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Caitlin's marriage wasn't a story-book affair, that was all the same she
was shattered when her husband died. She threwlhleesrt and soul
into building up Justin's business, determineditther the projects she
had always held dear; then disaster struck.

In Paris, the city that had once been the focwldfer dreams, she met
Luke again. And Luke, who had once loved her arahlimetrayed, was
now her enemy . ..



CHAPTER ONE

IT was that most perfect time of day, the momenémvtwilight becomes
night, and the sky over Paris was bathed in vitig@aks of sapphire
against a pale wash of blue. Along the elegant AgeGeorge V, the
streetlights winked on like fireflies, adding atwring touch of brightness
to the early spring evening. The broad avenue vilad with pedestrians
and cars, all hurrying homeward while the city shed daytime garb for
the more tantalising cloak of evening. There wasakwvays, an air of
excitement in the streets, a sense of romance a&xpacted encounters,
but the young woman bent over a stack of compuietquts in a small
conference room inside the Hotel George V was urawhit. In fact, it
was only when her secretary sighed wearily, gofram her chair and
switched on the lights that Caitlin Thomas notidkdt the handsome
room had begun to grow dark. She looked up, her &apale oval against
the rich chestnut of her hair, and smiled.

‘Thank you, Jean,” she said, tiredly flexing heowslders. ‘These figures
were getting hard to see. I'd begun to think | reekedjlasses.’” jean
Barrows clucked her tongue in amusement and grinned

‘What would you do without me, Caitlin? | take yadictation, organise
your office, and now | even solve your medical peofs. If | could only
convince you not to work so hard, I'd be satisfied.

Caitlin closed the folder and pushed it aside. ‘Borry, Jean, the time
kind of slipped away from me. You must be exhausted

‘I'm all right, Caitlin. You're the one who shoulge in a state of collapse
by now. You must have those figures memorised; e/é&gen over them
at least four times since we got here yesterday'tBou think it's time
you took a break?’

‘l just want to check one last thing,” Caitlin samaching for her half-
filled coffee cup. ‘If those profit margins are iaflated as they appear to



be ... She paused and sipped at the murky liquigh, this is awful. It
tastes like mud.’

"Coffee usually tastes like that when it's coldérhsecretary said
pointedly. ‘That stuff's been sitting there sinced¢h, for heaven’s sake.
I'll order a fresh pot.’

Caitlin shook her head and grimaced as she gulpeah dhe remaining
coffee. ‘No, don’t bother. I'll have some sent tg rsuite later when |
order dinner.’

'‘Don’t tell me you're going to eat in your room ag#&onight,” she said
slowly. ‘This is Paris, after all. You know, thetyciof light, the city for

lovers. Didn't you read any of those travel brogsur kept piling on your
desk before we left California? And what about tim&e man, the
Marquis of Whatsit, you know the one | mean, Cajtthe guy who came
to the office last winter. | gave you his messagkgn't I?’ she asked
worriedly. ‘I'm sure | did. He phoned yesterdaydaoday, too, asking
you to please call him. He said he wants to take tgodinner. | know |

gave you those memos,’ she added, rummaging thrasggck of papers.

Caitlin’s green eyes lit with amusement. ‘Of couysal did, Jean. | just
don’t have the time to see him. Don’t make a fagagomise, I'll phone
him next week, before we fly home, and make my @giek.' She smiled
wryly. ‘I know you won’t let me forget.'

‘Come on, Caitlin, why don’t you break down andag with the guy? |
bet he’'d take you on a tour of Paris you'd nevegéo.'

‘You're probably right. But there simply isn’'t anyme to spare. The
stockholders’ meeting is coming up in a few days] &m more and
more convinced that this merger with Evian et Fséie a bad idea.’
Caitlin sighed and tapped her Fingers on the sthckenputer printouts.
‘Somewhere in here are the facts | need to convineethers. If we can
just ferret themout . , .’



‘No matter what you dredge up, you're never gomg@éersuade your aunt
Emily and her son to vote against the merger. W&l the truth,” Jean

added defensively when her employer frowned. ‘Sqg whbt sit back,

relax, and just wait for your cousins’ proxy votes get here? Forget
you’re the head of Thomas Pharmaceuticals fotla iithile.” She walked

to the window and pulled aside the heavy curtdihsst look at that city

out there. Doesn’t it make you want to pretend y@yust a tourist, at
least for a day or two?’

A dark shadow seemed to dull Caitlin’s eyes andsshiged wistfully. ‘It
makes me want to pretend a lot of things,” she nouech She stared out
of the window for a moment and then shook her readl turned away.
‘But I'm not here to play games,’ she said briskifnd it certainly
wasn’t my idea to hold this meeting in Paris. Wale added in a lighter
tone, ‘that’s the price you pay when a companyaisify owned. The
others simply outvoted me, so here | am.’

‘And what good is it doing you? When | think of vihavould have given
to have had an all-expenses- paid trip to Pariswheas your age lunch
at Maxim’s, shopping at Le Printemps, dinner atTiaur d’Argent . . .

aren’t you just aching to do those things?’

Caitlin grinned and leaned back in her chair. ‘Watlleast one of us has
been reading those brochures. Actually, my lisa ibttle different. I'd
love to see some of the museums-the Louvre, cértamd then the
Tuileries Gardens, and the Eiffel Tower, and .Het smile faded and she
began leafing through the printouts. ‘I'll see hawich time | have left
after | finish with this.’

‘You'll make the time,” Jean said cheerfully. ‘I'flee to that.'
There was a companionable silence in the room éwersl minutes,
broken only by the rustle of paper and the scrafclean’s pen. Then, she

chuckled and smiled slyly at Caitlin.

‘I guess you didn’t completely ignore those tralvedchures, did you?’



‘Oh, | took a look at them. And even if | hadn’Caitlin added quietly,
gazing out of the window, ‘I'd know the names obsk places. | used to
dream about coming to Paris years ago. Sometinfek,ds if | knew the
city without ever having set foot in it. And thisaw the time of year |
wanted to be in France,” she added, her eyes finresteingly on the
street outside. ‘Warm days, cool nights-and theee @oppy fields in
bloom in the countryside right now. | saw a paigtof them once row
after row of bright crimson flowers. So beautiful .’ Caitlin’s voice
drifted off into silence and she smiled apologétyca

‘You see?’ she said briskly. ‘Not even | can reestBelle FranceHere |
am, starting to sound like an advertisement forttlist office, and I've
still got all this work to do.’

‘Well, that's a surprise,” Jean said slowly, watahiCaitlin’s face with
great care. ‘Was that a trip you planned with ybusband before he
died? Nobody dreams about Paris alone.”’

‘With Justin?’ Caitlin smiled and shook her heado, it was long ago,
before | married him, before . . .’

Abruptly, she rose from her chair, strode briskiytie window, and drew
the curtains. ‘We’ll never finish up at this ratslie said, turning back to
the desk and the papers strewn across it. Sheeglasicher watch and
then picked up one of the computer printouts. ‘OWnit’s late, but I'd
like to go through these figures one last timehlsd {you can make some
notes for me. Then tonight, I'll be able to chebk details myself. Can
you stay for another half-hour or so, jean? If yave other plans, | can
always dictate what | need to the tape recorder.’

‘I wish | did have other plans,” Jean said wistfulh look of regret on her
plain face. ‘I can stay, of course. I'd planned taking my trusty
guidebook and going for a walk along the Champsd&gdg-maybe stop
for dinner at one of those cute little cafés. Big still early. They say
Paris doesn’t really get going until late, althoughaven’t figured out



what that means in my case.” Caitlin smiled andnJganned at her.
‘Okay, which figures are we going over this timeReTones from last
year?’

Caitlin nodded and began to make pencilled notation the printout.
‘Yes, those are the ones that seem most inflatesl. take down these
numbers and some ideas that | have about them.’

The two women worked quietly for the next twentynoies, oblivious to
the noise of traffic drifting in from the streetcathe muffled sounds of
other hotel guests in the corridor. Finally, Caittighed and tossed aside
her pencil.

‘Well, that does it for tonight,’ she said, clositing folder in front of her.
‘Thanks for staying so late, jean. | know you miastaching to get out of
here and have dinner, but | need all the ammunlticem muster for that
meeting!

‘My money’s on you, Caitlin,’ her secretary answkreathering the
papers together neatly and placing them in a leatage. ‘I'm not very
good at all this, but even | can see that somethingong with these
profit and loss statements’

Caitlin got to her feet and took her grey wool gadgket from the back of
the chair. ‘Yes, but you aren’t Emily Thomas,” d&d, smoothing down
her raw silk blouse before slipping her arms irfte facket. ‘All Aunt
Emily can see is how much money she might makhisf merger goes
through. It won’t really matter to her that Evian't all it claims. And |
know better than to mention that they make someheir money by
limiting the production of their newer drugs. Thastl time | said
something like that,” she added, laughing at thenorg, ‘Emily all but
accused me of being a bleeding-heart lunatic. ¥t tounts is how much
she gets in her dividend cheque.’



‘She can’t complain about that. You've got to adth# company’s been
turning a nice profit for the four years you've heminning it. Besides,
these people are family. They'll listen to you.’

Caitlin gathered some papers together and stulfilech into her briefcase.
‘They're Justin’s relatives, not mine. Even beféreecame director, or
married Justin, Emily seemed uncomfortable having present at
meetings.’

‘You owned-what was it-five percent of the stocknhin your own right,
didn’t you?’

Caitlin smiled, nodding in agreement. ‘Emily negard anything, but she
resented that. Justin’s father always felt that dad gave Thomas
Pharmaceuticals its first step up. If he hadn’'cov@red one of the first
synthetic steroid compounds, the company wouldaitehsurvived its
first couple of years. He left my father those slsan his will, and when
my dad passed on, the stock became mine.’

‘Then nobody, including Emily Thomas, had a rightbject,” Jean said.

‘I'm afraid she didn’t see it quite that way. Yoees my dad never voted
his stock, or attended meetings. But when | inbdrit, | was already
working at Thomas, and | was really interestechem¢ompany. | wanted .
.. Caitlin’s voice trailed off in mid-sentence é&she seemed to gather
herself together. ‘Anyway, that's past history,estaid, almost brusquely.
‘All that matters is getting through the meetingcinereek. And | don’t
want to make any mistakes, Jean. Sometimes, | thmky and one or
two of the others have been waiting for me to ¢ fhat.'

‘You haven't yet,’ Jean said with an impish grirYes, but this is
different. This merger would be kind of glamoroager all. International
connections, French branch offices . . .” Caittioked up and smiled. ‘All
this talk of making a chateau outside Paris inteusopean headquarters
is pretty high-powered stuff.” “You know,” Jean dachoosing her words
carefully, ‘you could just let the merger go thrbugnd avoid the fight.



Those people at Clarke Labs still want you as threcBig job, big
company, more money, stock options . . .’

Caitlin shook her head and closed her briefcasgavie them my answer
last week,” she said firmly. ‘I'm not the least hitterested in that
position. I'd have to sell my shares in Thomas, &mdnot about to let

Emily or anyone else ruin it.’

‘But. ..

‘No “buts”,” Caitlin said quickly. ‘And no more thlabout work. just
listen to me, prattling on about my problems, aedehyou are, starved,
overworked, exhausted . . . Jean started to dbuckiow about
underpaid? Well, | thought, as long as you werérfgeyuilty, I'd give it
my best shot.” She walked to the door and thenetlitio face Caitlin. ‘I
know it's useless to ask you to call that Frenchiatier all, you hardly
ever go out with anybody back home, so why shoudadect miracles
here-but, well, if you want company, you're morarihwelcome to tag
along with me this evening. | know that Paris isdmé#or lovers, not lady
tourists, but you, me, and my Michelin guidebookégot to be better
than another evening spent cuddled up with roomicerand yards of
computer printouts’

‘I can’t thank you enough for inviting me, but latly have work to do-
you know that. You just go on and have a nice ewgnand then
tomorrow, you can tell me about everything | missed

‘You're going to hate yourself for turning down aatd with that

Frenchman,” Jean grumbled good- naturedly as skaeapthe door. ‘A
marquis, for goodness sakes,’ she added, makiagea fHow come these
things never happen to me?’

Caitlin laughed at her secretary. ‘See you in thermmg,” she said
cheerfully.



Once the door had closed, her smile faded andlahged back wearily
into the chair by the desk, sighed and closed hes.eShe was almost as
much a puzzle to her secretary as she was to p#te¥ghought. Jean had
come to work at Thomas Pharmaceuticals shortly &ftetlin became its
director, but the flurry of whispered speculatiordaumour that followed
her swift, unexpected marriage to Justin Thomasnwmtadompletely died
down. It hung in the air like tiny, almost invisgbeddies of dust, always
present but only occasionally seen. ‘How could kBaee married him?’
people had murmured. ‘Wasn’t she engaged to hishérpo Luke?’
Once, working late in her office, Caitlin had oveand part of a
conversation between two of the night-cleaning crew

‘This new boss of ours must be some cold broadyudf male voice had
said. ‘She finds out that her boyfriend got killéd some jungle
somewhere, so she just turns around and marrieguyie brother. And
then, when Mr Thomas dropped dead, too, she de&réh miss a beat.
just moved into his office, cool as you please, &k over his job.’

‘Yeah, well, that's what they call moving up therporate ladder,
George,” a second voice had chuckled. ‘The lady lexdeye on the top
spot all along, | guess. Hell of a way to go abguhough.’ ‘If you were

a good-looking broad, you'd do the same thing. Whathell, if you can
hook the first brother, why not do the same tostbeond?’

The men had begun to laugh lewdly, and Caitlin hadated until their
voices drifted away before hurrying from her officgto the empty
corridor. In the following months, she'd steadfasttefused to
acknowledge the conversations that stopped whemyaheithin earshot
and the faces that turned away from her as sheagped. Gradually, as
time passed, scepticism had given way to respedhomas
Pharmaceuticals had thrived, and her associatesttadnshe was a
capable, resourceful businesswoman, although sbee kiney saw her as
something of an enigma: a woman who was honesfantb work for,
efficient and capable in her field, but one whonseeé to have no
existence outside the red- brick walls of the conypdt was only Jean
who had begun to suspect that Catlin’s dedicatmicdrporate success



was a disguise; now, uncharacteristically, shetdHe past slip into the
present, talking about those long ago, almost fitegadreams of Paris ...
Caitlin sat up straighter and shook her head irepdii. At least, she
assured herself, she hadn’t mentioned Luke’s name.

She stood and walked slowly to the window. Almasiuctantly, she
pulled back the curtains and looked outside. Da&nmovered the city
like a velvet caress. There seemed to be lightsirslering everywhere,
illuminating the buildings, the streets, the streawh cars passing below.
Caitlin’s eyes lifted and searched the skylinejlthe looming figure of
the Eiffel Tower, its delicate skeleton lit like @mrow soaring into the
black sky, filled her vision. She thought of theméis she and Luke had
talked of climbing to the top of the tower.

‘I don’t think they let you,” she’d said solemnlyWe’ll manage
something,” he’d teased. ‘Remember, running upetsdsps will put us in
shape for the Louvre.'

And she had laughed and nodded her head. ‘I kndwow. We have to
do it in record time. Seven minutes from the deothe Winged Victory .

‘Six,” he'd said quickly, tweaking her nose. ‘Upetisteps, to the Winged
Victory, and around the Venus de Milo. We’'ll weanning shoes and fly
past all the other tourists.’

Caitlin shuddered and bowed her head, resting dnaty the chilled
window pane. After four years, she could still he&r voice, still see his
slightly crooked grin, almost feel his arm aroursd. h

‘Well make love in a field of poppies, Cat,’ he’domised in a husky
whisper, holding her tightly in his arms.

Somehow, nothing seemed as real as those memooieber success as
director of the firm Luke and his brother had coléd, not even the
terrible six months of her marriage to Justin. Regalas the past, the love



she and Luke had shared, the plans they'd madéhterge. . Caitlin drew
in her breath. Reality, she reminded herself witretprecision, was that
Luke was dead. He had been taken from her for€s, the corporation
he'd loved and the ideals he’d died for remained] ahe would go on
doing whatever must be done to keep his dream.deeisively, she
straightened her skirt, smoothed down her jacketl #icked off the

lights as she left the conference room.

Her suite was on a higher floor, and her glanakdied over the faces of
couples waiting for the elevator. jean was righie shought unhappily.
This was, indeed, a city for lovers. She looked yafvam their smiling
faces, trying to ignore their whispered conversatiand aura of pleased
discovery. Briskly, she strode down the corridar loom key dangling
in her hand. The sitting room of the small suitesvegegant, charmingly
decorated with fine antiques, but tonight theyef@ito interest her. She
walked to the window and pulled the curtains tockl@ut the blazing
view of the city that wrenched at her heart.

‘Get to work, Caitlin,” she whispered to hersellVhat's the matter with
you tonight?’

She dropped her briefcase on a table and hurrtediie bedroom. In the
dark, she pulled off her clothing, dropping it, evitncharacteristic lack of
care, on the bed. She reached into the cupboardesrdhed for her robe.
Finally, with a hiss of irritation, she switched thre bedside lamp. Caitlin
stumbled backwards in disbelief. There, artfullyaaged in a porcelain
bowl, was a profusion of red poppies, their brigblour like a splash of
blood against the white of the porcelain.

‘Jean!’ she said aloud, reaching for the phone. Hmolish she’d been to
mention the poppies to her secretary, she thoaghthe dialled the front
desk. Jean had meant well, but ... A carefully rautoice murmured,
‘Bon soir’



‘Bon soir’ Caitlin said, trying to keep the edge of annayashe felt out
of her voice. Yoici Caitlin Thomaset je voudrais. . . Do you speak
English?' she asked, somewhat impatiently.

‘Yes, of course,’ the impersonal voice answeredilyesWhat is it you
wish, Madame?"

‘There are some flowers in my suite--some poppias. like them
removed at once, please.’

‘I know nothing of flowers in your suite, Madam#he voice countered
immediately. ‘If they are an annoyance to you, géeput them outside
the door, and | assure you, they will be removed.’

‘I don't want them outside my door,” Caitlin saidemly. ‘I don’t want
them anywhere near me, do you understand? Sheatoelep breath and
turned away from the poppies. ‘Monsieur,” she sambre calmly and
politely, ‘I ... I'm allergic to flowers. It's veryimportant that these be
taken away at once. Will you please see to it?’

There was the briefest of pauses. ‘But of coursaddme,” the voice
purred, its tone suggesting that this was yet aro#iacentric American
tourist to be dealt with. ‘The porter will be thextonce.’

‘Thank you ...merci beacoup Caitlin hung up the phone, carefully
avoiding any contact with the flowers. Again, steaahed into the
cupboard, flipping past the dresses and suits hgngithin it until she
found her old flannel robe, Grateful for the fegliof comfort it gave her,
she snuggled into it, tying the belt around herowrwaist just as she
heard a discreet knock at the door. Quickly, stechred up the poppies
and hurried into the sitting room.

‘Thank you for coming so quickly,” she said, flingi open the door and
thrusting the bowl out in front of her. Jean’s blelered face looked back
at her.



‘Jean?’ Caitlin said in surprise. ‘I, uh, | dideXxpect . . . umm, thank you
for the poppies, but | prefer _ . . I'm allergiqpwy see, and . . .” Her
stammered words broke off and she blushed. ‘It weag kind of you, I'm
sure, but. . .’

Jean grasped the porcelain bowl with both hands gané Caitlin a
guestioning look. ‘All offerings are gladly accegteshe said lightly. ‘But
| didn’t send them. And it's news for me that yauallergic, Caitlin. I'll

have to stop putting those chrysanthemums in ydiiceoback home,
huh?’ Her eyes glinted mischievously.

Caitlin’s blush deepened. ‘I'm only allergic to tan kinds,” she said
quickly. ‘And if you didn’t send these, who did?’

‘Search me, Maybe they're a gift from the managdmen from the
Marquis. Anyway, I'll be glad to get rid of themrfgou. | know the
perfect spot in my room for them.”’

‘Yes, well, enjoy them,” Caitlin said slowly. ‘| @ss they must be from
the Marquis, although | can’t imagine why he’'d ckegoppies.’ She
shook her head and forced herself to smile. ‘Walhé added briskly,
‘what are you doing here? | thought you were oféxplore Paris?'

Jean sighed with frustration. ‘Would you believe iaining out there? |
figured I'd let you know | was back, just in caseuyneeded me for
anything.'

‘Thanks, but | can handle the rest of the work gnawn. I'm sorry your
plans fizzled out.’

Her secretary chuckled. ‘Drizzled out is more likel guess I'll turn on
my television and brush up on my French. Anywayoifl need me, just
call.’



‘Oh, one thing-would you mind finding the hall pertfor me? He’s
supposed to come by and pick up these flowers.téligtim | won't be
needing him, okay?"

‘Will do, Caitlin. Good night-and don’t forget taesomething.’

‘I won't, | promise. I'm going to call room serviagght now,” she added
when Jean raised a disbelieving eyebrow.

Caitlin closed the door and leaned back againsghe’d have to phone
the Marquis tomorrow and thank him, she suppodéthuwegh she’d have
to find a nice way to tell him that poppies were thst flowers she ever
wanted to see or touch again. Stifling a yawn, staeted back to the
bedroom when there was a knock at the door. Theepahe thought,
retracing her steps. Jean must have missed him.

She drew the robe more tightly around her and apehe door. ‘I'm
sorry to have bothered you,” she began, and thenvtrds caught in her
throat, as if a hand had closed around her neckchaokied off all sound
and breath. She felt the blood draining from heefaheard the sudden,
frightening thump of her heart as her eyes foughfotus on the figure
standing in the doorway, even heard, as from at gtisgance, the faint
sound of her own voice, somewhere between a modmatry, as her
mind tried to accept what she saw before her.

‘My God,” she gasped hoarsely, as the corridor dnedfigure began to
merge into a swirling mass of confused image amducp'my God, Luke
... Luke ...’

The man in the doorway smiled sardonically. ‘Hell@t,” he said, almost
casually, leaning one hand against the door fraBiad to see me?’

‘You can't be ...’ she said, the words a strangldsper, as her hands
reached out to touch him. ‘You're... | thoughteyt said you were dead,’
she gasped, as the room began to swim away from her



‘You shouldn’t have been so quick to believe th€rat,” he said, closing
the door behind him. ‘I told I'd come back, remen?&ren’t you going
to kiss hello?’

The last thing she remembered was the sound afidrids, echoing over
and over through the empty vortex her mind had fmecas she slipped
to floor at his feet.



CHAPTER TWO

CAITLIN felt herself lifted in strong arms, helchia remembered
embrace that was familiar yet somehow strangelyemsgnal. She was
struggling back to the light, fighting out of theeg haze that had claimed
her, when she was dropped, unceremoniously, ortdheh. Gradually,

the sensation of spinning in a formless void leederand her eyes
fluttered open, focusing again on that face she&den forgotten. ‘Luke?

Is it really you?’ she murmured haltingly. He wasated opposite her,
legs crossed, an expression somewhere between meniseand

annoyance on his handsome face. He nodded hisameblganed back in
the chair.

‘Nobody else,’” he agreed. ‘I figured you'd be suispd to see me.’

She sat up on the low-slung couch and stared at orprised?’ she
repeated slowly, her eyes widening in disbeliém!Il. . I'm astounded . .
d...I'm...there’s no way to tell you . .She ran her tongue over her
lips, her eyes drinking in the sight of his leamrted face, his hazel eyes,
his mouth. ‘The poppies,’ she whispered in a vthe¢ barely seemed her
own, they were from you, weren't they?’ He nodd#w strange half-
smile on his face. Suddenly, the full realisatidrwihat was happening
flooded over her, and she sprang from the couch lamted herself
against him, wrapping her arms tightly around hasky burying her face
against his chest. ‘My love, my love,’ she criedtlgpall her senses filled
with the wonder of this moment, 'you're here. allyehere. . .you’re alive

He drew in his breath and his hand touched her. Ad&ien, his body
stiffened and his hand dropped to his side.

‘Very much so, Cat,” he said in the cool, imperddoaes of a stranger.
‘What was it Mark Twain said? “Rumours of my dehtive been greatly
exaggerated”, wasn't it? Well, that about sumsit u



She waited for his arms to enfold her, for himitibHer from her knees as
she knelt before him and raise her face to his.Hgutvas immobile, his
muscles tense and unyielding beneath her handsfiralty she drew

back, her hands trailing across his chest as #lefrém his neck.

‘What is it, darling?’ she asked softly, her eyed on his. ‘Are you ill?’

He pushed back his chair and walked to the windbm. fine,” he said
evenly. ‘I'm alive and well.’

Slowly, never taking her eyes from him, she rosen¢o feet. ‘It's a
miracle,” she whispered. ‘They said you'd beenekitithat guerrillas
shelled the truck you were travelling in--that therere four of you inside
it, and all of you were . . . were . . .|

‘You've got all the details right,” he said, leagitback against the wall.
‘Except for one, Cat. | didn't die.’

‘Thank God for that,’ she said softly. ‘But | dontinderstand what
happened. It's been so long-almost four years _ ..

‘Three years and eight months in beautiful CerArakrica,” he said with
heavy sarcasm. ‘I can even tell you how many ddygou like. The
minutes and seconds are a little more difficultcofirse, but with a little
effort, | can figure that out, too.’

It took a few seconds for his words to make seadeet. All the while he
was speaking, her eyes kept sweeping over himkidgnn the sight of
him, as she struggled to accept that this man wbadsbefore her was
real, not some long-dreamed-of apparition conjuredh the depths of
her own loneliness. Finally, she moistened her &pd moved slowly
towards him.

‘You mean you were captured? she whispered incoedly. ‘You've
been a prisoner all this time?’



His lips drew back from his teeth in a terrible quy of a smile. ‘Yes,
that's exactly what | mean. Quite a surprise, igf’t

‘A surprise? she repeated, her voice tremblings thonderful . . . it's . .
. She reached out to touch him and he moved aveay her.

‘Don’t you want to hear the whole story, Caitlin®ék all, it's not every
day a dead man turns up on your doorstep!

A sharp, stabbing pain knifed through her. Whatadfel things had
happened to him, she wondered, staring at the $sheeknew so well,
noticing the terrible weariness in his eyes and ftireows beside his
mouth. And why was he talking to her in this coflistant way? She
longed to hold him and comfort him, but he had putistance between
them that she was afraid to cross. Stories aboetn®im raced through
her mind, along with accounts she’'d read of thechslpgical trauma
suffered by hostages and captives, and she foreeglhto remain calm,
to hold back the emotions raging through her.

‘Of course | want to hear it, Luke. But ..."” Sheoke off in mid-sentence
as he turned towards the light and she saw a najemged line high
across one cheek, running up into his eyebrow. &ithuffled cry, she
leaned forward and touched the scar with her fimgefYou've been

hurt,” she cried. ‘Oh, Luke . . .

He flinched as if her light touch had scalded him.

‘I's nothing, Cat. Just a souvenir of my trip, yooight say. Not as
pleasant as a roll of film--or a postcard, but'ghatl it is.’

She shook her head and again her hand lifted t®nasdface. ‘But how
did it happen?

‘Don’t worry about it,” he said sharply. He moveday before she could
touch him and sat in the chair again. ‘Why don’tiyost let me tell about



beautiful, exotic Central America, Cat? I'll bet wonever heard a
travelogue quite like this one.’

She sat down opposite him and waited. He reachedhis pocket and
pulled out a pack of cigarettes and she wondeteetirigly, when he had
started to smoke, His hand trembled slightly aditheép and she bit her
lip, remembering how strong and steady those haadsbeen when he
worked with the delicate equipment in his laborgtdnow sure and
assertive their touch when he’d caressed her.

‘I want to hear everything,” she said softly. ‘Budt now. It's enough that
you'’re here.’

‘We do have to talk about it,” he said quickly, sogy the cigarette pack
aside. ‘I've been waiting for this chance for days.

‘Then tell me,” she murmured.

‘Remember | said | might have to end up draggings¢hdrugs up a
mountainside on a donkey if they were ever goingeibbwhere they were
really needed? Well, | was damned close to beigigt.rit took me about
half a day to figure out that none of the priorpshents had reached the
people who needed them because the governmentsvesrraipt as the
guerrillas said it was.” He paused and took a desgath, his eyes
following the trail of white smoke from the cigaeetas if there were
images trapped in it that only he could see. ‘Salked to some people,
checked around a little, and | hooked up with thotleer guys who
wanted to get out of the city and up into the Hills

He grinned wolfishly and stubbed out his cigaréifeah, those were my
buddies. A guy from some peace group, a medicadiomary, and a hot-
shot reporter from some little paper nobody evesgrd of. We crammed
ourselves into this old truck full of food and made and set out to save
the world.” He laughed bitterly and leaned backthe chair. ‘Only, it
didn’t quite work out that way.'



That would be just like him, she thought, putting deals and hopes
before any concern for himself. That was the Luke knew and loved,
the Luke who would have wrapped her in his armsst#wnd she opened
the door. She forced back a tremor of apprehersnmhconcentrated on
his words.

‘We were so careful, we thought, so cautious. Vitetle city at night. By
daybreak, we were in the mountains.’

‘But if you were careful . . . Where were you gdinghere was fighting
in the mountains; all the newspapers said so . . .’

He got to his feet and stalked across the roomgu from UNESCO

told us there was a village up there. just womed &ils, he said,

starving, dying, cut off from everything? He swusrgund and faced her
again. ‘We were almost there. At least, that's whatthought. It was just
about noon; | remember that the sun was like aeat ball, high

overhead, and one of the guys, the reporter, kihad just said he’'d
give anything for the sight of a hamburger stamdl &we were laughing at
that, when . . . when they opened fire on us.’

Caitlin leaned forward, her hands tightly clasped her lap. ‘The
guerrillas?'

‘How the hell should | know?’ he growled. ‘Maybe . probably. There
were so many factions you needed a computer to kaek of them all.
Whoever they were, they hit us with everything thag. The next thing |
knew, the truck was on its side in a gully and thegre all dead. The
three guys with me-wiped out, gone. | was the amg left, and there
wasn't a scratch on me.’

She let out her breath in a long sigh. ‘Thank Geti¢ whispered. ‘I'm
sorry for the others, but at least you . . . Benthow . _ . they said they'd
... they'd identified your remains, Luke. Theydstnere’'d been a tire but
the government sent us your watch, your ring . . .’



‘You underestimate me, Cat,” he said curtly. ‘Rerbembefore | left, we
talked about some guy who'd been kidnapped in Bigsiar and held for
ransom? | figured that’'s what they’d do with me. |Stumped my watch
and ring on what was left of the guy from the pegoeup,” he said, a
shudder passing through him, ‘and | took his ideratiion. I'd made it to

the other side of the gully when the truck exploded became an
inferno. Nothing was left. Luke Thomas just ceasedxist, That's when
they captured me.’

The rush of words stopped and silence held theits iwebbed embrace.
Finally, Caitlin stood up and walked to his side.

‘But what happened? That was four years ago . . .’

‘Three years and eight months, Cat,” he said swifffor a long time,
they argued about what to do with me, trying tafegout a way to get
some money for me, | suppose. But the guy whoserpdja taken was a
peace groupie; nobody had ever heard of him anddylwoked for him.
After a while, | guess | just started to blend inke background. Oh,
they'd trot me out to score points when they wanted impress
somebody, but they got a little sloppy guarding tmenty-four hours a
day, so a couple of weeks ago, | decided to takechances. | slipped
away one night and here | am.’

‘And you've come home,” Caitlin whispered. His ldugut through the
room like the sound of shattering glass, and sheetb herself to smile
tremulously. ‘Well, 1 know this isn’t home, but leant . . . you've come
back to me, Luke. | used to pray it might happéat tyour death had
been a bad dream . . .’

He laughed again and tears welled in her eyeseaugty sound of it.

"That's good, Cat, really good. What a picturedhjres up: you, sitting
by the fireside back home, crying for your lost dpvhoping for his

return.” Suddenly, he stepped closer to her andhaigl clamped around
her wrist. ‘But that’'s not quite the way it was,tCan’t that right?’



‘That's just the way it was,” she said quickly, wing at the pressure on
her wrist. ‘For days, for weeks, | couldn’t bringyself to believe that
you'd died.” The tears she’d been fighting spilleEdm her eyes and
coursed down her cheeks as all her self- controishaed. ‘And now

you're here--you're alive --and | don’t understanbat’s going on,” she

sobbed. ‘What’s wrong? Why are you so ... so angdthi® should be the
most wonderful moment in our lives.’

‘Cut it out, Caitlin,” he growled. ‘I told you whdtve been doing for the
past four years; now | want to hear your storyitistg with the week after
you got the news of my death.’

His fingers bit into her wrist one last time ancekrthhe flung her hand
aside.

‘Oh, God,” she whispered, her face whitening assstve the truth of what
he believed reflected in his eyes. You know abastid . . .’

‘I's so much easier when the dead stay buried{ isnCat?’ His words
were barely audible, a serpentine hiss filled witlice. ‘When there’s no
one to answer to, or to spoil all your carefullydealans.'

‘Luke, please,” she said desperately, ‘you mugeitiso me. You don’t
understand ...’

‘Oh, but I do, sweet sister-in-law. I've had allettast week to get it
figured out.” His mouth twisted in a bitter smiledahis eyes darkened. ‘It
took me days to get down the damned mountain, tirouniles of wild

country and safely back to the city. When | findllyned up at the home
of the American Consul, | must have looked liker@ature from another
planet, but he knew me. He couldn’'t believe it; wuanted to know

everything-where I'd been, how I'd survived-but Blvanted to do was
talk to you and Justin.” His breathing quickened &rs voice dropped to
an icy whisper. ‘So | placed a call to San Joséheooffice, and | asked to
speak with Justin Thomas. | didn't ask for you, rd€aitlin,” he said,



warping those words with a cruel irony that madedieidder, ‘because |
was afraid hearing my voice would be too greatacklfior you.’

