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				CHAPTER ONE

				“Coffee?” Edoardo Pisani asked the tall, lean man spread out in a large chair opposite him.

				“Yes, nice,” George Bellows answered.

				Edoardo poured coffee, placed a mug in front of George and took his seat behind his desk. “Okay, I’ll bite. Why the urgency of this meeting and so early in the morning? Not like you to be up and about before eleven.” He chuckled. “Politicians like the night, or so I’m told.”

				George guffawed. “And lawyers bill their clients for irrelevant information, or so I’m told.”

				The men laughed in pleasant solidarity. “What’s up, George?”

				George placed his coffee mug on the desk, leaned forward, and said earnestly, “I want you to campaign for mayor.”

				Edoardo spluttered his coffee. “What? Lord Mayor of Melbourne? Me?” He knew George, Local Member of Parliament and ex-officio of Melbourne Council, carried weight with the council; it was his pet project.

				“Don’t play the innocent. I know you want this, Edoardo, and I believe you’d make the perfect mayor,” he said. “You’re honest, you play fair, and you’re the best at what you do. Heck, how many times have we talked about what you’d do for Melbourne if you had the chance? I know you’d campaign on the issues of city safety, youth homelessness, economic development …”

				“And traffic management issues,” Edoardo finished, pleased that George considered him the right material for Lord Mayor of Melbourne. “I can’t deny that the job doesn’t interest me. Do you think the City of Melbourne would elect me?”

				“By popular mandate,” George said. “There’s one little problem.”

				Edoardo sighed. “Isn’t there always. Okay. ’Fess up. What’s the problem?”

				“Your personal life. You’re like Jekyll and Hyde. You’re split in the sense that your professional life is above censure but your personal life is, well, questionable.”

				Edoardo pulled back. George had never before reproached him about how he conducted his private life. And no matter what, Edoardo had no intention of changing a thing. He liked his life the way it was. He was in control and he meant to keep in control.

				“That’s got nothing to do with how I’d run the mayor’s office.”

				“It’s got everything to do with it.”

				Edoardo frowned. “Hell, George, next you’ll be telling me what to wear.”

				George held up one hand. “Hear me out. You’re a man of the night, Edoardo. You have a different girl on your arm every time I see you. The press would play it to the hilt, they’d murder you, and it wouldn’t help the Melbourne Council. Since that fiasco about restricting car-parking in the CBD and the land tax rise, they’re struggling to regain their good image.” He studied Edoardo. “You’ve got to settle down.”

				Settle down? Was George joking? Sophia leaped into his mind. Don’t go down that path. He pushed back the painful memories.

				“I couldn’t handle marriage, it gives me the chills just thinking about it.”

				Get married? How about swan diving off Uluru without feet straps? He was safe in his myriad of women and never, ever got involved. If things got out of his control and the girl had wedding bells sounding off in her ears, he’d send flowers and an expensive gift. Wish her the best for her future and cross her out of his little black book. Figuratively speaking.

				He did what he did best — work. Work he understood and he could control.

				“Marriage can be nice and love quietens down over the years into something really special.”

				“Is that a fact, George?” He shook his head. “I like my freedom. I like to pick and choose the women I go out with. No hassles, no promises, just a kiss hello and a kiss goodbye.”

				“And when you grow old, what then, Edoardo?”

				Edoardo frowned. One woman in his life, telling him what colour tie to wear with what suit, how green vegetables grow hair on his chest and alcohol hardened arteries? No way.

				Lonely old age? He’d get a dog.

				“I’ll worry about that in thirty years or so,” he said. “No, George, marriage is not for me.”

				“And yet,” George said, “marriage is the only thing that suits you.” He sighed. “Look, Edoardo, I’ve known you since you first came to Australia as a kid. I’m a good friend of your parents and you.”

				The first tug of uneasiness niggled Edoardo. “Something bad’s coming, I can feel it.”

				Hands on his knees, his expression serious, George said, “You won’t make it as mayor without a steady relationship, and that’s a fact. The only people you’ll please are women under thirty. The rest will think you frivolous and too carefree for such a responsible position.”

				Edoardo pulled himself erect, his blood chilling, his mind freezing over. “My God, George, you’re telling me to find a wife?” He tugged his tie, now as tight as a hangman’s noose.

				“What I’m saying is for you to get into a stable relationship. Find a nice girl who’ll be by your side at all official functions. A girl that represents marriage, kids, and stability,” he said. “Show Melbourne and the council that you’re a steady type of bloke, ready to face and resolve any challenge the role of mayor might throw your way.”

				Edoardo slumped back against his chair. His perfect life quavered before his eyes before it flew out the office window and committed hara-kiri. “I don’t have to marry her, do I, George? You know how I feel about marriage. I couldn’t hack it.”

				George ignored his outburst. “Find a suitable girl from your list of women. Put things right,” he paused. “We start campaigning in a month.” George stood and held out his hand. “I want you as mayor, Edoardo, don’t let me down.”

				Edoardo stood and shook George’s hand. He owed this man so much. It’d been difficult for his parents when they first arrived from Italy. After buying the land in Yarra Valley and, starting the vineyard, they didn’t have much time for their young son. So George had been there for him, encouraging him to study hard at school, cheering when he went to law school, patting him on the back when he opened his practice and the major success that followed.

				And he honestly wanted to be mayor. He had a yearning towards politics he hadn’t quite touched upon and this was his big chance. He folded his hands behind his head, leaning back in his chair staring at the ceiling. Did he know any nice girls?

				What about Cindi? Hell no, she was a belly dancer at Fernando’s nightclub. Okay, think. Betty? His shoulders heaved. She was a mud wrestler every Friday and Saturday nights. Interesting, but definitely not what George had in mind. Who else? Mary Lou? She cooked a mean lamb roast, yes, and she’d been married four times and wasn’t divorced from the last.

				A stir of annoyance. Why did he have to have a nice girl anyway? Wouldn’t the public accept him as a single man hell-bent on doing what was best for Melbourne? George’s words echoed inside his mind, not a man with a different girl on his arm every night. 

				Edoardo lowered his head inside his hands. “Bugger, bugger, bugger,” he murmured.

				• • •

				Glory Sandrin tightened the belt of her coat, hitched her bag high onto one shoulder, dug her hands deep into the pockets, and dashed up the stairs of the Empire Star building and through the main entrance.

				The interior of the building was lavish. Glancing up she admired the decorative ceiling supported by columns of single pieces of Tasmanian freestone.

				She ran her fingertips over the inscription on the brass plaque, Edoardo Pisani ~ Senior Counsel. One day it would read Edoardo Pisani SC and Partner.

				She’d worked hard to get where she was. Part-time law school, part-time job waiting tables in a large busy restaurant in town, long hours and little pay. Then graduation with double honours and she knew the law world would be her oyster.

				She hadn’t counted on a workaholic like Edoardo. She now worked longer hours than uni and the cafe put together. Research, investigations, preparing legal arguments — and she loved every minute of it. Her goal was to be in the same class as Edoardo and hard work, studying him in action, was the key.

				She was good. Prided herself on her cool, snap, sometimes ruthless, decisions when things weren’t going the way she’d planned.

				How many times had Edoardo said his practice had surged since she’d come to work with him?

				She gave a friendly wave. Kate Goddard, the office law clerk, was waiting for her. Kate dressed like no other person Glory knew. Trendy cargo pants and high heels, a tight multi-coloured top that showed a little tanned skin, her hair braided into sections and hanging down over her shoulders. Bangles, beaded necklaces and a few gaudy rings completed the picture.

				Dear Kate. Glory had poured her heart out to her about her childhood, the pain and sense of abandonment when her adored father had walked out on them, and the shock and grief at the sudden death of her mum. She’d told Kate her fears, her hopes, and her aspirations.

				She told Kate everything, well, almost everything; there was one secret she’d kept back from her, a secret she wouldn’t share with anyone because it was an impossible dream.

				She was in love with Edoardo Pisani — bad-boy.

