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	For all his life, Riordan Maguire has chosen his career over feelings. He prefers to have even the most basic emotional needs satisfied with the help of professionals, but his attitude gets challenged when a wrong flight booking on a business trip takes him to a peaceful little tropical island instead of his intended destination.


	 


	Finding himself stranded for a week, he meets Marc Forrester, a social worker with summer-sky-blue eyes, a sunny look at life, and a heart bruised by too many inconsiderate lovers—lovers like Riordan. They begin an affair which to Riordan is nothing but a suitable arrangement, and Marc knows his own weaknesses well enough to realise that his instant attraction to Riordan only proves that they don't stand a chance—but maybe one involuntary taste of paradise is all it takes to change their lives.
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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	Riordan Maguire’s arrival at the airport was not as he’d expected it. Not that he’d given much thought to what he was expecting beyond two things. There should have been a driver to pick him up and take him to his destination. And this driver should have been there on time. That wasn’t asking too much, was it? Well, apparently it was. He kept craning his neck for someone in a uniform holding up a sign with his name on it, or maybe just his company’s name, which often happened when the driver couldn’t be bothered to make the effort to find out his name. Or spell it correctly, for that matter. Used to all kinds of misspellings of his name, Riordan scanned the signs that were held up for anything that bore even a remote resemblance to his name, but there was nothing. 


	Great. So not. He took out his iPhone to call Nadia and get her to sort it out, absently noting that it would be just around four a.m. at home, which, admittedly, he didn’t care about at all. Nadia had started as his PA only a month before, so it was high time for her to learn what she was expected to deliver in return for the exorbitant salary she received. 


	Just as he tapped the screen to dial her private number, his phone informed him there was no network signal. Riordan stared at it, annoyed. What was the point in an all-over-the-world, all-services-available, smartphone contract when you didn’t have fucking network reception? Was that even possible? If there still existed a place on the planet without decent mobile network availability, Riordan was certainly not going there. No network meant the time on his phone’s display wasn’t correct either as it couldn’t automatically switch to the local time zone, so he looked around for an old-fashioned clock. The meeting was planned for ten a.m. local time, so... 


	The big, friendly clock on the wall opposite him informed him it was exactly five past twelve, which was entirely impossible. His flight had been scheduled to arrive at just before nine, which, barring any delays, should have given him plenty of time to meet the fucking driver—who had yet to turn up—get driven across town to the huge, modern, and indecently expensive-looking building that hosted TorCom’s Indian branch, sign a bunch of bloody contracts over a cup of coffee, sack the current assistant manager, welcome the new assistant manager, get back into the car, and be back at the airport in time to catch his flight to Sydney at half past one. Was that cutting it close? No. He’d yelled at Nadia because she’d failed to get him an earlier flight out. 


	Now it appeared he had somehow lost three hours during the flight, which meant he could stay where he was and hop on the plane to Australia straightaway. It would probably be boarding soon. The thought had him looking around in mild astonishment as he was beginning to realise that the terminal didn’t exactly look like the airport of a fast-growing metropolis. 


	There hadn’t been any announcements about a delay either, and what was probably the most worrying, there was no board anywhere in sight that showed the outgoing flights. There was none showing the incoming ones either. In fact, there was very little showing anything at all, and the airport building itself was practically no more than a large room. Riordan felt confusion rise. Something wasn’t quite right here. Little by little, he was becoming aware of his surroundings. The lack of check-in counters. The lack of duty-free shops that battled each other for every potential customer’s attention. The lack of basically everything that, in his experience, was characteristic of an airport. Hell, there weren’t even any people around anymore, and now that he came to think about it, the ones that had arrived with him had invariably been wearing very casual clothing. 


	He hadn’t paid much attention to any of them during the flight. He’d been busy checking a report and the corresponding presentation Nadia had sent him at some point very late last night, after he had called her and told her he wanted both finished and e-mailed to him before takeoff or she would be the one taking off as soon as he returned. The files had arrived within two hours of the phone call, which meant she must have really dug her nails in to get them done. All the more reason for him to check and double-check every single figure and fact she’d put in both the report and the presentation. No, he didn’t trust Nadia to have gotten it right. Yes, he was a control freak. Absolutely. But if there was one thing that didn’t happen to Riordan Maguire, it was turning up somewhere with important documents that contained false data. What apparently just had happened to him was that he had turned up somewhere he hadn’t meant to go. That much was already dawning on him, even though a part of his mind was still trying to deny that fact. 


	There was a small information desk in sight, which looked just as deserted as the rest of the building, but Riordan spotted a young woman wearing something that looked remotely like a uniform at a little distance. He picked up his two bags and chased after her, startling her with his harsh shout of “Hey, you! Wait!” Oh, Riordan could be polite, charming even, but he didn’t use this talent unless necessary. In his experience, people reacted much better to simply being told what to do. They might not enjoy it as much, but the result was usually faster—and better. 


	The woman, or rather girl—she didn’t look older than eighteen—stopped in her tracks and looked at him, a faint frown line mixing with the professionally bright smile she automatically bestowed upon him. “Sir? Anything wrong?”


	“That’s what I’m trying to find out,” Riordan grumbled. “Where the hell are we?”


	“I’m sorry?” Her smile dimmed a little. 


	“Where are we? This place, this...airport… Where is it? What’s the name of the city?”


	“I’m afraid I don’t understand,” she said apologetically, but at the scowl Riordan bestowed upon her, she hastily added, “This is Mumbayana airport.”


