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When Livvy turned up at her cousin Gale's holidayk in the Dordogne,
she was looking forward to a well-earned vacatimayafrom it all. What
she didn't expect was to have to share the farnghaitb a total stranger!
And Richard Field was certainly not an ideal compahin fact he was a
woman-hater who made it quite clear that he hatime at all for Livvy!

So why was it so hard to treat him with the disdsrso rightly deserved?



"You know nothing about me,' Livvy told him huskily .

‘The pouting-mouthed, wide-eyed, tousle-haired-gattout-of-bed look
does have a certain louche appeal to inexperiebogd. Fortunately one
grows out of it and becomes rather more discerwitiy maturity.’

Livvy could hardly believe what she was hearinge Mray she had just
heard herself described bore so little resemblandbe truth that in any
other circumstances she would have found it lauighab



CHAPTER ONE

LIVVY exhaled gratefully as she stopped her smal i the car park of
theauberge.There were several other cars there with GB platesldition
to her own, she noticed as she got out and locleeddbor, but then the
town was a popular stopping-off place for peogteroute like herself, for
the Dordogne.

She was glad now that she had had the foresidiidk ahead for her one-
night stay. She made a small moue as she pickdteupvernight case, a
tall slender woman in her mid-twenties with lonigick sunlight-streaked
honey-blonde hair and intelligent wide-apart sheoid eyes.

No doubt there were those who would laugh at hessifghtedness,
claiming it was typical behaviour of her type: adber, a woman who
liked uniformity and discipline in her life.

Those who thought like that didn’t realise what mwdteaching was like,
she reflected ruefully as she headed forahieerge These days it could be
more like a mental obstacle course designed toetest the strongest of
temperaments.

She was lucky she had established a rapport withcheent batch of
pupils. If she took the promotion she had beenreffeto assistant head,
she might lose that.

She was supposed to be on holiday, she remindeglhsternly, even if

one of the reasons she had given way to her cdbgle’s insistence that
she come to France and houses it for her whilesshted out her marital

problems was the fact that the solitude of a smeatiote farm in the heart
of the Dordogne would allow her the space to thimough what it was

she actually wanted from her career. Advancemerasgistant head and
the potential consequent loss of hands-on teaahxpgrience, or. . .

Or what? Staying where she was, continuing to t€éaehch?



She paused appreciatively, sniffing the eveningithad that indefinable
tang which she felt she would have recognised aeysyleven blindfolded
and gagged, as being quintessentially French.

Her smile changed to a frown as a huge BMW sweiat ihe car park,
coming perilously close to her. The driver's windomas open, and
through it she could see the harsh, almost hawkiicgile of the man
driving it. His hair was dark and thick, and soniegh an unfamiliar and
disturbingfrisson of sensation, tensed her spine as he turned ahedo
arrogantly at her. Perhaps because she was tioed Frer journey or
perhaps because something about him unsettled_iver; found herself
immediately reacting to his lordly assumption thla¢ would move out of
his way.

Without pausing to think, instead of stepping bfokn the car she stepped
up to it, gritting her teeth as she told him acidihis happens to be a car
park, not the Le Mans circuit, just in case youewmdraware of it.’

At close hand his appearance was even more hansdlly than she had
first realised, his eyes cold chips of hard icamangrily dangerous face,
and a mouth with a bottom lip full enough to be dtiegly sensual even
when it was pulled in a hard line of keen dislikis eyes assessed her. .
.assessed and dismissed her, Livvy recognised.

‘How kind of you to put yourself out so much on ghalf? The laid-back
drawl wasn’t quite soft enough to mask the hardeettghis voice, and
Livvy only just managed to stop herself from flim visibly as it

hardened and crackled with acid contempt when liedd'Perhaps it
would have been safer and wiser to have used titpdth marked instead
of the roadway. That way both of us would have bepared an
unnecessary and unwanted altercation.’

He was driving on, closing his window, his facenea firmly away from
her before she could make any response, leavingdpng after him like
an idiot, Livvy acknowledged, as she turned herdheathe direction he
had indicated and a wash of hot, embarrassed calodrthe awareness
that she had been the one in the wrong swept oeraé she saw the
footpath sign leading towards thabergeentrance.



What on earth had possessed her to challenge kenmthiat in the first
place? she asked herself irritably as she quicklyriéd towards the
footpath. It was so unlike her. Confrontation wasnmally not something
she enjoyed and certainly never normally provokad, there had been
something about him . . . something about hisual#it his arrogance which
had sparked off that fierce feeling of resentmaside her.

The disdain she had seen in his eyes as he dretehpahad somehow
become translated into something more personaisdait for her rather
than for the world in general.

Now you are being ridiculous, she told herself fyras she went into the
aubergeand up to the reception desk, giving her nameeirflnent French,

which came not just from studying the languageftmrh having spoken it

as a second language all her life. Her grandmdthdrbeen French and
consequently not just Livvy but all the grandchéldy including Gale, had
learned to speak the language as a matter of caurse

Gale too had used it as a career before she hatketh&eorge, not as a
teacher like Livvy but as an interpreter workingBrussels. Her cousin
had been a very high-powered career woman befoee rshde the
unexpected announcement, at thirty, that she wamtoy George.

Apart from her, virtually everyone else in the fanwas a little in awe of
Gale, including her husband and children. She hat éffect on people,
Livvy admitted, and she thrived on it.

Livvy was made of sterner stuff, though; her jobaaeacher had seen to
that. On the surface she might seem to give wadyetocousin’s forceful
demands simply to keep the peace, but Livvy's oudlyaplacid nature
masked a very strong will, and she never allowett Gaget away with
manipulating her the way she did other people. Tk ‘holiday’, for
instance.. .

Livvy smiled as the receptionist handed her her &eg explained that if
she wanted to have dinner she would have to ordbmvwhe next hour.

Thanking her, Livvy went up to her room. She woullghack later, she told
herself, mindful of the receptionist’s warninghdd been a long time since



she had eaten lunch and she was very hungry. Quickishing her hair,
she grinned to herself as she saw her reflectidgharmirror. Leggings and
a soft, casual, baggy sweater might be the accepiiéarm of nearly every
female under forty, but Livvy suspected that if gagils of Form IV could
see her right now her appearance would surpriga.the

Fully aware of how very youthful she actually lodk®r her age, Livvy

was always meticulous about wearing formal, authoan clothes for
school. Soft sloppy sweaters knitted in a fabriat ttooked as though it
wanted to be touched, cut-off leggings in a madsridifant colours which

complemented the sweater, her hair loose insteaeiofy neatly confined;
no, this was not an image of her that her pupilaldioecognise.

It was amazindnow different casual clothes made her feel, how muohem
relaxed. She enjoyed her job, but the tension othié need to exert
discipline and to command her pupils’ respect, dcag very wearing at
times, and it was a luxury to switch off that swleherself and to allow
herself instead just simply tme

A luxury indeed, and one that was having slightliscdncerting
consequences, she reflected minutes later as shé dwsvnstairs and
found herself the subject of some unabashed andélfrappreciative male
scrutiny from the two middle-aged men who had yusitked into the hotel.

Their interest, flattering rather than threatening;reased her sense of
well-being.

The aubergés dining-room smelled appetisingly of French cawki The
early diners had finished and were just beginninigave.