				A man any sane woman would steer clear of.

				Edoardo was the mirror image of her dad, the eternal womanizer. Dissatisfied with one woman they played the field, changing women as often as they changed their shirts. She could never marry a man like that. That wasn’t in her master plan. “Hi, Kate.”

				“G’day,” Kate greeted warmly. Linking arms, Kate gave her a gentle squeeze. “It’s cold enough to freeze the bum off a brass monkey.”

				She laughed, although she chided Kate. “Prose was never your strong point.”

				“How’d the date go last night?”

				Kate had fixed Glory up with her cousin Cameron, and, as usual, the night had turned into a disaster. “We didn’t hit it off.”

				“You know your problem?”

				Every part of her body sighed. It was far too early in the morning for Kate’s psychobabble. “No, but I bet you’re going to tell me.”

				“You’re your own worst enemy. It’s as if you’re afraid to start a relationship.”

				Yes, she was scared — scared she’d make a mistake by choosing the wrong man and end up like her mum — miserable, afraid and lonely.

				“He came on to me too quickly. Besides, he talked about all his conquests throughout dinner.”

				“He was trying to impress you.”

				She grimaced. “He failed miserably.”

				Kate chuckled. “You’re twenty-six and gorgeous. A Marilyn Monroe figure and ripe for love and what do you do? Hide yourself behind dusty law books.”

				“I love my job,” Glory protested.

				“That’s beside the point.” Kate paused. “You’re looking for Prince Charming and he only exists in fairy-tales.”

				“What about Greg? Isn’t he your Prince Charming?”

				Something dark passed over her friend’s face. “Sometimes he wears his socks to bed and he burps at the dinner table.”

				“You’re so down-to-earth.” Glory wouldn’t be put off. “I think the perfect man is out there somewhere and I’m going to find him.”

				“And then?”

				She managed a smile. “We’ll marry and — ”

				Kate’s eyebrows rose and she shook her head. “And live happily ever after?”

				Glory knew her Prince Charming was out there and she would find him. She just knew she would. He’d be a one-woman man, a man who would put her above all others and then all her torturous dreams of loving Edoardo would dissolve. “You sound embittered. Kate, is anything wrong?”

				“Could be.”

				“Tell me about it.”

				“We’ll talk later.” Kate glanced over her shoulder. “Better go, got heaps of work piled on my desk. Wanna do lunch?”

				“Early lunch. I’m due in court at two.”

				“I can eat any time.” She grinned and said, “See you later.” Kate made her way to her office on the opposite side of the room.

				Glory poured herself a black coffee, sipped it, grimaced, added milk and sugar and returned to her chair. Rain splattered against the window, sounding like the first hesitant clack of a typewriter. Within seconds, it had gathered momentum and was thundering down like a thousand tapping feet.

				Her childhood ended at fifteen when her father left. Her mother sank into a deep depression and eventually died — Glory knew it was from a broken heart. She would never be able to repay Kate for her kindness, friendship, and love.

				• • •

				The telephone rang. “Pisani … hi, Pete, how’s your little one? Over the measles yet? … Great, glad to hear it … Hey, you don’t have to thank me. I knew you were the perfect man for the job. Only took one phone call, that’s all … The Browne file? Yes, Kate sent it Friday night; you should have got it first thing this morning … I see … Okay, I’ll call you back.” He replaced the receiver.

				“Hell,” he muttered. “This is too much.” He pressed a number on the telephone pad. “Kate? Get in here now.”

				Edoardo stewed while waiting for the hapless Kate. All his frustrations at George dangling the carrot beneath his nose only to whip it away, burned inside him. For the first time, in a long time, he wasn’t in control and he didn’t like the feeling.

				Kate entered the room.

				“Where’s the Browne file?” Edoardo growled. “I just got a call from the Clerk of Courts.” Kate’s face turned a pasty green. “You forgot to send it, didn’t you?”

				Before Kate could answer, Edoardo, his head still reeling from George’s weird request, spoke more harshly than he intended. “This isn’t the first mess up, Kate. Last week you misplaced the Tyson affidavit and made me late for court. And you’ve been late most mornings. You know how important it was to have that file delivered. What’s got into you? I’ve never known you to be so careless.

				“The court postponed and the client still has to pay full court costs and he won’t be pleased,” he said. “You’ve caused unnecessary expense and discredited the practice.”

				“I’m sorry, Edoardo. It’s just that everything fell in on me …”

				Edoardo’s frustrations tightened into a ball that he tossed Kate’s way. “That doesn’t cut it, Kate. I need someone I can rely on. I don’t want to have to think of every little thing. I employ you to do a job and to be damn frank, you’re not doing it. The practice relies on all the staff doing their job and doing it well.” He shook his head. “I have to let you go, Kate. Sorry, but that’s it.”

				“Edoardo, please.”

				“That’s all, thanks, Kate,” he said more gently now. Sanity was returning.

				As the dejected girl left his office, he reconsidered. Kate had been with him since the beginning and Edoardo knew he couldn’t be without her. She was the best law clerk in Melbourne, and although her style of dressing was bizarre to say the least, she brightened up a rather dull law office and she was a lovely girl.

				He ran a shaky hand over his forehead. He’d never spoken harshly to any of his staff before and he was ashamed of his outburst.

				Poor Kate, he hadn’t given her a chance to explain. Nothing so major had happened in the past. He’d apologise to her immediately. Explain, he’d had a rough morning and was taking it out on her. Assure her that her job was as safe as houses.

				As his hand reached out to dial Kate’s extension the telephone rang. Edoardo picked up the receiver.

				• • •

				Kate stumbled to her office, slumped into a chair and covered her face with her hands. Her shoulders heaved. Glory jumped to her feet, her heart pounding. Something was terribly wrong. She raced across the office to Kate’s side. Throwing her arms around her, Glory said, “What is it? What’s happened?”

				Kate gave a small sob and cried, “Oh, Glory, Edoardo sacked me.”

				Glory stumbled back a few steps. “He what? Why? Why would he sack you? It doesn’t make any sense. You’re the best worker he has.”

				“Not according to him, I ain’t. I mucked up big time. I forgot to send the Browne file to court. The trial was postponed.” Kate groaned, rubbing her hands over her eyes. “I tried to explain but he was livid, angrier than I’ve ever seen him. Actually it’s the only time I’ve seen him angry since I’ve known him. He must have personal problems.”

				“Don’t stick up for him, Kate. He’s acting like a callous brute.” Glory glanced towards Edoardo’s office. “And he needs to be told.”

				Kate grabbed Glory’s hand. “I can’t lose my job, Glory. I’ve got problems.”

				Glory said, “What problems? You never told me about any problems? Oh, Kate is it you? Are you ill? Is it Greg? Oh God, it’s not Aiden is it? What? What!”

				Kate wiped her eyes and nose with a tissue. This small act broke Glory’s heart in pieces. She wanted to don armour and, with sword raised, mount her stead and fight the savage foe for her friend — the savage foe being the gorgeous Edoardo Pisani.

				Kate tossed the tissue into the wastepaper basket. “Greg left me over two months ago.”

				Another shock trundled through Glory. “Left you? For good?”

				“Yes.”

				“Why didn’t you tell me? Why have you kept something so terrible to yourself?”

				“I kept thinking I may not have to, hoping he’d come back and say he’d made a mistake.” She shook her head. “He’s not coming back to me, Glory.”

				“Why? Oh, Kate, is it another woman?”

				She shrugged trembling shoulders. “I got home from work and there was this note propped against the toaster. It said: Get a new life, I have. Good luck, Greg.”

				Angry at Greg’s cold-hearted dismissal of his wife and child, Glory said, “Cold-hearted brute. Where’s he gone?”

				“He’s in New Zealand and yes he’s with another woman.”

				“What, you mean he’s just run off and doesn’t care about seeing Aidan again?”

				“Yes, isn’t he a rat bastard?”

