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HONOR DONOVAN TOOK one look and knew the man was trouble. On the other hand, she was already in the kind of trouble even her familys company, Donovan International, couldnt handle.

If youre from the police, shut the door on your way out, she said. If youre a reporter, go to hell.

Been there. Done that.

You have the T-shirt to prove it?

He reached for the buttons on his stained denim jacket.

Never mind, she said quickly. Are you a reporter?

No. Im a fishing guide.

Piranha?

You are the Ms. Honor Donovan who advertised for a person with expertise in Pacific Northwest waters in general and SeaSport boats in particular?

She sighed and accepted the inevitable. The big man with the black beard stubble, light eyes, scarred left eyebrow, and clean fingernails hadnt wandered by accident into her missing brothers Puget Sound cottage. Despite this mans less-than-cozy looks, her instincts said he was a better candidate than the others who had come looking for the job.

One of the men had been a cop trying to pass for a fisherman. Another was a recent immigrant whose English defied understanding. A third man was convinced she really wanted the body he was so proud of. The fourth mans English was good, but his eyes had made her think of things that lived in swamps.

It had been three days since anyone else had applied for the job. She was going nuts counting minutes and waiting for Kyle to appear suddenly in the doorway with his crooked grin and a good explanation of why the cops thought he had stolen a million bucks in amber. She refused to consider any other reason for his disappearance, especially the one that kept her from sleeping, the one that made her throat close around tears she wouldnt cry.

Kyle had to be alive. He just had to be.

Miss Donovan?

Belatedly Honor realized that the most recent applicant was still waiting for her to say that she was indeed the one who had posted ads all over the small town of Anacortes.

Im the one, she said.

You took the words right out of my mouth.

She looked at his mouth and knew how Little Red Riding Hood felt when she first saw grandmothers teeth.

Excuse me? she asked.

Your ad could have been written with me in mind, he explained.

Do you have references?

Drivers license? Fishing license? Boat handlers ticket? Tetanus shot?

How about rabies?

The retort popped out before Honor could think better of it. It came from a lifetime of dealing with big brothers.

Sorry, Mr.

Mallory.

Mr. Mallory.

Try Jake. Saves time.

Um, Jake. I meant references given by people you worked for in the past.

You dont know much about fishing guides, do you?

If I did, I wouldnt have to hire one, would I?

He smiled.

She thought of poor Little Red. You should work on that smile. It really isnt reassuring.

Jake tried to look downcast. It wasnt any more convincing than his smile.

If your hands are half as quick as your tongue, he said, Ill make a fisherman out of you in no time.

Fisherwoman.

Aint no such animal.

Fishersan, then.

Fishersan?

Man and woman both end in an. Do you want the job?

Fishersan, he said, rolling the word around on his tongue. Yeah, I want the job. Well be the only fishersen on the water.

This time Jakes smile was slow, warm, amused, and something more. It reminded Honor that she was a woman as well as the scared younger sister of a missing man. She looked down at her hands and cleared her throat.

Fishersen? she asked, distracted. Oh, I get it. En. Plural. Men and women. Youre pretty quick yourself. When can you start?

Do you have a fishing license?

No.

Then we cant start yet. Too bad. The sun is out. The wind isnt. Slack tide in a few hours. It doesnt get any better than this in the San Juan Islands.

What would we be fishing for?

Whatever we catch. Less disappointment that way.

Is that your life philosophy?

Only after I grew up.

She lifted her head and looked at him intently.

Whats the matter? Jake asked. Are my ears on backwards?

I was just trying to imagine you as a child in need of growing up.

Funny. I have no problem imagining you that way. Can you swim?

Like a fish.

Considering my profession and all, you might want to rethink that description.

You have a point.

Its on the business end of the hook. First lesson of fishing.

Ambushed by Jakes slow, unexpected smile and deadpan humor, Honor laughed almost helplessly. Then she had to fight tears that were burning behind her eyes.

In the past few weeks she had been through too many sleepless nights. That was why after only two minutes with Jake Mallory she felt like she had been hit by a truck. His particular combination of rough edges, male warmth, and wry intelligence would have appealed to her under any circumstances. Right now, when her defenses were down and her emotions were all over the place, he was lethally attractive to her.

Bad choice of words, she thought. Really bad. If she started thinking about death she would cloud up and rain all over Kyles messy desk.

Blinking hard, Honor stared through one of the cottages many small windows. Beyond the panes of glass, fir trees swept down rocky slopes to the cold blue-green waters of Puget Sound. Amber Beach was a strip of tawny sand ringed by dark rocks and stranded logs bleached pale by the sea. Kyles twenty-seven-foot powerboat gleamed whitely next to the floating dock he had built. He had named the boat Tomorrow, because he rarely had time to go fishing today.

Now Honor was afraid he might never have time.

She cleared her throat, rallied her thoughts, and said huskily, The business end of a hook. Sharp. Ill keep it in mind.

Better in your mind than in your thumb. How soon can you get the license?

Fishing?

Yeah.

Any time, I guess. Where do I get it?

Anywhere they sell fishing gear.

Fishing Slimy, slippery, smelly, disgusting fish. She sighed. I can hardly wait.

Jakes eyes narrowed until little more than gleaming slits of gray showed between black eyelashes. He didnt know what he had expected of Kyle Donovans sister. He only knew that it wasnt Honor.

You should work on your enthusiasm, he said.

Ive had a rough month, as you probably know if you read the newspapers.

Losing a husband Jake began, as though he didnt know who Honor was.

Brother, she corrected.

Brother, huh?

And hes not lost. Not really.

A brother who isnt lost, not really. Is that why the police are expecting him to turn up here?

What do you mean?

Jake shrugged and thought fast. It was something he was good at. Most survivors were. His first thought wasnt comforting: if the lady with the sad, sexy mouth, stubborn chin, and baggy black sweat suit hadnt noticed the plainclothes cop hanging around the turnoff to the cottage, she was either too stupid or too innocent for whatever game Kyle was playing.