Livvy was shown to a small, comfortable table by @f the waiters. He
spoke to her in such painstakingly careful Engésld with such pride that
she hadn’t the heart to reply to him in her ownfeer French, instead
waiting patiently while he stumbled over some & thords, resisting the
impulse to help him. She was not here as a teashertold herself firmly
as she gave him her order.



While she waited for her meal to be served, theais & small commotion
in the doorway as four rowdy French youths pushest the waiter, who
was trying to stop them from entering.

To judge from the state of them, if they werentually drunk, then they
certainly had been drinking, Livvy reflected. Thewmices were loud, the
language they were using vulgar and their opinibthe English tourists
whose cars filled the car park and who sat neryoasitheir tables with
their round-eyed children were stated in languadechv was not that
which Livvy taught to her pupils.

To judge from the expressions of the other obvipuBtitish families
dining, although they were aware of the youths'raggion, their command
of the language wasn't sufficient for them to ursti@nd what was being
said, which was probably just as well for Anglo4fck relations, Livvy
reflected as she firmly directed her attention & bwn meal and away
from the trouble that was obviously brewing.

The waiter had summoned tleiberge owner, who now appeared to
wrathfully chastise the young men, one of whom viivecognised from
their conversation, was apparently his son.

He was younger than the other three, eighteenrate®n to their twenty-
three or -four. In fact they were not as young las lsad first supposed,
Livvy realised, and because of that potentialljpeatmore threatening.

Theaubergeowner was still trying to persuade them to ledod, now his
son was insisting that they wanted to eat, demaniirknow if his money
and that of his friends was not just as good asahtne fat British tourists
he seemed to favour so much.

The father gave way, casting anxious looks in tinection of the other
guests, no doubt hoping that they could not, ascehéd, understand what
was being said about them.

As they walked past her table, one of them, thesildnd most obnoxious,
bumped into her table and then steadied himselhagi.



Calmly Livvy went on with her meal. Common senskl ther that the
wisest and most sensible thing to do was not toenaakuss but simply to
pretend he wasn’t there.

She had forgotten, though, that he was not the smaes her pupils, and
that she was not dressed in her normal authortatvay, and, as he
straightened up and made a drunken apology, tdunmgrshe also heard
him is comment about her breasts that was both -faveitiar and
exceedingly coarse.

It was only the discipline of three years of teaghihat prevented her from
reacting, not just by furiously objecting to whag had said, but from
allowing the hot stinging surge of mortified femmei colour to burn up
under her skin.

Like all women, she had experienced unwanted matentents about her
body before, but this was different; for one thimgat he had said was a
good deal more crude than the normal joking andesomes funny
remarks called out by van drivers and building siterkers, and for
another. . .

For another, she was unpleasantly aware of thesriearing enjoyment of
her defencelessness, his awareness not just dhleitity to physically
punish him for his rudeness, but of the fact thatinanager appeared too
afraid to challenge him either.

The temptation to stand up and demand #uberge owner call the
gendarmeriewas almost too strong for Livvy to resist, but rthehe
reminded herself that she was on holiday and iablyjitany kind of formal
charge made now would result in delay to her resgrher journey in the
morning.

Much as it irked her, she decided that on this siocashe would simply
have to do nothing, other than finish her meal @skly as she could and
leave the dining-room.

Ten minutes later she realised that was not gairigetso easy, and wished
a little bitterly that she had demanded that somgthvas done earlier,
when the hotel owner had still been there for banake demands on.



The little waiter who had been serving her wasnbaterrified of the
quartet; the other diners, like her, had obvioustgided to finish their
meals just as quickly as they could, and as thagliroom rapidly emptied
Livvy felt disconcertingly conscious of the facttrshe was soon going to
be the only other occupant of the room.

The leader of the quartet was still making commaeatieut her to his
companions. She tried to comfort herself by renmgdherself that he
would only feel free to say things that were sayanland crass because he
did not know she spoke French herself.

As a teacher, she was used to adolescent malesaggreand thought she
had learned to cope with it, but this was somethtifferent, she
recognised. He was not an adolescent--here shadadthority. . .here, as
his lewd, disgusting comments were making so pfagflvious, she was
just another vulnerable, available woman.

She pushed her plate away, her appetite gone. Msichwent against the
grain to be seen to be running away from them,kstesv she had to go.
The restaurant no longer felt safe; in fact it l@dome an alien, hostile
place. All her feminine instincts warned her tovieaShe got up as quietly
and calmly as she could, ignoring the commentsgositouted at her. Out
of the corner of her eye she saw her tormentordstgn but she refused
either to turn her head or to be betrayed into shgwany fear.

Her room key was in her handbag, but as she héardestaurant door
open behind her she still walked over to the reoapdesk and asked the
clerk behind it,

‘Are there any messages for me? It's room numbentyfour.’
She knew that there would not be any messagesténding at the desk
gave her a legitimate reason for turning round @etking that she wasn’t

being followed.

And if she was and he overheard her asking for agess hopefully it
might make him think that she was not, after atine.



‘No, there is none,’ the clerk told her, having cked the slot.

The leader of the quartet had left the restaurtiat her and now he was
standing several feet away, grinning insolentlyhat, but to her relief,
although he paused with deliberate mockery as ée tevel with her, he
didn't make any further attempt to speak to hertarch her, simply
moving on.

Thanking the clerk, Livvy hurried towards the staiHer bedroom had a
good, firm lock on it and she intended to make sineused it.

As luck would have it, her room was the last orenglthe corridor, right
opposite the fire escape. Later she told herself thshe had been more
alert she would have remembered that fact and aatedrdingly, but as it
was, when she finally reached her door, she sirgplye a small pent-up
sigh of relief, turned her back to the fire escapd opened her bag for her
key, while keeping a strategic eye on the corritomake sure that she
hadn’t been followed.

Because of this, it came as even more of a sho@nwhe was grabbed
from behind, her attacker laughing triumphantlyhasswung her round to
face him, pressing her body up against the walh wlite weight of his

while he taunted her with having tricked her. . .

He looked even less appealing close up than helbae in the restaurant,
Livvy acknowledged as she fought down her panic taied not to wince
as he breathed garlic- and onion-laced fumes ietddce.

His hands were round her forearms, exerting a presshich would leave
her with bruises, the weight of his body imprisanirer against the wall.

She didn’t make the mistake of trying to fight hisgnsing that that was
just what he wanted, that he would relish the oty physically to
subdue her. He was talking to her, laughing atalsene told her in explicit
detail what he intended to do to her. Fear flickareside her, spreading a
numbing, dangerous paralysis through her body,y&ndt the same time
she felt oddly distanced from what was happenimgartafrom it, the
enormity of it such that a part of her brain simmjyused to accept it was
happening.



As he ground his hips against her body she tensedjéction. The door
opposite her own opened and the hand that haddreping for her breast
stilled.

Livvy was just about to call out thankfully for lpeto the man emerging
from the room to place his breakfast menu on ther-tandle when she
recognised him.

It was the man from the car park, the one who haagantly let her see
how insignificant he had thought her.

He was wearing a towelling robe .open to the wagstealing hard, tanned
skin roughened by silky, dark hair.

