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The seven year itch!

On the outside Gina Tyson seemed to have the perfaciage-but inside
she ached with frustration at the distance Reiddhackd between them.

So Gina decided to challenge her husband-and waket rigid by what
she heard. She had to do something to show hirhpwtmuch she really
desired him- had always desired him. But she'd bavaet fast if she didn't
want to lose him to another woman!



CHAPTER ONE

FrRoM an outsider's point of view, Gina Tyson had th&go¢ marriage.

Some days Gina could actually pretend it was. Adteishe had a beautiful
home right on the shoreline at Bondi, Sydney's miashous and

picturesque beach. She had three lovely childweo ioys and a girl. She
had a husband any woman would envy...on the suridateonly was Reid

tall, dark and dynamically handsome, he was weadtigugh to deal with
life on his terms.

Neverthelesssurfacewas the key word. Her marriage was wonderfully
smooth and shiny up-front. Underneath, Gina waagslowly mad with
frustration. And behind the frustration was thewjimg fear that this was all
she could ever expect with Reid— house, family artdken man at her
side. Her husband lived his own life, which Gink feas one step removed
from her, even when he was with her. As now.

She had cooked his favourite dinner tonight—espallof veal in white
wine. He was enjoying it, too, at the other endheftable, not sharing his
enjoyment with her. The intimate eye contact angregative comments
she craved were not forthcoming. Indeed, none efsgpecial effort she'd
made was having the desired effect. Which was hardecommendation
for the advice in the magazine articles on howetotalise your marriage.

Her personal re-imaging was a miserable failur&kdfd had noticed any
difference in her appearance, it was obviouslylewant to him. He

certainly hadn't been sparked into seeing herramady desirable woman.
Gina wondered if she should have been more daring.

She'd flirted with the idea of having her hair deditally cut, but it had

always been long, and in the end she couldn't bearthought of the

lustrous mass of rich brown locks dropping in lidpad chunks onto the
salon floor. She had compromised. The thick wavesewiow cleverly

layered to her shoulders, giving her hair more lseuamd curl.

The beautician had given her amber eyes a dedpwstamysterious look
with artfully applied make-up. Her eyebrows wererenoeatly arched. She
was assured that the russet red of the lipstickraiidpolish was a power



colour. It was all wasted on Reid, even the newhel® over which she'd
spent hours making up her mind.

To her. the black satin lounging trousers andites print silk chiffon tunic
with the gold chain belt had seemed a sexy owfdgant and sensually
alluring. It hadn't raised so much as a flickeinbérest Reid. Maybe if she'd
made a bolder choice, been bolder about everythibgt it wasn't in her
nature to be bold.

Her Italian mother had drummed ladylike principile® her precious little
Gianetta from birth. A good Italian girl—never mititht Gina's father was
fourth- generation Australian—did not flaunt herdgoin an immodest
fashion. Clothes should grace women, not exposa.tRerhaps, because
she had only been seventeen when her mother hddGiiea couldn't feel
comfortable betraying her advice, yet sometimesveisbed she could be
like the women who had no shame at all in what thiese, or didn't wear.

On the other hand, maybe it simply wasn't posstblgolt Reid into
re-appraising her and her place in his life. Angralpe she made he would
view as purely superficial, like a change of ddoathe house. If it pleased
her, that was fine by him. It wouldn't affect winat thought or felt or did.

Like her futile attempt at evoking a romantic mowith the table setting
tonight. Reid had remarked on the centrepiece otiexiger lilies and
golden candles, inquiring if she was experimenforgsome future dinner
party. An innovative change from roses, he'd daididn't occur to him it
might be especially for the two of them. Gina hali foo deflated to tell
him.

There was no obvious romance in the dinner seriRea didn't believe in
keeping the best for visitors or putting it asidedood, as her mother used
to. They dined in the dining room every night, gssilver cutlery, Royal
Doulton or Spode crockery, the very finest crygtasses—Lalique tonight.
It's not for show, it's for use, Reid insisted, wh@&ina worried about
breaking something. Nothing was irreplaceablenkanably said, but Gina
didn't entirely agree with that sentiment.



She toyed with the food on her plate, unable toterugp an appetite. The
dearth of emotional rapport with Reid was deepbyling. It hadn't been
so obvious when they'd been involved with havingiés Both of them
loved their children. But had Reid ever really ldveer? Gina was
beginning to doubt it. Worse, she was beginningvdmder if some other
woman supplied what he didn't look for in her.

'Is there anything that requires my personal atianbefore | fly off on
Sunday?'