Or had been playing. Missing could be another way of saying dead.

The name on the mailbox is Kyle Donovan, Jake said. Hes the one who has gone missing, right?

Honor nodded. The motion sent sunlight gliding through her short chestnut hair. Her unusual amber-green eyes gleamed with the same tears Jake had heard in her voice. He shook his head slightly. She looked much too vulnerable to be the sister of a liar, a thief, and a murderer.

But then, life had taught Jake that looks were a lousy index of character. Actions were what counted. Honor was a Donovan aiding and abetting another Donovan. She might look as sweet as a Girl Scout selling cookies, but when she advertised for a fishing guide, she had declared her entry into an international treasure hunt whose only rule was winner take all.

Jake intended to be the winner.

You can tell me all about your problems while you show me the boat, he said.

Thats not necessary. Im looking for a fishing guide, not a father confessor.

All part of the service, he said, turning away. Like bartending.

Dont you want to discuss salary?

A hundred dollars a day.

Thats not a discussion.

He turned back toward her. Two hundred.

A hundred it is.

Sold. Lets go look at the boat.

Wondering if she had made a mistake, Honor shoved back from her brothers desk. The sudden movement jarred one of the many small cardboard boxes scattered across the surface. One box skidded over papers and fell off the edge. A hunk of rich, transparent yellow leaped out of the cardboard, heading for a crash landing on the bare floor.

No sooner had she realized what was going to happen than Jake moved.

Nothing hit the floor.

My God, youre quick, she said, startled. Thank you. Kyle told me that amber can shatter like glass.

Jake didnt need Honors words to know that he was holding amber. Nothing else on earth had quite the same warm, weightless, satiny feel. He shifted the piece into a shaft of sunlight coming through a window and let the light play through the golden resin. Unless he was mistakennot likelyhe was holding an exceptionally fine chunk of Baltic amber.

Thats part of a shipment my sister and I just received, Honor said. Ive never worked with amber before, but its really fascinating. So old, so enduring, yet so exquisitely fragile.

Jake gave her a sideways look. Are you a dealer?

No. A designer. The Donovan males wouldnt let mere females go out in the big, bad world and buy rough gems.

Smart of them.

Thats a matter of opinion.

Your brother didnt go missing in Disneyland.

Honors mouth flattened.

The phone rang. She reached for it with a sense of relief. If another reporter was calling, she would enjoy slamming the receiver down in his ear.

Donovan residence.

Hi, Honor. Hows it going?

Her oldest brothers deep, impatient voice came through the receiver as though pushed through wet sand.

You sound like youre on another planet, she said.

Petropavlosk/Koryak Autonomous Region.

Say again?

Eastern Russia to folks who dont live here. The Kamchatka Peninsula.

Honors hand tightened as she tried to keep hope or dread from thickening her voice. Have you found Kyle? she asked starkly.

No.

Neither have the police.

The police! Did you call them after I told you not

I didnt have to call anyone, she interrupted. For the last three days cops have been all over Kyles cottage like a bad smell. Whats going on?

Static filled the line. She could almost hear Archer thinking fast and hard.

What did they want? he asked.

Like you, they dont answer questions, just ask them.

What questions?

Who am I, what am I doing here, when was the last time I saw Kyle, when was the last time I heard from him, have I received any packages

Very carefully, Jake put the piece of amber back in the box and set it on the desk.

do I know a man with two fingers missing on his left hand and Third World dental work Honor said as though reciting a lesson.

Jake wished he could swear aloud. Every word she said told him more than he wanted to know about Kyle and Honor and amber  and not nearly enough. Either she was a hell of an actress hiding knowledge of where Kyle had stashed the amber or she was an innocent sucked into a game only pros should play.

He hoped she was an actress. But whether innocent or as guilty as her brother, Honor still was Jakes only chance of finding the missing amber.

am I sure I havent seen or heard from Kyle, she continued in a monotone, when did he come back, why didnt he contact me when he landed in Seattle

What? Archer demanded. When did Kyle?

Ask the cops, she interrupted curtly. Its their story, not mine. I havent seen hide nor hair of Kyle. Reading between the lines, his passport came through SeaTac. Presumably with him.

Her brother let out his breath in a string of Afghani curses.

Im sure I would agree if I spoke the language, she said. Whats going on?

Have you checked Kyles post office box?

Her fingers clenched around the phone. I repeat. What is going on?

What about his answering machine?

Silence and static gathered.

As always, Archer outwaited his younger sister.

Yes and yes, she said through her teeth.

And?

No and no.

Keep trying.

It would help if I knew what I was looking for.

Your brother. You remember him, dont you? Kyle of the charming smile and strange eyes.

Dont forget the stolen amber, she retorted.

What?

Stolen. Amber. Am I ringing any bells?

Id ring your bell if I could get my hands on you. What kind of amber?

Ask the cops.

That was all they said? Archer asked. Stolen amber?

Yes.

Raw or worked?

They didnt say. What was in the shipment that disappeared along with Kyle?

Who said anything about a shipment of amber disappearing?

The cops.

Archer grunted. Not good. Someone is telling tales out of school.

Dont look at me. You havent told me anything except to come here and wait. Is it true?

What?

Did Kyle disappear along with a fortune in stolen Baltic amber?

I dont know. Is that what the cops are saying?

Implying, she said distinctly. Theres a difference. The difference between being questioned and being charged. What about Lawe? Where is he?

Last I heard, he was still in Lithuania.

What about Justin?

Kaliningrad, Archer said. Is Faith with you?

No. Shes on her way back to San Francisco from Tokyo. Shes going to spend a few weeks in Hawaii along the way.

For these small things, Lord, I am grateful.

What does that mean?

It means that you and your dear twin get into more trouble together than apart.

