money, we could take a trip." She blew out smoke again before giving a 

philosophical little shrug. "Then he was dead." 

Jonas studied her as he drank coffee. She was, as Luis had said, a knockout. And she wasn't 

stupid. He was also certain her mind was focusing on one point, and one point alone. "Do you 

know when he was supposed to have the money?" 

"Sure, I had to take off work if we were going away. He called me—it was Sunday. He was so 

excited. 'Erika,' he said, 'I hit the jackpot.' I was a little mad because he hadn't shown up Saturday 

night. He told me he'd done some quick business in Acapulco and how would I like to spend a 

few weeks in Monte Carlo?" She gave Jonas a lash-fluttering smile. "I decided to forgive him. I 

was packed," she added, blowing smoke past Jonas's shoulder. "We were supposed to leave 

Tuesday afternoon. I saw in the papers Monday night that he was dead. The papers said nothing 

about the money." 

"Do you know who he had business with?" 

"No. Sometimes he would talk to another American, a skinny man with pale hair. Other times he 

would see a Mexican. I didn't like him—he had mal ojo." 

"Evil eye," Liz interpreted. "Can you describe him?" 



"Not pretty," she said offhandedly. "His face was pitted. His hair was long in the back, over his 

collar and he was very thin and short." She glanced at Jonas again with a sultry smile that heated 

the air. "I like tall men." 

"Do you know his name?" 

"No. But he dressed very nicely. Nice suits, good shoes. And he wore a silver band on his wrist, 

a thin one that crossed at the ends. It was very pretty. Do you think he knows about the money? 

Jerry said it was lots of money." 

Jonas merely reached for his wallet. "I'd like to find out his name," he told her and set a fifty on 

the table. His hand closed over hers as she reached for it. "His name, and the name of the 

American. Don't hold out on me, Erika." 

With a toss of her head, she palmed the fifty. "I'll find out the names. When I tell you, it's another 

fifty." 

"When you tell me." He scrawled Liz's number on the back of a business card. "Call this number 

when you have something." 

"Okay." She slipped the fifty into her purse as she stood up. "You know, you don't look as much 

like Jerry as I thought." With the click of high heels, she crossed the pavement and went back 

into the club. 

"It's a beginning," Jonas murmured as he pushed his coffee aside. When he looked over, he saw 

Liz studying him. "Problem?" 

"I don't like the way you work." 

He dropped another bill on the table before he rose. "I don't have time to waste on amenities." 

"What would you have done if I hadn't calmed her down? Dragged her off to the nearest alley 

and beaten it out of her?" 

He drew out a cigarette, struggling with temper. "Let's go home, Liz." 

"I wonder if you're any different from the men you're looking for." She pushed back from the 

table. "Just as a matter of interest, the man who broke into my house and attacked me wore a thin 

band at his wrist. I felt it when he held the knife to my throat." 

She watched as his gaze lifted from the flame at the end of the cigarette and came to hers. "I 

think you two might recognize each other when the time comes." 

Chapter 5 
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"Always check your gauges," Liz instructed, carefully indicating each one on her own equipment 

as she spoke. "Each one of these gauges is vital to your safety when you dive. That's true if it's 

your first dive or your fiftieth. It's very easy to become so fascinated not only by the fish and 

coral, but the sensation of diving itself, that you can forget you're dependent on your air tank. 

Always be certain you start your ascent while you have five or ten minutes of air left." 

She'd covered everything, she decided, in the hour lesson. If she lectured any more, her students 

would be too impatient to listen. It was time to give them a taste of what they were paying for. 

"We'll dive as a group. Some of you may want to explore on your own, but remember, always 

swim in pairs. As a final precaution, check the gear of the diver next to you." 

Liz strapped on her own weight belt as her group of novices followed instructions. So many of 

them, she knew, looked on scuba diving as an adventure. That was fine, as long as they 

remembered safety. Whenever she instructed, she stressed the what ifs just as thoroughly as the 

how tos. Anyone who went down under her supervision would know what steps to take under 

any circumstances. Diving accidents were most often the result of carelessness. Liz was never 

careless with herself or with her students. Most of them were talking excitedly as they strapped 

on tanks. 

"This group." Luis hefted his tank. "Very green." 

"Yeah." Liz helped him with the straps. As she did with all her employees, Liz supplied Luis's 

gear. It was checked just as thoroughly as any paying customer's. "Keep an eye on the 

honeymoon couple, Luis. They're more interested in each other than their regulators." 

"No problem." He assisted Liz with her tank, then stepped back while she cinched the straps. 

"You look tired, kid." 

"No, I'm fine." 

When she turned, he glanced at the marks on her neck. The story had already made the rounds. 

"You sure? You don't look so fine." 

She lifted a brow as she hooked on her diving knife. "Sweet of you." 

"Well, I mean it. You got me worried about you." 

"No need to worry." As Liz pulled on her mask, she glanced over at the roly-poly fatherly type 

who was struggling with his flippers. He was her bodyguard for the day. "The police have 

everything under control," she said, and hoped it was true. She wasn't nearly as sure about Jonas. 

He hadn't shocked her the night before. She'd sensed that dangerously waiting violence in him 

from the first. But seeing his face as he'd grabbed Erika, hearing his voice, had left her with a 



cold, flat feeling in her stomach. She didn't know him well enough to be certain if he would 

choose to control the violence or let it free. More, how could she know he was capable of 

leashing it? Revenge, she thought, was never pretty. And that's what he wanted. Remembering 

the look in his eyes, Liz was very much afraid he'd get it. 

The boat listed, bringing her back to the moment. She couldn't think about Jonas now, she told 

herself. She had a business to run and customers to satisfy. 

"Miss Palmer." A young American with a thin chest and a winning smile maneuvered over to 

her. "Would you mind giving me a check?" 

"Sure." In her brisk, efficient way, Liz began to check gauges and hoses. 

"I'm a little nervous," he confessed. "I've never done this sort of thing before." 

"It doesn't hurt to be a little nervous. You'll be more careful. Here, pull your mask down. Make 

sure it's comfortable but snug." 

He obeyed, and his eyes looked wide and pale through the glass. "If you don't mind, I think I'll 

stick close to you down there." 

She smiled at him. "That's what I'm here for. The depth here is thirty feet," she told the group in 

general. "Remember to make your adjustments for pressure and gravity as you descend. Please 

keep the group in sight at all times." With innate fluidity, she sat on the deck and rolled into the 

water. With Luis on deck, and Liz treading a few feet away, they waited until each student made 

his dive. With a final adjustment to her mask, Liz went under. 

She'd always loved it. The sensation of weightlessness, the fantasy of being unimpeded, 

invulnerable. From near the surface, the sea floor was a spread of white. She loitered there a 

moment, enjoying the cathedral like view. Then, with an easy kick, she moved down with her 

students. 

The newlyweds were holding hands and having the time of their lives. Liz reminded herself to 

keep them in sight. The policeman assigned to her was plodding along like a sleepy sea turtle. 

He'd keep her in sight. Most of the others remained in a tight group, fascinated but cautious. The 

thin American gave her a wide-eyed look that was a combination of pleasure and nerves and 

stuck close by her side. To help him relax, Liz touched his shoulder and pointed up. In an easy 

motion, she turned on her back so that she faced the surface. Sunlight streaked thinly through the 

water. The hull of the dive boat was plainly visible. He nodded and followed her down. 

Fish streamed by, some in waves, some on their own. Though the sand was white, the water 

clear, there was a montage of color. Brain coral rose up in sturdy mounds, the color of saffron. 

Sea fans, as delicate as lace, waved pink and purple in the current. She signaled to her 

companion and watched a school of coral sweepers, shivering with metallic tints, turn as a unit 

and skim through staghorn coral. 



It was a world she understood as well, perhaps better, than the one on the surface. Here, in the 

silence, Liz often found the peace of mind that eluded her from day to day. The scientific names 

of the fish and formations they passed were no strangers to her. Once she'd studied them 

diligently, with dreams of solving mysteries and bringing the beauty of the world of the sea to 

others. That had been another life. Now she coached tourists and gave them, for hourly rates, 

something memorable to take home after a vacation. It was enough. 

Amused, she watched an angelfish busy itself by swallowing the bubbles rising toward the 

surface. To entertain her students, she poked at a small damselfish. The pugnacious male clung 

to his territory and nipped at her. To the right, she saw sand kick up and cloud the water. 

Signaling for caution, Liz pointed out the platelike ray that skimmed away, annoyed by the 

intrusion. 

The new husband showed off a bit, turning slow somersaults for his wife. As divers gained 

confidence, they spread out a little farther. Only her bodyguard and the nervous American stayed 

within an arm span at all times. Throughout the thirty-minute dive, Liz circled the group, 

watching individual divers. By the time the lesson was over, she was satisfied that her customers 

had gotten their money's worth. This was verified when they surfaced. 

"Great!" A British businessman on his first trip to Mexico clambered back onto the deck. His 

face was reddened by the sun but he didn't seem to mind. "When can we go down again?" 

With a laugh, Liz helped other passengers on board. "You have to balance your down time with 

your surface time. But we'll go down again." 

"What was that feathery-looking stuff?" someone else asked. "It grows like a bush." 

"It's a gorgonian, from the Gorgons of mythology." She slipped off her tanks and flexed her 

muscles. "If you remember, the Gorgons had snakes for hair. The whip gorgonian has a resilient 

skeletal structure and undulates like a snake with the current." 

More questions were tossed out, more answers supplied. Liz noticed the American who'd stayed 

with her, sitting by himself, smiling a little. Liz moved around gear then dropped down beside 

him. 

"You did very well." 

"Yeah?" He looked a little dazed as he shrugged his shoulders. "I liked it, but I gotta admit, I felt 

better knowing you were right there. You sure know what you're doing." 

"I've been at it a long time." 

He sat back, unzipping his wet suit to his waist. "I don't mean to be nosy, but I wondered about 

you. You're American, aren't you?" 

It had been asked before. Liz combed her fingers through her wet hair. "That's right." 



"From?" 

"Houston." 

"No kidding." His eyes lit up. "Hell, I went to school in Texas. Texas A and M." 

"Really?" The little tug she felt rarely came and went. "So did I, briefly." 

"Small world," he said, pleased with himself. "I like Texas. Got a few friends in Houston. I don't 

suppose you know the Dresscots?" 

"No." 

"Well, Houston isn't exactly small-town U.S.A." He stretched out long, skinny legs that were 

shades paler than his arms but starting to tan. "So you went to Texas A and M." 

"That's right." 

"What'd you study?" 

She smiled and looked out to sea. "Marine biology." 

"Guess that fits." 

"And you?" 

"Accounting." He flashed his grin again. "Pretty dry stuff. That's why I always take a long 

breather after tax time." 

"Well, you chose a great place to take it. Ready to go down again?" 

He took a long breath as if to steady himself. "Yeah. Hey, listen, how about a drink after we get 

back in?" 

He was attractive in a mild sort of way, pleasant enough. She gave him an apologetic smile as 

she rose. "It sounds nice, but I'm tied up." 

"I'll be around for a couple of weeks. Some other time?" 

"Maybe. Let's check your gear." 

By the time the dive boat chugged into shore, the afternoon was waning. Her customers, most of 

them pleased with themselves, wandered off to change for dinner or spread out on the beach. 

Only a few loitered near the boat, including her bodyguard and the accountant from America. It 

occurred to Liz that she might have been a bit brisk with him. 



"I hope you enjoyed yourself, Mr.…" 

"Trydent. But it's Scott, and I did. I might just try it again." 

Liz smiled at him as she helped Luis and another of her employees unload the boat. "That's what 

we're here for." 

"You, ah, ever give private lessons?" 

Liz caught the look. Perhaps she hadn't been brisk enough. "On occasion." 

"Then maybe we could—" 

"Hey, there, missy." 

Liz shaded her eyes. "Mr. Ambuckle." 

He stood on the little walkway, his legs bulging out of the short wet suit. What hair he had was 

sleeked wetly back. Beside him, his wife stood wearily in a bathing suit designed to slim down 

wide hips. "Just got back in!" he shouted. "Had a full day of it." 

He seemed enormously pleased with himself. His wife looked at Liz and rolled her eyes. "Maybe 

I should take you out as crew, Mr. Ambuckle." 

He laughed, slapping his side. "Guess I'd rather dive than anything." He glanced at his wife and 

patted her shoulder. "Almost anything. Gotta trade in these tanks, honey, and get me some fresh 

ones." 

"Going out again?" 

"Tonight. Can't talk the missus into it." 

"I'm crawling into bed with a good book," she told Liz. "The only water I want to see is in the 

tub." 

With a laugh, Liz jumped down to the walkway. "At the moment, I feel the same way. Oh, Mr. 

and Mrs. Ambuckle, this is Scott Trydent. He just took his first dive." 

"Well now." Expansive, Ambuckle slapped him on the back. "How'd you like it?" 

"Well, I—" 

"Nothing like it, is there? You want try it at night, boy. Whole different ball game at night." 

"I'm sure, but—" 



"Gotta trade in these tanks." After slapping Scott's back again, Ambuckle hefted his tanks and 

waddled off toward the shop. 

"Obsessed," Mrs. Ambuckle said, casting her eyes to the sky. "Don't let him get started on you, 

Mr. Trydent. You'll never get any peace." 

"No, I won't. Nice meeting you, Mrs. Ambuckle." Obviously bemused, Scott watched her 

wander back toward the hotel. "Quite a pair." 

"That they are." Liz lifted her own tanks. She stored them separately from her rental equipment. 

"Goodbye, Mr. Trydent." 

"Scott," he said again. "About that drink—" 

"Thanks anyway," Liz said pleasantly and left him standing on the walkway. "Everything in?" 

she asked Luis as she stepped into the shop. 

"Checking it off now. One of the regulators is acting up." 

"Set it aside for Jose to look at." As a matter of habit, she moved into the back to fill her tanks 

before storage. "All the boats are in, Luis. We shouldn't have too much more business now. You 

and the rest can go on as soon as everything's checked in. I'll close up." 

"I don't mind staying." 

"You closed up last night," she reminded him. "What do you want?" She tossed a grin over her 

shoulder. "Overtime? Go on home, Luis. You can't tell me you don't have a date." 

He ran a fingertip over his mustache. "As a matter of fact…" 

"A hot date?" Liz lifted a brow as air hissed into her tank. 

"Is there any other kind?" 

Chuckling, Liz straightened. She noticed Ambuckle trudging across the sand with his fresh tanks. 

Her other employees talked among themselves as the last of the gear was stored. "Well, go make 

yourself beautiful then. The only thing I have a date with is the account books." 

"You work too much," Luis mumbled. 

Surprised, Liz turned back to him. "Since when?" 

"Since always. It gets worse every time you send Faith back to school. Better off if she was 

here." 



That her voice cooled only slightly was a mark of her affection for Luis. "No, she's happy in 

Houston with my parents. If I thought she wasn't, she wouldn't be there." 

"She's happy, sure. What about you?" 

Her brows drew together as she picked her keys from a drawer. "Do I look unhappy?" 

"No." Tentatively, he touched her shoulder. He'd known Liz for years, and understood there were 

boundaries she wouldn't let anyone cross. "But you don't look happy either. How come you don't 

give one of these rich American tourists a spin? That one on the boat—his eyes popped out every 

time he looked at you." 

The exaggeration made her laugh, so she patted his cheek. "So you think a rich American tourist 

is the road to happiness?" 

"Maybe a handsome Mexican." 

"I'll think about it—after the summer season. Go home," she ordered. 

"I'm going." Luis pulled a T-shirt over his chest. "You look out for that Jonas Sharpe," he added. 

"He's got a different kind of look in his eyes." 

Liz waved him off. "Hasta luego." 

When the shop was empty, Liz stood, jingling her keys and looking out onto the beach. People 

traveled in couples, she noted, from the comfortably married duo stretched out on lounge chairs, 

to the young man and woman curled together on a beach towel. Was it an easy feeling, she 

wondered, to be half of a set? Or did you automatically lose part of yourself when you joined 

with another? 

She'd always thought of her parents as separate people, yet when she thought of one, the other 

came quickly to mind. Would it be a comfort to know you could reach out your hand and 

someone else's would curl around it? 

She held out her own and remembered how hard, how strong, Jonas's had been. No, he wouldn't 

make a relationship a comfortable affair. Being joined with him would be demanding, even 

frightening. A woman would have to be strong enough to keep herself intact, and soft enough to 

allow herself to merge. A relationship with a man like Jonas would be a risk that would never 

ease. 

For a moment, she found herself dreaming of it, dreaming of what it had been like to be held 

close and kissed as though nothing and no one else existed. To be kissed like that always, to be 

held like that whenever the need moved you—it might be worth taking chances for. 



Stupid, she thought quickly, shaking herself out of it. Jonas wasn't looking for a partner, and she 

wasn't looking for a dream. Circumstances had tossed them together temporarily. Both of them 

had to deal with their own realities. But she felt a sense of regret and a stirring of wishes. 

Because the feeling remained, just beyond her grasp, Liz concentrated hard on the little details 

that needed attending to before she could close up. The paperwork and the contents of the cash 

box were transferred to a canvas portfolio. She'd have to swing out of her way to make a night 

deposit, but she no longer felt safe taking the cash or the checks home. She spent an extra few 

minutes meticulously filling out a deposit slip. 

It wasn't until she'd picked up her keys again that she remembered her tanks. Tucking the 

portfolio under the counter, she turned to deal with her own gear. 

It was perhaps her only luxury. She'd spent more on her personal equipment than she had on all 

the contents of her closet and dresser. To Liz, the wet suit was more exciting than any French 

silks. All her gear was kept separate from the shop's inventory. Unlocking the door to the closet, 

Liz hung up her wet suit, stored her mask, weight belt, regulator. Her knife was sheathed and set 

on a shelf. After setting her tanks side by side, she shut the door and prepared to lock it again. 

After she'd taken two steps away she looked down at the keys again. Without knowing precisely 

why, she moved each one over the ring and identified it. 

The shop door, the shop window, her bike, the lock for the chain, the cash box, the front and 

back doors of her house, her storage room. Eight keys for eight locks. But there was one more on 

her ring, a small silver key that meant nothing to her at all. 

Puzzled, she counted off the keys again, and again found one extra. Why should there be a key 

on her ring that didn't belong to her? Closing her fingers over it, she tried to think if anyone had 

given her the key to hold. No, it didn't make sense. Brows drawn together, she studied the key 

again. Too small for a car or door key, she decided. It looked like the key to a locker, or a box 

or… Ridiculous, she decided on a long breath. It wasn't her key but it was on her ring. Why? 

Because someone put it there, she realized, and opened her hand again. Her keys were often 

tossed in the drawer at the shop for easy access for Luis or one of the other men. They needed to 

open the cash box. And Jerry had often worked in the shop alone. 

With a feeling of dread, Liz slipped the keys into her pocket. Jonas's words echoed in her head. 

"You're involved, whether you want to be or not." 

Liz closed the shop early. 

  

Jonas stepped into the dim bar to the scent of garlic and the wail of a squeaky jukebox. In 

Spanish, someone sang of endless love. He stood for a moment, letting his eyes adjust, then 

skimmed his gaze over the narrow booths. As agreed, Erika sat all the way in the back, in the 

corner. 



"You're late." She waved an unlit cigarette idly as he joined her. 

"I passed it the first time. This place isn't exactly on the tourist route." 

She closed her lips over the filter as Jonas lit her cigarette. "I wanted privacy." 

Jonas glanced around. There were two men at the bar, each deep in separate bottles. Another 

couple squeezed themselves together on one side of a booth. The rest of the bar was deserted. 

"You've got it." 

"But I don't have a drink." 

Jonas slid out from the booth and bought two drinks at the bar. He set tequila and lime in front of 

Erika and settled for club soda. "You said you had something for me." 

Erica twined a string of colored beads around her finger. "You said you would pay fifty for a 

name." 

In silence, Jonas took out his wallet. He set fifty on the table, but laid his hand over it. "You have 

the name." 

Erika smiled and sipped at her drink. "Maybe. Maybe you want it bad enough to pay another 

fifty." 

Jonas studied her coolly. This was the type his brother had always been attracted to. The kind of 

woman whose hard edge was just a bit obvious. He could give her another fifty, Jonas mused, 

but he didn't care to be taken for a sucker. Without a word, he picked up the bill and tucked it 

into his pocket. He was halfway out of the booth when Erika grabbed his arm. 

"Okay, don't get mad. Fifty." She sent him an easy smile as he settled back again. Erika had been 

around too long to let an opportunity slip away. "A girl has to make a living, sí? The name is 

Pablo Manchez— he's the one with the face." 

"Where can I find him?" 

"I don't know. You got the name." 

With a nod, Jonas took the bill out and passed it to her. Erika folded it neatly into her purse. "I'll 

tell you something else, because Jerry was a sweet guy." Her gaze skimmed the bar again as she 

leaned closer to Jonas. "This Manchez, he's bad. People got nervous when I asked about him. I 

heard he was mixed up in a couple of murders in Acapulco last year. He's paid, you know, to…" 

She made a gun out of her hand and pushed down her thumb. "When I hear that, I stop asking 

questions." 

"What about the other one, the American?" 



"Nothing. Nobody knows him. But if he hangs out with Manchez, he's not a Boy Scout." Erika 

tipped back her drink. "Jerry got himself in some bad business." 

"Yeah." 

"I'm sorry." She touched the bracelet on her wrist. "He gave me this. We had some good times." 

The air in the bar was stifling him. Jonas rose and hesitated only a moment before he took out 

another bill and set it next to her drink. "Thanks." 

Erika folded the bill as carefully as the first. "De nada." 

  

She'd wanted him to be home. When Liz found the house empty, she made a fist over the keys in 

her hand and swore in frustration. She couldn't sit still; her nerves had been building all during 

the drive home. Outside, Moralas's evening shift was taking over. 

For how long? she wondered. How long would the police sit patiently outside her house and 

follow her through her daily routine? In her bedroom, Liz closed the canvas bag of papers and 

cash in her desk. She regretted not having a lock for it, as well. Sooner or later, she thought, 

Moralas would back off on the protection. Then where would she be? Liz looked down at the key 

again. She'd be alone, she told herself bluntly. She had to do something. 

On impulse, she started into her daughter's room. Perhaps Jerry had left a case, a box of some 

kind that the police had overlooked. Systematically she searched Faith's closet. When she found 

the little teddy bear with the worn ear, she brought it down from the shelf. She'd bought it for 

Faith before she'd been born. It was a vivid shade of purple, or had been so many years before. 

Now it was faded a bit, a little loose at the seams. The ear had been worn down to a nub because 

Faith had always carried him by it. They'd never named it, Liz recalled. Faith had merely called 

it mine and been satisfied. 

On a wave of loneliness that rocked her, Liz buried her face against the faded purple pile. "Oh, I 

miss you, baby," she murmured. "I don't know if I can stand it." 

"Liz?" 

On a gasp of surprise, Liz stumbled back against the closet door. When she saw Jonas, she put 

the bear behind her back. "I didn't hear you come in," she said, feeling foolish. 

"You were busy." He came toward her to gently pry the bear from her fingers. "He looks well 

loved." 

"He's old." She cleared her throat and took the toy back again. But she found it impossible to 

stick it back on the top shelf. "I keep meaning to sew up the seams before the stuffing falls out." 

She set the bear down on Faith's dresser. "You've been out." 



"Yes." He'd debated telling her of his meeting with Erika, and had decided to keep what he'd 

learned to himself, at least for now. "You're home early." 

"I found something." Liz reached in her pocket and drew out her keys. "This isn't mine." 

Jonas frowned at the key she indicated. "I don't know what you mean." 

"I mean this isn't my key, and I don't know how it got on my ring." 

"You just found it today?" 

"I found it today, but it could have been put on anytime. I don't think I would've noticed." With 

the vain hope of distancing herself, Liz unhooked it from the others and handed it to Jonas. "I 

keep these in a drawer at the shop when I'm there. At home, I usually toss them on the kitchen 

counter. I can't think of any reason for someone to put it with mine unless they wanted to hide 

it." 

Jonas examined the key. " 'The Purloined Letter,' " he murmured. 

"What?" 

"It was one of Jerry's favorite stories when we were kids. I remember when he tested out the 

theory by putting a book he'd bought for my father for Christmas on the shelf in the library." 

"So do you think it was his?" 

"I think it would be just his style." 

Liz picked up the bear again, finding it comforted her. "It doesn't do much good to have a key 

when you don't have the lock." 

"It shouldn't be hard to find it." He held the key up by the stem. "Do you know what it is?" 

"A key." Liz sat on Faith's bed. No, she hadn't distanced herself. The quicksand was bubbling 

again. 

"To a safe-deposit box." Jonas turned it over to read the numbers etched into the metal. 

"Do you think Captain Moralas can trace it?" 

"Eventually," Jonas murmured. The key was warm in his hand. It was the next step, he thought. 

It had to be. "But I'm not telling him about it." 

"Why?" 

"Because he'd want it, and I don't intend to give it to him until I open the lock myself." 



She recognized the look easily enough now. It was still revenge. Leaving the bear on her 

daughter's bed, Liz rose. "What are you going to do, go from bank to bank and ask if you can try 

the key out? You won't have to call the police, they will." 

"I've got some connections—and I've got the serial number." Jonas pocketed the key. "With luck, 

I'll have the name of the bank by tomorrow afternoon. You may have to take a couple of days 

off." 

"I can't take a couple of days off, and if I could, why should I need to?" 

"We're going to Acapulco." 

She started to make some caustic comment, then stopped. "Because Jerry told Erika he'd had 

business there?" 

"If Jerry was mixed up in something, and he had something important or valuable, he'd tuck it 

away. A safe-deposit box in Acapulco makes sense." 

"Fine. If that's what you believe, have a nice trip." She started to brush past him. Jonas only had 

to shift his body to bar the door. 

"We go together." 

The word "together" brought back her thoughts on couples and comfort. And it made her 

remember her conclusion about Jonas. "Look, Jonas, I can't drop everything and follow you on 

some wild-goose chase. Acapulco is very cosmopolitan. You won't need an interpreter." 

"The key was on your ring. The knife was at your throat. I want you where I can see you." 

"Concerned?" Her face hardened, muscle by muscle. "You're not concerned with me, Jonas. And 

you're certainly not concerned about me. The only thing you care about is your revenge. I don't 

want any part of it, or you." 

He took her by the shoulders until she was backed against the door. "We both know that's not 

true. We've started something." His gaze skimmed down, lingered on her lips. "And it's not going 

to stop until we're both finished with it." 

"I don't know what you're talking about." 

"Yes, you do." He pressed closer so that their bodies met and strained, one against the other. He 

pressed closer to prove something, perhaps only to himself. "Yes, you do," he repeated. "I came 

here to do something, and I intend to do it. I don't give a damn if you call it revenge." 

