
Chapter 7

Cy showered, dressed, and looked for Anne. He found her reclining on the divan, 

casually flipping through a magazine. But there was nothing casual about her dress—shimmering 

silk with a macaw-in-mango-tree motif—artfully draped over every curve of her body. Words 

caught in his throat. All rational thought vanished.

“So, what’s the plan?” she asked.

“I…we…how would you like to go shopping in Nadi?”

Anne frowned. “In plain sight?”

“Yes, while you shop, I’ll hire a lawyer to meet the arriving passengers and tell Dad’s 

agent we’ve flown to Australia.”

“Will he believe it?”

“Doesn’t matter. By the time the plane lands, we’ll be back here. Dad won’t pay for a 

search of Fiji’s three hundred islands and certainly not the whole continent of Australia.”

“Then we’re safe?”

“Yep.” He offered her a hand. “So, let’s get started.”

Anne rose with a lithe grace, every mango on the tree in tantalizing motion. “What am I 

shopping for?”

“Clothes, souvenirs, whatever strikes your fancy. We’ll stop by the bank and get you an 

allowance.”

She yanked her hand free and scowled. “Is that what you think?”

“Wha—?”

“I’m after your money?”



“No, of course not, I only wanted—”

She glared, arms akimbo. “I suppose you think I’m out to seduce you into marriage and 

inherit your fortune.”

“Stop, stop, please Anne, forgive my…my…” He rubbed his hand across his eyes to 

make the nightmare go away.

“Cy!” Her arms were about him, supporting, guiding. “Oh no…stars in heaven...help 

me…just a little further…here we are…sit in this chair. Do you want me to call 911?”

Cyrus slumped and shook his head, not knowing whether to laugh or to cry. If he 

laughed, she would think him a faker, playing on her sympathies. If he cried, all the tragedy of 

his hopeless love for her would come pouring out. “Anne, will you be still a moment and listen?”

“Oh, yes, yes, I’m sorry I misunderstood. I’m sorry I—”

“Sh.” He put his fingers to his lips and waited until she was silent. “I’m not having an 

attack.”

“You’re not?”

He couldn’t hold back a smile. “Only of remorse for saying the wrong thing.”

“Oh.”

“Believe me, I would never suspect you of any motive other than the most generous and 

kind and honorable—”

“You wouldn’t?”

He shook his head. “No, and I’m eternally grateful you accompanied me on this trip. If 

you insist, you can pay for any portion you want. But it would make me so much happier if I 

could—gentleman that my mother raised me to be—bear all expenses.”

Cy searched her face to see how she was receiving this last, because he knew that if she 



paid any significant percentage, it would cut their vacation short. She simply couldn’t afford it.

Anne nodded, eyes downcast.

“As for any inheritance,” he ventured.

Her gaze lifted, soft green and subdued.

“I make it my aim, before I die, to spend every last cent I own. And I would consider it a 

great joy for you to assist me in any way you can.”

She clasped her hands together. “Really?”

“Cross my heart and hope to—well, you know what I mean.”

“Then let’s go to the bank and get my allowance.”

“Yes, let’s.” Cy leapt up to prove he wasn’t dizzy, nauseous, or suffering any other  

symptom.

“But don’t ever scold me for what I spend it on. Promise?”

Cy grinned and lifted three fingers. “I promise.”

***

Five in the afternoon, errands all accomplished, Cy made his way to the Purple Pearl—a 

beachside snack shack nestled among the palms. He bought a coke at the counter and took it to a 

remote parasol-shaded table, where he could sip in peace and wait for Anne. Tourists chatted and 

milled about. A few glanced his direction, but none approached.

He sat facing the sea and drank in the view. A cruise ship offshore, white and majestic, 

dwarfed the sailboats that plied the waters nearby. Beyond them, miles and miles of untamed 

ocean stretched to the horizon, making even the cruise ship seem small and insignificant.

A lull in the chatter brought Cy’s attention back to the snack shack. Sure enough, the 

leggy mango tree came shimmering toward him, male eyes following. She paid them no heed but 



smiled only at him. 

