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			Angus Firth had been kissed by women before. 

			Kissing was something he enjoyed. He also thought that he was pretty good at it. 

			This, though, wasn’t a kiss like he’d ever experienced.

			Misty’s kiss landed on his mouth. She possibly hadn’t intended that. He must have moved his head. Maybe she’d aimed for a brush against his cheek, the sort of kiss a friend might offer in thanks for a gift? He’d just organized a break for her, time out from an impossible situation, so a brief formal kiss was acceptable.

			Except this kiss was nothing like that.

			Because, with a formal kiss, his hands should have stayed by his sides. The kiss should have been a brush of contact, and then both sides would withdraw. But almost instinctively—it must have been instinct—his hands caught her waist, and then the brush of her lips on his mouth became something else entirely.

			Suddenly he was holding her, tugging her body against him and kissing her in return. And in response, almost unbelievably, her hands slid around his neck and the kiss deepened.

			And the sensation...

			He felt like he’d come home.

		
	
			
			Dear Reader,

			I do love a secret-baby book, where an unexpected arrival leads to a hero or heroine’s world turning upside down. But what if both worlds flip? While writing Baby Shock for the Millionaire Doc, I thought: What if Misty and Angus have never met? What if they don’t even know of each other’s existence, yet this baby is theirs?

			This book was fun to write, but it’s not all about shock babies. This year’s summer has been just plain dreary at the beach where I live. It’s been cold and wet, and I wanted warm. Thus, I give you the glorious warm subtropical Kirra Island. The surf-loving Misty and Angus might be reluctant lovers, but while the weather outside has had me reaching for my thermal wear instead of swim gear, they’ve let me surf, at least in my head.

			Happy reading,

			Marion Lennox

		
	
		
			Praise for Marion Lennox

			“What an entertaining, fast-paced, emotionally charged read Ms. Lennox has delivered in this book.... The way this story started had me hooked immediately.”

			—Harlequin Junkie on The Baby They Longed For
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			PROLOGUE

			SHE HAD TO give this baby away.

			At two in the morning, sleep deprived to the point of illness, this final decision was tearing her apart.

			It was the only one available.

			Baby Lily, six weeks old, had been released from hospital a week ago, but no matter what Misty tried, she wouldn’t settle. Misty was the sole doctor for Kirra Island, but in the last few days there’d been no time for medicine. No time for the islanders.

			There’d been no time for anything.

			Misty had abandoned almost everything to be with her tiny niece. She’d crooned and rocked and slept in snatches of no more than an hour. Her grandmother had rocked her back and forth in her wheelchair until she swore she was wearing wheel ruts in the kitchen’s linoleum. Both women had put everything they knew into caring for this tiny bundle, and all the time, Misty’s nephew, seven-year-old Forrest, was hunched under his bedclothes, knowing—no matter what he was told—that somehow this was All His Fault.

			Forrest was turning into an Eeyore, Misty thought dismally. Just the way she’d always been.

			Tigger and Eeyore. That’s what their mother had nicknamed her two daughters, after the happy go lucky tiger and the doleful donkey in A.A. Milne’s beloved Winnie the Pooh. Misty’s older sister, Jancie, had been Tigger, out for a good time, no matter what. Misty had been Eeyore and now Forrest was turning into an Eeyore, too. A little boy who never expected anything good to happen.

			Twelve months ago, Misty had finally gained custody of Jancie’s son and she’d sworn she’d give him a childhood where he could be happy.

			Well, Jancie had done her best to see that wouldn’t happen. Her sister’s anger at losing custody of her neglected little boy had been off the scale. In what must have been an act of pure defiance, she’d fallen pregnant again almost as soon as she’d been released from her latest stint in prison. Thus here was Misty, forced again to handle the consequences. Forced to take care of this tiny newborn.

			But Misty’s capacity to care had reached its limit. She was the sole doctor for Kirra Island’s six hundred permanent residents. Her grandmother, wheelchair bound after years of struggling to control her diabetes, did her best to help, but there were times where Misty had to help her. And Forrest...how was she to give him any sort of happy childhood?

			To keep this little one, Misty’s only choice would be to give up her career to care for them all. Sadly that couldn’t be an option. There was no other doctor willing to work on Kirra Island and besides, she was broke—Jancie’s legal and medical fees had seen to that. She’d be raising them all in poverty.

			As she struggled with these choices, in her head she could hear her sister’s mocking voice and, before hers, their mother’s.