A tiny frisson of unfamiliar sensation ran through her. The malding
her bent his head and tried to kiss her, muttelonglly, “You know you
want it. Downstairs you were showing it. Well, iowt be long now,
chérie,and | promise you I'll show you what it’s like tave a real man, a
real Frenchman.’

Across the few feet separating them, Livvy coulé #ee disgust in the
other man’s eyes, the contempt. The man holdingwee still talking,
pouring out a stream of sexual obscenities whichappeared to deem
suitable seduction talk.

The disgust on their observer's face deepened. Hé the most

extraordinarily powerful, harsh bone-structure,Wwivecognised, and such
an air of cold austerity about him that the lookwees giving her actually

made her feel as though the temperature had pliysicapped.

As he turned his back on them and returned todosy closing the door

behind him, her awareness that he had dared tonasthat she wanted the
Frenchman’s obnoxious caresses made Livvy so atigay she was

actually physically able to take him off guard gnah him off her.

She wasn’t sure which of them was the more sumbrise her show of
strength, she or he. He stared at her and therkdhiedead, cursing her
under his breath as he came towards her.



Livvy was not going to be taken off guard a secon. She hunched her
fists as aggressively as she could, facing him dospeaking to him in
French as she told him that she was going to réparto the police.

He was obviously shocked to hear her speaking gefieench, but Livvy
doubted if that would have been enough to givetimee to escape from
him if the hotel manager and one of the waitersmhaglddenly emerged
from the fire escape to take hold of him and fdscinarch him away.

The manager returned later to apologise. He wooldbtame her if she
went ahead and pressed charges, he told Livvy.

‘By rights | ought to do so,” she returned crispiy,only to ensure that
some other woman doesn’t suffer the same fatesibae | can’t afford to
delay my journey | shall have to leave it tmnsieurto see that he is
fittingly punished. He seems a rather old comparfmmyour son,” she
added pointedly.

A long discussion about the problems of bringingtegnagers followed,
leaving Livvy wishing she had simply closed her d@md wishedle
patron a goodnight. The incident had shaken her more #henrealised,
she admitted as she prepared for bed. She was njgnati every tiny,
unfamiliar sound and had been twice to check thatdoor was securely
locked.

Additionally, for the first time in her life, sheas going to sleep in a room
with the windows closed. She might be on the sedtwut, but there was

no point in taking any more risks, not after whathalready happened.
After all, as she had already discovered, she cstddcely rely on anyone
to come to her rescue, could she?

She was still seething with bitter resentment otrex reaction of the

Englishman. How dared he assume that she had lgctmaburaged, never
mind wanted, that lout's attack on her? Surely t(nddcsee that she had
been struggling against him, not abandoning hertelthe mindless

passion he seemed to think she had been expemgricthe disgust in his

eyes had been anything to go by.



What kind of women was he used to, for heaven's stk have thought
that?

The more she thought about the way he had beh&ledangry Livvy
became. She could have been raped and it wouldailrthave been his
fault.

Much he would have cared what might have happemdxbit. Look at the

way he had behaved in the car park--that shoule hearned her what
kind of man he was. Arrogant pig. Thank goodnessted never been the
type to be susceptible to that kind of darkly pdwlemale sexuality. It was

personality that mattered to her, not looks. Unantably, she suddenly
remembered that odd and unwantéisson of sensation she had
experienced when he’d looked at her.

It had been caused by shock . . . fear. . . everyarew that very strong
emotions could have the most disconcerting effacp@ople. Her reaction
had had nothing to do with the man himself. Howldat have done?
There had been nothing . . . nothing about him shathad found remotely
attractive. . .nothing about him as a human belvag tould have caused
that sharp, jagged lightning flash of sexual awassn

She had probably imagined the whole thing . . ggreated the force of it.
In her heightened emotional state it would havenlsteange if she had not
done so, she comforted herself as she climbedibszked.

She needed a good night’s sleep if she was todsh fior her journey in
the morning. Resolutely she told herself to putékening and its entire
events firmly out of her mind.

An hour later she had to repeat this admonitionensaverely to herself;
she reminded herself that she was a teacher, afidnafan of self-
discipline, someone who prided herself on her lalgicalm approach to
life’s problems.

So what was going wrong? Why were the arrogantiecoptuous features
of a certain man coming between her and her atetogio to sleep? If the
thought of anyone was keeping her awake, it shbakke been the man
who had tried to attack her, but disconcertinglg sbuld barely remember



his features, while the other. . .the Englishmamese so firmly etched on
her memory that she might have known him for yeaws merely glimpsed
him for a handful of seconds.

No doubt, after closing his door on her, he hadeven given her a second
thought.

Across the hallway in his own room, the object ef thoughts was also
trying to sleep. He moved irritably in his bed, Hwdy tense and
unrelaxed. This was the last thing he needed.

The whole purpose of this trip to France was tovalhim to unwind, to
give him a small breathing space, notto . . .

Not to what? Make him remember things he’d fareaforget?

Damn that woman. He had known she was trouble th@ent he saw her
in the car park, standing there, all lissom, délic@rovocative feminine
sensuality.

He had watched her walking away from him, her moseis confirming
what his senses had already told

She had look so vibrantly, so sensually alive,l@r an unfettered banner
against the sky, her skin soft, glowing, her bady.

He turned over, cursing. What the hell was wronthvim? He had seen
for himself what type she was. That soft full-ligpenouth was not as
vulnerable as it looked, and certainly nowhere @sauntutored.

He felt his muscles bunch. Why the hell hadn't e the man she had so
obviously picked up in thaubergewaited to begin their lovemaking until
they were inside her room? Lovemaking. What wabdut some women

that made them want to degrade themselves withkthdtof involvement.
.?



To judge from the things her companion had beemgéag her, theirs was
no tender, emotional coming-together. .. He doublted they had even
bothered to exchange names.

He frowned as he turned his head towards the windlélay waste his time
thinking about her. . .letting her get under him3k

Why?

He already knew the answer, and it wasn't just, tfssita moment, outside
in the car park, not only his body but his sensewell had responded to
the feminine sensuality of her.

It was well over a decade, thirteen years ago taddye exact, since the
ending of his marriage. His marriage. . .what &i&a black comedy of
errors that had been. What a fool he had beerlitéof one of the oldest
tricks in the book.

She had been taking precautions, Claire had assiredearfully, but
something had gone wrong, and now she was pregnémhis child..

His child. .. He had had no option but to marry. her

Thirteen years, and surely in that time he had ctanenough down life’s
road to know far better than to let himself be utised by his awareness of
a woman, especially a woman like that one.

What would she have done if he had been the oapgmach her, to. . .?

He cursed again. What in God’s name was he thifkitg didn’t want her
really, of course he couldn’t want a woman likettha

Could he?



CHAPTER TWO

ONE o’clock. . . Livvy sighed as she heard the toslock striking the
hours, acknowledging that she was no closer topsheev than she had
been when she first came to bed.

And since she couldn't sleep, Why waste time tryin@ Why didn't she
give some thoughts to the events which had brobghthere to France
instead?

Everything had happened in such a rush that shebhegly had time to
think everything through properly, a fact which leusin Gale had used
to her advantage, she reflected wryly as she aglinitie way Gale had
manoeuvred her into doing what she wanted.