Her heart was beating lightly at her throat. She wouldn't call it fear. But his eyes were cold and 

close. "What else?" 



"Justice." 

She felt an uncomfortable twinge, remembering her own feelings on justice. "You're not using 

your law books, Jonas." 

"Law doesn't always equal justice. I'm going to find out what happened to my brother and why." 

He skimmed his hand over her face and tangled his fingers in her hair. He didn't find silk and 

satin, but a woman of strength. "But there's more now. I look at you and I want you." He reached 

out, taking her face in his hand so that she had no choice but to look directly at him. "I hold you 

and I forget what I have to do. Damn it, you're in my way." 

At the end of the words, his mouth was crushed hard on hers. He hadn't meant to. He hadn't had a 

choice. Before he'd been gentle with her because the look in her eyes requested it. Now he was 

rough, desperate, because the power of his own needs demanded it. 

He frightened her. She'd never known fear could be a source of exhilaration. As her heart 

pounded in her throat, she let him pull her closer, still closer to the edge. He dared her to jump 

off, to let herself tumble down into the unknown. To risk. 

His mouth drew desperately from hers, seeking passion, seeking submission, seeking strength. 

He wanted it all. He wanted it mindlessly from her. His hands were reaching for her as if they'd 

always done so. When he found her, she stiffened, resisted, then melted so quickly that it was 

nearly impossible to tell one mood from the next. She smelled of the sea and tasted of innocence, 

a combination of mystery and sweetness that drove him mad. 

Forgetting everything but her, he drew her toward the bed and fulfillment. 

"No." Liz pushed against him, fighting to bring herself back. They were in her daughter's room. 

"Jonas, this is wrong." 

He took her by the shoulders. "Damn it, it may be the only thing that's right." 

She shook her head, and though unsteady, backed away. His eyes weren't cold now. A woman 

might dream of having a man look at her with such fire and need. A woman might toss all 

caution aside if only to have a man want her with such turbulent desire. She couldn't. 

"Not for me. I don't want this, Jonas." She reached up to push back her hair. "I don't want to feel 

like this." 

He took her hand before she could back away. His head was swimming. There had been no other 

time, no other place, no other woman that had come together to make him ache. "Why?" 

"I don't make the same mistake twice." 

"This is now, Liz." 



"And it's my life." She took a long, cleansing breath and found she could face him squarely. "I'll 

go with you to Acapulco because the sooner you have what you want, the sooner you'll go." She 

gripped her hands together tightly, the only outward sign that she was fighting herself. "You 

know Moralas will have us followed." 

He had his own battles to fight. "I'll deal with that." 

Liz nodded because she was sure he would. "Do what you have to do. I'll make arrangements for 

Luis to take over the shop for a day or two." 

When she left him alone, Jonas closed his hands over the key again. It would open a lock, he 

thought. But there was another lock that mystified and frustrated him. Idly, he picked up the bear 

Liz had left on the bed. He looked from it to the key in his hand. Somehow he'd have to find a 

way to bring them together. 

Chapter 6 

« ^ » 

 

Acapulco wasn't the Mexico Liz understood and loved. It wasn't the Mexico she'd fled to a 

decade before, nor where she'd made her home. It was sophisticated and ultra modern with 

spiraling high-rise hotels crowded together and gleaming in tropical sunlight. It was swimming 

pools and trendy shops. Perhaps it was the oldest resort in Mexico, and boasted countless 

restaurants and nightclubs, but Liz preferred the quietly rural atmosphere of her own island. 

Still she had to admit there was something awesome about the city, cupped in the mountains and 

kissed by a magnificent bay. She'd lived all her life in flat land, from Houston to Cozumel. The 

mountains made everything else seem smaller, and somehow protected. Over the water, colorful 

parachutes floated, allowing the adventurous a bird's-eye view and a stunning ride. She 

wondered fleetingly if skimming through the sky would be as liberating as skimming through the 

water. 

The streets were crowded and noisy, exciting in their own way. It occurred to her that she'd seen 

more people in the hour since they'd landed at the airport than she might in a week on Cozumel. 

Liz stepped out of the cab and wondered if she'd have time to check out any of the dive shops. 

Jonas had chosen the hotel methodically. It was luxuriously expensive—just Jerry's style. The 

villas overlooked the Pacific and were built directly into the mountainside. Jonas took a suite, 

pocketed the key and left the luggage to the bellman. 

"We'll go to the bank now." It had taken him two days to match the key with a name. He wasn't 

going to waste any more time. 
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Liz followed him out onto the street. True, she hadn't come to enjoy herself, but a look at their 

rooms and a bite of lunch didn't seem so much to ask. Jonas was already climbing into a cab. "I 

don't suppose you'd considered making that a request." 

He gave her a brief look as she slammed the cab door. "No." After giving the driver their 

direction, Jonas settled back. He could understand Jerry drifting to Acapulco, with its jet-set 

flavor, frantic nightlife and touches of luxury. When Jerry landed in a place for more than a day, 

it was a city that had the atmosphere of New York, London, Chicago. Jerry had never been 

interested in the rustic, serene atmosphere of a spot like Cozumel. So since he'd gone there, 

stayed there, he'd had a purpose. In Acapulco, Jonas would find out what it was. 

As to the woman beside him, he didn't have a clue. Was she caught up in the circumstances 

formed before they'd ever met, or was he dragging her in deeper than he had a right to? She sat 

beside him, silent and a little sulky. Probably thinking about her shop, Jonas decided, and wished 

he could send her safely back to it. He wished he could turn around, go back to the villa and 

make love with her until they were both sated. 

She shouldn't have appealed to him at all. She wasn't witty, flawlessly polished or classically 

beautiful. But she did appeal to him, so much so that he was spending his nights awake and 

restless, and his days on the edge of frustration. He wanted her, wanted to fully explore the tastes 

of passion she'd given him. He wanted to arouse her until she couldn't think of accounts or 

customers or schedules. Perhaps it was a matter of wielding power—he could no longer be sure. 

But mostly, inexplicably, he wanted to erase the memory of how she'd looked when he'd walked 

into her daughter's room and found her clutching a stuffed bear. 

When the cab rolled up in front of the bank, Liz stepped out on the curb without a word. There 

were shops across the streets, boutiques where she could see bright, wonderful dresses on 

cleverly posed mannequins. Even with the distance, she caught the gleam and glimmer of 

jewelry. A limousine rolled by, with smoked glass windows and quiet engine. Liz looked beyond 

the tall, glossy buildings to the mountains, and space. 

"I suppose this is the sort of place that appeals to you." 

He'd watched her survey. She didn't have to speak for him to understand that she'd compared 

Acapulco with her corner of Mexico and found Acapulco lacking. "Under certain 

circumstances." Taking her arm, Jonas led her inside. 

The bank was, as banks should be, quiet and sedate. Clerks wore neat suits and polite smiles. 

What conversation there was, was carried on in murmurs. Jerry, he thought, had always preferred 

the ultraconservative in storing his money, just as he'd preferred the wild in spending it. Without 

hesitation, Jonas strolled over to the most attractive teller. "Good afternoon." 

She glanced up. It only took a second for her polite smile to brighten. "Mr. Sharpe, Buenos días. 

It's nice to see you again." 



Beside him, Liz stiffened. He's been here before, she thought. Why hadn't he told her? She sent a 

long, probing look his way. Just what game was he playing? 

"It's nice to see you." He leaned against the counter, urbane and, she noted, flirtatious. The little 

tug of jealousy was as unexpected as it was unwanted. "I wondered if you'd remember me." 

The teller blushed before she glanced cautiously toward her supervisor. "Of course. How can I 

help you today?" 

Jonas took the key out of his pocket. "I'd like to get into my box." He simply turned and stopped 

Liz with a look when she started to speak. 

"I'll arrange that for you right away." The teller took a form, dated it and passed it to Jonas. "If 

you'll just sign here." 

Jonas took her pen and casually dashed off a signature. Liz read: Jeremiah C. Sharpe. Though 

she looked up quickly, Jonas was smiling at the teller. Because her supervisor was hovering 

nearby, the teller stuck to procedure and checked the signature against the card in the files. They 

matched perfectly. 

"This way, Mr. Sharpe." 

"Isn't that illegal?" Liz murmured as the teller led them from the main lobby. 

"Yes." Jonas gestured for her to proceed him through the doorway. 

"And does it make me an accessory?" 

He smiled at her, waiting while the teller drew the long metal box from its slot. "Yes. If there's 

any trouble, I'll recommend a good lawyer." 

"Great. All I need's another lawyer." 

"You can use this booth, Mr. Sharpe. Just ring when you're finished." 

"Thanks." Jonas nudged Liz inside, shut, then locked, the door. 

"How did you know?" 

"Know what?" Jonas set the box on a table. 

"To go to that clerk? When she first spoke to you, I thought you'd been here before." 

"There were three men and two women. The other woman was into her fifties. As far as Jerry 

would've been concerned, there would have been only one clerk there." 



That line of thinking was clear enough, but his actions weren't. "You signed his name perfectly." 

Key in hand, Jonas looked at her. "He was part of me. If we were in the same room, I could have 

told you what he was thinking. Writing his name is as easy as writing my own." 

"And was it the same for him?" 

It could still hurt, quickly and unexpectedly. "Yes, it was the same for him." 

But Liz remembered Jerry's good-natured description of his brother as a stuffed shirt. The man 

Liz was beginning to know didn't fit. "I wonder if you understood each other as well as both of 

you thought." She looked down at the box again. None of her business, she thought, and wished 

it were as true as she'd once believed. "I guess you'd better open it." 

He slipped the key into the lock, then turned it soundlessly. When he drew back the lid, Liz 

could only stare. She'd never seen so much money in her life. It sat in neat stacks, tidily banded, 

crisply American. Unable to resist, Liz reached out to touch. 

"God, it looks like thousands." She swallowed. "Hundreds of thousands." 

His face expressionless, Jonas flipped through the stacks. The booth became as quiet as a tomb. 

"Roughly three hundred thousand, in twenties and fifties." 

"Do you think he stole it?" she murmured, too overwhelmed to notice Jonas's hands tighten on 

the money. "This must be the money the man who broke into my house wanted." 

"I'm sure it is." Jonas set down a stack of bills and picked up a small bag. "But he didn't steal it." 

He forced his emotions to freeze. "I'm afraid he earned it." 

"How?" she demanded. "No one earns this kind of money in a matter of days, and I'd swear Jerry 

was nearly broke when I hired him. I know Luis lent him ten thousand pesos before his first 

paycheck." 

"I'm sure he was." He didn't bother to add that he'd wired his brother two hundred before Jerry 

had left New Orleans. Carefully, Jonas reached under the stack of money and pulled out a small 

plastic bag, dipped in a finger and tasted. But he'd already known. 

"What is that?" 

His face expressionless, Jonas sealed the bag. He couldn't allow himself any more grief. 

"Cocaine." 

Horrified, Liz stared at the bag. "I don't understand. He lived in my house. I'd have known if he 

were using drugs." 



Jonas wondered if she realized just how innocent she was of the darker side of humanity. Until 

that moment, he hadn't fully realized just how intimate he was with it. "Maybe, maybe not. In 

any case, Jerry wasn't into this sort of thing. At least not for himself." 

Liz sat down slowly. "You mean he sold it?" 

"Dealt drugs?" Jonas nearly smiled. "No, that wouldn't have been exciting enough." In the corner 

of the box was a small black address book. Jonas took it out to leaf through it. "But smuggling," 

he murmured. "Jerry could have justified smuggling. Action, intrigue and fast money." 

Her mind was whirling as she tried to focus back on the man she'd known so briefly. Liz had 

thought she'd understood him, categorized him, but he was more of a stranger now than when 

he'd been alive. It didn't seem to matter anymore who or what Jerry Sharpe had been. But the 

man in front of her mattered. "And you?" she asked. "Can you justify it?" 

He glanced down at her, over the book in his hands. His eyes were cold, so cold that she could 

read nothing in them at all. Without answering, Jonas went back to the book. 

"He'd listed initials, dates, times and some numbers. It looks as though he made five thousand a 

drop. Ten drops." 

Liz glanced over at the money again. It no longer seemed crisp and neat but ugly and ill used. 

"That only makes fifty thousand. You said there was three hundred." 

"That's right." Plus a bag of uncut cocaine with a hefty street value. Jonas took out his own book 

and copied down the pages from his brother's. 

"What are we going to do with this?" 

"Nothing." 

"Nothing?" Liz rose again, certain she'd stepped into a dream. "Do you mean just leave it here? 

Just leave it here in this box and walk away?" 

With the last of the numbers copied, Jonas replaced his brother's book. "Exactly." 

"Why did we come if we're not going to do anything with it?" 

He slipped his own book into his jacket. "To find it." 

"Jonas." Before he could close the lid she had her hand on his wrist. "You have to take it to the 

police. To Captain Moralas." 

In a deliberate gesture, he removed her hand, then picked up the bag of coke. She understood 

rejection and braced herself against it. But it wasn't rejection she saw in his face; it was fury. 



"You want to take this on the plane, Liz? Any idea on what the penalty is in Mexico for carrying 

controlled substances?" 

"No." 

"And you don't want to." He closed the lid, locked it. "For now, just forget you saw anything. I'll 

handle this in my own way." 

"No." 

His emotions were raw and tangled, his patience thin. "Don't push me, Liz." 

"Push you?" Infuriated, she grabbed his shirt-front and planted her feet. "You've pushed me for 

days. Pushed me right into the middle of something that's so opposed to the way I've lived I can't 

even take it all in. Now that I'm over my head in drug smuggling and something like a quarter of 

a million dollars, you tell me to forget it. What do you expect me to do, go quietly back and rent 

tanks? Maybe you've finished using me now, Jonas, but I'm not ready to be brushed aside. 

There's a murderer out there who thinks I know where the money is." She stopped as her skin 

iced over. "And now I do." 

"That's just it," Jonas said quietly. For the second time, he removed her hands, but this time he 

held on to her wrists. Frightened, he thought. He was sure her pulse beat with fear as well as 

anger. "Now you do. The best thing for you to do now is stay out of it, let them focus on me." 

"Just how am I supposed to do that?" 

The anger was bubbling closer, the anger he'd wanted to lock in the box with what had caused it. 

"Go to Houston, visit your daughter." 

"How can I?" she demanded in a whisper that vibrated in the little room. "They might follow 

me." She looked down at the long, shiny box. "They would follow me. I won't risk my daughter's 

safety." 

She was right, and because he knew it, Jonas wanted to rage. He was boxed in, trapped between 

love and loyalty and right and wrong. Justice and the law. "We'll talk to Moralas when we get 

back." He picked up the box again, hating it. 

"Where are we going now?" 

Jonas unlocked the door. "To get a drink." 

  

Rather than going with Jonas to the lounge, Liz took some time for herself. Because she felt he 

owed her, she went into the hotel's boutique, found a simple one-piece bathing suit and charged 

it to the room. She hadn't packed anything but a change of clothes and toiletries. If she was stuck 



in Acapulco for the rest of the evening, she was going to enjoy the private pool each villa 

boasted. 

The first time she walked into the suite, she was dumbfounded. Her parents had been reasonably 

successful, and she'd been raised in a quietly middle-class atmosphere. Nothing had prepared her 

for the sumptuousness of the two-bedroom suite overlooking the Pacific. Her feet sank cozily 

into the carpet. Softly colored paintings were spaced along ivory-papered walls. The sofa, done 

in grays and greens and blues, was big enough for two to sprawl on for a lazy afternoon nap. 

She found a phone in the bathroom next to a tub so wide and deep that she was almost tempted to 

take her dip there. The sink was a seashell done in the palest of pinks. 

So this is how the rich play, she mused as she wandered to the bedroom where her overnight bag 

was set at the end of a bed big enough for three. The drapes of her balcony were open so that she 

could see the tempestuous surf of the Pacific hurl up and spray. She pulled the glass doors open, 

wanting the noise. 

This was the sort of world Marcus had told her of so many years before. He'd made it seem like a 

fairy tale with gossamer edges. Liz had never seen his home, had never been permitted to, but 

he'd described it to her. The white pillars, the white balconies, the staircase that curved up and 

up. There were servants to bring you tea in the afternoons, a stable where grooms waited to 

saddle glossy horses. Champagne was drunk from French crystal. It had been a fairy tale, and she 

hadn't wanted it for herself. She had only wanted him. 

A young girl's foolishness, Liz thought now. In her naive way, she'd made a prince out of a man 

who was weak and selfish and spoiled. But over the years she had thought of the house he'd 

talked of and pictured her daughter on those wide, curving stairs. That had been her sense of 

justice. 

The image wasn't as clear now, not now that she'd seen wealth in a long metal box and 

understood where it had come from. Not when she'd seen Jonas's eyes when he'd spoken of his 

kind of justice. That hadn't been a fairy tale with gossamer edges, but grimly real. She had some 

thinking to do. But before she could plan for the rest of her life, and for her daughter's, she had to 

get through the moment. 

Jonas. She was bound to him through no choice of her own. And perhaps he was bound to her in 

the same way. Was that the reason she was drawn to him? Because they were trapped in the 

same puzzle? If she could only explain it away, maybe she could stop the needs that kept 

swimming through her. If she could only explain it away, maybe she would be in control again. 

But how could she explain the feelings she'd experienced on the silent cab ride back to the hotel? 

She had had to fight the desire to put her arms around him, to offer comfort when nothing in his 

manner had indicated he needed or wanted it. There were no easy answers—no answers at all to 

the fact that she was slowly, inevitably falling in love with him. 



It was time to admit that, she decided, because you could never face anything until it was 

admitted. You could never solve anything until it was faced. She'd lived by that rule years before 

during the biggest crisis of her life. It still held true. 

So she loved him, or very nearly loved him. She was no longer naive enough to believe that love 

was the beginning of any answer. He would hurt her. There were no it's about that. He'd steal 

from her the one thing she'd managed to hold fast to for ten years. And once he'd taken her heart, 

what would it mean to him? She shook her head. No more than such things ever mean to those 

who take them. 

Jonas Sharpe was a man on a mission, and she was no more to him than a map. He was ruthless 

in his own patient way. When he had finished what he'd come to do, he would turn away from 

her, go back to his life in Philadelphia and never think of her again. 

Some women, Liz thought, were doomed to pick the men who could hurt them the most. Making 

her mind a blank, Liz stripped and changed to her bathing suit. But Jonas, thoughts of Jonas, kept 

slipping through the barriers. 

Maybe if she talked to Faith—if she could touch her greatest link with normality, things would 

snap back into focus. On impulse, Liz picked up the phone beside her bed and began the process 

of placing the call. Faith would just be home from school, Liz calculated, growing more excited 

as she heard the clinks and buzzes on the receiver. When the phone began to ring, she sat on the 

bed. She was already smiling. 

"Hello?" 

"Mom?" Liz felt the twin surges of pleasure and guilt as she heard her mother's voice. "It's Liz." 

"Liz!" Rose Palmer felt identical surges. "We didn't expect to hear from you. Your last letter just 

came this morning. Nothing's wrong, is it?" 

"No, no, nothing's wrong." Everything's wrong. "I just wanted to talk to Faith." 

"Oh, Liz, I'm so sorry. Faith's not here. She has her piano lesson today." 

The letdown came, but she braced herself against it. "I forgot." Tears threatened, but she forced 

them back. "She likes the lessons, doesn't she?" 

"She loves them. You should hear her play. Remember when you were taking them?" 

"I had ten thumbs." She managed to smile. "I wanted to thank you for sending the pictures. She 

looks so grown up. Momma, is she… looking forward to coming back?" 

Rose heard the need, felt the ache. She wished, not for the first time, that her daughter was close 

enough to hold. "She's marking off the days on her calendar. She bought you a present." 



Liz had to swallow. "She did?" 

"It's supposed to be a surprise, so don't tell her I told you." 

"I won't." She dashed tears away, grateful she could keep her voice even. It hurt, but was also a 

comfort to be able to speak to someone who knew and understood Faith as she did. "I miss her. 

The last few weeks always seem the hardest." 

Her voice wasn't as steady as she thought—and a mother hears what others don't. "Liz, why don't 

you come home? Spend the rest of the month here while she's in school?" 

"No, I can't. How's Dad?" 

Rose fretted impatiently at the change of subject, then subsided. She'd never known anyone as 

thoroughly stubborn as her daughter. Unless it was her granddaughter. "He's fine. Looking 

forward to coming down and doing some diving." 

"We'll take one of the boats out—just the four of us. Tell Faith I…tell her I called," she finished 

lamely. 

"Of course I will. Why don't I have her call you back when she gets home? The car pool drops 

her off at five." 

"No. No, I'm not home. I'm in Acapulco—on business." Liz let out a long breath to steady 

herself. "Just tell her I miss her and I'll be waiting at the airport. You know I appreciate 

everything you're doing. I just—" 

"Liz." Rose interrupted gently. "We love Faith. And we love you." 

"I know." Liz pressed her fingers to her eyes. She did know, but was never quite sure what to do 

about it. "I love you, too. It's just that sometimes things get so mixed up." 

"Are you all right?" 

She dropped her hand again, and her eyes were dry. "I will be when you get there. Tell Faith I'm 

marking off the days too." 

"I will." 

"Bye, Momma." 

She hung up and sat until the churning emptiness had run its course. If she'd had more 

confidence in her parents' support, more trust in their love, would she have fled the States and 

started a new life on her own? Liz dragged a hand through her hair. She'd never be sure of that, 

nor could she dwell on it. She'd burned her own bridges. The only thing that was important was 

Faith, and her happiness. 



  

An hour later, Jonas found her at the pool. She swam laps in long, smooth strokes, her body 

limber. She seemed tireless, and oddly suited to the private luxury. Her suit was a flashy red, but 

the cut so simple that it relied strictly on the form it covered for style. 

He counted twenty laps before she stopped, and wondered how many she'd completed before 

he'd come down. It seemed to him as if she swam to drain herself of some tension or sorrow, and 

that with each lap she'd come closer to succeeding. Waiting, he watched her tip her head back in 

the water so that her hair slicked back. The marks on her neck had faded. As she stood, water 

skimmed her thigh. 

"I've never seen you relaxed," Jonas commented. But even as he said the words, he could see her 

muscles tense again. She turned away from her contemplation of the mountains and looked at 

him. 

He was tired, she realized, and wondered if she should have seen it before. There was a 

weariness around his eyes that hadn't been there that morning. He hadn't changed his clothes, and 

had his hands tucked into the pockets of bone-colored slacks. She wondered if he'd been up to 

the suite at all. 

"I didn't bring a suit with me." Liz pushed against the side of the pool and hitched herself out. 

Water rained from her. "I charged this one to the room." 

The thighs were cut nearly to the waist. Jonas caught himself wondering just how the skin would 

feel there. "It's nice." 

Liz picked up her towel. "It was expensive." 

He only lifted a brow. "I could deduct it from the rent." 

Her lips curved a little as she rubbed her hair dry. "No, you can't. But since you're a lawyer, I 

imagine you can find a way to deduct it from something else. I saved the receipt." 

He hadn't thought he could laugh. "I appreciate it. You know, I get the impression you don't 

think much of lawyers." 

Something came and went in her eyes. "I try not to think of them at all." 

Taking the towel from her, he gently dried her face. "Faith's father's a lawyer?" 

Without moving, she seemed to shift away from him. "Leave it alone, Jonas." 

"You don't." 



"Actually I do, most of the time. Maybe it's been on my mind the past few weeks, but that's my 

concern." 

He draped the towel around her shoulders and, holding the ends, drew her closer. "I'd like you to 

tell me about it." 

It was his voice, she thought, so calm, so persuasive, that nearly had her opening both mind and 

heart. She could almost believe as she looked at him that he really wanted to know, to 

understand. The part of her that was already in love with him needed to believe he might care. 

"Why?" 

"I don't know. Maybe it's that look that comes into your eyes. It makes a man want to stroke it 

away." 

Her chin came up a fraction. "There's no need to feel sorry for me." 

"I don't think sympathy's the right word." Abruptly weary, he dropped his forehead to hers. He 

was tired of fighting demons, of trying to find answers. "Damn." 

Uncertain, she stood very still. "Are you all right?" 

"No. No, I'm not." He moved away from her to walk to the end of the path where a plot of tiny 

orange flowers poked up through white gravel. "A lot of things you said today were true. A lot of 

things you've said all along are true. I can't do anything about them." 

"I don't know what you want me to say now." 

"Nothing." Hideously tired, he ran both hands over his face. "I'm trying to live with the fact that 

my brother's dead, and that he was murdered because he decided to make some easy money 

drug-trafficking. He had a good brain, but he always chose to use it in the wrong way. Every 

time I look in the mirror, I wonder why." 

Liz was beside him before she could cut off her feelings. He hurt. It was the first time she'd seen 

below the surface to the pain. She knew what it was like to live with pain. "He was different, 

Jonas. I don't think he was bad, just weak. Mourning him is one thing—blaming yourself for 

what he did, or for what happened to him, is another." 

He hadn't known he needed comfort, but her hand resting on him had something inside him 

slowly uncurling. "I was the only one who could reach him, keep him on some kind of level. 

There came a point where I just got tired of running both our lives." 

"Do you really believe you could have prevented him from doing what he did?" 

"Maybe. That's something else I have to live with." 



"Just a minute." She took his shirtfront in much the same way she had that afternoon. There was 

no sympathy now, but annoyance on her face. He hadn't known he needed that, as well. "You 

were brothers, twins, but you were separate people. Jerry wasn't a child to be guided and 

supervised. He was a grown man who made his decisions." 

"That's the trouble. Jerry never grew up." 

"And you did," she tossed back. "Are you going to punish yourself for it?" 

He'd been doing just that, Jonas realized. He'd gone home, buried his brother, comforted his 

parents and blamed himself for not preventing something he knew in his heart had been 

inevitable. "I have to find out who killed him, Liz. I can't set the rest aside until I do." 

"We'll find them." On impulse, she pressed her cheek to his. Sometimes the slightest human 

contact could wash away acres of pain. "Then it'll be over." 

He wasn't sure he wanted it to be, not all of it. He ran a hand down her arm, needing the touch of 

her skin. He found it chilled. "The sun's gone down." He wrapped the towel around her in a 

gesture that would have been mere politeness with another woman. With Liz, it was for 

protection. "You'd better get out of that wet suit. We'll have dinner." 

"Here?" 

"Sure. The restaurant's supposed to be one of the best." 

Liz thought of the elegance of their suite and the contents of her overnight bag. "I didn't bring 

anything to wear." 

He laughed and swung an arm around her. It was the first purely frivolous thing he'd heard her 

say. "Charge something else." 

"But—" 

"Don't worry, I've got the best crooked accountant in Philadelphia." 

