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    Chapter One




    Zanthi turned from the computer screen and smiled as her PA set a tea-tray down on one corner of the vast, crowded desk. ‘Margaret, you read my mind.’ Leaning back in the swivel chair she stretched, bare brown legs out in front of her and her arms high above her head, to ease the stiffness in her shoulders.




    Tropical sun streamed in through the long windows filling the high-ceilinged room with the golden light of late afternoon.




    ‘It’s almost four-thirty,’ Margaret Blaine reminded her. With thirty years’ experience in the workings of Government House, a memory like an elephant, and a mouth as tight as a clam, she was invaluable to Zanthi.




    ‘What?’ Dismayed, Zanthi bolted upright in her chair and stared at her watch. ‘It can’t be.’ She pulled her short-sleeved top of black and white striped cotton away from sweat-dewed skin. ‘When will the air-conditioning be working again?’




    Margaret glanced at her watch. ‘By six this evening, according to Dennis. But he didn’t look all that confident.’




    Zanthi made a wry face. ‘Terrific.’ She stared at the files and papers covering her desk. ‘I’ll never get all this finished today. I can’t work on tonight because of the dinner. This is my third official function this week.’




    Margaret set the fine bone-china cup and saucer down within Zanthi’s reach. ‘Couldn’t you get out of it just this once?’




    ‘I wish.’ Zanthi pushed her slim hands through honey-brown hair cut close on her neck and gilded by the sunlight. She shook her head. ‘But it’s not possible. Tonight’s dinner is to launch the new mountain road scheme, and His Excellency has assigned me to look after this visiting surveyor. Apparently the entire project depends on him approving it.’




    Lifting the cup, she cradled it in both hands and rested her elbows on the desk. ‘I’m to introduce him to the Ministers of Finance and Public Works and their ladies then hang about while they all make polite conversation. I also need to have read up enough background to be able to show an intelligent interest in his work. Then, making sure he circulates, I must provide him with anything he asks for in the way of introductions and information.’




    With a sympathetic smile Margaret gathered up the files and newly typed letters from Zanthi’s “out” tray. ‘I’ll take these up to Sir James for signing.’




    Zanthi nodded. ‘Would you? I’d really appreciate it. Most of them are official: from the Assembly to the Home Office. But some are personalised. Perhaps, if you could – a tactful reminder of which is which?’




    Margaret nodded. ‘Don’t worry. I’ll make sure he knows.’ Glancing over her shoulder at the door, she leaned towards Zanthi, lowering her voice. ‘I know it’s not my business but I’m going to say it anyway. Lieutenant Benham isn’t being fair. Not that you aren’t capable of doing the work. Of course you are. But the way he’s piling all this extra onto you is never right.’




    Although Zanthi and her immediate superior were on first-name terms, she had never heard Margaret refer to the ADC by anything other than his rank and surname, a sure sign of her disapproval.




    Draining the last of her tea Zanthi replaced the cup on the saucer and handed it to her PA. ‘Margaret, that was a life-saver. Paul’s been tied up with errands for the Governor. He even apologised.’ With a shrug and a patronising smile, but that was Paul. She knew he was using her commitment to her job for his own convenience. And they both knew there was nothing she could do about it.




    Margaret snorted, her short, plump figure clad in neat navy skirt and cream silk blouse puffing up like a pigeon. She patted the regimented silver waves of her stiff perm. ‘Making up to her ladyship is the truth of it,’ she muttered.




    ‘Margaret!’ Zanthi was startled, not by what Margaret had said, but the fact that she had said it. It was a standing joke among everyone connected with Government House that it was easier to squeeze blood from a stone than worm a secret out of Margaret Blaine. For this soul of discretion to drop such a remark revealed deep concern that resonated in Zanthi.




    There were always rumours buzzing around Government House. But, rushed off her feet, Zanthi had not had time, let alone the inclination, to take much notice.