Her pupils and her fellow teachers would have foiigird to believe that
she had let Gale get her way so easily, but therotter of several weeks’
holiday in such a lovely part of France had beem tempting to resist,
even if she had initially had doubts about the saasGale had given her
for wanting her to stay at the farmhouse.

It had all started three weeks ago, when Gale tiad her and said that she
needed to talk to her urgently.

This on its own had surprised her. Gale was ndothénhabit of needing to
talk to anyone, much less her ten years youngeriraingr eyes far less
worldly cousin.

At that stage, Livwy had assumed that the ‘urgealk’tmust have

something to do with her nephews, and that Gale, ddspite her husband
George’s having a well-paid job considered thrift just a virtue but a
positive pleasure, wanted to persuade her to dneelioys some free
private coaching.

Livvy had all her arguments ready. She was quiteugeely far too busy to
be able to be of any help to her nephews. Thetfadtthe long summer
holidays were only three weeks away did not mean she had time on



her hands-far from it. Not only did she have todotvn and give some
serious thought to whether or not she really waritedake the job of
assistant head which she had been offered, shehalddo prepare the
coming year’s work.

However, once Gale, in her normal self-confidehghtly bossy way had
told Livvy that her Busy Lizzie needed re-pottingdathat she had known
she had been right to warn her not to paint hehkit that bright yellow,
Livvy discovered that it wasn’'t her sons whom Gabnted to discuss, but
her husband.

‘I'm worried about George,” she announced once thegre both settled in
Livvy's pretty sitting-room with their cups of ce&fé.

Gale had disapproved of Livvy's choice of colouheame for her small
home. The soft pastel colours were not really bletdor a schoolteacher,
Gale had told her; they did not create the righgression.

Livvy had laughed. Other members of the family ofmplained that
Gale drove them mad with her bossiness, but Livked her elder cousin
and was often amused by her. Unlike other people,refused to allow
Gale to dominate her, dealing calmly and quietlythwher cousin’s
dominating personality.

‘There are other aspects to my life than my woshé had pointed out
mildly, when Gale had said that a stronger, momp@seful colour scheme
would have been more appropriate.

What she hadn’t gone on to say was that sometitnesieeded the soft,
pretty pastel comfort of her home, that sometinadter a particularly

difficult day at school, she needed to come home ptace that helped her
to get back in touch with the more feminine andneuhble side of her
nature.

When she had first chosen teaching as her careercdunsellors had
suggested that she might find the work too muclarofemotional strain,
that the work might be too stressful for someonehef rather gentle
personality.



Being gentle was not the same thing as being wiaaky had countered.
And in the years since she had qualified she ha@ gm to prove that her
sometimes deceptively mild manner did not mean shat was incapable
of exerting control and discipline.

Unlike Gale, Livvy had never felt any need to praweothers how strong-
willed and dominant she was; it was enough tkla¢ knew that, if
necessary, she could summon up that strength frisinmvherself.

Knowing that gave her a serenity that others oftevied.

Not Gale, however. Gale, who for all her high I@meed to be pathetically
lacking when it came to reading people’s persaealit

Perhaps that was wishewas inclined to make allowances for her, Livvy
reflected. Where others saw Gale as a bossy, dengangbman who
steamrollered over everyone around her, Livvy sawds someone who
had never known what it was to have the gift ohgesensitive to others’.
feelings and, because of that, was disadvantaged.

‘George!’ she exclaimed in some surprise. ‘Whattemng with him? Is he
ill? Is he. . .?’

‘ll? No, he’s not ill. But he’s changed completelyivvy. He’s just not the

man | married any more. Since the company was taken last year. . .’

She pursed her lips. ‘Well, for a start we hardhereget to see him any
more, and when he is at home he locks himself aways study, claiming

that he needs to work. And now--would you belieMe®-says that he
wants to sell the farmhouse?’

‘But you only bought it last year,’” Livvy protestedemembering how
thrilled and proud her cousin had been at its aitjom, and yes, perhaps a
little boastful as well, but then that was Gale’aywmaterial things were
important to her.

‘I know, but George claims that the loan he took o it is costing him
too much and that, with the boys about to go oseondary school, the
cost of their fees will mean that we have to cuwdol know for a fact that



he’s just had a very good rise, and if Peter pahfseg€ommon entrance
when he sits it he’ll get a free place to Hadyards.

‘Times are hard and getting harder,” Livvy interregb her firmly. ‘George
has always been financially cautious, and you @y wourself that the
farmhouse needed completely renovating . . .’

‘Yes, | know that, but there’s more to it than th&eorge knows how
much the farmhouse means to me, and to threatsslltd when he knows
that | don’t want him to, and that | can’'t do antdpito stop him . . . He
borrowed the money from the company, you see, acduse of the legal
ramifications the deeds are solely in his name.nh going to let him do
it, though, Livvy, and I've warned him that if heets. . . Look, what | want
you to do is to go and stay there for a few weaksto. . .'

‘To what, Gale? | sympathise with you, but | carrdha stop George
selling the place if that's what he intends to do.’

‘No, but if you're there it will give me a breatlgrspace. . . time to talk to
him and make him see how unreasonable he’s beiag &#lways had a

soft spot for you, Livvy. I'll tell him that you resl to get away somewhere
peaceful because of all the stress of your jdb. . .

‘Gale,” Livvy protested warningly, ‘I'm perfectlyapable of dealing with
any stress | might suffer from by myself, thank yeuny much.’

She could see from Gale’s expression that her ndusw she had pushed
her too far. She changed tack.

‘Please, Livvy. | wouldn’t ask if it weren’t so imptant to me. You know
how I've always felt about France, and | know tya feel the same. It's a
part of us, after all. . .of our heritage, and Intveb pass that heritage on to
the boys. . .I wanthemto experience at least a part of their childhood
growing up in the French countryside as we did . .

Wryly, Livvy mentally acknowledged the skill of heousin’s argument.
Shehad enjoyed those childhood in France, and treasuredrtemory of
them. They given her a view of another nation’s wéhyife that she felt



had broadened her horizons and her awareness iayathat very few
people were fortunate enough to experience.

‘And it's not just that,” Gale continued, sensingtery. ‘I'm not just being
sentimental. There’s the fact that their Frenchasnd to improve, and by
the time they’re adults the ability to speak a selclanguage will be a very
important career asset. You're the one who's alveayd that the inability
to understand one another's languages is one ofgthatest barriers
between peoples.’

‘Yes, | know,’ Livvy acknowledged.

‘All 1 want is enough time to make George listenréason. . . To make
him listen. . . If only we could get away ourselvbst it's impossible at
the moment. He’s working virtually twenty-four hgua day. Ever since
Robert Forrest took over the company. . .’

‘Robert Forrest?’ Livvy was interested.

‘Yes. | told you, the millionaire entrepreneur wbought out the company
last year. George thinks he’s wonderful. Personblbyfame him for the
way George has changed, the way he’s behaving. ldempletely
dominating George, making him work virtually twedbur hours a day.
Just becausee’snot married. . .

‘At least, not any more. He was once, but his véfie him for someone
else. Small wonder. She got an enormous divordeesent, apparently.
She’s dead now. . . a car accident with her new. man

She broke off as Livwy made a small sound of comsipasand exclaimed,
‘Poor man, what a dreadful thing to have happetigsi.bound to have
made him a bit bitter.’