The same could be said of Lawe and Justin, she pointed out. But look on the bright side.

Show it to me.

Mom could have had three girls. Faith, Honor, and Chastity. Can you imagine being saddled with a sister called Chastity?

Her brother laughed, surprising both of them. Thanks, I needed that.

What?

A laugh.

Honors smile was as sad as her eyes. Archer?

Yeah?

You think hes still alive, dont you?

The static had never sounded more unnerving. She held her breath, waiting.

Until I see the body Archers voice faded.

Yes. She took a harsh breath. Kyle isnt a thief or a murderer!

Silence stretched. A chill went over Honor.

Archer?

Kyle was thinking with his hormones.

What does that mean?

Some little prick tease had him tied up in knots.

Are you saying that Kyle wanted this woman enough to steal for her? Honor asked.

Eyes closed, breath held, she waited for Archers answer. All that came was silence followed by static. After too long her brother swore wearily, drowning out the static. In her mind she saw him raking his fingers through his dark hair in a gesture of frustration that all of the Donovan men shared.

We dont know what happened, he said. The evidence against Kyle looks good. Too damned good. Almost like

Again, Archers voice faded into static.

Keep talking, she said. Tell me you dont think what the cops think about Kyle.

That hes guilty of theft?

And murder.

Whatever happened, I think that the explanations Im hearing are too tidy.

What makes you say that?

Too long and involved. Just take my word for it.

But

Have you checked the boat? Archer interrupted.

For something smaller than my six-feet, two-inch brother? she asked sweetly.

Never mind. Im sending you back home.

What? I just got here.

Youre leaving.

What about Kyles boat?

Stay off it. Even tied at the dock, the Tomorrow is way out of your league. Pack up, Hornet. Go on back home and design gemmy little knickknacks for Faith.

Honor hated that particular nickname. She also hated being treated like she was addicted to all-day suckers.

Archer, you

If the cops bother you before you leave, he said, talking over her, sic one of Donovan Internationals lawyers on them.

What about reporters? she asked tightly.

No comment.

No problem. I dont know anything.

Thats the whole idea. Start packing.

But

She was talking into a dead phone. With a disgusted word she dropped the receiver back into the cradle. It would be a cold day in hell before she tamely packed her bags and left. She wasnt some schoolgirl to be ordered around.

Trouble? Jake asked.

Honor jumped. She had forgotten she wasnt alone. She spun around. Jake was standing a few feet away with a local newspaper in his hand. She wondered if he had read the mixture of half-truths and breathless speculation about Kyle Donovan, a mysterious corpse, and missing amber that passed for news in the morning edition of the Fidalgo Island Patriot.

Family, she said tersely. Cant live with them and they wont let you live without them.

Jake made a sound that could have been understanding, but it was hard to tell with a growl. She chose to believe the rumble offered sympathy.

She needed it. Her oldest brother could have taught tight lips to a clam, the cops thought her favorite brother was a murderous crook, said favorite brother had vanished  and she had just signed up to learn how to fish.

A complete disaster all around.

Ready to go look at the boat? Jake asked.

Why not? Everything else has gone wrong.

Your enthusiasm bubbles over like a plugged toilet.

Understandable. Im sooo excited.

Black eyebrows climbed. You did advertise for a fishing guide, correct?

She took a deep breath. Yes. Sorry. Im a bit worn out.

You look like you could use a cup of coffee, he agreed. Does the galley work on your boat?

I think so.

You think so. He shook his head. Have you owned the boat long?

No. My brother  left it to me.

The explanation sounded lame even to Honor. She was terrified of small boats and hated fishing, both of which Jake would soon find out. Then he would wonder why she wanted to learn how to run a small boat and go fishing.

Maybe he would accept masochism as an excuse.

I She swallowed and tried again. Its still painful. Id rather not talk about it.

Jake wasnt surprised. No matter how innocent Honor looked, she was hiding a lot.

But then, so was he.

Cmon, he said. Lets check out your boat.
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OFF TO THE southwest, a bank of clouds lay like a feather comforter on the mountains of the Olympic Peninsula. Overhead, the sun temporarily ruled the sky. The water was like fine blue satin, still and glistening. Only the secret, powerful flow of tidal currents disturbed the calm surface of the strait.

Honor hesitated at the head of the gravel path leading down the rocky bluff to the beach fifteen feet below. The air was cool, clean, scented with fir. The silence was a balm to her unsettled thoughts. She really didnt want to ruin the small peace she felt by going fishing. On the other hand, anything was better than sitting around and worrying about Kyle. She started toward the dock with a determined stride.

Jake didnt notice Honors hesitation. He went down the path, onto the dock, and stepped into the open stern of the Tomorrow. Barely pausing in his stride, he popped open a small compartment on the stern gunwale and cranked the dial around to the on position for both batteries.

When he straightened, he realized that he was still alone on the boat. He turned to see what had happened to his reluctant fishersan.

Honor stood on the dock eyeing the Tomorrow the way a suspicious cat eyes a full bathtub.

Something wrong? he asked.

Its moving.

He glanced quickly around. Both the bow and stern lines were securely tied to the fore and aft dock cleats.

What do you mean? he asked. Its tied off at both ends.

Then why is it bouncing around?

Jake looked at the deck of the Tomorrow. The boat was swaying slightly as it adjusted to his weight and the gentle slapping of salt water disturbed by a breeze.

Bouncing around, he said neutrally. Honor, have you ever been on a boat before?

Of course.

When?

The last time I took a ferry to Vancouver Island.

Doesnt count. Those ferries are almost as big as aircraft carriers.

Thats why I like them. They dont bounce.

Youd be surprised what theyll do in a good wind.

She ignored him.

Have you ever been on a small boat before? he asked.

Once.

The look on her face said that she hadnt enjoyed the experience.

What happened? he asked.