Caitlin closed her eyes, knowing what he would isaxt, imagining how
he must have staggered under the blow.

‘| asked to speak with Justin Thomas,” he whispenealving closer to her
as if to share some terrible secret, ‘and the temapt said | must mean
Mrs Thomas. | didn’t know what the hell she wagitad about, and | said
no, it was Mr Thomas | wanted, and she gave thiononfiortable little
laugh, said | was really out of touch with thinggat Justin had been dead
for three years.

‘Then she dropped the other shoe, Cat,” he contiraadtly, his eyes
burning into hers. ‘When | didn't say anything-cdolt say anything,
really- she asked if | was still on the line. Idlly managed to say that |
was, and | guess | asked for you then. That's hdauhd out you'd
become Mrs Justin Thomas, the executive director Téfomas
Pharmaceuticals. She kept asking me who | was| &ndlly managed to
say | was just an old friend, that my name wasnjpartant. | don’t even
remember hanging up the phone; all | recall isifigehs if something had
hit me in the gut.’

Silence enveloped them, broken only by the harsindof his breathing.
Frantically, Caitlin searched for a way to explaerything to him
without adding to his pain, until at last she t@oldleep breath and tried to
still the trembling of her body.

‘Luke,” she said carefully, choosing each word wgttecision, ‘I know
how you must feel. Let me explain . . .’

‘Don’t bother,” he said abruptly. ‘My attorney atrety did. The next call |
made was to him. Jack brought me up to date, Gatow all about the
charming funeral service you and Thomas Pharmamdsitarranged for
me, and all about your wedding to Justin a few dater.” Again, that



terrible smile lit his face. ‘Thank you for that.Wwas gracious of you to
have at least done things in that order.’

‘I know how it must look to you,’ she said quicklygaching out towards
him. ‘I know it looks bad ...’

‘Bad?’ he repeated incredulously, his voice risirig. looks tawdry.
That's a better word, don’t you think? It looks apelt looks grasping. It
looks precisely like what it is.’

Each word struck at her like a slap in the facal she felt the colour
rising to her cheeks, but she stood her groundoatttilinching as the
ugly accusations fell from his lips.

‘You know you don’t mean that, Luke,” she said diyie'l know you're
hurt and upset, but you know me better than tdtthiose things of me. If
you'd just listen to me, you'd understand.’

‘What don't | understand, Cat? That you saw yousnde and took it?
That you grieved about as long for me as you drdJicstin? That you
went from my distraught fiancée to my brother’'s evib head of the
corporation in, what was it, Cat, six months? Youstnbe proud of
yourself; that’s a lot of progress to have madegadrshort a time.’

Hesitantly, her hand touched his arm, as if bydind the physical gap
between them she might reach beyond this hollowteyeld-voiced
stranger and find the man she loved.

‘You're tired,” she murmured, ‘and under a lot dfess. Anyone would
be, coming back to all this after years of beinigl lpgisoner. | guess all of
this looks bad ... | guess it might appear badhers, but . . .’

Angrily, he shrugged away from her hand.



‘'ve been a prisoner in Central America, Cat, raot inmate in an
institution. Stop placating me and start dealingthe truth, or is that
impossible for you?’

‘All right,” she said quickly, determined not to tagonise him any
further, fighting to find a way to get through tarm ‘I know how it
looked. But | didn’t care what others thought, Luk@u're the only one
who can understand why | had to do what | did.’

‘What's that supposed to mean?’ he demanded. ‘“Yaurigd Justin,
didn’t you? You control the company, don’t you?’

"Yes, yes, but there was a reason tor what |Itidegan . . . it began
when we heard you were dead,” she said slowly, esn shuddering at
the sound of those words. ‘I wanted to die, tooeréhwas suddenly
nothing left to live for; my life had ended befotebegan. That truck
exploded and burned in my thoughts a thousand fiaed | died along
with you each time it happened.’

He crossed over to the couch and sat down onsiteygs sweeping over
her as she stood alone in the centre of the ro@mcleeks damp with
tears, her arms wrapped around herself as if foamtbg and he smiled
unpleasantly.

"That’s really touching. Let me be sure I've gasthtraight. You suffered
terribly when you heard | was dead, you wanted &gy tho, and then,
after the smoke cleared, after a couple of daysdue@ by, you looked
around and there was Justin.’

‘No,” she said sharply, raising her head and sgaainhim angrily. ‘That’s
not the way it was at all. You said you wantedttiéh, so listen to it.’

‘What | want to hear is how you got my brother tarny you, Cat. He
didn’t even like you, for God’s sake.’



‘You don’t know the first thing about how Justidtfabout me,” she said
stiffly.

He threw back his head and laughed. ‘Oh, how wrpmg are, sweet
sister-in-law. | know all too well he thought yoweren’t to be trusted, the
way you were always flirting with him behind my l&c

Caitlin drew in her breath and colour flamed in f&ce. ‘What?’ she
gasped. ‘That's a lie, Luke. | never looked at ihstr anybody else,
from the time | graduated from college and wentviwk at Thomas'’s.
You know that.’

He shrugged his shoulders and pulled a cigaratta the crumpled pack
that lay on the coffee table.

‘But it looks as if | was wrong. After all, you seckd him into a marriage
proposal, didn’t you?’

She moved across the room towards him, fists ckshciit her sides,
trying to control the anger rising within her remting herself that this
man-this stranger before her-was the man she’dllewel sacrificed for,
that he had been though a living hell the past fgears, that he was
probably still under greater stress than she conédjine. Carefully, as if
she were picking her way through fragments of bnokgass, she
collected her thoughts before she spoke.

‘He asked me to marry him,” she said slowly, ‘Antidd to, because of
the corporation ...’

‘At last,” Luke snapped. ‘The truth comes out. Yauanted the
corporation, and you finally got it. | was gonedajustin was your last
chance.’

‘Do you know what you're saying? she demanded. ‘Bou hear
yourself? | don’t care what you’ve been throughuYan't really believe
that.’



‘Justin knew the truth about you, Cat. He knew yaanted to do more
than putter around the office, supervising thef skafeping our books.’

She stared at him in disbelief. ‘That’s insanesaime! | loved my job.’

‘A woman like you,” he continued, his voice risimyer hers, ‘with a
degree in business administration, with job offieosn big corporations,
happy in a job like that? Wasting your time in aqa where you couldn’t
move up, go to the top, because Justin and | girbettl those spots. It
didn’t make sense. Justin tried to make me sdmiit) was just too blind
to face facts.’

‘What facts? she demanded angrily. ‘The only faaswhat | loved you,
that | believed in Thomas’s the way you did, thatals happy to be there,
working with you, ever since you gave me my fingtngner job.’

‘The truth, dear Caitlin, was that you thought yéather should have got
more than a five percent share for his work, and were determined to
get your hands on everything you thought was riglytfours.’

Her head snapped back as if he’d struck her. ‘Tlawselustin’s words,'
she said hoarsely, ‘not yours. Why would you evawehlistened to him?
After all we meant to each other, all our plans\le never doubted each
other, Luke,” she added desperately, her eyes aite pleading with him

to remember. ‘That last day we spent together,henbteach--have you
forgotten the things we promised, how we almodtow hard it was for

us to let go of each other.’

He fumbled the last cigarette from the pack andtliinhaling deeply
before he answered.

‘He warned me about that, too,” he finally saids ice cool and remote.
‘You really had me going, Cat. All that heavy bteay, those stolen
moments on the beach at Big Sur.” He smiled abthgh that spread over
her cheeks. ‘That innocent blush you still do sdl.w&nd all those



whispers, all those promises.’ The silence betwbem lengthened until
seconds seemed like hours. There seemed no wangsteeahim, no way
to choose between the anger and despair churnitmgnwier, and finally
Caitlin backed away from him.

‘I don’t know you,” she murmured. ‘You're not theam | loved. You're
someone else, someone cruel and hateful? Chokiclg tha rest of the
words that she might say, she turned away from Hiffease,” she said
quickly, ‘leave now, Luke. Leave before we havehirtg left. You need
some rest, or maybe you need a doctor ... | kedmg myself to
remember all you've been through, but there’s d@lim.’

‘You watch too many soap operas, Cat,’ he said lgvéFhese four years
were bad, but not as bad as you imagine. Oh, thirege pretty rough at
first, but then they began to ease off. And onceidleame on the scene .
. . He smiled slightly and shrugged. ‘Well, Mari@mlt hate this gringo
the way the others did.’

‘Maria?’ she repeated tonelessly. ‘Who was Maria?’

He got to his feet. ‘What's the difference? Letistjsay our relationship
was one of the reasons | managed to survive. ReHtips are strange
things, aren’t they, Cat?’ he added, walking towaher. ‘1 mean, just
look at how things were between Justin and me. Wagdeed a lot, but
we managed to keep a kind of peace between udb@cstuse we were
brothers. The one thing that almost finished us yeas’

Caitlin nodded her head. ‘I see,” she said eveiNgw you're going to
blame me for the trouble between the two of you.’

‘| said you were the thing thalmostfinished us. He kept on telling me
you were wrong for me, you see, making accusatians, | kept on
insisting he was wrong, that he didn’t really kngau.” He took a deep
breath and ran his hand through his hair. ‘God, athell of thing to find
out, after all these years, after he’s dead ane givat he was right.’



This can’t be happening, Caitlin thought suddefilyis must be a dream,
a nightmare. Any second now, my alarm clock will@gféand I'll wake
up in bed, clutching at the tangled sheets, safayirown apartment back
in San José ... But Luke’s voice was all too reghoing through the
elegant sitting room, reverberating through herdhamtil at last she
slapped her hands over her hears and shook heffriegadide to side.

‘Stop it,’ she demanded. ‘Don’t say any more, | jeg.’
‘Why? What does it matter now, Cat?’
‘You're killing everything, Luke. Everything.’

He moved towards her as silently and swiftly agment. “You killed it,
Caitlin,” he said roughly. ‘I should have listed doistin. He was right
about you from the start. Do you know what he chalgou? A
professional virgin! A woman scrambling for the tdpr sale to the
highest bidder, ready to cash in on her most véduabset. | guess it
didn’t matter to you which brother you snared, p@iong as you got one
of us. It just amazes me that Justin tumbled iotar yrap, but | suppose it
only proves you're really good at what you do. Youst be pleased with
yourself.’

Like a tautly strung bow under pressure it was nestesigned to
withstand, Caitlin’s rage snapped free of the easts she’d tried so hard
to maintain. There was nothing left within her the all-consuming need
to hurt him as he had hurt her, to wipe that csldely look from his face
and make him suffer. Her head sprang up so thatelges met his
squarely, and she stepped forward until no spanaireed between them.

‘Pleased with myself?’ she hissed. ‘You can’t inmeghow inadequate a
description that is. | had the good sense to méweyright brother, you
see.’ His face was an unchanging mask and she giungdly ahead,
searching blindly for the words that would pierdenrand draw blood.
‘But you’re wrong about one thing; it did matter tee which brother |
married. | wanted the stronger one, the dominaet and that's the one |



got.” Something in his eyes darkened, changed aobst and she
gathered herself for the final thrust. ‘And I'm dlawas a virgin. At least,
when | gave myself to someone, it was to a real, mae who knew what
he wanted and wasted no time in taking it. Justis twice the man you
ever were. Maybe we only had a few months togethet,they were
months I'll never forget.'

The room seemed filled with the sound of her raggeathing. She was
trembling from head to toe, shaken as much by bsperate, terrible lies
as by all he had said to her. She watched his fam@ng even now for

some reaction from him, some faint glimmer of thennshe’d known and

loved, but he said nothing. Finally, exhausted speht, she turned away
and started for the door, wanting nothing so mugtiocabe free of the

sight of him.

‘We have nothing more to say to each other, Lukd,d appreciate it if
youd just. ..

Suddenly, he grasped her by the shoulders and Ispuaround to face
him.

‘Not just yet,” he said softly, his voice weightedth malice. ‘Four years
ago, | thought my problem was going to be livingdcenough to escape
from that village. Now, my problem is you. You hawvbat's mine, Cat. |
came here tonight to warn you, although it's méantyou deserve. You
see, | know about next week’s meeting. That's why here, because |
have my own agenda to pursue.’

‘You have no shares to vote,” she said coldly. “Yaan't be there.’

‘I don’t have to attend a meeting to tell my famiynat a witch you really
are, Cat. By the time | get finished, they'll falVer themselves for the
chance to get rid of you. And then, after theysted you out of your
fancy job, I'll start legal action against you agdt back my stock in
Thomas’s, mine and Justin’s. | owe him that mutleast.’



Everything had come full circle, Caitlin thoughtleéy, The corporate
shares that had started all this, that had brodgém to this fateful
moment, were the only reason he had come to F#res.could end it all
now with a simple gesture . , .

‘If the stock is what you want,” she said calmlypu could have simply
asked me for it. Did that ever occur to you?"

Luke’s lips drew back from his teeth. ‘You musteake for a fool, Cat.
No, my dear Mrs Thomas, my sweet sister-in-law, ¢§joing to get what
belongs to me, and I'll be damned if I'll give ytloe chance to play any
more games with me.’

The last regrets for the lies she’d told him, fdratever he had endured,
vanished in a burst of anger that flushed her ¥ete crimson heat.

‘Then be damned, Luke Thomas, she cried as shachesl open the
door. ‘And you’d better dig in for a long, hard litg because that’s
precisely what it's going to be.’



CHAPTER THREE

CAITLIN sat huddled in the darkness of the nighiding in the
surrounding silence, trying to make herself onénlite sombre shadows
in her room. Her eyes felt swollen and gritty widars, and her cheeks
were damp from their passage. She glanced at ta#, namelled clock
on the bedside table; it was past two in the ma@rnhours since she'd
slammed the door after Luke, hours since she’drmgie any hope of
sleep. She rose and paced impatiently from one towdlie other, but the
suite seemed to hold her prisoner to her own thisiigls her mind played
and replayed the accusations Luke had hurled aatnthe damning lies
with which she’d responded.

Hurriedly, she took off her robe and scrambled efoair of slacks and a
sweater. Grabbing her raincoat, she fled, walkingcldy through the
empty hotel corridor, clattering down the backrstaWithin minutes, she
was standing on the broad Avenue George V, hearctlirmed up high
around her neck, her hands plunged deep into hekepsy barely noticing
the few late-night strollers who glanced at her died form with
curiosity.

She walked without direction or purpose, and whaalliy she saw the
Seine ahead of her, the lights along the river jgwelled beacons in the
mist, she hesitated only briefly before walking dotlie steps leading to
the promenade beside the water. It was too latehepBateaux-Mouches
to be running; the darkened shapes of the sigmgdmats were huddled
against the bank like a great herd of prehistoeiasits, gathered together
for the night. A pair of lovers embraced in the dinas; Caitlin hurried
past them, eyes downcast, trying to ignore the nmesidheir joined
silhouettes ignited. At last, her steps slowed, simel sighed wearily and
sat down on a bench facing the black water. Shehedtthe reflections
of the lights along the river as they danced ongéetle undulations of
the Seine, fighting against the despair and exi@ushat threatened to
overwhelm her, until, suddenly, she bowed her teadl hot tears filled
her eyes again.



‘Luke,” she whispered into the cool damp night,Keu . . Her cry faded,
unanswered, into the mist.

Life was nothing but a game of chance, she thouglgame determined
by the toss of the dice on some great, cosmic .talllere was no other
way to explain the cruel joke fate had played tbhig.uke had come
back, miraculously returned to her, and yet hisygolirpose was to
destroy her. Reality and fantasy had merged toteraanightmare. The
anger that had sheltered and protected her hofwsebwas gone, driven
back by a pain that was almost beyond endurancerii2el of his love,
she felt fragile and empty. Only her love for hiner belief in what they
had meant to each other, had nourished her fromdbend she’d learned
of his death.

‘What are you going to do, Caitlin?" Justin had deded the day after
the news had arrived. ‘Fade away and die, too, &kéeroine in a
Victorian tragedy? You're far too tough to do thatppe.’

She’d raised her head and looked at Justin in lig$beHe was your
brother, for God’s sake. Don’t you feel anything@wHcan you accept his
death so easily?’

A scowl had creased his dark face, so unlike Lukelsad almost been
impossible to recognise the two men as brothers.

‘Of course | feel something, Caitlin. Luke was mgupger brother; we
worked together every day since our parents di@th¢ scowl had
deepened and he had shrugged his shoulders. ‘éittleay had the good
sense to lose their lives in a plane crash whigy tivere on vacation,
instead of dying in some bug- infested jungle forgood reason.’

‘What a stupid, cruel thing to say,” she had blazegrily, the colour
rising to her pale face. ‘Death is never sensiblstin. Luke didn’t plan
to have this happen; he wanted that shipment ajsdta get through to
the people that needed them, and he was convirtcegbuld if he



delivered it himself.” Suddenly, her eyes filledthviears and she buried
her face in her hands, ‘I begged him not to gog¢ slad sobbed. ‘You
should have stopped him,” she had said angrilgirmgiher tear-streaked
face to his. ‘Why didn’t you?’

Justin had smiled coldly. ‘My dear brother was alsvauch an idealist,
Caitlin. He wouldn't have listened to me. My idehdn’t count for much
where Luke was concerned, did they?’

‘That isn’t true,” she had answered quickly. ‘jusbk at this place,” she
had added, gesturing at the office in which they‘Sau worked together
to build Thomas Pharmaceuticals into a respectatpaay.’

‘Which is precisely what it was when our fatherdjieJustin had said
flatly. ‘I wanted to expand into cosmetics anddtikes, but Luke ...’

‘I don’t want to argue with you, Justin. Not whem'we only just learned
that he’s ... he’s ... A sob had caught in Cailithroat and she had
bowed her head. ‘If only he'd let someone else nth&edelivery.'

Justin’s hollow laughter had reverberated throughioe office, ‘And let
someone else share in the glory?’ he had growteakisg his head. ‘Not
very likely, my dear. Baby brother was bound antedmrined to be a
hero. He was going to get that shipment througmecdiell or high
water.’

Caitlin’s eyes had darkened with anger, but hecerdiad remained low
and controlled. ‘He wasn't trying to be heroic. et wanted to do what
was right!

‘What was right?' he had repeated sarcasticallyirg} at her with a half-
smile on his face. ‘You always said that about LuMéen he insisted
profits were high enough on our regular productsveaould keep mark-
ups low on some of the new drugs we shipped abrgad said he was
doing the right thing. When he argued against drgpproduction levels
so we could claim a higher price for the vaccinedegeloped last year,



you backed him.” His mouth had twisted with anged &e had leaned
closer to her, until she could see nothing budhaik, brooding face. ‘And
you voted with your shares along with him, agamst. . .’

‘Justin . ..’

‘Against me,” he had said steadily, his words atig@and precise, ‘while
my dear brother charmed the rest of the family wdbing the same way.
Was that the “right thing”, Caitlin? Just tell mieat. | was the one in
charge of those decisions, not Luke. He was headeséarch and
development. Why did he interfere in things thatreveone of his
concern?’

‘Justin, please. This isn't the time . . .’

‘Damn it, Caitlin,” he had roared, slamming his datown on the desk,
‘this is exactly the time. Luke is dead. Dead, fdaiHe’s not here to get
in the way of business any more.’

Caitlin had stared at him as he swayed above hdil tis moment, his
angry ranting had seemed an outpouring of jeal@anslybitterness. Now,
a new note had crept into his voice, one thatdilker with wrenching
disgust.

‘You almost sound as if you're glad he’s...he’s dleashe had finally
whispered. ‘But not even you could be that heastles

‘I'm not heartless, Caitlin, merely realistic. Ittene we dealt in truth, not
ideals, and one of those truths is that my browas blind to what this
company is worth in dollars and cents. He wouldsven listen to me
when | wanted to sell out to Clarke Drugs a yeas. athat offer they
made us was worth millions, Caitlin. But at thec&tmwlders’ meeting,
between your fancy-spread sheets and Luke’s talKfarhily”, you
convinced the others to vote me down.’



‘That’s just the point, Justin,” Caitlin had saickavily, leaning her head
back and closing her eyes, ‘Thomas has always adamily business,
and Luke wanted to keep it that way, just as yatindr did. And all my
figures proved is that it's been making lots of mpnmore than enough,
for everybody.’

‘There’s no such thing as “enough” when it comesrioney, Caitlin.
Didn’t your degree in business administration tegmi that?’

She had shaken her head as if to clear it and batbder feet. ‘I can’t
believe we’re talking this way,” she had said skpwéaning on the desk
for support. ‘Luke is dead, and all you can thiriksomoney. What kind
of man are you?’

Justin’s smile had made a chill run up her spifiée‘kind who wants to
get on with life, Caitlin. If you want to wring younands over my brother
forever, I'm sorry for you. But I'm going to do whabelieve in for the

first time in years.’

She had drawn herself erect and stared at himgieen eyes like a cold
blaze of fire in her pale face. ‘What does that m®ahe had asked
carefully.

‘It means, my dear, that you'd better get our boakd papers up to date.
I’'m going to contact Clarke Drugs and tell them FFeady to sell as soon
as Luke’s will is probated.’

‘No,” she had said quickly, her fists clenching tgr sides, ‘you don’t
mean that.’

He had smiled almost pleasantly and nodded his.héadean every
word of it, Caitlin.” ‘But this company belonged your father--to you, to
Luke ...

‘And now it will belong to Clarke. You'll come owthead, Caitlin. Your
five percent will be worth . . .’



‘I know what it will be worth,” she had interruptehgrily. ‘But | don’t
want it. Luke believed in Thomas. He wanted the @amgo on forever,
its research to continue . . .’

‘What my brother wanted doesn’t cut any ice any eriohe had said
bluntly. ‘Anyway, wasn't it only a few months agbat you tried to
persuade him to find out if Clarke was still intsied? Don’t tell me his
death wiped all that good sense out of your lovelgd.’

Caitlin’s face had flushed with anger. ‘If you eadleopped on us,” she
had said evenly, ‘then you must also know thatly evanted Luke to be
free of you, of your greed. | wanted him to starieav company, one he
could run without you, but he was determined to enpkace with you
and to keep the company in the family, the wayatigsays been.’ She had
flinched at the harsh sound of his laughter.

‘| hate to shatter your illusions about the famityy dear, but they’ll want
to sell as badly as | do, now that Luke can’t chénem away from my
position any more. When they understand what kindaney is involved

‘You have all the money you could possibly wanhéshad said wildly,
her voice rising. ‘I keep track of all the accouhere, remember? You
have almost a six-figure income, Justin, countizgemses and stock
profits ..."

‘The sale to Clarke will make that look puny, Gaitl

She had stared at his smug face, her eyes wide disthelief. Like a

mouse scurrying for safety from the ominous shadba soaring hawk,
she had searched for the words that would pershedeo discard his

plan to disband the company that Luke had struggletbvelop, to End a
way to keep this one remaining remembrance of live.a



‘But they'll drop the vaccine research, or at leagsange it,’ she had said
at last. ‘You know it doesn’t always clear a prdfam year to year. And
they’ll never maintain our policy on holding dowriges on some of the
drugs we ship to underdeveloped nations. And tels’ had gone on in a
breathless rush, walking across the office and mgahier arms, ‘will just
become a profit-and-loss statement to some gigdateless corporation.
And for what, Justin? Luke earned the same monay did; it was
enough for him. It's enough for anybody, it's ...’

‘I's not enough for me,” he had said flatly, ‘atldat’'s the end of the
discussion.’

Caitlin had fought back the wild desire to fly agsahe room and strike
him, to wipe the confident, self- satisfied loo&rr his face.

‘I'll stop you, she had said. ‘I'll vote againstoy and I'll convince the
others. I'll tell them ...’

He had thrown back his head and laughed. ‘Tell tiv@mat, my dear?
That I'm just liable to make them fortunes overtfigfihat should really
upset them, Caitlin, especially Aunt Emily. Her @st combined with
mine and Luke’s, are all |1 need.’ His smile haddatened into a lupine
sneer. ‘And, in case you're counting on swayingriveith sentiment, I'm
sure they'll be all the more eager to sell wheerind them that it was
one of those “underdeveloped” nations that took d'sidife. | suspect
some of my family will be only too happy to clodietr appetite for profit
in moral indignation’ The smile had faded from fase and his eyes had
narrowed to pinpoints of light. ‘I want all our bkeready for inspection
by Clarke’s accountants next week, Caitlin. Do yoderstand?’

‘I understand, all right,” she had answered quickigr voice trembling
with rage and disgust. ‘You're despicable. | shob&ve told Luke the
truth about you long ago, the things you said alhomut behind his back,
how often you tried ... you tried to paw me.’



He had grinned and a shudder had run through Bat.you didn’t, did
you? | never did figure that out. | couldn’t qudecide whether you kept
quiet because you were afraid he wouldn't beliegg, yor because you
didn’t want to do anything to upset the great fgmoralist.’

‘The answer is much simpler than that, Justin,lldubt if it's one you
could understand. | just didn’t want to make treubktween the two of
you.’

‘Such a noble sentiment, but a bit misplaced, dgoii think? You've

been working here, managing this office, since ygraduation from

college. And you spent how many summers working hérile you were

in school? Three? Four? Come now, Caitlin. You krbat there was
always trouble, as you so delicately put it, betweeke and me. He was
the one with the family's support, the one repesrtaiways wanted to
interview whenever we turned out some new drugagbmhe one who
... Justin had taken a deep breath and jammedhaking hands into his
pockets. ‘The “trouble”,” he said, deliberately ggarating the very
sound of the word, ‘between us was of his own n@kin

Anger had blossomed within her like an iridescémtér as she looked at
Justin’s reddened face. She had thought of thesyghen her father had
headed the laboratory and the innumerable timed t@d her about

Justin's insistent attempts to exploit the compang about his ugly,
unfounded jealousy of Luke, until it was hard tdide they were

brothers. She wondered if Justin had ever undatstio® principle upon

which his father had founded Thomas. Certainlydhesver shared them.
A dozen biting, stinging answers had sprung to mérd and just as
suddenly dissipated. What good was it when all thatttered was that her
love was dead?

‘What are we doing?’ she had whispered brokenlyk&.is dead, Justin.
He was all | ever wanted. . .’

‘He was all anybody ever wanted,” Justin had saiagely. ‘I was the
older brother, but | walked in his shadow for yedvly mother’s face



used to light up when he came into the room. And fatlger--I know
damn well that he would have left all his stocK tke if he could have
done it without feeling guilty.” His hand had slamdhdown on a pile of
papers stacked on the desk and they had scattenessdhe floor like dry
leaves before the wind. ‘Well, it's over. They'rerg, and now Luke is,
too. And I'm going to dump this . . . this ghodted place once and for
all”’

In the sudden silence, the sound of his raggedyyhéaeathing had
seemed to fill the space between them. Caitlinlbakied into his face as
if seeing him clearly for the first time, almost eswhelmed as she
glimpsed the twisted darkness of his mind.

‘How pathetic,” she had whispered finally, her @& faint, papery rustle
in the stillness. *You would destroy all this justget even? To pay back
old jealousies?’

Justin had shrugged and turned away from hert fifakes you feel better
to see it that way . . .’

‘But you can’'t do this,” Caitlin had insisted. ‘Lakworked so hard to
develop the research programme, to see that ogss dment where they
were most needed . . . That's what he lived for. God’'s sake, Justin,
that’s what he died for.’

He had spun around and faced her, a crafty smil@oface.

‘Oh, he lived for more than that, my dear. Don’t @ immodest. |
stumbled across the two of you in dark corners anyber of times,
didn’t 1?’

She had stared at him disbelief. ‘We were in |Qestin. We never tried
to hide it. If you think I'm going to let you peritewhat we felt for each
other into something sordid . . .” She had takelea@p breath, fighting to
maintain control of herself.



‘I's so much easier not to be bound by scruplég’had interrupted
smoothly. ‘I tried to come between the two of you & long time, Caitlin.
In fact, right up until the day he left for Centrainerica, | made an effort
to convince Luke that you were the wrong womarhiar.’

Caitlin had pushed the hair back from her face @itrembling hand.
‘Why would you want to drive us apart?’

‘Lots of reasons,” he had answered casually. ‘Oedichted idealist
snapping at my heels was enough. | didn’t needaround, too, always
telling him he was right.” His dark eyes had rakeg@r her and an angry,
embarrassed Hush had swept across her cheeksrtitdmk Luke ever

truly knew how to make the most of such a beautwoman,” he had
chuckled, grinning at her. ‘Il always suspected mother carried idealism
a bit too far. He never really gave you what yoades, did he, Caitlin?’

‘How dare you?’ she had whispered.

He had laughed softly and walked towards her. “Yawen’t answered
my question,’ he had said, taking her by the shensld

She had raised her chin and stared at him. ‘Ledfgme,” she had said
coldly. ‘Or are you determined to prove you reahg an animal, Justin?’

His hands had lingered on her for a second, and lleehad smiled and
let go of her. ‘There’s time for that,” he had saiasily. ‘After | tie up
loose ends here, sell the business to Clarke . . )

‘I'm not going to let you do it,’ Caitlin had samarningly. ‘I promise
you, I'll find a way to stop you, for Luke’s sake.'

Justin had picked up a glass paperweight and tutnddy in his hands,

watching as it reflected the late afternoon sunlgfheaming through the
windows. ‘I see,' he had said carefully. ‘Tell n@gitlin, what would you

do if you could do anything you liked with this cpamy?"



‘I'd go on with Luke’s policies, continue the resela funds. And I'd set
up a fellowship in his name, endow a scholarshigp @tiversity.’

Justin had smiled and put the paperweight backerdesk. ‘Such noble
ideas, dear Caitlin. My brother would be proud otiyBut I'm afraid
they're going to remain only ideas. They don’t guitesh with my plans.’

‘| told you, Justin, I'll find a way to stop you.’

‘There is a way,” he had said, his face whiteniki¢ould you care to hear
it?’

She had stared at him with curiosity. There wasetbmg tense and
frightening in his voice, a hint of something omiisoin his expression.
‘What way?’ she had asked hesitantly.

‘Marry me,” he had said quickly. ‘If you do, I'll.,.’

A burst of hysterical laughter had erupted from tingoat. ‘Marry you?’
she had gasped, trying to catch her breath. ‘My,®dub’s behaving like
a character in a Victorian novel now? | just wistuyhad a moustache,
Justin, so that you could twirl it while 1 wring mhands in distress? She
had wiped her eyes with the back of her hand amdteath back another
laugh. ‘I can’t believe you said that.’

‘Caitlin,” he had said, his voice roughening asdad her name, ‘I'm
quite serious. I've wanted you for years. If youdhd been such a
damned little fool about Luke, you’d have known hoislt.’

‘Why would you say such a thing to me?’ she hadl sarvously,
watching his face. ‘You've got all the women yowltbwant; you never
made that a secret.’



‘None of those women mean a thing to me,” he had saoving towards
her. “You can eat and still be hungry, drink antl lsé thirsty, Caitlin. Do
you understand? You're the only woman | ever reatipted.’

‘Don’t touch me,” she had said sharply.

‘You never once looked at me the way you lookedngt brother, did
you? | was just part of the scenery. You were BKethe rest, fawning
over him, ignoring me.’

‘I loved Luke ...’

‘You loved Luke,” he had repeated mockingly. ‘Tieth is that you liked

the taste of power, once you inherited your pung foercent and got a
piece of it. Well, I'm offering you a chance to leaw all, Caitlin. You can

keep Thomas Pharmaceuticals just the way it isshiage in the power if
you become my wife.’

Caitlin had swallowed the bitterness welling in b@oat. ‘You're sick,’
she had whispered.

‘Just think about it, Caitlin,” he had said, pagsabreath away from her.
‘Marry me, and I'll agree to forget about sellingtdo Clarke. I'll keep
the damned research lab--I'll even set up thabweship in Luke’s name.’

‘This is insane,” she had murmured. ‘Do you redhynk | could ever
want you, Justin?’

‘It's what | want that matters now, my dear.’

‘I'd never agree to such a marriage. Never, Justin.

He had smiled and sat down on the edge of a talde pigh with
account ledgers. ‘Do you see these, Caitlin? healskdd, gesturing to the

stack of books. ‘They tell the story of Thomas Phaceuticals, past and
present. It's the future you hold in your hands, dear. You're good at



working out balance sheets, aren’t you? Well, big iequation. On the
one side, a continuation of Thomas, with the addedefit of a Luke
Thomas Graduate Research Fellowship--and on ther sttle, a buy-out
by Clarke Labs. Now, which do you think Luke wotlave preferred?’

‘Justin,” she had pleaded desperately, ‘don’'t ds.thf you sell out,
everything Luke worked for, died for, will vanidhlease . . .’

‘| offered you a rather generous proposition a fewmutes ago, Caitlin.
Perhaps you’'d care to reconsider |t.’

‘You're vile,” she had whispered. ‘Luke’s memoryab | have left.”

‘Since that's what you believe to be true, my deee;re in complete
agreement. If all you have left for comfort is myother's martyred
memory you have to consider my offer, don’t you?’

Caitlin had looked at him warily from under the klaweep of her lashes.
‘This must be some sort of macabre joke. You'resestous, Justin.’

‘I'm quite serious,” he had said pleasantly.

She had known, suddenly, that every word he hatadtwas the truth.
‘Justin,” she had said carefully, searching witheutcess for the words to
tell him what she thought of him, ‘you ... you are. a ...’