    Earlier that week, she had unexpectedly come upon the ADC and the Governor’s wife in a corridor. The rosy flush on Lady Fiona’s plain features and the misty luminosity in her eyes had surprised her, then caused a twinge of concern. Her first thought was how different Lady Fiona looked. Her second was, what is Paul up to? But both had been pushed aside by her arrival at the Governor’s door.




    The fact that Paul had come to her office a short while later, full of his usual banter, and once again asked her out, had helped dispel her brief uncertainty. As always she had turned him down.




    ‘If His Excellency gave as much time and attention to his wife as he does to that blessed garden,’ Margaret muttered, worry deepening the creases between her brows, ‘Lady Fiona wouldn’t be running the risk of making a fool of herself.’




    ‘But surely Paul would never –’ Zanthi looked up at her PA. ‘I don’t believe it. He’s a by-the-book man. He would never do anything that might jeopardise his career.’ She shook her head. ‘Honestly, Margaret, can you imagine him taking such a risk?’




    ‘You’re right. He wouldn’t. So he must be pretty sure of his ground.’ Indignation tightened Margaret’s mouth. ‘I’m telling you, Zanthi, he knows exactly what he’s doing. And he’s making the time and opportunity for it by dumping most of his work on you.’




    Zanthi felt guilt bubble up. She hadn’t realised how potentially serious the situation had become. Still hoping that Margaret had somehow misread it, she sought another explanation.




    ‘Look, Paul is a charmer. It’s as natural to him as breathing. Perhaps her ladyship feels flattered. Maybe she’s playing up to him as a joke.’




    ‘Lady Fiona? I don’t think so.’ Margaret’s expression was that of someone who had walked in something unpleasant. ‘Lieutenant Benham can turn on the charm all right. He’d put a tap to shame. I’m not worth his notice. But I know his type, and I’ve been watching. He only bothers if there’s something in it for him.’




    Zanthi studied her. ‘All right, Margaret, what do you know that I don’t?’




    As the PA leaned closer, Zanthi caught a faint whiff of Devon Violets. The simple, old-fashioned scent Margaret bought over the internet was such a stark contrast to her air of conspiracy that Zanthi almost smiled. But she was too fond of her assistant to risk hurting her feelings. And the potential consequences should Margaret be right meant this was no laughing matter.




    ‘The Governor’s term of office finishes at the end of this year.’ Margaret spoke softly, urgently. ‘The new Governor will appoint his own ADC. Lieutenant Benham is an ambitious young man who intends to move on from here with excellent references and a promotion, and he’s not leaving anything to chance.’ She finished with a knowing look.




    Zanthi gazed at her in disbelief. ‘You’re joking.’




    Margaret shook her head firmly. ‘No, I’m not. Lieutenant Benham is 32. Lady Fiona is 54 years old. If she didn’t have Selma to dress her she’d look like a bag-lady. And not even her closest friends would call her pretty. So, you tell me, what reason other than ambition could Lieutenant Benham have for playing up to her?’




    Instinctively Zanthi lowered her voice to match that of her secretary. ‘Do you think Sir James knows?’ Her forehead furrowed as her mind ranged back over her recent meetings with the stooped, sparely built man, whose clipped speech and brusque manner hid a kindness which had endeared him to the islanders, and whose rare smile could light up a room.




    Margaret hesitated a moment. ‘I doubt it. But you know His Excellency: he’s a diplomat. It wouldn’t matter how angry or upset he was, he’d never show it.’ Again her hand strayed to her hair, patting the immaculate waves as if for reassurance. ‘Sir James has – well, to put it kindly, he’s seemed a bit … out of touch in recent weeks. Surely you must have noticed?’




    Zanthi pushed her chair back and walked over to the window which was opened top and bottom to catch any cooling draught.




    Folding her arms, she leaned one shoulder against the frame and gazed out on to the immaculate lawn. Mowed as smooth as an emerald carpet, it was edged with clusters of flowering shrubs. Their purple, yellow and cyclamen-pink flowers were splashes of vivid colour amid the rich green foliage and provided jewel-bright contrast to the cool shadows of the coconut palms.