‘A bit bitter? The man’s a misogynist. A marriage-wrecker,” Gatemed.
‘I'd love to tell him exactly what | think of himrad what he’s doing to our
marriage. . .to our children. He hasn’t got anyhi&f own. Men like that
never do, do they? Of course George defends hiendiklog protecting a
bone.” Her eyes flashed, her face flushing.



She was a very striking-looking woman. . .commagdather than pretty.
Despite Gale’s bossy way, Livvy was genuinely faricher cousin, who
had been very generous with both her advice an@ m@ctical help in the
form of rent-free accommodation in the early daysew Livvy had first
been teaching.

She was fond of George, too, and of their childesrd a summer spent in
the Dordogne was a tempting prospect.

There was nothing after all to keep her at homdHhersummer; no plans..
.no special relationship. Yes, a couple of montinghie Dordogne was
certainly a far more enticing prospect than theesasriod of time spent in
her small flat.

Even so. ..,

‘Look, Gale, are yousure that you're not being a little bit unfair to
George? With so many people losing their jobs . . .

‘Unfair?’ Gale turned on her indignantly. ‘Just hdair am | supposed to
be? How fair is he being to us, to me? | told hiimryy. . .1 told him that
he owed it to us to spend more time with us. .t.Heawas neglecting us
and that .if he wasn’t careful he could lose usld him he had to tell
Robert Forrest that he had a right to a private; lifeven gave him an
ultimatum and warned him that, unless he did sd. She broke off,
shaking her head.

‘That was last week, and since then nothing’s ckdng .nothing. He left
for work at seven o’clock this morning and he wdrétback until close on
midnight. That's if I'm lucky. ..

‘You tell me, Livvy. Am | being unfair?’

Sadly, Livvy shook her head. No, Gale wasn't baimdair, she reflected
later as she drove home. But she could perhapsobe mmderstanding . . .
more compassionate. . .more aware? Wryly Livvy didahi that the
chances of her strong-minded cousin’s exhibiting ahthose emotions
were very slim indeed.



‘Two months in the Dordogne, rent-free-you luckynt)’ her colleagues
had sighed enviously.

‘Mmm. . .maybe you’ll meet some gorgeous, sexy Eneman,’ Jenny, the
maths teacher, had teased her.

Livvy had laughed. ‘We’re talking about rural Franamot Paris,” she had
told her. ‘Any Frenchmen | do meet, handsome oemtise, will be very,
very firmly attached to their wives and children.’

‘So?" Jenny's eyes had twinkled. ‘Who’s talking aboanything
permanent? What's wrong with a small summer fliawg,excitingly brief
affair?’

‘What's wrong with it is that | don’t want it,’ Liwy told her firmly.
‘Getting involved with a man who just wants to use isn’t my idea of
fun.’

‘You might not be able to stop yourself. What ifuytall in love?’

‘In lust, you mean,” Livvy had corrected her, shaking headc as she
added determinedly, ‘No, I'd never do that. My sel$pect wouldn'’t let
me. When Ido love a man it will be because | admire and respétt

intellectually and emotionally, not because I'mnienl on physically by his
body. . .’

She had left the staff-room with Jenny’s laught#irrenging in her ears.

‘Be careful,” Jenny had called warningly after h&ou could be tempting
fate, saying something like that.’

'‘No way,” Livwwy had responded with a grin. ‘Temginfate or a
Frenchman, is the last thing I intend to do?”’

At twenty-five she considered herself far too respble and mature to
plunge into the kind of reckless, hedonistiangerougype of affair Jenny
had teased her about. Such affairs, from what sldedbserved of them,



inevitably led to someone being hurt, and badly ahe considered that
she was far too cautious and self-protective byneato risk bringing that
kind of pain upon herself.

No, she would be far too busy preparing for the nemn and thinking
about her own future to have time for romance, ef/@&nwere something
she wanted--which it wasn't.

Not that her time in France was going to be comepfetaken up with
work, though: she had promised herself some rataxasome sightseeing
trips and explorations. She had even generouserexdfto take off Gale’s
shoulders the burden of liaising with the locabd#smen and suppliers in
connection with some of the more urgent renovat{®ake was organising,
agreeing that it would be far easier for her toldedh the French
contractors, since she wassitu.

‘Are you sure you actually want to go ahead withsth alterations?’ she
had asked her cousin when they had discussed Galess for
modernising the existing bathroom and adding a oew. ‘After all, if
George does insist on selling . . .’

‘He won’t. Not once | get him out of Robert Forrestlutches for long
enough to make him see sense. | shouldn’t be seqprf he’s the one
who'’s turned George against the farmhouse in tisegiace; he’s that kind
of man,” she added darkly.

Livvy had given her a thoughtful look. She hopedeGaas right about

being able to persuade George to keep the profmrtguse she could tell
how important it was to her. She understood Gale'sire for her sons to
experience the same pleasure they had known afrahilbut at the same
time she felt, fair-mindedly, that a smaller andrenmmodest environment
would provide those benefits just as well and heldéas of a financial

burden on George.

She wondered if Gale was right to lay the blame Gaorge’s changed
behaviour at the feet of his new employer. As tletim of an unhappy
marriage, it was perhaps only to be expected thasHould have a bias
against marriage and feel suspicious or antagonistvards the female
Sex.



She hoped Gale would not ride too roughshod overrgges views. He
was a nice man and a good husband and father.

She stifled a yawn and moved sleepily beneath theetd The more she
observed of other people’s relationships, the maagy it made her of that
kind of commitment. She was glad she was not tpe tg fall drastically
and dangerously head over heels in love.

Beneath the bedclothes she gave a small shivenwidgder luck, if she
did it would probably be with entirely the wrongptyof man.

Like the one across the hallway, for instance? dRidus--what woman in
her right senses would fall in love with a man liket, who for all his
spectacular aura of raw masculinity and power Hemlva by his attitude
that he had as much awareness of and respectefdertale psyche as she
had of what went on inside the head of a man-edigyeg?

No, if she ever did fall in love, it would be wisbmeone compassionate
and caring, intelligent and aware, a man who vaheydas an equal human
being, not one who dismissed her as a sexual olgestiemning her with
cold-eyed disgust.

The BMW was still in the car park when Livvy leftarly the next

morning. She gave it a dismissive look as she waalkdguously past it,

reflecting on the laziness of its slothful ownedahe fact that he was
missing what was for her one of the best partbefay.

Well, at least she was unlikely to come into contaith him again, she
reflected thankfully as she let herself into hemowar and pulled on her
seatbelt.

Having planned her route carefully in advance, kiwidn't have any
trouble in reaching Beaulieu, which was the neasestable town to the
farmhouse.

She ate a late lunch in the town and shopped forigions, just enough to
tide her over for the first couple of days. Aftélr ane of the pleasures of
being in France was the food. Her French grandmdthé taught her how



a Frenchwoman shopped and the important role thot just the
consumption of food but its purchase and preparaptayed in the
traditional French lifestyle.

It was mid-afternoon before she started the firmait pf her journey, taking
her time as she carefully checked each road siginywanting to miss her
way on the mass of narrow country roads which @isssed the
countryside, and her diligence was finally rewardédten she drove into
the small village closest to the farmhouse.