‘I'm sure the proper phrase will come to you in dtime, Caitlin.
Meanwhile, | have a meeting in an hour with a gantin from Clarke.
He wants to discuss our current non-prescriptimemtory, and he wants
to know more about that new line of antibiotics Wweought into
production. You know the ones, Luke took some anthto Central
America with him. He planned to distribute themsimme god-forsaken
Asian country, too, but I think I'll tell this geleiman that it doesn’t really
pay to do that; they'll do better in a limited, raducrative market.” He
smiled lazily at her. ‘Well, no matter. Clarke wittake those decisions
soon enough. Unless of course, you choose to malexiaion of your



own.” Slowly, he had walked to the door and hesdatJust think of the
power you hold in those delicate hands, Caitlin. & you and I, run
this company, or do | sell it to the highest bidder

‘Damn you, Justin.’

‘Probably,” he had said agreeably, laughing at Hedon’t want you to
feel rushed, Caitlin. Why don’t you give me yousa@r in a day or so?’

‘I can give it to you right now,” she had said Gely. ‘I'll never marry
you, Justin. Never.’

But, within twenty-four hours, calls had begun @éach her from business
associates who offered their condolences and tksitantly asked if the
rumours about the sale of Thomas were true. In lass1 a day,
everything Luke had worked for was fragmenting,ishimg in Justin’s
greed and jealousy. She had pleaded with him wwhi# was hoarse,
argued until there were no arguments left to otf@no end.

The day on which she was to begin readying the’dirbooks for the
Clarke accountants had dawned uncharacteristicay and cool. The
heavy skies and chill wind had seemed a mirror @f dwn despair.
Caitlin had reached her office early, and in theognsilence, she had sat
motionless at her desk, staring with vacant eyethatpapers awaiting
her. Her glance had fallen upon a preliminary repbbom the
experimental lab: they’'d had limited success witd hew vaccine Luke
had been so excited about, but what did it masedn, such work would
be cast aside. And there, lying next to it, hadnbaescrawled, worried
note from someone in the order department tellegJustin had denied a
request for shipment of drugs to a small hospitalndia. Caitlin had
closed her eyes and covered them with her hand=m Ehe brief, simple
funeral service they'd held over the urn of ashes had been shipped
home had not seemed as final as seeing the tasbldtion of Luke’s
dreams.



Suddenly, she had raised her head and pushed tm®dpapers that
littered her desk. Afraid her courage would fait,lshe had hurried across
the hall until she stood before the door to Justoffice. Taking a final,
deep breath, she had squared her shoulders anedotist door open.
Justin had turned in surprise as she entered.

‘I won'’t tolerate any more discussion, Caitlin," had said immediately.
‘You're to get started on those figures this mogaiin

‘You win,” she had said without explanation. ‘litharry you.’

A look of triumph had passed across his face. ‘Atutg decision,
Caitlin,” he had said finally.

‘I want a guaranteed payment, Justin. | won't gotigh with this unless
I’'m convinced that the company will remain intactdathere will be a
fellowship set up in Luke’s name.’

He had smiled mockingly. “You have my word of honbu

Her laughter had been brief and shrill. *Your wastl honour? You'll
have to do better than that, Justin. | want a prgtial agreement, setting
out our terms. And you’re going to assign the wptimghts to Luke’s
stock to me before we marry.'

‘That’s ridiculous, Caitlin.'

‘That's the way it will be, Justin,” she had sainty, trying to still the
pounding of her heart as she faced him. ‘If 'mb®the price of Luke’s
dream, then it will have to be worth more than ybanour. You said you
wanted me; well, let's see how much you really nhehHis eyes had
met hers unflinchingly. After a long silence, hadlgrinned and pulled
her to him.

‘Agreed,” he had said hoarsely. ‘There’s a tougBnes/ou, Caitlin, a fire
that needs taming, and I'm the man to do do it.fubly, his hot mouth



had descended on hers and she had forced herselithstand the
pressure of his lips.

‘I hate you, Justin,” she had whispered when heased her. ‘Nothing
will ever change that.’

‘I'll change it, my dear,” he had assured her, ingrhis fingers along her
jaw as she stood unmoving. ‘I know you better thgan suspect, Caitlin.
Someday, you'll want me just as | want you. And whieat day comes,
when you've put this rather charming if somewhasptaced dedication
to Luke behind us, we’ll discuss the future of ThaxsnPharmaceuticals
again.’

‘We'll never discuss it,;” she had said sharply. tNmce we sign our
agreement. You'll have what you want, and I'll dbat you forced me to
do. And we’ll both live with the bargain we made.’

‘From this day forward,” he had muttered, and shd Bhuddered as she
thought of how obscene those old-fashioned wordm fthe marriage
ceremony had become once he had uttered them.

The piercing rasp of a fog-horn interrupted Catlithoughts. She
brushed the tears from her eyes and stared blatdiye Seine glistening
in the faint moonlight. The pre-nuptial agreemead been drawn up and
signed, Justin had named her the heir to his ownkstand Thomas
Pharmaceuticals had continued to function as iagbvhad. The Luke
Thomas Fellowship had already funded two promisiagng scientists.
Caitlin had not regretted the choice she’d madd-tim$ evening.

‘Oh, Luke,” she whispered sadly into the bleakrsske of the Paris night,
‘how could you have believed Justin? How could ymave stopped
loving me?”’

But the silent, dark night offered no answers.Ha last, lingering hour
before the first touch of a grey dawn lit the mskg, she slowly retraced
her steps to the hotel.



CHAPTER FOUR

AT nine o’clock that morning, Caitlin knocked ohet door of Emily
Thomas'’s suite.

‘Come in, Caitlin, for heaven’s sake,” the old womsaid peevishly,
pulling the door open and stepping aside. ‘We’'dadtrgiven up hope of
seeing you.’

‘Good morning, Aunt Emily,” Caitlin said pleasantlyending to kiss the
wrinkled cheek offered to her and nodding at Ersilgbn, Warren, who
was lounging casually in an overstuffed chair. ‘fot late, am 1? We did
agree to meet at nine.’

‘I want to begin promptly, Caitlin,’ Emily Thomasifed. ‘Warren, sit
up straight and get your feet on the floor. ThigiBusiness meeting, in
case you'd forgotten. Sit down, Caitlin, sit dowslie said, impatiently
waving at a chair drawn up before the coffee tablave you brought all
those figures | asked to see?’

Caitlin sighed and deposited a stack of printoutshe table. ‘Yes, all of
them. | still would prefer to meet in the conferenoom, Aunt Emily.
We’d have more space and it would be much easigotthrough these
papers.’

Emily sipped at her coffee and shrugged her shosildedon’t need to go
through them. Warren has done all that alreadyst yant to be able to

point out some things to you. Evian is quite a Hittke company, isn’t
it?’

‘They really aren’t doing as well as they'd like testhink,” Caitlin said
quickly. ‘But before we get to that, something’gpaned that you should
know about.'



Warren Thomas stretched his arms over his headsamigd. ‘Do try
those croissants with the wild-strawberry jam, [@gitThey're divine.’
He leaned forward and stirred his coffee. ‘If iilbout Cousin Luke, we
already know, don’t we, Mother? Wonderful newsdtrof us, isn’t it?’

Caitlin looked up and her eyes searched Warregs. fahe expression on
it didn’t quite match the sound of his words.

‘When did you find out, Warren?'

‘Last night, just after dinner, wasn't it, Mothe¥®?arren smiled again and
reached for the Spode creamer, ‘Who would haventedasuch a thing,
hmm? You must be delighted, Caitlin.’

‘Of course,’ she said stiffly, looking away fromnhi ‘It must have been
quite a shock for you, Emily.’

The old lady nodded. ‘Indeed it was. But, of couis@vas wonderful to

see him again. | asked him to join us this morningust you have no

objections. After all, until the legalities are alleared up, he has no
voting privileges, but he certainly has an interesthese proceedings?
She glanced shrewdly at Caitlin over the tops ef lialf-frame reading

glasses perched on her nose. ‘He’ll be wantinghéses back, of course,’
she said flatly.

‘He’s entitled to them, Caitlin,” Warren said priynlwhen she made no
response. ‘Surely you see than’ Caitlin bit herdipd leafed through a
small notebook in her lap. ‘We discussed that fagyi, Warren. But

that isn’t what we’re here to talk about just nesvit? About this merger .

‘Luke thinks it's an excellent idea,” Emily intepted. ‘He agrees with
us.’

‘Then he doesn’t know all the facts. This companiyavants to use us to
get a foot in the American market. They've inflatbeir profits to look



good, far better than they really are. And someheir policies are the
exact opposite of ours.’

‘Nonsense,” Emily snapped. ‘You just don’t wantidase your hold on the
company, Caitlin. You're afraid that's precisely athwill happen when
we merge.’

‘If we merge,’ Caitlin countered. ‘Nothing’s beesacitied yet.’

‘| tell you Luke agrees with us, Caitlin. We wahetdeal to go through,
and we're sure we can persuade the others. If w&-@nd if you
continue to oppose us-we’ll wait until Luke regarightful control of his
shares and we’ll not only outvote you, we’ll re@aou.’

Caitlin stood so quickly that her notebook tumbfemin her lap. ‘Don’t

count on it,” she said quietly. ‘If that's what Lelppromised you, you'd
better not hold your breath. I'm sorry to upsetrgledy’s plans, but
Luke will need an attorney to get that stock from, rand by the time this
gets to court, Evian will have lost all interest ifhomas

Pharmaceuticals.”

‘Well, well, Caitlin,” a sarcastic voice drawledl ¢an see why Emily
warned me about you, You really are full of figlten’t you?’

She spun around and saw Luke staring at her frosh ijuside the
doorway. ‘I didn’'t hear you come in.’

He smiled coolly. ‘How could you? You were too busyaking that
terrific speech.’

‘Is she right, Luke?’ Emily asked petulantly. ‘Witl take a long time to
get your stock back?’

He shrugged and continued staring at Caitlin. ‘Bbd long enough for
Evian to have faded into the woodwork by then. Tibauinless we can
persuade Caitlin to give up gracefully.’



She bent and retrieved her notebook, giving hetsel to recover her
composure. ‘It's not a question of giving up, Eniilghe said, ignoring
Luke completely. ‘I'm not worried about losing ahytg.’

The brittle sound of Luke’s laughter cut througle ttuiet room. ‘No?
That’s not quite accurate, is it? | mean, we albwrhow much trouble
you went to so you could get control of this compamthe first place.'

‘Luke . ..

‘So it seems reasonable to assume you won't giveeagly now, he
continued, his hazel eyes seeming to burn throegh‘lerom what Emily
and Warren told me, you're opposed to this deattstrbecause it will
probably topple you from your throne. That's nopratty prospect for
you to contemplate, is it, Cat?’

She snatched up the computer printouts and statigeidly across the
room. ‘Why don't you look these over before you ristanaking
accusations.' she demanded angrily. ‘Or are yoaichtio find out that
you're wrong?’ Taking a deep, calming breath, sheght to control her
voice. ‘I don't know what Emily told you, Luke, butdo know you
haven’t seen these figures. | can’t get them terigo reason, but maybe
you can.” Suddenly, she became aware of how closevas to him, and
the amused, almost contemptuous look on his faue,she shuddered
involuntarily. ‘I know what you think of me,” sheaisl, so quietly that
only he could hear her. ‘But | beg you to go overse papers before you
make up your mind.’

‘All right, Cat,’” he said, taking them from her. dd’'t worry Emily,” he

added as his aunt began to sputter with displeadtingon’t take very

long, and | think we owe Caitlin that much, consiadg all she’s done for
the company.’

The mocking tone in his voice made her cheeks flnshshe managed a
polite smile.



‘Thank you,” she said. ‘Let me know if you want s@e any other
documents.’

Luke grinned and raised his eyebrows. ‘How acconating you are this

morning, sister-in-law, As a matter of fact, I'ckdi to see the firm's
accounts for this year and last, and a list of potsl in production, plus

whatever you have on their new drug research? Hsgoband his glance
swept her face. ‘I'm sure you could quote it allne, chapter and verse,
but I'd rather see it for myself.” Again, the griwisted his mouth. ‘Not

that | don't trust you, Cat . . .’

She ignored the faint sound of Warren’s laughtet apened the door.
‘I'll have my secretary bring everything to youtime conference room in
half an hour,” she said calmly.

‘Your suite will be just fine,” he said, closingetdoor behind them. ‘I
don’t want to inconvenience you, my dear sistelain; and | don’t want
you to go to all the trouble of sifting through $gorecords. You might
just leave something behind--inadvertently, of sevr

Caitlin stopped short and swung around to conflemt ‘First of all,” she
said rapidly. “You can just stop calling me that.’

‘Sister-in-law?’ he asked innocently. ‘But that'$iat you are, Cat.’

‘Just stop it, Luke. And I'd appreciate an end Haleese . . . these veiled
hints that I'm trying to hide the facts. By all nmsacome to my suite with
me. You can go over anything you like; | won't layhand on a single
sheet of paper.’

Three hours later, she, sat quietly curled on aaroof the couch in her
sitting room, watching Luke as he went through dleeuments. Except
for a few brief questions, he’d said nothing to frerm the time they'd

entered her suite. Caitlin sipped at a cup of eotied thought of how
often they'd sat like this before, one of them imten some new project



while the other waited eagerly to discuss it. Ard, pf course, this was
quite different.

Last night, in the painful anger of their meetisge had sworn to hold on
to the stock for which she’d paid so dearly. Andhie hours after dawn,
alone again in her rooms, she’d made peace witbelieiThe four years
of her life that she’d given to the nurturing ohremory would become
meaningless if she let him give away his companlyafuanger at her.
And it was his company, she reminded herself, ghgnover at him
again. She had never thought of herself as anythimgs custodian.

Luke pushed his chair back from the table and tb$se pencil aside.
Wearily, he flexed his shoulders and then reachéal his pocket for a
cigarette.

‘I'll take that cup of coffee now,” he said, turgino face her, ‘Just a little
cream, no. ..

‘No sugar.' Caitlin said automatically, handing hangup. ‘I remember.’

He glanced up at her and she flushed and turneg, dwsying herself
with refilling her own cup from the elaborate Geargcoffee service.

‘Well?’” she asked. ‘Does the merger with Evianldbbk as great as
Emily and Warren think?’

He sighed and pushed his dark brown hair off hieHead with an all-
too-familiar gesture. ‘No, not quite,” he admittedou were right, Cat.
There are more questions than there are answersat \Wid your
accountant say when he finished with this stufiR@lief Hooded through
her. She had not been sure, until this moment, Hizateelings towards
her wouldn’t warp his assessment of Evian. Shedeain opposite him
and sipped at her coffee.

‘He agreed that Evian isn’t sitting on top of thend. Their profit figures
are inflated, and it's also possible they've ovézeded themselves



consider- ably. He couldn’t comment on their reskaand production
policies, that's really a management issue. Bupdiated out there were
things we could gain from the merger-a Europeandiraa larger market.
He suggested | could use what we know to get bettal from Evian.’

Luke blew a series of tiny smoke rings towards ¢kding, tilting his
head back to watch them as they vanished agaiestrdam-coloured
paint.

‘And? What did you decide?’

‘I don’t want any part of Evian, Luke.” Caitlin teed her hair back from
her face and bent over the papers sprawled bef@m,tpointing to a
large spread sheet. ‘Our operating profit margiausth continue to rise
next year, and you can see for yourself the upswiraur price/earnings
ratio. A merger with Evian will drop all these peofions, if I'm right
about their cash flow and the mistakes they've malecapital
expenditures’

Luke glanced up at her and an enigmatic smile exbéss face. ‘You're
pretty comfortable with all of this, aren’t you, {2aThe formulas, the
ratios, the projections are tucked away into thattp head of yours like
stuff stored inside a computer.’

‘Why should that surprise you?’ she said quicklfhé company is
important to mc. That's why I'm so opposed to therger.’

He leaned back and looked at her thoughtfully, dinsgplaying a soft
tattoo on the table top.

‘Still,” he said finally, his words almost a whigpeyou could go ahead
with it, There are reasons you might want to.’

‘What reasons? Evian isn’'t worth anywhere near whatlaims, I'm
certain. In fact, |1 don’t think their prospects arey too good.' She sighed
tiredly and put down her coffee cup. ‘I'd have tednthem down flat, but



Emily insisted on this meeting, and she persuadeaesof the others to
go along.'

She waited for him to answer. After several secpstls looked up and
her eyes met his. For the first time since he’dirretd, there was no
hostility in his glance.

‘Your accountant is right, you know, Cat. You coylbbably use what
you suspect to gain some leverage, maybe even kriowagsure yourself
of the top spot in the set-up after the mergeoimpleted.’

Caitlin slammed her hand down on the table. ‘Thaitt what I'm
interested in doing,” she said, her voice shrilthwiired exasperation.
‘How many times do | have to explain?'

Luke’s eyes raked over her face, and then he sbdiggd ground out his
cigarette. ‘I'm trying to understand, Cat. For aman who doesn'’t let
anything slip through her fingers, you seem strgngalling to give up
something that could benefit you. This deal, eveéth s pitfalls, could
mean lots of money, prestige, all the things youiterested in.’

‘How do you know what interests me?’ she demandegtily, getting to
her feet and staring down at him. ‘You come bact&radlmost four years,
full of self-righteous anger, certain you have #fle answers to
everything...well. Luke Thomas, yaon'tknow it all. Especially when it
comes to my interests? She was horrified to fewbktan her eyes, and she
turned away quickly before he could see their akdltglisten. ‘The
important thing is to tell Emily that you agree kwihe,” she said, dabbing
at her eyes before turning to face him again. ‘A4adr cousins when they
get here. They'll listen to you.’

Luke stretched lazily and stood up. ‘I haven't seatjree with you, Cat,’
he said carefully. ‘I have to know more about Evizfore that. And
there are other questions . . .’

‘What other questions?'



'Ones you won't like. For instance, why are youdsmned eager to get
me on your side, Cat? Last night, you almost thmesvout of your suite,
but today . .

‘Today, all that counts is saving the character ®homas
Pharmaceuticals.’

He smiled grimly and moved towards her. ‘Such Iadgntiments,” he
murmured. ‘And it all sounds so selfless, comingnirthat beautiful
face.’

‘Luke . ..

‘You'll forgive me if | don’t quite buy it, won't yu, Cat? Maybe | don’t
know all the answers, but | sure as hell know y@i're covering up
something with all this talk of saving the compahycan’'t help but
wonder exactly what it is you stand to gain if ialv my support in with
you.” He reached out and took her roughly by theusters. ‘What is it
you haven't told me, Cat?’

Caitlin shook her head and felt the tears begitrdoe a pathway down
her cheeks. ‘Nothing,” she said desperately, tryinguccessfully to pull
free of his hands. ‘Look, I'll make a deal with youwke. Back me on
this, and as soon as the vote is taken, afterwwa, I'll turn the stock
over to you.’

His eyes narrowed until she could see only theld god green specks. ‘I
told you not to take me for a fool,” he warned.

‘I'm not,” she insisted. ‘I just want us out of hmerger. Then I'll step
aside, Luke, | promise’

‘All you're doing is convincing me that you haveader card up your
sleeve,” he growled, his fingers biting into hemsk



‘I haven't, | swear,” she said, but his disbeliedswetched in the hard lines
around his mouth. ‘All right,” she lied, her mindwvehirl of desperate
plans and half-formed ideas. ‘I . . . | have a dretiffer, Luke. Clarke
Labs offered me a position. More money, more pgesti. . it won't look
good to them if I can’t control my own board onissue like this merger.
| need your help to nail down that offer.” The Was bitter on her tongue,
but she prayed he would believe it.

‘That sounds more like it, he muttered. ‘Is theraman involved, too?
After all, that's one of your specialities, isntPiYou wanted Thomas so
badly that you used me, and then my brother, tatget

With a wrench, she pulled free of his unwelcomesgraThat’s not the
way it was,’ she said wearily. ‘I loved you, Luke.’

‘Sure you did,” he said thickly. ‘So much that ymarried Justin before |
was cold in my grave. Poor Justin--what you musthdone to him to
make him propose so quickly. Did you threaten to off and leave? Or
did you give him just enough of those teasing lesaad touches to drive
him crazy?’

Her hand swung up and slapped his face. The soungd between them
like the sharp retort of a bullet. Luke raised Isd and Caitlin drew in
her breath, waiting for him to retaliate, but irztéhis hand closed around
the back of her neck, pulling her closer to him.

‘That found the mark, didn’t it, Cat? Innocentl&ttCaitlin, making the
most of her lovely face, her beautiful body, anentlstriking fast, making
sure my brother wouldn’t change his mind.’

‘That's a lie,” she whispered. ‘I'd never do anytpilike that.’
‘I know just what you'd do, Cat,” he said softlyisrmurmured words a

warm breath on her cheek. ‘God knows you did it And | know you
tried the same stuff on him. He told me how yortdtl with him.’



‘Never! she said sharply. ‘I was in love with you.’

‘You were in love with power, Cat. | even punchestih once, did you

know that? | couldn’t face the simple, ugly truttee when he tried to
show it to me. | didn’t want to hear that your sofouth, your kisses,

offered nothing but lies.” Without warning, his ntbuwescended on hers,
but it was a kiss empty of warmth or love, and skriggled in his

embrace.

‘Let go of me, Luke,” she whispered desperatelyn® do this.”

‘Don’'t do what?’ he demanded harshly. “You want stinmg from me,
don’t you? Well then, why not pay for it in yourua coin.’

Caitlin’'s body went limp in his hard, cold embratiecan’t believe | ever
loved you,” she murmured, raising her eyes to tisever thought I'd
feel the way | do this minute.'

His lips pulled back from his teeth in a wolfishrgr'Are you telling me
it's no deal, Cat?’

‘| offered you a bargain,” she said, fighting agaithe tears of anger and
sorrow welling in her eyes. ‘I'll turn my . . . yostock over to you in
exchange for your backing.'

‘It's not enough,’ he said quickly. ‘I want Justinstock, too. | think that’s
only fair, don’'t you?’

She drew a ragged breath and nodded. ‘I don’t wantof it.’

His hands dropped from her shoulders. ‘I suppdsédve to be satisfied
with that, won'’t 1? But | don’t quite trust you, set Caitlin. Matter of
fact, | can't think of any reason why | should.’

‘You have no choice,” she said quickly. ‘Part oé tnerger deal involves
some of the Evian stock, you know. A lot of it wgib to me, and there’s



nothing you can do about it. And then, of courshé added swiftly,
praying he’'d believe her, ‘I'll fight you. I'm atehst entitled to Justin’s
stock. Any court will agree to that, and | suspegtlawyers will put up a
tough tight against you. Even if you get your ovatdmgs back, it'll be a
long time before it happens.'

He looked at her, a cigarette dangling from his,lipis eyes narrowed
against the smoke. ‘I've got to hand it to you, .Cé&atu really know how
to drive a bargain.’'

‘Then you'll do it?’

‘Only because it's the fastest way | know of to ipou out of my life
forever,” he growled.

A sweet sense of relief Hooded through her. “Wakn,” she said slowly,
‘I guess I'll see you next week.’

‘No such luck, Cat. I'll see you tomorrow, brightcaearly. | want to go
over and visit the Evian lab.’

"There’s no reason for that.’

He grinned mirthlessly and straightened his tieat‘least want a look at
the place before I commit myself to this. Don’'t koeo worried, Cat.
Unless it turns out to be some kind of technoldgie@macle, I'll keep our
bargain.’

Caitlin sank down onto a chair and leaned her lea#t. ‘Go by yourself,
then,” she said wearily. ‘I don't think either ok wants to be in the
company of the other.’

‘Absolutely right, Mrs Thomas. But | want the togvel, executive-only
tour, the kind you can get. So just be ready thistg in the morning, will
you? That way, we won't be stuck with each othetlie entire day.’



She nodded resolutely, her face a worn, grim masil the door
slammed shut behind him. Then, like a marionettefree of its strings,
she slumped over and bowed her head.

Had there ever really been love between them, stiedared? Often
enough, in the past, he’d asked her if she was swelel given herself a
chance to know that what had begun between thenn whe was still in

college wasn't just a schoolgirl’s crush. Alwaybe® assured him that
she loved him. Now she wondered if perhaps shei@mienown the real
man. Still, she thought, wiping tears of frustrativom her face, the
company was his. If her unholy alliance with Justias to have any
meaning Thomas Pharmaceuticals must remain intdittits return to its

rightful owner.

‘Only a few more days, she whispered aloud. ‘I diae through just a
few more days after these last four years. And,thelke Thomas, I'll
never have to see you again.’

The thought, as her mind formed it, had great adion and finality. But
somehow, as the words drifted through the emptyniothey seemed
more a cry of pain than a determined pledge.



CHAPTER FIVE

EVIAN ET FRERES was located in a gleaming new ding on the

outskirts of the city. The general manager greefaitlin and Luke

warmly, although he seemed surprised to learn ttieyt wanted to tour
the laboratory facilities. He suggested they migtafer to meet with the
laboratory director in his office over coffee anaispiies, but Caitlin was
politely insistent, Finally, he scurried ahead loérh, leading them down
long, antiseptically white corridors and in and afitrooms lined with

gleaming equipment. He answered their questionsfudyr, deferring to

the biologists and chemists in the labs when thsvars required more
technical skill, helping pleasantly with the diffit translations of data
from English to French and back again to English.

‘Lot’s of equipment, but not enough personnel,” eukuttered to Caitlin
at one point, when they were out of the managex&ihg.

‘Yes, | think so, too. It points up what | suspekthey must have
overextended themselves when they built this piasteyear.’

Eventually, when they’'d completed their circuit tbe building, Caitlin
thanked the manager for his courtesy and she akd headed back into
the street.

‘Emily is going to be looking for me,” Luke saidaiting a passing taxi.
‘And | really don’t want to see her just yet. Lodkat, we’ve managed to
avoid fighting with each other for the last threeuts. How about
stretching our luck and stopping for lunch somewfdid like to go over
what we’ve just seen before | have to answer amgtipns from Emily or
Warren.’

She hesitated only a second and then she nodded, 1Ysuppose that
would be a good idea. Emily will probably pounceymu as soon as she
knows we're back.’



He leaned forward to give an address to the drived, the taxi fought its
way into the swift-running river of Parisian traffiCaitlin sat stiffly on
the far side of the small car, grateful for theilshorn blasts and roaring
engines that made conversation all but impossiBhe glanced over at
Luke. He seemed absorbed in thought and completedyvare of her
presence. Again, she noticed the scar along hisk¢chend a wave of
compassion for him and the ordeal he’d survivedhedsover her. His
face was relaxed, his mouth firm yet as gentle-loglas she’d always
remembered it, the hard lines bracketing it smabtlamd almost
indiscernible. She thought of all the times shett the touch of that
mouth on hers and a rush of colour suffused heg.fAbmost angrily, she
turned her head away, staring blindly out of thedew as the taxi wove
its way through the crowded streets, reminding diemsith unforgiving
clarity that those memories were part of the dispast.

Caitlin closed her eyes and leaned her head bagiknsighe worn seat.
Until the other night she’d never doubted his Ié@eher. And yet, now
that she thought about it, why hadn’t he askedtbeset a date for their
wedding? And why had he drawn back each time thayecclose to
losing themselves in each other’s arms? It had y@wseemed such a
protective, gentle gesture; he’d whisper that he waling to wait until
she was really his.

‘I've had nine years more of living than you, Cdtg’d said the first time
they talked of marriage. ‘I want you to be sure ikiwhat you want.’

Had his concern for her only masked his own indexis Was he, even
then, falling victim to Justin’s lies and accusai® No, she thought
quickly, that wasn’t possible. Luke had loved e had to believe that.
Cautiously, she opened her eyes and risked anddo&r at him. He

looked tired, she thought suddenly, and older thanshould. For a
second, her questions and confusion vanished, rdrixen her by an

almost overwhelming need to reach out and touch bradle him in her

arms and case those lines from his face. And yeaénd yet . . . She could
forgive him the other woman he’'d known, even foegiim his doubts
about her, but to what end? His love for her hau/gd to be as fragile



and as transitory as a bubble on a pond: gleammuyvehole in the
sunlight, but collapsed and forgotten in the ficsts of the wind.

She sat up a bit straighter and moved fartherthmtacomer of the seat,
‘How did you hear about the merger?’ she askedbritige the silence.
He turned towards her, his eyes glazed with somstamti vision.

‘What? Oh, | told you | phoned my lawyer. | tolcet@onsul that | had to
get to Paris just as soon as he could fix me up aipassport. He argued
a bit; he wanted me to take it easy for a whileyway, as soon as my
lawyer wired me some money, | got on the first plant.’

‘Jean--my secretary--picked up a couple of Americanwspapers the
other day. I'd have thought your escape would hbgen front-page
news.’

A faint, impersonal smile touched his face. ‘Yehbuess it would have,
but | talked the Consul into agreeing to hold aif motifying the press. |
told him | wanted the pleasure of breaking the néwshe folks back
home all by myself.”

She flushed at the sarcastic ring to the innocemtisy ‘Your escape Yyou
said that you slipped away one night. It must haken you days to reach
the city.’

He stretched his long legs out before him and sfedg’'l was pretty well

prepared for it,’ he said easily. ‘It was rought bwas determined to
make it. | had a canteen, some cold tortillas, sdre®l meat, just enough
to stay alive. Maria had stashed some suppliesmierjust outside the
village.’

‘She must have cared for you a great deal,” @dithally answered.



‘Yeah, she was terrific," he said gruffly. ‘Anywalymade it, just in time
to help you save the company from making a disastnoove.’

A sharp wave of relief washed over her. ‘You agrgéh me about
Evian?’

He nodded his head and smiled. ‘Yes, Evian is definbad news.’
‘Thank you,’” she said simply. ‘I'm so glad to hehat.’

‘I guess you are, Cat. You must want that job irs LAngeles pretty
badly.’

‘The job in . . . She looked at him blankly andcethshe blushed and
smiled stiffly. ‘Of course | do,” she said quickly.

‘Kind of funny it should be Clarke that wants yaan't it? just a few
years ago, you were trying to persuade me to sélicothem, remember?’

‘Luke, I just wanted you to be free of Justin.’

He smiled and lit a cigarette. ‘Yes, so you saill, Obelieved you, Cat,’
he added when she began to protest. ‘Even thougtnJnsisted you
really wanted the money, | believed you. Althougth have thought
Clarke would have tried to buy out Thomas'’s agante they knew | was
out of the picture.’

‘Well, they didn’t,’ she said stiffly. ‘But they di offer me a position |
want. That's why | need your help now.’

He chuckled and shifted in his seat until he fawed ‘It's hard to picture
you needing anybody’s help. Don’t get your back Gat. That was a
compliment. | spent a lot of time going through dbaeports you gave
me. You've done a fine job managing the company.’



She looked at him in surprise, searching his fawesbme concealed
double meaning, but the look he gave her was ohemést admiration.

‘Thank you,” she said cautiously.

‘I mean it, Cat. You streamlined some lab operajdmoticed. And you
picked up some solid new accounts. There’s no haredmitting you

handled things well. Gaining control of a corpavatiand being able to
deal with it aren‘t necessarily the same thing.’

‘I didn’t plan on gaining control,” she said sharplHow many times
must | tell you that?’

‘I'm not trying to pick a fight with you,” he saidpssing his cigarette butt
out of the window. ‘All I'm trying to do is thankou for having done a
good job.’

‘I don’t want your gratitude,” she said stiffly. just did what had to be
done.’

‘Well, whatever you did, it worked, and I'd be aofdo deny it. At least, |
have something left to come home to.’

Because of me, she thought fiercely, biting baak words. Because |
loved you more than you can imagine. Because, exem, after all
you've said, knowing what you believe me capable lotan’'t stop
remembering what we once had. Because I'm a fdw, teought with
finality, angered by her own weakness. She setbiack in the seat,
grimly determined to get through lunch as quicldypassible.

The streets grew more congested as they nearedire of the city, and
the cab moved forward in ragged surges of spedteadriver took full
advantage of each break in the traffic. Mutteringpath under his breath,
in the time-honoured tradition of cabbies on batles of the Atlantic, he
swerved sharply to avoid a pedestrian, just assanf@ving motorcycle
cut ahead of them. The brakes squealed as thetappes just short of



disaster, and Caitlin was flung unceremoniouslyos&rthe seat and
against Luke.

‘I'm sorry,” she stammered, scuttling back to hieeesof the cab. ‘I . . .’

Her embarrassed explanation caught in her throah@dooked at Luke’s
face. He was intent on something that had caugh¢ye on the sidewalk,
and there was such a naked look of pain in thet fikis mouth and the
narrowing of his eyes that she almost reachedookii.

‘Luke,’” she whispered, ‘what is it?’

He shook his head abruptly, not answering her,hamndyaze followed his
out of the window, She drew in her breath a she what he was staring
at.

There was a cinema a short distance from them; pogtrs announced
the premiere showing of a new American film. Lukeige were riveted
on a placard mounted near the entrance to ther¢hdashowed a young
couple walking hand in hand along a deserted betir footsteps

leading down from what could only be a cliff at B3gr on the California
coast. The sun-warmed girl in the picture leanetire the man’s side in
the same way she had so often leaned against Luke they walked

along the clean, white sand, filled with the shekefasure of being one
with the sea, the sky, and each other.

The traffic moved forward again and the cab leaple€lad with a noisy
grinding of its gears. Caitlin sat silently, hewotights turned inwards,
memories swirling around her like the eddies ofdbhean sweeping upon
the hot, white sand.