				“Oh my God, I never imagined he’d be the kind of man who’d do that! You’ll get child support. He’ll help you financially.”

				Kate straightened. “Too bloody right I will. I’ll take the swine for every penny he’s got.”

				“I’ll represent you. Together we’ll make him squirm.”

				“You’re not a divorce lawyer.”

				“I’ll still handle your case.”

				Kate squeezed Glory’s hand. “I know you would, but I don’t want to involve you. You’re my friend, not my lawyer.”

				“Why didn’t you explain this to Edoardo?”

				“I don’t want his sympathy, Glory,” she said. “Don’t you tell him about Greg leaving me. I don’t want him keeping me on because he’s sorry for me.”

				Glory sighed but said, “I won’t, I promise. But you must promise me something.”

				“What?”

				“Even with child support it won’t be easy for you to manage financially. You know the house payments or medical bills, anything, you’ll come to me.”

				Kate shook her head. “I can’t promise you that. Borrowing money is a sure way to damage a friendship.” The girls’ eyes met. “I won’t risk losing your friendship, Glory.”

				“You’d be the most mule-headed person I know.” Glory grinned. “And I love you for it.” She glanced again towards Edoardo’s office. “I’ll tell you one thing, Kate, you’re not going to lose your job.” She shook her head and set her lips in determination. “No way in this world.”

				Kate brightened. “How?”

				Purpose flooded through her. Edoardo’s night-time habits were questionable, but not his professional life and he usually showed more consideration than necessary towards his staff.

				She recalled when Cynthia Swallow, their receptionist, found herself pregnant to a married man. Edoardo had stood by her all the way, giving her extended maternity leave and paying her wages until she was ready to return to work.

				So what was going on? She found it difficult to believe that he would sack someone as important to him as Kate for no good reason.

				Whatever, she was just the girl to set him right.

				“I’ll show you how. Just watch me in action. Edoardo Pisani is in for the shock of his pampered life.”

				And with that statement, she turned, tugged her skirt down over her hips, fluffed her hair and marched, like a soldier to battle, towards the enemy’s office.

	
				CHAPTER TWO

				Edoardo glanced up as Glory entered his office without knocking. He mumbled an apology into the receiver and dropped it back on the cradle. “Glory, what can I do for you? You look — um, upset.”

				“I want to talk to you about Kate and the appalling way you spoke to her and giving her notice as if she doesn’t mean a thing to you or the practice. Really, Edoardo, this is too much.” A savage glare. “Why, she’s crying her heart out. How can you be so uncaring, so unfeeling? It’s not like you, Edoardo, not one little bit.”

				A denial sprang to his lips. An explanation of how he’d lost it there for a bit and had taken it out on Kate but he intended rectifying the situation. But something, stirring and wicked, held him back.

				He didn’t know much about Glory’s personal life. Hadn’t wanted to know. Best, he’d decided, to keep their relationship strictly-business. That wasn’t as easy as it sounded, as right at this moment his hands were itching to touch her. Run his hands through the silk of her hair, press his mouth against hers. He’d always held back for two reasons, one, knowing she was a girl who wanted a solid gold band on the fourth finger of her left hand and two, they worked together and he didn’t want to lose her. Still that didn’t stop him from indulging in fantasies.

				He lowered his head, his fingers pressed against his forehead. Snap out of it, man. “Kate messed up.”

				“We all mess up at times, Edoardo,” she said crisply. “Want I should go though a few of yours?”

				He laughed, loving her spirit, the way she always had an answer, never allowing him to dragoon her in any way, shape or form. And the idea that was budding around the back of his mind bloomed into full life.

				She was a woman any man would like to have on his arm. Personally he’d like to have her in his arms, feel the softness of her body as it pressed against his.

				The smell of her perfume encircled him, Bergamot or maybe mandarin and just a hint of frangipani. His senses swirled. The room closed in. He tugged the collar of his shirt and glanced at the central heating vent. Had the darn thing broken down?

				“Have you a partner, Glory?” He struggled to keep his voice relatively normal. “You know, someone special in your life?”

				His questions took her aback, and she said, “Partner?” She pointed to her chest. “Me? No, no, I haven’t got a partner.”

				• • •

				As Glory leaned in closer, she took in the man she’d been working with for the past two years. In his dark blue suit with silver gray pinstripes, a light blue cotton shirt and a dark gray woven silk tie, she decided he was well worth the scrutiny.

				She’d been in love with Edoardo from the first moment she’d laid eyes on his darkly alluring presence and smouldering looks.

				His figure was tall and muscular and he had the most remarkable eyes. At first she’d taken these intense orbs to be violet, but on examination they were deep blue.

				If only he were a different type of man, a homebody, a family man who’d rush home each night on the 6.05 to be with her.

				The only rushing Edoardo would do was into the next dolly bird’s arms.

				“It seems I don’t know much about you,” he said. “I know you’re a superb lawyer. The way you give confidence to your client and handle a judge and jury is just short of brilliant.”

				Compliments from Edoardo Pisani were rare. “What does my personal life have to do with how you treated Kate?”

				“Can’t I give you a compliment?”

				“For heaven’s sake, Edoardo, what are you fishing for?” she snapped.

				She tried to drag her gaze away from his, but he held her with a look that so fascinating she was absorbed completely — spellbound. A sensual pull, a breathless response to him. He had all the dazzling intensity of an electric storm and just as dangerous.

				What was his secret to driving her crazy? Was it his deep blue eyes with the slightly devilish glint, the boyish grin flashing the startling white of his teeth or the exciting feeling that when you were with him you brushed with temptation?

				With a shake of her head, she reminded herself why she was in his office, and it was certainly not to discuss her life or admire his physical attributes.

				Throwing questions at her was so typical of his style. A lawyer to the death. Well, so was she and she knew how to argue a case. “About Kate and her wrongful dismissal,” she began.

				Again he interrupted her. “You’re an orphan, aren’t you, Glory?”

				“Yes, I’m an orphan and I eat cereal for breakfast with the right amount of oat-bran to keep the old cholesterol down.” Her voice was a flat monotone. “I exercise regularly and I clean my teeth morning and night with mint-flavoured toothpaste.” She tilted her head and gave him a dead-eye stare. “Anything else you want to know?”

				He grinned like a cheeky schoolboy and her heart melted and she wondered, just for a moment mind, if he was too much man for her to handle.

				“I have a — um, a proposition to put to you.”

				She looked at him suspiciously, hunched her shoulders, and said, “A legal proposition?”

				His eyes glinted with mischief. “Depends on how you look at it.” He drew in a deep breath and ran his fingers through the lush of his hair. Lucky fingers. “I’m considering campaigning for Lord Mayor of Melbourne and I’ve been told by my campaign manager I need a nice girl by my side.”

				“You have a briefcase full of names and addresses, Edoardo. Give them a shuffle and take a pick. If anything you don’t lack feminine company. So what’s the problem?”

				He smiled indulgently. “I don’t know any nice girls.”

				He’d never choose a woman who might think about commitment, not the gorgeous hey-I’m-strictly-bachelor-material Edoardo Pisani.

				“How come I’m not surprised?” she said.

				His eyes softened to a warm blue as he looked at her. He was being too nice. She glanced over her shoulder at the distance between her and the office door. Hasty exit — maybe!

				“Will you help me?”

				The surprise at his question made her jerk back. “To find you a nice girl?”

				“No, to be my nice girl.”

				She jumped up as if ants had bitten her. What was he suggesting? Was he asking her out on a date? The large book-cluttered office seemed to fill with awkwardness. She was shaken, she’d admit this. But she was also curious and curiosity won the day.

				“What’s this all about, Edoardo?” she demanded.

				He slumped back against the chair, placing his hands behind his head, the buttons on his shirt threatened to pop as his muscles tightened, and his shirt stretched to tearing point. Mr Australia, eat your heart out.