Chapter 7 

« ^ » 

 

Because she'd been certain she would never sleep away from home, in a hotel bed, Liz was 

surprised to wake to full sunlight. Not only had she slept, she realized, she'd slept like a rock for 

eight hours and was rested and ready to go. True, it was just a little past six, and she had no 

business to run, but her body was tuned to wake at that hour. A trip to Acapulco didn't change 

that. 
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It had changed other things, she reminded herself as she stretched out in the too-big bed. Because 

of it, she'd become inescapably tangled in murder and smuggling. Putting the words together 

made her shake her head. In a movie, she might have enjoyed watching the melodrama. In a 

book, she'd have turned the page to read more. But in her own life, she preferred the more 

mundane. Liz was too practical to delude herself into believing she could distance herself from 

any part of the puzzle any longer. For better or worse, she was personally involved in this 

melodrama. That included Jonas Sharpe. The only question now was which course of action to 

take. 

She couldn't run. That had never been a choice. Liz had already concluded she couldn't hide 

behind Moralas and his men forever. Sooner or later the man with the knife would come back, or 

another man more determined or more desperate. She wouldn't escape a second time. The 

moment she'd looked into the safe-deposit box, she'd become a full-fledged player in the game. 

Which brought her back full circle to Jonas. She had no choice but to put her trust in him now. If 

he were to give up on his brother's murder and return to Philadelphia she would be that much 

more alone. However much she might wish it otherwise, Liz needed him just as much as he 

needed her. 

Other things had changed, she thought. Her feelings for him were even more undefined and 

confusing than they had started out to be. Seeing him as she had the evening before, hurt and 

vulnerable, had touched off more than impersonal sympathy or physical attraction. It had made 

her feel a kinship, and the kinship urged her to help him, not only for her own welfare, but for 

his. He suffered, for his brother's loss, but also for what his brother had done. She'd loved once, 

and had suffered, not only because of loss but because of disillusionment. 

A lifetime ago? Liz wondered. Did we ever really escape from one lifetime to another? It seemed 

years could pass, circumstances could change, but we carried our baggage with us through each 

phase. If anything, with each phase we had to carry a bit more. There was little use in thinking, 

she told herself as she climbed from the bed. From this point on, she had little choice but to act. 

Jonas heard her the moment she got up. He'd been awake since five, restless and prowling. For 

over an hour he'd been racking his brain and searching his conscience for a way to ease Liz out 

of a situation his brother, and he himself had locked her into. He'd already thought of several 

ways to draw attention away from her to himself, but that wouldn't guarantee Liz's safety. She 

wouldn't go to Houston, and he understood her feelings about endangering her daughter in any 

way. 

As the days passed, he felt he was coming to understand her better and better. She was a loner, 

but only because she saw it as the safest route. She was a businesswoman, but only because she 

looked to her daughter's welfare first. Inside, he thought, she was a woman with dreams on hold 

and love held in bondage. She had steered both toward her child and denied herself. And, Jonas 

added, she'd convinced herself she was content. 

That was something else he understood, because until a few weeks before he had also convinced 

himself he was content. It was only now, after he'd had the opportunity to look at his life from a 

distance that he realized he had merely been drifting. Perhaps, when the outward trimmings were 



stripped away, he hadn't been so different from his brother. For both of them, success had been 

the main target, they had simply aimed for it differently. Though Jonas had a steady job, a home 

of his own, there had never been an important woman. He'd put his career first. Jonas wasn't 

certain he'd be able to do so again. It had taken the loss of his brother to make him realize he 

needed something more, something solid. Exploring the law was only a job. Winning cases was 

only a transitory satisfaction. Perhaps he'd known it for some time. After all, he'd bought the old 

house in Chadd's Ford to give himself something permanent. When had he started thinking about 

sharing it? 

Still, thinking about his own life didn't solve the problem of Liz Palmer and what he was going 

to do with her. She couldn't go to Houston, he thought again, but there were other places she 

could go until he could assure her that her life could settle back the way she wanted it. His 

parents were his first thought, and the quiet country home they'd retired to in Lancaster. If he 

could find a way to slip her out of Mexico, she would be safe there. It would even be possible to 

have her daughter join her. Then his conscience would ease. Jonas had no doubt that his parents 

would accept them both, then dote on them. 

Once he'd done what he'd come to do, he could go to Lancaster himself. He'd like to see Liz 

there, in surroundings he was used to. He wanted time to talk with her about simple things. He 

wanted to hear her laugh again, as she had only once in all the days he'd known her. Once they 

were there, away from the ugliness, he might understand his feelings better. Perhaps by then he'd 

be able to analyze what had happened inside him when she'd pressed her cheek against his and 

had offered unconditional support. 

He'd wanted to hold onto her, to just hold on and the hell with the world. There was something 

about her that made him think of lazy evenings on cool porches and long Sunday afternoon 

walks. He couldn't say why. In Philadelphia he rarely took time for such things. Even socializing 

had become business. And he'd seen for himself that she never gave herself an idle hour. Why 

should he, a man dedicated to his work, think of lazing days away with a woman obsessed by 

hers? 

She remained a mystery to him, and perhaps that was an answer in itself. If he thought of her too 

often, too deeply, it was only because while his understanding was growing, he still knew so 

little. If it sometimes seemed that discovering Liz Palmer was just as important as discovering 

his brother's killer, it was only because they were tied together. How could he take his mind off 

one without taking his mind off the other? Yet when he thought of her now, he thought of her 

stretched out on his mother's porch swing, safe, content and waiting for him. 

Annoyed with himself, Jonas checked his watch. It was after nine on the East Coast. He'd call his 

office, he thought. A few legal problems might clear his mind. He'd no more than picked up the 

receiver when Liz came out from her bedroom. 

"I didn't know you were up," she said, and fiddled nervously with her belt. Odd, she felt entirely 

different about sharing the plush little villa with him than she did her home. After all, she 

reasoned, at home he was paying rent. 



"I thought you'd sleep longer." He replaced the receiver again. The office could wait. 

"I never sleep much past six." Feeling awkward, she wandered to the wide picture window. 

"Terrific view." 

"Yes, it is." 

"I haven't stayed in a hotel in… in years," she finished. "When I came to Cozumel, I worked in 

the same hotel where I'd stayed with my parents. It was an odd feeling. So's this." 

"No urge to change the linen or stack the towels?" 

When she chuckled, some of the awkwardness slipped away. "No, not even a twinge." 

"Liz, when we're finished with all this, when it's behind us, will you talk to me about that part of 

your life?" 

She turned to him, away from the window, but they both felt the distance. "When we're finished 

with this, there won't be any reason to." 

He rose and came to her. In a gesture that took her completely by surprise, he took both of her 

hands. He lifted one, then the other, to his lips and watched her eyes cloud, "I can't be sure of 

that," he murmured. "Can you?" 

She couldn't be sure of anything when his voice was quiet, his hands gentle. For a moment, she 

simply absorbed the feeling of being a woman cared for by a man. Then she stepped back, as she 

knew she had to. "Jonas, you told me once we had the same problem. I didn't want to believe it 

then, but it was true. It is true. Once that problem is solved, there really isn't anything else 

between us. Your life and mine are separated by a lot more than miles." 

He thought of his house and his sudden need to share it. "They don't have to be." 

"There was a time I might have believed that." 

"You're living in the past." He took her shoulders, but this time his hands weren't as gentle. 

"You're fighting ghosts." 

"I may have my ghosts, but I don't live in the past. I can't afford to." She put her hands to his 

wrists, but let them lie there only a moment before she let go. "I can't afford to pretend to myself 

about you." 

He wanted to demand, he wanted to pull her with him to the sofa and prove to her that she was 

wrong. He resisted. It wasn't the first time he'd used courtroom skill, courtroom tactics, to win on 

a personal level. "We'll leave it your way for now," he said easily. "But the case isn't closed. Are 

you hungry?" 



Unsure whether she should be uneasy or relieved, Liz nodded. "A little." 

"Let's have breakfast. We've got plenty of time before the plane leaves." 

  

She didn't trust him. Though Jonas kept the conversation light and passionless throughout 

breakfast, Liz kept herself braced for a countermove. He was a clever man, she knew. He was a 

man, she was certain, who made sure he got his own way no matter how long it took. Liz 

considered herself a woman strong enough to keep promises made, even when they were to 

herself. No man, not even Jonas, was going to make her change the course she'd set ten years 

before. There was only room enough for two loves in her life. Faith and her work. 

"I can't get used to eating something at this hour of the morning that's going to singe my stomach 

lining." 

Liz swallowed the mixture of peppers, onions and eggs. "Mine's flame resistant. You should try 

my chili." 

"Does that mean you're offering to cook for me?" 

When Liz glanced up she wished he hadn't been smiling at her in just that way. "I suppose I 

could make enough for two as easily as enough for one. But you don't seem to have any trouble 

in the kitchen." 

"Oh, I can cook. It's just that once I've finished, it never seems worth the bother." He leaned 

forward to run a finger down her hand from wrist to knuckle. "Tell you what—I'll buy the 

supplies and even clean up the mess if you handle the chili." 

Though she smiled, Liz drew her hand away. "The question is, can you handle the chili? It might 

burn right through a soft lawyer's stomach." 

Appreciating the challenge, he took her hand again. "Why don't we find out? Tonight." 

"All right." She flexed her fingers, but he merely linked his with them. "I can't eat if you have 

my hand." 

He glanced down. "You have another one." 

He made her laugh when she'd been set to insist. "I'm entitled to two." 

"I'll give it back. Later." 

"Hey, Jerry!" 



The easy smile on Jonas's face froze. Only his eyes changed, locking on to Liz's, warning and 

demanding. His hand remained on hers, but the grip tightened. The message was very clear—she 

was to do nothing, say nothing until he'd tallied the odds. He turned, flashing a new smile. Liz's 

stomach trembled. It was Jerry's smile, she realized. Not Jonas's. 

"Why didn't you tell me you were back in town?" A tall, tanned man with sandy blond hair and a 

trim beard dropped a hand on Jonas's shoulder. Liz caught the glint of a diamond on his finger. 

He was young, she thought, determined to store everything she could, barely into his thirties, and 

dressed with slick, trendy casualness. 

"Quick trip," Jonas said as, like Liz, he took in every detail. "Little business…" He cast a 

meaningful glance toward Liz. "Little pleasure." 

The man turned and stared appreciatively at Liz. "Is there any other way?" 

Thinking fast, Liz offered her hand. "Hello. Since Jerry's too rude to introduce us, we'll have to 

do it ourselves. I'm Liz Palmer." 

"David Merriworth." He took her hand between both of his. They were smooth and uncalloused. 

"Jerry might have trouble with manners, but he's got great taste." 

She smiled, hoping she did it properly. "Thank you." 

"Pull up a chair, Merriworth." Jonas took out a cigarette. "As long as you keep your hands off 

my lady." He said it in the good-natured, only-kidding tone Jerry had inevitably used, but his 

eyes were Jonas's, warning her to tread carefully. 

"Wouldn't mind a quick cup of coffee." David pulled over a chair after he checked his watch. 

"Got a breakfast meeting in a few minutes. So how are things on Cozumel?" He inclined his head 

ever so slightly. "Getting in plenty of diving?" 

Jonas allowed his lips to curve and kept his eyes steady. "Enough." 

"Glad to hear it. I was going to check in with you myself, but I've been in the States for a couple 

weeks. Just got back in last night." He used two sugars after the waiter set a fresh cup of coffee 

beside him. "Business is good, buddy. Real good." 

"What business are you in, Mr. Merriworth?" 

He gave Liz a big grin before he winked at Jonas. "Sales, sweetheart. Imports, you might say." 

"Really." Because her throat was dry she drank more coffee. "It must be fascinating." 

"It has its moments." He turned in his chair so that he could study her face. "So where did Jerry 

find you?" 



"On Cozumel." She sent Jonas a steady look. "We're partners." 

David lowered his cup. "That so?" 

They were in too deep, Jonas thought, for him to contradict her. "That's so," he agreed. 

David picked up his cup again with a shrug. "If it's okay with the boss, it doesn't bother me." 

"I do things my way," Jonas drawled. "Or I don't do them." 

Amused, and perhaps admiring, David broke into a smile. "That never changes. Look, I've been 

out of touch for a few weeks. The drops still going smooth?" 

With those words, Jonas's last hopes died. What he'd found in the safe-deposit box had been real, 

and it had been Jerry's. He buttered a roll as though he had all the time in the world. Beneath the 

table, Liz touched his leg once, hoping he'd take it as comfort. He never looked at her. "Why 

shouldn't they?" 

"It's the classiest operation I've ever come across," David commented, taking a cautious glance 

around to other tables. "Wouldn't like to see anything screw it up." 

"You worry too much." 

"You're the one who should worry," David pointed out. "I don't have to deal with Manchez. You 

weren't around last year when he took care of those two Colombians. I was. You deal with 

supplies, I stick with sales. I sleep better." 

"I just dive," Jonas said, and tapped out his cigarette. "And I sleep fine." 

"He's something, isn't he?" David sent Liz another grin. "I knew Jerry here was just the man the 

boss was looking for. You keep diving, kid." He tipped his cup at Jonas. "It makes me look 

good." 

"Sounds like you two have known each other for a while," Liz said with a smile. Under the table, 

she twisted the napkin in her lap. 

"Go way back, don't we, Jer?" 

"Yeah. We go back." 

"First time we hooked up was six, no, seven years ago. We were working a pigeon drop in L.A. 

We'd have had that twenty thousand out of that old lady if her daughter hadn't caught on." He 

took out a slim cigarette case. "Your brother got you out of that one, didn't he? The East Coast 

lawyer." 

"Yeah." Jonas remembered posting the bond and pulling the strings. 



"Now I've been working out of here for almost five. A real businessman." He slapped Jonas's 

arm. "Hell of a lot better than the pigeon drop, huh, Jerry?" 

"Pays better." 

David let out a roar of laughter. "Why don't I show you two around Acapulco tonight?" 

"Gotta get back." Jonas signaled for the check. "Business." 

"Yeah, I know what you mean." He nodded toward the restaurant's entrance. "Here's my 

customer now. Next time you drop down, give a call." 

"Sure." 

"And give my best to old Clancy." With another laugh, David gave them each a quick salute. 

They watched him stride across the room and shake hands with a dark-suited man. 

"Don't say anything here," Jonas murmured as he signed the breakfast check. "Let's go." 

Liz's crumpled napkin slid to the floor as she rose to walk out with him. He didn't speak again 

until they had the door of the villa closed behind them. 

"You had no business telling him we were partners." 

Because she'd been ready for the attack, she shrugged it off. "He said more once I did." 

"He'd have said just as much if you'd made an excuse and left the table." 

She folded her arms. "We have the same problem, remember?" 

He didn't care to have his own words tossed back at him. "The least you could have done was to 

give him another name." 

"Why? They know who I am. Sooner or later he's going to talk to whoever's in charge and get the 

whole story." 

She was right. He didn't care for that either. "Are you packed?" 

"Yes." 

"Then let's check out. We'll go to the airport." 

"And then?" 

"And then we go straight to Moralas." 



  

"You've been very busy." Moralas held onto his temper as he rocked back in his chair. "Two of 

my men wasted their valuable time looking for you in Acapulco. You might have told me, Mr. 

Sharpe, that you planned to take Miss Palmer on a trip." 

"I thought a police tail in Acapulco might be inconvenient." 

"And now that you have finished your own investigation, you bring me this." He held up the key 

and examined it. "This which Miss Palmer discovered several days ago. As a lawyer, you must 

understand the phrase 'withholding evidence.' " 

"Of course." Jonas nodded coolly. "But neither Miss Palmer nor myself could know the key was 

evidence. We speculated, naturally, that it might have belonged to my brother. Withholding a 

speculation is hardly a crime." 

"Perhaps not, but it is poor judgment. Poor judgment often translates into an offense." 

Jonas leaned back in his chair. If Moralas wanted to argue law, they'd argue law. "If the key 

belonged to my brother, as executor of his estate, it became mine. In any case, once it was 

proved to me that the key did indeed belong to Jerry, and that the contents of the safe-deposit 

box were evidence, I brought both the key and a description of the contents to you." 

"Indeed. And do you also speculate as to how your brother came to possess those particular 

items?" 

"Yes." 

Moralas waited a beat, then turned to Liz. "And you, Miss Palmer—you also have your 

speculations?" 

She had her hands gripped tightly in her lap, but her voice was matter-of-fact and reasonable. "I 

know that whoever attacked me wanted money, obviously a great deal of money. We found a 

great deal." 

"And a bag of what Mr. Sharpe… speculates is cocaine." Moralas folded his hands on the desk 

with the key under them. "Miss Palmer, did you at any time see Mr. Jeremiah Sharpe in 

possession of cocaine?" 

"No." 

"Did he at any time speak to you of cocaine or drug-trafficking?" 

"No, of course not. I would have told you." 



"As you told me about the key?" When Jonas started to protest, Moralas waved him off. "I will 

need a list of your customers for the past six weeks, Miss Palmer. Names and, wherever 

possible., addresses." 

"My customers? Why?" 

"It's more than possible that Mr. Sharpe used your shop for his contacts." 

"My shop." Outraged, she stood up. "My boats? Do you think he could have passed drugs under 

my nose without me being aware?" 

Moralas took out a cigar and studied it. "I very much hope you were unaware, Miss Palmer. You 

will bring me the list of clients by the end of the week." He glanced at Jonas. "Of course, you are 

within your rights to demand a warrant. It will simply slow down the process. And I, of course, 

am within my rights to hold Miss Palmer as a material witness." 

Jonas watched the pale blue smoke circle toward the ceiling. It was tempting to call Moralas's 

bluff simply as an exercise in testing two ends of the law. And in doing so, he and the captain 

could play tug-of-war with Liz for hours. "There are times, Captain, when it's wiser not to 

employ certain rights. I think I'm safe in saying that the three of us in this room want basically 

the same thing." He rose and flicked his lighter at the end of Moralas's cigar. "You'll have your 

list, Captain. And more." 

Moralas lifted his gaze and waited. 

"Pablo Manchez," Jonas said, and was gratified to see Moralas's eyes narrow. 

"What of Manchez?" 

"He's on Cozumel. Or was," Jonas stated. "My brother met with him several times in local bars 

and clubs. You may also be interested in David Merriworth, an American working out of 

Acapulco. Apparently he's the one who put my brother onto his contacts in Cozumel. If you 

contact the authorities in the States, you'll find that Merriworth has an impressive rap sheet." 

In his precise handwriting, Moralas noted down the names, though he wasn't likely to forget 

them. "I appreciate the information. However, in the future, Mr. Sharpe, I would appreciate it 

more if you stayed out of my way. Buenas tardes, Miss Palmer." 

Moments later, Liz strode out to the street. "I don't like being threatened. That's what he was 

doing, wasn't it?" she demanded. "He was threatening to put me in jail." 

Very calm, even a bit amused, Jonas lit a cigarette. "He was pointing out his options, and ours." 

"He didn't threaten to put you in jail," Liz muttered. 

"He doesn't worry as much about me as he does about you." 



"Worry?" She stopped with her hand gripping the handle of Jonas's rented car. 

"He's a good cop. You're one of his people." 

She looked back toward the police station with a scowl. "He has a funny way of showing it." A 

scruffy little boy scooted up to the car and gallantly opened the door for her. Even as he prepared 

to hold out a hand, Liz was digging for a coin. 

"Gracias." 

He checked the coin, grinned at the amount and nodded approval. "Buenas tardes, señorita." Just 

as gallantly he closed the door for her while the coin disappeared into a pocket. 

"It's a good thing you don't come into town often," Jonas commented. 

"Why?" 

"You'd be broke in a week." 

Liz found a clip in her purse and pulled back her hair. "Because I gave a little boy twenty-five 

pesos?" 

"How much did you give the other kid before we went in to Moralas?" 

"I bought something from him." 

"Yeah." Jonas swung away from the curb. "You look like a woman who can't go a day without a 

box of Chiclets." 

"You're changing the subject." 

"That's right. Now tell me where I can find the best place for buying ingredients for chili." 

"You want me to cook for you tonight?" 

"It'll keep your mind off the rest. We've done everything we can do for the moment," he added. 

"Tonight we're going to relax." 

She would have liked to believe he was right. Between nerves and anger, she was wound tight. 

"Cooking's supposed to relax me?" 

"Eating is going to relax you. It's just an unavoidable circumstance that you have to cook it first." 

It sounded so absurd that she subsided. "Turn left at the next corner. I tell you what to buy, you 

buy it, then you stay out of my way." 



"Agreed." 

". 

"And you clean up." 

"Absolutely." 

"Pull over here," she directed. "And remember, you asked for it." 

  

Liz never skimped when she cooked, even taking into account that authentic Mexican spices had 

more zing than the sort sold in the average American supermarket. She'd developed a taste for 

Mexican food and Yucatan specialties when she'd been a child, exploring the peninsula with her 

parents. She wasn't an elaborate cook, and when alone would often make do with a sandwich, but 

when her heart was in it, she could make a meal that would more than satisfy. 

Perhaps, in a way, she wanted to impress him. Liz found she was able to admit it while she 

prepared a Mayan salad for chilling. It was probably very natural and harmless to want to 

impress someone with your cooking. After peeling and slicing an avocado, she found, oddly 

enough, she was relaxing. 

So much of what she'd done in the past few days had been difficult or strange. It was a relief to 

make a decision no more vital than the proper way to slice her fruits and vegetables. In the end, 

she fussed with the arrangement a bit more, pleased with the contrasting colors of greens and 

oranges and cherry tomatoes. It was, she recalled, the only salad she could get Faith to eat 

because it was the only one Faith considered pretty enough. Liz didn't realize she was smiling as 

she began to sauté onions and peppers. She added a healthy dose of garlic and let it all simmer. 

"It already smells good," Jonas commented as he strode through the doorway. 

She only glanced over her shoulder. "You're supposed to stay out of my way." 

"You cook, I take care of the table." 

Liz only shrugged and turned back to the stove. She measured, stirred and spiced until the 

kitchen was filled with a riot of scent. The sauce, chunky with meat and vegetables, simmered 

and thickened on low heat. Pleased with herself, she wiped her hands on a cloth and turned 

around. Jonas was sitting comfortably at the table watching her. 

"You look good," he told her. "Very good." 

It seemed so natural, their being together in the kitchen with a pot simmering and a breeze easing 

its way through the screen. It made her remember how hard it was not to want such simple things 



in your life. Liz set the cloth down and found she didn't know what to do with her hands. "Some 

men think a woman looks best in front of a stove." 

"I don't know. It's a toss-up with the way you looked at the wheel of a boat. How long does that 

have to cook?" 

"About a half hour." 

"Good." He rose and went to the counter where he'd left two bottles. "We have time for some 

wine." 

A little warning signal jangled in her brain. Liz decided she needed a lid for the chili. "I don't 

have the right glasses." 

"I already thought of that." From a bag beside the bottle, he pulled out two thin-stemmed 

wineglasses. 

"You've been busy," she murmured. 

"You didn't like me hovering over you in the market. I had to do something." He drew out the 

cork, then let the wine breathe. 

"These candles aren't mine." 

He turned to see Liz fiddling with the fringe of one of the woven mats he'd set on the table. In 

the center were two deep blue tapers that picked up the color in the border of her dishes. 

"They're ours," Jonas told her. 

She twisted the fringe around one finger, let it go, then twisted it again. The last time she'd 

burned candles had been during a power failure. These didn't look sturdy, but slender and 

frivolous. "There wasn't any need to go to all this trouble. I don't—" 

"Do candles and wine make you uneasy?" 

Dropping the fringe, she let her hands fall to her sides. "No, of course not." 

"Good." He poured rich red wine into both glasses. Walking to her, he offered one. "Because I 

find them relaxing. We did agree to relax." 

She sipped, and though she wanted to back away, held her ground. "I'm afraid you may be 

looking for more than I can give." 

"No." He touched his glass to hers. "I'm looking for exactly what you can give." 



Recognizing when she was out of her depth, Liz turned toward the refrigerator. "We can start on 

the salad." 

He lit the candles and dimmed the lights. She told herself it didn't matter. Atmosphere was 

nothing more than a pleasant addition to a meal. 

"Very pretty," Jonas told her when she'd mixed the dressing and arranged avocado slices. 

"What's it called?" 

"It's a Mayan salad." Liz took the first nibble and was satisfied. "I learned the recipe when I 

worked at the hotel. Actually, that's where most of my cooking comes from." 

"Wonderful," Jonas decided after the first bite. "It makes me wish I'd talked you into cooking 

before." 

"A one time only." She relaxed enough to smile. "Meals aren't—" 

"Included in the rent," Jonas finished. "We might negotiate." 

This time she laughed at him and chose a section of grapefruit. "I don't think so. How do you 

manage in Philadelphia?" 

"I have a housekeeper who'll toss together a casserole on Wednesdays." He took another bite, 

enjoying the contrast of crisp greens and spicy dressing. "And I eat out a lot." 

"And parties? I suppose you go to a lot of parties." 

"Some business, some pleasure." He'd almost forgotten what it was like to sit in a kitchen and 

enjoy a simple meal. "To be honest, it wears a bit. The cruising." 

"Cruising?" 

"When Jerry and I were teenagers, we might hop in the car on a Friday night and cruise. The idea 

was to see what teenage girls had hopped in their cars to cruise. The party circuit's just adult 

cruising." 

She frowned a bit because it didn't seem as glamorous as she'd imagined. "It seems rather 

aimless." 

"Doesn't seem. Is." 

"You don't appear to be a man who does anything without a purpose." 

"I've had my share of aimless nights," he murmured. "You come to a point where you realize you 

don't want too many more." That was just it, he realized. It wasn't the work, the hours spent 

closeted with law books or in a courtroom. It was the nights without meaning that left him 



wanting more. He lifted the wine to top off her glass, but his eyes stayed on hers. "I came to that 

realization very recently." 

Her blood began to stir. Deliberately, Liz pushed her wine aside and rose to go to the stove. "We 

all make decisions at certain points in our lives, realign our priorities." 

"I have the feeling you did that a long time ago." 

"I did. I've never regretted it." 

That much was true, he thought. She wasn't a woman for regrets. "You wouldn't change it, would 

you?" 

Liz continued to spoon chili into bowls. "Change what?" 

"If you could go back eleven years and take a different path, you wouldn't do it." 

She stopped. From across the room he could see the flicker of candlelight in her eyes as she 

turned to him. More, he could see the strength that softness and shadows couldn't disguise. "That 

would mean I'd have to give up Faith. No, I wouldn't do it." 

When she set the bowls on the table, Jonas took her hand. "I admire you." Flustered, she stared 

down at him. "What for?" 

"For being exactly what you are." 

Chapter 8 

« ^ » 

 

No smooth phrases, no romantic words could have affected her more deeply. She wasn't used to 

flattery, but flattery, Liz was sure, could be brushed easily aside by a woman who understood 

herself. Sincere and simple approval was a different matter. Perhaps it was the candlelight, the 

wine, the intimacy of the small kitchen in the empty house, but she felt close to him, comfortable 

with him. Without being aware of it happening, Liz dropped her guard. 