Lawe and Justintwo of my four brotherstook me fishing. A wind came up and the boat bucked like a rodeo bull. I had to lie in the bottom with the fish to keep from going overboard.

How old were you?

Thirteen.

Did you go out fishing again after that?

Do I look like a masochist?

For all I know youre wearing a hair shirt underneath that floppy sweat suit.

She whipped up her black sweatshirt, revealing a tourmaline-green sweater that fit very well.

Regulation cotton, she said. And my sweat suit isnt floppy. Its comfortable.

Hastily Jake looked away from the sleek torso Honor had so unexpectedly revealed. Beneath sweats that were big enough for a man his size, his employer was built just the way he liked women. Not too skinny. Not too fat. Not too big. Not too small. Just right for his hands. Just right for his mouth. Just right everywhere.

Too bad she was a Donovan. Jake was long past the age of screwing a female he didnt trust.

Unfortunately, he couldnt remember the last time a female interested him as much as this one did. Besides, there were few better excuses to stay close to a woman than a new, red-hot affair. And he intended to stay close to Honor every step of the way to finding Kyle and the stolen shipment of amber.

Jake looked back at her and smiled.

Comfortable, huh? he said. Well, if I get wet, Ill know where to find a dry sweat suit.

Hold your breath. Im more likely to get wet than you are.

Standing on the dock?

She sighed and looked at him. As soon as she went down into the boat, she would be looking up at him again. And bouncing around. With a silent prayer, she took the long step off the dockand promptly caught the heel of her running shoe on some unexpected part of the gunwale.

Jake caught Honor as easily as he had stepped into the boat himself. He looked into her startled eyes, smiled slightly, and released her much more slowly than he had grabbed her.

Thanks, she muttered.

Youre welcome. Theres a place in town that sells deck shoes.

Good for them.

Better for you. When the deck gets wet, youll think youre ice-skating unless you wear deck shoes.

Wet! The deck isnt supposed to get wet. Thats why I hired you.

Water is wet. Boats float in water. Boats get wet.

There goes your tip.

Jake snickered, then shook his head and laughed out loud. Whatever her bad taste in siblings, Honor Donovan was someone he could like.

The thought sobered him instantly. The last thing he needed was to like Kyles kid sister. Just because she obviously had inherited a full dose of Donovan charm was no reason to like her, much less to slide downhill into trusting her. At the end of that slippery, treacherous slope was the kind of rage and disappointment he had felt when he discovered that Kyle was as crooked as he was good company. Jakes corporation would be years recovering from the damage Kyle had done, if recovery was even possible.

It had been a long time since Jake had misjudged a human being so badly. As far as he was concerned, hell would freeze solid before he made such a mistake again.

People died making mistakes like that.

Ill survive without a tip, he said. Get deck shoes when you get the fishing license.

Honor stared at him, surprise clear on her face.

He forced himself to smile and reminded himself that whatever else Kyles sister might be, she wasnt stupid. She read him far too clearly for his comfort. And for hers, apparently. She didnt look happy with whatever she had seen in his eyes.

Nothing new in that. A lot of people got uncomfortable when he looked at them a certain way.

Jake held out his hand.

I thought you didnt expect a tip, she said.

Keys.

Without a word she dug into the pouch pocket of her sweatshirt and brought out a simple floating key chain. There were only two keys on it. One looked a bit like an old-fashioned skeleton key. The other looked like an overgrown luggage key.

I dont know how to start the engine, she said.

I do. Thats why you hired me.

He took the old-fashioned key, inserted it into the door leading into the boats cabin, and turned the handle. The door opened easily. Its big tinted glass panel flashed in the sunlight.

Why dont you sit in the pilot seat for now, he said.

Uh, sure. Where is it?

Up front on the portleft-side, Jake said, directly across from the helm seat. The helm is the thing that looks like a steering wheel.

Theres one of those right behind you.

Thats the aft station. I want you inside.

Honor didnt move. Youre supposed to teach me how to run the boat. I wont learn anything sitting in there while youre busy out here.

Youre serious about that part of it?

Very.

Jake looked into her level, golden-green eyes and didnt doubt her words. Whatever lack of interest she had in fishing, she wanted to learn how to operate her brothers boat.

Both relief and disappointment coursed through himdisappointment because she was part of Kyles scheme, whatever that was, and relief that she wasnt as clueless as she had sounded on the phone with Archer.

Okay, Jake said. Ready for lesson number one?

Honor nodded.

The first thing you do after coming on board is lift the engine cover and check the engine.

That little compartment? she asked, pointing to the stern.

No. This big compartment.

He pointed to the squared-off hump that took up more than half of the standing room in the open stern of the boat.

You opened the little compartment first, Honor said. Then you opened the door to the cabin.

I wanted to make sure you were out of the way before I checked the engine.

Why?

The cover eats toes.

Would it settle for a cheese sandwich?

He tried not to smile, but couldnt help it. She was a very female, even more unsquelchable version of Kyle.

Kyle, who could charm rust off steel.

Stand over here, Jake said, positioning Honor to his right, away from the dock. Watch your toes.

He bent, hooked the fingers of his left hand in the engine cover, and lifted it back on its hinges. The compartment yawned open at the stern. With the lid tilted back vertically, there was barely enough room around the edge of the hole to stand without falling in. There was no room for a man to slide between the cabin door and the cover.

Honor whistled when she saw the gleaming black beauty that filled the compartment. Thats an engine!

Four hundred and fifty-four cubic inches, he agreed. Goes like bloody blue blazes, if you dont mind buying gas.

No free lunch?

Not even a snack.

He pulled out the dipstick, checked it, and held it out for her to inspect.

Looks like oil to me, she said.

Good news. Salt water in the oil is like sugar in the gas tank. Bad luck. So the first thing you do when you get on board is check to make sure nothing has seeped in since you docked.