    ‘I wish I could say you’re imagining it. But you aren’t, and you’re right,’ she admitted. ‘At first I thought maybe he was just tired. But if he wasn’t well his valet would have told Lieutenant Benham, who would have told me. The same applies if the doctor had been sent for. I’d have heard.’




    ‘Well, something is preying on his mind,’ Margaret said. ‘If he’s not ill, and he doesn’t know about Her Ladyship and Lieutenant Benham, what else could be bothering him? Something to do with the island?’




    ‘I wondered about that as well,’ Zanthi shrugged. ‘But according to his reports to London everything is fine.’




    ‘Do you believe that?’ Margaret’s gaze held concern.




    ‘I’d like to, but no, I don’t. And before you ask, I’ve got no evidence. It’s just a feeling, but –’ She stiffened, her attention caught by a movement in the shadows at the far side of the garden. ‘Who’s that?’




    The PA hurried to her side. ‘He’s not staff,’ she announced with certainty. ‘Where’s Dennis? It’s his job to make sure no unauthorised person gets into the private areas.’




    The corners of Zanthi’s mouth tilted briefly. ‘Our ex‑Marine sergeant is probably regaling tonight’s cadet guard of honour with tales of his exploits in some jungle or Arctic waste.’




    ‘Arctic wastes indeed,’ Margaret sniffed. ‘He’s another one could do with keeping his mind on his job.’ Clasping the files and correspondence to her firmly upholstered bosom, she marched to the door. ‘What’s the point of security if just anyone can walk in? I’ll give him what-for when I get hold of him.’




    ‘Our uninvited guest?’




    ‘Dennis,’ Margaret’s tone was grim.




    ‘He’s already terrified of you.’




    ‘Not terrified enough. Or we wouldn’t have strangers in Sir James’s garden.’ She hurried out, the door closing behind her with a sharp click.




    Zanthi turned once more to the window. The man certainly wasn’t a burglar. Nor did he have the half-apologetic, half-defiant air of a tourist who had lost his passport and been sent up to Government Office to obtain a temporary replacement.




    As he emerged fully from the shadows and stood at the edge of the lawn, scanning the building with a slow, sweeping glance, he appeared perfectly relaxed. Pulling her blouse away from her hot skin, Zanthi rubbed the back of her neck where tension had tightened the muscles.




    He had removed the jacket of his beige lightweight suit and was carrying it slung over his shoulder hooked on one finger. His shirtsleeves were turned back halfway up deeply tanned forearms. His collar was unfastened, his tie pulled loose. Tall, dark-haired, broad-shouldered, and long-limbed, he started across the lawn with a fluid stride and at an angle which, within seconds, would take him out of view.




    Where was Dennis? Or Sir James’s chauffeur? Or even Lieutenant Benham? Didn’t Zanthi have enough on her plate without having to deal with intruders? He might well be harmless. He might even have an excuse for coming to Government House. But he had no right whatsoever to be wandering around unescorted.




    Zanthi whirled from the window and ran out of the office, down the short corridor and across the hall, her sandals slapping against the tiled floor. Bursting through the glass door and onto the flagged path, she stumbled to a breathless halt, narrowly avoiding a collision.




    The man looked down at her. His black brows were almost straight, but the left one had a curve which gave him an air of quiet irony. ‘Is there a fire?’ His voice, a deep, throaty bass, reminded her of distant thunder.




    At five feet eight, Zanthi had always thought of herself as fairly tall, but she had to tilt her head backwards to meet his gaze.           




    Fringed with black lashes his eyes were the colour of dark chocolate and observed her steadily without a trace of embarrassment.




    A broad deep forehead, strong straight nose and well-defined cheekbones added to the overall impression of solid strength. Only his mouth, wide and mobile with a slightly fuller bottom lip, hinted at the possibility of gentleness and humour.




    ‘No. That’s not why –’




    ‘Oi, you there!’ Dennis’s bull-like roar cut across Zanthi’s flustered explanation as he pounded towards them.




    ‘Please excuse me, miss …?’ The stranger paused, the curved brow rising in enquiry.