Beside her, Luke stirred and cleared his throatitli@d ... he said
hoarsely, and she turned towards him blindly.



‘Le Procape, monsieuthe driver announced, pulling the cab to the curb
‘Nous sommes arrivé au restaurarite added, when neither of them
responded.

Caitlin’s words were a faint whisper. ‘He says’. .

‘Yes, | know. We're here.” Luke swung open the dand stepped out on
to the sidewalk.

Caitlin hurried past him, not waiting while he pdaige driver, barely
noticing the handsome old building facing her.dtsad windows, filled

with posters, made the facade come alive with golout the effect was
lost on her. She was blind to everything but thagmof Luke’s face as it
had been only moments before. It was as if a madibleen stripped from
his features, revealing some hidden core of hinonl{y the moment had
lasted longer, she thought wildly, as she walketh wim into a small,

elegant dining room. It was as though she had bemgped from opening
the tiny, last box hidden within a nest of boxes.

They were seated at a table next to a window owekihg the street.
Caitlin accepted the menu from the waitress andistluit unseeingly.
Cautiously, she raised her eyes and risked a glanmess the table at
Luke, only to find him staring at her.

‘What are you thinking?’ he asked in a subdued.tone

Her pulse seemed to quicken, and she fought baclsudden desire to
tell him that she loved him, that what she had swehis face in the cab
had given her a second of crazy, desperate hopen¢hatill loved her,
too.

‘I was thinking. . .” She paused, waiting until dinested herself to go on.
‘I was thinking how happy | am that you're backatlyou're alive and
well.’



‘Are you?’ he asked, leaning across the pale mbketloth and searching
her eyes with his. ‘Even after the other night ...’

‘Yes,” she murmured, the colour rising swiftly t@rhcheeks. ‘When |
opened the door and saw you standing there, it egdike a miracle.
Only a little while before, I'd been working witledn, going over some
details about Evian, and she started talking ali®atis ... Caitlin
swallowed the lump that had risen in her throat laded down at the
table. ‘I started thinking about you,” she whispgkrabout you and all the
times we talked about coming to Paris together.’

She forced herself to look at him again. Sometlsegmed to light the
hidden depths in his eyes, and she held her breathgering what he
might say.

‘Yes, | understand,” he said finally. ‘Rememberisgpainful sometimes.
There are some things we try to deny, but it's isgildle. Just a few
minutes ago, in that cab ...’

‘| saw the poster, too,” she said softly.

He nodded his head and stared at her. ‘We had gosag times together,
didn’t we, Cat? he murmured. ‘We were like that meuin the picture,
walking along the beach, alone in our own world.’

Tears blurred her eyes and she fought for selftfrobbefore she dared
answer.

‘I was afraid you'd forgotten how it was between, uaike,” she
whispered.

‘No,” he said carefully, picking up the wine lisbfn the table, ‘I haven't
forgotten. | wish | could, Cat. It only confusegds to remember.”

She leaned forward across the table. ‘It doesiveha,” she said quickly.



‘But it does,” he said evenly, not looking up frotne wine list. He
motioned to the nearby waitress and ordered amteelstdtled Vouvray in
faltering French. ‘It does,’ he repeated after lshé moved away from the
table. ‘I want my life to move forward again, Catg said, his voice thick
and hesitant. ‘And the only way that can happeto islose the book on
the past/

Caitlin nodded, trying to collect her thoughts,a&dr to puncture the
fragile bond forming between them.

‘| guess that makes sense,’ she said at last. nBBubtne can separate the
past from the present, or the present from therdutiach leads to the

other. What I'm trying to say is that you can’t #e¢ past aside until you

understand it.’

He lit a cigarette and drew on it before he spokeok, Cat, we don’t
have to talk in riddles. We both know you're taliimbout you and
Justin.’

‘Luke . ..

‘And the way it used to be for us. Believe me, terstand everything |
have to understand.’

‘But you don’t,” she said quickly.

His eyes raked over her face and a muscle tenskis jaw. ‘Sure | do,’

he said finally. “You made it clear the other niglgmember? You said
you were glad it was Justin you married, becausedsetwice the man |
ever was.’

Caitlin flinched at the raw sound of her own degpgrangry words as he
repeated them to her.



‘That was a lie,” she whispered unhappily, her gyleading with his for
understanding. ‘You said such terrible things tothed night ... | was so
hurt that |1 wanted to hurt you, too.’

A half-smile curved at the comers of his mouth. akie well you
succeeded. There | was, giving it my best shot,yemdwent straight for
my jugular.’

‘Well, what did you expect?’ she asked quickly, afemsive tone
toughening her voice. ‘“You pushed me, until ...’

‘I know,” he said quickly. ‘It got a little out ohand, | guess. But you
came at me like a wildcat. It was an impressivégoerance.’

In spite of herself, she returned his smile. ‘Waet ta compliment? If it
was, it's the second one you’ve given me in the paar.’

‘Prepare yourself for a third,” he murmured, asrthaitress approached
the table carrying a wine bucket. ‘Help me make s@anse out of this
menu, will you? Once I've orderedn, café andcroissants I've gone
about as far as | can on my own.’

Caitlin nodded and translated the luncheon suggestithe waitress
offered in rapid French, trying not to admit to $ef how wonderful it
was to be with him. It was difficult to comparegiman with the one who
had confronted her in her suite the other nigh&lriost seemed as if the
old Luke she remembered had surfaced for a fliokesecond after
they'd seen that cinema poster. If only . . . Sbakéd up in confusion,
aware that he was speaking to her.

‘I'm sorry?’ she said quickly.
‘| said | was amazed the waitress brought the VawJrordered, Cat.

That's the trouble with not speaking a languagd.wé&u can never be
certain that what you get is what you asked for.’



The deeper truth in his words stung her. How mameg had she

dreamed of having him back, alive and well? Butendike this, never

without his loving her. He filled their glasses kwihe pale wine and she
raised hers with a slightly unsteady hand.

‘What shall we drink to?’ she asked quietly.

He smiled slightly and touched his glass to hérs.our combined efforts
against Evian and Emily, | suppose.’

It was foolish to have expected anything more, #imught, forcing
herself to return his smile.

‘Of course,’ she agreed. ‘A toast to success.’

His smile faded and he put his glass down on thketaThat’s the same
thing you said to me the last time we were togethe® murmured,
‘before | left for Central America. We were in Caimat that little
restaurant with the open fireplace . .. There vgerenany things | wanted
to tell you that night . . .’

She felt the breath catch in her throat. ‘Whatdbki?

For an instant, his eyes held hers and she felte ti@n saw, a lambent
warmth in their depths, and then his glance slipjoethe gold wedding-
ring she still wore.

‘Forget it,” he said, his face a clouded maskddesn’'t matter.’

‘It does,” she said quickly, leaning towards hime kfted his glass and
sipped at his wine. ‘No, it doesn’t,” he said fjatiwe were two different
people then. The girl | had dinner with that nigkes my fiancée. The
woman across the table from me now is my brotheid®w.’

‘You make it sound like a ... a mathematical edqumgtishe said sharply,
‘as if it were all neatly balanced and uncomplidate



‘It is, isn‘t it? | went away, and you married Juasit's as simple as that.’

‘Nothing is ever as simple as that, Luke. Why da yaep trying to
reduce things to black and white?’

‘Caitlin,” he said carefully, ‘I don’t want to fighwith you any more.’
‘I don't either,” she said quickly. ‘I just want we talk about . . .’
He shook his head. ‘Well, I don’t,” he said firmlf¥here’s no point.’

She paused while the waitress served their saladghing what she
would say to him, feeling as if something she himdoat had within her
grasp were slipping away.

‘Luke . . . you said you wanted to get on with ydite. How can you
possibly do that without understanding what hapg@he

He leaned across the table towards her and his,f&ckened. ‘Tell me
something.' he said roughly. ‘Can you say anythivag will erase what's
happened?’

‘No, but . . .’

‘That’s all, then,” he said quickly. ‘Let’s not miiunch, Cat. The fact that
we’re sitting here, talking to each other, is mthren | expected. So let's
not lose ground. Tell me about something that we leandle. Tell me
about Evian.’

It was useless to tell him what she was thinkingntbess to say please,
before it's too late, let’s talk about us. The ldmbhg she wanted to do was
spoil the fragile truce forming between them. Watkigh, Caitlin nodded

her head and looked away from him.

‘Of course. There’s a lot you should know aboutrierger.’



She plunged immediately into a concise history led Erench firm’s
proposal, trusting her mind to dispense pertinantsf even while part of
her thoughts agonised over her foolishness in thgnkhat what he had
felt when he saw the cinema poster was the sanieksijuer admission
of love that had surged through her; the simpleéhtrwas that he'd
probably felt nothing more than nostalgic regrett ¥ven that was better
than the rage and hatred he’d offered the othéditnig

His questions about Evian interrupted her, and iascomments and
demands for facts became more specific, Caitlimdout necessary to
concentrate all her attention on the informationweanted. Gradually,

without willing it, they fell into an easy give-aitdke of technical

information, dropping back into their old habit fafishing each other’s
sentences, challenging each other when neededy askind of verbal

shorthand that had developed between them yeaoseb&ft some point

between dessert and coffee, his comments becasédréegient and she
felt his eyes on her, but when she looked up, bpmid his glance to the
table. Finally, as the waitress refilled her cup flee second time, she
leaned back and sighed.

‘Well, | think that's all of it, Luke. | can’t thik of anything | left out,
unless you have some questions.’

‘Lord, no,” he grinned. ‘You know, | used to fealiljfy about steering
you away from studying biology, but now | think emcaging you to
study business administration was the wisest mewet made.’

‘Well, thank you,” she murmured, blushing slightigut you didn’t turn
me away from biology.’

‘Sure | did, Cat. Your father talked me into giviggu a job that summer
you left school, remember? You said you wanted dokwn the lab, that
you were planning to be a biologist, and the vesytrday | found you
sobbing into your coffee."



A smile lit her face as she listened to him. ‘llidhast forgotten that,” she
admitted. ‘I'd spent the whole first day cleaningt guinea-pig cages, and
| thought the poor little things were the test gab§ in some gruesome
experiment. Was | relieved when you told me theyewpart of a
longevity study! The truth was, | probably only tight | wanted to be a
biologist because my mother had been one. | suppbsel something to
do with losing her when | was little. | wanted te bverything she had
been.’

Luke raised his coffee cup in a toast and grinnedea. ‘Whatever the
reason, the world may have lost a biologist, butrias’s gained one hell
of a tine administrator.’

She blushed with pleasure at his praise, dismalyatlit should be so
important to her,

‘I'm glad you're satisfied,” she said quietly.

‘Satisfied?” He laughed aloud. ‘You're terrific, €gust the way you
always were.' Impulsively, he reached across thk tand covered her
hand with his.

His touch and his words Hushed her with a rusheokation. She felt as
if she were barely able to breathe, as if the Hamd¢had touched was the
only part of her body she could feel. He snatchedhand away and their
eyes met. She knew she should say something, agytt her brain and
tongue seemed numb. Quickly, he turned away amdkbagl for their bill.

‘Look,” he said hurriedly, busying himself with hrgllet, ‘there are still
some bits and pieces of this Evian deal we shalkdabout, without any
interference from Emily or Warren. If you have nathplanned for the
rest of the day, | thought maybe we could just wialka while. Unless
you have something more important in mind . . .’

Caitlin fought back the tiny swell of excitemenatiirembled within her.



‘That sounds like a good idea,” she said, tryingdond as casual as he
did.

‘Okay,” he said, almost gruffly. ‘After all, if weé going to be working
together, we might as well try and get along wableother.’

Her heart seemed to be thudding so loudly thafesdwed he could hear it
as he pulled back her chair and helped her todwedr f

‘Oh, | agree,” she said quickly. ‘And we have, haiveve? | mean, lunch
went well just now. It. . .

‘It seemed like old times for a while,” he said efily.

A Dbittersweet sorrow welled up within her and shedded,
acknowledging the truth of what he had said withiousting herself to
answer aloud.

They left the restaurant and walked slowly along fRue de Seine,
heading away from the quick tempo of the broad é&ands. The street
became more picturesque as they walked its ledtddern boutiques

and offices gave way to older, handsome building&ed tightly against
each other as they drew nearer to the river thanadahrough the heart of
the city like a lazy serpent. For a long while,ther Caitlin nor Luke

spoke; when finally they did, their comments wegatl exchanges about
the cobblestoned street or the charming old houSeglin’s thoughts

kept returning to that electric moment between thenthe restaurant,
trying to make sense of it, even as she warnecelehst it had probably
been meaningless, nothing more nor less than desargesture, a
remnant of what they had once had. She never liearsidden babble of
childish voices ahead until a group of neatly umfed children, their

school bags trailing after them like the tails dafek, came barrelling
unexpectedly around a corner.

‘Look out,” Luke warned, laughing as he drew het ofithe children’s
path. ‘Even traffic on the pavements is dangerauRaris.’



‘It certainly is,” Caitlin gasped. ‘Imagine trying explain to a gendarme
that you've been run over by a bunch of four-forghhlittle kids! | don’t
think my French is good enough for that.”

‘Well, mine surely isn’t,’ he said, smiling at héDo you want to keep
walking, or would you feel safer if | found a taxi?

‘No,” she said quickly, ‘no, I'd love to walk a dibnger. We’re almost at
the river, aren’t we? Would you like to cross idamalk along the other
side?’

‘That sounds good to me, Cat. Better stay closen& though. Who
knows if there are other packs of rampaging kidshenoose?’

He smiled down at her. His arm, which had remaimedectively around
her, dropped to his side and he took her hand waickdl it into the crook
of his elbow. They continued walking towards then8eand it occurred
to Caitlin that they looked the same as any otlaér @f tourists on this
beautiful day.

Paris was wearing her brightest, most charming. faibere was a crisp,
cool tang of autumn in the air, but the trees stiire their summer
greenery and the sun was warm and bright above.theom time to
time, she glanced up at Luke as they walked, he fight with a glow
it had not had for a long time. The old, narrovests that she had only
recently had no urge to wander now seemed the detightful pathways.
Everything she saw-an agent de police directinfi¢craa tiny an gallery,

a dog sitting on a chair next to its master at\@epeent café-seemed to be
part of a painting by Renoir or Monet. Finally, yheached the river and
began to cross the bridge to the other side.

Caitlin said, the words tumbling from her lips befehe could stop them,
‘That has to be the Louvre on the far bank. Do fook we have time to
go there? We always planned . . .” Her voice felleas the reality of their



situation closed around her like a dark curtaine'Wad lots of plans,
didn’t we?’ she murmured tonelessly.

Luke’s footsteps slowed and he seemed to whisgearmswer. ‘Yes, Cat,
| guess we did.’

‘Luke, I'm sorry.” Her voice roughened with anger leerself. ‘1 don’t
know why | said that ... it just slipped out.’

He drew away from her and dug his hands deep irtgbckets. ‘It's
okay,” he said carefully. ‘Spending the afternoogether this way made
me remember, too. | suppose it's impossible todbthe past entirely,
even if you want to.’

She took a deep breath and looked up at him. ‘A sure that’'s what
you really want? To forget everything we had oncder words were
rushed together, as if she were fearful of askhmg question and even
more fearful _of hearing his answer.

They had reached the far side of the Seine andabeed and leaned
against the railing of the bridge, staring downtls grey-green water
surging beneath them.

‘I don’t really know what we had, Cat,’ he saiddlly, in a voice so low
it was almost a whisper. ‘Everything seemed sordeane a few days
ago . . . | thought I hated you the other night,roaw . . .’

Hesitantly, her hand reached out to' touch him heutnoved away.

‘I want to hate you, Cat,” he said almost angriBut | can’t, and | just
don’'t understand it. | . . . | feel as if | werestan a maze of mirrors--I
can't separate the false image from the true path o

‘| can tell you what'’s true,” she said quickly.can explain . . .’



He swung around to face her with an expressionhhdthardened into
bitterness.

‘Explain what?’ he asked brusquely. ‘And whosettrutll you tell me,
Cat? What image will | get this time?’

‘Stop it,” she said sharply. Tears of anger andtfation slid down her
cheeks. ‘Stop it,’ she repeated in an agonised pehisl don’'t have to
defend myself, Luke.” She inhaled deeply and ttiedsteady her voice
before she continued. ‘Why do you...how can you assume the worst
about me?’

‘Why are you still wearing his wedding-ring?’ heuctered, ignoring her
guestion.

She looked down at the thin gold wedding-ring wathrprise, so used to
wearing it to keep men from asking her out that Ishe all but forgotten
it.

‘It's a simple question, Caitlin.’

She looked up at his sharp tone. Whatever fainmtfashe thought she
had seen in him earlier had vanished. He was Igo&trher, she thought
suddenly, as if he had never seen her before, heved her. An illusion,
she thought bitterly--their entire day together HmkEn nothing but an
illusion, born out of his nostalgia and her wealsnegVith weary
resignation, she turned away from him in defeat atde to answer.

‘Okay,” he said finally, ‘I want my corporation, dryou want the job with
Clarke, I'll use my influence with my family and guort you against the
merger, and then you’ll return my shares to menihwe bitter words, no
more dredging up the past . . . we can managedaat, we?’

‘Yes, I'm sure we can,” she said stiffly, surpristtht she could even
manage to say the words. ‘We always were a good,tearen’t we?’



Something seemed to darken in his eyes for thdelsti¢ick of eternity,
and then it was gone.

‘The best,” he said at last, and he held out hmlia her.
‘Yes,” she whispered, as she placed her hand jny@s, we really were.’

With great formality, they shook hands and seahedr {pact.



CHAPTER SIX

‘I DON'T know why you refuse to move up the stockters’ meeting,
Caitlin,” Emily Thomas said petulantly the next mimg. She leaned over
a tray of croissants and poked delicately at thdth ter finger. ‘Isn’'t
there anypain un chocol& | most specifically asked for some.’

‘There were two, Mother,” Warren said, adding sug@arhis coffee.
‘You've already eaten them both.’

‘Well, it's not my fault that the French have suplkculiar breakfast
habits, You'd think they'd have learned somethibgw the importance
of the first meal of the day, wouldn’t you?’

Caitlin sighed and turned to her secretary, who suisig beside her with

a non-committal look on her face. She felt tireh@ugh the day had

barely begun. The day spent with Luke had leftchsturbed and uneasy,
and it had been difficult to concentrate on thegraplean had left in the
suite for today’s meeting. She had managed ongwahfours of troubled

sleep and her patience with the self-centred Emayer too good to start
with, was at an all-time low. With great effort,esimanaged to speak
calmly to Jean.

‘Would you mind calling down for something more stantial for Aunt
Emily, Jean?’

Jean nodded and got to her feet.

‘Thank you,” Emily said frostily. ‘I don’t know whyou insist we wait
for Luke before we get started. You already knovageses with me.’

‘Yes, Caitlin, why the delay? He can’t vote on thisyway.'

‘| already explained that, Warren,” Caitlin saidtipatly. ‘It's only right
we hear his opinion. As for voting-we have to waitil the meeting. The



others haven't arrived yet, and neither have thgxy votes. There’s still
time before the deadline, you know,’ she addedtpdiy.

‘They probably aren’t going to show up, Caitlin.dAsome of them never
bother sending in their proxies. | don’'t see why sieuld wait any
longer; the major stockholders are all presentwayy

Caitlin uncrossed her legs and got up from herrclieell me, Warren,”
she said pleasantly, ‘would you be so eager to ngks now if you didn’t
have the proxies you and your mother need in yocket?' He flushed
and tugged at his earlobe. ‘Just because two ofougins have agreed to
support the merger . . .’

‘Just because they have, you know you can carryddusion. But we
have rules of procedure, Warren, and | refusercumvent them.’

‘Nonsense, Caitlin, Emily said immediately, a frowcreasing her
forehead. ‘This is a family-owned corporation. Wadwa the rules and we
can change them.’

‘Not prior to an announced meeting,” Caitlin samamfy. ‘It's not good
business practice, and | would think there’s somgtin the by-laws to
prevent it.’

‘Can you substantiate that?’ Warren demanded, aadirC began to
rummage through the papers in her briefcase.

‘I can,” Luke said from the doorway. Caitlin glamcep at him with a sigh
of relief.

‘Good morning, she said quietly. ‘We’ve been wagtior you.’
‘I'm sorry, | was delayed. Good morning, everyonkg¢ added, crossing

the room and sitting down opposite Emily and hen.s®Varren, in
answer to your question--when we first drew up ues of procedure,



we specifically drafted item nine to prevent juse kind of thing you're
proposing.'

‘Then | fail to see any point to this meeting,” Bynsaid, a sharp note of
irritation creeping into her voice.

Luke smiled pleasantly at his aunt. ‘Caitlin argpent a lot of time at the
Evian lab yesterday. It's only fitting that we tgtbu what we saw. You
do have an open mind about this, don’t you?’

Without waiting for an answer, he began to outlihe details of their
visit to Evian. Caitlin crossed the room and satvddeside him as he
spoke. She listened in silence, handing him prist@nd notes from her
briefcase when necessary, only interrupting oncéme to add some
additional information to his presentation. He wbulave little trouble
handling his cousins when they arrived, she thquglleased at the ease
with which he’d absorbed the complicated matefitakas almost as if no
time had passed since he had been an active difiting behind Thomas
Pharmaceuticals. She was caught up in watching éwer) while part of
her was engrossed in mentally checking off hissfactd figures. When,
after half an hour, Warren began to chuckle saofthye looked up in
surprise.

‘Did | miss something?" she asked softly, turniadace him.

‘Yes, please, share it with all of us, Warren,” eukdded. ‘I didn’t realise
I'd said something funny.’

‘Oh, it's nothing you said. | simply suddenly thdugf how amusing all
this is. Mother and | would have bet our last dotlsat you'd oppose
Caitlin, wouldn’'t we, Mother? And yet, here you aracing to support
her position, championing her cause.” Warren shuskead and held up
his hands. ‘I didn't mean to interrupt, Luke, but .” He shrugged
helplessly and began to smile. “You must admis, at’bit hard to accept.’



‘I don’t know why it should be,” Luke answered clyol'Her position is

the right one for the company. If you'd just sttynking about the short-
term benefits of this merger and pay some atterttiowhat I've been
saying, you might even begin to admit it to yoursel

Warren crossed the room and poured himself anatiyeof coffee. ‘I'm
not going to debate my attitude with you, Lukehihk my mother and |
have already made our positions perfectly clearatWtwas referring to
was the admirable ease with which dear Caitlin seéon win over
whichever Thomas brother she needs at a given ntorien offence,
Caitlin,” he drawled. ‘Still, you must admit it'sther droll.’

‘I won't play your game, Warren,' she answered. "Wehere to talk
about Thomas Pharmaceuticals and nothing othertkzdn

‘Caitlin’s absolutely right . . . Luke began and awen burst out
laughing.

‘And isn’t that an all-too-familiar phrase? | seéonremember hearing it
years ago, Luke, and from you, if memory servesgrwhhe barely had
the right to attend these family functions.’

Caitlin’s face whitened with anger. ‘I certainlyddhave the right,” she
said quickly. ‘I had my own shares . . .’

‘For heaven’s sake, Caitlin, don’t bring up yourserable little five
percent again, please,” Emily interrupted.

‘Yes, do spare us that. I'd much rather you talkbdut the marvellous
technique you seem to have, my dear.” Warren setchp and saucer
down and smiled unpleasantly. “You must tell us edime how you used
it to persuade Evian to offer you stock options eortikey knew you
opposed the merger. Did she tell you that, Luke®v He spent an
evening with the chairman of their board and howdtiened his offer for
her personally?'



Luke got to his feet and took a step towards hisito

‘Why don’'t you ask her?” Warren said quickly, magiritowards his

mother. ‘Matter of fact, why don’t you ask her Hat's why she’s so
opposed to the deal? Perhaps she’s holding oainfeven bigger piece of
the action?’

Caitlin snatched up her briefcase and stuffed apes into it. ‘I will not
preside over this. . . this brawl,” she said caldiyhis meeting is
adjourned.’

She pivoted on her heel and stalked from the rd&ehjnd her, she heard
Emily’s outraged cry and Luke’s voice rising in angbut she didn’t look
back, not even when she heard him call her namewals halfway down
the corridor when he caught up to her and graspedhoulder.

‘It isn’t true, is it?’

‘How can you even ask me that?’ she demanded lgittenlling free of
him. ‘I told Evian | didn’'t want their stock. Thishole deal is a fraud.’

‘Those options would be worth a lot of money, @it | suppose this job
with Clarke is worth even more to you.’

‘Yes, itis,” she said stiffly, wincing inwardly #te lie.
‘Okay,” Luke said slowly, ‘okay, | believe you.’

‘Thank you for nothing,” she said through her teeffm | supposed to be
grateful for that vote of confidence? The other @s nothing to do with
this, Luke. As long as I'm with Thomas, I'll be lalyto it. I only want
what's best for this firm. But Warren only what'edt for his wallet.
That's all there is to and if you think I'm going just sit back and listen
his horrible accusations, or try and defend myselbf you. . .” Without
warning, tears sprang to her eyes, ‘Just let meealwill you? Go back in
there and finish talking to your family.’



‘I've already finished,’ he said roughly, takingrregm and ringing for the
lift. ‘I told Warren what would happen to him thext time he decided to
run off at the mouth. Emily is probably patting hiand this minute and
promising to protect him from me.” He grinned ar las the lift door

opened. ‘She told me she’d never heard such largumager life, but |

bet that won’t stop her from tucking into her brieesk when it gets there.
Here,” he added gruffly, handing her his handkethidry your eyes.

You don’t want to spoil that executive image of ggudo you?’

Caitlin smiled and dabbed at her eyes. ‘I don'tl femuch like an
executive this minute. | don’t know why | let thaseo get under my skin
that way.’

‘Actually, | thought you did rather well, consideg the job Warren was
trying to do on you.’

‘I wasn't prepared for that kind of attack.” Carlyu she folded the
handkerchief and handed it back. ‘I guess whatyg@alshed him over the
edge was your support of my position.’

Luke shrugged and smiled at her. ‘"You were more tihading your own
with him. | have to admit, | got a kick out of segihim on the defensive
with you.'

Caitlin looked at him and smiled as they stepped ioto the hotel
corridor and started towards her suite. ‘That'sharitable description of
what happened, don’t you think? He wanted to chewinto little pieces,
Luke.'

‘Only because he felt trapped, Cat. He knew youthadacts, and that’s
why he tried to hit you with those low blows. Bulwhandled him like a
pro.’

She unlocked the door to her suite and turned ¢e fam. ‘Well,” she
said, smiling slightly, ‘I feel better now. Why dbryou wait a minute



while | splash some cold water on my face, and thetl go back and
beard the lions in their den?’ Her smile widened ahe began to laugh.
‘Come to think of it, after all that talk of propprocedure, | don't think |
had the legal right to adjourn that meeting the Wwaig.’

‘Extraordinary circumstances,” he said innocendlgd then he laughed.
‘Well, if it's not in the by-laws, it should be. Ntet them cool their heels
a while, Cat. | don’t think we have anything maoestly to them just now,
anyway. Suppose | call down for some coffee whitel yreshen up?
Unless . . . would you rather | left?’

She shook her head. ‘No, a cup of coffee wouldepefic. | won't be a
minute . . . She hurried into the bathroom, hopthg complexity of
emotions she felt didn’t show on her face. ‘Dorgt & fool, Caitlin,” she
whispered to herself furiously as she splashed watér on her eyes and
then wiped off the last traces of fading mascarsdothing has
changed...he’s just pleased with how things wenth wEmily and
Warren.’

Yet, when she returned to the sitting room, hertresemed to leap at the
sight of his smiling face.

‘Coffee will be here in a minute. | was half tengbt® order champagne,
but I thought even the French might raise theibeyes if | asked for it
at this hour of the morning.’

Caitlin smiled. ‘Haven't they ever heard of a champe brunch?
Anyway, coffee’s more in line with the way | feel.’

There was a discreet knock at the door and sheedpéeio admit a waiter
wheeling a linen-covered table on which gleamedvarscoffee service
and delicate Limoges cups and saucers. He bowedhsmd set about
placing the table before the sunny windows, armagngivhite damask
napkins at each place-setting before carefully drgwup two chairs.
Caitlin cleared her throat and turned away as thibewstepped back from
his handiwork and nodded solemnly.



‘Trés bien, garcon. Mer¢ishe said when he turned to her for approval.
Once the door had safely closed behind him, sheetuto Luke and
smiled. ‘This is a long way from the office, isit? I'm used to having
my morning coffee from a chipped mug with a pictaf&noopy on it.’

‘I can’t imagine that, Cat.’

Caitlin poured coffee for both of them and smilékhat’s the real me,’
she admitted. ‘I suspect Emily feels more comfddaibp this kind of
setting than I do.’

‘Oh, | don’'t know, Cat. You seemed very much at lom that
conference room.’

She smiled and sipped at her coffee. ‘That's bexduteel at home
dealing with facts, figures, the business detdilhe corporation. But all
this . . " she gestured at the room and its elegg@pointments, ‘has
nothing to do with me. Does that make sense?’

Luke pulled his chair closer to the table. ‘Yefédl the same way. This is
so far removed from the reality of the lab and dfffece . . . But this is
Emily’s reality. She only sees Thomas’s as a managhine. Profitable,
but not as lucrative as the merger.’

Caitlin looked up at him and smiled. ‘Well, you magt have changed
her mind, but at least you’'ve given Warren somethanthink about.’

‘Yes, he did look terrified, didn’t he?’ Luke leahéack in his chair and
chuckled. ‘I suppose | always wanted to take himhart | never had the
chance before. In the past, | was always able togswnough of the
others so Warren knew it wouldn’t pay to fight itto

Caitlin looked at him appraisingly. ‘You almost smuas if you're
looking forward to this.’



‘I don’t know,” he said thoughtfully, ‘maybe | amstill wouldn’t say a
boardroom skirmish is as exciting as hiking ovemauntain ridge or
sailing through a squall . . .’

‘Or discovering a new vaccine,” she added, and mdled with a
charming honesty.

‘Definitely not in that league, no. But it's goirig be fun, | used to think
that part of the business was just time wasted aft@y the lab--
necessary, but not terrific--but | found | missedhese past few years.'

Caitlin returned his smile. ‘You mean you won't bato be shanghaied
into attending meetings from now on? That's harbdbeve.’

‘Well,” he admitted, ‘I'll probably always prefer st tube to an annual
report, but you can’t expect miracles, can you?’

‘Speaking of miracles, I'd have thought Emily woubdve tracked us
down by now. | wonder if. . . She started as thillsring of the

telephone interrupted her. ‘I bet | know who thaf ishe murmured,
lifting the receiver. ‘Hello?” She nodded at Lukadarolled her eyes
upward. ‘Yes, Emily. Yes, | know. No, not yet. Ydsshall. Yes, yes,
later.” She hung up the phone and sighed. ‘Emilntewdo know if I've

heard from any of your cousins yet. | think shdigid I'm going to hit

them over the head and steal their proxies asdppgar.'

‘Not a bad idea,” Luke chuckled. ‘Although | doftink we’ll have to go
that far to convince them. Actually, it might beoegh just to let them
talk to you.’

‘To me?’ she repeated in surprise.

‘Sure. You're the one who discovered the problerh\Evian, not me.’

‘That’'s only because | had the facts. No, thankstlie kind words, but
talking to me won't do it. | think Emily has beetirsng them up for a



while now. She keeps hinting that they’'re goingadch me in some sort
of error, sooner or later. In some ways, she’styreld-fashioned, you
know. | suspect she’s not comfortable with decisiorade by me because
I’'m a woman.’

‘A beautiful woman,’ Luke said softly. ‘That’s a fsmt combination, you
know. Beauty and intelligence . . . those are asget can't list on a
balance sheet.’

Their eyes met across the table and Caitlin’s beattquickened at the
frank admiration she saw reflected in his gaze.

‘That was something special you always had, Catnibre apparent now
than ever.” She cast about for some sort of resydmst none seemed
appropriate. He had caught her off guard again, oy with his
compliments but with the same flicker of warmth chahown the day
before. He smiled and his hand moved towards héerenit lay on the
white tablecloth, and she drew in her breath asfihigers grazed her
wrist.

The fragile moment between them was shattered éyntinusive cry of

the telephone. Luke pulled his hand back and gohisofeet. Caitlin

watched as he shoved his hands deep into his moeaket stared out of
the window. Finally, on the fourth ring, she snaidfat the phone.

‘Yes, what is it?’ she said sharply, her eyes siill Luke. ‘Emily, | told
you . . . yes, | said that | would. No, please tlomhere’s no need for
that, Emily. Emily?’ She slammed down the phone bukle turned and
faced her.

‘Trouble?’ he asked calmly.
‘No, not really,” she said slowly. ‘Emily wants tmme up here and join

us. l...asked her not to. I didn’t think we’'d getich work done with her
breathing over our shoulders,” she added hastitgicahe would sense



that the truth was more complex than that. ‘I copidne down and ask
the concierge to hold my calls . , .’

‘That won’t stop Emily-and we’re never going to getir strategy
organised if we spend all our time dodging her.’df@led suddenly and
snapped his fingers. ‘Look, I've got a great id¢'a. a beautiful day out.
Why don’t we clear our heads a little, get out itfte air for a couple of
hours, and avoid my aunt all at the same time?’

Caitlin shook her head doubtfully. ‘I don’'t knowuke. I'm not sure we
should.’

‘Come on, Cat. Your secretary can take any cals$ dome in, if that's
what’s worrying you. We can’t play hide and seekthwEmily all
morning, can we?’