Although she had not visited it before, she hach sgetographs of it and
had agreed with Gale that it was idyllically siet surrounded by lush
countryside with a view looking out across a sntalbutary of the

Dordogne river, its privacy assured by the farmlauich surrounded it. . .

George had tentatively expressed the view that ightnbe a bittoo
isolated, but Gale had told him firmly that he wasong and that its
isolation only added to its appeal.

‘For us, maybe,” George had conceded. ‘But children

‘The children will love it,” Gale had interruptedntn ‘Clean, fresh air, a
simple country lifestyle will be very; good for tneit's exactly what they
need.’

Now, Livvy wondered if after all George might noave had a point.
Isolation was all very well for adults, craving theace and quiet of the
countryside, but children.teenagers . .

If he had, it wouldn't be easy getting Gale to amkledge it, Livvy
acknowledged. Rather sadly, Livvy wondered how muoéhthe time
George was giving to his work was actually beingéd upon him by his
new boss, and how much might be voluntary: a meérescape from a
wife whose strong-mindedness might sometimes beratearying?

Just as she was beginning to wonder uneasily ifhslteafter all taken a
wrong turning, the thickly forest countryside thgbuwhich she was
travelling gave way to open land, the fields whighle had told her went



with the farmhouse and which, although presenthyglested and
unworked, she hoped to rent out to a local farmer.

‘The money we get from letting the land will help pay for the work on
the farmhouse,’ she had explained to Livvy.

Now in front of her she could see the shape ofilling, its age betrayed
by the soft, fading colour of the sandstone walls.

Thankfully, Livvy stopped her car in the unevenbgiged yard. It was just
starting to grow dark, but there was still enouigihtl for her to make her
way to the heavy front door, the keys Gale hadmgiver held firmly in her
hand. Weeds had sprung up and rooted themselvady flsetween the
worn slabs of stone, evidence of the length of time farm had been
uninhabited.

Livvy was no stranger to rural France, althougls thas the first time she
had visited the Dordogne, and she found the siléhate surrounded her
soothing rather than unnerving. She unlocked andneg the door,
wincing as the unoiled hinges squeaked rustily.

The door opened directly into the kitchen, a largetangular-shaped room
with small windows and a musty, slightly damp smaB she switched on
the light, Livvy winced a little in its harsh britsiess.

‘The kitchen will have to be completely refitteale had told her. ‘I want
something very simple and sturdy--a free-standibghkn range would be
ideal.’

‘But very expensive,’ Livvy had warned her.

‘Mmm. Well, hopefully we’ll be able to find someornecal whom | can
organise to make exactly what | want. The farmerbweaght the house
from has the most wonderful armoire, and there wadresser in the
kitchen. It shouldn't be too difficult to pick upree good antique pieces
quite reasonably.’



Given her cousin’s determination and energy, ibpldy wouldn’'t be too
long before she did transform the kitchen, Livvkramwledged, but right
now. . .

It would probably look better in the morning whemeshad had a good
night's sleep, Livvy acknowledged as she surveyed grimy, deep
porcelain sink and the old-fashioned cooking range.

The fridge-freezer standing in one corner of thempattached to a large
Calor gas canister, looked oddly incongruous, ab te small stove
adjacent to it. Incongruous but very welcome, Liacknowledged as she
saw the kettle standing on it and went to pickpit u

The water which spurted from the tap was icily catdl slightly brownish
in colour. The farmhouse had neither mains water electricity, the
former being supplied via its own well and the datfrom a generator
installed in one of the outbuildings.

While she was waiting for the kettle to boil, shegint as well bring in her
things, Livvy decided.

She had brought one small case with her; the fefiteospace in her car
had been filled with the boxes of bedding, tow&ig;hen utensils, food
and other items which Gale had insisted she briitig rer.

Gale and George had bought the farmhouse compligteite furniture.

Rubbish in the main, Gale had snorted, but the ,deesvy, old-fashioned
affairs with wooden head- and foot-boards, had beemth keeping,
although she had of course had to replace the esads.

The sturdy, worn stairs led up from a room adjadenthe kitchen, the
British equivalent of a comfortable family breakfagom.

Wearily, Livvy climbed them.

‘You can use any bedroom you like,” Gale had toé. HAlthough the
double ones at the front have the best views.’

Livvy opened the first door she came to and swillobre the light.



She would sleep well tonight, she acknowledged aalhour later when
she had drunk her tea and finished making up tle $lee was almost too
tired for even the briefest of sluices under thebfe trickle of the

antiquated shower, only habit compelling her talgough the motions of
getting ready for bed.

Ten minutes later, her body still glowing from tteeigh towelling she had
given it, she curled up gratefully under her duvet.

Tomorrow her holiday could begin properly. Her ntowtatered as she
contemplated the pleasure of eating croissants fresn theboulangerie
washed down with rich, fragrant coffee.

Mmm . . .it would make a delicious and welcome g®from her normal
rushed breakfast of a few mouthfuls of muesli edtarriedly between
checking her diary, reading her post and genegatting ready for work.

Livvy could hear a noise. A car door slamming. Saeup groggily in bed
frowning as she glanced at her watch. It was josiegiine. She had slept
for longer than she had intended.

As she climbed out of bed and reach for her cottoap, she wondered
who her unexpected visitor was.

She guessed that it would probably be the farmmn fwhom Gale and
George had bought the house. Gale had describedchimer, fifty-odd,
short and gnarled, very good at playing dumb wherclose and even,
ridiculously, trying to pretend at times that heilcbnot understand Gale’s
excellently fluent French, and with the financiaumen that many a
finance director would envy.

Livvy smiled to herself now, remembering how she gaessed from the
acid note of chagrin in Gale’s voice that for oine cousin had met her
match.



It was a pity she had overslept; if the Dordogne aaything like the other
parts of rural France she had previously visited iithabitants would
operate a code of behaviour almost Victorian irfatsnality. Appearing to
greet a neighbour a nine o’clock in the morning datssed, her hair
tousled and still half asleep, would doubtlessfozge the French belief in
their superiority as a race.

She was halfway across the kitchen when she heandane turning a key
in the door lock.

Frowning, she stood still. It made sense that #mmér should have a key
so that he could keep a check on the property vitwias empty, but Gale
had told her that she was going to warn him to eixper, and, even
though she had parked her car out of sight in dnth@ outbuildings,
surely he might at least have knocked first.

The door opened and Livvy froze in shocked diskhelie

It couldn’t be, but it was: the man who had just temself into the
farmhouse was the same man she had seen aubiegelast night, the
same man who had been so rude to her in the clay thbarsame man who
had so contemptuously ignored her plight later.

As she stared into his cold, arrogantly handsoroesfand felt the shock of
the invisible force-field which seemed to surroutem, she was
temporarily completely lost for words.

Distantly her mind registered the fact that, fomgoodd reason, her body
was reacting to his presence in the most alarmmagdangerous way.

Beneath her terry robe and the thin cotton T-stit had slept in, her
nipples were peaking with unfamiliar and confusingensity, a shock-
wave of sensation exploding inside her.

Quickly, she pulled her robe protectively closeh&y body. Her heart was
beating fast and heavily; she felt confused andgul@ss, plunged into a
situation which both alarmed and excited her.



What was he doing herd?ow had he found herwhy had he followed
her?