Reid's bland inquiry scraped over a string of rawas. Gina wanted to
scream,l do! but when her gaze flashed up to meet his, the loiok
impersonal weighing in his eyes shrivelled theytipulsive response. He
meant possible problems relating to the housepcahildren. He wasn't
anticipating any. Just checking.

Gina swallowed her private angst and played theléhg game, too. 'The
trip is only for a fortnight, isn't it? One weekliondon? One in Paris?’

'Yes. The business meetings are all lined up. ltéxpect any hitches.'
‘Neither do I. If needs must, I'll get in touch kvitou.'

He nodded, returning his attention to his platbasaid, 'I'll be staying at
Durley House in London. It's in Knightsbridge. Quilose to Harrod's if
there's something you fancy my picking up for ybere. I'll give you the
contact numbers before I go.'

Reid Tyson went on eating his dinner as though dx d$aid nothing to
concern his wife in any way whatsoever. Maybe hénhaGina argued,
clinging to the craven desire not to confront. 8ium't want to look foolish,
yet every female instinct she had was aquiver, givena warning. This
business trip to Europe was not the same as prewaoes. Deep in her gut,
Gina knew it. And Reid had just given her the fiestgible evidence of it.

'Why the change?' she asked, her tone as lighthascsuld make it,
pretending ordinary wifely interest, pretending $ta&l nothing to worry
about, pretending everything in her personal gavdes still rosy.



Reid gave her a blank look, his mind obviously hgunoved on from the

delivery of a piece of information she had to knslwould an emergency
arise at home. Gina felt stupid for pursuing sonmgtihat seemed to be of
no consequence to him. He raised an eyebrow, tiggypar into explaining

her question.

'You've always stayed at Le Meridien in London. WHot this time? |
thought you were happy with it,’ she said, shruggmdeny any suggestion
of concern on her part, projecting idle curiositythwalmost painful
intensity.

'Familiarity has advantages. It can also becomm@or felt like a change.’

Familiarity...boring...change.\Was she hopelessly neurotic applying those
words to his feelings about her? Acutely sensitovéhe distance between
them, the lack of true intimacy, Gina watched Reiairn his attention to
the veal on his plate, watched him carve the méhtexpert precision and
fork it into his mouth in a steady rhythm that d=hiany perturbation of
spirit.

Sometimes Gina found his self-sufficiency chilligie did now. It spurred
her to engage his attention further, whether hedlikk or not.

'I've never heard of Durley House. Does it belangdme European chain
of hotels?'

He shook his head, his expression dismissive athéwed on.
'How did it attract your interest?' Gina persistédousiness brochure?'

'Does it matter? I'm booked there now—' a sardtwaiist of his lips '—for
better or for worse. I'll leave you the contact tems. | promise it won't be
any problem to you.'

The flippant use of words from their marriage voasd the note of
condescension in his promise goaded Gina into axousg stance. 'ls it too
much trouble for you to answer some perfectly ratunquiries from me,
Reid?"



His look of surprise evoked a self-conscious flush.was highly
uncharacteristic of her to challenge him in anypghar form. He was eleven
years older, almost forty to her relatively youthfwenty-eight, and very
much a mature, sophisticated and successful mathefworld. He
specialised in electronics, becoming a high flyertiat field in his
mid-twenties, running an international businesglbefore he'd swept Gina
off her feet and into marriage. He was a man oisine decisions, totally
self-assured and confident of carrying off any thslset himself.

For the past six years Gina had been happy to@makith whatever he
directed. After all, it was rather overwhelming b® provided with
everything she wanted, and Reid had been doingftbat the first day
they'd met. It wasn't that she was submissive. iRpiquestions simply
hadn't seemed appropriate. Until now.

It was more than six years, almost seven, she dedeherself. The
seven-year itch was not a cliché without good rea&ina didn't want to
acknowledge it but she felt Reid was losing—hadHasterest in her as a
woman. Making love had become an occasional petdm@ct since the
birth of their daughter, their third child and timeuch-wanted girl to
complete their planned family. It was as thougha@mad now served her
purpose for him and she was relegated to the fal@other of his children.

The miserable, hollow feeling she'd been doing lest to repress for
months swallowed her up again. She stared at Reidjsrised look, a
rebellious demand in her eyes, uncaring what haghibof her reproof,

needing answers. She didn't want to live out teeather life with him like

this. She was only twenty-eight. The rest of Herdomprised a lot of years.
It wasn't that she wanted more from him. She wanteceof him.