He replaced the dipstick. Then he squatted easily on his heels and began a thorough inspection of various hoses, clamps, and fittings.

What are you looking for? she asked.

Careless maintenance.

Kyle is quick-tempered but he isnt careless.

Jake grunted and kept right on looking. In the short time he had known Kyle, he hadnt appeared to be careless. But then, he hadnt appeared to be a crook, either. When it came to Kyle Donovan, Jake wasnt counting on one damned thing he hadnt held in his hands and examined with a wary eye.

Shipshape and looking good, he said, standing again. Watch your toes. This cover is heavy enough to take them right off.

Honor crowded back against the side of the boat as Jake lowered the engine cover back down. There was no latch to keep it closed and no need of one. The weight of the cover alone was enough to hold it in place.

What next? she asked.

Blower. Go in and sit to the left of the drivers seat.

Driver? Arent boat folks called captains or pilots or something important?

Depends. Personally, I drive boats and dont talk any more nautical than I have to.

Honor stepped down into the cabin, walked up the short, narrow aisle, and climbed up to a bench seat that looked forward over the bow. Unlike a car, the steering wheel of the boat was on the right-hand side. The windshield was three separate windows with a steep inward slant from top to bottom.

After a moment Jake came and stood beside her seat. He filled the narrow aisle. Every breath she drew in smelled of soap and heat and something indefinably male. His black beard was either new or very closely cropped. His skin was clean. His hair was a thick, gleaming black pelt that was combed away from his face. His mustache was slightly longer than the rest of his beard. It emphasized the crisp line of his mouth.

She was tempted to trace the sharp peaks of his upper lip and the promising curve of his lower lip. The thought startled her even as it intrigued her. She hadnt felt such an intense feminine curiosity about a man since puberty.

This is the blower control, he said.

Reluctantly she looked at the console in front of the steering wheel. He was pointing to one in a row of black rocker switches.

Blower control, she repeated.

The blower sucks air out of the engine compartment. Never start this boat until the blower has run for several minutes.

Why?

Gas fumes. If theyve built up and you hit the ignition switch, the explosion could put you in near-earth orbit.

Her eyes widened. Bad luck.

The worst.

He hit the rocker switch. A fan kicked in somewhere at the stern of the boat, inside the engine compartment.

Jake lifted the bottom of the drivers seat and tilted it toward the steering wheel. There was a small sink tucked away underneath the seat. He turned on the water pump, rummaged for a kettle and settled for a saucepan, and put some water on to boil on the small galley stove.

Then he turned back to the boat itself. He went over the controls, turning on electronics, checking dials, and listening to the marine weather report from Canada, twenty miles away. As he touched each piece of equipment, he gave Honor a short explanation of its function.

She watched, listened, and absorbed intently. Under normal circumstances she wouldnt have known a marine widget from a nautical whatsit and wouldnt have cared. But nothing had been normal since Kyle vanished.

The Tomorrow was her best chance of helping him. The logical part of her mind knew that the boat wasnt much of a chance. Her emotions didnt care. This was the only chance she had. She would make the most of it and ignore Archers smug advice about going back home and catching up on her designing.

It was hard to design when she couldnt shake the feeling that the key to Kyles disappearanceand reappearancelay somewhere in the San Juan Islands, just waiting to be discovered by her. That was why she had plastered the town with Wanted: Fishing Guide who knows SeaSports notices.

She finally had the guide. Now all she had to do was keep her mind on cold electronics instead of on a stranger with clean hands and a wry, sexy curve to his mouth. Considering that she had given up dating precisely because she was tired of men who thought sex was as obligatoryand excitingas breathing, keeping her mind on electronics shouldnt have been a problem.

But it was.

She wondered if Jake would mind not exhaling for a bit, just while he was so close to her. The coffee-and-cream scent of his breath was making her restless.

Chart plotter, Honor said, trying to gather her thoughts.

What about it?

She frowned at the small computer screen to the left of the steering wheel. The screen, and assorted other electronic equipment, was mounted on a swinging arm that could be pushed out of the way into the V berth when the boat was at anchor. There were rows of buttons with cryptic labels bordering the screen. There was another number pad below, but it wasnt set up like any computer she had ever seen. None of the labels helped her to figure out what all the buttons did. In addition there was one of Kyles crazy add-ons wired into the lot. She had no idea what modification her brother had made to the standard electronic setup.

But if he had an electronic lock on this computer, she knew the password he used to access his other computers. All she had to do was figure out how to use the basic electronic equipment while learning how to run the boat itself. Then she would access the special computer stuffif anywith Kyles password, find out the key to everything, fire up the SeaSport, and go rescue her brother.

Simple.

Honor ignored all the self-doubts and gaping holes in her plan. She had been over them all again and again in the past week and done nothing but wear paths on the cottage floor as she paced. The secret to success lay in doing one thing at a time. Right now, the thing was learning the Tomorrows electronics.

How does the chart plotter work? she asked.

Well, I hope. If not, theres always the old-fashioned way to plot a course.

Whats that?

Compass, pencil, and ruler.

Tell me about the electronic way.

Jakes eyebrows lifted slightly. The demand in her voice was polite but very real. Excitement whipped invisibly through his blood. She didnt like boats or water but she was dead set on learning about plotting a course. If the cops were right about Kyle sneaking back into the United States, the key to the stolen amber might very well be the Tomorrow.

The lady must have amber on her mind. That was the best news Jake had heard since the amber disappeared and the governments of Lithuania, Kaliningrad, and Russia had decided that J. Jacob Mallorys passport was no longer welcome in their countries. Nor was any representative of his company, Emerging Resources.

Im used to a different electronic setup, Jake said, which was true. Ill have to study up on these before I can teach you much. Not true, but hell, she was a Donovan. Lies werent new to the Donovan clan.

Well learn together, Honor said.

Jake would rather have pried the truth out of the computer without a Donovan witness. If youre in a hurry, you can teach yourself.

