
Chapter 4

“Oh, wow, look at this.” Anne murmured, leaning close and thrusting the flight magazine 

in front of his face.

“Mm?” Cyrus blinked. The drone of the engines had lulled him to semi-consciousnes. 

Focusing hard, he struggled to make sense of the glossy illustration: dolphins leaped over a 

neatly-made bed. Angelfish swam around it.

“Could we spend a night there?” Anne asked.

“In an aquarium?” He steadied her hand to see the photo more clearly.

“No, silly, Fiji’s undersea resort—glass bubble rooms down where the fish swim. 

Wouldn’t that be wonderful?” Her breath hinted of cinnamon, sweet and warm like apple pie.

Cyrus plumbed the depths of her spring-grass eyes and regretted having to say no. “I’m 

sorry. Even after liquidating all my assets I can’t afford lodgings like that. Besides, the waiting 

list must go on longer than I—we’ve got.”

“I know.” She ditched the magazine into the forward rack and clung lightly to his arm. 

“But it doesn’t hurt to dream, does it?”

 “Dream of enjoying something like that in a next life?”

“Sure, why not? We can’t pack everything into one life, no matter how long we live. But 

we can fantasize, can’t we? It adds…I don’t know…a higher dimension to our enjoyment.”

Cyrus drank in her wistfulness and imagined living in an earthly paradise with a woman 

like her on his arm. The splendor overwhelmed him to the point of pain.

“What’s the matter? Did you suffer an attack?”

He shook his head. “Only of my imagination. Dreaming things that can never be.”



“I’m sorry.” She released his arm. “I didn’t mean to distress you.”

“No, no, that’s okay.” He wished for the return of her touch, but couldn’t bring himself to 

say so.

Anne looked down at her lap. “I guess dreams can do different things to different people. 

I’ve always welcomed flights of imagination—no matter how wild or unlikely to come true. 

They make ordinary days more livable.”

The pathos of her statement touched him, and so did the fidgeting of her slender fingers. 

Swallowing his timidity, Cy reached out and gave her hand a squeeze. “Don’t mind me. Keep on 

dreaming and sharing your dreams. I’ll enjoy them, too…for your sake.”

She met his gaze, her fingers resting lightly in his hand. “Really?”

But his pleasure lasted only a moment. At the flight attendant’s announcement of 

impending landing, Anne freed her hand and fastened her seatbelt.

***

A gentle mist fell as Cy led her from the airport. A taximan approached with an umbrella, 

but Cyrus waved him away and headed for the Yasawa Islands bus, which began taking on 

passengers soon after they approached.

“I’m sorry for messing up,” Anne said when they were safely onboard, luggage stowed.

“What—did you forget something important?”

“No, the rain.” She ran wet fingers through her hair. “My horoscope reading must have 

been off.”

He chuckled. So, she admitted the stars could be wrong. “Don’t worry. This is the tropics. 

The sun will start shining any minute now and dry everything out.”

Even as he spoke, the mist disappeared and sunlight sparkled off cars and puddles.



Anne wiggled in her seat, eyes wide. “How did you—?”

“I didn’t.” He grinned and allowed the bus to jostle him up next to her. “The sun did.”

She scowled and pushed him away. “You’re making fun of me again.”

“Yeah, ain’t it fun?”

“No.” She pouted. “You think I’m simple minded.”

“No, never.” That sobered him fast. “Why, you won a Language Arts scholarship to 

Shurmer College. That shows how intelligent you are.”

A wry smile spread across her face. “You peeked at my résumé.”

He squared his shoulders. “That would have been very unprofessional, not to mention 

unethical.”

Her grin persisted. “Who’d you ask?”

“No one.”

“Oh my goodness.” She laughed. “You hacked into the HR computer.”

Cyrus felt himself blushing.

“Why didn’t you ever say anything?” Her emerald eyes searched his naked soul.

Who says you’re the only female employee I— Unable to pretend any longer, he sighed. 

“I’ve been asking myself the same question.”

She snuggled close. “To think it took your…uh, I mean…” 

“Go ahead and say it—my death.”

“No.” She shook her head. “We’re going to find a cure.”

He scowled. “Don’t. You’re beginning to sound like my father. Or like my father would 

if given the chance. But I don’t have time to waste that way.”

“I don’t mean hospitals and labs and tests. I mean spiritual healers.”



“Witch doctors.” He spit out the words, then glanced around, hoping no Fijian overheard 

and took offense. But only the driver looked Fijian and was busy chatting with a passenger.

“Think of it as tourism.” Anne gestured toward the squat palms passing by and a salmon-

shirted pedestrian in blue pants. “Checking out the local color.”

“Letting fakirs poke and prod, sing chants and burn incense over me? No thank you.” 

Seeing her hurt look, he softened his voice. “Please, Anne, can’t we—?”

“Shh.” She laid a finger to his lips, her eyes twinkling. “Keep an open mind, okay? Not 

every holistic procedure is acupuncture, you sissy. Some of it can be quite enjoyable.”

“How would you know?”

Anne quirked a mischievous smile as the bus pulled up to the docks. “Tell you later.” 

***

As they climbed the gangplank, Cy noticed a bearded young man in safari shirt, shorts, 

and sandals, who leaned at the rail of the passenger deck and tracked their movement. Or, more 

precisely, Anne’s. 

The guy turned to his skin-head companion and said something in a Nordic-sounding 

language. Both gave her the once-over.

Anne paused halfway up the gangplank. “Don’t you?”

Cy almost ran into her. “Sorry, what?”

“Just love the smell of the ocean?” She stretched out her arms, tilted back her head, and 

inhaled deeply, in a delightful maneuver he was sure would draw the attention of every male 

under ninety.

He murmured his assent and feigned a carefree smile. When they arrived on deck, he led 

her to a seat on the opposite side of the boat from Safari Man. She raised an eyebrow, as if 



questioning why he chose the eastern side when the sun was about to set in the west, but didn’t 

protest.

“What’s this?” She picked up a scrap of paper picturing a gruesome-looking tiki and 

shoved it into her slacks pocket before sitting down.

“A resort ad…or museum.” He shrugged. “Throw it away.”

“Pollute the Pacific? You must be kidding. Did you see how pristine blue it is?”

Before he could reply, the macho duo sauntered up.

“Hello,” Safari Man said to Anne without even a glance in Cy’s direction. “You must be 

American. Is this your first trip to Fiji?”

Anne turned. “Is it, Cyrus? We’ve been so many places I can’t remember.”

Cy nearly choked but managed to play along. “Yes, our first to Fiji. We mustn’t confuse 

it with Tahiti. Same ocean but thousands of miles apart.”

Shiny Dome narrowed his gaze, clearly not buying it. “So, what did you think of French 

Polynesia?”

Anne shuddered. “Horrible disease. Wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy.”

Cy burst out laughing. 

Safari Man uttered something incomprehensible—a foreign expletive no doubt—and 

strode off muttering to his friend.

A cloud of awe descended on Cyrus. He turned to Anne and struggled for words. “Thank 

you. That was wonderful. You were wonderful. I’ll never forget—but why? No, just thank you.”

She shook her obsidian locks and laid a hand on his arm. “I don’t care for hunting parties. 

I’d rather have someone shy.”

Whoosh. Her thrilling, humbling, unbelievable compliment rendered him speechless. 



And plunged him—no, not now—totally, helplessly, and irretrievably in love.

Dying rays of the sun, magenta and gold, pierced his heart. Numbed his brain. Paralyzed 

his limbs.

Could any death be more painful?