‘We couldn’t leave even if we wanted to,” she saldwly. ‘Knowing
your aunt, she’s probably going to be knockinghat door in about two
minutes, even though I told her not to.’

‘Then we don’t have a second to waste, do we? Came&voman, get a
move on.’

Luke grabbed Caitlin’s hand and pulled her to leet.f

‘This is crazy,” she said, hurrying along with himthe door. ‘I've got to
at least tell Jean that I'm leaving . . .’

“You can leave word at the desk. Hurry, Cat,” hgedr as she paused to
snatch up her jacket. “You don’t want to open tthadr and stumble into
Emily, do you?’

‘But where are we going? she whispered, as thehedisdown the
corridor.



‘To a place where they won't be able to find usevehwe can do some
serious thinking.'

‘Are you certain?’

A teasing smile lit his face. ‘Are you doubting thnesdom of my first
executive decision in almost four years?’

She smiled at him in return and shook her headdlessly following him
into the lift, conscious of nothing but the warnegsure of his hand on
hers.



CHAPTER SEVEN

LUKE refused to tell her where they were goingenhg her only the
right to choose between getting there by Metroyotalsi.

‘The Metro, by all means,’ Caitlin said immediatelyhaven’t been in it
since we got to Paris.'

She saw an electric map as soon as they enterathttezground station
and hoped he’d use it so that she might learn thggterious destination,
but he seemed to know their route beforehand andkett her through
the turnstile and on to the platform without ansiteion. Even while
Caitlin chastised herself for agreeing to leavehbtel with him, she felt
drawn to share in the feeling that they were caaspis eluding the
enemy. She warned herself not to be fooled by lsikefaxed, carefree
mood. It was business that had brought them togeitih¢he past, they'd
done some of their best planning for Thomas’s whidking along the
beach or through the park.

She glanced up at him as the train pulled intostla¢gion. Yes, that was
what all this must be about. The hotel suite, ele@a it was, was stuffy
and confining. He'd probably found a quiet, greesrner in a park
somewhere, with a bench to sit on, where they cpldttheir next moves
without interruption.

They entered the train and she looked around h#r wuriosity. The

carriage was similar to others she’d ridden in,San Francisco, or
London, or New York, but it was impossible not te tharmed by the
variety of languages she heard or the colourfukbatsements. Her glance
fell upon a route map. Smiling to herself, she réael names of the
stations they would pass, recognising some of tliem books and films,

until she reached one that made her pause.

‘Les Buttes Chaumont?’ she said aloud. ‘Is that ivhee’re going?’ she
asked in surprise.



Luke nodded and leaned towards her. ‘That's theeplahe admitted.
‘You don’t mind, do you? I've always wanted to see

‘Yes, | know,” she murmured. ‘| remember. It's thark where they say
children go to sail their model boats. You usedjdke that it was
probably the only place you could race a sailingtland win.’

‘You really don’'t mind going there, do you, Cat® lasked quickly. ‘|
just thought it would probably be pretty quiet orwaekday afternoon,
and we can get some work done while we walk.’

‘It's fine with me, Luke,” she said after a sligi¢sitation.

He gave her a faint smile and she managed to réturafore looking
away from him. Paris had other parks, she thoughtonfusion. There
was the Bower- lined walk through the Tuileries #imel Champs de Mars
and the Bois de Boulogne . . . why had he chosinléss known, less
convenient one? Why would he want them to go ttaaepthey’d talked
about, years before, joked about the day he’ddasice off the California
coast at Santa Barbara?

‘The first thing we’ll do when we get to Paris, " tlesaid while she’d tried
unsuccessfully not to laugh at the sight of himhwstrands of seaweed
trailing from his hair, ‘is buy a model sailing h@and take it to the lake at
Les Buttes Chaumont.’

‘Good idea,’ she’d said solemnly. ‘I'm sure you c&im against ten-year-
old competitors.’

‘You'll pay for that unkind remark, young woman,e'd said quickly.
‘just for being so cruel, sailing the boat will thee second thing we do in
Paris.’

And then they had both started to laugh, and haigybt her in his arms
and kissed her. She could still remember the wetnderful feel of his



body against hers, the salt-tanged scent of himfahling that the future
ahead of them was infinite and glorious.

As Luke had predicted, the park was all but dedefitere were a few
dedicated joggers along the pathway as they entmmddseveral young
women pushing prams, but once they had walked dyrt@aitlin was
struck by a sense of quiet and serenity.

‘How peaceful it is here,” she said, trying to kagp with Luke’s long
strides.

He agreed, smiling at her. ‘We’ll find a spot dotiere, by the lake, and .
.. Cat, look. There’s a boat out on the water.i@eooking one, at that.
Would you mind . . . it will just take a minute.. .

She smiled at him and nodded her head.

Ahead of them, a small boy knelt patiently on thesgy shore of the sun-
dappled lake as a large model boat, its saildfiig a gentle breeze, cut
through the water towards him. Caitlin and Lukeppted a few feet away
and watched as the ship knifed gracefully towahneschild’s outstretched
hands.

‘Good-looking model, son,” Luke said, and the bamoKed up and
frowned.

‘Pardon, monsieur?’

Luke cleared his throat and smiled self-consciauslgaid, uh,le . . . le
bateau, uh, il est bien, uh, bonCat,’ he whispered anxiously, ‘how do |
tell the kid that I like his model?’

‘| think you’d better worry about how you tell hisother that you're not
a child molester,” she murmured, leaning closehita. ‘That woman
sitting on the bench over there is looking at uargely.’



Luke glanced over his shouldéeBonjour, madame,he called and then
he bent his head to Caitlin’s. ‘She looks as if 8fieks I'm a murderer,’
he muttered. ‘All I'd like to do is try the boat .’

He leaned down as the boat nudged into the sheralml smiled at the
little boy. ‘May 1?’ he asked, gesturing at the mabdl, uh,je . .. Cat,
please, tell him I like sailing, and ask him if. .

‘Would you care to sail itnonsieu?’ the child asked suddenly in perfect,
charmingly accented English. Luke nodded happily lamelt beside him,
‘May 1? just once?’

The child stared at him solemnly. ‘Certainlgponsieur | would be
honoured.’

Carefully, he relinquished the hull and, with greatemony, Luke angled

the boat into the wind and pushed it off. Caitimiled as she watched the
man and the boy exchange satisfied glances agttaeship heeled on its

side and sped across the lake.

Luke’s face was relaxed and contented, and yeetheas a difference
about it, a shadowed presence in his eyes, thed fZaitlin with a sudden
ache. He and the child were laughing together, hadcas the boat cut in
front of a sleepy, startled duck, and Caitlin b&dkback the sudden
pressure of tears in her eyes. She felt almostcowes by the urge to
bend down and put her arms around him, and sheedhioer hands into
her jacket pockets as if they might betray her.ili@eately, she turned
away from the lake and met the irritated stare h&f woman stalking
towards them.

‘Luke,” Caitlin said quickly, ‘I think it's aboutiine we left.’
He looked up in surprise and then rose to his f&&ts, of course. Uh,

you have a charming little bonadameé he said hurriedly as the woman
brushed past them and took the child by the hand.



‘Au revoir, mon ami the boy called, as she whisked him along thd pat
leading around the lake. ‘Perhaps we can play hegeanother time,
yes?’

Caitlin burst out laughing as the woman bent dowd ehattered angrily
at the child.

‘Well, you win some and you lose some,” she safd. least he liked
you.’

‘That’s because | feel like a kid myself this mieut_uke grinned as they
walked away from the shoreline. Caitlin agreed.téhfall, only a pair of
juveniles would be here in the middle of the dagtéad of being at
work.’

They followed the path as it began a swing upwards. buttes for which
the park was named surrounded them like the roiclesf a great bowl.
Gradually, as the path steepened, Caitlin’s foptsttowed.

‘From the sound of all that huffing and puffing yaudoing, you’'ve been
locked away at a desk too long. What's the ma@at? Don’t tell me this
little hill is too difficult for you.’

‘Little hill?’ she repeated indignantly. ‘Is thathat you call this . . . this
track for mountain goats?’

‘You can do it,’ he insisted. ‘just put your minalit.’

‘My mind isn’t the problem,” she gasped as the séepened. ‘It's these
awful high heels . . .’

‘A feeble excuse," he said tauntingly. ‘You're jasit of shape.’

Caitlin shook her head and took several raggedthsedNot so,” she
finally managed. ‘I took up jogging a while ago.tBrotting along a flat,



paved road in sneakers isn’t the same as . . .,lplkase,” she groaned,
‘give me a minute to get my Wind back.’

He laughed and dropped to the grass beside the ‘Qdthy, weakling,
you've got sixty seconds. So you took up the gr€alifornia sport,
hmm?’ She nodded her head and he smiled. ‘So dkeadlly,” he insisted
when she frowned in disbelief. ‘That was how | kipshape, once they
began to let me out of the hut. | used to jog adotire village, leaping
over squawking chickens, scattering frightened dsjrwhile the little
kids pointed at me and laughed.’

‘They didn’t try and stop you?’

‘Stop me?’ He laughed again, and it was such atiitfus sound that she
began to smile even before he spoke. ‘Listen, | wsir only
entertainment. The crazy gringo, shirt tails flaygpitrying to avoid the
piles of donkey dung, not always successfully, gimiadd, was better
than anything they had going for them. And it wageat feeling. | can’t
describe it, but on really good days, when | wasniog just right, my
mind would kind of float free. It's impossible ta@ain, but . . .’

‘But suddenly you would be elsewhere, looking dawmnyourself, seeing
colours you’d never seen, hearing every bird csilif dor the first time.’

Luke looked at her in surprise. ‘Yes, that’s it etka It was almost as if |
wasn’t there in that ugly place any more.’

Caitlin sighed and plucked a blade of grass frosideeher. ‘Yes, | know
that feeling. That's how it is for me when | runstarted it for the
physical part, to get in shape after the long hquss sitting at my desk,
but then it became something else, a place to hogelf, to get away
from all the things pressing in on me . . .” Herrd®faded into silence
and she looked up and smiled apologetically. ‘Sofrgidn't mean to
make it sound like a mystical experience.’



‘Don’t apologise, Cat.’ His eyes narrowed and henged away from her.
‘Sometimes, when | was running, I'd find my thought the craziest
places.’

‘My thoughts were of you,’ she said simply, notidgrto look at him. ‘I
used to remember things we did together, placeseve . . .’

A soft breeze sighed through the trees, and Lukedtbeside her.
‘Maybe it was mental telepathy,” he said softlyorgetimes, | could
almost see your face before me, smiling, looking asthing mattered in
the whole world except forus . . .’

Her heart lurched within her. ‘Luke . . .’

He scrambled to his feet. ‘Come on,’” he said gyufff¥ou’'ve had more
than your sixty seconds.’

Caitlin stood up slowly, regretting her admissian him, cursing the
obstinacy that kept making her try and push himatols something
unattainable.

‘Maybe we should go back down,” she said after & fainutes had
dragged by in silence. ‘There were some benchestinedake . . .’

‘Not when we’re so near the top,” he said brusguélan’t you make it?’

‘I's not that,” she began, but he reached out grabbed hold of her
hand.

‘Just hang on to me,’ he said, not looking at Herere isn’t far to go.’

His touch seemed dry and impersonal, and she dlurigm obediently,
trudging along behind him as the path became awainail cut into the
side of the butte. She glanced to her left andquedownward. Below
them, the lake glistened brightly in the late moghsun. As she watched,



a flock of birds swooped low and settled like déekves on the grass
beneath trees touched with colour or by the coahgmights. Only the
tall buildings on the horizon were a reminder tiaty were still in Paris.

Caitlin ducked het head as she followed Luke intolaak, cave-like
opening in the side of the butte and then up @&serf rough steps cut into
the rocky slope. They had reached the end of thewarail. The park
was far below them, a child’s storybook view oeseand pathways, with
the lake a tiny, glistening droplet at its heatieTwind, stronger than it
had been at the bottom of the butte, caught herdmal teased it into a
halo of soft curls.

‘We're at the top of the world,” she said softliiow beautiful it is, Luke.
| feel as if we're the only people left in the wladlorld.’

‘You said that the day we climbed down to that lkeildove at Big Sur,
Cat,’ he said in a muted voice.

The caress of the wind and the intensity of the prgrbrought a splash
of crimson to her cheeks.

‘I remember,’ she whispered.

‘You said the world belonged to us, Cat, that lsvewn a world no one
else can share.’ His hand tightened on hers andoce roughened. ‘Did
you mean it?’

‘You know that | did,” she murmured.

‘Then why?’ he, demanded. ‘Why Justin? If the wdoielonged to us?
And why so soon? Didn’t you even look back? Whaigemed to all the

promises we made to each other?’

‘I never forgot any of them, Luke.’



‘Or were they just empty words, Cat?’ His eyes Horgo hers and his
words slurred together roughly. ‘Is that it?’

‘You know they weren’t,” she said angrily, pullifigge of him.

‘I don’t know a damned thing,” he growled, ‘espdigimbout you.’

‘'ve had enough of this,’” she said, starting tepspast him. ‘I was a fool
to come here with you. You said we could get alenth each other,

work together . . . but you lied, didn’t you?’

He moved past her quickly, blocking the narrow patih ‘Don't talk to
me about lies, Cat. You're the expert in that field

Caitlin’s face reddened with fury. ‘Damn you! | re@ied. You want to
fit me into some neat little category you set apel me, classify me . . .’

‘Oh, how | wish | could,” he said bitterly. ‘Therat least, I'd know if it
was me you'd wanted, or my brother, or only a fooif way to get
where you are today.'

‘I'm going back to the hotel,” she snapped.

‘You'’re not going anywhere until this is finishedat.’

There was the sudden sting of tears in her eyshafoked at him, ‘It is
finished," she said quickly. ‘I know that now. Ydon't want to listen to
the truth!

He bent his head towards her and she drew back tihenwild, heated
look in his eyes.

‘| asked you a question about that day at Big Bias all that an act?’

Without warning, his arms closed around her. Shepg@ as his hands
spread across her back, drawing her body tightlirsg his, and her



hands flattened against his chest as she triedultofnee of his rough
embrace.

‘Stop it!" she said angrily. “You have no right tieeat me this way.’

She twisted her head to the side, but his mouteedmn hers without
pity, his lips warm and hard against her wind-edllflesh. For the
briefest of seconds, time seemed an eternity astshggled against him.
Outrage at his attempt to pervert an act that hmae goined them in love
flooded through her, and then suddenly it was gduiiee a tidal wave
ripping free of the ocean, all her pent-up longiagd love for him
erupted, and she threw her arms around his neakijrgehis mouth with
hers, forcing the harshness of his kiss to chatogleecome the sweet fire
she’d never forgotten. She pressed closer to hesperately wanting to
erase all his doubts and anger with the touch obbdy, all her pain with
the flood of emotions his kiss had unleashed.

He pulled free of her suddenly, his face so pade tiis eyes seemed like
dark stones within it.

‘What are you trying to do to me?’ he asked in akad whisper. ‘|
already said you were a good actress. You don’e hawdo this to prove
it.’

It was too late for her to draw back from the ré&z@dge on which she
was balanced. Too many years of wanting him, tonyntlreams of being
in his arms, were propelling her forward. It wasifathe past few days
had been leading inexorably to this single momant] she could no
longer prevent what she must finally admit.

‘Don’t say anything more to hurt me, Luke,” she ¢ed, tears streaming
down her face. ‘I love you . . . | never loved angelse. | tried to tell you
the other night, but you wouldn't listen . . .’

‘Stop it,” he said roughly. ‘I don’t believe youat’



‘You must,” she said desperately. ‘It's true, Luk&ve you.’

‘It doesn’t matter,” he murmured. ‘I don'’t feel ahyng for you, Caitlin.
Not any more.’

‘No,’ she cried.

‘It's finished,” he insisted. ‘It . . .” Suddenlfe reached out and took her
by the shoulders, his fingers tightening on heil @whte felt their imprint
would be branded into her flesh for ever. ‘Oh, {@aithe whispered, and
all at once she felt the tension draining from bgly, saw something
springing to life in the darkness of his eyes, #meh his mouth was on
hers, warm and sweet and wonderful, his kiss tgliar more than words
ever could that he loved her, that the

terrible years they had been apart were over &t tlaat all her empty,
endless days and nights were done with.

‘Caitlin, Caitlin,” he sighed, the softly murmuretame a warm breath
against her lips, ‘I love you. | can'’t lie to yote-myself--any longer.

Don't cry, darling,” he said softly, brushing hisoath against her damp
cheek. ‘Please, don’t cry any more.’ His hands baugthe silken, wind-

tossed tangle of her hair as he lifted her fackigo‘Do you understand,
Cat? | love you.”

Her hands moved across his shoulders, touchedbés &s if she sought
to convince herself that he was really there, indrens, that this was not
merely another dream from which she would awakenold, numbing
reality. But no dream had ever been like this, khew, as she felt the
faint roughness of his cheek against hers.

‘Luke,” she whispered, ‘I've been so unhappy, soely . . . The other
night ...’

‘Hush, Cat,’ he said, cradling her in his arms, d$& were two other
people, darling, not us.’



‘| thought you'd forgotten how it was between us wvay we loved each
other ...

‘I never forgot anything about you,” he said hugkiNot the way you
look, or the way you feel, or the taste of your mhouike honey and
wildflowers and . . .’

His words were lost in the passion of their kisaitlh sighed and gave
herself up to the miracle of what was happeningjemime and space
whirled around her, carrying her back to the ladgerenity that had held
them safe that long-ago afternoon at Big Sur. At,lahe leaned back
against his encircling arms and raised her eyéssto

‘I have so much to tell you,’ she said softly, i®any things | want you to
know, to understand . . .’

His arms tightened around her. ‘Later,” he murmuieid hands slipped
under her jacket, their warmth burning through &iéc blouse. ‘I don’t
want to do anything right now except kiss you, toyou . . .’

His mouth covered hers again and she pushed abmleshadowed
thoughts that moved like phantom dancers throughniiad. Nothing
mattered except this, she thought, as a wild etxoitaurged through her.
A giggle and a wind-borne whisper drew her backdality, and she
opened her eyes and looked over his shoulder. Tide-ayes children
stared at her from the base of the rocky stepsrigadpb from the cave-
like opening in the butte.

‘Luke--we have an audience,” she whispered.

He turned and groaned softly as he saw the pariohing urchins.

‘Bonjour,’ he said with forced amiabilityVous parlez anglai®s



The children looked at each other and giggled.
‘Non, monsieytsaid the tallest.

"That’s tine,” Luke said, grinning at them. ‘Whyeart you monsters in
school? How'd you like me to report you to the truafficer?’

‘Luke, that's terrible,” Caitlin hissed, trying nod laugh. ‘Just smile at
them nicely--is that the best you can do?--that'smile, don’t scowl, and
maybe they’ll leave.’

‘Don’t be silly, Cat. | bet we're more fun to watthan anything else they
can find around here. Come on,’ he sighed, takielghand in his, ‘let's
find a place with a little more privacy.'

She flashed an embarrassed smile at the childreshashurried after
Luke, her high heels tapping a staccato beat omdties as she tried to
keep up with him.

‘Could you please slow down a little?’ she askeehlhlessly as the path
widened. ‘I'm delighted to know you want to rush i so we can be

alone, but if | break my ankle, we'll end up gokrgzy trying to make

ourselves understood in a French hospital.’

He turned to her and smiled. ‘Thomas men alwayf aff with their
women,’ he said.

The laughter and happiness that had filled her distiantly, as if a
spectre had clamped a hand to her throat. Shedsstrkim in silence,
unable to speak a word.

‘Cat, | didn’t mean that the way it sounded,” hasguickly, drawing her
to him and burying his face in her hair,

‘Didn’t you?’ she whispered, pulling back to facenh ‘Was that what
you were really thinking? That Justinand | . . .’



He shook his head. ‘No,’ he insisted, ‘no, | Please, Cat, don’t look at
me that way,’” he said, misery etched into his fdtgust slipped out. It'll
pass, darling. It will, you'll see.’

‘It won't,” she murmured. ‘That’'s why we have tdkalLuke. You must
understand . . . | have to tell you everything.'

He touched his lips to her forehead. ‘Not just yeirling, It's too soon. |
told you, the past is over.’

‘But we're part of that past,” she insisted. ‘Wentarush it aside, not if
we want to begin again and build something good/éet us.’

‘We have something good between us, Cat. That'sotilg part of the
past we need to remember.'

She stepped closer to him and put her hand onHheskc ‘Luke’ she
whispered, ‘I couldn’t bear to have anything sefeats again.’

He covered her hand with his and brought it tonhagith. ‘Nothing will,”
he promised softly.

Caitlin searched his eyes with hers. The sinceoityhis pledge was
plainly written in their warm glow. Still, a pergent fear, prompted by
the still-fresh memory of how close they had comédosing each other,
spurred her on.

‘I know you mean that,” she said. ‘I just want t@ke sure we bury all
our old ghosts, so they can't rise up to hauntgazsra’

He looked at her for a second, and then he reactiednd gently tucked
a strand of her hair behind her ear.



‘Listen to me, Cat,’ he said quietly. ‘The simptath is that I'm not ready
to hear about you and Justin. | don’t know if Bver be ready. Even if
you had a thousand good reasons for marrying him .

‘One reason,’ she interrupted.

‘Even one good reason is more than I'm ready farst can’t get past the
fact that he . . . that you . . . my girl and mypther . . .” His voice broke
and faded away into the silence. ‘The truth doealiays set you free,’
he said. ‘Sometimes, the weight of it is more thgrerson can bear.’

His eyes seemed to plead with hers for understgndhe thought of
Justin, of his arrogant cruelty, and suddenly &nsed clear that the
knowledge she held within her, this truth that sfented to force upon
the man she loved with all her heart, might indbeda burden he could
not bear in these first few days of his freedome &oked at the lines
etched alongside his mouth as if by a cruel sculptwl, hesitantly, she
ran her finger along the scar on his cheek.

‘You never did tell me how that happened.’

A muscle in his jaw tensed and his eyes seemearced and look into
the past.

‘It's nothing,’” he said tightly. ‘just a souvenif the welcoming party they
threw for me after | was captured.’

Caitlin shuddered. ‘It must have been terrible & s¥hispered.
‘It wasn'’t too terrific,’ he said, and then his nlbuwsoftened and a faint
smile lit his face. ‘This day, this moment with yas the first good thing

that’s happened to me in years. Let’s not spogléase.’

She moved towards him, into his® open arms, ant aisigh she leaned
her head against his shoulder.



‘l love you so much, Luke,” she murmured. ‘I jusant us to be happy.’

He tilted her face up to his and his lips brushexsh’'We have each other
again, Cat. When did we ever need more than thag teappy?’

It was such a basic truth that she could find ng warefute it. Her lips
parted beneath his and his arms tightened aroundihi# the heat of the
sun and the warmth of his embrace became one.



CHAPTER EIGHT

‘THERE you are,” Jean said, breathing a sigh béfras Caitlin stepped
from the hotel lift. ‘I've just about run out of exses for you. Emily and
her son have been poking into comets trying to fiod.” She paused and
gave Caitlin a suspicious look. ‘Where have younbaeday, anyway?’

‘Wouldn’t you love to know?’ Caitlin said mysterisy, winking at her
secretary. She burst into delighted laughter asthiprised expression on
Jean’s face and tapped her lightly on the arm. ‘€an into my suite
with me, and maybe [I'll tell you.” Caitlin unlocketthe door and fairly
danced into the sitting room, tossing her jacket elntch bag carelessly
on to a chair, kicking off her shoes as she padalide window,

‘What a perfectly glorious day,” she said, flingingen the curtains. ‘Just
look at that view--have you ever seen a city glikie Paris?’

Jean was methodically picking up Caitlin’s discardelothing and

carrying it into the adjoining bedroom. ‘What happd to you? You

sound as if you spent the last eight hours at @mawt café, overdosing
on Pernod.'

‘Don’t be such a cynic, Jean,” Caitlin laughed, shhg around to face
her. ‘What else is Paris famous for, besides Peamstpavement cafes?
Love, my friend.’

Her secretary trotted back into the sitting roord aank down on a chair.
‘I'm supposed to believe you've met Prince Charmiisgthat right?’ she

asked, staring at Caitlin. ‘Okay, don't tell metloee guess. Uh, you went
to the Louvre and fell head over heels in love watlpenniless young
artist. Better still, you finally called the Marguand he swept you off
your feet. Not warm yet?’ she said, when Caitlartgld to shake her head
and smile. ‘I've got it this time. Knowing you, yguobably felt sorry for

some guinea-pig or white rat at the Evian lab aodl galled the RSPCA



and the guy they sent over to investigate turnédabe Paul Newman in
disguise. No?’

‘Is it really so difficult to picture me in love Wi someone?

‘Not difficult, exactly. Just highly improbable. it it's an interesting
possibility. I've got to admit, in all the time Evbeen working for you,
I've never seen you look so...so...’

‘So glowing? Happy? Ecstatic?’

‘So smug,’ Jean said flatly. ‘Well, are you goirggtell me what's going
on? You might at least have warned me that you'd doeng a
disappearing act.’

‘I'm sorry, Jean. | didn’t plan on it, believe meCaitlin smiled and
collapsed on the couch opposite the other woman.y@u remember the
other night, when 1| told you I'd dreamed of comittgParis long ago?
And you asked me who I'd planned the trip with? Ysaud that nobody . .

‘Dreams about Paris alone,” Jean said impatientlgu told me more
about yourself in that one little speech than | eaer recall hearing
before.’

‘The man | wanted to make that trip with is herspent the whole day
with him,” Caitlin said happily, excitement shinimg her eyes. ‘And he
still feels the same way about me, that's the mastderful part. | knew |

never stopped loving him, but the miracle is thashll loves me, too.’

Impulsively, Jean reached across to Caitlin angped both her hands in
hers. ‘Oh, Caitlin, that’s incredible. I'm so hapfiy you. You mean to

say that this man just turned up, some time sinme lft here this

morning, and told you he loves you?’



Caitlin shook her head and laughed. ‘No, no. Haddrup a couple of
nights ago, right here in this very room . . .’

Jean sat back and stared at Caitlin through nadosyes. ‘Hold it a
minute,” she said carefully. ‘Do you mean that Ldkeomas . . . that he’s
theoneyou. ..’

The smile vanished from Caitlin's face and she egisher chin
defensively. ‘I know how it sounds. But we werelawve long before he
vanished. And there’s no reason to get that looiaur face, either. | had
good reasons for marrying his brother.’

‘I'm sure you did, Caitlin. I'm not judging you.Jue heard enough gossip
around the office to realise the whole thing wamplicated.” She flushed
slightly and looked down at her lap.

Caitlin smiled and patted her secretary’s arm. strme, jean. | know
what I’'m doing.’

‘You're the boss, Caitlin. Just keep in mind thaedting a business isn'’t
quite the same as directing your heart.’

‘I know that. For one thing, | won't have the bahedf you running
interference for me.” A smile tugged at the comefrrer mouth. ‘For
instance, | bet you've been dying to give me a awrmon what | missed
today.’

Jean flipped open the shorthand pad she’'d beerimgrand grinned.
‘Now that you mention it let's see. Warren Thomaants to know if
we’ve heard from the rest of the family.’

‘And have we?’

‘Nope. No proxies in today’s post, either.’



‘Well, there are still a couple of days left befdtee big showdown.
Suppose you start phoning them tomorrow, Jean. bukiel worked out a
rough of what we want to tell them; I'll tape itéa and drop it off at your
room. Okay, what else?’

‘Emily spoke to the vice-president from Evian, sheiade arrangements
to go and see the chateau they keep dangling im éfoyou tomorrow. |
didn’t think you’d want her on the loose there @pso | said you'd want
to make the grand tour, too.’

Caitlin sighed, pausing in front of the mirror abdishing out her hair.
‘Well, it ought to be different from inspecting lafatories. Anything else
before | take a quick shower?'

‘That’s about it. Unless you want to hear aboutMaquis’s latest phone
call?’

‘Just make a note for me to return his call. Maytheeven ask him over
for a drink before we go home. He’s a nice man, laredbeen negligent,
haven't I?’ Caitlin caught a reflection of Jearéeé in the mirror and she
started to laugh. ‘All right, all right. I've beetamned near rude. Do me a
favour and phone him for me. Tell him I've beenyasad invite him here
the day after tomorrow, say at six or so, for aktait’

Jean smiled and scribbled a note on her pad. ‘Vitedl's about it. Will
you need me tonight, or is that a foolish question?

‘Tll be out this evening,” Caitlin said, ignoringean’s knowing smile.
‘What time are we scheduled to leave for the chatemorrow?’

‘A car’s picking you up at nine--if you're sure than'’t too early.’

‘Luke and | are going out to dinner,” Caitlin sajdickly, a faint blush
spreading over her cheeks. ‘It won't be a late nigh

‘Of course not,” Jean said mildly. ‘Well, have fun.



As soon as her secretary had left, Caitlin hurmed the bathroom. Lying
back in a tub of warm water, the perfume from hathhoil surrounding
her like a fragrant cloud, Caitlin closed her egad thought about Luke.
For weeks after learning of his death, she’d drehmdmout him. It was
never the same dream, but the end of it never @thridis strong arms
would close around her and his whispered words evbulish against her
ear.

‘I'll come back to you, Cat,’ his voice would prose.

And, always, she‘d wake in the night with teargatning down her face.
At the time, the dream had been both a welcomagselafter the terrible
emptiness of her waking hours and a cruel remindldns death. She’'d
never allowed herself to believe in it, not aftés watch and ring had
been sent home, not after a stiff, formal lettet haived telling them that
his ashes had been interred in the tiny republigvimch his death--an
unfortunate accident, the letter called it-had oemi Now with the

memory of his kisses only hours old, Caitlin save tdream as a
premonition, one she wished she’d permitted heteedtcept.

She stepped from the bath and wrapped herselffloffg bath towel.
Luke would have to hear the whole, ugly story sosime told herself,
even though it would hurt him. A feeling of quietspair stole over her as
she slipped into her clothing. It was almost akedfrefused to deal with
the present, as if he loved a memory, a Caitlin wholonger existed.
How could he care for her, she wondered uneasalyewing what he did?

‘One step at a time, Caitlin Thomas,” she murmuakxlid, brushing her
hair until it gleamed with a dark lustre. A pray®ng forgotten since
childhood, sprang into her mind.

‘Grant me the serenity to accept the things | canclwange,” she
whispered, ‘courage to change the things | can,veisdom to know the
difference’



Caitlin straightened her shoulders and glanced timéomirror. ‘Wisdom
to know the difference,” she repeated firmly, stgrat her own reflection.
Then she turned off the lights and locked the dodrer suite behind her.

Downstairs, in the glittering lobby of the greattdlp Luke was waiting

for her. The realisation sent a tremor of antiegratrocketing through
her.



CHAPTER NINE

THE soft glow of candlelight lit Caitlin’s hair wh dark glints of red and
gold. The trembling flame danced upwards into tlekdoak-beamed

room, casting its flickering shadow across her fageing her eyes into
mysterious pools of jewelled light. The old, bamck walls gave the

small cellar café a sweet, intimate warmth. Onng stage a few tables
from them, a dark-haired woman sang plaintivelyjose won and lost,

her quiet, husky voice reminiscent of dry leaveftidg through a dark

forest. The song rose to an anguished cry anditigersbent her head as
the spotlight highlighting her delicate face winkex blackness. There
was a second’s silence, and then the crowd butstapplause, as the
spotlight came on again and the woman smiled ameto

Caitlin leaned closer to Luke and placed her haret bis. ‘I didn’t think
places like this really existed? Luke smiled arasped her hand tightly
in his.

‘I'm glad you like it here, Cat. It is nice, isnt?’

‘It's wonderful,” she sighed. ‘These tiny tablelat little man playing the
accordion, the candlelight-it's all perfect. Hovddiou find it?’

‘Just luck,” he said a bit smugly, and she giggled.

‘The same luck that led you to that wonderful oldce where we had
lunch, and that inn where we had dinner? Comeadme the truth.’

‘Okay,” he said with a grin. ‘I'll confess. I'd ptaned on taking you to all
those places years ago, when we talked about goiRgris.’

‘And you remembered?’ She sighed and leaned hed lagainst his
shoulder. ‘I'm so glad.’



His hand gripped hers tightly for a second and theret go and picked
up his brandy glass. In the glow of the candleli¢id face seemed filled
with a tired wisdom. She’d hoped that tonight hgimiwant to talk about
the past four years, but when she’d broached tpie,tbe’d cut her off

with a shake of the head. There was nothing toudsche’d said. He
knew all about the need to survive: he had donet wkahad to do in

order to get through the past few years, and so dted He had no
guestions he wanted answered, he’'d insisted, amdhatin’'t pressed him
any further. She gazed at him over the rim of hhantly glass. Of course
he had no questions to ask her, she thought. Heddy answered them
all himself, crafting his answers in ways he cotdane to terms with and
accept.

And she would let him do just that, at least terapby, she thought
defiantly. She would protect him until time couleédin to heal the
wounds she couldn't see, wounds that went far dedpen the scar
visible on his cheek. When they got home, she’e thikn to Big Sur,
surprise him with the little cabin she’d built dretside of the cliff they'd
both loved. There, the lonely stretches of whitedsand the thundering
waves pounding the rocks below would work theilankng wonder on
him. Only then, when he was ready to listen andewstdnd, would she
tell him everything. For now, it was enough thatshi# loved her.

‘A penny for your thoughts] Luke said softly. ‘Oreayou disappointed in
the new, pragmatic man I've become?"'