How?

Read the manuals that came with the equipment.

I couldnt find any.

Then well have to do it my way, wont we?

Hell.

He smiled despite himself. Patience is a virtue.

So is chastity. I dont hear many men standing foursquare behind it.

Or women.

Equality. Aint it great?

Jake looked at the bright, hard teeth filling Honors smile and wondered if she enjoyed the sexual merry-go-round that passed for urban dating. Scorecards had never appealed to him. Neither had punchboards.

Yeah, great, he said coolly. The white button is the horn. These two levers over here are the gas feed and the shifter.

Which is which?

Black knob is the shifter. Red is the gas. You can turn off the blower now.

In order to reach the console, Honor had to lean across the aisle in front of Jake. Except for the horn, all the rocker switches looked alike. Black.

As she edged closer to read the fine white print beneath the dark switches, she discovered that Jakes body was a lot warmer than his voice. The living heat of him radiated through his stained denim jacket. Stained, but not dirty. The cloth was as clean as her own fingernails. She wondered if the rest of him was equally warm and well washed.

Think nautical she told herself sharply. Think fishing. Think root canal without anesthesia.

Her clean, unvarnished fingernail pressed on the blower switch. The noise from the back of the boat stopped.

Im assuming this is like the other Volvo marine engines Ive run, Jake said.

Meaning?

His big hand wrapped around the lever with the red knob. He pumped the gas feed up and down several times. They catch fire faster if theyre stroked a bit first.

Is that some kind of salty saying that has double meanings? she muttered beneath her breath, thinking Jake couldnt hear her.

Like broad in the beam or any port in a storm? he asked, deadpan.

Her head snapped around. He was looking at her from a distance of two inches. There were slivers of blue and green and black mixed in with the transparent silver of his eyes. His eyelashes were much too long for a man who wore a scruffy denim jacket and had calluses on his hands.

His eyes were beautiful.

Dont tell me, let me guess, he said. You like my eyes.

A hint of red stained Honors cheekbones.

Such manly modesty, she drawled. Do all your female clients gush over you?

What do you think?

I think its a good thing you arent expecting a tip. You have the interpersonal finesse of a neutron bomb.

He gave a crack of laughter, inserted the small ignition key, and twisted. The engine growled to life. He tapped the lever, adjusting the gas feed. The engine settled into a contented, chuckling kind of rumble.

Well let it warm up for a few minutes, he said. It

Dont tell me, let me guess. Another salty homily about hot engines and smooth rides?

If the oil isnt circulating, friction is bad for the engine.

No kidding. Would it interest you to know that Kyle and I used to build street racers together?

Then I wont waste any more time teaching you how to check fluid levels.

Good.

Yeah. Leaves more time for the interesting stuff.

Electronics.

Fishing.

Honor tried not to look like a plugged toilet running over with enthusiasm.

Where did your brother keep his papers? Jake asked.

What kind of papers?

Boat registration, proof of ownership, insurance, manufacturers instructions, that kind of thing.

Behind you, in the second drawer.

He backed up and turned away. The tiny galley was just behind the drivers seat. In addition to the small propane stove, there was a cabinet and four drawers. He checked the coffee water, saw that it wasnt quite boiling, and settled for the papers. A quick jerk up and out released the catch on the second drawer.

Two large waterproof envelopes lay inside. The first envelope had the documents and certification he was looking for. The second envelope had warranties, instructions, and manuals for everything on the boat but the electronics.

Ill make the coffee while you do whatever, Honor said.

He nodded absently and sat at the small galley table without looking up from the papers. For a time the only sounds were the small clatter of coffeepot and mugs and the mutter of the engine as it warmed up.

She handed him a mug of coffee.

Thanks, he said, still reading papers. He took a sip and then glanced at her in surprise. How did you know I liked cream, no sugar?

I smelled cream on your breath. Lucky for you, I like milk on my cereal.

She turned away and put the milk back in the small refrigerator under the dinette seat.

Jake watched her closely, wondering if she was flirting or just answering his question. He couldnt tell, because he couldnt see her eyes.

As for the sugar  She straightened, picked up her own coffee, and climbed into the pilot seat. If you like sweet things, it hasnt made a dent in your personality.

Smiling slightly, Jake went back to scanning papers. When he was satisfied, he returned everything to its proper envelope and shut the drawer.

Well? she asked.

All in order.

What he didnt say was that there were more warranties and instructions than there were items of equipment on the Tomorrow. Two auxiliary outboard engines were mentioned. One was permanently attached to the stern of the boat for use as a trolling motor while fishing. The other, smaller, engine was presumably for a Zodiac, which also had papers in the file.

Then there was the handheld Global Positioning System receiver unit whose warranty and receipt had been stuffed into the envelope as though Kyle had been in too much of a hurry to worry about keeping neat records. The date on the receipt was thirteen days ago.

Kyle had vanished four weeks ago in Kaliningrad and reappeared halfway around the world, in the Pacific Northwest, only to vanish again. The smaller engine and the Zodiac apparently had disappeared with him. Probably the GPS unit as well.

Jake made a mental note to pick up the portable GPS receiver from his own SeaSport tonight.

Did your brother have any kind of tender? Jake asked.

Honor looked at him blankly. Excuse me?

A small boat.

Another one?

No, just a little runabout. A skiff to take ashore when he anchored in a place without docks.

I dont know. Is it important?

Its not required by the Coast Guard, if thats what you mean.

She didnt know what she meant, so she kept her mouth shut. Her tongue had already gotten her into trouble with this man. Her tongue or her hormones, or both working together without benefit of her brain.

Where does he keep the PFDs? Jake asked.

The what?

Personal flotation devices.

Oh. I dont know.

The look Jake gave her said he wasnt surprised. He bent low, quickly scanned the V berth in the bow, and found nothing that looked like it would pass a Coast Guard inspection.