				“Just what I said. There’s no hidden agenda.” His tone suggested, don’t kid yourself; this is strictly platonic. “I need a nice girl to be by my side until I gain office,” he said casually as if he were ordering a serve of fish and chips. “The right image a prospective mayor should radiate. That’s all. And I’m asking you to be that nice girl.”

				She flicked her hair over her shoulder, her mind a twirl of confusion. She looked away from him and inclined her face to the rain-splattered window. “Let me get this straight in my head.” She turned her face back to him. “You want me to pretend to be your girl, like pretend to be in love with you for the cameras, for your public image?” She paused. “Smile adoringly into your eyes when the press is present?”

				He had the grace to look abashed. “Yes.” He smiled, a rather laconic smile, and any empathy she held for him died a ghastly death. He was so darn sure of himself, it was a crime.

				Be his girl? If she wanted torture she’d have her toenails pulled out, at least she could handle that pain. “That’s a big ask, Edoardo.”

				He placed an elbow on the desk, his arched finger pressed lightly against his lower lip, he said, “Maybe, maybe not. What have you got to lose?”

				He leaned towards her and, reaching over, he touched, ever so lightly, the back of her hand. She tugged her hand away with a sharp forceful pull as if it had been scorched, needing to look and see if his fingerprints had branded her skin.

				He arched a brow at her. “Maybe there’s something I can do for you in return.”

				She couldn’t resist rubbing her hand, as if eradicating all trace of him. “Like what?” she challenged. “There’s nothing you can give me, Edoardo.” Liar, liar, pants on fire.

				Glory’s eyes met Edoardo’s, focussing on the heat that flared between them. Her master plan teetered. He’d take her to his bed in a flash, with a wham bang, thank-you ma’am, and I’ll give you a call sometime, goodbye. That was so not what she wanted; not from Edoardo; not from any man.

				“I think there could be,” he said.

				He always had a comeback, always setting her back. She made a small, scornful sound. “Such as?”

				“Quid pro quo, Glory. Kate’s job.”

				“Kate’s job! Kate should get her job back because you’re an idiot to fire her, not because I agree to play your girlfriend!”

				“That’s the deal, take it or leave it.”

				She wondered if she could do this and remain sane. Go out with Edoardo on dates, albeit pretend dates. Holding hands, smiling sweetly into each other’s eyes. Could she trust him? He wasn’t a hold-your-hand-kisses-on-the-cheek-man; he was hold-on-to-your-hat full-steam ahead-check-the bed-for-scorch-marks-man.

				She wasn’t made of steel and he’d think nothing of making her his latest conquest. She knew it’d take every ounce of her self-will and preservation to resist him. But resist she would. She had no intention of becoming another notch on his personal cupid’s bow.

				“And if I say no, then Kate loses her job.” That was something she couldn’t allow happen. A single parent, Kate depended on her position here and Glory would do anything to put a smile back on her friend’s face.

				“Yes.”

				Shock waves at his callous response. “You were never cruel, Edoardo.”

				His face told her he didn’t like what she’d said. Too bad if the truth hurt.

				“I’m desperate, and a desperate man uses desperate methods.” He ran his fingers over his mouth. For a sweet brief moment, she imagined it locked with hers. She tingled and a shiver raced up her spine.

				He pushed himself out of the chair and walked to her side. Her heart beat way too fast. “Look, Glory, there’s no skin off your nose. You get a few nights at posh places. Your photo in magazines.”

				How could she bring him undone? “I’m not photogenic. I come out looking like a mug shot.” She wished he’d move back from her. She couldn’t quite get her breath.

				He gave an exasperated sigh. Loud and long so there would be no misunderstanding about how he truly felt. “Come on, Glory, help me out here.” He moved away from her, parking himself on the edge of his desk. Papers fluttered nervously.

				Her mouth tugged down. She knew he had her cornered and he knew this as well. That was why he’d played his ace, knowing how fond she was of Kate and how she’d allow nothing, within her power, to hurt her.

				Again those devilishly blue eyes twinkled like a naughty boy who knew he could charm his mum and get out of trouble scot-free.

				“You never intended firing Kate, did you?”

				He had the decency to look abashed. “Are you kidding? She’s the best law clerk around. Man would have to be mad to let her go.”

				She stood. “Discussion over.”

				He reached out to touch her cheek. “How about I add some spice? It may change your mind about helping a bloke out.”

				Suspicion lingered in her mind. What was he up to now? His legal brain as sharp as a tack, well so was hers, and she was ready for anything Edoardo handed out. “And that would be?”

				“I’ll throw Kate an extra bonus.”

				“How much?”

				“Ten thousand.”

				“On top of her bonus she receives now?”

				“Yes.”

				Excellent, but Kate had big problems. “Not enough for all her pain and suffering. Could make good litigation out of this and come out with bells on our toes,” she said. “She’s worked like a dog for you since you opened this practice and personally I think she deserves a big fat bonus, don’t you, Edoardo? And every year from now on.”

				His brows burrowed as his forehead crinkled into frown lines. “You’re not in court.”

				She grinned. “Yet,” she said sweetly.

				A grin twitched the corners of his delectable mouth. How could one man have so much? “Okay, I’ll double the offer. Twenty thousand.”

				“And?”

				“And every year from now on.”

				A nice bank balance for Kate for any emergency that may arise, this was a sweet deal. Well, for Kate anyhow.

				She wasn’t quite sure how she’d go being on a personal level with Edoardo; she didn’t want to end up drooling all over his hand-made Berluti shoes. As if. “Now you’re talking.”

				“You strike a hard bargain, Glory.”

				“I learnt it from you, Edoardo.”

				His blue eyes flashed, as he held out a big hand. “Deal?” He did a Groucho Marx thingy with his eyebrows. He was irresistible.

				And she couldn’t help grinning. He really was so nice, so charming — sometimes. Darn shame Edoardo Pisani was Casanova reincarnated.

				She stood and slid her hand inside his. Firm yet warm, tingly. Her body swayed towards his and, as he leaned forward, her mouth opened slightly as if to welcome his kiss. She drew back and lightly shook her head. “Deal,” she said.

				He gave her hand a light squeeze before releasing it. Adrenaline surged, which she was thankful for as she was beginning to hyperventilate at an alarming rate.

				“First things first,” he said. “I want you to meet my campaign manager, George Bellows, and his wife Beth. Nice people. You’ll like them.”

				“For approval, Edoardo?”

				He looked genuinely surprised. “What do you mean by that crack?”

				“The okay from your campaign manager that I’m the right type of girl. A nice girl.”

				Now he was angry. His eyes blue thunder. Well, too bad, Edoardo, you can’t have it all your own way.

				“Nothing of the sort,” he said. “George is a lifetime friend of my family. I want him to meet you and vice-versa.”

				The confusion in his voice stabbed at Glory’s heart.

				“Why do you twist everything I say?” he asked.

				She held up her hand, pleased that she had rattled the unflappable, even if only slightly. “Okay, Okay, don’t blow your top. I’ll meet them.”

				He settled back in his chair. His gorgeously sculptured mouth pulling slightly down at the corners, made him look more irresistible, if that were possible, and an image of him, clad only in jeans, his muscular chest smoothed with oil and rippling deliciously every time he moved, flashed into her mind.

				Cool down, girl. 

				“We’ll have dinner with them tonight.”

				Was he kidding? She wasn’t mentally prepared. She needed like about ten years or so. “Tonight?” she spluttered. “I’m not sure about tonight.”

				He laughed softly the oh-so-sure-of-himself Edoardo now back and confident of his ability to charm her. “And that would be because — ?”

				“I’ve got so much work to do,” she muttered. “I need to catch up.”

				“That’s never stopped you before. You’ve dropped work at a minute’s notice when it’s been a business dinner.”

				Her nostrils flared with irritation. If she concentrated she could dislike Edoardo intensely. All it needed was self-will and deep mental yoga.

				“Tonight is fine.”

				He was laughing at her. She could see it in his eyes and in the twitching of his mouth and her frustration and anger grew.

				“Great, I’ll pick you up at seven.”

