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He took a mouthful of beer. “I'd like a swim myself but…”

“But it wouldn't do to rub shoulders with the workers?”

“Are you accusing me of being a snob?” His arctic tones could have frozen water.

“Aren't you?” She wondered why she wanted to provoke him, knowing how hot-tempered he could be.

He hesitated for a moment. “No, I don't think I'm a snob. In fact,” his lips twisted into a sneer, “I enjoy rubbing shoulders with my workers. Some more than others, of course.”

Before she realized his intention, he drew her into a darkened corner of the garden. They were shielded from the others by a rose-covered trellis. His mouth came down on hers, hard and angry. It was a punishing kiss, and he crushed her so tightly against him she feared she might suffocate. But—what bliss!