    ‘Fitzroy,’ Zanthi responded automatically.




    ‘It appears I’m wanted.’




    ‘You shouldn’t be here,’ she said, trying to regain control of a situation which seemed unaccountably to be in his hands.




    ‘On the contrary,’ he replied quietly. But before she could ask him what he meant, he added, ‘I believe I hear your telephone.’




    Zanthi glanced over her shoulder. As she turned back he was already walking away to meet Dennis. Furious at the ease with which he had distracted her, and torn between joining Dennis for the pleasure of seeing the man taken down a peg or two and the possibility that her phone might indeed be ringing, duty won, and she quickly returned to her office.




    As she reached the door, she could hear the bell. Dashing in, she snatched up the receiver. ‘Good afternoon, Assistant Secretary’s office.’ How could he have heard it? The door had shut behind her. The husky tones of the Governor’s wife came down the line.




    ‘No, ma’am, Lieutenant Benham isn’t here at the moment.’ Zanthi glanced at her watch. ‘I’m expecting him within the next half-hour. Yes, ma’am, I’ll tell him.’ Zanthi replaced the receiver, her expression thoughtful.




    Sitting down she rested her elbows on her desk and pressed her fingertips to her temples, releasing her weariness and growing confusion in a deep, shuddering sigh.          




    During drab winter days in England when even the air felt cold, grey and lifeless she had dreamed of Jumelle: picturing Atlantic rollers driven by the north-east trade winds crashing onto the rocky eastern shores and foaming over black volcanic sand that glistened like a star-spangled night sky. In contrast on the western coast the limpid, turquoise waters of the Caribbean lapped endless beaches of powder-fine, white sand shaded by tall coconut palms. But now that she was home again, nothing was as she had imagined – hoped – it would be.




    Her work wasn’t the problem. She loved her job and knew she was good at it. But it had been her decision to apply via the Diplomatic Service for the post at Government House that had caused the rift with her parents. Zanthi had hoped that after their initial disappointment her family would understand her reasons. But that hope was fading fast.




    Her thoughts returned yet again to the showdown with her father. She had been anxious to avoid another row. He had been determined to assert his authority.




    ‘Well, Zanthi?’ He had glared down the length of the polished dining table, past her two brothers and their wives, to where she sat next to her mother. ‘When are you going to give up this nonsense and come back home where you belong?’




    ‘I wouldn’t call working at Government House nonsense,’ she replied evenly.




    ‘Glorified paper-pushing, that’s all it is,’ Steven Fitzroy snapped.




    Zanthi hung on to her temper as all heads turned her way. The simultaneous movement reminded her of spectators at a tennis match, and nerves provoked an involuntary smile.




    ‘I don’t see anything to laugh at, young lady,’ he roared. ‘I see ingratitude and selfishness. I see you indulging your own wishes with no thought of your obligation to this family. There have been Fitzroys on this plantation for three centuries. All of us have a responsibility, a duty to our heritage, and that includes you.’




    Hot with anger and embarrassment at being spoken to as though she were a wilful child, rather than a woman of 24, Zanthi was also acutely aware of the mingled resentment and speculation on the faces of her sisters-in-law. She realised that her father had deliberately engineered this scene, intending to shame or bully her into submission.




    Crumpling her napkin out of sight in her lap, Zanthi faced her father, her gaze level despite the uncomfortable pounding of her heart. ‘It was your idea to send me to an expensive English boarding-school. And I’m grateful,’ she added quickly. ‘You agreed to me staying on to attend university because you said it would encourage me to think for myself. What was the point, if now you want to deny me any independence?’




    ‘You can have all the independence you like here on the plantation. Besides, your mother needs you.’




    ‘That’s emotional blackmail.’ She gestured to her brothers and their wives. ‘You and Mother are surrounded by family. My life is my own, to live as I want.’




    ‘Then do it and be damned!’ he had thundered, and stalked off to his study.




    Zanthi massaged her temples, her eyes closed. Her father saw compromise as weakness. So they were deadlocked, and there was no one to whom she could turn for comfort or advice.