				“I can meet you at the restaurant, if you like.”

				He gave her a thunderous look. “I never allow women to meet me at restaurants.” And that was that.

				He sat back at his desk, head down; meeting finished, and like lamb to slaughter Glory left his office.

	
				CHAPTER THREE

				Glory took ages to get ready. Her bed was laden with cast off clothes as she searched for the perfect outfit. She told herself she was trying to impress George Bellows and his wife, but deep down she knew she wanted to throw Edoardo back on his heels, make him sit up and take notice.

				For work she wore top designer suits like Prada, Versace, and Cavalli and, of course, Armani. A suit was professional, classy, and elegant. A suit screamed power, competence, and ambition, an image she strived for and had succeeded in attaining.

				Tonight she wanted a different look. Tonight she wanted to look feminine, sexy, and chic.

				Dating Edoardo?

				She couldn’t believe it was happening. Yet the relief and smiles from Kate was worth it. She’d tried to corner Glory with endless questions. What had she said to make Edoardo change his mind? What had Edoardo said? And why, after giving Kate the royal order of the boot had he offered the extraordinarily yummy bonus?

				Glory had mumbled something about Edoardo realising his mistake and wanting to make amends. That he had acted in haste.

				She knew Kate was far from finished. That she did indeed intend to cross-examine. There would be more grilling until Kate wormed the truth from her.

				The front door bell rang, and she swallowed down the tiny surge of apprehension that floated up into her throat. She wouldn’t allow Edoardo, or any man, to unnerve her.

				She’d fought all savage foes and had come out a winner; so one big gorgeous hunk of a bloke with electric blue eyes and a mouth that Pablo Picasso would give his last paintbrush to capture on canvas wasn’t any more to her than a jumping flea in a teacup.

				Confidence restored, she took one last look in the mirror, a fluff of her hair, maybe a touch more lipstick, and da dah ready or not here comes Glory.

				Edoardo stood there and smiled his dimpled smile, and everything dissolved into the background. He was handsome and strong and so virile he made her blood bubble.

				He wore a black moleskin jacket, cream business shirt with a dark gray and black striped tie, and gray gabardine trousers. He looked tough but sensitive.

				For a brief moment they measured each other, and then he leaned forward and lowered his voice intriguingly. “You look lovely.”

				She glanced down at what she was wearing. A cream and silver vertical stripe pants-suit, but with a feminine touch under the jacket, a silk/satin waistcoat on bare skin. She’d always felt good in this suit, and knew it was most suitable for dinner.

				He leaned in closer. Her heart thumped crazily in her chest. His smell overpowered her; cedar wood aftershave, citrus soap, totally male odours.

				And when he kissed her softly on the mouth, an affectionate kiss, not the passion she so craved from him, yet she was rendered nonoperational, a limp version of her former self.

				“You kissed me.” She touched her lips with her fingers.

				“Let’s try it again and this time you kiss me back,” he said.

				She didn’t argue and when his mouth connected with hers, she pressed hard against his mouth. She opened her lips slightly and explored with the tip of her tongue. They broke apart, breathing heavily. She’d been kissed before but never quite like this.

				“That’s better,” he said softly.

				The breath had all but left her body. She breathed deeply through her nostrils. She loved him so darn much. If only he didn’t play the field. If only he wanted to settle down, marry, and have kids. If only …

				“Want a drink before we go?”

				He glanced at his watch and shook his head. “Maybe when we get back?”

				Like that was going to happen; sitting in front of a roaring fire, sipping wine, swapping work stories, kissing. Her resistance towards him was at an all-time low.

				He reminded her of the dark handsome prince from fairy-tales of her childhood. The prince who always rescued the princess from danger; who’d sweep her up onto his white steed and ride her away to his castle in the clouds; the prince who always kissed the princess and whispered his love on promises of happily-ever-after.

				Edoardo Pisani was a fairy-tale prince scared of commitment. Not for the first time she wondered why he was. What had happened that made him a serial womanizer? The perpetual bachelor? What was that touch of sadness deep in his eyes? Had he been hurt in the past?

				She longed to know the Edoardo Pisani story.

				In the practice he was sweet, understanding of his staff’s needs, taking time to listen and help wherever he could. She liked his gentleness, his humour, his compassion, and the way he gave his full attention to whomever was speaking to him. This kind-heartedness had attracted her to him in the first place.

				In court, he was ruthless. Once Edoardo believed his client was innocent — that was the only way he’d accept a case and this was her ruling too — he let nothing stand in his way of success.

				In her mind’s eye he was standing in front of the jury box, belting out his closing address, the way his muscles rippled across his back as he waved his hands for effect. His spread-eagle stance, arms on slim hips, shoulders broad and strong, and his brilliant blue eyes sparkling with triumph he knew was already his.

				She hardened her heart and took a silent resolve not to allow this man’s magic to twist her emotions. She told herself that she would remain constantly alert and in control of the situation, no matter what happened.

				“I’ll get my coat and bag,” she said.

				He moved inside the apartment but stood, as if ready for a quick exit, near the front door. When she returned he said, “My car’s parked around the corner.”

				He placed his hand lightly on her back, guiding her out the front door, down the elevator, out the main doors, down the street towards the parked car. In the growing dusk, a wind played leapfrog with his thick thatch of black hair. The warmth of his fingers pressing lightly on her back radiated the length of her spine. It was as if he had fire in his fingertips.

				A leopard didn’t change his spots and all the lamenting and hoping that he could be different was only a pipe-dream. He was a man who played the field, same as her dad, one woman wasn’t enough for them and they didn’t care who they hurt in their desire to appease their ego. Men like Edoardo and her dad should never marry, never tie themselves to one woman. It only led to heartache for the woman.

				So remember what this is all about. They had made a deal. Edoardo had stuck to his side of the bargain, now she was obliged to stick to hers.

				He opened the car door for her. He slid in beside her. With a flick of a key the big engine of the super-smooth pure black BMW purred into life.

				Edoardo decisively edged his way into the line of traffic and, within minutes they were at the restaurant. They entered a foyer ablaze with light and colour. A tidal wave of chattering voices and the clinking of glass and silver engulfed them. A waiter, in black evening dress, hurried towards them. “Pisani, for four.”

				The waiter gave a small nod. “Your table’s ready, sir.” He led them to a dark and secluded table at the far side of the restaurant.

				Glory noted all the women’s eyes followed him. Fascinated by his build, the thickness of his coal black hair and dark blue, meaningful eyes.

				The waiter hovered at Edoardo’s side. “Would you care for a drink?”

				“What would you like to drink?” Edoardo asked.

				“White wine would be nice.”

				Without looking at the wine list, Edoardo spoke to the waiter. “A bottle of your best Sauvignon Blanc.” He waited until the waiter had left.

				She tried to guess what he was thinking, but his lids were heavy, shading his eyes, and with the muted light of the restaurant, Edoardo seemed far too fascinating for her own sanity.

				“Tell me about yourself?”

				She shrugged, folding her hands in her lap. “What’s to tell?”

				He gave her a careful look. “What do you do in your spare time?”

				She feigned shock. “What spare time? You work me to death.”

				He chuckled, folded his arms, and focussed his attention on Glory. “Well,” he said, “I know you do a lot of Legal Aid work.”

				She eyeballed him. “Don’t be ingenuous, Edoardo, so do you.”

				“Touché! Okay, what do you do when you’re not being worked to death?”

				Someone was tinkling out a sweet tune on a piano. She recognized the tune but couldn’t put a name to it. She understood him wanting to know about her personal life. After all, she was his girl, and he’d look a right dork if someone asked something about her and he hadn’t a clue how to answer. She wasn’t kidding herself that he really wanted to know about her. Heck, she’d take a bet that he didn’t know a thing about any of his harem except their name, rank and serial number.

				“Um, I adore the theatre, and I mean movies too. I love going to the pictures.” She shrugged, screwed the corner of her napkin into a tight wad, and said, “I play a little golf and tennis. I like to lie on the beach and eat chocolate ice cream, and I love the great romantic poets, Tennyson and Wordsworth, Elizabeth Barrett Browning.”