			For some reason she’d been remembering a childhood morning. Seven-year-old Misty had been awake, dressed in her second-hand uniform, desperate to go to school. For Misty, school had always been a sanctuary, but as often happened, her mother refused to take her.

			‘Oh, for heaven’s sake, Misty, stop whining. What does it matter if you miss school? You’re not my conscience. I’m taking my headache back to bed.’

			For as long as she could remember, that’s what she’d felt like, her mother’s conscience. Misty had been Eeyore, spoiling her mother’s fun—and as Jancie got deeper and deeper into trouble, her sister’s, too.

			In her arms Lily gave a protesting mew and Misty looked down at her sister’s baby with exhausted eyes. She was close to the edge. There had to be lightness somewhere.

			But maybe it was here.

			On her desk sat her sister’s computer. It had taken a couple of local computer geeks some time to break into it, but now she had access, complete with internet history.

			She was looking at history from almost a year ago, and there it was. There he was.

			Doctor Angus Firth

			Thirty-two

			Runner up in the Gold Coast Surf Championships

			She was looking at colour photographs of a lean, ripped surfer, sweeping in on cresting waves. His body had been glistening from surf and sun—and probably sun oil? His sun-bleached, wavy blond hair was a bit too long, but not long enough to hide gorgeous blue eyes.

			Doctor Angus Firth, surfer from Melbourne, was riding waves with skill and looks good enough to catch the eye of professional media photographers. He was concentrating, but he’d obviously been relaxed enough to see the photographer and he’d given him a wicked, teasing grin. Like, I can do this and enjoy myself, too?

			Attached to the photograph was a newspaper report extolling his skill, discussing how sheer bad luck had robbed him of the championship.

			But Jancie’s internet searching hadn’t stopped with surfing. Misty had found social media searches, searches of academic records, career background. The files were a compilation of fact after fact.

			And dating from the following weeks there’d been searches of accommodation bookings. ‘She’s hacked into all sorts of places,’ the computer experts had told Misty. ‘Wow, even there!’

			There had been a booking at a luxury hotel near the Gold Coast Surf Championships. Easier to find had been another booking by Jancie, at the same time, for the same hotel. There’d then been timetables of the championship event and then a spreadsheet of appearances, of restaurant bookings, of so much.

			And then there’d been ovulation charts, neatly documented. For such an irresponsible woman, Jancie had sometimes been extraordinarily clever.

			So tonight, while Lily fitfully slept and complained, Misty had scrolled on, reading and rereading all the information Jancie had collected on Angus Firth.

			So what was there? No responsibilities as far as she could see. A family background of wealth and privilege. A medical career, but seemingly not one he took seriously.

			Was he like Jancie, another Tigger?

			And it seemed Jancie had plotted to meet him. Ten months ago, her planned campaign was all mapped out in her sister’s internet history. It seemed Dr Firth had serious family money and Misty could almost see Jancie’s plan to hit him for support payments in the future.

			But the future was now. If all this evidence proved he was indeed Lily’s father... If Lily indeed had a living parent...

			Maybe that support could happen straight away?

			‘Enough,’ she told Lily, as the tiny creature in her arms decided that she’d had enough, too, and opened her mouth and wailed. ‘I’m sorry, sweetheart, but it’s time for this Eeyore to share, and if this man is indeed your dad... Forrest needs a chance to be a carefree kid and maybe even I could use a sliver of a chance at being Tigger.’

			Then she looked again at the photograph of the blond, carefree, surfer-cum-doctor. ‘So, Dr Angus Firth,’ she said out loud, ‘have I got a surprise for you.

		
	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			FIVE O’CLOCK AND Mrs Marjorie Field’s nit problem was not only boring, it also extended well over her normal consultation allocation.

			The society matriarch had housed her three grandchildren and their nanny while their parents were interstate, but had been appalled to discover they were nit-infected.

			Everyone concerned had been treated. The parents had returned. Marjorie had handed back her grandchildren, along with lectures on irresponsible sons and daughters-in-law who dared not check their children before handing them over—and you would have thought the drama was over.

			But Marjorie wasn’t one to let a grievance go, nor could she be totally satisfied that her beautifully bouffant hair was completely nit free. She needed Angus to check for himself and she needed something for the anxiety—‘Oh, the palpitations when I saw them, Doctor!’ Her booked short consultation thus became long.