    Her mother was growing steadily weaker. The doctors could not pin down the cause of her debility. Her body frail and desiccated, her skin lined like fine parchment, Madeline Fitzroy was withering away. Zanthi wondered if her mother had been crushed by her husband’s overpowering personality, or by the lush steaming jungle that clothed the mountains and lurked at the edge of the plantation, kept at bay only by constant vigilance and back-breaking toil.




    Unable to tolerate discord, Madeline simply withdrew. Zanthi had returned to the plantation during the long university vacation craving reassurance and comfort. Her ability to trust shattered, her self-esteem badly shaken by Jeremy’s actions, she had flown home hoping for understanding and comfort. But the state of her mother’s health had created an unbridgeable gap.




    The quarrel with her father had set her even further apart from the family. Knowing him to be a creature of habit, she chose times when she knew he’d be in town or out on the plantation and so was able to visit her mother and keep up with family news.




    But after half an hour Madeline would grow restless, anxious in case her husband should come back early. Knowing it was pointless to say she had every right to be there, Zanthi would leave.




    As she cupped her chin in her palms, realisation washed over her. To all intents and purposes she was entirely alone.




    Since her return to the island the demands of her job had left her little time to make new friends. In any case, an attractive, intelligent woman of 24 without husband or boyfriend was too much of a threat to be welcome at private parties, except to make up the numbers as partner to an unattached man.




    At first she had been happy to accept these invitations, hoping to expand her social life beyond the receptions, cocktail parties and dinners she was obliged to attend as part of her job. But it soon became all too clear that she was considered part of the menu, and her partners expected more than conversation, so she declined politely, pleading pressure of work or a previous engagement, and went swimming or walking instead.




    The door opened suddenly, making her start. ‘Oh, it’s you. I wish you’d knock or cough or something, Paul. You just appear. I never even hear your footsteps. It’s unnerving.’




     ‘What’s the problem? Got something to hide?’ The ADC flashed an arch grin at her. A couple of inches short of six feet, his thickening waist and a soft roll of flesh beneath his chin betrayed his love of good food. A lock of fair curly hair that habitually fell across his forehead gave his face a boyish openness that contrasted with the cynicism in his eyes. Though today he was wearing civilian clothes, his fawn trousers and pale-blue short-sleeved shirt were as crisply pressed as his dress uniform. ‘There are few secrets in this place. Surely you’ve learned that in the two years you’ve been here?’




    Pulling forward a stack of files, Zanthi opened a new document on her screen. ‘Perhaps you should bear that in mind.’




    Paul didn’t move but Zanthi could almost hear his mind racing. Then his grin widened. He leaned down, placing one hand on the back of her chair and the other flat on the desk, enveloping her in the sweet, heady scent of his aftershave.




    ‘Jealous, Zanthi?’ His teasing tone did not entirely mask a note of shrewdness.




    It was on the tip of her tongue to tell him not to be ridiculous. But she stopped herself in time, realising he would read the mocking retort not as irritation at his conceit, but an acknowledgement of his truth. She couldn’t allow that.




    She shot him a glance of brief enquiry. ‘Jealous of what, Paul?’ she asked coolly.




    He assumed an expression of exaggerated surprise. ‘You mean you haven’t heard the rumours?’




    Zanthi turned back to her computer. Opening the top file she scanned the notes she had attached to the letter. She could swear he sounded slightly peeved. ‘I don’t have time or the inclination to listen to gossip, Paul.’ She lifted her hands from the keyboard. ‘Except, there is one thing.’




    ‘Yes?’ he prompted, his face only inches from hers.




    ‘The demonstrations down in Arlington …’




    ‘What demonstrations?’ He was derisive. ‘It’s just a few youths waving banners.’ He straightened up, passing one hand across his hair in a gesture of mild impatience. But Zanthi noticed that he carefully avoided disturbing the curl that fell over his forehead. It struck her then just how vain he was.