And he suspected they would be having one. It was the sort of thing he would have done if he couldnt think of a better way to get a look around the Tomorrow.

Honor tried to see past Jake into the V berth, but couldnt. He blocked the entrance and then some. A big man.

Are the, uh, PFDs up there? she asked.

Nope. Nothing but clothes, fishing rods, a landing net, and two down-riggers.

I take it that down-riggers arent PFDs?

Not hardly. They float like anchors.

Then what are they good for?

Fishing. He backed up slightly and turned toward her without straightening up. Move your leg.

Her breath came in hard as one of his hands went between her calves. The instant of brushing contact was brief, but it was enough to rattle her. Quickly she shifted so that he could reach beneath the seat without touching her.

Though Jake said nothing, he had noticed the sudden, involuntary widening of her eyes when he touched her leg. If she had been riding the sexual merry-go-round, it hadnt been for a while. Instinctive body language didnt lie. The lady definitely wasnt used to being rubbed up against.

Too bad. It would have been a lot easier if she were the type who changed men every day and three times on Saturday night. Then he wouldnt feel like a ruthless son of a bitch if he followed up on the purely female interest he saw in her eyes.

Cursing silently at his inconvenient attraction to a thiefsand probably a murdererssister, Jake forced his attention back to the open area beneath the bench seat. That was where he stored his own PFDs when he was alone on the boat.

That was where he would have found them a minute before if he hadnt been thinking how nice it would be to reach beneath all that loose sweat suit cloth and find the warm, sleek leg beneath.

Here we go, he said, reaching in. Just what the Coast Guard ordered. One certified PFD.

She looked at the thick, bright orange jacket he was holding out.

Looks more like Halloween to me, she said.

Shows up real well against the sea, no matter how dark it is. If youre wearing this when you take a header into the drink, youll be floating and easy to spot. Keeps the coroner happy.

Coroner? I thought the point of floating was to stay alive.

Then stay out of the water. Summer or winter, its cold enough to kill you in thirty minutes or less.

Honor looked out the cabin windows at the blue-green water of the little cove. A fitful breeze had ruffled the satin surface into a shimmering kind of velvet. The ocean looked about as dangerous as cotton candy.

Yet she knew how quickly the wind could deepen and strengthen, piling up dangerous waves. It had happened to her when she was a girl. Justin and Lawe had managed to bring the skiff back to shore right side up, but it had been a terrifying experience for her. She hadnt been for a ride on a small boat since that day. If she had had her way, she never would. But finding Kyle was more important than leftover childhood terrors.

Jake put the float coat back under the seat. Then he looked at the two cheap PFDs that were stacked at the far end of the opening. Each thick, awkward vest had a Coast Guard stamp of approval on the bright orange fabric.

Silently he straightened and turned back to the woman who was either a fine actress or actually intrigued by him as a man. He kept hoping she was only an actress of the same high caliber as her brother. At the very least, she could have been as arrogant and high-handed as the rest of her family.

Somehow he didnt think he was going to be that lucky. Or unlucky. He couldnt decide which. And that bothered him even more than the fresh, vaguely peppermint scent of Honor Donovan.

Remember Kyle, Jake told himself savagely. You liked him, too. And he screwed you but good.

At least getting screwed by Honor would be a lot more fun.

I assume your brother kept a log? Jake asked impatiently.

Yes. Could you hand me my purse? Ive been looking through the log, hoping to find where he  uh, fished.

Jake looked over his shoulder, where she was pointing. A dinette table stuck out between two more bench seats just across from the galley. The resulting booth could seat four, if they were friends. It made into a bed that would sleep two, if they were very, very good friends. Or planned on getting that way.

This is a purse? he asked, lifting the black leather backpack on the table.

It works for me.

He held the backpack with one hand. Find any?

What?

Good fishing holes.

Er, no.

So you decided to hire a fishing guide?

Er, yes.

Jake decided that Honor needed a lot more practice lying. Unless she really was a world-class actress pretending to be the innocent sister of a larcenous brother.

Impatiently Jake told himself that it didnt matter. Either way, the lady with the cat eyes and quick mind was definitely trouble in oversized sweats.

Why are you looking so skeptical? Honor asked. Surely youve seen a womans purse before.

All sizes and shapes. I once saw a woman pull a live rooster and two chickens out of her purse. Of course, she was on the way to the market, so it wasnt all that surprising.

Any fresh eggs?

Does scrambled count?

Nope.

Then there werent any eggs.

A smile changed the taut lines of Honors face. The smile was brief and all the more beautiful for it.

Ah, well, she said. Maybe next time. Where was this market?

Telling her that it was in Kaliningrad would raise the kind of questions Jake had no intention of answering.

In the country, he said. Is that the log?

Yes, but theres nothing interesting in it. Just rows of dates and gas consumption and maintenance records and that sort of thing.

Adrenaline pulsed through Jake. He had hoped that Kyle was the kind of captain who kept decent records. That, plus the chart plotter and computer, could tell a lot about where the boat had been recently.

Jake took the log from Honor. For a minute or two he flipped through it, frowning like a man working hard. Then he looked up at her.

I cant say for sure that the boat is ready to go out until I look over this log more closely, he said. Why dont I read it while you go into town and get boat shoes and a fishing license? If you hurry, we can still make the tide change.

She hesitated. Okay, I guess.

Ill meet you back here in ninety minutes, he said, sliding out from the helm seat.

Wait! What do I do with the boat until then?

He gave her an odd look. What do you mean?

Its running, she pointed out.

Jake turned off the ignition key, pulled it out, and dropped it in Honors lap.

Its just an engine, he said with exaggerated patience. It wont attack you. Treat it like a car.