"I couldn't be anything else." 

"Yes, you could. I'm glad you're not." 

"What are you?" she wondered as she sat beside him. 

"A thirty-five-year-old lawyer who's just realizing he's wasted some time." He lifted his glass 

and touched it to hers. "To making the best of whatever there is." 
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Though she wasn't certain she understood him, Liz drank, then waited for him to eat. 

"You could fuel an engine with this stuff." Jonas dipped his spoon into the chili again and tasted. 

Hot spice danced on his tongue. "It's great." 

"Not too hot for your Yankee stomach?" 

"My Yankee stomach can handle it. You know, I'm surprised you haven't opened a restaurant, 

since you can cook like this." 

She wouldn't have been human if the compliment hadn't pleased her. "I like the water more than 

I like the kitchen." 

"I can't argue with that. So you picked this up in the kitchen when you worked at the hotel?" 

"That's right. We'd take a meal there. The cook would show me how much of this and how much 

of that. He was very kind," Liz remembered. "A lot of people were kind." 

He wanted to know everything—the small details, the feelings, the memories. Because he did, he 

knew he had to probe with care. "How long did you work there?" 

"Two years. I lost count of how many beds I made." 

"Then you started your own business?" 

"Then I started the dive shop." She took a thin cracker and broke it in two. "It was a gamble, but 

it was the right one." 

"How did you handle it?" He waited until she looked over at him. "With your daughter?" 

She withdrew. He could hear it in her voice. "I don't know what you mean." 

"I wonder about you." He kept the tone light, knowing she'd never respond to pressure. "Not 

many women could have managed all you've managed. You were alone, pregnant, making a 

living." 

"Does that seem so unusual?" It made her smile to think of it. "There are only so many choices, 

aren't there?" 

"A great many people would have made a different one." 

With a nod, she accepted. "A different one wouldn't have been right for me." She sipped her 

wine as she let her mind drift back. "I was frightened. Quite a bit at first, but less and less as time 

when on. People were very good to me. It might have been different if I hadn't been lucky. I 

went into labor when I was cleaning room 328." Her eyes warmed as if she'd just seen something 

lovely. "I remember holding this stack of towels in my hand and thinking, 'Oh God, this is it, and 



I've only done half my rooms.' " She laughed and went back to her meal. Jonas's bowl sat 

cooling. 

"You worked the day your baby was born?" 

"Of course. I was healthy." 

"I know men who take the day off if they need a tooth filled." 

She laughed again and passed him the crackers. "Maybe women take things more in stride." 

Only some women, he thought. Only a few exceptional women. "And afterward?" 

"Afterward I was lucky again. A woman I worked with knew Señora Alderez. When Faith was 

born, her youngest had just turned five. She took care of Faith during the day, so I was able to go 

right back to work." 

The cracker crumbled in his hand. "It must have been difficult for you." 

"The only hard part was leaving my baby every morning, but the señora was wonderful to Faith 

and to me. That's how I found this house. Anyway, one thing led to another. I started the dive 

shop." 

He wondered if she realized that the more simply she described it, the more poignant it sounded. 

"You said the dive shop was a gamble." 

"Everything's a gamble. If I'd stayed at the hotel, I never would have been able to give Faith what 

I wanted to give her. And I suppose I'd have felt cheated myself. Would you like some more?" 

"No." He rose to take the bowls himself while he thought out how to approach her. If he said the 

wrong thing, she'd pull away again. The more she told him, the more he found he needed to 

know. "Where did you learn to dive?" 

"Right here in Cozumel, when I was just a little older than Faith." As a matter of habit she began 

to store the leftovers while Jonas ran water in the sink. "My parents brought me. I took to it right 

away. It was like, I don't know, learning to fly I suppose." 

"Is that why you came back?" 

"I came back because I'd always felt peaceful here. I needed to feel peaceful." 

"But you must have still been in school in the States." 

"I was in college." Crouching, Liz shifted things in the refrigerator to make room. "My first year. 

I was going to be a marine biologist, a teacher who'd enlighten class after class on the mysteries 

of the sea. A scientist who'd find all the answers. It was such a big dream. It overwhelmed 



everything else to the point where I studied constantly and rarely went out. Then I—" She caught 

herself. Straightening slowly, she closed the refrigerator. "You'll want the lights on to do those 

dishes." 

"Then what?" Jonas demanded, taking her shoulder as she hit the switch. 

She stared at him. Light poured over them without the shifting shadows of candles. "Then I met 

Faith's father, and that was the end of dreams." 

The need to know eclipsed judgment. He forgot to be careful. "Did you love him?" 

"Yes. If I hadn't, there'd have been no Faith." 

It wasn't the answer he'd wanted. "Then why are you raising her alone?" 

"That's obvious, isn't it?" Anger surged as she shoved his hand aside. "He didn't want me." 

"Whether he did or didn't, he was responsible to you and the child." 

"Don't talk to me about responsibility. Faith's my responsibility." 

"The law sees things otherwise." 

"Keep your law," she snapped. "He could quote it chapter and verse, and it didn't mean a thing. 

We weren't wanted." 

"So you let pride cut you off from your rights?" Impatient with her, he stuck his hands in his 

pockets and strode back to the sink. "Why didn't you fight for what you were entitled to?" 

"You want the details, Jonas?" Memory brought its own particular pain, its own particular 

shame. Liz concentrated on the anger. Going back to the table, she picked up her glass of wine 

and drank deeply. 

"I wasn't quite eighteen. I was going to college to study exactly what I wanted to study so I could 

do exactly what I wanted to do. I considered myself a great deal more mature than some of my 

classmates who flitted around from class to class more concerned about where the action would 

be that night. I spent most of my evenings in the library. That's where I met him. He was in his 

last year and knew if he didn't pass the bar there'd be hell to pay at home. His family had been in 

law or politics since the Revolution. You'd understand about family honor, wouldn't you?" 

The arrow hit the mark, but he only nodded. 

"Then you should understand the rest. We saw each other every night in the library, so it was 

natural that we began to talk, then have a cup of coffee. He was smart, attractive, wonderfully 

mannered and funny." Almost violently, she blew out the candles. The scent carried over and 

hung in the room. "I fell hard. He brought me flowers and took me for long quiet drives on 



Saturday nights. When he told me he loved me, I believed him. I thought I had the world in the 

palm of my hand." 

She set the wine down again, impatient to be finished. Jonas said nothing. "He told me we'd be 

married as soon as he established himself. We'd sit in his car and look at the stars and he'd tell 

me about his home in Dallas and the wonderful rooms. The parties and the servants and the 

chandeliers. It was like a story, a lovely happily-ever-after story. Then one day his mother 

came." Liz laughed, but gripped the back of her chair until her knuckles were white. She could 

still feel the humiliation. 

"Actually, she sent her driver up to the dorm to fetch me. Marcus hadn't said a thing about her 

visiting, but I was thrilled that I was going to meet her. At the curb was this fabulous white Rolls, 

the kind you only see in movies. When the driver opened the door for me, I was floating. Then I 

got in and she gave me the facts of life. Her son had a certain position to maintain, a certain 

image to project. She was sure I was a very nice girl, but hardly suitable for a Jensann of Dallas." 

Jonas's eyes narrowed at the name, but he said nothing. Restless, Liz went to the stove and began 

to scrub the surface. "She told me she'd already spoken with her son and he understood the 

relationship had to end. Then she offered me a check as compensation. I was humiliated, and 

worse, I was pregnant. I hadn't told anyone yet, because I'd just found out that morning. I didn't 

take her money. I got out of the Rolls and went straight to Marcus. I was sure he loved me 

enough to toss it all aside for me, and for our baby. I was wrong." 

Her eyes were so dry that they hurt. Liz pressed her fingers to them a moment. "When I went to 

see him, he was very logical. It had been nice; now it was over. His parents held the purse strings 

and it was important to keep them happy. But he wanted me to know we could still see each 

other now and again, as long as it was on the side. When I told him about the baby, he was 

furious. How could I have done such a thing? I." 

Liz tossed the dishrag into the sink so that hot, soapy water heaved up. "It was as though I'd 

conceived the baby completely on my own. He wouldn't have it, he wouldn't have some silly girl 

who'd gotten herself pregnant messing up his life. He told me I had to get rid of it. It—as though 

Faith were a thing to be erased and forgotten. I was hysterical. He lost his temper. There were 

threats. He said he'd spread word that I was sleeping around and his friends would back him up. 

I'd never be able to prove the baby was his. He said my parents would be embarrassed, perhaps 

sued if I tried to press it. He tossed around a lot of legal phrases that I couldn't understand, but I 

understood he was finished with me. His family had a lot of pull at the college, and he said he'd 

see that I was dismissed. Because I was foolish enough to believe everything he said, I was 

terrified. He gave me a check and told me to go out of state—better, out of the country—to take 

care of things. That way no one would have to know. 

"For a week I did nothing. I went through my classes in a daze, thinking I'd wake up and find out 

it had all been a bad dream. Then I faced it. I wrote my parents, telling them what I could. I sold 

the car they'd given me when I graduated from high school, took the check from Marcus and 

came to Cozumel to have my baby." 



He'd wanted to know, even demanded, but now his insides were raw. "You could have gone to 

your parents." 

"Yes, but at the time Marcus had convinced me they'd be ashamed. He told me they'd hate me 

and consider the baby a burden." 

"Why didn't you go to his family? You were entitled to be taken care of." 

"Go to them?" He'd never heard venom in her voice before. "Be taken care of by them? I'd have 

gone to hell first." 

He waited a moment, until he was sure he could speak calmly. "They don't even know, do they?" 

"No. And they never will. Faith is mine." 

"And what does Faith know? " 

"Only what she has to know. I'd never lie to her." 

"And do you know that Marcus Jensann has his sights set on the senate, and maybe higher?" 

Her color drained quickly and completely. "You know him?" 

"By reputation." 

Panic came and went, then returned in double force. "He doesn't know Faith exists. None of them 

do. They can't." 

Watching her steadily, he took a step closer. "What are you afraid of?" 

"Power. Faith is mine, she's going to stay mine. None of them will ever touch her." 

"Is that why you stay here? Are you hiding from them?" 

"I'll do whatever's necessary to protect my child." 

"He's still got you running scared." Furious for her, Jonas took her arms. "He's got a frightened 

teenager strapped inside of you who's never had the chance to stretch and feel alive. Don't you 

know a man like that wouldn't even remember who you are? You're still running away from a 

man who wouldn't recognize you on the street." 

She slapped him hard enough to make his head snap back. Breathing fast, she backed away from 

him, appalled by a show of violence she hadn't been aware of possessing. "Don't tell me what I'm 

running from," she whispered. "Don't tell me what I feel." She turned and fled. Before she'd 

reached the front door he had her again, whirling her around, gripping her hard. He no longer 

knew why his anger was so fierce, only that he was past the point of controlling it. 



"How much have you given up because of him?" Jonas demanded. "How much have you cut out 

of your life?" 

"It's my life!" she shouted at him. 

"And you won't share it with anyone but your daughter. What the hell are you going to do when 

she's grown? What the hell are you going to do in twenty years when you have nothing but your 

memories?" 

"Don't." Tears filled her eyes too quickly to be blinked away. 

He grabbed her close again, twisting until she had to look at him. "We all need someone. Even 

you. It's about time someone proved it to you." 

"No." 

She tried to turn her head but he was quick. With his mouth crushed on hers she struggled, but 

her arms were trapped between their bodies and his were ironlike around her. Emotions already 

mixed with fear and anger became more confused with passion. Liz fought not to give in to any 

of them as his mouth demanded both submission and response. 

"You're not fighting me," he told her. His eyes were close, searing into hers. "You're fighting 

yourself. You've been fighting yourself since the first time we met." 

"I want you to let me go." She wanted her voice to be strong, but it trembled. 

"Yes. You want me to let you go just as much as you want me not to. You've been making your 

own decisions for a long time, Liz. This time I'm making one for you." 

Her furious protest was lost against his mouth as he pressed her down to the sofa. Trapped under 

him, her body began to heat, her blood began to stir. Yes, she was fighting herself. She had to 

fight herself before she could fight him. But she was losing. 

She heard her own moan as his lips trailed down her throat, and it was a moan of pleasure. She 

felt the hard line of his body against hers as she arched under him, but it wasn't a movement of 

protest. Want me, she seemed to say. Want me for what I am. 

Her pulse began to thud in parts of her body that had been quiet for so many years. Life burst 

through her like a torrid wind through thin glass until every line of defense was shattered. With a 

desperate groan, she took his face in her hands and dragged his mouth back to hers. 

She could taste the passion, the life, the promises. She wanted them all. Recklessness, so long 

chained within, tore free and ruled. A sound bubbled in her throat she wasn't even aware was a 

laugh as she wrapped herself around him. She wanted. He wanted. The hell with the rest. 



He wasn't sure what had driven him—anger, need, pain. All he knew now was that he had to 

have her, body, soul and mind. She was wild beneath him, but no longer in resistance. Every 

movement was a demand that he take more, give more, and nothing seemed fast enough. She 

was a storm set to rage, a fire desperate to consume. Whatever he'd released inside of her had 

whipped out and taken him prisoner. 

He pulled the shirt over her head and tossed it aside. His heartbeat thundered. She was so small, 

so delicate. But he had a beast inside him that had been caged too long. He took her breast in his 

mouth and sent them both spinning. She tasted so fresh: a cool, clear glass of water. She smelled 

of woman at her most unpampered and most seductive. He felt her body arch against his, taut as 

a bowstring, hot as a comet. The innocence that remained so integral a part of her trembled just 

beneath wanton passion. No man alive could have resisted it; any man alive might have wished 

for it. His mouth was buried at her throat when he felt the shirt rip away from his back. 

She hardly knew what she was doing. Touching him sent demands to her brain that she couldn't 

deny. She wanted to feel him against her, flesh to flesh, to experience an intimacy she'd so long 

refused to allow herself. There'd been no one else. As Liz felt her skin fused to his she 

understood why. There was only one Jonas. She pulled his mouth back to hers to taste him again. 

He drew off her slacks so that she was naked, but she didn't feel vulnerable. She felt 

invulnerable. Hardly able to breathe, she struggled with his. Then she gave him no choice. 

Desperate for that final release, she wrapped her legs around him and drew him into her until she 

was filled. At the shock of that first ragged peak, her eyes flew open. Inches away, he watched 

her face. Her mouth trembled open, but before she could catch her breath, he was driving her 

higher, faster. She couldn't tell how long they balanced on the edge, trapped between pleasure 

and fulfillment. Then his arms came around her, hers around his. Together, they broke free. 

  

She didn't speak. Her system leveled slowly, and she was helpless to hurry it. He didn't move. 

He'd shifted his weight, but his arms had come around her and stayed there. She needed him to 

speak, to say something that would put what had happened in perspective. She'd only had one 

other lover and had learned not to expect. 

Jonas rested his forehead against her shoulder a moment. He was wrestling with his own 

demons. "I'm sorry, Liz." 

He could have said nothing worse. She closed her eyes and forced her emotions to drain. She 

nearly succeeded. Steadier, she reached for the tangle of clothes on the floor. "I don't need an 

apology." With her clothes in a ball in her arm, she walked quickly to the bedroom. 

On a long breath, Jonas sat up. He couldn't seem to find the right buttons on Liz Palmer. Every 

move he made seemed to be a move in reverse. It still stunned him that he'd been so rough with 

her, left her so little choice in the final outcome. He'd be better off hiring her a private bodyguard 

and moving himself back to the hotel. It was true he didn't want to see her hurt and felt a certain 

responsibility for her welfare, but he didn't seem to be able to act on it properly. When she'd 



stood in the kitchen telling him what she'd been through, something had begun to boil in him. 

That it had taken the form of passion in the end wasn't something easily explained or justified. 

His apology had been inadequate, but he had little else. 

Drawing on his pants, Jonas started for his room. It shouldn't have surprised him to find himself 

veering toward Liz's. She was just pulling on a robe. "It's late, Jonas." 

"Did I hurt you?" 

She sent him a look that made guilt turn over in his stomach. "Yes. Now I want to take a shower 

before I go to bed." 

"Liz, there's no excuse for being so rough, and there's no making it up to you, but—" 

"Your apology hurt me," she interrupted. "Now if you've said all you have to say, I'd like to be 

alone." 

He stared at her a moment, then dragged a hand through his hair. How could he have convinced 

himself he understood her when she was now and always had been an enigma? "Damn it, Liz, I 

wasn't apologizing for making love to you, but for the lack of finesse. I practically tossed you on 

the ground and ripped your clothes off." 

She folded her hands and tried to keep calm. "I ripped yours." 

His lips twitched, then curved. "Yeah, you did." 

Humor didn't come into her eyes. "And do you want an apology?" 

He came to her then and rested his hands on her shoulders. Her robe was cotton and thin and 

whirling with bright color. "No. I guess what I'd like is for you to say you wanted me as much as 

I wanted you." 

Her courage weakened, so she looked beyond him. "I'd have thought that was obvious." 

"Liz." His hand was gentle as he turned her face back to his. 

"All right. I wanted you. Now—" 

"Now," he interrupted. "Will you listen?" 

"There's no need to say anything." 

"Yes, there is." He walked with her to the bed and drew her down to sit. Moonlight played over 

their hands as he took hers. "I came to Cozumel for one reason. My feelings on that haven't 

changed but other things have. When I first met you I thought you knew something, were hiding 



something. I linked everything about you to Jerry. It didn't take long for me to see there was 

something else. I wanted to know about you, for myself." 

"Why?" 

"I don't know. It's impossible not to care about you." At her look of surprise, he smiled. "You 

project this image of pure self-sufficiency and still manage to look like a waif. Tonight, I 

purposely maneuvered you into talking about Faith and what had brought you here. When you 

told me I couldn't handle it." 

She drew her hand from his. "That's understandable. Most people have trouble handling unwed 

mothers." 

Anger bubbled as he grabbed her hand again. "Stop putting words in my mouth. You stood in the 

kitchen talking and I could see you, young, eager and trusting, being betrayed and hurt. I could 

see what it had done to you, how it had closed you off from things you wanted to do." 

"I told you I don't have any regrets." 

"I know." He lifted her hand and kissed it. "I guess for a moment I needed to have them for you." 

"Jonas, do you think anyone's life turns out the way they plan it as children?" 

He laughed a little as he slipped an arm around her and drew her against him. Liz sat still a 

moment, unsure how to react to the casual show of affection. Then she leaned her head against 

his shoulder and closed her eyes. "Jerry and I were going to be partners." 

"In what?" 

"In anything." 

She touched the coin on the end of his chain. "He had one of these." 

"Our grandparents gave them to us when we were kids. They're identical five-dollar gold pieces. 

Funny, I always wore mine heads up. Jerry wore his heads down." He closed his fingers over the 

coin. "He stole his first car when we were sixteen." 

Her fingers crept up to his. "I'm sorry." 

"The thing was he didn't need to—we had access to any car in the garage. He told me he just 

wanted to see if he could get away with it." 

"He didn't make life easy for you." 

"No, he didn't make life easy. Especially for himself. But he never did anything out of meanness. 

There were times I hated him, but I never stopped loving him." 



Liz drew closer. "Love hurts more than hate." 

He kissed the top of her head. "Liz, I don't suppose you've ever talked to a lawyer about Faith." 

"Why should I?" 

"Marcus has a responsibility, a financial responsibility at the least, to you and Faith." 

"I took money from Marcus once. Not again." 

"Child support payments could be set up very quietly. You could stop working seven days a 

week." 

Liz took a deep breath and pulled away until she could see his face. "Faith is my child, has been 

my child only since the moment Marcus handed me a check. I could have had the abortion and 

gone back to my life as I'd planned it. I chose not to. I chose to have the baby, to raise the baby, 

to support the baby. She's never given me anything but pleasure from the moment she was born, 

and I have no intention of sharing her." 

"One day she's going to ask you for his name." 

Liz moistened her lips, but nodded. "Then one day I'll tell her. She'll have her own choice to 

make." 

He wouldn't press her now, but there was no reason he couldn't have his law clerk begin to 

investigate child support laws and paternity cases. "Are you going to let me meet her? I know the 

deal is for me to be out of the house and out of your life when she gets back. I will, but I'd like 

the chance to meet her." 

"If you're still in Mexico." 

"One more question." 

The smile came more easily. "One more." 

"There haven't been any other men, have there?" 

The smile faded. "No." 

He felt twin surges of gratitude and guilt. "Then let me show you how it should be." 

"There's no need—" 

Gently, he brushed the hair back from her face. "Yes, there is. For both of us." He kissed her 

eyes closed. "I've wanted you from the first." His mouth on hers was as sweet as spring rain and 

just as gentle. Slowly, he slipped the robe from her shoulders, following the trail with warm lips. 



"Your skin's like gold," he murmured, then traced a finger over her breasts where the tone 

changed. "And so pale. I want to see all of you." 

"Jonas—" 

"All of you," he repeated, looking into her eyes until the heat kindled again. "I want to make love 

with all of you." 

She didn't resist. Never in her life had anyone ever touched her with such reverence, looked at 

her with such need. When he urged her back, Liz lay on the bed, naked and waiting. 

"Lovely," Jonas murmured. Her body was milk and honey in the moonlight. And her eyes were 

dark— dark and open and uncertain. "I want you to trust me." He began a slow journey of 

exploration at her ankles. "I want to know when I look at you that you're not afraid of me." 

"I'm not afraid of you." 

"You have been. Maybe I've even wanted you to be. No more." 

His tongue slid over her skin and teased the back of her knees. The jolt of power had her rising 

up and gasping. "Jonas." 

"Relax." He ran a hand lightly up her hip. "I want to feel your bones melt. Lie back, Liz. Let me 

show you how much you can have." 

She obeyed, only because she hadn't the strength to resist. He murmured to her, stroking, 

nibbling, until she was too steeped in what he gave to give in return. But he wanted her that way, 

wanted to take her as though she hadn't been touched before. Not by him, not by anyone. Slowly, 

thoroughly and with great, great patience he seduced and pleasured. He thought as his mouth 

skimmed up her thigh that he could hear her skin hum. 

She'd never known anything could be like this—so deep, so dark. There was a freedom here, she 

discovered, that she'd once only associated with diving down through silent fathoms. Her body 

could float, her limbs could be weightless, but she could feel every touch, every movement. 

Dreamlike, sensations drifted over her, so soft, so misty, each blended into the next. How long 

could it go on? Perhaps, after all, there were forevers. 

She was lean, with muscles firm in her legs. Like a dancer's he thought, disciplined and trained. 

The scent from the bowl on her dresser spiced the air, but it was her fragrance, cool as a 

waterfall, that swam in his head. His mind emptied of everything but the need to delight her. 

Love, when unselfish, has incredible power. 

His tongue plunged into the heat and his hands gripped hers as she arched, stunned at being flung 

from a floating world to a churning one. He drew from her both patient and relentless, until she 

shuddered to climax and over. When her hands went limp in his, he brought them back to his 

body and pleasured himself. 



She hadn't known passion could stretch so far or a body endure such a barrage of sensations. His 

hands, rough at the palm, showed her secrets she'd never had the license to imagine. His lips, 

warmed from her own skin, opened mysteries and whispered the answers. He gentled her, he 

enticed her, he stroked with tenderness and he devoured. Gasping for air, she had no choice but 

to allow him whatever he wanted, and to strain for him to show her more. 

When he was inside of her she thought it was all, and more, than she could ever want. If this was 

love, she'd never tasted it. If this was passion, she'd only skimmed its surface. Now it was time to 

risk the depths. Willing, eager, she held onto him. 

It was trust he felt from her, and trust that moved him unbearably. He thought he'd needed 

before, desired before, but never so completely. Though he knew what it was to be part of 

another person, he'd never expected to feel the merger again. Strong, complex, unavoidable, the 

emotion swamped him. He belonged to her as fully as he'd wanted her to belong to him. 

He took her slowly, so that the thrill that coursed through her seemed endless. His skin was moist 

when she pressed her lips to his throat. The pulse there was as quick as her own. A giddy sense 

of triumph moved through her, only to be whipped away with passion before it could spread. 

Then he drew her up to him, and her body, liquid and limber with emotion, rose like a wave to 

press against his. Wrapped close, mouths fused, they moved together. Her hair fell like rain 

down her back. She could feel his heartbeat fast against her breast. 

Still joined, they lowered again. The rhythm quickened. Desperation rose. She heard him breathe 

her name before the gates burst open and she was lost in the flood. 

Chapter 9 

« ^ » 

 

She woke slowly, with a long, lazy stretch. Keeping her eyes closed, Liz waited for the alarm to 

ring. It wasn't often she felt so relaxed, even when waking, so she pampered herself and absorbed 

the luxury of doing nothing. In an hour, she mused, she'd be at the dive shop shifting through the 

day's schedule. The glass bottom, she thought, frowning a little. Was she supposed to take it out? 

Odd that she couldn't remember. Then with a start, it occurred to her that she didn't remember 

because she didn't know. She hadn't handled the schedule in two days. And last night. 

She opened her eyes and looked into Jonas's. 

"I could watch your mind wake up." He bent over and kissed her. "Fascinating." 

Liz closed her fingers over the sheet and tugged it a little higher. What was she supposed to say? 

She'd never spent the night with a man, never awoken with one. She cleared her throat and 
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wondered if every man awoke as sexily disheveled as Jonas Sharpe. "How did you sleep?" she 

managed, and felt ridiculous. 

"Fine." He smiled as he brushed her hair from her cheek with a fingertip. "And you?" 

"Fine." Her fingers moved restlessly on the sheet until he closed his hands over them. His eyes 

were warm and heavy and made her heart pound. 

"It's a little late to be nervous around me, Elizabeth." 

"I'm not nervous." But color rose to her cheeks when he pressed his lips to her naked shoulder. 

"Still, it's rather flattering. If you're nervous…" He turned his head so the tip of his tongue could 

toy with her ear. "Then you're not unmoved. I wouldn't like to think you felt casually about being 

with me— yet." 

Was it possible to want so much this morning what she'd sated herself with the night before? She 

didn't think it should be, and yet her body told her differently. She would, as she always did, 

listen to her intellect first. "It must be almost time to get up." One hand firmly on the sheets, she 

rose on her elbows to look at the clock. "That's not right." She blinked and focused again. "It 

can't be eight-fifteen." 

"Why not?" He slipped a hand beneath the sheet and stroked her thigh. 

"Because." His touch had her pulses speeding. "I always set it for six-fifteen." 

Finding her a challenge, Jonas brushed light kisses over her shoulder, down her arm. "You didn't 

set it last night." 