				“How do I love thee? Let me point the way,” he recited crisply.

				Glory hesitated, wondering if he was deliberately misquoting. “It’s count the ways.”

				One dark eyebrow shot up and he looked genuinely surprised. “Excuse me?”

				Oh My God! He’d actually made a genuine mistake. She was pleased she’d found a flaw, as she was beginning to suspect he was absolutely perfect. “You said point and the correct quote is: How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.”

				He gave a sexy smile and there was a look in his eyes that made her burn inside. Her heart jumped a beat.

				“Yes, right, count the ways.”

				They laughed and she found herself relaxing in his company.

				The waiter returned with their wine and poured a little glittering pale yellow liquid into Edoardo’s glass. He tasted it.

				“Hmm, that’s fine,” he said. Edoardo waited while the waiter poured the wine into her glass, top his, and then raising his glass to her, he nodded and said, “Here’s to adventure.”

				She raised her glass. “Adventure,” she chorused, and sipped her wine. “It’s delicious.” She twirled the stem of her glass, glanced at him through lowered lashes. There wasn’t anything about this man she didn’t like. She liked his hair, his physique, his eyes — she shifted uncomfortably in her seat — make that she loved his eyes. They were cheeky boy eyes. Eyes that made you forgive the crime before he’d even committed it. If she’d had him especially made to order, he couldn’t be more wonderful. Just what the doctor ordered.

				And for all her self-talk and recriminations, she knew that if Edoardo kissed her again she’d kiss him back without caring about the consequences.

				She glanced at him just as he was licking his lips from the wine. Fascinated as the tip of his tongue ran the full extent of his upper lip and then along the lower. A quick rush of excitement. Heat flared in her cheeks.

				Here she went losing control of her emotions five seconds after being in his company. Shape up, girl. She reached for her glass and tossed down the wine in one long swig. She closed her eyes as the sweet liquid flowed down her throat, and enter her bloodstream. Edoardo topped her glass. She smiled her thanks.

				She’d handled some of the toughest cases in Australia and had never as much as been stressed out. She’d argued with high-court judges about rulings, barristers speaking on their client’s behalf and waiters about the price of fish. She’d sat on panels and answered improbable questions from eager young law students. She’d been interviewed on Stark Reality and won the heart of Lew Myers, the hard-hitting news interviewer who, as far as Glory could tell, didn’t like his own mother.

				So to allow a man who couldn’t remember the woman he took out last night bedazzle her? No way ho-say.

				His mobile phone rang. “Excuse me,” he said as he took the call. “Pisani … Okay … Sure, that’s fine.” He clicked the mobile shut. “That was George. There’s trouble with the babysitter, she couldn’t make it. They’ve rung an agency and another should be there in an hour or so. He said for us to eat and they’ll meet us here for coffee and drinks.” The waiter placed a menu in front of him. “Is there anything you especially like?”

				“I like all Italian food,” she enthused.

				“Would you like me to order or would that offend your feminine principles?”

				“I’ll give way to your male ego.” At his frown, she grinned. Reaching for her glass, she took a deep gulp of wine and her head spun. If she kept attacking her wine in this way she’d be tipsy, and she wanted to be in full control of her mind. She pushed the glass a little way from her. Only sips from now on.

				He gave the waiter their order, and handed him back the menu. “And some bruschetta,” he added quickly. “Were you born in Melbourne, Glory?”

				“New South Wales, in Bateman’s Bay. It’s a pretty holiday town at the mouth of the Clyde River, and the closest beach resort to Canberra.”

				“I’d like to go there one day.”

				She’d like to take him there. “The bay is renowned for its crayfish and oysters.”

				He gave her a steady look. Glory blew out a breath. He was totally hot. “Why did you leave Bateman’s Bay?”

				She pulled her head back, studying him. “Are you grilling me, Edoardo? I feel like I’m in the witness box.” She laughed and continued. “My mother came to Melbourne when I was fifteen.”

				The waiter placed plates of steaming food in front of them. Linguini with clam sauce. One of her favourite dishes. She toyed with her food. Thinking of her mother made all earlier traces of hunger evaporate.

				As they reached over for bread, his fingers lightly brushed her hand, and a shock of electricity raced up her arm and pierced her heart. An image, so vivid of his mouth on hers, flashed into her mind. She blushed hot and long, her stomach churning.

				“More wine?” he asked. She shook her head, studying the strength of his hands as he poured wine into his glass. “You’re not eating.”

				“I ate too much lunch.”

				His eyes scrutinized her and she knew that look, had seen it a thousand times in court. The look just before the criminal confessed and threw himself on the mercy of the court.

				“You’re not on one of those perpetual diets, are you? That drives me crazy.”

				She grinned. “No, just naturally thin.”

				He placed one elbow on the table, cupping his chin in his hand, leaning towards her, ever so close. My God, his eyes are so blue. She swallowed harshly.

				“Hmmm, I wonder.”

				“Hey, I’ll put on weight.”

				He smiled that lethal smile. Surely there was a police warrant out on it? “Not too much.”

				“No, not too much.” She enjoyed the gentle sparring as much as he did. His eyes shone with good humour. “I intend to finish up with strawberry cheesecake and chocolate ice cream. Calories are my best friend.”

				He threw back his dark head and laughed. It was a lovely deep chuckle that warmed her heart. An odd aching pain built up inside her, and she realized she was out of her emotional depth with a man like Edoardo, that his sheer sexuality swamped her until she couldn’t tell her left foot from her right.

				Their conversation became light and easy. The Bellows arrived with apologies and laughter on their lips. Glory instantly liked George and Beth Bellows. After introductions, George said, “I’ve followed your career, Glory. You’re one of our best.”

				“Thanks, George.”

				“Ever thought about taking up politics?” he asked. “Lady prime ministers is in vogue these days.” They all laughed politely. “I’m just the man to get you started.”

				Edoardo interrupted with. “Hey, George, back off,” he growled. “She works with me.”

				George fell back against the chair, a wide grin spread over his face. “And you don’t want to lose the best lawyer you’ve ever had.”

				“Too right, I don’t,” Edoardo said.

				“You’ve got yourself a lovely girl, Edoardo,” George said, raising his glass and tilting it towards Glory. “She’s something else.”

				“Thanks, George,” Edoardo said.

				She didn’t like being treated like the little woman and opened her mouth to tell them so when she caught the wink and nod George gave Edoardo signalling that he approved of the nice girl he’d chosen and the smug I-knew-I-could-do-it way Edoardo returned the grin.

				So darn sure of himself and so darn handsome he made her toes curl inside her shoes.

				“Glory, you must have dinner with us soon,” Beth suggested pleasantly.

				“Love to,” Glory answered and they made plans to have dinner at the Bellows’ home in Brighton the following Sunday evening.

				The women fell into easy conversation and the night flew by.

				Before she knew it they were on their way to her home. Edoardo pulled up outside her apartment. She hesitated, bit her bottom lip, and then said, “Would you care to come in for coffee?”

				“Thanks, but no thanks,” he said. “I’ve an extra early start in the morning. Martins case.”

				“Oh, yes, I remember,” she said. “Embezzlement isn’t it?”

				“Yes.” He ran his hand along the back of his neck. “And he’s been framed for the crime and I know who did it and I’ve got proof. Tomorrow I’ll drop the bombshell.”

				“Martins will walk free.”

				“Oh, yes, and his partner Smithers will hear the clank of steel as they lock him up — ”

				“And throw away the key,” she finished for him.

				His hand moved to cup her neck beneath her hairline. Gently, oh so gently, he drew her face towards him. The smell of him was spicy, woodsy. It enveloped her, swirled around her, an aromatic tang that left her breathless.

				He smiled and her heart grappled with its moorings, and as she stared into the startling blue of his eyes, her heart jerked and went out of control.