			He hoped it didn’t matter. Summer in Melbourne meant there’d still be a couple of hours’ beach time. On Thursday evenings he usually joined mates paddling kayaks round the bay. Tonight’s wind meant it’d be choppy enough to be interesting.

			But they were meeting at six thirty and he had a final patient booked.

			The receptionists knew the rules—Angus worked four days a week, nine to six, and that was that. His city clinic employed sixteen doctors, with after-hours patients outsourced to locums. Thus he accepted no bookings after five.

			‘What gives?’ he’d demanded of the guys on the desk when he’d seen this last appointment. ‘Misty Calvert? Do we have a history?’

			‘No, mate, she’s new to the clinic, but I felt sorry for her.’ Don on the desk was new, a soft touch. He’d toughen up, Angus thought. He’d learn the rules. Doctors here valued their time off above all else. Emergencies, long consultations, social issues—they could all be handled at another clinic.

			By doctors who cared?

			He did care, he conceded. Just not if it interfered with his surfing.

			‘Why did you feel sorry for her?’ he’d asked, in a voice that made Don wince. ‘Why not just put her into a locum appointment?’

			‘She wanted to see you. She has kids with her, a little boy and a baby. She came in just after lunch and asked to be seen urgently, but only by you. To be honest, she looked exhausted and so did the kid. Tired, sad, beat. She said...she said her baby needed to see a doctor and there was something she needed to tell you. Something about her sister...a Jancie?’

			Jancie? It clicked with Misty’s last name, bringing back a flood of memories, most of them excellent.

			Jancie Calvert. He’d met Jancie almost a year back, at the surfing championships on the Gold Coast. He’d been gutted that he hadn’t won—he’d been so close. But Jancie was gorgeous and funny and intent on making him forget his disappointment. They’d had a great time, but she was a no-strings person, just like him. They’d said goodbye with no regrets and that was that.

			But now? Had something happened to Jancie? Was that why this woman was sad? Had she thought there was something more to their relationship than there was? Was she coming to tell him bad news?

			He found himself bracing as he walked through to the waiting room to meet her.

			But this woman looked nothing like Jancie. Jancie had been gorgeous, blonde—bottle-blonde, probably, but who’d been caring? She’d been perfectly manicured, beautifully attired—and pretty damned sexy.

			He remembered the first time he’d seen her, in the bar at his hotel. He’d been there with surfing mates, and some time during the night one of his friends had introduced them. ‘Hey, Firth, meet one of your greatest fans. Jancie’s been telling us all about why you were robbed!’

			She knew it all, everything about him, right down to details of every last wave he’d ridden during the contests. She’d lifted his shattered ego and made the night fun. She’d even made him decide to stay a few nights longer.

			And this was her sister? This tired, milk-stained woman, cradling a baby, with a little boy huddling beside her as if he was afraid of the very room?

			Her hair, mouse brown, curly—very curly—was bunched into an unruly knot. Dark-shadowed eyes looked out from a face devoid of make-up. She was wearing faded jeans, a stained white shirt and grubby sneakers.

			She was probably around the same size as Jancie, not tall, not short. Slim build, if he could guess behind the stained shirt—though if the baby in her arms was any indication, she’d still be post-partum. In that case she was too thin.

			She was about as far from the glamourous Jancie as it was possible to get.

			But as he entered the waiting room, the little boy cringed and huddled tighter, and the woman looked up at him with exhausted eyes. Despite his confusion, the doctor part of him kicked in. He had rules about limiting his medical practice, but every so often something got under his skin. The fear on the little boy’s face, the look of exhaustion on the woman... Okay, maybe his kayaking mates might have to go without him.

			The woman rose, lifting the baby with her and tugging the little boy up to stand beside her. As his last patients for the day, this little group had the waiting room to themselves and both woman and boy looked...afraid? What was going on?

			‘Good evening,’ Angus said gravely and gave her his practised, doctorly smile. ‘Ms Misty Calvert? How can I help you?’

			There was a moment’s pause while she seemed to brace. Then she took a deep breath, her chin came up and she met his gaze head on. ‘I’m Dr Calvert,’ she said bluntly. ‘But I don’t think you can help me at all. It’s Lily here who needs help.’ She motioned down to the baby in her arms. ‘I’m here to tell you that my sister’s dead. Jancie. She died during childbirth, but Lily survived. So... I’m sorry to spring this on you, but unless...unless I’m mistaken, we’re here to give you your daughter.’
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			There were some moments in life that felt like a seismic shift...when the earth almost seemed to disappear.