Giddily her thoughts swirled dizzily through herbr, temporarily robbing
her of her normal, calm control, and then chillinglhe realised how
dangerous the situation was, how vulnerable she was

She was alone here, vulnerable and unprotectedfcairall his apparent
wealth and respectability he could . . . he might.

Firmly she swallowed back the fear and confronted h

‘Never allow yourself to be intimidated or to shésar. Never let anyone
else take control from you,” she and her fellowdstus had been told
before they went into teaching, and that advicdieggust as much to this
situation as it did to facing a class of pupils.

Forcing her tense throat muscles to relax, she ddethhuskily, ‘What are
you doing here . . . why have you followed me? duydon’t leave
immediately, | shall call the police.’



CHAPTER THREE

‘FOLLOWED you?

The harsh derision in his voice was as abrasivesaaglpaper against
vulnerable flesh, making Livvy wince and tense.

‘You've got some nerve. If anyone will be callingetpolice it will be me.
People like you who break into private property aadat. . . You've no
right. .

Break in! Squat Livvy was almost too angry to speak. How dared he
accuse her?

‘You're the one who has no right to be here,” stterrupted him furiously.
‘Not me. This house belongs to my cousin and heband and it was Gale
who invited me to spend the summer here, and . . .’

‘You're Gale’s cousin?’

Against her will, Livvy found herself responding tfee sharp authority of
his tone, inclining her head in curt agreement @it across her angry
speech. A persistent and unignorable warning badl laeginning to ring in
her brain. “You know Gale and George?’ she demamdiedy, trusting its
authenticity.

‘Yes,” came the terse response. ‘What do you m€&ate invited you to
spend the summer here? George to me the house h®welchpty.’

Livvy swallowed.

‘You will tell George that I'm going to be therepwt you?’ she had asked
her cousin. '

‘Of course | will,; Gale had reassured her. ‘Oneaedan bring himself to
spare us some of his precious time.’



As she looked into the face of the man watching liee stark, cold
realisation of why he was here suddenly struck her.

‘George wanted to sell the farmhouse,” Gale had bar. Then Livvy had
taken Gale's complaints about her husband witmehpof salt, genuinely
believing that George would never behave in suchiraderhand manner,
but this man’s presence here confirmed everythialg Gad told her.

He looked the type who would take advantage of smmelse’s problems
for his own pecuniary gain, she decided cynically.

Tilting her chin, she told him sweetly, ‘Well, nopou can see that it isn'’t,
can't you? If you want to look round | can’t stopuy but obviously I'd
like you to leave as soon as possible.. .’

‘Me, leave. . .? My arrangement with George was ltlaould stay here for
a while. . .’

‘Surely it doesn’t take long for you to decide wheat or not you want to
buy the place?’ she asked derisively.

He certainly didn't look the indecisive type, faorn it. ‘To buy it?’ He
was frowning at her now, but Livvy wasn’t deceived.

‘Yes, and no doubt you're hoping to get it at l&san the market value,’
she added scathingly, her lip curling. I've met niike you before, men
who are always looking to take advantage of othaisfortunes, men who
put money and materialism above everything elsei dould get on well
with George’s boss. He’s another man who think$ thaney and power
are everything, who doesn’t care about the effbctssdemands on the
people who work for him could be having on themiiy lives.

‘Yes . .. You and Robert Forrest both obviouslgrgtithe same lack of any
real moral values.’

Livvy saw with some satisfaction that she had seded in silencing him.
But not for long.



‘Moral values? My God, that’s rich, coming from seome like you,’ he
told her bitterly.

‘What do you mean?’ The moment she made the hedgethnd, Livvy
knew she had done the wrong thing. She watchedheadstility in his
eyes was overlaid with cynical contempt.

‘Oh, come on. | saw you last night, remember? Wahbr. . . friend. Tell
me something, did you ever bother to wait long gmoto find out his
name before falling into bed with him? Good, wa8 Beit hardly the type
you'd want to take home with you? No, | expect thdike your cousin,
when you find a fool besotted enough to marry you’ly make sure he’s
rich enough to support you.’

Livvy couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Howethhe make such
allegations against her, misjudge her so unfachypdemn her on such
implausible evidence? His insults to her were t@hetic to warrant
rejection, she decided shakily, but his remark aksale. . .

‘Gale did not marry George for his money,’ she toiich coldly.

‘No? From what I've seen of your cousin, she’s vgopd at spending her
husband’s money. Nor is she above blackmailingihmecessary by using
their children.’

‘Gale just wants the best for her sons. Any mothsguld,” Livvy
protested, defending her cousin. ' f

‘The best for her sons and the best for herself where does George fit
in? | doubt very much that she ever gives any thoag what he might
want . . . to what might be best for him. It's nomwder. . .’

He stopped abruptly, frowning, absorbed in his othoughts, Livvy

recognised as she wondered uneasily exactly whgtwere. He seemed to
know an awful lot about George and Gale. He alssmsel to have a
definite bias against her sex, Livvy reflected, dnein wondered if it was
women in general he felt contempt for, or merelyleGand herself in

particular.



Ifso...

If so, what did it matter? She didn’'t know him,eaftll, and after the way
he had just behaved and spoken she was heartdysgke wasn't likely to
get to know him either.

She ought to feel sorry for him really, not angrghmhim. He really was
the most abysmal judge of character, his judgerserilawed that in other
circumstances his condemnation of her would alrasge been laughable.

‘I think you should leave,” she told him firmly. &rge ought to have
checked with Gale before allowing you to come ddwne to inspect the
property. Gale doesn't. . .’

‘Gale doesn’'t what?’ he challenged. ‘Gale doesrantvhim to sell it? Is
that why she sent you here? To use your charm tsupde would-be
buyers to change their minds.’

His mouth twisted in a way that made Livvy wanhibhim as he said the
word ‘charm’. That he should have such a low opindd her sex was his
problem and not hers, she reminded herself, ane thas at least point
she could correct him on.

‘Gale did notsendme here--for any purpose. | came of my own frelg wi
because | wanted a quiet, peaceful, uninterruppéiddy on my own.’

He was not impressed. The look he gave her semérshicing down her
back. It was so unkind, so feral almost.

He didn’t like her defiant attitude, she could #e@ his eyes, and with it
an awareness of his sexual power and her potevgiagkness. It was totally
unlike her to be so keenly aware of a man’s seiyahnd totally
inappropriate in these circumstances. It irked baffled her, angered her,
and yet made her feel anxious as well that shelghoave this sharp,
unwanted insight into the maleness he exuded.

Her heart was beating much faster than usual, abhfist because she was
so angry with him, she acknowledged. She had hbatdanger could be a
powerful aphrodisiac, but surely not when that anggs directed at a total



stranger, and a man, moreover, who on the faaehaid nothing about him
other than the extraordinary strength of his seiutd attract her?

And since when, anyway, had she been attractednbgmrés sexuality? All
her previous relationships had been based on muttedests, mutual
liking, mutual respect.

‘A peaceful, solitary holiday. . .a woman like youf2 scoffed tauntingly
now. ‘Don’t forget | saw you at theuberge’

‘You don’t understand,” Livvy protested, and thaopped. Why should

she bother to explain herself to him? If he hathbetn able to see with his
own eyes what was actually happening, what chanag there of his

listening while she tried to explain, and why slibsihe anyway?