"I always—" She cut herself off. It was hard enough to try to think when he was touching her, 

but when she remembered the night before, it was nearly impossible to understand why she had 

to think. Her mind hadn't been on alarms and schedules and customers when her body had curled 

into Jonas's to sleep. Her mind, as it was now, had been filled with him. 

"Always what?" 

She wished he wouldn't distract her with fingertips sliding gently over her skin. She wished he 

could touch her everywhere at once. "I always wake up at six, whether I set it or not." 

"You didn't this time." He laughed as he eased her back down. "I suppose I should be flattered 

again." 

"Maybe I flatter you too much," she murmured and started to shift away. He simply rolled her 

back to him. "I have to get up." 

"No, you don't." 



"Jonas, I'm already late. I have to get to work." 

Sunlight dappled over her face. He wanted to see it over the rest of her. "The only thing you have 

to do is make love with me." He kissed her fingers, then slowly drew them from the sheet. "I'll 

never get through the day without you." 

"The boats—" 

"Are already out, I'm sure." He cupped her breast, rubbing his thumb back and forth over the 

nipple. "Luis seems competent." 

"He is. I haven't been in for two days." 

"One more won't hurt." 

Her body vibrated with need that slowly wound itself into her mind. Her arms came up to him, 

around him. "No, I guess it won't." 

  

She hadn't stayed in bed until ten o'clock since she'd been a child. Liz felt as irresponsible as one 

as she started the coffee. True, Luis could handle the shop and the boats as well as she, but it 

wasn't his job. It was hers. Here she was, brewing coffee at ten o'clock, with her body still warm 

from loving. Nothing had been the same since Jonas Sharpe had arrived on her doorstep. 

"It's useless to give yourself a hard time for taking a morning off," Jonas said from behind her. 

Liz popped bread into the toaster. "I suppose not, since I don't even know today's schedule." 

"Liz." Jonas took her by the arms and firmly turned her around. He studied her, gauging her 

mood before he spoke. "You know, back in Philadelphia I'm considered a workaholic. I've had 

friends express concern over the workload I take on and the hours I put in. Compared to you, I'm 

retired." 

Her brows drew together as they did when she was concentrating. Or annoyed. "We each do 

what we have to do." 

"True enough. It appears what I have to do is harass you until you relax." 

She had to smile. He said it so reasonably and his eyes were laughing. "I'm sure you have a 

reputation for being an expert on harassment." 

"I majored in it at college." 

"Good for you. But I'm an expert at budgeting my own time. And there's my toast." He let her 

pluck it out, waited until she'd buttered it, then took a piece for himself. 



"You mentioned diving lessons." 

She was still frowning at him when she heard the coffee begin to simmer. She reached for one 

cup, then relented and took two. "What about them?" 

"I'll take one. Today." 

"Today?" She handed him his coffee, drinking her own standing by the stove. "I'll have to see 

what's scheduled. The way things have been going, both dive boats should already be out." 

"Not a group lesson, a private one. You can take me out on the Expatriate." 

"Luis usually takes care of the private lessons." 

He smiled at her. "I prefer dealing with the management." 

Liz dusted crumbs from her fingers. "All right then. It'll cost you." 

He lifted his cup in salute. "I never doubted it." 

  

Liz was laughing when Jonas pulled into a narrow parking space at the hotel. "If he'd picked 

your pocket, why did you defend him?" 

"Everyone's entitled to representation," Jonas reminded her. "Besides, I figured if I took him on 

as a client, he'd leave my wallet alone." 

"And did he?" 

"Yeah." Jonas took her hand as they crossed the sidewalk to the sand. "He stole my watch 

instead." 

She giggled, a foolish, girlish sound he'd never heard from her. "And did you get him off?" 

"Two years probation. There, it looks like business is good." 

Liz shielded her eyes from the sun and looked toward the shop. Luis was busily fitting two 

couples with snorkel gear. A glance to the left showed her only the Expatriate remained in dock. 

"Cozumel's becoming very popular," she murmured. 

"Isn't that the idea?" 

"For business?" She moved her shoulders. "I'd be a fool to complain." 

"But?" 



"But sometimes I think it would be nice if it could block out the changes. I don't want to see the 

water choked with suntan oil. Hola, Luis." 

"Liz!" His gaze passed over Jonas briefly before he grinned at her. "We thought maybe you 

deserted us. How did you like Acapulco?" 

"It was… different," she decided, and was already scooting behind the counter to find the daily 

schedule. "Any problems?" 

"Jose took care of a couple repairs. I brought Miguel back to fill in, but I keep an eye on him. 

Got this—what do you call it—brochure on the aqua bikes." He pulled out a colorful pamphlet, 

but Liz only nodded. 

"The Brinkman party's out diving. Did we take them to Palancar?" 

"Two days in a row. Miguel likes them. They tip good." 

"Hmm. You're handling the shop alone." 

"No problem. Hey, there was a guy." He screwed up his face as he tried to remember the name. 

"Skinny guy, American. You know the one you took out on the beginners' trip?" 

She flipped through the receipts and was satisfied. "Trydent?" 

"Sí, that was it. He came by a coupla times." 

"Rent anything?" 

"No." Luis wiggled his eyebrows at her. "He was looking for you." 

Liz shrugged it off. If he hadn't rented anything, he didn't interest her. "If everything's under 

control here, I'm going to take Mr. Sharpe out for a diving lesson." 

Luis looked quickly at Jonas, then away. The man made him uneasy, but Liz looked happier than 

she had in weeks. "Want me to get the gear?" 

"No, I'll take care of it." She looked up and smiled at Jonas. "Write Mr. Sharpe up a rental form 

and give him a receipt for the gear, the lesson and the boat trip. Since it's…" She trailed off as 

she checked her watch. "Nearly eleven, give him the half-day rate." 

"You're all heart," Jonas murmured as she went to the shelves to choose his equipment. 

"You got the best teacher," Luis told him, but couldn't manage more than another quick look at 

Jonas. 



"I'm sure you're right." Idly, Jonas swiveled the newspaper Luis had tossed on the counter around 

to face him. He missed being able to sit down with the morning paper over coffee. The Spanish 

headlines told him nothing. "Anything going on I should know about?" Jonas asked, indicating 

the paper. 

Luis relaxed a bit as he wrote. Jonas's voice wasn't so much like Jerry's when you weren't 

looking at him. "Haven't had a chance to look at it yet. Busy morning." 

Going with habit, Jonas turned the paper over. There, in a faded black-and-white picture, was 

Erika. Jonas's fingers tightened. He glanced back and saw that Liz was busy, her back to him. 

Without a word, he slid the paper over the receipt Luis was writing. 

"Hey, that's the—" 

"I know," Jonas said in an undertone. "What does it say?" 

Luis bent over the paper to read. He straightened again very slowly, and his face was ashen. 

"Dead," he whispered. "She's dead." 

"How?" 

Luis's fingers opened and closed on the pen he held. "Stabbed." 

Jonas thought of the knife held at Liz's throat. "When?" 

"Last night." Luis had to swallow twice. "They found her last night." 

"Jonas," Liz called from the back, "how much do you weigh?" 

Keeping his eyes on Luis, Jonas turned the paper over again. "One seventy. She doesn't need to 

hear this now," he added under his breath. He pulled bills from his wallet and laid them on the 

counter. "Finish writing the receipt." 

After a struggle, Luis mastered his own fear and straightened. "I don't want anything to happen 

to Liz." 

Jonas met the look with a challenge that held for several humming seconds before he relaxed. 

The smaller man was terrified, but he was thinking of Liz. "Neither do I. I'm going to see nothing 

does." 

"You brought trouble." 

"I know." His gaze shifted beyond Luis to Liz. "But if I leave, the trouble doesn't." 

For the first time, Luis forced himself to study Jonas's face. After a moment, he blew out a long 

breath. "I liked your brother, but I think it was him who brought trouble." 



"It doesn't matter anymore who brought it. I'm going to look out for her." 

"Then you look good," Luis warned softly. "You look real good." 

"First lesson," Liz said as she unlocked her storage closet. "Each diver carries and is responsible 

for his own gear." She jerked her head back to where Jonas's was stacked. With a last look at 

Luis, he walked through the doorway to gather it up. 

"Preparing for a dive is twice as much work as diving itself," she began as she hefted her tanks. 

"It's a good thing it's worth it. We'll be back before sundown, Luis. Hasta luego." 

"Liz." She stopped, turning back to where Luis hovered in the doorway. His gaze passed over 

Jonas, then returned to her. "Hasta luego, " he managed, and closed his fingers over the medal he 

wore around his neck. 

The moment she was on board, Liz restacked her gear. As a matter of routine, she checked all the 

Expatriate's gauges. "Can you cast off?" she asked Jonas. 

He ran a hand down her hair, surprising her. She looked so competent, so in charge. He 

wondered if by staying close he was protecting or endangering. It was becoming vital to believe 

the first. "I can handle it." 

She felt her stomach flutter as he continued to stare at her. "Then you'd better stop looking at me 

and do it." 

"I like looking at you." He drew her close, just to hold her. "I could spend years looking at you." 

Her arms came up, hesitated, then dropped back to her sides. It would be so easy to believe. To 

trust again, give again, be hurt again. She wanted to tell him of the love growing inside her, 

spreading and strengthening with each moment. But if she told him she'd no longer have even the 

illusion of control. Without control, she was defenseless. 

"I clocked you on at eleven," she said, but couldn't resist breathing deeply of his scent and 

committing it to memory. 

Because she made him smile again, he drew her back. "I'm paying the bill, I'll worry about the 

time." 

"Diving lesson," she reminded him. "And you can't dive until you cast off." 

"Aye, aye, sir." But he gave her a hard, breath-stealing kiss before he jumped back on the dock. 

Liz drew air into her lungs and let it out slowly before she turned on the engines. All she could 

hope was that she looked more in control than she felt. He was winning a battle, she mused, that 

he didn't even know he was fighting. She waited for Jonas to join her again before she eased the 

throttle forward. 



"There are plenty of places to dive where we don't need the boat, but I thought you'd enjoy 

something away from the beaches. Palancar is one of the most stunning reefs in the Caribbean. 

It's probably the best place to start because the north end is shallow and the wall slopes rather 

than having a sheer vertical dropoff. There are a lot of caves and passageways, so it makes for an 

interesting dive." 

"I'm sure, but I had something else in mind." 

"Something else?" 

Jonas took a small book out of his pocket and flipped through it. "What do these numbers look 

like to you?" 

Liz recognized the book. It was the same one he'd used in Acapulco to copy down the numbers 

from his brother's book in the safe-deposit box. He still had his priorities, she reminded herself, 

then drew back on the throttle to let the boat idle. 

The numbers were in precise, neat lines. Any child who'd paid attention in geography class 

would recognize them. "Longitude and latitude." 

He nodded. "Do you have a chart?" 

He'd planned this since he'd first seen the numbers, she realized. Their being lovers changed 

nothing else. "Of course, but I don't need it for this. I know these waters. That's just off the coast 

of Isla Mujeres." Liz adjusted her course and picked up speed. Perhaps, she thought, the course 

had already been set for both of them long before this. They had no choice but to see it through. 

"It's a long trip. You might as well relax." 

He put his hands on her shoulders to knead. "We won't find anything, but I have to go." 

"I understand." 

"Would you rather I go alone?" 

She shook her head violently, but said nothing. 

"Liz, this had to be his drop point. By tomorrow, Moralas will have the numbers and send his 

own divers down. I have to see for myself." 

"You're chasing shadows, Jonas. Jerry's gone. Nothing you can do is going to change that." 

"I'll find out why. I'll find out who. That'll be enough." 

"Will it?" With her hand gripping the wheel hard, she looked over her shoulder. His eyes were 

close, but they held that cool, set look again. "I don't think so— not for you." Liz turned her face 

back to the sea. She would take him where he wanted to go. 



Isla Mujeres, Island of Women, was a small gem in the water. Surrounded by reefs and studded 

with untouched lagoons, it was one of the perfect retreats of the Caribbean. Party boats from the 

continental coast or one of the other islands cruised there daily to offer their customers 

snorkeling or diving at its best. It had once been known by pirates and blessed by a goddess. Liz 

anchored the boat off the southwest coast. Once again, she became the teacher. 

"It's important to know and understand both the name and the use of every piece of equipment. 

It's not just a matter of stuffing in a mouthpiece and strapping on a tank. No smoking," she added 

as Jonas took out â cigarette. "It's ridiculous to clog up your lungs in the first place, and absurd to 

do it before a dive." 

Jonas set the pack on the bench beside him. "How long are we going down?" 

"We'll keep it under an hour. The depth here ranges to eighty feet. That means the nitrogen in 

your air supply will be over three times denser than what your system's accustomed to. In some 

people at some depths, this can cause temporary imbalances. If you begin to feel light-headed, 

signal to me right away. We'll descend in stages to give your body time to get used to the 

changes in pressure. We ascend the same way in order to give the nitrogen time to expel. If you 

come up too quickly, you risk decompression sickness. It can be fatal." As she spoke, she spread 

out the gear with the intention of explaining each piece. "Nothing is to be taken for granted in the 

water. It is not your milieu. You're dependent on your equipment and your own good sense. It's 

beautiful and it's exciting, but it's not an amusement park." 

"Is this the same lecture you give on the dive boat?" 

"Basically." 

"You're very good." 

"Thank you." She picked up a gauge. "Now—" 

"Can we get started?" he asked and reached for his wet suit. 

"We are getting started. You can't dive without a working knowledge of your equipment." 

"That's a depth gauge." He nodded toward her hand as he stripped down to black briefs. "A very 

sophisticated one. I wouldn't think most dive shops would find it necessary to stock that quality." 

"This is mine," she murmured. "But I keep a handful for rentals." 

"I don't think I mentioned that you have the best-tended equipment I've ever seen. It isn't in the 

same league with your personal gear, but it's quality. Give me a hand, will you?" 

Liz rose to help him into the tough, stretchy suit. "You've gone down before." 



"I've been diving since I was fifteen." Jonas pulled up the zipper before bending over to check 

the tanks himself. 

"Since you were fifteen." Liz yanked off her shirt and tossed it aside. Fuming, she pulled off her 

shorts until she wore nothing but a string bikini and a scowl. "Then why did you let me go on 

that way?" 

"I liked hearing you." Jonas glanced up and felt his blood surge. "Almost as much as I like 

looking at you." 

She wasn't in the mood to be flattered, less in the mood to be charmed. Without asking for 

assistance, she tugged herself into her wet suit. "You're still paying for the lesson." 

Jonas grinned as he examined his flippers. "I never doubted it." 

She strapped on the rest of her gear in silence. It was difficult even for her to say if she were 

really angry. All she knew was the day, and dive, weren't as simple as they had started out to be. 

Lifting the top of a bench, she reached into a compartment and took out two short metal sticks 

shaped like bats. 

"What's this for?" Jonas asked as she handed him one. 

"Insurance." She adjusted her mask. "We're going down to the caves where the sharks sleep." 

"Sharks don't sleep." 

"The oxygen content in the water in the cave keeps them quiescent. But don't think you can trust 

them." 

Without another word, she swung over the side and down the ladder. 

The water was as clear as glass, so she could see for more than a hundred feet. As she heard 

Jonas plunge in beside her, Liz turned to assure herself he did indeed know what he was doing. 

Catching her skeptical look, Jonas merely circled his thumb and forefinger, then pointed down. 

He was tense. Liz could feel it from him, though she understood it had nothing to do with his 

skill underwater. His brother had dived here once—she was as certain of it as Jonas. And the 

reason for his dives had been the reason for his death. She no longer had to think whether she 

was angry. In a gesture as personal as a kiss, she reached out a hand and took his. 

Grateful, Jonas curled his fingers around hers. He didn't know what he was looking for, or even 

why he continued to look when already he'd found more than he'd wanted to. His brother had 

played games with the rules and had lost. Some would say there was justice in that. But they'd 

shared birth. He had to go on looking, and go on hoping. 



Liz saw the first of the devilfish and tugged on Jonas's hands. Such things never failed to touch 

her spirit. The giant manta rays cruised together, feeding on plankton and unconcerned with the 

human intruders. Liz kicked forward, delighted to swim among them. Their huge mouths could 

crush and devour crustaceans. Their wingspan of twenty feet and more was awesome. Without 

fear, Liz reached out to touch. Pleasure came easily, as it always did to her in the sea. Her eyes 

were laughing as she reached out again for Jonas. 

They descended farther, and some of his tension began to dissolve. There was something 

different about her here, a lightness, an ease that dissolved the sadness that always seemed to 

linger in her eyes. She looked free, and more, as happy as he'd ever seen her. If it were possible 

to fall in love in a matter of moments, Jonas fell in love in those, forty feet below the surface 

with a mermaid who'd forgotten how to dream. 

Everything she saw, everything she could touch fascinated her. He could see it in the way she 

moved, the way she looked at everything as though it were her first dive. If he could have found 

a way, he would have stayed with her there, surrounded by love and protected by fathoms. 

They swam deeper, but leisurely. If something evil had been begun, or been ended there, it had 

left no trace. The sea was calm and silent and full of life too lovely to exist in the air. 

When the shadow passed over, Liz looked up. In all her dives, she'd never seen anything so 

spectacular. Thousands upon thousands of silvery grunts moved together in a wave so dense that 

they might have been one creature. Eyes wide with the wonder of it, Liz lifted her arms and took 

her body up. The wave swayed as a unit, avoiding intrusion. Delighted, she signaled for Jonas to 

join her. The need to share the magic was natural. This was the pull of the sea that had driven her 

to study, urged to explore and invited her once to dream. With her fingers linked with Jonas's, 

she propelled them closer. The school of fish split in half so that it became two unified forms 

swirling on either side of them. The sea teemed with them, thick clouds of silver so tightly 

grouped that they seemed fused together. 

For a moment she was as close to her own fantasies as she had ever been, floating free, 

surrounded by magic, with her lover's hand in hers. Impulsively, she wrapped her arms around 

Jonas and held on. The clouds of fish swarmed around them, linked into one, then swirled away. 

He could feel her pulse thud when he reached for her wrist. He could see the fascinated delight in 

her eyes. Hampered by his human frailty in the water, he could only touch his hand to her cheek. 

When she lifted her own to press it closer, it was enough. Side by side they swam toward the 

seafloor. 

The limestone caves were eerie and compelling. Once Jonas saw the head of a moray eel slide 

out and curve, either in curiosity or warning. An old turtle with barnacles crusting his back rose 

from his resting place beneath a rock and swam between them. Then at the entrance to a cave, 

Liz pointed and shared another mystery. 

The shark moved across the sand, as a dog might on a hearth rug. His small, black eyes stared 

back at them as his gills slowly drew in water. While they huddled just inside the entrance, their 



bubbles rising up through the porous limestone and toward the surface, the shark shifted 

restlessly. Jonas reached for Liz's hand to draw her back, but she moved a bit closer, anxious to 

see. 

In a quick move, the shark shot toward the entrance. Jonas was grabbing for Liz and his knife, 

when she merely poked at the head with her wooden bat. Without pausing, the shark swam 

toward the open sea and vanished. 

He wanted to strangle her. He wanted to tell her how fascinating she was to watch. Since he 

could do neither, Jonas merely closed a hand over her throat and gave her a mock shake. Her 

laughter had bubbles dancing. 

They swam on together, parting from time to time to explore separate interests. He decided she'd 

forgotten his purpose in coming, but thought it was just as well. If she could take this hour for 

personal freedom, he was glad of it. For him, there were demands. 

The water and the life in it were undeniably beautiful, but Jonas noticed other things. They hadn't 

seen another diver and their down time was nearly up. The caves where the sharks slept were 

also a perfect place to conceal a cache of drugs. Only the very brave or the very foolish would 

swim in their territory at night. He thought of his brother and knew Jerry would have considered 

it the best kind of adventure. A man with a reason could swim into one of the caves while the 

sharks were out feeding, and leave or take whatever he liked. 

Liz hadn't forgotten why Jonas had come. Because she thought she could understand a part of 

what he was feeling, she gave him room. Here, eighty feet below the surface, he was searching 

for something, anything, to help him accept his brother's death. And his brother's life. 

It would come to an end soon, Liz reflected. The police had the name of the go-between in 

Acapulco. And the other name that Jonas had given them, she remembered suddenly. Where had 

he gotten that one? She looked toward him and realized there were things he wasn't telling her. 

That, too, would end soon, she promised herself. Then she found herself abruptly out of air. 

She didn't panic. Liz was too well trained to panic. Immediately, she checked her gauge and saw 

that she had ten full minutes left. Reaching back, she ran a hand down her hose and found it 

unencumbered. But she couldn't draw air. 

Whatever the gauge said, her life was on the line. If she swam toward the surface, her lungs 

would be crushed by the pressure. Forcing herself to stay calm, she swam in a diagonal toward 

Jonas. When she caught his ankle, she tugged sharply. The smile he turned with faded the 

moment he saw her eyes. Recognizing her signal, he immediately removed his regulator and 

passed it to her. Liz drew in air. Nodding, she handed it back to him. Their bodies brushing, her 

hand firm on his shoulder, they began their slow ascent. 

Buddy-breathing, they rose closer to the surface, restraining themselves from rushing. What took 

only a matter of minutes seemed to drag on endlessly. The moment Liz's head broke water, she 

pushed back her mask and gulped in fresh air. 



"What happened?" Jonas demanded, but when he felt her begin to shake, he only swore and 

pulled her with him to the ladder. "Take it easy." His hand was firm at her back as she climbed 

up. 

"I'm all right." But she collapsed on a bench, without the energy to draw off her tanks. Her body 

shuddered once with relief as Jonas took the weight from her. With her head between her knees, 

she waited for the mists to clear. "I've never had anything like that happen," she managed. "Not 

at eighty feet." 

He was rubbing her hands to warm them. "What did happen?" 

"I ran out of air." 

Enraged, he took her by the shoulders and dragged her back to a sitting position. "Ran out of air? 

That's unforgivably careless. How can you give lessons when you haven't the sense to watch 

your own gauges?" 

"I watched my gauge." She drew air in and let it out slowly. "I should have had another ten 

minutes." 

"You rent diving equipment, for God's sake! How can you be negligent with your own? You 

might've died." 

The insult to her competence went a long way toward smothering the fear. "I'm never careless," 

she snapped at him. "Not with rental equipment or my own." She dragged the mask from her 

head and tossed it on the bench. "Look at my gauge. I should have had ten minutes left." 

He looked, but it didn't relieve his anger. "Your equipment should be checked. If you go down 

with a faulty gauge you're inviting an accident." 

"My equipment has been checked. I check it myself after every dive, and it was fine before I 

stored it. I filled those tanks myself." The alternative came to her even as she finished speaking. 

Her face, already pale, went white. "God, Jonas, I filled them myself. I checked every piece of 

equipment the last time I went down." 

He closed a hand over hers hard enough to make her wince. "You keep it in the shop, in that 

closet." 

"I lock it up." 

"How many keys?" 

"Mine—and an extra set in the drawer. They're rarely used because I always leave mine there 

when I go out on the boats." 

"But the extra set would have been used when we were away?" 



The shaking was starting again. This time it wasn't as simple to control it. "Yes." 

"And someone used the key to the closet to get in and tamper with your equipment." 

She moistened her lips. "Yes." 

The rage ripped inside him until he was nearly blind with it. Hadn't he just promised to watch out 

for her, to keep her safe? With intensely controlled movements, he pulled off his flippers and 

discarded his mask. "You're going back. You're going to pack, then I'm putting you on a plane. 

You can stay with my family until this is over." 

"No." 

"You're going to do exactly what I say." 

"No," she said again and managed to draw the strength to stand. "I'm not going anywhere. This is 

the second time someone's threatened my life." 

"And they're not going to have a chance to do it again." 

"I'm not leaving my home." 

"Don't be a fool." He rose. Knowing he couldn't touch her, he unzipped his wet suit and began to 

strip it off. "Your business isn't going to fall apart. You can come back when it's safe." 

"I'm not leaving." She took a step toward him. "You came here looking for revenge. When you 

have it, you can leave and be satisfied. Now I'm looking for answers. I can't leave because they're 

here." 

Struggling to keep his hands gentle, he took her face between them. "I'll find them for you." 

"You know better than that, don't you, Jonas? Answers don't mean anything unless you find them 

yourself. I want my daughter to be able to come home. Until I find those answers, until it's safe, 

she can't." She lifted her hands to his face so that they stood as a unit. "We both have reasons to 

look now." 

He sat, took his pack of cigarettes and spoke flatly. "Erika's dead." 

The anger that had given her the strength to stand wavered. "What?" 

"Murdered." His voice was cold again, hard again. "A few days ago I met her, paid her for a 

name." 

Liz braced herself against the rail. "The name you gave to the captain." 



Jonas lit his cigarette, telling himself he was justified to put fear back into her eyes. "That's right. 

She asked some questions, got some answers. She told me this Pablo Manchez was bad, a 

professional killer. Jerry was killed by a pro. So, it appears, was Erika." 

"She was shot?" 

"Stabbed," Jonas corrected and watched Liz's hand reach involuntarily for her own neck. "That's 

right." He drew violently on the cigarette then hurled it overboard before he rose. "You're going 

back to the States until this is all over." 

She turned her back on him a moment, needing to be certain she could be strong. "I'm not 

leaving, Jonas. We have the same problem." 

"Liz—" 

"No." When she turned back her chin was up and her eyes were clear. "You see, I've run from 

problems before, and it doesn't work." 

"This isn't a matter of running, it's a matter of being sensible." 

"You're staying." 

"I don't have a choice." 

"Then neither do I." 

"Liz, I don't want you hurt." 

She tilted her head as she studied him. She could believe that, she realized, and take comfort in 

it. "Will you go?" 

"I can't. You know I can't." 

"Neither can I." She wrapped her arms around him, pressed her cheek to his shoulder in a first 

spontaneous show of need or affection. "Let's go home," she murmured. "Let's just go home." 

Chapter 10 

« ^ » 

 

Every morning when Liz awoke she was certain Captain Moralas would call to tell her it was all 

over. Every night when she closed her eyes, she was certain it was only a matter of one more 

day. Time went on. 
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Every morning when Liz awoke she was certain Jonas would tell her he had to leave. Every night 

when she slept in his arms, she was certain it was the last time. He stayed. 

For over ten years her life had had a certain purpose. Success. She'd started the struggle toward it 

in order to survive and to provide for her child. Somewhere along the way she'd learned the 

satisfaction of being on her own and making it work. In over ten years, Liz had gone steadily 

forward without detours. A detour could mean failure and the loss of independence. It had been 

barely a month since Jonas had walked into her house and her life. Since that time the straight 

road she had followed had forked. Ignoring the changes hadn't helped, fighting them hadn't 

worked. Now it no longer seemed she had the choice of which path to follow. 