				“Kiss me,” he whispered.

				She closed her eyes, counted to three, drew in a breath and said quickly, “I’d better not.” Her voice came out low and husky.

				He bent his dark head forward and his nose pressed against hers Eskimo-style. Her heart took up such an irregular beat she wondered if it would ever beat normally again. “Why not?”

				“I burn easily.”

				He laughed. His lips brushed hers. “Kiss me, please,” he urged.

				Experimentally, she pressed her mouth against his. Was that a small earthquake or maybe the car had exploded? She pulled back, but only as far as his restraining hand allowed her.

				“Call that a kiss?” he persuaded.

				Weak after the heat of his kiss and totally, utterly in love with him, she murmured, “It’s the best I can do.”

				“Doubt that.”

				His tongue glided over her lower lip and now her heart raced out of control. A warm tingling sensation flowed through her.

				Her mind numbed as his mouth claimed hers. He made a nuzzling movement as he sucked her lower lip. His tongue gently circled inside her mouth.

				Goosebumps erupted on her arms. She wound her arms around his neck as the kiss intensified into pure passion. Her body became weightless as if she would float away into the atmosphere and become lost in the stars.

				She tightened her arms around his neck, and surrendered to his kiss until nothing in the world existed outside of Edoardo and his mouth pressed hard against her own.

				Their kiss held, deepened until, breathless, they broke apart.

				He looked as shaken as she. “Now that’s what I call a kiss.”

				She was shocked by her reaction to the kiss. She really had lost control. Weak fool. She had to get out of here. She groped for the door handle.

				He held her back by gently holding her arm. “See you tomorrow.”

				All her feelings for him had gone into that kiss.

				Her utter need of him.

				Her wanting him.

				And her undying love for him.

				There’d never be a Prince Charming because Edoardo was her Prince Charming.

				There simply was no other man for her and she loved him so deeply it hurt to think about it.

				He would never return her love, not totally, the way she wanted him to.

				So what did all this mean? That she would never marry, never have children?

				How sad was that?

				“Sure,” she mumbled, wishing she never had to face him again.

	
				CHAPTER FOUR

				Friday night and Glory was excited. They were to attend a fundraising dinner at the town hall where they would also meet the residing Lord Mayor, his wife, and members of the Melbourne City Council. All pomp and circumstances, she knew, but it’d been so long since she’d gone on a date and she was really looking forward to it.

				They were leaving after work because the fundraiser started with cocktails at six. Glory had freshened up and was reasonably presentable. She looked up as Edoardo came into her office.

				“Ready?”

				“And able.”

				“Let’s go.” He held out his arm, she threaded hers through his. Nice. As they made their way down the corridor towards the elevators, Glory had the oddest thought that this was how she’d always like it to be. Being Edoardo’s girl was, well, wonderful.

				She knew she wouldn’t see him over the weekend, that there weren’t any functions until mid-next-week. So she wouldn’t see him again until Monday morning when she returned to the office.

				Funny, but that didn’t sit well with Glory at all.

				• • •

				Glory, by habit and desire was an early riser. By six she was working in her back garden.

				She had decided, after going to the ABC Gardening Expo, on a Chinese garden. A friend of Kate’s, Chu Lee, a landscape gardener, had designed it for Glory, saying bamboo represented a strong but resilient character. So characteristic of you, Kate had added. Pine was used to represent longevity, persistence, tenacity, and dignity. Again Kate interrupted, saying, definitely the real you, Glory.

				And the lotus symbolised purity. Peonies, wealth and riches.

				She loved it and, weather permitting, spent hours in the garden reading or working at the rattan table, keeping up her strength and vitality by drinking her favourite, iced coffee with heaps of vanilla ice cream, until the daylight disappeared and dusk descended.

				Not a good cook by any stretch of the imagination, Glory usually sent out for take-away from the local Indian restaurant or whizzed down to the local McDonald’s for a double cheeseburger and fries.

				And when her conscious pricked her and warned her she needed veggies, she’d buy heaps from the local greengrocer’s and steaming them, would mash them all together with a large dollop of butter and plenty of milk. The only way she could get them down her throat.

				Of course, there was the occasional dinner at Kate’s. Glory looked forward to these dinners with great expectations. Kate was a superb cook and her chilli con carne was to die for.

				She stood and, with a slight groan, stretched her aching muscles. Throwing down her small trowel and removing her garden gloves, she left them on top of the table and made her way inside the house.

				Last night, the fundraiser had been such fun, Glory had been sorry when it was over. Outside her apartment, he’d kissed her, thanking her profusely for being the perfect partner. Then he kissed her again. Long and hard. Head, along with her heart, was reeling as she staggered her way into her apartment.

				At work he displayed a powerful presence, which could never be ignored but being with him constantly was proving overwhelming. She couldn’t allow herself to give into his sexual persuasion. His using of, she truly believed, a deceptive romantic approach.

				Edoardo simply couldn’t help himself where women were concerned.

				He played the game of love to the hilt, using his allure and magnetism to ensnare his unsuspecting fly into his web, and once captured, he’d set her free with gentle words and most probably an expensive gift, her head still reeling from the impact.

				She may be in love with him but she’d never be fooled by his sweet-talk. She was far too heavy-duty, too single-minded to give way to his persuasive allure.

				Her success as a lawyer kept her focussed and hard-headed. It was the one thing in her life she could rely on — other than Kate of course.

				She’d wondered if what was happening between Edoardo and her would affect their working relationship. She didn’t want to leave the practice under any circumstance as she loved her job so much. It wouldn’t happen; they were both far too professional to allow anything to interfere with their commitment to the practice and their clients.

				She made a light breakfast of cereal with sliced peaches, out of a tin of course, and a slice of toast which she somehow managed to burn. After scraping the toast, she thinly spread it with Vegemite and drank a large glass of icy cold orange juice. Afterwards, she set about thoroughly cleaning her apartment.

				Satisfied, she showered and now dressed in tight blue jeans and a pink Angora turtleneck jumper. She made a cup of coffee and settled down to work on the deposition she needed for Monday’s court.

				It was a particularly gruelling case where her client had been accused of stealing very important hush-hush data from the large conglomerate she worked for and covertly selling it to their opposition. Glory had Burt Mayebelle, one of their investigators, working on the case. Burt would suss out any and all skulduggery.

				She looked up and frowned at the sound of the doorbell. It was probably Kate and Aiden, insisting she come to their house for dinner, that Kate was cooking cheesy meatballs with spaghetti, followed by apple pie and vanilla ice-cream, Glory’s favourite meal, knowing Glory couldn’t resist even though she’d planned a quiet evening at home.

				Tossing down the pen, she made her way to the front door thinking Kate would most probably lure her by hiring a film or two. Dear John, she’d been busting to see, or her all-time favourite from the 1940s Her Girl Friday with Rosalind Russell and Cary Grant. She loved that movie. Okay, so she was a sucker for romance. She had to get her kicks from somewhere, didn’t she?

				Glory swung open the door. And he stood there, with his wicked smile and flashing bad-boy eyes. It suddenly occurred to her that he was the image of Cary Grant, a combination of virility, sexuality, and the aura and bearing of a gentleman.

				Dressed in a long-sleeved white polo shirt and blue jeans, which were moulded to his body as if he’d been poured into them and someone had forgotten to say whoa. He wore loafers without socks.

				His cologne smelled great, like vanilla beans. Glory liked it.

				Her eyes fluttered, tried to ignore the hot flush spreading itself, with impish delight, throughout her body.

				“Hi.”

				She folded her arms. “I didn’t know you were coming. What are you doing here?” She didn’t mean to sound so snappy. Why did he bring out the worst in her? Why was she always so darn defensive? And why in the hell was he here in the first place?

				He drew back from her, his hands held up as if he were under house arrest. “Hey,” he murmured, his blue eyes twinkling roguishly, “is that any way to treat your boyfriend?”

				She grinned. He was so hard to resist. “Oh, darn, come on in. I’ll put on a pot of fresh coffee.”