			It had been like that for Angus when he’d learned his parents and kid brother had been fatally injured in a car accident. He’d been nineteen. He still remembered the sensation when the police had come to find him at his university college, when he’d stared at them blankly, not able to believe the unbelievable, feeling as though the ground was no longer under his feet.

			And this was the same. His brain simply stopped working. There was some sort of fuzz going on. He couldn’t figure where to go from here.

			‘You might need to sit down,’ the woman—Misty—said.

			He didn’t. If he moved, that might make this real.

			‘That’s not my baby.’ Maybe it was a dumb thing to say, but they were the only words he could find. They were the only words that could possibly be true.

			‘You’ll need DNA to confirm it,’ the woman said, briskly now. ‘But I can’t find any alternative. You slept with my sister almost a year ago, right? Jancie Calvert? You spent two weeks with her on the Gold Coast? Jancie kept meticulous records and it seems it was planned. After her death I found spreadsheets, ovulation charts, all the preparations to make as certain as possible that she’d get pregnant and that she’d get pregnant by you. She kept records of your time together. She documented everything.’

			‘I don’t...’ The air seemed to have been sucked out of his lungs. ‘I don’t believe you.’

			‘That’s understandable,’ she said, not without sympathy. ‘But I think it’s true.’ She motioned to a folder on the chair near where she’d been sitting. ‘It’s all there if you’d like to see. You’re not on the birth certificate because...’

			‘Because she didn’t know who the father was?’ He was grasping at anything, but his capacity to think was way beyond reach.

			‘Because she died.’ The answer was flat. ‘As I said, she died in childbirth. My sister had...friends who weren’t exactly reliable. At almost nine months pregnant she got into a car with some others who were drug affected. She...she might have been drug affected, too. Lily was born that night, by caesarean section, just before she died.’ She glanced down at the bundle in her arms. ‘The authorities had trouble tracing connections, so I only found out ten days ago. Because they couldn’t find any relatives, the nurses tentatively called her Lily, but I guess you can change that if you want. If you’re her father, that’s your right.’

			‘I’m not her father.’ His voice sounded strange, not his own.

			‘As I said, all the evidence she left says that you are.’ Misty’s voice suddenly gentled. ‘I’m sorry. I know it’s a lot to take in, but the truth seems to be that Jancie targeted you. She wanted a baby, she saw your photograph, she researched you and decided you’d make a good father. Or not actually a good father—a suitable sperm donor, without the trouble and expense of finding one commercially.’ She hesitated and her voice gentled even further. ‘So now I guess you need to look at her.’ And she tugged back a corner of the shawl so he could see the baby’s face.

			He didn’t step forward—he couldn’t make his feet move—but she stepped forward instead.

			Shocked as he was, or maybe instinctively avoiding looking at the baby, he still saw the compulsive movement of the little boy by her side. He’d been clutching the hem of her shirt, as if she might be about to run, and now he clutched it even harder.

			There was a sliver of thought—the doctor in him—that wondered what was going on here? But then he saw the baby’s face and everything else faded to nothing.

			He’d seen photographs of himself as a baby, of course he had, and he could see a resemblance. But there was more than that.

			Angus had been eight years old when his little brother was born. He remembered his mum, fresh home from hospital, setting him up on the lounge room sofa and carefully placing Baby Archie into his arms.

			His kid brother.

			‘He’s ours,’ his mum had said, smiling through happy tears. ‘He’s ours to love and care for, for ever.’

			He hadn’t exactly cared for Archie, he thought, but he’d surely loved him. He’d ached for him to be old enough to be interesting. He’d kicked the footy back and forth to him—probably kicked way too hard for a toddler. He’d pushed him to put his head under water in the pool while his mum and dad had protested, ‘He’s too young to learn to swim, Angus, he’s just a baby.’ He’d pulled the training wheels off his bike and taught him to go it alone. When Archie was seven he’d taken him for his first surf.

			Blue eyes, wispy blond hair, a tiny, cherubic face... The resemblance... Archie...

			The memory of those awful last few days flooded back.

			No! This was a nightmare.

			‘She has nothing to do with me,’ he said, but his voice sounded...like it wasn’t his?

			‘I think she has.’ The woman was studying his face. ‘I was almost certain before I came, but now I’m here...the resemblance is striking. But do a DNA test if you want. I’ve taken on the parent role for ten days because there was no one else, but I can’t take it on permanently. She’s spent five weeks in hospital, but now...’ She hesitated again, but then forged on.