    ‘So you don’t think there’s any connection between the Governor’s … distraction and the unrest in the town?’ She regarded him calmly.




    ‘What unrest?’ he scoffed. But she had noted the swift play of expressions across his well-tanned face. As his fair brows climbed and his mouth stretched in a condescending grin, Zanthi was ironically amused to glimpse a new respect in his eyes.




    ‘Look –’ he spread his hands ‘– Sir James is only a few months off retirement. It’s perfectly natural that he should be slowing down a bit. After all, that’s what I’m here for, to take some of the load off him. As for the unrest –’ he made a dismissive gesture ‘– people complain. It’s a law of nature. What would life be without a protest rally or two? But it’s nothing to get excited or worried about.’




    Zanthi rose from her desk and crossed to one of the grey metal filing cabinets. ‘I hope you’re right.’ She wanted to believe him. ‘Only, I have a hunch something is brewing. I don’t know what,’ she added quickly to forestall any questions. ‘And I don’t know why, yet. It’s just a feeling.’




    Paul moved towards her. ‘Do you know what I think?’ He tried to slide his arm around her waist.




    Sidestepping neatly out of reach, Zanthi tugged the drawer open and it shot out on well-oiled runners, forcing Paul to leap backwards. ‘I’m sure you’ll tell me.’




    ‘I think that as far as the island is concerned your imagination has gone into overdrive. I can guess why too. You’re bored. Not enough excitement in your life.’




    Zanthi glanced up from the filing drawer. ‘I’m not bored, Paul. I love the island. That’s why I came back. It’s my home.’




    But he wasn’t to be deflected. ‘Apart from the rain, the biggest problem in this so-called tropical paradise is the lack of excitement.’ He gave a gusty sigh.




    ‘Perhaps that says more about you than it does about Jumelle,’ remarked Zanthi sweetly. Slamming the drawer shut she returned to her chair.




    Paul hitched one hip onto the edge of her desk. ‘There are ways to deal with it,’ he grinned. ‘And I’d like to suggest –’




    ‘Excuse me,’ Zanthi interrupted as the internal phone rang and she lifted the receiver.




    ‘If that’s Sir James,’ whispered Paul, ‘I’m not here.’




    ‘Assistant Secretary’s office,’ she said into the mouthpiece. ‘Yes, sir. Would you like to speak to –’ She listened, for several moments, absently pressing her forefinger to the tiny frown between her brows. ‘Yes, sir, I’ll tell him. Yes, right away.’ She replaced the receiver and looked up at Paul. ‘The Governor would like you to go into Arlington and collect the invitations for the Spring Ball.’




    ‘What? For God’s sake, why me?’ Paul glowered as his irritation boiled over. ‘He could send his chauffeur. Damn it, there are enough people hanging about doing nothing.’




    ‘There certainly are,’ Zanthi said flatly, her gaze fixed on the screen.




    Paul slid off the desk. ‘All right, I’ll go and collect the blasted invitations.’ He shook his head. ‘I’d have thought the Governor had more important matters to focus on than arrangements for the Spring Ball.’




    Paul’s irritated remark sent unease feathering over Zanthi’s skin.




    ‘Why don’t I come and pick you up?’




    ‘What?’ She glanced up.




    ‘For the dinner tonight,’ he said patiently.




    Zanthi muffled a groan. She couldn’t believe it had slipped her mind. ‘Thanks, but no. I’ll have to come early and I’ve no idea what time I’ll be able to get away. It all depends on this surveyor.’ She looked swiftly around her desk. ‘Oh, Lord, where have I put his file?’




    ‘That reminds me, I haven’t seen your new place yet,’ Paul said hopefully.




    ‘No,’ agreed Zanthi, still searching through the stacks of files and papers covering her desk.




    ‘One of these days you’ll weaken,’ he promised, starting towards the door.




    ‘Don’t hold your breath,’ she retorted lightly.




    He reached for the door-handle. ‘Honestly, Zanthi, it isn’t normal or healthy for a gorgeous creature like you to live like a hermit.’