				“Where’s your house keys?”

				“On that table.” She jerked her head towards a small hall table standing near the front door. He reached around and grabbed the keys, shoving them inside his jeans pocket. Then quite slowly and intentionally, he drew her into him. “Come out and play.”

				Startled, she offered no resistance but her eyes grew wide and her breath caught in her throat as her breasts pressed flat against his solid chest.

				For one heady moment she knew he’d kiss her and she braced herself for the full impact. Half of her desperate for his kiss, the other half warning her of the staggering impact it would have on her emotions.

				She was in for vast disappointment as Edoardo didn’t kiss her, but almost carried her to the elevator. “Where are we going?” she managed to say.

				“For a long drive.” He pressed the down button. “Just you, me, and the birdies in the trees.”

				Ignoring the surge of excitement at being alone with him, she tucked her hand into her hip. “And so I have to go?” She looked around, feigning doubtfulness. “Can’t see any reporters. Can’t see any members of council. Is George in the car with a tape recorder and video camera to record a day of fun and laughter with Glory and Edoardo?”

				“Now, Glory that’s not nice,” he said, sounding not the least disconcerted by her outburst. “You’ll enjoy a day in the country, away from the city smells, to relax and not do a thing but have fun.”

				He took a step towering over her. “You say I work you too hard, and you moan and groan when we have to attend an official function, so I thought, why not give her a special treat. Show her I’m not the workhorse she thinks I am.”

				She drew herself to her full height. “I do not moan and groan. I simply state the situation as it is.”

				His left eyebrow raised a fraction. “Or as you see it, maybe.”

				“Don’t twist my words, Edoardo,” she said. “You’re not in court.”

				She could control any situation, even a fire alarm situation, by calmly, with her co-workers in tow, leave the building. She could deal with an earthquake by yelling out “everyone under your desk,” but in this instance she was way out of her depth.

				She glanced down at what she was wearing. Oh my God, she was dressed for a backyard barbeque. And worse still, she was without a repair kit. He hadn’t given her time to grab her handbag with her compact and lipstick.

				“Couldn’t you have let me change?”

				His gaze travelled up and down her body. “You look great.”

				Breathless, she followed him out of the elevator, through the tiny foyer that was more an entrance walk than anything else, and into his waiting car.

				He had a different car. A Bufori Madison, a car that embodied the style and class of the 1930s roadster, coupled with the state-of-the-art technology.

				“Do you want the top down?”

				“That’d be great.” She glanced at the sky, and although the wind softly moaned, it was a milk-and-honey day, a day to be with someone you loved, a day to be young and carefree and forget about the whys and wherefores or the whether she should or shouldn’t codes of life.

				Yes, she’d make today hers, and not allow a thing to spoil it. Not even the fact that Edoardo would never love her. She understood the situation, accepted it with as much dignity as she could muster, and went along with it.

				He tossed a baseball cap into her lap. “Tuck your hair into this. Otherwise it’ll blow all over your face.” She did as he asked. “You look cute.”

				She rolled her eyes. “Cute?” she echoed, bowled over. “Me? I look cute. Ever considered contact lenses?” She laughed softly.

				He looked right into her eyes, kept his gaze steady and even. He gave a tongue-in-cheek smile. “Anything wrong with being cute?”

				She merely arched a brow at him although her heart skipped a beat at his backhanded compliment. “Babies are cute, puppies are cute, and tiny little kittens are really cute — ”

				The engine roared into life. “I like babies, puppies, and kittens,” he said. He threw the car into gear and took off. “And I like you.”

				Oh, she didn’t doubt for a moment that he liked her, respected her as his colleague, but that was so ordinary. She wanted him to sit up and take notice. Drool from the corners of his mouth every time she came into view. She wanted all other women to fade into insignificance when she was with him.

				She wanted him to fall desperately, madly in love with her.

				She glanced over at him. His hair ruffled by the wind, his blue eyes glittery, almost iniquitous.

				She’d liked what he’d said about her being cute, and he really was sweet and she found him hard to resist. He radiated some kind of light. Okay, his nose bridge had a bump as if he’d been in a fist fight or two but that added rather than subtracted.

				He was, to put it meekly, a sex rocket ready and set to fire you to the moon. Question remained, would he bring her back?

				She nestled back into the soft leather of the car. She relaxed. A trip to the country was just what she needed.

				She couldn’t remember when she’d been out of the city. Always too busy with arranging suitable court dates, interviewing clients, taking dispositions, she’d almost forgotten there was solitude and nature not that far from the CBD.

				Although again, she couldn’t help wondering why he was taking her on an unofficial date? Did Edoardo have an ulterior motive? Although she couldn’t imagine what he’d want from her that he couldn’t ask outright. Hmm, had this outing somehow been George’s idea? And if so, why? If not, why did Edoardo want to spend time with her when he certainly didn’t have to?

				Darn, why did it matter one way or the other? This was extremely strange but totally divine.

				Until this moment everything had been so bureaucratic. George had arranged a dinner party, or a press conference, or cocktails with a visiting VIP. Always someone with them, never alone, never tempted, which, she reassured herself, was exactly how she wanted it to be.

				“Not too cold?” he yelled. “I’ve got a jacket in the back.”

				She was freezing. The wind whistled around her, plucked at her clothing as if seeking entrance. “No, I don’t need a jacket. I love it,” she cried, and he pressed the accelerator down.

				• • •

				Edoardo didn’t know what made him call by her apartment. He was just idly driving around, deciding where to go, what to do, when wham there he was outside her place.

				He had sat outside in the street for ages before he’d got the nerve to knock on her door. Why he should worry about calling on her baffled him even more. Hell, they had worked together now for over two years and he’d always been comfortable in her company.

				How much he enjoyed staying back with her at the practice, discussing and arguing how to handle a difficult case, sending out for take-away, and drinking hot chocolate out of paper cups.

				And yet now …

				He had nothing planned, no ulterior motive about seeing her, or even what he’d say to her. It had been an impulse he’d found difficult to resist, and not being a man to hold back on his urges, he’d simply gone with the flow.

				He couldn’t get this woman out of his head, right from the first moment he’d asked her to be his girlfriend. Well, before that actually. There was something about Glory. The magnificence of her hair, the beauty of her eyes and the way her pretty face lit up when she smiled.

				Most women were bowled over when he spread on the charm, but not Glory Sandrin, and it seemed to him that no matter what he did, or how hard he tried, he simply couldn’t please her.

				One minute he had her worked out and the next she confounded him until his head swirled.

				His hands gripped the steering wheel. She was the type of woman he could become a fool over and he didn’t like it.

				So why did he carry this desperate need for her? It made no sense.

				After all, he was dating this gorgeous fashion model. Bunny didn’t spin his mind out of control. She didn’t argue with every single word he uttered and was happy, content even, to see him and no strings attached.

				Maybe he should call on Bunny. Maybe that’s what this was all about. Forget all about a little girl who could twist his emotions around her little finger, and send his temperature soaring at the blink of her lashes.

				All he needed was a night with Bunny and everything would come up smelling like roses.

				So why he didn’t go to Bunny’s apartment was far beyond him.

				Yet somehow, and call this stupid because it was beyond dim-witted, it was as if he were cheating on Glory, even thinking about another woman. How preposterous was that?

				He took a quick glance at her.

				He’d been burned and the scars still throbbed.

				He’d never take a chance on love again.

				He could act out this little charade no problem and, when it was over, no regrets.

				They left the sounds of the city far behind them. He took the Princes Highway and for the next couple of hours or so they drove in relative silence except every now and then Glory broke into a song when the radio played one of her favourites.

				He didn’t know any other woman who had sung to him when they were in the car. Glory was so natural, the girl next door, the girl you’d grown up with.

				He slowed down at Terang and did a sharp right turn.

				“Where are we going?”

				“Noorat.”

				She furrowed her brow, concentrating on the name. “Never heard of it.”
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