I can’t believe my luck. 

The rush had him on his feet, pulling out a beach chair and feeling conspicuous—at a 

total loss of how to conduct himself.

“Sorry I’m late.” She hooked her artsy shopping bag over the back of the chair and sat 

down.

It took Cy a moment to find his wits. “You’re not. You could have shopped another hour, 

and I wouldn’t have minded.” Realizing he was still standing like an idiot, he found his seat and 

sat down. “Take a look at the view, isn’t it marvelous?”

Her eyes flicked seaward then returned to him. “Did you find a lawyer?” 

“Yes, everything’s taken care of. We can remain here as long as we like.”

“Wonderful, I knew you could do it.” She dazzled him with a smile then turned and 

unhooked her bag. “Let me show you my treasures.”

“Wouldn’t you like me to get you something to eat first? There’s fish and chips, conch, 

prawns…”

“You choose.” Her mango-colored nails waved him off. “But hurry back, I’ve got things 

to show you.”

Over a basket of seafood sampler, Anne extolled the merits of her purchases, taking care 

to wipe grease from her fingers before touching each one. Cy made appropriate noises of delight 

at the clay-bead necklace, miniature-conch earrings, and whittled-driftwood porpoise. But with 

each trinket she showed off, he became increasingly puzzled. What had she done with all the 

money he gave her?

From Anne’s own recounting of her adventures, he knew she had bargained. But even if 



she paid the most outrageous tourist price for every googaw, the total would not have come 

anywhere near the sum he’d given her. He expected her to explore fashion shops and buy quality 

items like the silk she was wearing.

Did she conserve the bulk, thinking it was her whole month’s allowance, not one day’s? 

No, he remembered speaking clearly on that point. 

Not wanting to go back on his promise, he didn’t cross-examine. But curiosity kept him 

speculating. Perhaps she had an unemployed mother to support. Or a financially strapped sibling 

in college. “Tell me about your mother.”

“Iris?” She lifted an eyebrow. “What do you want to know?”

He shrugged. “Where does she live? What does she do? It occurs to me I know nothing 

about your family.”

“Well…” She stowed the bag of treasures away. “Mother’s a beautician, Father a 

policeman. They love each other dearly and have owned the same house in Pittsburgh for over—

no, I’m not telling my age.”

Cy chuckled. “I already peeked, remember?”

“Right, so what else escaped your spying? I’ve one brother, Bob. He putts around as a 

junk dealer, classic car collector, deer hunter, and slouch. But I love him and wouldn’t trade him 

for the world.”

“Sounds like a close-knit family. I envy you.”

“Aren’t you close?”

“To my sister, I suppose.” He told her more about June and the rest of his family.

She listened, ate, and by questioning drew out more information than he intended to 

share. When only a bit of coleslaw remained, he started cleaning up and suggested it was time to 



catch their boat.

Anne balked. “What aren’t you telling me?”

“Beg pardon?”

“About Max? Your brother. Every time his name comes up you look away or change the 

subject.”

Cy met her gaze square on. “Max and I have our differences, our history of 

misunderstandings, okay? I haven’t been the best brother I could be. There’s some things I’ve 

said and done…” He let his voice trail off as if the memory of his past mistakes—nothing he was 

doing at present—pained him. 

“Oh, Cy, I’m sorry I pressed you. Please forget I brought the subject up. The last thing 

you need is regret.”

He shook his head. “No harm done.”

“We’ve all made mistakes. I’m sure you’ve been a fine brother.”

“I haven’t but thanks.” He rose to end the subject and started toward the trash barrel.

She took his free hand and gave it a squeeze. A double-dose of guilt almost brought him 

to the point of telling. Almost. He hated himself for deceiving her, but the alternative was 

meeting his brother’s plane and losing all control over his life. Confess he must, but not until it 

was time to say goodbye. Surely she would understand.

If not—no, he didn’t want to think of that possibility.