    ‘You don’t know how I live,’ she pointed out, not bothering to look up.




    ‘Rumour has it you don’t like men.’




    ‘Ah, rumour.’ She smiled wryly. She could sense his gaze on her, curious and irritated. They had had this conversation several times and she had no intention of changing her mind.




    Zanthi knew perfectly well the only reason he kept asking was because she kept refusing. One day it would finally dawn on him that his persistence only strengthened her resolve. Then, with luck, he would stop wasting his time and hers. Meanwhile, though at times his behaviour was a nuisance, it was also helping restore her confidence in her right to say no without explanation or apology.




    It was three years since Jeremy, and the scars had healed – almost. She had been out with other men, but not Paul. Something about him reminded her too much of Jeremy: all smooth, surface charm, but underneath a sense of entitlement and a deep, dark core of selfishness.




    She recalled Margaret’s muttered suspicions. Was he really sufficiently callous and cynical to use Lady Fiona’s loneliness as a stepping stone to promotion?




    ‘Don’t knock rumour,’ Paul chided. ‘It’s amazing what you can learn from the grapevine.’




    If you only knew, Zanthi thought silently. Didn’t he realise his behaviour was attracting speculation? Or did he simply not care? He relished the spotlight and had total confidence in his ability to think on his feet.




    ‘If the grapevine is so reliable, why don’t you know what’s behind these protests?’ Zanthi kept her voice light. ‘I’m not having a go at you, Paul. I’m genuinely concerned.’




    ‘These protests,’ he said with heavy patience, ‘are nothing more than democracy in action. Besides,’ he shrugged, pushing the whole business aside as a minor inconvenience, ‘it’s the Assembly’s job to deal with them. They are the elected representatives of the people. I’ve got more important things on my mind.’




    Like flirting with the Governer’s wife? Zanthi knew better than to voice the thought. She breathed a sigh of relief as she located the green folder. Knowing it was pointless questioning him further, she changed the subject. ‘Do you know anything about –’ she glanced at the name on the folder ‘– Andrew Hemmings?’




    Paul looked blank. ‘Who?’




    ‘The surveyor I’m assigned to look after this evening.’




    ‘Oh, him. His name isn’t Hemmings. It’s Crossley, Garran Grossley.’




    Zanthi stared at the folder. ‘Then why? Is there another file for him?’




    Paul made a gesture of irritation. ‘How should I know? That’s your province. The chap who was coming cried off through illness. This fellow Crossley is a replacement. There was a letter from the Overseas Development Administration. You must have it there somewhere.’ He indicated her littered desk and frowned. ‘Are you finding the work too much for you, Zanthi?’




    Beneath the apparent solicitude Zanthi sensed the barb, like the poisonous spines of a sea-urchin camouflaged by a thin layer of sand. Paul did not take kindly to rejection on any level.




    ‘I have no problems with the work itself,’ she replied evenly. ‘Though there does seem to be a lot more than usual. But it’s nothing Margaret and I can’t handle. I realise how difficult it must be for you.’




    Suspicion flickered, across his face. ‘What do you mean, difficult for me? Why?’




    ‘All this running about after Lady Fiona,’ Zanthi replied evenly. ‘No one would think she had a private secretary of her own. By the way, she rang down earlier. I was to ask you to go and see her as soon as you got back.’




    Paul glanced at his watch. ‘Why didn’t you tell me sooner?’ he demanded irritably.




    ‘One, you didn’t give me the chance, and two, I didn’t realise it was so important,’ Zanthi’s tone was crisp.




    He started to say something, changed his mind and wrenched open the door.




    ‘Don’t forget the invitations,’ Zanthi reminded him.




    ‘What?’ He glanced back over his shoulder. ‘Oh, yes, right.’




    ‘No rest for the wicked,’ Zanthi said, with the sweetest of smiles. Heaving a sigh as the door closed, she tossed the useless folder into the wire basket for Margaret to file and began to hunt for the ODA letter. Maybe, just maybe, it would tell her something about the man she was due to spend the evening with.
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