‘No, | don't,” he agreed curtly and then, almostlasugh it was against his
will, he added harshly, ‘For God’s sake, has iteresccurred to you what
risks you’re running? Or is that all part of thecikgment. . .the danger of
not knowing . . . of living dangerously, takingk$s”

Too shocked to defend herself, Livvy stared at Hihis. teeth were white
and strong. She gave a small, uncontrollable shryddagining their sharp
bite against her skin.. .imagining. . .

‘Gale can’t stop George from selling this placey ¥mow, he warned her.
‘He’s under a great deal of stress at the momeiak-a

‘Yes, because Robert Forrest is virtually making hwork twenty-four
hours a day,’ Livvy interrupted him bitterly. ‘Abale wants is a chance to
talk things over with him, but she barely sees him’'s so busy, never
mind gets time to discuss anything with him.’

‘The impression | have of your cousin isn’t thataofvoman who goes in
much for discussion or compromise. George is awugidier, perhaps it's
because he feels has a good reason to do so.’

Livvy tensed. This man, whoever he was, seemedntwka good deal
about her cousin’s marriage, his words revealinpenabilities in it that
Livvy hadn’t known existed. Her stomach tensed sitlgaGeorge and



Gale had always seemed to have such a securey shandiage. Both of
them were devoted to their sons. Livvy seen fardften in her work as a
teacher the effects of a parental break-up on @nldo want to see same
thing happen to her nephews.

‘Gale loves George.” She could hear the anxiety @disttess in her own
voice.

‘Does she? Or does she simply love the lifestylprogides?’

‘No,’ Livvy denied vehemently. ‘Gale had a good jobher own when she
met George; she was financially independent. Sive ¢faat up to marry
him, to be with him and the boys.’

‘So if material things don’t matter to her, why ale fuss about his
wanting to sell this place?’

‘Perhaps it's the fact that he’s trying to sellwtthout consulting her,’
Livvy told him, rallying. ‘Going behind her back..deceiving her. .. not
telling her that he had arranged for you--’

‘Just asshedidn’t tell George that she had arranged for ymadme here,’
he interrupted her, adding tauntingly, ‘Besidesatvimakes you so sure
that 1 do want to buy the property; perhaps, like you, Isiemply come
here for a holiday. . .a rest and some relaxatiora couple of weeks
away?’

‘No! Livvy couldn’t keep the appalled denial badde couldn’t possibly

mean what he was saying; he couldn’t possibly benoling to stay here,
not after all the things he had said about herwds simply doing it to

torment her. . . to bully her. Well, she wasn'trgpto be bullied. She had
learned enough as a teacher to be able to stargtdwerd.

‘I don't believe you,’ she told him flatly.
‘Don’'t you?’ he shrugged dismissively. ‘Well, thatyour choice. You

aren’t exactly someone I'd choose to share a hautbe but. . .” He turned
towards the door.



‘You can’t stay here,’ Livvy protested.

He turned round, looking at her speculatively betétling her softly, ‘Oh,
but I think | can. After all, unlike you, have the owner’s permission to do
so. Besides, | think | owe it to George to do so.pfotect his interests, so
to speak. Just as you are here to protect Gale’s.’

‘That’s not true. . .I'm just here on holiday.’

He smiled at her, a cold, challenging, triumphamile. ‘Of course, you
could always leave. In fact. . .’

‘I'm not leaving."'

What on earth had she done? she wondered sickddesly feeling oddly
light-headed. She couldn’t back down now, even gihostaying here with
him was the last thing she wanted to do.

‘You're not helping your cousin’s marriage by doitigs, you know. But
then perhaps that isn’'t why you're here. Perhapsrgchere because Gale
knows that George can’t sell the property while 'g@uliving in it,
ostensibly a sitting tenant.. .’

Livvy gasped in outrage. ‘That’s not true! I'm simpon holiday; and
besides, Gale would never do anything like thagnet. . .” She bit her lip.
What was she doing, allowing herself to be drawto ithis kind of
argument with him?

She had guessed from what Gale had told her tleatustt George were at
loggerheads over the farmhouse and that Gale wset lpgcause George
was spending so much time away from home, but adenbt thought that

their problems were serious enough to actuallyatieretheir marriage.

'All Gale wants is a chance to talk to George, that s to be impossible
while Robert Forrest. . . What * d of man is hegyveay?’ she exploded, her
emotions suddenly breaking her self-control. ‘IfoB®e and Gale are
having problems, then he’s the one to blame. Nod&ohis own wife left

him. I'm only surprised that he found anyone idiathough to marry him
in the first place.’



She stopped abruptly, angry with herself. What arthewas she saying?
She didn’t even know the man and it was complebeityof character for

her to criticise someone without any real justifica. It was his fault, this

arrogant, interfering, unwanted male interloper her life who stood

watching her with those cold, dangerous eydés.was bringing to the

surface a side to her nature she had never evemkexisted.

The cold from the stone floor was beginning tokstran icy chill through

her feet. All she wanted was for him to go, to kder in peace; but he
was not going to do so, she recognised, and shkl ¢cmt now leave

herself. . .not without totally losing face andileg him know that he had
got the better of her, and there was no way hemfi@e pride was going to
allow him to do that.

He hadnot come for a holiday, no matter what he might pretesine was
sure of that, and she also suspected that he wagpmg to admit his real
purpose to her, for no other reason than thatdmsel to give him some
sort of perverted pleasure to bait and torment Wératever his original
plans had been--possibly ,a brief look around thenhouse over the
period of a couple of days before returning to &nit-he now intended to
stay.

But he wantedher to leave, she recognised. Well, she wasn't gaing t

She told him so, her expression dogged as she figmakly, ‘I'm not
leaving and you can’t make me.’

For a moment she wondered if she had gone tod feare was a look in
his eyes that told her how much. . .how very, veiych he would have
liked to prove her wrong by physically picking hgr and depositing her in
her car if necessary.

Instead he shrugged his shoulders, powerfully bimatkath a suit far too
formal for a man who claimed to be on holiday.

‘That’s your choice,” he told her dismissively, auglin a voice as thick
and soft as cream, ‘Mind you, | shouldn’t have thiouthere would be
much locally to interest a woman of your type.’



Her type? Livvy tensed. What did he mean? What keagying to imply
now? she wondered warily. Whatever it was, she kinevasn’'t anything
complimentary. For all its smoothness, there haghtsmething as rough
and as dangerous as jagged broken glass beneatbftiess of his voice.

‘What do you mean, my type?’ she challenged him.m#& were not

types They were individuals, each one of them a spesmiml complex

interweaving of a variety of traits that made theon To suggest anything
else was not merely to demean her but to demeantwe sex as well.

‘You don't really need an answer, surely? But sipoe asked . . .’

From mild contempt the grey eyes changed, regmjea brutal sexual
speculation that rendered her powerless to do amgythut stand there
while he subjected her to a slow visual, sexuall@agtion that left her

feeling numb with shock and disbelief. No mama man had ever, ever
looked at her like that. No man had ever dared;haar she contemplated
the idea that any man ever would. It was sometem¢ptally outside her
experience, her existence, that the shock oftithef incapable not just of
movement but of speech as well.

Her body knew what he had done, though, and It