Because she had to hold onto something, she worked every day, keeping stubbornly to her old 

routine. It was the only aspect of her life that she could be certain she could control. Though it 

brought some semblance of order to her life, it didn't keep Liz's mind at rest. She found herself 

studying her customers with suspicion. Business thrived as the summer season drew closer. It 

didn't seem as important as it had even weeks before, but she kept the shop open seven days a 

week. 

Jonas had taken the fabric of her life, plucked at a few threads and changed everything. Liz had 

come to the point that she could admit nothing would ever be quite the same again, but she had 

yet to come to the point that she knew what to do about it. When he left, as she knew he would, 

she would have to learn all over again how to suppress longings and black out dreams. 

They would find Jerry Sharpe's killer. They would find the man with the knife. If she hadn't 

believed that, Liz would never have gone on day after day. But after the danger was over, after 

all questions were answered, her life would never be as it had been. Jonas had woven himself 

into it. When he went away, he'd leave a hole behind that would take all her will to mend. 

Her life had been torn before. Liz could comfort herself that she had put it together again. The 

shape had been different, the texture had changed, but she had put it together. She could do so 

again. She would have to. 

There were times when she lay in bed in the dark, in the early hours of the morning, restless, 

afraid she would have to begin those repairs before she was strong enough. 

Jonas could feel her shift beside him. He'd come to understand she rarely slept peacefully. Or she 

no longer slept peacefully. He wished she would lean on him, but knew she never would. Her 

independence was too vital, and opposingly, her insecurity was too deep to allow her to admit a 

need for another. Even the sharing of a burden was difficult for her. He wanted to soothe. 

Through his adult life, Jonas had carefully chosen companions who had no problems, required no 

advice, no comfort, no support. A woman who required such things required an emotional 

attachment he had never been willing to make. He wasn't a selfish man, simply a cautious one. 

Throughout his youth, and through most of his adult life, he'd picked up the pieces his brother 

had scattered. Consciously or unconsciously, Jonas had promised himself he'd never be put in the 

position of having to do so for anyone else. 



Now he was drawing closer and closer to a woman who elicited pure emotion, then tried to 

deflect it. He was falling in love with a woman who needed him but refused to admit it. She was 

strong and had both the intelligence and the will to take care of herself. And she had eyes so soft, 

so haunted, that a man would risk anything to protect her from any more pain. 

She had completely changed his life. She had altered the simple, tidy pattern he'd been weaving 

for himself. He needed to soothe, to protect, to share. There was nothing he could do to change 

that. Whenever he touched her, he came closer to admitting there was nothing he would do. 

The bed was warm and the room smelled of the flowers that grew wild outside the open window. 

Their scent mixed with the bowl of potpourri on Liz's dresser. Now and then the breeze ruffled 

through palm fronds so that the sound whispered but didn't disturb. Beside him was a woman 

whose body was slim and restless. Her hair spread over her pillow and onto his, carrying no 

more fragrance than wind over water. The moonlight trickled in, dipping into corners, filtering 

over the bed so he could trace her silhouette. As she tossed in sleep, he drew her closer. Her 

muscles were tense, as though she were prepared to reject the gift of comfort even before it was 

offered. Slowly, as her breath whispered at his throat, he began to massage her shoulders. Strong 

shoulders, soft skin. He found the combination irresistible. She murmured, shifting toward him, 

but he didn't know if it was acceptance or request. It didn't matter. 

She felt so good there; she felt right there. All questions, all doubts could wait for the sunrise. 

Before dawn they would share the need that was in both of them. In the moonlight, in the quiet 

hours, each would have what the other could offer. He touched his mouth lightly, ever so lightly, 

to hers. 

She sighed, but it was only a whisper of a sound—a sigh in sleep as her body relaxed against his. 

If she dreamed now, she dreamed of easy things, calm water, soft grass. He trailed a hand down 

her back, exploring the shape of her. Long, lean, slender and strong. He felt his own body warm 

and pulse. Passion, still sleepy, began to stir. 

She seemed to wake in stages. First her skin, then her blood, then muscle by muscle. Her body 

was alert and throbbing before her mind raced to join it. She found herself wrapped around 

Jonas, already aroused, already hungry. When his mouth came to hers again, she answered him. 

There was no hesitation in her this time, no moment of doubt before desire overwhelmed reason. 

She wanted to give herself to him as fully as it was possible to give. It wouldn't be wise to speak 

her feelings out loud. It couldn't be safe to tell him with words that her heart was stripped of 

defenses and open for him. But she could show him, and by doing so give them both the pleasure 

of love without restrictions. 

Her arms tightened around him as her mouth roamed madly over his. She drew his bottom lip 

inside the heat, inside the moistness of her mouth and nibbled, sucked until his breath came fast 

and erratic. She felt the abrupt tension as his body pressed against hers and realized he, too, 

could be seduced. He, too, could be aroused beyond reason. And she realized with a heady sort 

of wonder that she could be the seducer, she could arouse. 



She shifted her body under his, tentatively, but with a slow rhythm that had him murmuring her 

name and grasping for control. Instinctively she sought out vulnerabilities, finding them one by 

one, learning from them, taking from them. Her tongue flicked over his throat, seeking then 

enjoying the subtle, distinct taste of man. His pulse was wild there, as wild as hers. She shifted 

again until she lay across him and his body was hers for the taking. 

Her hands were inexperienced so that her stroking was soft and hesitant. It drove him mad. No 

one had ever been so sweetly determined to bring him pleasure. She pressed kisses over his 

chest, slowly, experimentally, then rubbed her cheek over his skin so that the touch both soothed 

and excited. 

His body was on fire, yet it seemed to float free so that he could feel the passage of air breathe 

cool over his flesh. She touched, and the heat spread like brushfire. She tasted and the moistness 

from her lips was like the whisper of a night breeze, cooling, calming. 

"Tell me what you want." She looked up and her eyes were luminous in the moonlight, dark and 

beautiful. "Tell me what to do." 

It was almost more than he could bear, the purity of the request, the willingness to give. He 

reached up so that his hands were lost in her hair. He could have kept her there forever, arched 

above him with her skin glowing gold in the thin light, her hair falling pale over her shoulders, 

her eyes shimmering with need. He drew her down until their lips met again. Hunger exploded 

between them. She didn't need to be told, she didn't need to be taught. Her body took over so that 

her own desire drove them both. 

Jonas let reason go, let control be damned. Gripping her hips, he drew her up, then brought her to 

him, brought himself into her with a force that had her gasping in astonished pleasure. As she 

shuddered again, then again, he reached for her hands. Their fingers linked as she arched back 

and let her need set the pace. Frantic. Desperate. Uncontrollable. Pleasure, pain, delight, terror all 

whipped through her, driving her on, thrusting her higher. 

He couldn't think, but he could feel. Until that moment, he wouldn't have believed it possible to 

feel so much so intensely. Sensations racked him, building and building and threatening to 

explode until the only sound he could hear was the roar of his own heart inside his head. With his 

eyes half open he could see her above him, naked and glorious in the moonlight. And when she 

plunged him beyond sensation, beyond sight and reason, he could still see her. He always would. 

  

It didn't seem possible. It didn't, Liz thought, seem reasonable that she could be managing the 

shop, dealing with customers, stacking equipment when her system was still soaking up every 

delicious sensation she'd experienced just before dawn. Yet she was there, filling out forms, 

giving advice, quoting prices and making change. Still it was all mechanical. She'd been wise to 

delegate the diving tours and remain on shore. 



She greeted her customers, some old and some new, and tried not to think too deeply about the 

list she'd been forced to give Moralas. How many of them would come to the Black Coral for 

equipment or lessons if they knew that by doing only that they were under police investigation? 

Jerry Sharpe's murder, and her involvement in it, could endanger her business far more than a 

slow season or a rogue hurricane. 

Over and above her compassion, her sympathy and her hopes that Jonas could put his mind and 

heart at rest was a desperate need to protect her own, to guard what she'd built from nothing for 

her daughter. No matter how she tried to bury it, she couldn't completely block out the 

resentment she felt for being pulled into a situation that had been none of her making. 

Yet there was a tug-of-war waging inside of her. Resentment for the disruption of her life battled 

against the longing to have Jonas remain in it. Without the disruption, he never would have come 

to her. No matter how much she tried, she could never regret the weeks they'd had together. She 

promised herself that she never would. It was time to admit that she had a great scope of love 

that had been trapped inside her. Rejected once, it had refused to risk again. But Jonas had 

released it, or perhaps she'd released it herself. Whatever happened, however it ended, she'd been 

able to love again. 

"You're a hard lady to pin down." 

Startled out of her own thoughts, Liz looked up. It took her a moment to remember the face, and 

a moment still to link a name with it. "Mr. Trydent." She rose from her desk to go to the counter. 

"I didn't realize you were still on the island." 

"I only take one vacation a year, so I like to make the most of it." He set a tall paper cup that 

bounced with ice on the counter. "I figured this was the only way to get you to have a drink with 

me." 

Liz glanced at the cup and wondered if she'd been businesslike or rude. At the moment she 

would have liked nothing better than to be alone with her own thoughts, but a customer was a 

customer. "That's nice of you. I've been pretty tied up." 

"No kidding." He gave her a quick smile that showed straight teeth and easy charm. "You're 

either out of town or out on a boat. So I thought about the mountain and Mohammed." He 

glanced around. "Things are pretty quiet now." 

"Lunchtime," Liz told him. "Everyone who's going out is already out. Everyone else is grabbing 

some food or a siesta before they decide how to spend the afternoon." 

"Island living." 

She smiled back. "Exactly. Tried any more diving?" 

He made a face. "I let myself get talked into a night dive with Mr. Ambuckle before he headed 

back to Texas. I'm planning on sticking to the pool for the rest of my vacation." 



"Diving's not for everyone." 

"You can say that again." He drank from the second cup he'd brought, then leaned on the 

counter. "How about dinner? Dinner's for everyone." 

She lifted a brow, a little surprised, a little flattered that he seemed bent on a pursuit. "I rarely eat 

out." 

"I like home cooking." 

"Mr. Trydent—" 

"Scott," he corrected. 

"Scott, I appreciate the offer, but I'm…" How did she put it? Liz wondered. "I'm seeing 

someone." 

He laid a hand on hers. "Serious?" 

Not sure whether she was embarrassed or amused, Liz drew her hand away. "I'm a serious sort of 

person." 

"Well." Scott lifted his cup, watching her over the rim as he drank. "I guess we'd better stick to 

business then. How about explaining the snorkeling equipment to me?" 

With a shrug, Liz glanced over her shoulder. "If you can swim, you can snorkel." 

"Let's just say I'm cautious. Mind if I come in and take a look?" 

She'd been ungracious enough for one day, Liz decided. She sent him a smile. "Sure, look all you 

want." When he'd skirted around the counter and through the door, she walked with him to the 

back shelves. "The snorkel's just a hollow tube with a mouthpiece," she began as she took one 

down to offer it. "You put this lip between your teeth and breathe normally through your mouth. 

With the tube attached to a face mask, you can paddle around on the surface indefinitely." 

"Okay. How about all the times I see these little tubes disappear under the water?" 

"When you want to go down, you hold your breath and let out a bit of air to help you descend. 

The trick is to blow out and clear the tube of water when you surface. Once you get the knack, 

you can go down and up dozens of times without ever taking your face out of the water." 

Scott turned the snorkel over in his hand. "There's a lot to see down there." 

"A whole world." 



He was no longer looking at the snorkel, but at her. "I guess you know a lot about the water and 

the reefs in this area. Know much about Isla Mujeres?" 

"Excellent snorkeling and diving." Absently, Liz took down a mask to show him how to attach 

the snorkel. "We offer full- and half-day trips. If you're adventurous enough, there are caves to 

explore." 

"And some are fairly remote," he said idly. 

"For snorkeling you'd want to stay closer to the reefs, but an experienced diver could spend days 

around the caves." 

"And nights." Scott passed the snorkel through his fingers as he watched her. "I imagine a diver 

could go down there at night and be completely undisturbed." 

She wasn't certain why she felt a trickle of alarm. Automatically, she glanced over his shoulder 

to where her police guard half dozed in the sun. Silly, she told herself with a little shrug. She'd 

never been one to jump at shadows. "It's a dangerous area for night diving." 

"Some people prefer danger, especially when it's profitable." 

Her mouth was dry, so she swallowed as she replaced the mask on the shelf. "Perhaps. I don't." 

This time his smile wasn't so charming or his eyes so friendly. "Don't you?" 

"I don't know what you mean." 

"I think you do." His hand closed over her arm. "I think you know exactly what I mean. What 

Jerry Sharpe skimmed off the top and dumped in that safe-deposit box in Acapulco was petty 

cash, Liz." He leaned closer as his voice lowered. "There's a lot more to be made. Didn't he tell 

you?" 

She had a sudden, fierce memory of a knife probing against her throat. "He didn't tell me 

anything. I don't know anything." Before she could evade, he had her backed into a corner. "If I 

scream," she managed in a steady voice, "there'll be a crowd of people here before you can take a 

breath." 

"No need to scream." He held up both hands as if to show her he meant no harm. "This is a 

business discussion. All I want to know is how much Jerry told you before he made the mistake 

of offending the wrong people." 

When she discovered she was trembling, Liz forced herself to stop. He wouldn't intimidate her. 

What weapon could he hide in a pair of bathing trunks and an open shirt? She straightened her 

shoulders and looked him directly in the eye. "Jerry didn't tell me anything. I said the same thing 

to your friend when he had the knife at my throat. It didn't satisfy him, so he put a damaged 

gauge on my tanks." 



"My partner doesn't understand much about finesse," Scott said easily. "I don't carry knives, and 

I don't know enough about your diving equipment to mess with the gauges. What I know about is 

you, and I know plenty. You work too hard, Liz, getting up at dawn and hustling until sundown. 

I'm just trying to give you some options. Business, Liz. We're just going to talk business." 

It was his calm, reasonable attitude that had her temper whipping out. He could be calm, he 

could be reasonable, and people were dead. "I'm not Jerry and I'm not Erika, so keep that in 

mind. I don't know anything about the filthy business you're into, but the police do, and they'll 

know more. If you think you can frighten me by threatening me with a knife or damaging my 

equipment, you're right. But that doesn't stop me from wishing every one of you to hell. Now get 

out of my shop and leave me alone." 

He studied her face for a long ten seconds, then backed an inch or two away. "You've got me 

wrong, Liz. I said this was a business discussion. With Jerry gone, an experienced diver would 

come in handy, especially one who knows the waters around here. I'm authorized to offer you 

five thousand dollars. Five thousand American dollars for doing what you do best. Diving. You 

go down, drop off one package and pick up another. No names, no faces. Bring the package back 

to me unopened and I hand you five thousand in cash. Once or twice a week, and you can build 

up a nice little nest egg. I'd say a woman raising a kid alone could use some extra money." 

Fear had passed into fury; she clenched her hands together. "I told you to get out," she repeated. 

"I don't want your money." 

He smiled and touched a finger to her cheek. "Give it some thought. I'll be around if you change 

your mind." 

Liz waited for her breathing to level as she watched him walk away. With deliberate movements, 

she locked the shop, then walked directly to her police guard. "I'm going home," she told him as 

he sprang to attention. "Tell Captain Moralas to meet me there in half an hour." Without waiting 

for a reply, she strode across the sand. 

  

Fifteen minutes later, Liz slammed into her house. The ride home hadn't calmed her. At every 

turn she'd been violated. At every turn, her privacy and peace had been disrupted. This last 

incident was the last she'd accept. She might have been able to handle another threat, another 

demand. But he'd offered her a job. Offered to pay her to smuggle cocaine, to take over the 

position of a man who'd been murdered. Jonas's brother. 

A nightmare, Liz thought as she paced from window to window. She wished she could believe it 

was a nightmare. The cycle was drawing to a close, and she felt herself being trapped in the 

center. What Jerry Sharpe had started, she and Jonas would be forced to finish, no matter how 

painful. No matter how deadly. Finish it she would, Liz promised herself. The cycle would be 

broken, no matter what she had to do. She would be finished with it so her daughter could come 

home safely. Whatever she had to do, she would see to that. 



At the sound of a car approaching, Liz went to the front window. Jonas, she thought, and felt her 

heart sink. Did she tell him now that she'd met face-to-face with the man who might have killed 

his brother? If he had the name, if he knew the man, would he race off in a rage for the revenge 

he'd come so far to find? And if he found his revenge, could the cycle ever be broken? Instead, 

she was afraid it would revolve and revolve around them, smothering everything else. She saw 

Jonas, a man of the law, a man of patience and compassion, shackled forever within the results of 

his own violence. How could she save him from that and still save herself? 

Her hand was cold as she reached for the door and opened it to meet him. He knew there was 

something wrong before he touched her. "What are you doing home? I went by the shop and it 

was closed." 

"Jonas." She did the only thing she knew how. She drew him against her and held on. "Moralas 

is on his way here." 

"What happened?" A little skip of panic ran through him before he could stop it. He held her 

away, searching her face. "Did something happen to you? Were you hurt?" 

"No, I'm not hurt. Come in and sit down." 

"Liz, I want to know what happened." 

She heard the sound of a second engine and looked down the street to see the unmarked car. 

"Moralas is here," she murmured. "Come inside, Jonas. I'd rather go through this only once." 

There was really no decision to be made, Liz told herself as she moved away from the door to 

wait. She would give Moralas and Jonas the name of the man who had approached her. She 

would tell them exactly what he'd said. By doing so she would take herself one step further away 

from the investigation. They would have a name, a face, a location. They would have motive. It 

was what the police wanted, it was what she wanted. She glanced at Jonas as Moralas came up 

the front walk. It was what Jonas wanted. What he needed. And by giving it to him, she would 

take herself one step further way from him. 

"Miss Palmer." Moralas took off his hat as he entered, glanced briefly at Jonas and waited. 

"Captain." She stood by a chair but didn't sit. "I have some information for you. There's an 

American, a man named Scott Trydent. Less than an hour ago he offered me five thousand 

dollars to smuggle cocaine off the reef of Isla Mujeres." 

Moralas's expression remained impassive. He tucked his hat under his arm. "And have you had 

previous dealings with this man?" 

"He joined one of my diving classes. He was friendly. Today he came by the shop to talk to me. 

Apparently he believed that I…" She trailed off to look at Jonas. He stood very still and very 

quiet just inside the door. "He thought that Jerry had told me about the operation. He'd found out 

about the safe-deposit box. I don't know how. It was as though he knew every move I've made 



for weeks." As her nerves began to fray, she dragged a hand through her hair. "He told me that I 

could take over Jerry's position, make the exchange in the caves near Isla Mujeres and be rich. 

He knows…" She had to swallow to keep her voice from trembling. "He knows about my 

daughter." 

"You would identify him?" 

"Yes. I don't know if he killed Jerry Sharpe." Her gaze shifted to Jonas again and pleaded. "I 

don't know, but I could identify him." 

Moralas watched the exchange before crossing the room. "Please sit down, Miss Palmer." 

"You'll arrest him?" She wanted Jonas to say something, anything, but he continued to stand in 

silence. "He's part of the cocaine ring. He knows about Jerry's Sharpe's murder. You have to 

arrest him." 

"Miss Palmer." Moralas urged her down on the sofa, then sat beside her. "We have names. We 

have faces. The smuggling ring currently operating in the Yucatan Peninsula is under 

investigation by both the Mexican and the American governments. The names you and Mr. 

Sharpe have given me are not unfamiliar. But there is one we don't have. The person who 

organizes, the person who undoubtedly ordered the murder of Jerry Sharpe. This is the name we 

need. Without it, the arrest of couriers, of salesmen, is nothing. We need this name, Miss Palmer. 

And we need proof." 

"I don't understand. You mean you're just going to let Trydent go? He'll just find someone else to 

make the drops." 

"It won't be necessary for him to look elsewhere if you agree." 

"No." Before Liz could take in Moralas's words, Jonas was breaking in. He said it quietly, so 

quietly that chills began to race up and down her spine. He took out a cigarette. His hands were 

rock steady. Taking his time, he flicked his lighter and drew until the tip glowed red. He blew 

out a stream of smoke and locked his gaze on Moralas. "You can go to hell." 

"Miss Palmer has the privilege to tell me so herself." 

"You're not using her. If you want someone on the inside, someone closer to the names and 

proof, I'll make the drop." 

Moralas studied him, saw the steady nerves and untiring patience along with simmering temper. 

If he'd had a choice, he'd have preferred it. "It isn't you who has been asked." 

"Liz isn't going down." 

"Just a minute." Liz pressed both hands to her temples. "Are you saying you want me to see 

Trydent again, to tell him I'll take the job? That's crazy. What purpose could there be?" 



"You would be a decoy." Moralas glanced down at her hands. Delicate, yes, but strong. There 

was nothing about Elizabeth Palmer he didn't know. "The investigation is closing in. We don't 

want the ring to change locations at this point. If the operation appears to go smoothly, there 

should be no move at this time. You've been the stumbling block, Miss Palmer, for the ring, and 

the investigation." 

"How?" Furious, she started to stand. Moralas merely put a hand on her arm. 

"Jerry Sharpe lived with you, worked for you. He had a weakness for women. Neither the police 

nor the smugglers have been sure exactly what part you played. Jerry Sharpe's brother is now 

living in your home. The key to the safe-deposit box was found by you." 

"Guilty by association, Captain?" Her voice took on that ice-sharp edge Jonas had heard only 

once or twice before. "Have I had police protection, or have I been under surveillance?" 

Moralas's tone never altered. "One serves the same purpose as the other." 

"If I'm under suspicion, haven't you considered that I might simply take the money and run?" 

"That's precisely what we want you to do." 

"Very clever." Jonas wasn't certain how much longer he could hold onto his temper. It would 

have given him great satisfaction to have picked Moralas up bodily and thrown him out of the 

house. Out of Liz's life. "Liz double-crosses them, annoying the head of the operation. It's then 

necessary to eliminate her the way my brother was eliminated." 

"Except that Miss Palmer will be under police protection at all times. If this one drop goes as we 

plan, the investigation will end, and the smugglers, along with your brother's killer, will be 

caught and punished. This is what you want?" 

"Not if it means risking Liz. Plant your own pigeon, Moralas." 

"There isn't time. With your cooperation, Miss Palmer, we can end this. Without it, it could take 

months." 

Months? she thought. Another day would be a lifetime. "I'll do it." 

Jonas was beside her in a heartbeat, pulling her off the couch. "Liz—" 

"My daughter comes home in two weeks." She put her hands on his arms. "She won't come back 

to anything like this." 

"Take her someplace else." Jonas gripped her shoulders until his fingers dug into flesh. "We'll go 

someplace else." 



"Where?" she demanded. "Every day I tell myself I'm pulling away from this thing and every day 

it's a lie. I've been in it since Jerry walked in the door. We can't change that. Until it's over, really 

over, nothing's going to be right." 

He knew she was right, had known it from the first moment. But too much had changed. There 

was a desperation in him now that he'd never expected to feel. It was all for her. "Come back to 

the States with me. It will be over." 

"Will it? Will you forget your brother was murdered? Will you forget the man who killed him?" 

His fingers tightened, his eyes darkened, but he said nothing. Her breath came out in a sigh of 

acceptance. "No, it won't be over until we finish it. I've run before, Jonas. I promised myself I'd 

never run again." 

"You could be killed." 

"I've done nothing and they've nearly killed me twice." She dropped her head on his chest. 

"Please help me." 

He couldn't force her to bend his way. Two of the things he most admired in her were her 

capacity to give and her will to stand firm. He could plead with her, he could argue, but he could 

never lie. If she ran, if they ran, they'd never be free of it. His arm came around her. Her hair 

smelled of summer and sea air. And before the summer ended, he promised himself, she'd be 

free. They'd both be free. 

"I go with her." He met Moralas's eyes over her head. 

"That may not be possible." 

"I'll make it possible." 

Chapter 11 

« ^ » 

 

She'd never been more frightened in her life. Every day she worked in the shop, waiting for Scott 

Trydent to approach. Every evening she locked up, went home and waited for the phone to ring. 

Jonas said little. She no longer knew what he did with the hours they were apart, but she was 

aware that he was planning his own move, in his own time. It only frightened her more. 

Two days passed until her nerves were stretched thinner and tighter than she would have 

believed possible. On the beach, people slept or read novels, lovers walked by arm in arm. 

Children chattered and ran. Snorkelers splashed around the reef. She wondered why nothing 

seemed normal, or if it ever would again. At sundown she emptied her cash box, stacked gear 

and began to lock up. 
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"How about that drink?" 

Though she'd thought she'd braced herself for the moment when it would begin, Liz jolted. Her 

head began to throb in a slow, steady rhythm she knew would last for hours. In the pit of her 

stomach she felt the twist come and go from panicked excitement. From this point on, she 

reminded herself, she had no room to panic. She turned and looked at Scott. "I was wondering if 

you'd come back." 

"Told you I'd be around. I always figure people need a couple of days to mull things over." 

She had a part to play, Liz reminded herself. She had to do it well. Carefully, she finished 

locking up, then turned back to him. She didn't smile. It was to be a business discussion, cut and 

dry. "We can get a drink over there." She pointed to the open-air thatched-roof restaurant 

overhanging the reef. "It's public." 

"Suits me." Though he offered his hand, she ignored it and began to walk. 

"You used to be friendlier." 

"You used to be a customer." She sent him a sideways look. "Not a business partner." 

"So…" She saw him glance right, then left. "You've mulled." 

"You need a diver, I need money." Liz walked up the two wooden stairs and chose a chair that 

had her back to the water. Seconds after she sat, a man settled himself into a corner table. One of 

Moralas's, she thought, and ordered herself to be calm. She'd been briefed and rebriefed. She 

knew what to say, how to say it, and that the waiter who would serve them carried a badge and a 

gun. "Jerry didn't tell me a great deal," she began, and ordered an American soft drink. "Just that 

he made the drop and collected the money." 

"He was a good diver." 

Liz swallowed the little bubble of fear. "I'm better." 

Scott grinned at her. "So I'm told." 

A movement beside her had her glancing over, then freezing. A dark man with a pitted face took 

the chair beside her. Liz knew he wore a thin silver band on his wrist before she looked for it. 

"Pablo Manchez, Liz Palmer. Though I think you two have met." 

"Señorita." Manchez's thin mouth curved as he took her hand. 

"Tell your friend to keep his hands to himself." Calmly, Jonas pulled a chair up to the table. 

"Why don't you introduce me, Liz?" When she could do no more than stare at him, he settled 

back. "I'm Jonas Sharpe. Liz and I are partners." He leveled his gaze to Manchez. This was the 



man, he thought, whom he'd come thousands of miles to see. This was the man he'd kill. Jonas 

felt the hatred and the fury rise. But he knew how to strap the emotions and wait. "I believe you 

knew my brother." 

Manchez's hand dropped from Liz's and went to his side. "Your brother was greedy and stupid." 