All that kept Honor from saying Bite me, big boy! was the fact that he probably would.
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JAKE TURNED HIS battered four-wheel-drive truck into the muddy tracks that led to his cabin. Surrounded by dark, wind-sculpted fir trees, the small house crouched on a cliff above Puget Sound. This was his getaway from company headquarters in Seattle, the place where he caught up on work, his home away from home, the one place whose address and telephone number no one had.

That was why he swore when he saw a Ford utility vehicle sitting in what passed for his driveway. When a woman in a smart red blazer and black skirt climbed out and waved at him, he knew that the day had just gone from sugar to shoe polish.

Ellen Lazarus was old news from a time in his life when he believed in saving the world from itself. These days his goal was less grandiose: all he wanted was not to be at ground zero when that great outhouse in the sky unloaded.

He turned off the truck, climbed out, leaned against the door, and waited to find out how much crap was headed straight for his head.

What, not even a smile or a wave of welcome? Ellen said, walking up to him.

Jake watched her move with a cross between cynicism and male appreciation. She didnt have to work to add an extra swing and jiggle to her ass. She had been born with that special locomotion, the same way she had been born with wide blue eyes, black hair, and a brainy pragmatism that made Machiavelli look like a choirboy. Not surprisingly, once she got over wanting to play cloak-and-dagger games in the field, she became an exceptional intelligence analyst.

I wont ask how you found me, Jake said. The folks you hang with could find anything. Why did you find me?

My, were in a bad mood, arent we? And its such a beautiful day, too. She waved an elegant hand at the sun-dappled forest. Id heard that it always rains in the Pacific Northwest.

He grunted.

Does this mean you dont want to talk about the good old days? she asked.

His scarred eyebrow lifted in a sardonic arc. The good old days? That should take about three seconds. Bye, Ellen. Dont call me, Ill call you. Your three seconds are up.

Her cheerful smile vanished, leaving behind the restless, consuming personality that would never be satisfied with one of anything, including men.

Hey, cmon, Jake, she said softly. It was good and you know it.

Since when do you spend time looking over your shoulder at the ashes?

Youre determined to do this the hard way, arent you?

First thing a boy learns is its gotta be hard to be good.

She made an impatient gesture. Have it your way.

I plan to. Good-bye. Dont give my regards to Uncle Sam.

Jake started to walk around Ellen to get to his cabin. She stepped out in front of him and looked up with eyes as blue and clear as a porcelain angels.

Would you be more cooperative if we sent someone else? she asked.

No.

You dont even know what we want.

I like it that way.

The wind gusted, rippling the black silk collar of Ellens blouse. Absently she patted the collar back in place and examined her remaining options. It didnt take long. She wasnt a slow or timid thinker.

I told them the old lover bit wouldnt work, she said calmly. You havent made any attempt to get in touch with me for years. In fact, you never did. When you say good-bye, you mean it.

Jake waited, knowing he wasnt going to get rid of her easily. What he was afraid of was that he wouldnt get rid of her at all. U.S. government intelligence typesno matter what part of the alphabet soup of agencies they might work fordidnt bother honest citizens unless the professionals were up to their lips in shit and the devil was coming by in a speedboat.

I could appeal to your patriotism, Ellen said.

He smiled.

Mother, she muttered. Reformed idealists are the worst. Once the fairy dust gets out of their eyes, they dont want to play anymore.

Weve had this conversation before.

She tapped a manicured nail against her little leather purse and looked at the unfenced woods beyond Jakes truck. A bald eagle soared overhead, its pure white head turning as it looked for prey. Though the birds shadow whipped over her face, Ellen didnt look up.

All right, she said, deciding. You want to find Kyle Donovan. So do we. We can help each other.

Jakes impassive expression didnt change. He had been expecting something like this since he had seen Ellen get out of her car.

Why? he asked.

Why what?

Why are you after Kyle?

You know why. He stole a million bucks in amber.

Jake knew the amber was worth only half that. But if thats what the Donovan family was claiming on the insurance, no one would listen to him anyway. The Donovans had wealth and friends in high placessame thing, really.

So Kyle stole some amber, Jake said. So what? People steal ten times a million bucks and our dear Uncle doesnt break a sweat unless taxes arent paid.

Kyle stole this money from a foreign country.

Youre kidding, right?

Wrong.

Get real. This is me youre talking to, not some freshman politician hoping to get in your pants. Youll have to come up with a better reason for chasing Kyle. A lot better.

Ellen considered her remaining options. Option, really. The truth. The only question was how little she could get by withand how to shade it to the best advantage. But not too shady. Jake could be an abrupt bastard.

Kyle was involved with Lithuanian separatists, she said. Were afraid he took the amber to them to finance some grassroots terrorism.

Jake hoped she was wrong, but he doubted it. Even so, it still didnt explain why Uncle Sam cared.

Still not good enough, he said. When it comes to geopolitics, Lithuania is very small beer. So wheres the damage to Uncle?

She didnt want to answer but she knew she was going to. I told them you would get to the bottom line.

Jake waited.

Kyles driver added something to the shipment before he was killed, Ellen said.

What was it?

No answer.

Dont know or wont tell?

Same difference. No answer.

Jake tried another direction. I dont buy it. Kyle wasnt stupid enough to get involved with nukes.

If it was nukes, we wouldnt be asking for anyones help. Wed be demanding it.

He didnt disagree. So its more than raw amber and less than nukes, but still enough to bring Uncle running. Must be damned valuable. I dont think Kyle is that stupid.

Idealism, fairy dust, and a piece of ass, Ellen said succinctly. Makes em stupid every time.

Are you talking about Marju? Jake asked.

Ellen nodded. Shes the granddaughter of a hard case left over from World War Two. He fought the Germans. He fought the Russians. He fought the Soviets. He fought his own countrymen when they wanted peace.

Jake bit back some searing words of disgust. He knew full well how a woman could lower a mans IQ. I told Kyle that Marju was more trouble than she was worth, but no, he was in love. He was going to be her bold knight in bright armor.

I dont know
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