‘You could never disappoint me,” Caitlin said quickl was just sitting

here and thinking how different we are from the tmeople who parted
from each other in California four years ago, aed yow much we're
still the same.’

‘Let's see how much the same we really are,” hel,samiling at her.
‘Shall we see if we still remember how to dancestbgr?'

They moved on to the tiny dance floor, and shdeskihto Luke’s arms
with a contented sigh. She felt the touch of hischan the small of her



back, the roughness of his tweed jacket under heelg His mouth was
pressed against her hair, and her body followeasig they had danced
together only the day before. The accordion wagipdasoftly, some sad,
unknown melody that sounded as melancholy as dharfd she closed
her eyes, surprised at the sudden rush of tears déwnpened her
eyelashes. The music changed, became a sweethyn$olrrendition of a

song they’d both loved, and she heard Luke whipemords, ‘I believe

in yesterdays,” and she knew he had recognisedat,and remembered.
Her arms tightened around his neck and she forgetything but the

wonder of being held and cherished by the man®ell

‘I want to be alone with you, Cat,” he whisperedskily, and she turned
her head so that her face was buried against his ne

‘Yes,” she murmured, unashamed of her need to hotdand be with
him. ‘l want that, too.’

He kept his arm around her as they wound their bagk to their table.
She smiled up at him as he signalled for their bill

‘Can we walk for a while?’ she asked as they lafts such a lovely
night.’

‘We can do anything you like, Cat,” he murmureds larm tightening
around her. ‘Just so long as we do it together."’

She leaned her head against his shoulder and tladkedv down the
winding street in companionable silence, two pedpdied together in a
web of contentment and happiness.

‘Do you want to stop for coffee?' Luke asked hethasbrightly painted
tables and umbrellas of a café came into view.

She shook her head, about to tell him that she walyted to be alone
with him, when suddenly he ordered her to stand Bgfore she could
answer, he darted into the midst of the tablededs than a minute, he



was back, a shy smile on his face, a nosegay opipsglutched in his
hand.

‘For you,” he said solemnly, and Caitlin smiled oves shoulder at the
wizened old woman who was selling flowers from ¢atal table.

‘Thank you,” she murmured, burying her face in poppies. ‘They're
beautiful.’

‘That’'s the only thing missing from my list, Cathd list of places we
were going to visit together. That field of poppwes talked about--you
know what | mean."’

Her cheeks turned the same crimson blaze as thverfoand she nodded
her head.

‘We'll find it,” she said. ‘I know we will.’

She snuggled back into the curve of his arm, thiglshe’d never fit any

place as well as this one, and they walked on, paestshadowed

buildings, occasionally stepping into a tiny coarty and stealing a hasty
glance at the banked flowers and moonlight-spaniyésss. Finally, at the

foot of the Rue des Abbesses, Caitlin stopped ao#leld back at the

steep hill behind them.

‘I'm glad we walked down from Montmartre and not,’ughe sighed.
‘You're tired,” he said quickly. ‘I'm sorry, Cat.dhould have thought . . .’
‘I'm not a bit tired,” she insisted, and then sheuckled softly. ‘But my
feet are. No, not a taxi,” she added quickly astaeted to hail one that
was cruising by. ‘You said we could do anything dnted, didn’t you?

Well, what I'd really like to do is take the Metback to the hotel.’

‘Are you worried about spending all my money?' éwsed.



Caitlin grinned. ‘Nothing so kind-hearted,” shedsdi just love to pass
through all those stations and see all those esotimding names on the
platforms.’

He started to laugh. ‘Who can resist a girl whakkithe Metro is exotic?
But we’ll have to hurry, Cat, if we want to catchrain before they stop
running for the night’ He grabbed her hand andtatipulling her along
with him towards the underground entrance. ‘Come stowpoke. You
always swore that someday you’'d be able to rumastsals | can.’

‘That was on packed sand at Big Sur,” she gaspgidgtto keep up with

him. ‘Wait a second . . .” She reached down andckea off her sandals.
‘And | wasn’t wearing these silly things. Okay, gbtu guy,” she

challenged. ‘Do your best! * Laughing like childrem a holiday, they
sped towards the Metro station and raced down tdiessLuke fumbled

in his pockets for tickets. ‘I know they're herensawhere,' he insisted
while Caitlin made faces at him. ‘Aha!’ he saicdutriphantly, pulling two

from his jacket pocket, and then they were throtghturnstiles, running
for the platform, charging into the train just befat pulled out of the
station. A sedately dressed, white-haired gentlelmaked up in surprise
from his newspaper, and Caitlin and Luke foughtdatrol their ragged
breathing and grins, but then the dapper strangiéh absolutely no

change of expression, closed one eye in a deldbenstk and they
collapsed against each other in laughter.

‘Okay, wise guy,” Caitlin said after she’d caugherbreath, ‘now you
owe me a new pair of stockings’

‘It was worth it Luke grinned. ‘Your time’s impke@d. Not Olympic
class, but . . " He laughed when she scowled, thed he pulled her
against him.

‘Anyway, your form is still terrific,’ he whispered

‘Luke! she murmured, trying to sound outraged, l@lte smiled in
contentment.



The lobby of the hotel was quiet and almost dedettake waited while
Caitlin got her room key and they went up in tHeih silence. At the
door to her suite, Caitlin hoped her voice sounchede relaxed than she
felt as a sudden shy nervousness overtook her.

‘Come in for a while,” she said, unlocking the doitl phone down for
something, if you like. Do you want brandy or coghaVine, maybe, or
coffee . . .” Her words trailed off into a whispand she turned to face
Luke, her features pale in the faint light comintpithe sitting room from
the window.

‘I don’t want anything to drink,” Luke said quietlyshutting the door
behind him.

‘Are you hungry? she asked, fighting against thevoes torrent of words
that threatened to pour from her dry throat ansl. lip

‘Not for food,” he murmured, and her heart begamaice wildly. ‘Don’t
turn on the light, Cat,’ he said, reaching for lmand as she raised it
towards the switch. ‘just come here . . . yes, tha.’

‘Luke,’” she whispered, as his arms went arouncahershe lifted her face
to his, ‘you haven’t said anything about my ring. I. | hoped you'd
notice that | took it off. I did it just before éft here tonight.’

‘I noticed,” he said huskily, his hands moving slpwalong her back, his
lips moving against her cheek. ‘I notice everythiagout you, Cat. |
always have. Like the little curl of hair that wostay put, right here,” he
whispered, his mouth against her forehead. ‘And yashes-the way they
curl,” he said, kissing her closed eyelids. ‘AndlWways loved this tiny
bump here--it makes you more perfect, somehow, memured, his
mouth touching the bridge of her nose. ‘But mosalafmost of all, I've
always loved your lips . . .” His words were logamst her mouth as he
kissed her.



Caitlin sighed and leaned her body into his. Hendsamoved up his
arms, across his shoulders, until finally they tddhe back of his head,
her fingers stroking the thick, dark hair, driftidgwn to touch his neck,
then moving back to tighten against the back of iesd, wanting
somehow to mould herself to him, become part obbdy and his mouth
and his arms. Her lips slowly parted under the deb@ressure of his, and
the long-remembered, never-forgotten taste andt safehim filled her
with longing and a feeling bordering almost on satr

‘Cat,” he whispered, the sound fierce, as if it gv¢orn from the very

depths of his soul, and she leaned back in his asrss lips moved to

her throat, searing her skin with their feveredctouShe reached under
his jacket, her hands moving slowly along his chesiching the hard,

knotted muscle, impatient for the feel of his skand his hands mirrored
hers, drawing her coat from her shoulders, comiamgklio move slowly

to her waist, to her back, and then, finally, to heeasts. Caitlin sighed,
covering his hands with hers, knowing he could feelfrantic beat of her

heart beneath his fingers, feeling the tremblingitbevithin her as his

hands moved to the back of her dress and his Snfmind the long

zipper at her neck.

‘It's been so long since | touched you, Cat,” hernmured, the sound of
his voice thick and filled with need. ‘It's been aternity since | kissed
you. All the nights without you, the days . . .’sHhouth returned to hers,
but his kiss was different now, urgent, demandargl she willingly gave
herself up to it, lost in the feelings so long @ehher. She could never
remember wanting him quite like this, never rementisng this ready to
slip past the invisible boundaries they'd alwaysarlied, and she knew it
was more than need, more than desire. This morntestact, would erase
all the pain, all the doubts of the past. She sigiethe silk dress slipped
down her shoulders and his hands touched her lxame stroking her
gently, the slightly roughened feel of his fingeeverything she
remembered, more than she remembered.

The moonlight was streaming through the windowching them both
with pale, white fingers. Through half-opened eys® watched his face



as he looked at her, as his hands caressed hehjnituher body with

warm anticipation. Slowly, she raised her handttoke his cheek. In the
soft wash of light, the pallid strip of skin on hignger where she had
worn Justin's wedding-ring shone eerily. She sleutdyes tightly, trying

to eradicate the spectre that suddenly seemedvi® rhaved like a chill

aura into the quiet room. Luke’s mouth was on heodt, his kisses hot
and urgent against the hollow in her shoulderjipgsmoving towards the
creamy swell of her breast. Without warning, therdgohe’d uttered

earlier that evening rose like ice-tipped needles pierce her

consciousness. ‘There aren’t any simple definitiohgood and evil any
more,” he'd said. Had he created a past in whidtidwas a martyr and
she a pragmatic survivor? She shivered as the spédttre seemed to
move nearer.

‘Caitlin,” Luke whispered, his breath warm agairtetr ear, ‘what’s
wrong? What is it?’

‘I ... Iit's nothing,” she said rapidly, buryingehface against his chest.
‘Something’s the matter,” he insisted, tilting Hace

up to his. ‘Please, Cat, tell me what it is.’

‘It's nothing,” she repeated. ‘Really.’

He grasped her by the shoulders and held her awway fim. ‘Don't lie
to me, Cat,’ he said quietly. ‘A minute ago, yountad me as much as |

wanted you. Now, everything’s changed. What's happé"

She shook her head and tears welled in her eyast trop it,’ she
murmured brokenly. ‘Please, Luke, for my sake.’

His voice became flat and cold. ‘It's Justin, isitZ You were in my arms
and you started thinking about him.’



‘No, no . . . yes, it was Justin, but it wasn't thay you think,” she cried.
‘It's just that everything is happening so quickijzanging so fast ...” She
bit back the urge to tell him a truth he could beér.

He stared at her with the same, unchanging expressi his face, and
then he reached out and smoothed the tousled &ekrfom her face.

‘Okay,” he said softly, ‘okay, love, | understaftere’s no rush, Cat. We
have all the time in the world. Why not take it?’

She forced herself to return his smile as he beénthkad and gently
kissed her lips.

‘Sleep well, Cat,” he murmured. ‘And dream of m@tie watched him as
he walked away from her. At the last minute, ashiaisd touched the door
knob, she moved towards him unsteadily

‘Luke? Will | see you in the morning?’
‘Why even ask me such a question? he asked quietlying to face her.
‘Of course you will. I want to be with you; you kwdhat. You know how

| feel about you, Cat.’

She nodded her head and managed to smile. ‘Godd,'rsge whispered
as the door closed softly behind him.

Caitlin caught her lower lip between her teeth bodied her head against
the cool, hard wall next to the door.

‘That’s just the trouble,” she murmured unevenlgt Wwords seeming to
fill the darkened room. ‘How do you feel about rheke?’



CHAPTER TEN

THE late afternoon sun beat down on the groupagathon the terrace of
Chateau Evian, Emily Thomas sighed happily as isked the last bit of
créme fraichérom her teaspoon.

‘Hasn't this been the most marvellous day, Warrditis castle is
superb.’

Warren nodded as he finished the last of the win&is$ crystal glass.
‘Indeed it is, Mother. And the food- you say allesie things were
produced on the estate, monsieur?’ he asked, tutoirthe manager of
the Evian property.

The small, dapper man smiled proudly ‘But of Couns®nsieur. The
vegetables, the cheeses, the wine, the fruit-elilenduick was ours. |
know Monsieur le Comte will be delighted to hearyotir pleasure. And
you, Madame Thomas? he asked, smiling at Caithfou‘ have been
silent for some time. You have, perhaps, questyoswish to ask me?’

Caitlin shook her head and Luke’s hand tightenetiens under the table.
‘No, merci, monsieurl am . . . | am quite satisfied with what I'veese

Unseen by the others, her fingers returned the aximd@ pressure of
Luke’s. She glanced at him and smiled shyly, sallight up in the secret
they shared.

They had reached the chateau late in the morning)ing upon it
suddenly as their limousine rounded a bend in #@weow road they'd
been following for more than an hour since leaviihg autoroute.
Chateau Evian was like something out of a fairg,tal gleaming white
confection of stone walls, towers and turrets sgairesst the dark,
embracing arms of an ancient forest. Its interiaswnagnificent. Vaulted
ceilings and Gothic arches soared overhead. Surdigeamed through
old, leaded-glass windows, illuminating the dektathued Flemish



tapestries that hung on the walls. Emily oohed aakded as Monsieur
Graubert, the manager, took them from room to rooegasionally

uttering embarrassing squeals of approval as hetgmbiout beds once
slept in by long-dead kings and queens of Franag,itbwas not until

they'd stepped out on to one of the chateau’s masapat Caitlin’s breath
caught in her throat.

‘Luke . . .” Her whispered word had been unnecgssiar the sudden
pressure of his arm around her waist told her liead already seen the
garden below filled with blood-red poppies swayinghe wind.

‘This is our place, Cat,” he’d whispered huskillykhew we’d find it.’

Most of what Monsieur Graubert had said since tiahbeen lost on her.
It was as if the storybook setting and crimson $boss had combined to
wipe away everything except her awareness of the atder side. ‘Do
you not think that would be a fine plan, Madame mas?’

‘What?’ Caitlin stammered. Clearly, the manager wasting for her to
answer a question he’d posed, but she had no ided ivwas. ‘I'm
sorry,” he said quickly. ‘I . . . | was thinking aist the chateau, and |
didn’t hear what you said.’

‘He said,” Emily repeated frostily, ‘that they waolube honoured if we
would spend the night.' Her expression softenedstredpursed her lips.
‘I could have the room that Catherine de Medicpsia.’

Caitlin looked at Luke in confusion. ‘I . . . | dorthink so,” she said
hesitantly. ‘We have to get back to Paris.’

His hand tightened on hers under the table. ‘Ikhinmight be a good
idea, Cat. We have some things to attend to, asdghhe perfect place
forit.’



His words were so polite, so businesslike, sheghglbut the message in
his eyes was meant for her alone. She thoughteoptippies and caught
her lip between her teeth.

‘| really think we ought to stay,” he said againdashe caught a gleam of
mischief in his narrowed eyes. ‘So long as Aunt Igngn’'t nervous
about it.’

‘Nervous?’ The old woman sniffed. ‘What on earthhsre to be nervous
about, Luke?” She nodded at the manager and snfikaghtily.
‘Monsieur Graubert says the chateau has all mockemaeniences.’

Luke nodded thoughtfully. ‘Oh, I'm sure it has.ukf thought you might
be put off by . . . well, never mind, Aunt Em. Itist worth mentioning.’

Caitlin glanced at him and frowned. What was hetaypshe wondered.
There was laughter glinting in his eyes, and a psgful set to his jaw.

‘What's not worth mentioning? Warren demanded.

Luke shrugged and pressed Caitlin’s hand agaits. jlist that | know
how you feel about rodents,” he said carefully, édyes on Emily’s face.
‘Mice, rats, that sort of thing. They can’t be hadpin an old stone
structure like this one, can they, Monsieur Gratier

The manager's smile wavered slightly. ‘We have ighsl problem,
monsieur,” he admitted after a short silence. ‘Big kept under control.’

‘I'm sure it is,” Luke said pleasantly. ‘Using eogical means, | hope.
Well, after all, there must be owls and hawks i fibrest.' He glanced at
Caitlin and she tried not to laugh. ‘And | assurher¢ are bats in those
towers. They keep the rodents in check, don’t they?

The man glanced from Emily’s white face to Caisircalmly interested
one. ‘Uh, indeed they do,” he said finally, eagerplease. ‘We, too,
believe in ecological balance.’



‘We're so glad to hear that,” Caitlin said, catapion to the spirit of the
game. ‘And I'm glad to hear that there are stilldigreatures living in the
forest, monsieur?’

‘Oh, there are many, madame,” the manager saidilgappoxes, of
course, even badger and wild boar. Why, just lastkwve killed a large
male in the garden, not ten feet from this terracé

There was a clatter as Emily pushed back fromahketand sprang to her
feet. ‘Warren,” she said in a quavering voice, ‘lafraid we have to

leave. My appointment at Dior,” she added hastihew her son frowned
blankly. ‘Remember? Tomorrow morning at ten?’

‘That’s too bad, Aunt Em,” Luke murmured, gettirggtis feet. ‘Perhaps
Caitlin and | should stay and look the place ovbitanore.’

Emily nodded in a distracted fashion and took Wasreaarm. ‘Yes, of
course. We'll send the car back for you in the nmagn

Caitlin pushed back her chair and stood beside Lafkehe manager
escorted Emily and Warren from the terrace. Lukengd and put his
arm around her waist.

‘So much for getting rid of the dragon lady,” hedssoftly. “You do want
to stay the night, don't you, Cat?’

He bent and brushed his lips against her ear, ankligs sent a thousand
messages to her. She moistened her lips and spakiushed whisper.

‘I don’t know,” she said hesitantly. ‘I don’t evdrave a toothbrush with
me...

He smiled and ran his hand along the curve of Ber. || suspect
Monsieur Graubert is equipped for such major enrengs, Cat.’



‘Luke . ..

‘I want to be alone with you, Cat,” he said huskilywant to kiss you, be
close to you-find the world that was ours four weago.’

She buried her face against his chest. ‘Luke, ersmuch to tell you . .

His lips silenced hers in a tender kiss. ‘You jtadtd me all |1 need to
know, Cat. When | saw the poppies, | knew this @laas meant for us.
Please, Cat--give us this night.’

She could see the love and need in his face, amdéredw it mirrored her
own. With a tremulous smile, she agreed.

Their rooms were handsome adjoining chambers jtisthe sweeping,
circular staircase on the second floor. Hers hatkdroused the king’s
mistress, M. Graubert assured them, and Caitlinrfadeason to doubt
his words once she saw the Aubusson tapestriehemwalls and the
massive, red-silk covered bed, its canopy emblat@nth the royal crest.
As soon as the door had closed behind her, sheleghabout in a
delighted circle, her feet dancing lightly over tb&inted tile floor. There
was a portrait of a woman over the fireplace, ahd smiled as she
glanced at it, wishing she had a gown like the ionhe painting to wear
for the evening. Surely such regal surroundingsedesl the proper
costume. She smoothed down the skirt of her greyl vheess and smiled.
It would have to do, she thought, with a shrug. Nobtfor a king’s
mistress, perhaps, but. . .

There was a knock at the adjoining door and hertlbeat quickened as
the door swung open. Luke stepped into the roonganded at her.

‘Well, it's not the George V,” he said casuallyutd guess it'll do.’

‘Isn’t it wonderful?' she laughed, moving towardsnh ‘l just wish |
didn’t feel so guilty for taking time away from wor



He put his arms around her and drew her head ddaimghest. ‘Work
isn't everything, Cat. You have to get the most gan out of each day.
That's something these past four years taught me.’

‘You mean you won’t have to be dragged out of yiabrany more?’ she
teased, tilting her head back and looking up at.Hibhat will be a
change.'

‘It's going to be hard to keep me in the lab atvalien | know you're
working just down the hall from me.’

‘You mean . . . you want me to stay at Thomas’'a@’ asked slowly.

Luke laughed and kissed the tip of her nose. ‘Qfree | want you to
stay, silly. Would | want to get rid of the besteextive director we ever
had?’

‘But you're back now, and | thought . . .’

‘You thought wrong. Besides, | want you near met. Céeel as if I'm
just re-entering the world, coming back to lifeeduldn’t do that without

you.’

A swell of contentment washed over her and sheletestto his arms.
‘That’s nice to hear,” she whispered happily.

‘You have told Clarke you're not taking that jolaven’t you?”’

‘Clarke?’ Caitlin closed her eyes and took a desgath. ‘Luke, about that
job...

‘I know it’s tough to pass up, Cat.’

‘No, it's not that. You see, they made their offecouple of months ago,
and...



‘Caitlin, are you telling me you want to take thatv?’
‘No, of course not,” she said quickly. ‘I've alrgatbld them that.’

She felt the tension flow out of his body and his\@&tightened around
her. ‘Then you did contact them. | bet they carlidve they lost out to
Thomas twice in a row.’

‘Luke, please let me tell you about Clarke . . .’

He tilted her face up to his and her breath quieklems she saw the dark
intensity in his eyes.

‘No more business talk’ he murmured softly. ‘Notight, Cat. Tonight is
just for us.’

The need to tell him that she had lied to him aléglatke when it seemed
the only way to gain his support in the fight agaiBmily faded as his
mouth met hers. She would tell him everything wimenwas stronger,
Then, there would be all the time in the world, ghaught with a sudden
happiness. He loved her, and that was all thatemtt Her thoughts
blurred into a kaleidoscope of colours as she dameself up to his
embrace.

‘Luke,” she whispered as his lips moved softly gdrer neck, ‘Monsieur
Graubert . . .’

‘He isn’t going to bother us, darling,” he said kilyg kissing the hollow
of her throat, her pulse beating wildly under tbech of his mouth. ‘He
sent his apologies, and said he had to leave fiewdours. We're to ring
when we want dinner.” His arms tightened arounddmet she could feel
the hardness of his body pressing demandingly agdiars. ‘But we
don’t want dinner, Cat, do we?’



She would not let Justin’s ghost separate thengkanWith a sigh of joy,
she wrapped her arms around his neck and pressdgseagainst his
neck, and her whispered response made him shudder.

‘No,” she murmured fiercely, ‘no . . . All | wans$ iyou, Luke. You, you,
you. ..

He lifted her into his arms and covered her moutth Vviis, and the

searing flame that was his kiss made her gasp.k@Quibe crossed the
room and laid her gently on the great, silk-covelstl, and as he
stretched out beside her, her fingers fumbled athiliittons on his shirt,
until finally she felt the heat of his skin and thteady beat of his heart
under her hands. His mouth was the centre of heergse and her lips

clung to it with desperate abandon.

He drew back and his eyes caressed her, the loygassion in them
almost like the touch of his hands on her body.

‘I love you, Caitlin,” he whispered. ‘In this whqlerazy world, you're all
that matters to me. | don’t know how | could hawereforgotten that,
even for a minute. | want to make you mine. Buhig isn’t the time, if
you want to wait . . .’

Slowly, her eyes locked with his, she drew thetsiham his shoulders
and ran her hands along the smooth skin she ha f@gotten, stroking
the hard muscles in his arms and back, gloryindhénfeel and the clean,
masculine smell of his body.

‘Make love to me, Luke,” she said unashamedly. aBé& darling, make
me yours.’

‘Cat . . .’ The word was a hoarse whisper, a datlam of love. His

mouth covered hers again, sweet and demandinmgtdier everything

she had waited so long to hear. He drew back fremahd she watched
his face as he opened the buttons of her dresdrbath catching in her
throat as he slid it off her shoulders.



‘You're so beautiful, Cat,” he said thickly, ‘sodely . . .’

She sighed as he fumbled at the clasp of her lmd,tlaen his hand
cupped the soft curve of her breast and her sighetlito a moan of
pleasure as his mouth closed around the waitind) sivieer flesh.

‘Luke,” she whispered, ‘Luke, listen ...’

‘Hush,” he growled. ‘Don’t say anything, Cat. Jiettit happen, the way
it should have years ago.’

‘But | want to tell you . . . | want you to know.’.

He raised his head. ‘Do you want me to stop, Cat?’

‘No,” she whispered quickly. ‘It's not that.’

‘Do you want me?’ he asked in a hoarse whisper.

‘You know | do,’” she sighed. ‘I always have.’

‘Then stop talking, love. Stop thinking. just feahd want, and be mine.’
His mouth and hands silenced her, until she knething but the wonder
of this moment. Her fingers joined his, fumblinghatr belt, hurrying the
time when nothing would separate their heated Isodie

‘Luke? Are you in there? Caitlin? Where in heavarasne are you?’
Caitlin’s eyes flew open. ‘Luke--it's Emily.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’” he growled. ‘She and Warrare halfway back to
Paris by now.’



‘Luke?’ The voice was closer now, and suddenlyegheas a knock at the
door in the next room.

Luke swore furiously and grabbed his shirt. ‘I'le bright back,” he
whispered. ‘I'll get rid of her as fast as | can.’

Caitlin buttoned her dress with trembling fingensl dollowed him across
the room, closing the door part way after him.

‘What are you doing here, Aunt Em?’ he demanded, @aitlin shut her
eyes as she pictured the look on his face.

‘What am | doing here, indeed. These blasted forewpds! The car
broke down, can you imagine? The chauffeur leftoms some god-
forsaken road near the river. No lights, no housespetrol station . . .’
Her voice rose in indignation. ‘He told us to staythe car and wait for
him, but it got dark--pitch black, Luke--and so \Wgr and | decided to
walk.’

‘Yes, | can see that,” Luke said mildly. ‘Is thatanure on your shoes,
Aunt Emily?’

Caitlin leaned against the door and clapped hed harer her mouth,
forcing back a giggle.

‘We had to tramp through potato fields,” the oldman said angrily.
‘What on earth is the point of building a castlet au the middle of
nowhere? These foreigners-their customs make neesdruke. None
whatsoever.” Her voice dropped to an ominous whispy@u were right
about rats, Luke. There was a strange squeakingdsau the hall
downstairs . . .’

Her voice rose again. ‘I am not sleeping alonénia tireadful place, | can
tell you that. Which is Caitlin’'s room? The houseger said it was large
enough fortwo . . .’



‘I don’t think that’s necessary, Aunt Em,” Luke dajuickly, and Caitlin
sighed as she smoothed down her dress and ramngersf through her
hair. She took a deep breath and flung open the doo

‘Hello, Emily,” she said pleasantly, smiling apoétigally as she walked
past Luke. ‘I'm sorry you've had such a bad time.’

Emily sniffed. ‘I hope you don’t mind sharing youwom, Caitlin,” she
said, stalking past her towards the open door@fttjoining room, ‘but |
shouldn’t think you’d want to sleep alone in thieadful place, either.’

Caitlin smiled sadly as she saw the anger andrétish in Luke’s face.
‘No,” she said softly, her eyes on his, ‘I certgididn’t.’

When dawn touched its rosy fingers to the old glasglow-panes, she
was still lying awake next to the old woman, tryingsuccessfully to stop
thinking of Luke lying alone in his bed in the negbm.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

FLAT, heavy clouds the colour of old pewter hungroParis the next
afternoon, Caitlin turned from her sitting-room daw and smiled at her
secretary.

‘All the books were right, Jean. This is the loesti city in the world.’

Jean glanced out at the darkening sky and nodd&de, if you have
gills. Haven't you noticed that it's been raining?"

Caitlin smiled. ‘So what? Paris is still beautiful.

Jean grinned. ‘That must have been some trip yys ook yesterday.
Emily came back convinced she never really wanteldageau in the first
place, and you came back looking smug as a caatbdhe cream.’

‘I's just that I'm so happy--especially now thaheo of the proxy votes
finally got here. And you're sure two of Luke’s s are arriving
tonight?’

‘Yes, Caitlin,” Jean said patiently. ‘There’s natgimore to do until the
meeting tomorrow. Oh, there is one thing-Clarkdechhgain. They said
there are some new developments that might chamgrenyind about that
job offer.’

‘Nothing will change my mind,” Caitlin said impatiy, tossing aside the
memo Jean had handed her. ‘I've given them the sarewer at least a
dozen times. Send them a wire and tell them iiflsrat, will you?” .

‘Okay, then that does it Jean glanced at her wat€ou have just
enough time to change before you meet the Marquishé bar for
cocktails. You told me to call him, remember?’ d@d gently when
Caitlin looked at her blankly. ‘He’ll be here ax si



‘Right. | almost forgot. | can just about make lipke will be here at
seven to pick me up for dinner." She hurried i@ bedroom and began
to lay out her clothes for the evening. ‘I just bdge was able to get a call
through to his lawyer,” she called over her shoulée time difference
makes it hard to get through, and he had some dhiegwanted to sort
out before we leave here tomorrow.” She paused stackd into her
closet. ‘I wonder if | should wear the white woot the green? she
murmured. ‘Luke always liked me in green . . .’

Jean grinned as she opened the door to the dudeubt if he’ll notice,’
she said. ‘He’s got that same dopey look on his fa have. I'll see you
in the morning, Caitlin.’

‘Good night, Jean.” Caitlin stuck her head aroumel hedroom door. ‘Let
me know if Luke’s cousins arrive, okay?’

‘I will, I will,” her secretary assured her. ‘Yows$t get ready to meet the
Marquis. That poor man doesn’t stand a chance ardbhsn’t even know
it yet.’

As soon as the door had closed, Caitlin hurried ihé shower, humming
happily. It would be wonderful if Luke arrived egrshe thought. Claude
was one of Thomas’s new clients; they'd have sohmactalk about.

How nice it would be to introduce them. Shortly dref six, she took a
last, critical glance into the mirror and then mdme way down to the
hotel’s elegant cocktail lounge.

She paused at the entrance to the handsome, akeadged room. The
Marquis, elegantly attired as always, rose fromtélde and waved to her.
‘Ah, my dear Caitlin,” he said in impeccable Enblisat last you've
found time to see me.’

‘Hello, Claude,” she said, smiling at him as hesedi her hand to his lips.
‘I'm terribly sorry I've been so hard to get hold these past few days.
But I've been so rushed, | haven’'t had a momesptre. It's good to see
you.’



‘And | am delighted to see yoma chérie You look lovely, Caitlin.La
Belle Franceseems to agree with you.” Caitlin slid into thatsepposite
him and nodded her head. ‘Oh yes, it does indeadsH | could stay in
Paris for another week, at least.’

Claude smiled and signalled to the waiter. ‘Two #firthe rockss'il vous
plait. That is what you still prefer, is it not, Caithin

‘Tll always be indebted to you for introducing nie white wine and
creme de cassis,” she laughed. ‘Yes, please, wdditd be fine.'

He leaned back and looked at her appraisingly. \Wee you going to
tell me why you have that special look about ydig?rhore than Paris; |
can tell that much without even asking. Has yousitess here gone
well?’

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. ‘Who knolvs®on’'t be
concluded until tomorrow, and I'm afraid I'm not itpi certain of the
outcome yet.’

‘I see,” he said, lifting one eyebrow. ‘Then, | guzzled. | have never
seen you look so radiant, Caitlin. And | suspedcta$ nothing to do with
me, unfortunately.’

She sipped at her drink and smiled again. ‘Thes®sneone here,
someone | never thought I'd see again. And he maagreat deal to me.
Does that sound confusing?'

‘No,” Claude sighed, shaking his head. He shruggedl raised his glass
to her. Bonne chanceCaitlin. I'm sorry I'm not the man who’s brought
that look to your eyes, but I'm very happy for you.

‘Thank you, Claude. ' Impulsively, she reached asrthe table and took
his hand in hers. ‘I'm sure you'll like him. Actlgl you'll deal with him
quite often at Thomas from now on.” A smile lit Hace as she looked



across the room. ‘He’s here, Claude. You can meatdnd then [I'll

explain. Luke,” she called, rising from her seatl araving, ‘Luke, we're
right here.” Caitlin sat down and looked at her pamon questioningly.
‘You don’t mind if he joins us, do you? | didn’t pect him this early, but
at least you two will have a chance to meet.’

‘I shall be delighted to meet this gentleman, @aitlThe Marquis
squeezed her hand and grinned. ‘It will be inténgsio shake the hand of
the man who can bring such a glow to your face.’

‘Thank you, Claude." She smiled and looked up aselxeached their
table.

‘Hello, Cat. Don’t bother getting up,’ he said, riurg to the Marquis. ‘I
wouldn’t want to break up such a cosy little scene.

Caitlin’s eyes widened in surprise and she drewk dar outstretched
hand. ‘I'm so glad to see you, Luke. | was jusiingl Claude about you.’

Luke smiled slightly as he sat down next to heedlRy/? Did you also tell
him | wasn’t due here for another half-hour, Cat?’

There was a brief, uneasy silence. The Marquisddakom Caitlin to
Luke and cleared his throat. ‘Caitlin tells me tlyati are soon to be the
man I'll deal with at Thomas Pharmaceuticals.’

‘And I'll just bet that broke your heart.’
Caitlin flinched and put her hand on Luke’s armuke,’” she said quietly,
‘this is Claude de Ville. He's been doing busingsth us for the past

year. Claude, this is Luke Thomas.’

‘Thomas?’ the Marquis repeated. ‘Does that meanyina and Caitlin are
related?’



Luke’s smile was unpleasant. ‘Very much so. Caidirmy sister-in-law.
She was . . . kind enough to manage things at Thdorame these last
few years. But all of that is about to change,tighCat?’

Claude looked at Caitlin and she forced a smilkeewolips. ‘Luke means |

won't be trying to run things all by myself any morClaude. He was
always' in charge of research and development,sgeu back in the days
when | was the office supervisor.’

‘But surely you will not be back where you start€aitlin,” Claude said,
staring at her.

‘Caitlin won't ever be back where she startedgast, not with me,” Luke
said flatly. ‘Anyway, why be so modest? Didn't yaell your friend
you’ve got a much better job waiting for you?’