Liz held her breath as Jonas reached in his pocket. Slowly, he pulled out his cigarettes. "I'm 

greedy," he said easily as he lit one. "But I'm not stupid. I've been looking for you." He leaned 

across the table. With a slow smile, he offered Manchez the cigarettes. 

Manchez took one and broke off the filter. His hands were beautiful, with long spidery fingers 

and narrow palms. Liz fought back a shudder as she looked at them. "So you found me." 

Jonas was still smiling as he ordered a beer. "You need a diver." 

Scott sent Manchez a warning look. "We have a diver." 

"What you have is a team. Liz and I work together." Jonas blew out a stream of smoke. "Isn't that 

right, Liz?" 

He wanted them. He wasn't going to back off until he had them. And she had no choice. "That's 

right." 

"We don't need no team." Manchez started to rise. 

"You need us." Jonas took his beer as it was served. "We already know a good bit about your 

operation. Jerry wasn't good at keeping secrets." Jonas took a swig from the bottle. "Liz and I are 

more discreet. Five thousand a drop?" 

Scott waited a beat, then held a hand up, signaling Manchez. "Five. If you want to work as a 

team, it's your business how you split it." 

"Fifty-fifty." Liz spread her fingers around Jonas's beer. "One of us goes down, one stays in the 

dive boat." 

"Tomorrow night. Eleven o'clock. You come to the shop. Go inside. You'll find a waterproof 

case. It'll be locked." 

"So will the shop," Liz put in. "How does the case get inside?" 

Manchez blew smoke between his teeth. "I got no problem getting in." 

"Just take the case," Scott interrupted. "The coordinates will be attached to the handle. Take the 

boat out, take the case down, leave it. Then come back up and wait exactly an hour. That's when 

you dive again. All you have to do is take the case that's waiting for you back to the shop and 

leave it." 



"Sounds smooth," Jonas decided. "When do we get paid?" 

"After you do the job." 

"Half up front." Liz took a long swallow of beer and hoped her heart would settle. "Leave 

twenty-five hundred with the case or I don't dive." 

Scott smiled. "Not as trusting as Jerry." 

She gave him a cold, bitter look. "And I intend to stay alive." 

"Just follow the rules." 

"Who makes them?" Jonas took the beer back from Liz. Her hand slipped down to his leg and 

stayed steady. 

"You don't want to worry about that," Manchez advised. The cigarette was clamped between his 

teeth as he smiled. "He knows who you are." 

"Just follow the coordinates and keep an eye on your watch." Scott dropped bills on the table as 

he rose. "The rest is gravy." 

"Stay smart, Jerry's brother." Manchez gave them both a slow smile. "Adios, señorita." 

Jonas calmly finished his beer as the two men walked away. 

"You weren't supposed to interfere during the meeting," Liz began in a furious undertone. 

"Moralas said—" 

"The hell with Moralas." He crushed out his cigarette, watching as the smoke plumed up. "Is that 

the man who put the bruises on your neck?" 

Her hand moved up before she could stop it. Halfway to her throat, Liz curled her fingers into a 

ball and set her hand on the table. "I told you I didn't see him." 

Jonas turned his head. His eyes, as they had before, reminded her of frozen smoke. "Was it the 

man?" 

He didn't need to be told. Liz leaned closer and spoke softly. "I want it over, Jonas. And I don't 

need revenge. You were supposed to let me meet with Scott and set things up by myself." 

In an idle move, he tilted the candle on the table toward him and lit it. "I changed my mind." 

"Damn you, you could've messed everything up. I don't want to be involved but I am. The only 

way to get uninvolved is to finish it. How do we know they won't just back off now that you've 

come into it?" 



"Because you're right in the middle, and you always have been." Before she could speak, he took 

her arm. His face was close, his voice cool and steady. "I was going to use you. From the minute 

I walked into your house, I was going to use you to get to Jerry's killer. If I had to walk all over 

you, if I had to knock you out of the way or drag you along with me, I was going to use you. Just 

the way Moralas is going to use you. Just the way the others are going to use you." The heat of 

the candle flickered between them as he drew her closer. "The way Jerry used you." 

She swallowed the tremor and fought against the pain. "And now?" 

He didn't speak. They were so close that he could see himself reflected in her eyes. In them, 

surrounding his own reflection, he saw the doubts and the defiance. His hand came to the back of 

her neck, held there until he could feel the rhythm of her pulse. With a simmering violence, he 

pulled her against him and covered her mouth with his. A flare that was passion, a glimmer that 

was hope—he didn't know which to reach for. So he let her go. 

"No one's going to hurt you again," he murmured. "Especially not me." 

  

It was the longest day of her life. Liz worked and waited as the hours crawled by. Moralas's men 

mixed with the vacationers on the beach. So obviously, it seemed to Liz, that she wondered 

everyone else didn't notice them as though they wore badges around their necks. Her boats went 

out, returned and went out again. Tanks and equipment were checked and rented. She filled out 

invoices and accepted credit cards as if there were some importance to daily routine. She wished 

for the day to end. She hoped the night would never come. 

A thousand times she thought of telling Moralas she couldn't go through with it. A thousand 

times she called herself a coward. But as the sun went down and the beach began to clear, she 

realized courage wasn't something that could be willed into place. She would run, if she had the 

choice. But as long as she was in danger, Faith was in danger. When the sun went down, she 

locked the shop as if it were the end of any ordinary day. Before she'd pocketed her keys, Jonas 

was beside her. 

"There's still time to change your mind." 

"And do what? Hide?" She looked out at the beach, at the sea, at the island that was her home. 

And her prison. Why had she never seen it as a prison until Jonas had come to it? "You've 

already told me how good I am at hiding." 

"Liz—" 

She shook her head to stop him. "I can't talk about it. I just have to do it." 

They drove home in silence. In her mind, Liz went over her instructions, every point, every word 

Moralas had pushed at her. She was to follow the routine, make the exchange, then turn the case 

with the money over to the police who'd be waiting near the dock. She'd wait for the next move. 



And while she waited, she'd never be more than ten feet away from a cop. It sounded foolproof. 

It made her stomach churn. 

There was a man walking a dog along the street in front of her house. One of Moralas's men. The 

man whittling on her neighbor's porch had a gun under his denim vest. Liz tried to look at neither 

of them. 

"You're going to have a drink, some food and a nap," Jonas ordered as he steered her inside. 

"Just the nap." 

"The nap first then." After securing the lock, Jonas followed her into the bedroom. He lowered 

the shades. "Do you want anything?" 

It was still so hard to ask. "Would you lie down with me?" 

He came to her. She was already curled on her side, so he drew her back against him and 

wrapped her close. "Will you sleep?" 

"I think so." In sleep she could find escape, if only temporarily. But she didn't close her eyes. 

"Jonas?" 

"Hmm?" 

"After tonight—after we've finished, will you hold me like this again?" 

He pressed his lips to her hair. He didn't think he could love her any more. He was nearly certain 

if he told her she'd pull away. "As long as you want. Just sleep." 

Liz let her eyes close and her mind empty. 

  

The case was small, the size of an executive briefcase. It seemed too inconspicuous to be the 

catalyst for so much danger. Beside it, on the counter of Liz's shop, was an envelope. Inside was 

a slip of paper with longitude and latitude printed. With the slip of paper were twenty-five one-

hundred-dollar bills. 

"They kept their part of the bargain," Jonas commented. 

Liz merely shoved the envelope into a drawer. "I'll get my equipment." 

Jonas watched her. She'd rather do this on her own, he reflected. She'd rather not think she had 

someone to lean on, to turn to. He took her tanks before she could heft them. She was going to 

learn, he reminded himself, that she had a great deal more than that. "The coordinates?" 



"The same that were in Jerry's book." She found herself amazingly calm as she waited to lock the 

door behind him. They were being watched. She was aware that Moralas had staked men in the 

hotel. She was just as certain Manchez was somewhere close. She and Jonas didn't speak again 

until they were on the dive boat and had cast off. "This could end it." She glanced at him as she 

set her course. 

"This could end it." 

She was silent for a moment. All during the evening hours she'd thought about what she would 

say to him, how she would say it. "Jonas, what will you do?" 

The flame of his lighter hissed, flared, then was quiet. "What I have to do." 

The fear tasted like copper in her mouth, but it had nothing to do with herself and everything to 

do with Jonas. "If we make the exchange tonight, turn the second case over to Moralas. They'll 

have to come out in the open. Manchez, and the man who gives the orders." 

"What are you getting at, Liz?" 

"Manchez killed your brother." 

Jonas looked beyond her. The sea was black. The sky was black. Only the hum of the motor 

broke the silence. "He was the trigger." 

"Are you going to kill him?" 

Slowly, he turned back to her. The question had been quiet, but her eyes weren't. They sent 

messages, posed argument, issued pleas. "It doesn't involve you." 

That hurt deeply, sharply. With a nod, she followed the shimmer of light on the water. "Maybe 

not. But if you let hate rule what you do, how you think, you'll never be free of it. Manchez will 

be dead, Jerry will still be dead and you…" She turned to look at him again. "You'll never really 

be alive again." 

"I didn't come all this way, spend all this time, to let Manchez walk away. He kills for money 

and because he enjoys it. He enjoys it," Jonas repeated viciously. "You can see it in his eyes." 

And she had. But she didn't give a damn about Manchez. "Do you remember telling me once that 

everyone was entitled to representation?" 

He remembered. He remembered everything he'd once believed in. He remembered how Jerry 

had looked in the cold white light of the morgue. "It didn't have anything to do with this." 

"I suppose you change the rules when it's personal." 

"He was my brother." 



"And he's dead." With a sigh she lifted her face so that the wind could cool her skin. "I'm sorry, 

Jonas. Jerry's dead and if you go through with what you've planned, you're going to kill 

something in yourself." And, though she couldn't tell him, something in her. "Don't you trust the 

law?" 

He tossed his cigarette into the water, then leaned on the rail. "I've been playing with it for years. 

It's the last thing I'd trust." 

She wanted to go to him but didn't know how. Still, no matter what he did, she was beside him. 

"Then you'll have to trust yourself. And so will I." 

Slowly, he crossed to her. Taking her face in his hands, he tried to understand what she was 

telling him, what she was still holding back. "Will you?" 

"Yes." 

He leaned to press a kiss to her forehead. Inside there was a need, a fierce desire to tell her to 

head the boat out to sea and keep going. But that would never work, not for either of them. They 

stood on the boat together, and stood at the crossroads. "Then start now." He kissed her again 

before he turned and lifted one of the compartment seats. Liz frowned as she saw the wet suit. 

"What are you doing?" 

"I arranged to have Luis leave this here for me." 

"Why? We can't both go down." 

Jonas stripped down to his trunks. "That's right. I'm diving, you're staying with the boat." 

Liz stood very straight. It wouldn't do any good to lose her temper. "The arrangements were 

made on all sides, Jonas. I'm diving." 

"I'm changing the arrangements." He tugged the wet suit up to his waist before he looked at her. 

"I'm not taking any more chances with you." 

"You're not taking chances with me. I am. Jonas, you don't know these waters. I do. You've 

never gone down here at night. I have." 

"I'm about to." 

"The last thing we need right now is for you to start behaving like an overprotective man." 

He nearly laughed as he snapped the suit over his shoulders. "That's too bad, then, because that's 

just what we've got." 

"I told Manchez and Trydent I was going down." 



"I guess your reputation's shot when you lie to murderers and drug smugglers." 

"Jonas, I'm not in the mood for jokes." 

He strapped on his diver's knife, adjusted his weight belt, then reached for his mask. "Maybe not. 

And maybe you're not in the mood to hear this. I care about you. Too damn much." He reached 

out, gripping her chin. "My brother dragged you into this because he never wasted two thoughts 

about anyone else in his life. I pulled you in deeper because all I was thinking about was 

payback. Now I'm thinking about you, about us. You're not going down. If I have to tie you to 

the wheel, you're not going down." 

"I don't want you to go." She balled her fists against his chest. "If I was down, all I'd think about 

was what I was doing. If I stay up here, I won't be able to stop thinking about what could happen 

to you." 

"Time me." He lifted the tanks and held them out to her. "Help me get them on." 

Hadn't she told herself weeks before that he wasn't a man who'd lose an argument? Her hands 

trembled a bit as she slipped the straps over his shoulders. "I don't know how to handle being 

protected." 

He hooked the tanks as he turned back to her. "Practice." 

She closed her eyes. It was too late for talk, too late for arguments. "Bear northeast as you dive. 

The cave's at eighty feet." She hesitated only a moment, then picked up a spear gun. "Watch out 

for sharks." 

When he was over the side, she lowered the case to him. In seconds, he was gone and the sea 

was black and still. In her mind, Liz followed him fathom by fathom. The water would be dark 

so that he would be dependent on his gauges and the thin beam of light. Night creatures would be 

feeding. Squid, the moray, barracuda. Sharks. Liz closed her mind to it. 

She should have forced him to let her go. How? Pacing the deck, she pushed the hair back from 

her face. He'd gone to protect her. He'd gone because he cared about her. Shivering, she sat down 

to rub her arms warm again. Was this what it was like to be cared for by a man? Did it mean you 

had to sit and wait? She was up again and pacing. She'd lived too much of her life doing to 

suddenly become passive. And yet… To hear him say he cared. Liz sat again and waited. 

She'd checked her watch four times before she heard him at the ladder. On a shudder of relief, 

she dashed over to the side to help him. "I'm going down the next time," she began. 

Jonas pulled off his light, then his tanks. "Forget it." Before she could protest, he dragged her 

against him. "We've got an hour," he murmured against her ear. "You want to spend it arguing?" 

He was wet and cold. Liz wrapped herself around him. "I don't like being bossed around." 



"Next time you can boss me around." He dropped onto a bench and pulled her with him. "I'd 

forgotten what it was like down there at night. Fabulous." And it was nearly over, he told 

himself. The first step had been taken, the second one had to follow. "I saw a giant squid. Scared 

the hell out of him with the light. I swear he was thirty feet long." 

"They get bigger." She rested her head on his shoulder and tried to relax. They had an hour. "I 

was diving with my father once. We saw one that was nearly sixty." 

"Made you nervous?" 

"No. I was fascinated. I remember I swam close enough to touch the tentacles. My father gave 

me a twenty-minute lecture when we surfaced." 

"I imagine you'd do the same thing with Faith." 

"I'd be proud of her," Liz began, then laughed. "Then I'd give her a twenty-minute lecture." 

For the first time that night he noticed the stars. The sky was alive with them. It made him think 

of his mother's porch swing and long summer nights. "Tell me about her." 

"You don't want to get me started." 

"Yes, I do." He slipped an arm around her shoulder. "Tell me about her." 

With a half smile, Liz closed her eyes. It was good to think of Faith, to talk of Faith. A picture 

began to emerge for Jonas of a young girl who liked school because there was plenty to do and 

lots of people. He heard the love and the pride, and the wistfulness. He saw the dark, sunny-

faced girl in the photo and learned she spoke two languages, liked basketball and hated 

vegetables. 

"She's always been sweet," Liz reflected. "But she's no angel. She's very stubborn, and when 

she's crossed, her temper isn't pretty. Faith wants to do things herself. When she was two she'd 

get very annoyed if I wanted to help her down the stairs." 

"Independence seems to run in the family." 

Liz moved her shoulders. "We've needed it." 

"Ever thought about sharing?" 

Her nerves began to hum. Though she shifted only a bit, it was away from him. "When you 

share, you have to give something up. I've never been able to afford to give up anything." 

It was an answer he'd expected. It was an answer he intended to change. "It's time to go back 

down." 



Liz helped him back on with his tanks. "Take the spear gun. Jonas…" He was already at the rail 

before she ran to him. "Hurry back," she murmured. "I want to go home. I want to make love 

with you." 

"Hell of a time to bring that up." He sent her a grin, curled and fell back into the water.. 

Within five minutes Liz was pacing again. Why hadn't she thought to bring any coffee? She'd 

concentrate on that. In little more than an hour they could be huddled in her kitchen with a pot 

brewing. It wouldn't matter that there would be police surrounding the house. She and Jonas 

would be inside. Together. Perhaps she was wrong about sharing. Perhaps… When she heard the 

splash at the side of the boat, she was at the rail like a shot. 

"Jonas, did something happen? Why—" She found herself looking down the barrel of a .22. 

"Señorita." Manchez tossed his mask and snorkel onto a bench as he climbed over the side. 

"Buenas noches. " 

"What are you doing here?" She struggled to sound indignant as the blood rushed from her face. 

No, she wasn't brave, she realized. She wasn't brave at all. "We had a deal." 

"You're an amateur," he told her. "Like Sharpe was an amateur. You think we'd just forget about 

the money?" 

"I don't know anything about the money Jerry took." She gripped the rail. "I've told you that all 

along." 

"The boss decided you were a loose end, pretty lady. You do us a favor and make this delivery. 

We do you a favor. We kill you quickly." 

She didn't look at the gun again. She didn't dare. "If you keep killing your divers, you're going to 

be out of business." 

"We're finished in Cozumel. When your friend brings up the case, I take it and go to Merida. I 

live in style. You don't live at all." 

She wanted to sit because her knees were shaking. She stood because she thought she might 

never be able to again. "If you're finished in Cozumel, why did you set up this drop?" 

"Clancy likes things tidy." 

"Clancy?" The name David Merriworth had mentioned, Liz remembered, and strained to hear 

any sound from the water. 

"There's a few thousand in cocaine down there, that's all. A few thousand dollars in the case 

coming up. The boss figures it's worth the investment to make it look like you were doing the 

dealing with Sharpe. Then you two have an argument and shoot each other. Case closed." 



"You killed Erika too, didn't you?" 

"She asked too many questions." He lowered the gun. "You ask too many questions." 

Light flooded the boat and the water so quickly that Liz's first instinct was to freeze. Before the 

next reaction had fully registered, she was tumbling into the water and diving blind. 

How could she warn Jonas? Liz groped frantically in the water as lights played on the surface 

above her. She had no tanks, no mask, no protection. Any moment he'd be surfacing, unaware of 

any danger. He had no protection but her. 

Without equipment, she'd be helpless in a matter of moments. She fought to stay down, keeping 

as close to the ladder as she dared. Her lungs were ready to burst when she felt the movement in 

the water. Liz turned toward the beam of light. 

When he saw her, his heart nearly stopped. She looked like a ghost clinging to the hull of the 

boat. Her hair was pale and floating out in the current, her face was nearly as white as his light. 

Before his mind could begin to question, he was pushing his mouthpiece between her lips and 

giving her air. There could be no communication but emotion. He felt the fear. Jonas steadied the 

spear gun in his arm and surfaced. 

"Mr. Sharpe." Moralas caught him in the beam of a spotlight. Liz rose up beside him. "We have 

everything under control." On the deck of her boat, Liz saw Manchez handcuffed and flanked by 

two divers. "Perhaps you will give my men and their prisoner a ride back to Cozumel." 

She felt Jonas tense. The spear gun was set and aimed. Even through the mask, she could see his 

eyes burning, burning as only ice can. "Jonas, please." But he was already starting up the ladder. 

She hauled herself over the rail and tumbled onto the deck, cold and dripping. "Jonas, you can't. 

Jonas, it's over." 

He barely heard her. All his emotion, all his concentration was on the man who stood only feet 

away. Their eyes were locked. It gave him no satisfaction to watch the blood drain from 

Manchez's face, or the knowledge leap frantically into his eyes. It was what he'd come for, what 

he'd promised himself. The medallion on the edge of his chain dangled and reminded him of his 

brother. His brother was dead. No satisfaction. Jonas lowered the gun. 

Manchez tossed back his head. "I'll get out," he said quietly. The smile started to spread. "I'll get 

out." 

The spear shot out and plowed into the deck between Manchez's feet. Liz saw the smile freeze on 

his face an instant before one formed on Jonas's. "I'll be waiting." 

  

Could it really be over? It was all Liz could think when she awoke, warm and dry, in her own 

bed. She was safe, Jonas was safe, and the smuggling ring on Cozumel was broken. Of course, 



Jonas had been furious. Manchez had been watched, they had been watched, but the police had 

made their presence known only after Liz had been held at gunpoint. 

But he'd gotten what he'd come for, she thought. His brother's killer was behind bars. He'd face a 

trial and justice. She hoped it was enough for Jonas. 

The morning was enough for her. The normality of it. Happy, she rolled over and pressed her 

body against Jonas's. He only drew her closer. 

"Let's stay right here until noon." 

She laughed and nuzzled against his throat. "I have—" 

"A business to run," he finished. 

"Exactly. And for the first time in weeks I can run it without having this urge to look over my 

shoulder. I'm happy." She looked at him, then tossed her arms around his neck and squeezed. 

"I'm so happy." 

"Happy enough to marry me?" 

She went still as a stone, then slowly, very slowly drew away. "What?" 

"Marry me. Come home with me. Start a life with me." 

She wanted to say yes. It shocked her that her heart burned to say yes. Pulling away from him 

was the hardest thing she'd ever done. "I can't." 

He stopped her before she could scramble out of bed. It hurt, he realized, more than he could 

possibly have anticipated. "Why?" 

"Jonas, we're two different people with two totally separate lives." 

"We stopped having separate lives weeks ago." He took her hands. "They're not ever going to be 

separate again." 

"But they will." She drew her hands away. "After you're back in Philadelphia for a few weeks, 

you'll barely remember what I look like." 

He had her wrists handcuffed in his hands. The fury that surfaced so seldom in him seemed 

always on simmer when he was around her. "Why do you do that?" he demanded. "Why can't 

you ever take what you're given?" He swung her around until she was beneath him on the bed. "I 

love you." 

"Don't." She closed her eyes as the wish nearly eclipsed the reason. "Don't say that to me." 



Shut out. She was shutting him out. Jonas felt the panic come first, then the anger. Then the 

determination. "I will say it. If I say it enough, sooner or later you'll start to believe it. Do you 

think all these nights have been a game? Haven't you felt it? Don't you feel anything?" 

"I thought I felt something once before." 

"You were a child." When she started to shake her head, he gripped her tighter. "Yes, you were. 

In some ways you still are, but I know what goes through you when you're with me. I know. I'm 

not a ghost, I'm not a memory. I'm real and I want you." 

"I'm afraid of you," she whispered. "I'm afraid because you make me want what I can't have. I 

won't marry you, Jonas, because I'm through taking chances with my life and I won't take 

chances with my child's life. Please let me go." 

He released her, but when she stood, his arms went around her. "It isn't over for us." 

She dropped her head against his chest, pressed her cheek close. "Let me have the few days we 

have left. Please let me have them." 

He lifted her chin. Everything he needed to know was in her eyes. A man who knew and who 

planned to win could afford to wait. "You haven't dealt with anyone as stubborn as you are 

before this. And you haven't nearly finished dealing with me." Then his hand gentled as he 

stroked her hair. "Get dressed. I'll take you to work." 

Because he acted as though nothing had been said, Liz relaxed. It was impossible, and she knew 

it. They'd known each other only weeks, and under circumstances that were bound to intensify 

any feelings. He cared. She believed that he cared, but love—the kind of love needed to build a 

marriage—was too much to risk. 

She loved. She loved so much that she pushed him away when she wanted to pull him closer. He 

needed to go back to his life, back to his world. After time had passed, if he thought of her he'd 

think with gratitude that she had closed a door he'd opened on impulse. She would think of him. 

Always. 

By the time Liz was walking toward the shop, she'd settled her mind. "What are you going to do 

today?" 

"Me?" Jonas, too, had settled his mind. "I'm going to sit in the sun and do nothing." 

"Nothing?" Incredulous, Liz stared at him. "All day?" 

"It's known as relaxing, or taking a day off. If you do it several days running, it's called a 

vacation. I was supposed to have one in Paris." 

Paris, she thought. It would suit him. She wondered briefly how the air smelled in Paris. "If you 

get bored, I'm sure one of the boats could use the extra crew." 



"I've had enough diving for a few days, thanks." Jonas plopped down on a chaise in front of the 

shop. It was the best place to keep an eye on her. 

"Miguel." Liz automatically looked around for Luis. "You're here early." 

"I came with Luis. He's checking out the dive boat—got an early tour." 

"Yes, I know." But she wouldn't trust Miguel to run the shop alone for long. "Why don't you help 

him? I'll take care of the counter." 

"Bueno. Oh, there were a couple of guys looking at the fishing boat. Maybe they want to rent." 

"I'll take a look. You go ahead." Walking back, she crouched beside Jonas. "Keep an eye on the 

shop for me, will you? I've got a couple of customers over by the Expatriate" 

Jonas adjusted his sunglasses. "What do you pay per hour?" 

Liz narrowed her eyes. "I might cook dinner tonight." 

With a smile, he got up to go behind the counter. "Take all the time you need." 

He made her laugh. Liz strolled down the walkway and to the pier, drinking up the morning. She 

could use a good fishing cruise. The aqua bikes had been ordered, but they still had to be paid 

for. Besides, she'd like the ride herself. It made her think of Jonas and his unwanted catch a few 

weeks before. Liz laughed again as she approached the men beside her boat. 

"Buenos días," she began. "Mr. Ambuckle." Beaming a smile, Liz held out a hand. "I didn't know 

you were back. Is this one of your quick weekend trips?" 

"That's right." His almost bald head gleamed in the sun as he patted her hand. "When the mood 

strikes me I just gotta move." 

"Thinking about some big-game fishing this time around?" 

"Funny you should mention it. I was just saying to my associate here that I only go for the big 

game." 

"Only the big game." Scott Trydent turned around and pushed back his straw hat. "That's right, 

Clancy." 

"Now don't turn around, honey." Ambuckle's fingers clamped over hers before she could move. 

"You're going to get on the boat, nice and quiet. We have some talking to do, then we might just 

take a little ride." 

"How long have you been using my dive shop to smuggle?" Liz saw the gun under Scott's jacket. 

She couldn't signal to Jonas, didn't dare. 



"For the past couple of years I've found your shop's location unbeatable. You know, they ship 

that stuff up from Colombia and dump in Miami. The way the heat's been on the past few years, 

you take a big chance using the regular routes. It takes longer this way, but I lose less 

merchandise." 

"And you're the organizer," she murmured. "You're the man the police want." 

"I'm a businessman," he said with a smile. "Let's get on board, little lady." 

"The police are watching," Liz told him as she climbed on deck. 

"The police have Manchez. If he hadn't tried to pull a double cross, the last shipment would have 

gone down smooth." 

"A double cross?" 

"That's right," Scott put in as he flanked her. "Pablo decided he could make more free-lancing 

than by being a company man." 

"And by reporting on his fellow employee, Mr. Trydent moves up in rank. I work my 

organization on the incentive program." 

Scott grinned at Ambuckle. "Can't beat the system." 

"You had Jerry Sharpe killed." Struggling to believe what was happening, Liz stared at the round 

little man who'd chatted with her and rented her tanks. "You had him shot." 