	“What?”


	The girl took a step back at Riordan’s yell. “Mumbayana,” she repeated timidly, then, dark eyes turning concerned, she asked “Where did you think you are?”


	“I am supposed to be in fucking Mumbai,” Riordan growled, instantly understanding what must have happened. Nadia had messed up the booking, getting him on a flight to a place with a similar name and he, accustomed to relying blindly on such insignificant things after years with the brilliant Marjorie, had merely verified the flight number she’d given him and boarded the plane. Oh, that stupid, incompetent cow Nadia with her blonde mane and painted nails. 


	He’d mistrusted her from the start, but she’d had by far the best references so he’d put his doubts behind him even though he could barely stand to be in one room with her. Her good references, as he had soon found out, came from doing a lot of voluntary overtime with her previous bosses, and she appeared intent on continuing this practice with him. He simply detested the way she seemed to constantly be assessing him, making him feel like a piece of prime meat. Now, for the first time, he found himself wishing she were nearby. On second thought, it was probably a good thing she wasn’t. Angry as he was, he might actually run the risk of throttling her if he got hold of her. Even if that meant having to touch her. 


	“And where the fuck is this fucking Mumbayana?” he asked tetchily. 


	Apparently deciding she was not going to get killed by this unfriendly stranger, the girl explained, “Mumbayana is one of the most beautiful of the many, many islands that belong to the Philippines—” 


	“The Philippines? I’m in the fucking Philippines?” 


	“Uh, yes.” 


	In spite of everything, Riordan was beginning to feel a little sorry for the girl, who had turned quite pale underneath her naturally dark complexion. It really wasn’t her fault, so he took a breath, counted to ten and eased off a bit. “Fine. When does the next flight leave and where is it headed?”


	“The next flight? That would be the return of the one you just arrived with and—”


	“Great, I’ll take it. Where can I check in?”


	An apologetic smile appeared on her face. “Sir, I’m afraid you don’t understand. There is only one plane a week coming here. The one you arrived with has just left, so the next one will leave at eleven-thirty next Thursday.”


	Riordan couldn’t have been any more flabbergasted if the tiny girl had slapped him across the face. “Next...Thursday?”


	“Yes. Next Thursday.”


	“But...but there has to be a way out,” Riordan protested vehemently, but the girl just shook her head. 


	“I’m afraid there isn’t, sir. Not until next Thursday.” She offered him a compassionate smile. “Maybe this is a sign. You are very tense and obviously in need of a holiday, so why don’t you just book yourself into one of our lovely hotels and enjoy the beauty Mumbayana has to offer?”


	Riordan stared at her blankly. “Holiday?”


	She nodded, seemingly pleased with her idea. 


	“I don’t have time for a fucking holiday,” he snapped. “Is there a phone around here somewhere? What about Internet connection? I really have to check my e-mails.”


	“There are very few telephones on Mumbayana and no public ones, but if you stay at a hotel, the owner will certainly let you make a call. As for Internet connection... I’m afraid there simply is none.”


	Riordan shook his head in wonder. “How can you people live like this?”


	Smiling kindly, she said, “Quite peacefully.”


	Realising he was arguing a lost cause, Riordan grunted a thank-you to the woman and turned away. He’d find a place to stay for the night, call his boss, explain about the mess, request to talk to Mary-Jane, his boss’s secretary, and ask her to find a way to get him out of fucking Mumbayana before the sun set a second time.


	Letting out a sigh, he slung his laptop case over his shoulder and picked up the small suitcase containing his change of clothes. Underwear, a fresh suit, two shirts and ties. A maximum stay of one night if entirely unavoidable was the rule, so he liked to keep luggage light when travelling. Every item brought along was an item that took up space and having to check in a suitcase took up time. Time he’d rather spend doing something productive, and since standing around was nothing but a waste of time, he left the small airport building and went outside. 


	Tropical heat hit him like a very real, very solid wall, and he felt sweat bead on his forehead. This explained his fellow travellers’ outfits. The temperature and humidity might be just about bearable if you were dressed in shorts and a T-shirt, but wearing a full business outfit made it feel like a portable sauna. 


	Already Riordan felt moisture seep from his hairline, run down his neck, collect between his shoulder blades and trickle down his spine. At this rate he was going to be soaked within minutes and likely to stew in his own juices afterwards. He was used to wearing a suit without complaining in any weather, but this was ridiculous. He took off his jacket and even went as far as rolling up his sleeves. The part of his mind which had, up until now, stubbornly refused to accept that this disaster had really happened to him of all people finally admitted defeat at the sight of palm trees and, what was even more convincing, a perfect, picture-postcard beach with the smoothest, whitest sand imaginable kissing a turquoise sea rippled with tiny, peacefully rolling waves. And all that under a blistering, blue sky that didn’t seem to have seen a cloud in months. 


	Fuck. Riordan took a deep breath. Took another. Took out his phone, checked the screen. Just in case. No network. He struggled to resist the urge to throw it against the nearest wall. He gave in to the urge. Watching the little useless electronic demon smash into a hundred pieces didn’t help, but at least it gave him something to do. There wasn’t even anyone around he could yell at. He yelled anyway, furious when the phone, instead of smashing into a hundred pieces, bounced right back and dropped to his feet in one, if somewhat dented, chunk. Riordan gave it a hearty kick that sent it skittering across the dusty road for a good fifty feet where it landed right in front of a pair of bare feet. Bare feet that were the end to slender, tanned, bare legs. 
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