‘Why, Caitlin, you never said a word about it’. . .
She shook her head imperceptibly and Claude feltsi

Luke smiled unpleasantly. ‘You have to learn tonb@e open with your
old friends, Cat. Or were you hoping for a courd#er from Claude?’

Waves of bewildered confusion washed over her. Eragely, she stared
at Luke, trying to make sense out of his shargtjragutwvords, hoping for

some clue that would explain his behaviour, butdlveas nothing to read
in his flat stare except coldness and anger. Withgreatest effort, she
forced herself to smile at Claude in a way she Hop&s reassuring.

‘It's true, Clarke Labs offered me a job, but’. . .

‘The top spot, Cat. I'll bet it's at almost doulilee salary you're getting
now, isn't it? Come on, don’t be coy with us.” Luleaned towards the
Marquis and smiled. ‘That's one of my sister-in-lawnost priceless
attributes, you know. She’s so shy and unassuming.'



The Marquis’s face darkened and Caitlin put a td@mgkhand on his arm.
‘Claude owns a pharmaceutical research company wede been
manufacturing his newest drug under licence,” shé quickly, trying to
ease the tension and assemble her thoughts. ‘Wevhet he came to
California last year.’

Claude smiled politely and patted Caitlin’'s handes, that's right. |

came to California to renegotiate our licensingeagrnent. | thought I'd

be able to persuade Caitlin to agree to a highglty percentage for my
firm in return for exclusive manufacturing rights fher.” He paused and
Caitlin smiled nervously, her eyes on Luke’s fdBait | was wrong. Not

only did we continue at the old percentage; somehogave her the
exclusive rights, anyway.’

‘That’s our Caitlin,” Luke said briskly, lighting eigarette. He blew out a
plume of smoke and smiled at her. ‘You're a reatacle worker with
men, aren’t you, sister-in-law?’

Caitlin stared at him with a nervous smile frozenher face. ‘Claude,’
she said at last, moving her chair back from theeta’l know you'll
forgive us, but we have to be going. Thank youlferdrink . . .’

‘There’s no rush, Cat.. I'd love to hear how youspaded M de Ville to
be satisfied with the old percentage and still gieae exclusive rights to
the drug.’

The Marquis frowned and toyed with his wine glassdon’t want to
delay you, Caitlin,” he said, ignoring Luke complgt ‘If you must leave

‘| asked a question,” Luke said abruptly. ‘Is it ddficult to give me a
straight answer?’

Claude de Ville flushed and half rose from his séatickly, Caitlin
reached out and touched his arm. ‘Claude, pleake, murmured, ‘don’t
say anything. I'm sorry. . .’



‘Come on, Claude,’ Luke urged. ‘You can tell men Ipart of the family,
remember?’

‘What on earth is the matter with you, Luke?' Gaithissed. ‘Why are
you acting like this?’

‘Like what?’ he asked innocently. ‘I just want tadw how you got the
old boy to change his mind. Is it a secret?’

‘It is no secret,’ the Marquis said stiffly. ‘Cartltold me of the great need
for the drug in developing countries. She explaihed vital it was that
Thomas manufacture it to keep the price low. Iktber an entire evening
to convince me, but finally I was in complete agneat with her.’

‘Ah,” Luke said softly, nodding his head. ‘Now | derstand. Well, why
not? After all, it took her just a little over a gleto persuade my brother
to marry her.’ Caitlin’s face flushed with humilian. ‘Luke, please . . .’

‘It's all right, Cat. You don’t have to be shy alhgwur accomplishments.
You did get what you bargained for, didn’t you, @la?’

The other man shoved back from the table and gbigdeet. ‘That is
quite enough,” he said softly. ‘I have kept quiet, Caitlin’s sake, but
now it must stop. You will apologise, monsieur, atdnce.’

Luke pushed back his chair and stood up. ‘Why nb&said gruffly. ‘I
really have no right to involve you in this, haweThis is a family matter,
after all.” He started to walk away and then turbedk to Caitlin. ‘I'll be
waiting for you outside,” he said quietly. ‘It'srie to lay all our cards on
the table.’

She watched in stunned silence as Luke strodedhrthe crowded room
and out of the door. Then, slowly, she stood up.



‘Claude,” she whispered, ‘I'm terribly sorry. | dbrunderstand what’s
happened. Luke isn't like that.’

‘Don’t apologisema chérie It is | who am sorry. For you, Caitlin. He has
no right to treat you that way. If you will let mid] demand he apologise
to you.’

She shook her head and managed a faint smile.riblol can handle it.
It's just that, well, you see, Luke has been thioagery bad time. | can'’t
explain it now, but it's taken a toll on him. Othese, he’'d never have
behaved that way. Forgive me, Claude. | don’t yelatiow what to say to
you.’

‘You owe me no explanations, Caitlin. But that ntaves one to you. To
have a woman look at him the way you did, and tohemneat her in such a
fashion . . Chérie,are you certain you don’t want me to deal with Pim

Caitlin patted his arm and assured him that shddvoe fine. ‘I'll try and
call you before | fly back to the States,” she sdibn’'t worry about me,
Claude. Please.’

She hurried from the table, almost as embarrasgateblook of pity in
Claude’s eyes as she was hurt by Luke’s behavibwas as though he’d
gone back to where they’d been the first night fegiche to her suite, she
thought, as if all his anger and bitterness hadrmed. She stepped
through the doorway and gasped with surprise a® lsukidenly grasped
her arm.

‘What’s the matter with you?’ she whispered, tddlisg her eyes as she
stared at the enigmatic smile on his face.

He made no reply as he hurried her to the lift drey went to her floor in
silence. She almost stumbled trying to keep up Wwith as they hurried
down the corridor to her suite.



‘Now,” she said, closing the door behind them aaking a deep breath,
‘now tell me what this is all about. You embarrassme terribly
downstairs. And the Marquis . . .’

Luke’s eyebrows lifted and he whistled softly. ‘Thkarquis,” he repeated
evenly, walking over to the couch and sinking dawmnt. ‘I hope, for the
Marquis’ sake, that you and he were able to coraphgbur. . .
negotiations without any interruption. You can‘vals be lucky enough
to have Emily come knocking at the door, Caitlin-have a man die, the
way Justin did.’

The ugly words struck her with the force of a phgbiblow. ‘That's
enough,” she whispered. ‘You'd better start expiagryourself, Luke.’

‘Why did you marry Justin, Cat?’ he demanded.

She stood up slowly and faced him. ‘I've been fgyto tell you that for
days,’ she said softly. ‘Why do you suddenly wanhéar the story now?’

‘Just answer the question,’” he said sharply. ‘Dod jove him?’

Caitlin shook her head. ‘No, of course not.’

‘When he married you, did Justin know you didnitéchim?’

‘Yes, he knew,’ she said, her eyes on his.

Luke smiled coldly. ‘He knew,” he repeated, and sbeded her head.
‘But he wanted you anyway. | suppose he thoughtdyahange, that

you’d grow to care for him. Is that what he said?’

‘Yes,” she admitted, ‘that’s what he said. Butlbthim | wouldn’t--that it
would never happen.’

He turned away from her and walked to the winddWere you a good
wife to him, Cat?’



So this is how it will end, she thought suddenbgKing at his stiffened
back, his tensed shoulders. They had returneduarsgpne, travelled in a
circle back to the beginning, to the first nightcheome to her suite. The
intervening days, the nights, the impassioned véms@and kisses, had
only been detours, stop gaps on the one-way raating to this minute.
The uphill struggle to regain their love had ongeh a path leading to a
precipice. With a resignation born of weary defeatl acceptance, she
answered.

‘I did what he wanted,” she said tonelessly. ‘I f@s home, | went to
parties with him, | accompanied him on businegsstri¥es, | was a good
wife, | suppose.’

‘And was he a good husband? He swung around aneds& her with
cold intensity. ‘Did he do his damnedest to make lgappy?’

‘Stop interrogating me as if this were a courtrotumke.’

‘Come on, Cat,” he said bitterly. ‘Let’s deal iutin for a change. He was
worried about you. You had no family, no one attallturn to. And
somehow, somehow, you twisted that sympathy hefdeliyou until he
thought he had to take up where I'd left off. Istiiat right? He said he’'d
marry you, take care of you, and you promised ydeain to love him.
Isn’t that the way it was?’

‘Never!” she whispered.

‘And you were planning to be such a good, devotdd @ him that you
went to his lawyer’s office two days after my “fuaB--two days, for
God’s sake- and sat there with him while his atgrdrew a pre- nuptial
agreement giving you voting rights to my stock.’

Everything that was happening began to fall intacpl like pieces of a
puzzle. He had all the facts, but he had none@f¢asons that explained
them.



‘That was the only way I'd agree to marry him.’
‘Well,” he said slowly, ‘at long last, the truthoes out.’

‘And whose fault is that?’ she asked, anger begmrio replace her
fatalistic feeling of lethargy. ‘You refused totks to me all week.’

‘You're right, Cat. For instance, the codicil tosfin’s will. That was
taken care of the very same day, wasn't it? Yownedlietated part of it
when the wording didn’t quite suit you, didn’t you?

‘That'’s right. It was all part of our bargain.’

‘Tell me, wasn’t it enough that he’d agreed to gye® his name and take
care of you? Did you have some sort of premonitiat you'd end up a
widow in just six months?’

‘Stop it,” Caitlin said sharply. “You know that liked of an aneurism, and
that no one knew about it until he collapsed.’

Luke leaned back against the wall and folded hissaacross his chest.

‘That’s true,” he said coolly. ‘I guess you werestjducky. Without that
aneurism hiding in his artery like a time bomb, yoight have been stuck
with him for a lifetime.’

‘I was prepared to stay with him forever,” she saiging to remain calm.
‘We had an agreement--which you still know nothatgput,” she added
quickly. “You're just making assumptions . . .’

‘What assumptions? That you conned my brother giing you what

you wanted? The Thomas name, the money, the caiqora. . That's

not an assumption, Cat. That's fact.” His eyes owaed as they raked
over her. ‘And | can see what you gave him in ret@though I'll never

know why he'd have wanted it . . .’



‘Luke . . ." Her voice held within it a sharp wangj, but he ignored it.
‘... because Lord knows he knew what you were.’

Fury mushroomed within her. For days, she had pretdehim from the
truth, insulated him from reality, nurtured him kibher love. She had
been willing to ignore her own burning need to sharth him the pain
she had suffered these past years, driven by tnaatmn that his trauma
had been far greater than hers. Love, compassiog,tb heal--all these
she had given freely, wanting nothing in returntWsudden clarity, she
saw that she had also given up the one thing st& salvage. He would
not-could not-strip away her honour, her self-respe

‘Prepare yourself for a shock,” she said angrigr hody trembling with
rage. ‘Justin wasn’t quite the big brother you khire was. The truth of
the matter is that he was always after me. Donirlsnhuke,” she said
quickly, her voice rising. ‘For years, he skulkedwnd in the shadows,
touching me, whispering things . . .” ' ‘Do you liga@xpect me to believe
this?’

‘Whether you do or not is your choice. At leastuye going to hear the
truth for once. | never told you about it becausd#idin’'t want to come
between you. | knew you loved him, in spite of yalifferences, so |
gritted my' teeth and just tried to stay out of weey.’

‘Except for that time you tried to talk me intols&j out to Clarke.’

‘You know why | wanted you to do that,” she saididusly. ‘So you
could be free of Justin . . .’

‘Free to make a couple of million on the sale, amice little bundle for
your five percent, too. Don't leave that out, Cat.’

‘Damn you, Luke ...’



He smiled coldly and shook his head. ‘I think tead’ fate reserved for
you, my sweet sister-in-law.’

Caitlin slammed her hand against the wall and sthlacross the room
towards him. ‘That’s enough,’ she stormed. ‘You jsfsut up and listen to
me for a change. God knows I've listened to yowgl@emough. You're
going to hear the truth, whether you're ready farinot; All these days,
I've kept quiet because you’d been through so nthahl didn’t have the
heart to hurt you.” She paused and drew a deephor&dell, now you're
going to hear what | went through, what | livedoingh after they said
you were dead, after | had nothing left to live'for

‘But you found something quickly enough, didn't yatat? You manage
to make that sound like such a touching sentimmrit, . .’

‘Keep quiet and listen to me, Luke,” she said holigr voice quivering
with rage. ‘You were dead, and | was empty insitlestin made fun of
that. He asked me if | was going to spend theatsty life in mourning,
and | said | was, in a way. That I'd keep your meyralive by working
harder than ever, that if it were up to me, I'd gpgta research fellowship
in your name. And he . . . he just laughed at meséld he was going to
sell the company, get rid of it. | pleaded with hinsaid you’'d given your
life for your beliefs, that all that was left of yan this world was the
company you'd believed in. If it didn’'t exist anyone, neither would
you.” She paused for breath and her eyes seardhddrisome sign that
he understood what she was saying. ‘Don’t you skeeffdn’t want
Thomas swallowed up by a faceless giant, one ltmatght only in dollars
and cents, the kind that wouldn’t give a damn weethr not their drugs
reached the people who really needed them. AndnJust. Justin said
he’d leave the company as it was, set up the felhgpy if I'd marry him.’

‘Are you finished? Luke asked in a cold, quiet wic¢That's such a
touching story, Cat, so romantic. It almost briteg's to my eyes.’

‘It's the truth,” she raged, clenching her fistdnd it's an ugly, terrible
story. But you're going to hear the end of it, Luke



‘By all means,’ he said politely. ‘I'm fascinated.’

‘When | finally realised Justin was serious,’” slaéds forcing herself to
keep her voice under control, ‘I told him I'd mammym. | demanded that
pre-nuptial agreement so | could hold him to hisnpises. And | told him
he’d have to change his will so that Emily wouldgét everything when
he died, so that what I'd done, what I'd given nmifysehim for, wouldn’t
be lost. Now do you understand?’

Luke leaned forward and ground out his cigarettdhéashtray. When he
lifted his head and looked at her, his eyes wele @od empty.

‘Bravo,” he said softly. ‘That was a magnificent risemance.
Outstanding. The only problem is, | don’t buy ariytoYou see, Cat, you
overplayed your hand. | know all about survivalold you that before. |
knew you married Justin for what he could give yand | was willing to
accept that, to forget about it, because you didtwbu thought you had
to do, to survive. | don’t know why you went to ttieuble of making up
this entire scenario . . .” He paused only incliemfher, his face twisted
with pain and anger. ‘How could you do it? You sgtilrself to me so
I'd influence Emily and the others, get them toevaigainst the merger
because you wanted to bring Evian et Fréres tok€laio your new
employer, on a silver platter.’

Caitlin stared at him in disbelief. ‘What are yoalking about?’ she
whispered. ‘I told Clarke | wasn't interested’. . .

‘Don’t lie to me, dammit,” he shouted. ‘What happdnCat? Was your
price for selling Thomas too high? Or was it demamdn letting them
get Evian first?’ His hands shook as he pulledabaigarette and lit it. ‘I
just spent the afternoon on the phone to San @zdéJack--my attorney-
-spent the past few days tying loose ends togdtiene so it would be
easier for me to pick up the pieces when | get liadRalifornia. One of
the things he did was to contact Justin’s lawyéat’s how he found out
about your pretty little performance with the wadihd the marriage



agreement. He thought | should know the legal stafWustin’s property,
you see.’

‘The stock is yours, Luke. | told you I'd give @ fou . ..’

‘You told me lots of things,” he said quietly. ‘Howome you didn't tell
me about Clarke?’

‘| did,” she said quickly, backing away from hinT.Hey offered me a job,
and | turned it down.’

‘Stop it, Cat. The game is over. You ought to knby now that this
business is one tight little community. Jack ieridly with some of the
people on the board of directors at Clarke LabselVvhtold him there’'d
be no legal problem recovering my stock or Justithiat you'd agreed to
return it to me, he was stunned. He said he couldrdgine that Clarke
would sit still for that.” Suddenly, Luke lungedrieard and grasped her
by the shoulders. ‘How long have you known thatrkdanade an offer to
buy Evian, Cat? Was it your idea to keep us fronnging with Evian so
Clarke could get them at a bargain price, or wa€lérke’'s?’ ‘That’s
insane,” she whispered, the blood draining from faee. ‘I don’'t know
anything about it, Luke. | haven't even spoken ngkedy from Clarke
since we've been here . . .

‘What's the deal, Cat? Is it too much for Clarkest@allow Thomas and
Evian together? Will it be easier for them to seallup one company at a
time?’

Caitlin winced as his fingers bit into her shouklePlease, you must
believe me. | had one meeting with Clarke. It waswen that; someone
from their board called me and we had lunch togetiveeks ago. He
made the offer and | turned it down. Luke . .’

‘Is that why they’ve been calling you ever sinceiygot to Paris? No, it's
all over. It's finished. | told Jack to start preckngs against you so that |



can recover my stock. And tomorrow, I’'m going toquede everybody to
vote for the merger.’

‘You'll lose everything Thomas stands for,” she sgered desperately.

‘It's lost anyway,” he growled. ‘You weren’t goirtg give my stock back
to me. This way, you'll go to your new employer wvégmpty hands, Cat.
They won’t want anything to do with you. You've tp£aitlin. You're
finished.'

‘I've lost?’ she repeated dully, raising her eyesstare into his. The
weight of his accusations bore down upon her sh# felt as if she could
not draw breath into her lungs, and a final, bimgifury seized her.
‘Damn you for a fool, Luke Thomas,” she explodedou don’t know

what losing means, but you’re going to learn! Ybuikver get your
company back. Your stock is in my name, and Jusis’legally mine,
Luke, just you remember that. I'll tie your claimg in court until hell

freezes over.’

She stood her ground, watching as his face whitemid anger. An
eternity seemed to pass until, finally, he shrugbexshoulders and a
rueful smile twisted his mouth.

‘Do what you want, Cat. I'll get back what’s ming matter what tricks
you pull. All the things you did, with Justin, witlme, all that was for
nothing.’

Tears of anger and despair streamed down her fataslee turned away
from him. ‘You're like a stranger,” she whisperédfeel as if | never
knew you at all.’

‘That’'s supposed to be my line, isn't it?’ he shatshly. ‘Just tell me one
last thing. You knew you already had me in yourk@bcLast night--was
that all . . . all part of some master plan, or i really feel something
for me?’



Somewhere deep within her, her last shred of wideygled to burst free.
She squared her shoulders and lifted her chin. tbayou think?’ she
asked, her eyes locked with his.

Time seemed to stand still around them. Then, Lstkpped back from
her and shook his head.

‘| guess that really was my line,” he murmurednéver knew you at all,
Cat, did 1?’

Caitlin shivered and turned away from what she iselais eyes.

‘No,’ she said softly, ‘no, | guess you never did.’



CHAPTER TWELVE

Two hours later, Jean Barrows stood in the doorw@yCaitlin’s
bedroom, watching with ill-disguised dismay as kerployer snatched
her clothing from the dresser drawers and tossedri¢lessly into the
open suitcase on the bed.

‘I can’t believe you're doing this, Caitlin. And yoveren’t even going to
tell me you were leaving, were you? If | hadn’tledlto tell you that
Luke’s cousins had arrived, you'd have just leftheut so much as a
word.’

‘I was going to stop by your room before | leftadel just didn’t want to
waste any time.’

Caitlin brushed past her secretary and peeredtimitting room of the
suite. ‘Did | forget anything that you can see? Nguess not. Hand me
those slippers, will you?’' she asked, going bacto ithe bedroom.
‘They're right under that chair. . . If | forget yhing, just bring it back
with you when you fly home, okay?’

Jean’s sigh of resignation seemed to fill the rodBure, don’t worry
about it. But can’t you at least wait until mornig

‘I'm leaving right now,” Caitlin said firmly as shecooped her make-up
and toiletries into a leather carry-on bag. ‘Yod ghone down for a taxi,
didn’t you?’

‘Yes, | did just as you asked, Caitlin. Your fligl#aves in just over an
hour from Orly.” Jean reached into the suitcaseaysntmindedly began
neatly folding the clothing inside it. ‘But you’have to make your own
arrangements once you get to New York. The airboeldn’t confirm
space on the connecting flight to San Francisco.'



‘Will you please stop worrying about me? I'll bend, really. | will, |
promise,’ she said, reaching down and hugging J¥an. just stay ‘here
and help Luke tomorrow.’

‘Help him?’ Jean sputtered. ‘You have to be joking.
‘Jean ...’

‘All right, whatever you say,” she sighed, throwingp her hands in
resignation. ‘What do you want me to do?’

Caitlin sat down beside her and smiled. ‘Nothingiléy difficult. just
two simple things, that’s all. First, | want youdive him my blank proxy
in the morning.’

‘You're not joking,” her secretary said slowly, ywe lost your mind.
He’s going to vote for the merger, Caitlin. Youdeohe that yourself.’

‘And | also told you that Thomas is Luke’s compahle’s entitled to do
whatever he likes with it, now, isn’t he?’

‘| suppose so, but . .’

‘And then,” Caitlin said quickly, rummaging through stack of papers
piled on the bedside table, ‘then, as soon as #eting is over, give him
this.” She handed Jean a long white envelope. dtfstter I've written to
Luke. Well, actually, it's a statement. I'm turnirgyer all the stock |
inherited from Justin to him. Don’t look at me thaay, Jean. It's his,
after all.” “You don’t really mean all of it, do @ His shares, maybe, but

‘All of it,” Caitlin said firmly.

‘Caitlin, for heaven’s sake, you're entitled to tin's portion. No court in
the world would take those shares from you.’



‘Probably not,” she agreed quietly.
‘Well, then . . .’

‘Look, Jean, if | took him to court, what would hibe purpose of
everything | did?’ Caitlin shook her head emphdiycaNo, it's got to be
this way. But you must remember, Jean, you're ¥@ gim this statement
only after the meeting ends, no matter how the erergte goes.’

Jean looked at her blankly. ‘But why then, Caitllté&® me give it to him
first thing in the morning. Maybe he’ll think twiabout what happened.’

Caitlin shook her head and got to her feet. ‘Hesdddrust me,” she said
quietly. ‘He’d think | was trying to trick him, tsafluence him for some
ulterior motive. Besides,” she added, buttoning teat, ‘I know how

Luke feels about Thomas Pharmaceuticals. Oncehips are down, I'm
betting that he won’'t Want to merge his companyhwah outfit like

Evian, no matter how much he despises me.’

‘Okay,” Jean said glumly. ‘I'll do it your way. Buyou're putting an
awful lot of faith in a man who’s knifed you in tihack.’

‘I don’t have any choice, Jean.’
‘If you say so, Caitlin. | just hope you know whaitu’'re doing.’

‘I hope so, too. My track record for making thehtignoves isn't terrific,
is it?’ Caitlin placed the shoulder strap of thatker bag over her arm and
reached down for the suitcase. ‘Well,” she saialfyn ‘| guess that's
everything . . .’

Jean rubbed her hand across her eyes and grabéedatile of the
suitcase. ‘Where on earth is that porter?’ she gaitfly, turning her back
to Caitlin. ‘Never mind; I'll help you down with k.’



The two women took the lift down to the lobby itesce. At the kerb,
jean handed Caitlin’s suitcase to a burly taxi erjivand then she flung
her arms around her employer.

‘I'll see you in San Joseé in a few days,” she nmettie ‘You just take care
of yourself.’

‘I will,” Caitlin promised. “You remember to givehbse things to Luke
tomorrow, all right?’

‘Sure,’ her secretary said, sniffing loudly. “Yoarccount on me.’

Caitlin climbed into the waiting taxi and slamméugk tdoor. She looked
back and waved as Jean’s figure grew smaller aradlerhand then the
brave smile she wore faded from her face. In the aad darkness of the
night, Paris seemed suddenly old and tired. Therths streets looked
like worn stage sets beneath the merciless clafitthe glaring street
lights. Even the rain-drenched grey buildings sekrte be huddling
together for comfort. Wearily, she laid her headkbagainst the torn
leather seat and closed her eyes.

What an absolute mess she’d made of things, shugliolf she had only
laughed in Justin’s face, ignored his terrible gffieone of this would
have happened. Luke would have returned to hédrwatnting her, still

believing in her. And yet... He would have comekbtzthe death of all
his dreams, to a perversion of the very ideals be&h willing to give his
life for. That was why she’d made her bargain vitlie devil, she told
herself, sitting up a little straighter. She hadeldt because Luke’s life
was over, and, in a way, hers had been over, ds wel

‘I'd do it again,” she murmured aloud, and the dalver glanced into the
rear view mirror and smiled.

‘Pardon, madame?’

‘Rien, she said quickly. ‘Nothing, monsieur, nothingadit’



She kept her eyes closed for the rest of thefegigning sleep. When they
arrived at the airport, she was surprised at hosy liiuwas, even at such a
late hour and she merged gratefully into the faselarongs of people.
Automatically, she picked up the ticket waiting fber and moved

mechanically to the weigh-in counter. Someone tickber to the correct
boarding gate and then, at last, a profession&lgerdul flight attendant

took her carry-on bag from her and motioned hea t®at in the almost
deserted first-class cabin.

Caitlin settled back in her seat as the 747 begataexi towards the

runway. Within moments, they were racing againstjéalous pull of the

earth, and then the plane was climbing into thétrsgy, leaving the rain-

swept stretches of the airport far below. Caitliegsed her forehead
against the cool glass of the window, watchinghesdiouds swallowed

up the winking lights of the city, until finally ghcould see only the black,
impenetrable night sky.

Luke was down there, far below her, she thoughtdsenly. Was he
thinking of her even now while she was thinkinghah? A sudden chill
ran through her body. If he was, it was not guite $ame, she knew. That
look she’d seen on his face, the hatred in his eyesShe could go on
without him, as she had these past years, butdw khat he despised her,
that he believed her capable of such scheming,jcardelty . . . She
shuddered and wrapped herself in the blanket lginghe empty seat
beside her. With careful deliberation, she moveddeat back and then
closed her eyes.

At least she’d be home soon. But where was home&\ysi wasn’t the
big house in San José, the one she’d moved omroediately following
Justin’s death? And it wasn’t even the apartmeeidstaken near Thomas
Pharmaceuticals. There was nothing there that meauything to
her, nothing of her own. The only benefit of theytthree rooms had been
their proximity to the office. Not for anything wigishe want to face the
empty silence of that apartment and the littlegp&tom which you could
sec the rectangular brick shape of the Thomas daoes.



She felt as lost and anguished as she had whamethe of Luke’s death

had reached her. That day, she had lied to thé dheflooking the sea at
Big Sur, the one place that had been so specitdiem both. And her

agonising decision over whether to marry Justimatrhad been thought
through there, after she’d scrambled down the [@datt walked for hours

in the clean sand. The one extravagance she'd edloherself after

Justin’s death had been that bluff. She had trdcechame of its owner
and then wheedled that acreage from him, payinditstesum he named
without a second’s hesitation. A local contractad built a cabin on it for

her, facing the endless expanse of the oceanedestiugly into the side
of the cliff as it sloped down to the deserted helaelow. The cabin had
become a haven, a cave to retreat to whenevennessland depression
had threatened to overwhelm her. No one knew aéxistence; her only

neighbours were the wheeling sea birds overheatlaamoccasional sea
otter diving for abalone just off shore. It wasoaigh cabin, not at all the
kind of thing a home decorator would find pleasitigwas sparsely

furnished, not winterised--but there was a fireplao one wall, and she
had bought herself a down sleeping bag at the ltimping supply store
just up the road in Monterey . . . Caitlin sat dwgaight in her seat and
signalled for the flight attendant.

‘I wonder if you could give me some information,ybu have it. | know
the flight connecting from New York to San Franoisis booked--1

checked before we left Paris. What | was wondemasg, what about
one to Los Angeles? | want to get to Big Sur, dnéally doesn’t matter
to me if | drive down there from San Francisco prftom L.A. | just

want to get to Big Sur--get home--as fast as | jpbssan.’

The flight attendant smiled. ‘Well, Mrs Thomas,dnd guarantee it, of
course, but there are almost always more flightd.#. than to San
Francisco. Matter of fact, | know there are at tdag leaving within

forty minutes of our arrival at Kennedy Airportdlalmost bet you can
get a seat.’



Caitlin sighed with relief. Perhaps in her tiny raloverlooking the
ocean, the wounds she’d suffered during the lasible hours would
begin to heal.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THE stretch of coastline called Big Sur in Califiar lies alongside a
narrow highway that twists and turns high above Rlaeific Ocean. On
one side of the winding road rise redwood treesatgbrown and green
sentinels guarding the land from the sea; on therpt@ancient cliffs fall
away to the white sand beaches and the foam-cappesigreen water of
the Pacific. Caitlin had driven over this highwayna times than she
could remember, always in awe of the primitive lhgaurrounding her
and the eternal struggle of land against the ska.winding road became
treacherous at the whim of the weather; rockslidesl mudslides
sometimes made sections of it impassable, butdtigg inland from far
across the vast ocean was the greatest dangér of al

Caitlin looked across the highway towards the wateshe stepped out of
the small, general store and frowned. The storm lihd been predicted
was moving in faster than expected; already, treaodiad darkened and
a milky covering seemed to be settling over itsthepShe shifted the
grocery bag she held in her arms so she could redaher pocket for

her car keys. This was her second trip into Momwténeas many weeks;

the small supply of canned goods she kept in tiie tabin at Big Sur

was dwindling and so were the contents of her waBbe wouldn’t be

able to put off .her return to San José much Ignsfee thought, as she
drove out of the parking lot and headed south akbiegcoast highway.

She glanced down at the fuel gauge of her caretivais barely a quarter
of a tank of petrol left in the little Datsun sherdnted the night she
arrived in Los Angeles. Thank heavens for creditdgashe told herself.

Still she needed her clothing, her own car, theayan her bank account.
.. Soon, she sighed, she’d have to leave the isgadrthe cabin on the

bluff and go to San José.

The sun was a pale disc overhead, fighting agaimstencroaching
fingers of a swift-moving, milky fog. She switched her headlights and
drove with careful concentration. The road was foédraffic, but the

swirling mist had already begun to blur the fineelibetween it and the



precipice beyond. Caitlin sighed with relief whée dirt tracks leading to
the cabin finally came into view. Slowing the cahe pulled off the

highway and followed the sharply pitched trail ahi¢aded downward.
Neither the car nor the cabin was visible from abanless you stood at
the very edge of the bluff. An occasional hiker stranded motorist

ignored the discreet ‘private property’ sign poséédhe start of the dirt
track and wandered down to knock at the door buthfe most part, once
she reached the cabin, she left all contact wighatbrld behind.

She parked the car and walked the last few yardsud¢in the hardy

grasses and tiny wildflowers that held tenuouslyh packed sand and
rocks. The cabin was chilly and, as soon as sha&pe&d her package on
the wide-planked redwood table that stood in itstree she went to the
fireplace and lit the wood and kindling neatly dilasside. By the time

she’d put away her few purchases, the Barnes wegimting to radiate a
comforting warmth throughout the room. The fog vedsthe windows

now, curling its delicate tendrils around the cabwobscuring the

spectacular view of the ocean below the bluff. I@alit a propane lamp

to chase the shadows from the room and set a puiffefe to perk on the
fireplace grate. Far in the distance, she could tiea faint bleat of a

ship’s horn and once in a while the sound of a exagine broke the

silence, but she knew from long experience thatsihwends could have
come from almost any direction; the thick fog sedrteplay games with

noise, toying with it like a cat with a ball of wloantil it was impossible

to tell where it had started.

She settled into a wooden rocking chair before fireplace, her feet
tucked up under her, and picked up an Agatha Ghrsperback, the
same one she’'d been trying to finish for the lastekv For several
minutes, she held it closed in her lap and thensgjteed, tossed it aside,
and reached for the classified section of the @astday’s newspaper.
Dutifully, she re-read the advertisements she’dlett in the employment
section, but finally she shrugged and put the gagud on the table.

It was useless, she admitted reluctantly. Thereewsaveral ads for
executives with degrees in business administratlmut, her field of



expertise was a limited one. She knew all the UWetaif the
pharmaceutical industry and little about any othewt it would be
impossible to get a job in her field with a Caliia firm. Who knew what
rumours Luke or his attorney might have spread abeu by now? The
only way to leave her past life behind and yet riemia her own field
would be to move, perhaps to New York or Chicagul start again. She
closed her eyes and leaned her head back againsbdker, listening to
the faint sound of the crackling fire against tleeldrop of the building
waves hitting the shore far below the cabin.

The past two weeks had put everything into persgedtor the first few
days, she had done little except walk along therded beach and think
about Luke. She felt as if her life had come apade again, as if all the
fabric of her existence had unravelled. Once, skaidhbled on a young
couple embracing in a quiet cove and, without wagntears had filled
her eyes. Even the plaintive cries of the seadh#i$ dipped and soared
over the white sand had been enough to make heBaty gradually, as
the days wore on and the sharp pain of their gahad begun to recede,
it was replaced by a new determination to put aleteold life. Luke was
alive, but their parting had achieved a finalitgtttranscended even what
she had felt that hot summer day when she’d sdt batwed head and
listened to the minister eulogise his death. Siierhaurned Luke for four
long years; the time had finally come to put an &nd.

She thought of the note she’d posted to Jean, ingsher that she was
well, telling her that she’d be back to pick up kl@ngs sooner or later.
She’d been careful to post it from Los Angeles with any return
address, but eventually lean would go throughthiergs, turn up the
deeds to this cabin, and find her. Better to shpvnuSan José before that
happened, Caitlin thought. But not today, not iis flog that had turned
the cabin into a tiny island in a sea of white. Amat tomorrow, either.
Perhaps the day after that . . . or the followiregl. . .