"He stole a great deal of money from me." Ambuckle's face puckered as he thought of it. "A 

great deal. I had Manchez dispose of him. The truth is, I'd considered you as a liaison for some 

time. It seemed simpler, however, just to use your shop. My wife's very fond of you." 

"Your wife." Liz thought of the neat, matronly woman in skirted bathing suits. "She knows you 

smuggle drugs, and she knows you kill people?" 

"She thinks we have a great stockbroker." Ambuckle grinned. "I've been moving snow for ten 

years, and my wife wouldn't know coke from powdered sugar. I like to keep business and family 

separate. The little woman's going to be sick when she finds out you had an accident. Now we're 

going to take a little ride. And we're going to talk about the three hundred thousand our friend 

Jerry slipped out from under my nose. Cast off, Scott." 

"No!" Thinking only of survival, Liz made a lunge toward the dock. Ambuckle had her on the 

deck with one shove. He shook his head, dusted his hands and turned to her. "I'd wanted to keep 

this from getting messy. You know, I switched gauges on your tanks, figuring you'd back off. 

Always had a soft spot for you, little lady. But business is business." With a wheezy sigh, he 

turned to Scott. "Since you've taken over Pablo's position, I assume you know how to deal with 

this." 



"I certainly do." He took out a revolver. His eyes locked on Liz's. When she caught her breath, he 

turned the barrel toward Ambuckle. "You're under arrest." With his other hand, he pulled out a 

badge. "You have the right to remain silent…" It was the last thing Liz heard before she buried 

her face in her hands and wept. 

Chapter 12 

« ^ 

 

"I want to know what the hell's been going on." They were in Moralas's office, but Jonas 

wouldn't sit. He stood behind Liz's chair, his fingers curled tight over the back rung. If anyone 

had approached her, he would have struck first and asked questions later. He'd already flattened 

the unfortunate detective who'd tried to hold him back when he'd seen Liz on the deck of the 

Expatriate with Scott. 

With his hands folded on his desk, Moralas gave Jonas a long, quiet look. "Perhaps the 

explanation should come from your countryman." 

"Special Agent Donald Scott." The man Liz had known as Scott Trydent sat on the corner of 

Moralas's desk. "Sorry for the deception, Liz." Though his voice was calm and matter-of-fact, it 

couldn't mask the excitement that bubbled from him. As he sipped his coffee, he glanced up at 

Jonas. Explanations wouldn't go over easily with this one, he thought. But he'd always believed 

the ends justified the means. "I've been after that son of a bitch for three years." He drank again, 

savoring triumph. "It took us two before we could infiltrate the ring, and even then I couldn't 

make contact with the head man. To get to him I had to go through more channels than you do 

with the Company. He's been careful. For the past eight months I've been working with Manchez 

as Scott Trydent. He was the closest I could get to Ambuckle until two days ago." 

"You used her." Jonas's hand went to Liz's shoulder. "You put her right in the middle." 

"Yeah. The problem was, for a long time we weren't sure just how involved she was. We knew 

about your shop, Liz. We knew you were an experienced diver. In fact, there isn't anything about 

you my organization didn't know. For some time, you were our number-one suspect." 

"Suspect?" She had her hands folded neatly in her lap, but the anger was boiling. "You suspected 

me." 

"You left the U.S. over ten years ago. You've never been back. You have both the contacts and 

the means to have run the ring. You keep your daughter off the island for most of the year and in 

one of the best schools in Houston." 

"That's my business." 
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"Details like that become our business. When you took Jerry Sharpe in and gave him a job, we 

leaned even further toward you. He thought differently, but then we weren't using him for his 

opinions." 

She felt Jonas's fingers tighten and reached up to them as she spoke. "Using him?" 

"I contacted Jerry Sharpe in New Orleans. He was someone else we knew everything about. He 

was a con, an operator, but he had style." He took another swig of coffee as he studied Jonas. 

"We made him a deal. If he could get on the inside, feed us information, we'd forget about a 

few… indiscretions. I liked your brother," Scott said to Jonas. "Really liked him. If he'd been 

able to settle a bit, he'd have made a hell of a cop. 'Conning the bad guys,' he called it." 

"Are you saying Jerry was working for you?" Jonas felt his emotions race toward the surface. 

The portrait he'd barely been able to force himself to accept was changing. 

"That's right." Scott took out a cigarette and watched the match flare as he struck it. "I liked 

him— I mean that. He had a way of looking at things that made you forget they were so lousy." 

That was Jerry, Jonas thought. To give himself a moment, he walked to the window. He could 

see the water lapping calmly against the hulls of boats. He could see the sun dancing down on it 

and children walking along the sea wall. The scene had been almost the same the day he'd 

arrived on Cozumel. Some things remained the same; others altered constantly. "What 

happened?" 

"He had a hard time following orders. He wanted to push them too fast too far. He told me once 

he had something to prove, to himself and to the other part of him. The better part of him." 

Jonas turned slowly. The pain came again, an ache. Liz saw it in his eyes and went to stand with 

him. "Go on." 

"He got the idea into his head to rip off the money from a shipment. I didn't know about it until 

he called me from Acapulco. He figured he'd put the head man in a position where he'd have to 

deal personally. I told him to stay put, that we were scrubbing him. He'd have been taken back to 

the States and put somewhere safe until the job was over." He tossed the match he'd been holding 

into an ashtray on Moralas's desk. "He didn't listen. He came back to Cozumel and tried to deal 

with Manchez himself. It was over before I knew. Even if I'd have known, I can't be sure I 

could've stopped it. We don't like to lose civilians, Mr. Sharpe. I don't like to lose friends." 

The anger drained from him degree by degree. It would have been so like Jerry, Jonas thought. 

An adventure, the excitement, the impulsiveness. "Go on." 

"Orders came down to put the pressure on Liz." Scott gave a half laugh that had nothing to do 

with humor. "Orders from both sides. It wasn't until after your trip to Acapulco that we were sure 

you weren't involved in the smuggling. You stopped being a suspect and became the decoy." 

"I came to the police." She looked at Moralas. "I came to you. You didn't tell me." 



"I wasn't aware of Agent Scott's identity until yesterday. I knew only that we had a man on the 

inside and that it was necessary to use you." 

"You were protected," Scott put in. "There wasn't a day you weren't guarded by Moralas's men 

and by mine. Your being here complicated things," he said to Jonas. "You were pushing too 

close to the bone. I guess you and Jerry had more in common than looks." 

Jonas felt the weight on the chain around his neck. "Maybe we did." 

"Well, we'd come to the point where we had to settle for Manchez and a few others or go for 

broke. We went for broke." 

"The drop we made. It was a setup." 

"Manchez had orders to do whatever he had to to get back the money Jerry had taken. They 

didn't know about the safe-deposit box." He blew out a stream of smoke. "I had to play it pretty 

fast and loose to keep that under wraps. But then we didn't know about it either, until you led us 

to it. As far as Ambuckle was concerned, you had the money, and he was going to get it back. He 

wanted it to look as though you'd been running the smuggling operation together. When you 

were found dead, the heat would be off of him. He planned to lie low a while, then pick up 

business elsewhere. I had that from Manchez. You were set up," he agreed. "So was he. I got to 

Merriworth, made enough noise about how Manchez was about to double-cross to set him off. 

When Manchez was snorkeling to your boat, I was on the phone with the man I knew as Clancy. 

I got a promotion, and Clancy came back to deal with you himself." 

Liz tried to see it as he did, as a chess game, as any game with pawns. She couldn't. "You knew 

who he was yesterday morning and you still had me get on that boat." 

"There were a dozen sharpshooters in position. I had a gun, Ambuckle didn't. We wanted him to 

order Liz's murder, and we wanted him to tell her as much as possible. When this goes to court, 

we want it tidy. We want him put away for a long time. You're a lawyer, Sharpe. You know how 

these things can go. We can make a clean collar, have a stack of evidence and lose. I've watched 

too many of these bastards walk." He blew out smoke between set teeth. "This one's not walking 

anywhere but into federal prison." 

"There is still the question of whether these men will be tried in your country or mine." Moralas 

spoke softly, and didn't move when Scott whirled on him. 

"Look, Moralas—" 

"This will be discussed later. You have my thanks and my apologies," he said to Jonas and Liz. 

"I regret we saw no other way." 

"So do I," Liz murmured, then turned to Scott. "Was it worth it?" 



"Ambuckle brought thousands of pounds of cocaine into the States. He's responsible for more 

than fifteen murders in the U.S. and Mexico. Yeah, it was worth it." 

She nodded. "I hope you understand that I never want to see you again." After closing her hand 

around Jonas's she managed a smile. "You were a lousy student." 

"Sorry we never had that drink." He looked back at Jonas. "Sorry about a lot of things." 

"I appreciate what you told me about my brother. It makes a difference." 

"I'm recommending him for a citation. They'll send it to your parents." 

"It'll mean a great deal to them." He offered his hand and meant it. "You were doing your job—I 

understand that. We all do what we have to do." 

"That doesn't mean I don't regret it." 

Jonas nodded. Something inside him was free, completely free. "As to putting Liz through hell 

for the past few weeks…" Very calmly, Jonas curled his hand into a fist and planted it solidly on 

Scott's jaw. The thin man snapped a chair in half as he crashed into it on his way to the floor. 

"Jonas!" Stunned, Liz could do no more than stare. Then, incredibly, she felt the urge to giggle. 

With one hand over her mouth, she leaned into Jonas and let the laughter come. Moralas 

remained contentedly at his desk, sipping coffee. 

Scott rubbed his jaw gingerly. "We all do what we have to do," he murmured. 

Jonas only turned his back. "Goodbye, Captain." 

Moralas stayed where he was. "Goodbye, Mr. Sharpe." He rose and, in a rare show of feeling, 

took Liz's hand and kissed it. "Vaya con dios." 

He waited until the door had shut behind them before he looked down at Scott again. "Your 

government will, of course, pay for the chair." 

  

He was gone. She'd sent him away. After nearly two weeks, Liz awoke every morning with the 

same thoughts. Jonas was gone. It was for the best. After nearly two weeks she awoke every 

morning struggling to convince herself. If she'd followed her heart, she would have said yes the 

moment he'd asked her to marry him. She would have left everything she'd built behind and gone 

with him. And ruined his life, perhaps her own. 

He was already back in his own world, poring through law books, facing juries, going to elegant 

dinner parties. By now, she was sure his time in Cozumel was becoming vague. After all, he 

hadn't written. He hadn't called. He'd left the day after Ambuckle had been taken into custody 



without another word about love. He'd conquered his ghosts when he'd faced Manchez and had 

walked away whole. 

He was gone, and she was once more standing on her own. As she was meant to, Liz thought. 

She'd have no regrets. That she'd promised herself. What she'd given to Jonas had been given 

without conditions or expectations. What he'd given to her she'd never lose. 

The sun was high and bright, she thought. The air was as mellow as quiet music. Her lover was 

gone, but she, too, was whole. A month of memories could be stretched to last a lifetime. And 

Faith was coming home. 

Liz pulled her bike into a parking space and listened to the thunder of a plane taking off. Even 

now Faith and her parents were crossing the Gulf. Liz left her bike and walked toward the 

terminal. It was ridiculous to feel nervous, she told herself, but she couldn't prevent it. It was 

ridiculous to arrive at the airport nearly an hour early, but she'd have gone mad at home. She 

skirted around a bed of marigolds and geraniums. She'd buy flowers, she decided. Her mother 

loved flowers. 

Inside the terminal, the air was cool and full of noise. Tourists came and went but rarely passed 

the shops without a last-minute purchase. Liz started in the first store and worked her way down, 

buying consistently and strictly on impulse. By the time she arrived at the gate, she carried two 

shopping bags and an armful of dyed carnations. 

Any minute, she thought. She'd be here any minute. Liz shifted both bags to one hand and 

nervously brushed at her hair. Passengers waited for their flights by napping in the black plastic 

chairs or reading guidebooks. She watched a woman check her lipstick in a compact mirror and 

wondered if she had time to run into the ladies room to examine her own face. Gnawing on her 

lip, she decided she couldn't leave, even for a moment. Neither could she sit, so she paced back 

and forth in front of the wide windows and watched the planes come and go. It was late. Planes 

were always late when you were waiting for them. The sky was clear and blue. She knew it was 

equally clear in Houston because she'd been checking the weather for days. But the plane was 

late. Impatient, she walked back to security to ask about the status. She should have known 

better. 

Liz got a shrug and the Mexican equivalent of It'll be here when it comes. In another ten minutes, 

she was ready to scream. Then she saw it. She didn't have to hear the flight announcement to 

know. With her heart thudding dully, she waited by the door. 

Faith wore blue striped pants and a white blouse. Her hair's grown, Liz thought as she watched 

her daughter come down the steps. She's grown—though she knew it would never do to tell Faith 

so. She'd just wrinkle her nose and roll her eyes. Her palms were wet. Don't cry, don't cry, Liz 

ordered herself. But the tears were already welling. Then Faith looked up and saw her. With a 

grin and a wave she was racing forward. Liz dropped her bags and reached out for her daughter. 

"Mom, I got to sit by the window, but I couldn't see our house." As she babbled, Faith held her 

mother's neck in a stranglehold. "I brought you a present." 



With her face buried against Faith's throat, Liz drew in the scents—powder, soap and chocolate 

from the streak on the front of the white blouse. "Let me look at you." Drawing her back, Liz 

soaked up the sight of her. She's beautiful, Liz realized with a jolt. Not just cute or sweet or 

pretty any longer. Her daughter was beautiful. 

I can't let her go again. It hit her like a wall. I'll never be able to let her go again. "You've lost a 

tooth," Liz managed as she brushed back her daughter's hair. 

"Two." Faith grinned to show the twin spaces. "Grandma said I could put them under my pillow, 

but I brought them with me so I can put them under my real pillow. Will I get pesos?" 

"Yes." Liz kissed one cheek, then the other. "Welcome home." 

With her hand firmly in Faith's, Liz rose to greet her parents. For a moment she just looked at 

them, trying to see them as a stranger would. Her father was tall and still slim, though his 

hairline was creeping back. He was grinning at her the way he had whenever she'd done 

something particularly pleasing to him. Her mother stood beside him, lovely in her tidy way. She 

looked now, as she'd always looked to Liz, like a woman who'd never had to handle a crisis more 

stressful than a burned roast. Yet she'd been as solid and as sturdy as a rock. There were tears in 

her eyes. Liz wondered abruptly if the beginning of the summer left her mother as empty as the 

end of the summer left her. 

"Momma." Liz reached out and was surrounded. "Oh, I've missed you. I've missed you all so 

much." I want to go home. The thought surged up inside her and nearly poured out. She needed 

to go home. 

"Mom." Faith tugged on the pocket of her jeans. "Mom." 

Giddy, Liz turned and scooped her up. "Yes." She covered her face with kisses until Faith 

giggled. "Yes, yes, yes!" 

Faith snuggled in. "You have to say hello to Jonas." 

"What?" 

"He came with us. You have to say hi." 

"I don't—" Then she saw him, leaning against the window, watching—waiting patiently. The 

blood rushed out of her head to her heart until she was certain something would burst. Holding 

onto Faith, Liz stood where she was. Jonas walked to her, took her face in both hands and kissed 

her hard. 

"Nice to see you," he murmured, then bent down to pick up the bags Liz had dropped. "I imagine 

these are for you," he said as he handed Liz's mother the flowers. 

"Yes." Liz tried to gather the thoughts stumbling through her mind. "I forgot." 



"They're lovely." She sent her daughter a smile. "Jonas is going to drive us to the hotel. I invited 

him to dinner tonight. I hope you don't mind. You always make enough." 

"No, I… Of course." 

"We'll see you then." She gave Liz another brief kiss. "I know you want to get Faith home and 

have some time together. We'll see you tonight." 

"But I—" 

"Our bags are here. We're going to deal with customs." 

Before Liz could say another word, she was alone with her daughter. 

"Can we stop by and see Señor Pessado?" 

"Yes," Liz said absently. 

"Can I have some candy?" 

Liz glanced down to the chocolate stain on Faith's blouse. "You've already had some." 

Faith just smiled. She knew she could depend on Señor Pessado. "Let's go home now." 

  

Liz waited until Faith was unpacked, until the crystal bird Faith had bought her was hanging in 

the window and her daughter had consumed two tacos and a pint of milk. 

"Faith…" She wanted her voice to be casual. "When did you meet Mr. Sharpe?" 

"Jonas? He came to Grandma's house." Faith turned the doll Liz had brought her this way and 

that for inspection. 

"To Grandma's? When?" 

"I don't know." She decided to call the doll Cassandra because it was pretty and had long hair. 

"Can I have my ice cream now?" 

"Oh—yes." Liz walked over to get it out of the freezer. "Faith, do you know why he went to 

Grandma's?" 

"He wanted to talk to her, I guess. To Grandpa, too. He stayed for dinner. I knew Grandma liked 

him because she made cherry pies. I liked him, too. He can play the piano really good." Faith 

eyed the ice cream and was satisfied when her mother added another scoop. "He took me to the 

zoo." 



"What?" The bowl nearly slipped out of Liz's hand as she set it down. "Jonas took you to the 

zoo?" 

"Last Saturday. We fed popcorn to the monkeys, but mostly we ate it." She giggled as she 

shoveled in ice cream. "He tells funny stories. I scraped my knee." Remembering suddenly, Faith 

pulled up her slacks to show off her wound. 

"Oh, baby." It was small and already scabbed over, but Liz brushed a kiss over it anyway. 

"How'd you do this?" 

"At the zoo. I was running. I can run really fast in my new sneakers, but I fell down. I didn't cry." 

Liz rolled the slacks down. "I'm sure you didn't." 

"Jonas didn't get mad or anything. He cleaned it all up with his handkerchief. It was pretty 

messy. I bled a lot." She smiled at that, pleased with herself. "He said I have pretty eyes just like 

you." 

A little thrill of panic raced through her, but she couldn't stop herself. "Did he? What else did he 

say?" 

"Oh, we talked about Mexico and about Houston. He wondered which I liked best." 

Liz rested her hands on her daughter's knees. This is what matters, she realized. This was all that 

really mattered. "What did you tell him?" 

"I like it best where you are." She scraped the bottom of the bowl. "He said he liked it best there 

too. Is he going to be your boyfriend?" 

"My—" Liz managed, just barely, to suppress the laugh. "No." 

"Charlene's mother has a boyfriend, but he isn't as tall as Jonas and I don't think he ever took 

Charlene to the zoo. Jonas said sometime maybe we could go see the Liberty Bell. Do you think 

we can?" 

Liz picked up the ice cream dish and began to wash it. "We'll see," she muttered. 

"Listen, someone's coming." Faith was up like a shot and dashing for the front door. "It's Jonas!" 

With a whoop, she was out of the door and running full steam. 

"Faith!" Liz hurried from the kitchen and reached the porch in time to see Faith hurl herself at 

Jonas. With a laugh, he caught her, tossed her in the air then set her down again in a move so 

natural that it seemed he'd been doing so all his life. Liz knotted the dishcloth in her hands. 

"You came early." Pleased, Faith hung onto his hand. "We were talking about you." 



"Were you?" He tousled Faith's hair but looked up at Liz. "That's funny, because I was thinking 

about you." 

"We're going to make paella because that's what Grandpa likes best. You can help." 

"Faith—" 

"Love to," Jonas interrupted. "After I talk to your mother." At the foot of the stairs he crouched 

down to Faith's level. "I'd really like to talk to your mom alone." 

Faith's mouth screwed up. "Why?" 

"I have to convince her to marry me." 

He ignored Liz's gasp and watched for Faith's reaction. Her eyes narrowed and her mouth pursed. 

"She said you weren't her boyfriend. I asked." 

He grinned and leaned closer. "I just have to talk her into it." 

"Grandma says nobody can ever talk my mom into anything. She has a hard head." 

"So do I, and I make a living talking people into things. But maybe you could put in a few good 

words for me later." 

As Faith considered, her eyes brightened. "Okay. Mom, can I see if Roberto's home? You said he 

had new puppies." 

Liz stretched out the cloth then balled it again. "Go ahead, but just for a little while." 

Jonas straightened as he watched Faith race toward the house across the street. "You've done an 

excellent job with your daughter, Elizabeth." 

"She's done a great deal of it herself." 

He turned and saw the nerves on her face. It didn't displease him. But he remembered the way 

she'd looked when she had opened her arms to Faith at the airport. He wanted, he would, see her 

look that way again. "Do you want to talk inside?" he began as he walked up the steps. "Or right 

here?" 

"Jonas, I don't know why you've come back, but—" 

"Of course you know why I've come back. You're not stupid." 

"We don't have anything to talk about." 



"Fine." He closed the distance quickly. She didn't resist, though she told herself she would. 

When he dragged her against him, she went without hesitation. Her mouth locked hungrily to his, 

and for a moment, just for a moment, the world was right again. "If you don't want to talk, we'll 

go inside and make love until you see things a little more clearly." 

"I see things clearly." Liz put her hands on his arms and started to draw away. 

"I love you." 

He felt the shudder, saw the flash of joy in her eyes before she looked away. "Jonas, this isn't 

possible." 

"Wrong. It's entirely possible—in fact, it's already done. The point is, Liz, you need me." 

Her eyes narrowed to slits. "What I need I take care of." 

"That's why I love you," he said simply and took the wind out of her sails. 

"Jonas—" 

"Are you going to tell me you haven't missed me?" She opened her mouth, then shut it again. 

"Okay, so you take the Fifth on that one." He stepped back from her. "Are you going to deny that 

you've spent some sleepless nights in the past couple of weeks, that you've thought about what 

happened between us? Are you going to stand here and look at me now and tell me you're not in 

love with me?" 

She'd never been able to lie well. Liz turned and meticulously spread the dishcloth over the porch 

rail. "Jonas, I can't run my life on my feelings." 

"From now on you can. Did you like the present Faith brought you?" 

"What?" Confused, she turned back. "Yes, of course I did." 

"Good. I brought you one too." He took a box out of his pocket. Liz saw the flash of diamond 

and nearly had her hand behind her back before he caught it in his. Firmly, he slipped the ring 

on. "It's official." 

She wouldn't even look at it. She couldn't stop herself. The diamond was shaped in a teardrop 

and as white and glossy as a wish. "You're being ridiculous," she told him, but couldn't make 

herself take it off. 

"You're going to marry me." He took her shoulders and leaned her back against a post. "That's 

not negotiable. After that, we have several options. I can give up my practice and live in 

Cozumel. You can support me." 

She let out a quick breath that might have been a laugh. "Now you're really being ridiculous." 



"You don't like that one. Good, I didn't care for it either. You can come back to Philadelphia with 

me. I'll support you." 

Her chin went up. "I don't need to be supported." 

"Excellent. We agree on the first two options." He ran his hands through her hair and discovered 

he wasn't feeling as patient as he'd thought he would. "Now, you can come back to the States. 

We'll take a map and you can close your eyes and pick a spot. That's where we'll live." 

"We can't run our lives this way." She pushed him aside to walk down the length of the porch 

and back. But part of her was beginning to believe they could. "Don't you see how impossible it 

is?" she demanded as much of herself as of him. "You have your career. I have my business. I'd 

never be a proper wife for someone like you." 

"You're the only wife for someone like me." He grabbed her shoulders again. No, he wasn't 

feeling patient at all. "Damn it, Liz, you're the only one. If the business is important to you, keep 

it. Have Luis run it. We can come back a half a dozen times a year if you want. Start another 

business. We'll go to Florida, to California, anywhere you want where they need a good dive 

shop. Or…" He waited until he was sure he had her full attention. "You could go back to 

school." 

He saw it in her eyes—the surprise, the dream, then the denial. "That's over." 

"The hell it is. Look at you—it's what you want. Keep the shop, build another, build ten others, 

but give yourself something for yourself." 

"It's been more than ten years." 

He lifted a brow. "You said once you wouldn't change anything." 

"And I meant it, but to go back now, after all this time." 

"Afraid?" 

Her eyes narrowed; her spine stiffened. "Yes." 

He laughed, delighted with her. "Woman, in the past few weeks, you've been through hell and 

out again. And you're afraid of a few college courses?" 

With a sigh, she turned away. "I might not be able to make it." 

"So what?" He whirled her back again. "So you fall flat on your face. I'll be right there falling 

down with you. It's time for risking, Liz. For both of us." 

"Oh, I want to believe you." She lifted a hand to rest it on his face. "I want to. I do love you, 

Jonas. So much." 



She was locked against him again, lost in him. "I need you, Liz. I'm not going back without you." 

She clung to him a moment, almost ready to believe. "But it's not just me. You have to 

understand I can't do whatever I'd like." 

"Faith?" He drew her back again. "I've spent the past weeks getting to know her. My main 

objective when I started was to ingratiate myself. I figured the only way to get to you was 

through her." 

So she'd already surmised. "Afternoons at the zoo?" 

"That's right. Thing was, I didn't know she was as easy to fall for her as her mother. I want her." 

The hand Liz had lifted to her hair froze. "I don't understand." 

"I want her to be mine—legally, emotionally. I want you to agree to let me adopt her." 

"Adopt…" Whatever she might have expected from him, it hadn't been this. "But she's—" 

"Yours?" he interrupted. "No, she's going to be ours. You're going to have to share her. And if 

you're set on her going to school in Houston, we'll live in Houston. Within the year I expect she 

should have a brother or sister because she needs family as much as we do." 

He was offering her everything, everything she'd ever wanted and had refused to believe in. She 

had only to hold out her hand. The idea terrified her. "She's another man's child. How will you be 

able to forget that?" 

"She's your child," he reminded her. "You told me yourself she was your child only. Now she's 

going to be mine." Taking her hands, he kissed them. "So are you." 

"Jonas, do you know what you're doing? You're asking for a wife who'll have to start from 

scratch and a half-grown daughter. You're complicating your life." 

"Yeah, and maybe I'm saving it." 

And hers. Her blood was pumping again, her skin was tingling. For the first time in years she 

could look at her life and see no shadows. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply before she 

turned. "Be sure," she whispered. "Be absolutely sure. If I let myself go, if I say yes and you 

change your mind, I'll hate you for the rest of my life." 

He took her by the shirtfront. "In one week, we're going to my parents' farm in Lancaster, calling 

the local minister, justice of the peace or witch doctor and we're getting married. Adoption 

papers are being drawn up. When we settle in as a family, we're all having the same name. You 

and Faith and I." 



With a sigh, Liz leaned back again against the post and studied his face. It was beautiful, she 

decided. Strong, passionate, patient. Her life was going to be bound up with that face. It was as 

real as flesh and blood and as precious as dreams. Her lover was back, her child was with her and 

nothing was impossible. 

"When I first met you, I thought you were the kind of man who always got what he wanted." 

"And you were right." He took her hands again and held them. "Now what are we going to tell 

Faith?" he demanded. 

Her lips curved slowly. "I guess we'd better tell her you talked me into it." 

 

 