			‘There were...drug issues with Jancie and Lily’s needed care. By the time the authorities located me they’d declared her well, but it’s left her unsettled. But you’re a doctor, you’ll understand. If you want to keep her, you’ll find her medical notes in the pram, plus a care guide. The basket has everything you should need for the next few days. I’m sorry this has taken you by surprise, but there doesn’t seem an alternative.’

			‘What...what are you saying?’ His voice...was that his voice?

			‘It’s simple. I’ve brought you your daughter and it seems you’re the only parent this little one has.’

			‘I’m not...’

			‘Look again,’ she said, gently now. ‘I think you know that you are.’

			‘But I can’t... You’re her...you’re her...aunt?’ The panic he felt was almost overwhelming. ‘You have to care for her.’

			‘But I believe you’re her father.’ A certain amount of steeliness entered her voice. ‘I was contacted ten days ago to be confronted by Jancie’s death and Lily’s existence. I took Lily in because there seemed no one else, but I can’t continue to care for her. If you’re her father...’

			‘You can’t prove...’

			‘I don’t need to prove it. It’s not my role to prove or disprove anything. The authorities have assumed I’ll take care of her, but I have Forrest to think of.’

			She smiled wearily down at the little boy at her side. ‘Jancie gave me Forrest to look after, too. She was his mum, but I’ve had his care for the last twelve months. We’re doing our best, aren’t we, Forrest? I also have a disabled grandmother and a community of patients dependent on me. I can’t do more. So if you can’t keep Lily...’ She paused, took another deep breath, then continued, her chin tilting up again. Defiant?

			‘I’m sorry, but if you can’t accept responsibility, then I need to hand her over to Social Services for adoption and I need to do it now. I’ve talked to the authorities—to her case worker. It seems there are lots of potential parents just aching to have a little girl as perfect as your daughter, and the sooner that happens the better. I’m prepared—I’d even like—to stay in touch, let Forrest be her half-brother. I am her aunt, after all, but I can’t take care of her any longer.’

			She paused, but then forged on, almost as if her speech had been rehearsed.

			‘Doctor Firth, I believe—and I think you do, too—that she’s your daughter and if that’s true, then what happens next needs to be your decision. I can’t look after her any longer. If you’re not prepared or able to take responsibility, then I need to hand her over to people who can. I’ll let Social Services know what I’ve discovered—I dare say they’ll contact you before any adoption takes place—but for now it’s over to you.’

			And before he knew what she intended, she lifted Lily into his arms.
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			Misty had planned—hoped—she could say her piece and walk away. But thinking and doing were two different things. Her head felt as though it was exploding. Her heart was wrenching and as she backed away, Forrest tugged at her shirt, forcing her to look down.

			‘Is he going to look after her?’

			‘I hope he is,’ she said. ‘He’s her daddy. Looking after Lily is his job.’

			‘But what if he doesn’t know how to stop her crying?’

			‘He’ll learn,’ she managed. Then she thought, I don’t know how to stop her crying. He can hardly do any worse than me.

			And she had to do this.

			She’d looked at it from every angle. Her research had told her this man held down a respectable job, that there were no blemishes to his name, no criminal convictions, nothing to say that he wasn’t as qualified to be a parent as...well, as qualified as she was. He was also wealthy—very wealthy. Old money, the blurb she’d read on him said. His family dated from the squattocracy.

			Jancie had obviously known this and tricked him into being a parent. Who knew what had gone on in that fancy hotel room they’d shared, but the look on his face as she’d produced Lily had her guessing that he’d thought pregnancy was impossible.

			Such a scenario wasn’t unthinkable. Lies could be told. Condoms could be interfered with. Morals had never been allowed to interfere with what Jancie wanted and she’d obviously wanted this man.

			There was a part of her that even felt sorry for him.

			Sympathy or not, though, he was Lily’s father. As far as her research had taught her, his responsibilities were limited to a strictly defined four-day-a-week medical practice, Monday to Thursday and nothing else. This was a man who’d have time—if he was prepared to give it—to be a parent.

			And her? The thought of continuing to care for this needy little girl was too much, but Forrest was looking up at her with anxious eyes. Despite what she’d said, she knew she couldn’t just walk away.

			‘Why didn’t you ring me?’ Angus was saying, in a voice that sounded almost strangled.

			‘Would that
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