The sound of a car engine drifted down to her dedfeowned. The fog,
playing its tricks again. It must be; no driver waile so foolish as to
attempt the narrow curves of the coast highwahismweather. She sat up



straight, straining to hear, positive she’d pickgal the faint sound of
footsteps trudging through the gravel just outside cabin. It was
impossible to think someone was out there, trymdeel his way down
the steep path, she thought, when suddenly theseaaock at the door.

Caitlin frowned in disbelief. There was, indeedmebody out there,
some fool who hadn’t believed the road warnings.o@er it was, he
was damned lucky to have got this far. She gotetoféet and stalked to
the door. If the weather report was accurate, ttewas going to get
worse and a storm would be moving in. She’d bekstuith a nervous,
chattering stranger for hours.

‘Yes, what is it?’ she said irritably, wrenchingewpthe door. ‘Didn’t you
pay any attention to the fog warning before you.’. The sharp words
died in her throat as she gaped at the tall figulleouetted in the mist.
‘Luke?’ she whispered. ‘Luke?’

His face seemed a shadowed, mysterious seriesaoepland angles
under the pulled down peak of a Greek fishermaajs but there was no
mistaking the anger in his voice when he answeezd h

‘Exactly how long did you think you could get awewth this game of
hide and seek, Cat?’

She squared her shoulders and took a deep breatlon’t have the
slightest idea of what you're talking about,’” stadscoldly. “You're not
welcome here, Luke. There’s a sign up on the rbatl gays this place is
private property. Didn’t you bother to read it?’

‘I read it,” he said flatly, brushing past her a&sdntered the cabin. ‘You'd
better close that door, Cat, unless you Want eki@rgtin here to get
damp.’

She hesitated, shivering in a sudden gust of wand, then she slammed
the door shut and turned to face him.



‘I have nothing more to say to you,” she said dyjdirushing her fog-
dampened hair back from her face. ‘I don’t know wloy came here, or
how you found me, but I'd appreciate it if you left

‘I came here to settle things, once and for all.’
‘We did that in Paris,” Caitlin said quickly.

‘| said | came to settle things,” he repeated eyetlaind I'm not leaving
until we do.’” He looked around the small room ahnent back at her. ‘So
this is where you've been these past two weeks.yDid really think |
wouldn’t find out about it? You shouldn’t leave thaeeds tucked into
the office safe, Cat.’

Caitlin bent and warmed her hands before the fw@plher back to him.
‘I bought this land with my own money, Luke, witlvidlends from my
shares and money my father left me. And | builé tabin the same way.
You have no rights to this place, none at all. 'eghack everything that
was yours.’

She straightened up as she heard his swift fogtsiepind her, swinging
around to face him just as he grasped hold of hner a

‘Why did you run out in the middle of the night Haris?’ he demanded
angrily.

He had pulled off his cap and she could see his ¢arly. There was a
bright hardness in his eyes and a whiteness arbischouth that made
her feel a sudden, apprehensive chill, but shestbierself to stand still
and face him calmly.

‘I didn’t run out. We’'d said all we needed to sayeiach other, and there
was no reason for me to stay.’

‘That’s not true,” he growled. ‘You'd just spentydatelling me how
important the future of Thomas Pharmaceuticals wwagu. | thought at



least you'd wait and find out what happened atrtteeting the next day.
Didn’'t you want to know whether or not the boara¢emed the Evian
offer?’

Caitlin pulled free of his restraining hand andned to, the fireplace.
‘Thomas is your business now, not mine,” she seaddily, filling a mug
with coffee from the steaming pot. ‘Anyway, you gehat you wanted,
didn’t you? Emily must have been delighted.’

‘Emily isn’t talking to me. The merger vote failéd.

She closed her eyes at the flatness in his voicse€,” she said slowly.
‘I'm sorry if that's not what you wanted . . .’

‘What | want are some straight answers,’ he saigkdy ‘but I can't
seem to get any. Your secretary speaks only whekespto, and then
only in monosyllables.’

Caitlin spun around and stared at him. ‘Wait a enirhe vote failed. . .
Didn’t Jean give you the things | left for you? Tiwexies and the stock
transfer? | can’t believe she forgot; she knew Imoportant it was. '’

He pulled a long, white envelope from the pocketh faded denim
jacket and tossed it on to the redwood table.

‘She gave me the stuff, Cat. I've been carrying draund with me for
the past two weeks.’

‘Well, then,” she said slowly, staring at the empd, ‘1 don't see . . .
wasn’t Emily satisfied with . . . with what | did?’

A smile lifted the corners of his mouth and he glged his shoulders.
‘She was delighted that you missed the meetingfokghe stock,” he
said, nodding at the envelope, ‘it's none of hesibess.” His smile
broadened into an open grin. ‘There isn’t goindgpéoany merger because
| persuaded most of my cousins to vote againsinid, that's how | voted



your shares, too. You were right about Evian ahgl Let Clarke have
them; | have the feeling they’ll probably choketbem. | tried to tell you
that after jean gave me your proxies, but whentltgoyour suite, you
were gone.’

She stared at him Without comprehension, tryinghéixe sense out of his
words, wondering why he was looking at her so stean

‘Did you hear what | said, Cat?’

She nodded her head and set her coffee mug dowheotable. ‘Yes, |

heard you, Luke. I'm glad you decided against thergar. But I'm

surprised you came to find me that morning. Wergalt afraid I'd jump

for joy, tuck Evian into my pocket, and rush off g¢mn on with Clarke
Labs? Or is that why you're so angry? Did you coomtthe pleasure of
seeing me do that?’

He crossed the empty space between them in two dtrdes and took
hold of her shoulders.

‘Angry?’ he asked roughly. ‘Is that what you thinem? Crazy is closer
to it, Cat. Crazy with worry, crazy from wonderimghere you'd gone,
where you'd vanished to . . .’

‘| can take care of myself,” she said stiffly.

‘I don’t think so, at least, not based on that mgee tried to force on
Jean,” he growled. ‘Why did you tell her to give timat envelope after
the meeting? Thank God she didn't listen to youteAfshe told me
everything, after | realised you'd turned all theck over to me, | knew
everything you'd told me had been the truth.’

‘The truth!” A sound that was neither a laugh nara escaped from her
throat and she shook her head in disbelief. ‘Wimayals know about the
truth, Luke Thomas? You ran away from the truthrgwveinute we were
together in Paris.” Her eyes met his and then sheetl her head away.



‘Look, this is pointless] she added, trying to sgfgdner voice. ‘We've
been all through this before. Thanks for telling al®ut the merger. |
really appreciate it. If there’s any legal diffiplabout the stock transfer,
have your lawyer draw up the necessary papers’thmorhe in and sign
them. If you leave now, you can just about makeithe road before the
fog...

‘Dammit, Caitlin.” He grasped her chin and forceet fiace back to his.
‘Didn’t you hear a word | said? | didn't come heue tall? about the
merger or the stock. Will you please stop beingamned polite?’

‘What would you prefer?’ she asked, trying to igntie loud hammering
of her heart. ‘Would it be easier for you if | yad, or got angry? Or
maybe you’'d like it better if | cried? Well, 'm h@oing to do any of
those things, Luke. You have your company back. Whare do you
want?’

‘I didn’t come here to talk about the company. Havgou figured that
out by now?’

‘Then why did you come here?’ she whispered.

‘If you'd keep quiet for five minutes, I'd tell yquhe said gruffly. ‘I've
spent two whole weeks planning this moment, tryiodigure the best
way to tell you how wrong I was . . .’

She wrenched free of his hands and backed awayHmom'it's a closed
book, Luke. That's why | left you that letter. Thtock, the company, it
all belongs to you. We have nothing more to sagech other.’

He crossed the room towards her, his eyes flashitig anger. ‘1 don’t
want the damned stock,’ he rasped. ‘It's yours. 6aun it.’

‘You mean | earned it, don’t you?’

‘Cat, please . ..



‘I'm not going to listen to you,’ she said quickl§rhat’'s all | did while
we were in Paris. | listened while you told me howt you were, how
confused, how bitter. And then | listened while ytold me exactly what
you thought of me. Well, I'm tired of listening.’

‘Cat, that last night in Paris.. .” He ran his hahbugh his hair and shook
his head. ‘I said | knew all about survival, whaperson does just to go
on living. | could handle that part of what you'@re--what | thought

you’d done. But when | thought you'd lied to me abbow you felt, used

me just to tie up Evian so you could get that joh | couldn’t stand it,

Cat. Don’t you understand?'

‘I understand everything,” she whispered, the tedrs’'d been fighting
welling in her eyes. ‘I was a fool, Luke, from tirenute you first showed
up in my hotel. You were too angry to listen tos@a so | made my first
mistake. | let you think | wanted that job with €a just so | could get
you to help me oppose the Evian merger. And thergshonly went from
bad to worse. | tried to tell you the truth abouwstih--God, how I tried--
but you convinced me that the past didn’t matteat tve could pretend
nothing had changed. And that was my second mistélezause
everything had changed. | told myself that the womilaria, who'd

meant so much to you, didn’t matter, that the Idgrthings you believed
about me didn’'t matter, because the only thingula@dhink of was that
you were back and you wanted me.” Angrily, she bedsat the tears
coursing down her cheeks. ‘What a fool | was--yes,d believed you.
Someday, we can talk about what happened, you Baigjet the past,
you said. But you never forgot, did you?’ Her voiase in anger and
pain. ‘The first time you found reason to doubt redistrust me, you
did.’

He reached out towards her and touched her arm,. ifGaou’d only give
me a chance . .’

‘No,” she whispered, ‘Il won't. After all the thingsu said to me, do you
really think you can just . . . just walk in hemedahand me an apology?"



Her voice broke and she turned away from him. vield you, Luke. But

you don’t even know what that means. Love is .s trusting another

person as much as you trust yourself. It's beligvim them, no matter
how tough that may be sometimes. It's what youdbail your hopes and
dreams on. But you . . . She bowed her head avkldadeep, shuddering
breath. ‘This is pointless. It's like a post mortem one of the guinea-
pigs in the lab. When it's finished, we’ll know wiitys dead, but it won’t

come back to life. Not ever, no matter what we deay.’

‘Caitlin . . .” he said brokenly, ‘Caitlin . . .’

In one swift motion, she slipped past him to théiradoor. ‘Please
leave,” she murmured, not looking at him. ‘Thati® tone thing you can
do for me, Luke. just go away and don’t ever coraekd

He was beside her before she could move away, anha@rms closed
around her, drawing her body close against his.

‘You don't mean that,” he said, and kissed her, mhsuth as warm, as
sweet as it had always been, as she would alwaysméer it. She fought
against the feelings his touch had brought to héminding herself that
there was no going back, determined to protecilities pride she had left
until at last, as she stood unmoving in his embrace arms fell away
from her.

‘Now will you leave?’ she whispered.

He stared at her in silence while time and the dvedemed to stand still,
and then he nodded and pulled up the collar ojalcieet.

‘I don’t blame you, Cat,’ he said softly, turningwards the door. A sob
rose in her throat as she saw his bowed head|umgped shoulders, and
her arms rose of their own volition, as if to da#ick what might have
been and then fell, empty, to her sides. ‘I jusstwi . .” His words were
lost in the sudden, wailing wind that almost wregtthihe door from his

grasp.



Rain pelted into the cabin, seeming to fall frora slolid wall of white fog
that had obliterated everything outside. Nothing wasible beyond the
open door. Even the path leading up the cliff sektoehave vanished
behind the opaque curtain of the raging storm.

Angry despair washed over Caitlin. ‘I asked youdave an hour ago,’
she muttered. ‘Just look at what's happened tontather. Now it's too
late.’

Luke shrugged his shoulders and picked his caparp the table. ‘Don’t
worry about it, Cat. I'll manage.'

She slammed the door and walked across the caltire tireplace. ‘Even
if you managed to climb up to the road withoutifeyl off the cliff, you

certainly couldn’t go anywhere, not without killingurself. And | don’t
need that on my conscience.' She took a deep basatkitollapsed into
the rocking chair. ‘You can stay until this dammesghther lifts.’

‘Cat. ..

‘But | swear to you,” she said with quiet intensity you say another
word, I'll go outside and sit in my car until thed clears.’

He stared at her and then sank down on the narobvagainst the wall.

She watched him warily for a minute, and then sreched behind her
and drew a brightly coloured Navaho blanket from Itlack of the rocker.
Wrapping it tightly around herself, she curled wptlhe chair, her feet
tucked under her, listening to the keening moathefwind outside the
cabin and the splatter of rain pelting against whedows. Cautiously,

from under lowered lashes, she peered over at LHkewas slumped
back against the wall, staring distantly at sometand place unknown to
her.

She closed her eyes and turned her face awayndeezt not to look at
Luke’s dark, brooding face again. This man, whase lwas all she had



ever wanted in life, had returned to her, askingtbejive him absolution
for the wrongs he’d done her. As he had brought dvef, now he
brought guilt and apology--everything she thougitcept love. How
filled with bitter irony life was. In death, Justivad finally accomplished
what he had been unable to do in life. His hand teathed from the
grave to separate them.

There was an eerie, supernatural quality to thendoof the wind

whipping through the redwoods above the cabinrdiiidled a mournful

counterpoint to the pounding of the waves as thekdon the rocks far
below. Caitlin burrowed deeper into the comfortimgarmth of the

blanket. The storm was worse than had been predistee thought. It
would be hours before Luke could leave. Then, shaldvpack the few
things she needed and, at the first light of manshe would leave for
San José. She'd need only a day or two to collecthings and then . . .
And then, where? Chicago, perhaps, or even Houbk&ne were lots of
new businesses in Houston. Surely there would job @here for her, a
new life... Carefully, she risked a glance at Lakgmin. Perhaps someday
she’d be able to think of him without feeling theésrible ache deep within
her. Perhaps someday she’d remember only the gesrd yhey’'d shared.
It seemed a cold comfort, and she shivered athbaght of the bleak
future stretching ahead. With a sigh, she drewbthaket up around her
neck and rested her head against the back of themo



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CAITLIN struggled upwards from the depths of a mledream-filled
sleep. Her eyes opened wide, but the little cabis Willed with
unyielding darkness, save for the dying red emlyetke fireplace. For a
moment, she sat still, trembling with cold, tryibg orient herself. A
sound had awakened her, some soft noise in th&r#as. She shifted
uncomfortably, easing the stiffness in her back ky$, then rose and
placed some logs and kindling in the hearth. C#lsgfshe coaxed the fire
to life, eager to banish the shadows that lingenethe corners of the
room. Suddenly, above the moan of the wind, shedhttee sound that
had awakened her again. At first it was a whisgiesn an agonised cry,
and she realised it was the drawn-out syllablelseofown name that she
heard, torn from Luke’s throat. Quickly, she crak#ge room to his side
and knelt beside him on the soft rya rug.

‘Luke,” she whispered, touching his shoulder, ‘Luke what is it?’

He moaned and rolled away from her. She brushedi#nke hair back
from his damp forehead and leaned closer to hienprtatallic taste of fear
in her mouth.

‘Luke, I'm right here. Please, wake up.’

‘Cat?’ he murmured thickly, turning towards herat@ He reached out
and grasped her shoulders. ‘Oh, God, Cat. | waantireg . . . | was
running down a trail through the jungle, and youravahead of me,
somewhere out there in the night, but | couldn’t. His voice trailed off

to a whisper and he shuddered. ‘I couldn’t find y@at., | called and |
searched, but you were gone. You were gone, Cat! |

‘Shhh,” she said softly. ‘It's all right, Luke. Waand I'll put on the lamp.
It must have run out of fuel . . .



‘No! The single word sounded as if it had been matged from him. He
swung his legs around and sat up. ‘Don’t go awast pet, Cat,’ he
murmured, his fingers biting into her. ‘Give me @uote. Just let me be
sure . . .” His hands moved up her shoulders andhed her face. ‘It's
always the same dream,’” he whispered. ‘But thig timeally found you.
You're really here, by my side.” She drew in heedth as his fingers
touched her cheeks. “You're crying,” he said softlg he felt the damp
warmth of her tears. ‘Cat, what is it?’

She shook her head and bit her lip. ‘It's nothirghe said, ‘nothing. It's
just... I...Ithought something had happktteyou.’

His laugh was like a cut-off cry of pain. ‘What neocould happen to
me?’ he said bitterly ‘I've already lost you.’

‘Luke, don'’t. ..’

‘Don’t stop me, Cat,” he murmured, cupping her fagehis hands. ‘I
know you don’t want to hear it, but | can’t go onthwut telling you. |
love you, Cat. I've never stopped loving you. Andded you. My life
makes no sense without you.’

‘Luke, please,” she whispered, trying to shut dwe sound of his voice,
steeling herself against the tremulous whispepofiing deep within her.
‘Don’t say these things. It's time we let go of tphast and faced the
future.’

‘There is no future without you,” he said flatlytHat's why I just couldn’t
handle it when | thought . . . | must have beenajuiny mind, Cat, to
have believed you could have married Justin for@rye terrible things
| accused you of. Hell, | know what he was like.eBwhen we were
kids, he wanted whatever | had, just because itmias. And he’d take it
from me, any way he could. | had some stupid, idimtea he’'d change,
but | guess he never did. Over the years, I'd kedmot to listen to half of
what he said, especially about you, but when | told | was going to
marry you, make you my wife before | left on tha@p.the hit all the right



buttons and I let him talk me out of it. It all seed so sensible, so logical.
He said the trip might be dangerous, that it wdaddunfair to tie you to
me. And | listened to him, Cat. “You're right, Just | said. “I've got to
think of what’'s best for Caitlin. I'll wait until iget back.” * His bitter
laughter pierced the darkness. ‘Well, | came badktight. Except all |
could think of was myself.’

‘No,” she said quickly, her heart aching at thengaihis voice, ‘don’t say
that. You couldn’t help it. | should have realisetiat those years had
done to you. | thought | had, but . . .’

‘Don’t make any more excuses for me,” he said digafphe time | spent
in that village was only one kind of hell, Cat, lbéere are others. Your
life with Justin must have been hell, too.” He sthea the hair back from
her face and his lingers lingered lovingly on hkeins’‘l still remember
the way he used to look at you, as if he were dgioe and you were the
prey that always managed to keep just out of relatgxed him with it, a
couple of times, and he just laughed at me, said gguldn’t convict a
man for his thoughts, only for his actions. | dosven know if it was you
he wanted, or just a way to get at me. There wasayas something . . .
something twisted about Justin, even when we wels nd it got worse
when we started running the company together.’

Caitlin sighed and nodded her head. ‘I knew howdhtwas for you to
work together. That was why | tried to talk youargelling the company
that time.’

‘I know, Cat. But Thomas meant so much to me, to father . . . |
offered to buy Justin out once, a long time aga,Haujust laughed at me.
He said he’'d be damned if he’d leave me centreesteith the Thomas
name. So | kept telling myself he was my brothlee, only real family |
had left. How he must have hated me!’

‘I don't think he really hated you, Luke. He hatettat he thought you
were. | think that's why he wanted to sell Thomasybe that's even



why he wanted me, so he could destroy everythiag éminded him of
you.’

‘I know that,” Luke murmured hoarsely. ‘If only I'tistened to you in
Paris . ..

Caitlin choked back a sob. ‘That’'s what | can’tegat;’ she whispered. ‘If
you'd loved me, really loved me . . .’

‘Loved you?’ he repeated, almost angrily. ‘That’Baw this is all about,
don’t you see? | loved you so much that when | ¢indd’d lost you, there
was nothing left but hate to fill the emptinesshiwitme.’ His fingertips

moved gently across her face and wiped the tears ffrer eyes. ‘Maybe |
really was crazy,” he said softly. ‘That's how Itfsometimes during the
past four years, locked up in that stinking hutvdts like a nightmare you
never wake up from. | was the enemy, and they nkteme forget it.

Your love was all | had to cling to, to give me thiél to go on from one

endless day to the next.’

She reached out to touch him, and his hand clasgetightly.

‘You filled my days and nights with hope, Cat. Whbry beat me, when
| wanted nothing more than the comfort of death,think of you and I'd
find the strength to survive. And when they finadlgsed up a little, you
were the reason | risked an escape. Do you understat? You were all
| lived for, and when | found out about you andtitus . . His voice
broke and the sound of his ragged breathing seemélil the cabin. ‘It
wasn’t a simple question of believing you, Cat,’ &&id finally in a
whisper. ‘I was like a man who'd built his life aned a dream, and when
that dream dissolved into the nightmare of what hagpened. | just
couldn’t face it. And so | tried to make my own liga and then when |
heard about Clarke, all the demons | had tried ury ltame back, and
they tipped me over the edge. And all the time,s&il, his hand reaching
for hers, ‘I was blind to what you had done for me.



Caitlin studied his face in the glimmering fireligiie seemed drawn and
haggard, and she caught her breath as she rehbsetenuous had been
his hold on sanity, how fragile had been his willsurvive during the
long years of his captivity.

‘It's all right, Luke,” she said softly. ‘I have n@grets about what | did. It
gave me a way to keep a part of you alive, andulvbave died without
that. | loved you so much . .’

‘You said you loved me, Cat. Does that mean it'sag Have 1 killed
your love forever?’

She reached out and touched his face with tremiiangds. “You can't
destroy love so easily, she said breathlesslysingi her face to his.
‘Don’t you know that by now?’

He bent over her and their lips met and clung togreih the darkness.

‘Cat,” he whispered hoarsely as he slipped to tberfand knelt beside
her, ‘I love you so much. Each time | thought ofiyand Justin together .
‘It was never like this with him,” she began, anel placed his fingers

gently across her mouth.

‘I know that now,” he whispered. ‘From this dayvi@rd, nothing matters
except us.’

Again, his mouth covered hers, and she sighedsaartris drew her closer
to him. ‘You're right,” she said, her face buried the crook of his

shoulder. ‘Nothing matters but us--not Justin, Matia--are you laughing

at me?’ she demanded, trying to pull free of hi®erve.

‘About Maria,’” he said, taking a deep breath.



‘You don’t have to say anything,” she said quickly.understand. You
thought you’'d never get away. And she kept youealiwke. She . . .’

‘She was seventy years old, she weighed fourtemresand she thought |
looked like her dead grandson,” he said softly.nGau forgive me? |
wanted to make you jealous, but | shouldn't haveyda think there was
anyone else. There never could be.” He pauseditied her chin. ‘Now
who’s laughing?’ he said with mock indignation.

‘I'm sorry,” Caitlin gasped. ‘But if you knew theigture I've been
carrying around in my head of Maria . . . long Bldwir, voluptuous
body, dark eyes . . .’

The laughter caught in her throat as his mouthHedsagainst her ear.
‘Yours is the only picture | ever wanted,” he sauskily. ‘Green eyes,
the colour of the sea before a storm, brown ha@aming like ripe

chestnuts . . .” His hand touched the soft swelhef breast and she
trembled. ‘Sweet, soft curves that were meantttm§i hands and mouth .

She sighed as his mouth descended on hers, adigshparted under the
gentle pressure of his. She felt the touch of hrsdhas his fingers opened
the buttons of her cotton shirt and she arched duely against his,
shameless in her eagerness to help him strip heheofclothing that
separated them. The warm glow of the tire danced thhem as her hands
moved under his shirt, smoothing the silken skimose his back,
lingering on the ridged muscles in his shoulddrentmoving to the crisp
hair on his chest. She murmured his name as hedig®e tender flesh
behind her ear and, as his mouth travelled dowmgek, inflaming her
senses with love and desire, she wrapped her amns tightly around
him, wanting somehow to become one with him fotiaie.

‘Caitlin,” he whispered. ‘my only love. My forevéove.’



His mouth moved gently, tenderly against hersf && savour the taste of
her. She leaned back slowly, drawing him with hadl ahen, suddenly,
he pulled back, she shook her head fiercely.

‘Don’t stop,' she whispered, grateful for the figlow that disguised the
embarrassed blush she felt flaming across her shékkove you so
much, Luke. Make love to me, please.’

‘I will,” he growled, ‘but only if you agree to myrice.” She drew a
startled breath as she waited for his next woldlsrry me, Caitlin,” he
said, and a smile of joy lit her face. ‘Tell me 3lbtly to Nevada with me
tomorrow and become my wife.’

‘Are you sure?’ she murmured, tears of happinegkngpfrom her eyes.
‘You have to be sure, Luke.’

‘'ve always been sure of loving you,’ he said slynpl loved you that

summer you first came to work for me, when you wanly seventeen. |
loved you that day on the beach, just down théfo@n here. | loved you
that night in the chateau. | even loved you whesaill all those ugly
things to you that last, terrible night in ParisadAin between all those
times, all the days and nights and minutes andmeis;dCat, | loved you.
Please, darling, say that you’ll marry me.’

‘Yes,’” she whispered, covering his face with kisses
‘Yes, yes, yes, oh Luke, my love, yes.’

Her whispered words were lost against the fieremyahding pressure of
his mouth on hers. With a muffled cry, Caitlin opdrher mouth to his,
returning his kisses with the pain born of yearsmaiting and despair.
There was a hunger in her that only his lips cdaktl, an emptiness in
her arms that only his body could fill. The toudhhes hands on her was
like a searing flame, and yet she could not geseclenough to him to
satisfy the love and need within her. She wanteéltdim she’'d waited a
lifetime for this moment, but words were impossjbi@eaningless



symbols that drifted beyond reach in this sea okaton and love. She
strained against him, trying somehow to melt intoflesh. As if he knew
her thoughts, her desires, he ran his hand ovebbéy, touching her
fevered skin with featherlike caresses, and whell§i his fingers

brushed over her ribs and touched her breast,iiCsighed with pleasure.

‘Caitlin,” he whispered, ‘Caitlin . . .’

She helped him take the open shirt from her shosidelped his strong
hands ease her blue jeans down her legs, exuititigei strength of their
need for each other. The touch of his mouth ag#nmesswell of her breast
above her lace bra made her tremble and he pabhsedhe shook her
head and clasped the back of his neck, urging rostimdownward,
longing for the feel of it on her skin. At last, ainhe opened the clasp of
her bra, when his gentle, soft touch caressed &leechbreast, she cried
out against his mouth. He drew back from her amd, thvith a groan, he
bent his head and his lips found her taut, waitiegh. Caitlin caught her
breath and trembled like a leaf caught up in teenstthat had reached a
frenzied pitch outside the cabin.

Luke drew back and her hand reached out to hinusdd to dream of
making love to you, Cat,’ he whispered, and shec#a soft, slapping
sound of his shirt as he pulled it from him andséakit aside. ‘And now,
the dream is real.” He traced his finger down Hezek, along her throat,
down her breast, and she reached out and touchgedhkr hand moving
tentatively over his bare chest. He caught helisrahms and brought her
yielding body to his, so that her soft curves mdrgath the wonderful

hardness of his lean, muscled body. His hands mouedthe luxuriant

thickness of her hair, drawing her head back so & long, delicate

column of her throat was bared to the flame that tia mouth. Slowly,

his body urged hers down to lie on the soft rya, raigd then he was
kissing her again, long, passionate kisses thadfiher with the sweet,
glorious taste of him. By the shadowed glow of dagdlames in the

fireplace, Caitlin watched through half-closed egssLuke knelt above
her, his hazel eyes dark with desire.



‘Il love you, Cat,” he murmured. ‘I'll love you fover.’

She closed her eyes as his fingers closed on tieeeldge of her panties
and began to ease them down her hips.

‘You're so beautiful,” he whispered throatily as ésgosed her compliant
body to his eyes. ‘So lovely, Cat. Here,” he muretuhuskily, touching
his mouth softly to her breasts, ‘and here,” hel,sand his lips brushed
across the rounded curve of her hip, ‘and espgdialie.’

Caitlin gasped as his mouth found her tender, mduf. ‘Luke . . . my
love ...

‘Always,” he said fiercely, ‘always.’

Her eyes opened wide as she heard the hiss oparzignd then he was
beside her again, the heat of him burning agaiest h

‘Never leave me,” she whispered, burying her fagairest his chest.
‘Swear it to me.’

‘Tll never leave you, darling,” he promised, an@rhheart filled with
happiness at the sound of his words.

‘From this day forward,” he murmured, as his hastieked her in the
age-old ritual of love.

Till death us do part, she thought, shudderinghatahilling memory of
the day she’d been told he was lost to her foreMee. sham that had been
her brief, unhappy marriage rose up before her, sived pushed lightly
against Luke’s chest.

‘Luke, wait . . .” She looked up into his face atwbk a deep breath. ‘I
have to tell you . . . about Justinand me . . .



For a second, his eyes darkened with pain, and ikesmiled at her. ‘It
doesn’t matter, Cat,” he said tenderly. ‘This ie theginning for us. Our
love will make everything new.’

His mouth sought hers with an urgency that couldomger be denied as
he gathered her to him, and the time for words geae.

Caitlin’'s arms and heart opened to receive himthe wonder of their
joining, she forgot everything but her aching nédbecome part of his
flesh. There was a brief, searing pain, and thekelgasped and drew
back from her.

‘Caitlin,” he said in wonder and disbelief, ‘deaod; Caitlin. Why didn’t
you tell me?’

‘That’s just what | was trying to do,” she whispére
‘But how . . .’
She sighed and stirred beneath him. With a groaputied her to him.

‘I didn’t think you’'d want to talk now,” she murmed shamelessly, and
he gave himself up to what her hands and body weliag him to do.’

* % %

As the first faint touch of dawn filled the littleabin with its rosy glow,
Luke stroked the hair back from Caitlin’s flushdueeks and smiled at
her.

‘If we don’t get out of here quickly, we never wilhe teased. ‘And |
refuse to let another night go by without knowing'n® husband and
wife.’



Caitlin grinned and stretched lazily. ‘Isn't it &npect day for a wedding?
she asked happily. ‘No more fog, no more stormad bardly wait until
we get back from Nevada.’

Luke looked at her in surprise. ‘I thought bridesr& supposed to look
forward to their weddings. But here you are, on mherning of your
wedding day, already wishing it was over.’

She blushed and looked away from him. ‘I'm lookfiogward to it,” she
said in a hushed voice. ‘But | keep thinking of @ognback to this cabin
with you for a week.’

‘Two weeks, at least,” he laughed, tweaking herendin going to carry
you across that threshold, bar the door, boarchapMindows, and make
love to you from morning to night.’

She blushed even harder. ‘Would you believe threeksa?’ she asked,
and Luke burst out laughing and gathered her irg@ims. '

‘Cat,” he said finally, ‘about you and Justin .can you talk about it, or
would you rather not?’

She nestled against him, safe and secure in his, ama shook her head.
‘No, it's all right now. | want you to know, Lukede . . . before the
wedding, each time he touched me, | did my bestmshudder. It didn’t
matter to him, he said. He knew how | felt--I maaepretence about it--
and he swore that I'd change my mind about himt, Edacome to want
him.” An icy chill ran through her and she shivergdlidn’t, of course. If
anything. once we were together. alone. with thrgdia legalised, | only
despised him all the more.’

‘Cat, sweetheart, you don’t have to tell me any endm just so happy
that he didn’t . . . that | was the first man tok&dove to you . . .” He
kissed her gently and she smiled up at him. ‘Astieghere was some
decency left in the man, after all.’



She hesitated briefly and then shook her headndwk you'd like to
believe that,” she whispered, ‘but that isn’t quite way it was. On our
wedding night, when he came to my room . . . Itsthto cry when he
touched me. | thought of how I'd longed to be wytbu that way, how
now I'd never be with you, and | cried. Justin laad at first, and then he
became angry. He accused me of trying to make miona villain . . .’

Luke snorted indignantly. ‘Trying?’ he said incréalusly, his face
whitening.

‘And he said he wouldn’t play into my hands, thatdhnever had to force
a woman before and he wasn’t about to start with lHeestalked out in
fury, and when he came to me the next night, theesthing happened all
over again.’

‘My poor darling,” Luke whispered, kissing the tedhat had gathered on
her lashes. ‘You must have been terrified.’

‘I was,” she admitted in a small voice, ‘especialllyen he finally said my
“act” was overdone, that it wasn’t going to stomHrom collecting what
he was entitled to. And so | resigned myself td iipld myself that he
was right, that I'd . . . I'd contracted to be ige. And then | didn’t cry,

| didn’t even flinch. But . . . but Justin . . .slm couldn’t do anything. He
flew into a rage, said it was my fault, that it wag coldness that caused
it.” Caitlin shuddered and buried her face againgte’s shoulder. ‘I don’t
know, maybe it was true. He used to boast to meutabth his other

women . . . All I know is that it happened eacheihe . . . During the
day, | did all the right things, | was the wife ianted me to be, but at
night, when we were alone . . . It was terribléaé svhispered, ‘terrible.

Eventually, he stopped coming to my bedroom atSaimetimes | felt . . .
almost guilty, because we’d made a deal, you sek] antended to keep
my part of it, no matter how awful . . .’

She began to sob and Luke held her against himkist her tenderly
until at last she sighed and wiped her eyes.



‘Listen to me, Caitlin,” he said firmly, tilting meface up to his. ‘“You
more than fulfilled your end of the deal. You livetth him, you took his
name, you went wherever he went. God knows he wastitled to as
much of you as he had. Perhaps, in some strange heayever
understood, he couldn’t bring himself to take sdnmgf that could never
really be his. Whatever the reason, it's all behisdhow.’

‘Yes,” she said thankfully, smiling at him, ‘it igsn’'t it? We have a
lifetime ,ahead of us.’

Luke bent his head and kissed her. ‘You're wonde@at. How can |
ever repay you for all you've done for me?’

Caitlin grinned mischievously and blushed. ‘When get back after our
wedding,” she purred softly, ‘I'll think of sometig.’