His eyes narrowed thoughtfully, riveting blue eydmamic in their impact
when they focused on a problem. 'What are you uglsetit?' he asked,
adopting an air of patience as he set what wasfefis meal aside and
picked up his glass of wine. He relaxed in his chad waited for her to
enlighten him. His mouth softened into an encoungdjttle smile.

It made Gina feel like a fractious child. He waspared to indulge her with
his attention for as long as it took to sort out tneubles. He listened. He



always listened. Yet somehow there was never reafly two-way
communication. He focused entirely on her, drawong her thoughts and
dealing with them constructively without ever rgatvealing his.

She used to find this immensely flattering—such glgirminded
concentration on her needs and desires. It denadedta depth of caring
that cocooned her in emotional security. But skeltie to recognise it as
the kind of security one gave to a child who wasrfiected to comprehend
anything beyond her own self-absorbed world. Gima found the attitude
intensely frustrating. It was like a blind, behiwtlich Reid kept his private
thoughts, his inner life, totally hidden.

'Do you realise we don't talk about anything exaepéat's happened with
the children?' she blurted, her hands lifting inagn as she took the bull
of contention by the horns. 'Or what I've boughttfee house or garden or
myself or... It's all domestic stuff. Trivial bieg home life.'

His eyebrows momentarily drew together. They smedés he delivered a
calmly considered reply. "I don't find them trivialvhy should you? |
clearly recall you telling me your main ambition fiffe was to be a
home-maker for the family you wanted to have.’

It was true. It was still true. And Gina suspecteavas why Reid had
married her—a young, fertile woman who was eagamdypared to give him
the family denied him by his first wife. The remerdof her personally
favoured and chosen life path was delivered in asarable tone that
somehow suggested Gina was being unreasonabler ioriieism of its
inevitable outcome. She floundered, trying to fimdrds to express what
she meant.

'Is it suddenly less satisfying than you expectéd be?’
There was a hard edge to Reid's question.
'Stop turning this back onto me,' she flared. s | want to know more

about. Why can't you answer my questions insteatisohissing them out
of hand?'



He made an apologetic gesture. 'Tell me where andl've offended.' His
voice relaxed into a dryly amused tone. 'l didaedlise | was cutting off
some burning point of curiosity.'

Gina burned, all right, but not with curiosity. k&eas making her sound
ridiculously pettish, and she saw nothing at attypabout her concerns.
They were important, critical to filling in what wamissing in their
relationship. Missing for her, anyway. She tookespml breath and spoke
with slow deliberation, determined not to have tpeestions brushed aside
as irrelevant.

'l was asking you about Durley House.'
'So you were,' he replied, hardly forthcoming.

Gina gritted her teeth. She would not be deterifthat does it have to
recommend it to you?'

'l told you. It'll be a change.'
'How much of a change?'

'It's a small place in comparison, away from thg botel scene, less
impersonal, more geared to making people feel ateh'dHe rattled out the
information in a matter-of-fact tone.

'Sounds cosy.'

'One would hope so.' Said with a finality that sesfgd her curiosity should
now be satisfied.

Gina didn't care for the idea of Reid being costhwiis personal assistant,
who was accompanying him on this trip. Paige Caitdght be a career-
oriented woman, but the sleekly groomed, thirtymsething blonde
certainly wasn't sexless. She wasn't married ardiwith a partner, either,
and she could hardly fail to find Reid attractive.



Not only did he have the aura of power that all vearfound fascinating, he
was a strikingly handsome man who seemed to getlestéer-looking as he
grew older, more impressive, more distinguishedieneverything, and still
not a thread of grey in his glossy black hair oiren of flab on his superbly
muscled body.

Paige had been with Reid for six months now, hagoige to him with such

an amazing list of credits in her career resumg atibol would have failed

to employ her. On the other hand, personal assigtaReid Tyson was a
plum job that had drawn many highly qualified peogbina had a niggling
wish that the successful applicant had not beete goisvelte in her fashion
sense or so perfectly polished in her manner.

Was it coincidence that Gina had grown more andermaware of the
distance between herself and Reid over the pasinsimths? Was Paige
Calder providing cause and effect? Hdmbsuggested they would be more
comfortably accommodated at Durley House while amdon?

'How small do you mean?' Gina felt impelled to asiping it wasn't too
intimate. 'ls it a boutique hotel with only a feaoms?"'

With an air of finishing the subject once and fdr Reid gave what he
probably considered a comprehensive rundown opl#dee. ‘It doesn't have
rooms in the hotel sense. Durley House specialrsssites, and there are
only eleven of them. They provide full secretadal office facilities with
fax machines, twenty-four-hour room service, prevparties organised if
required. A nice touch to doing business over there

And Paige would brilliantly fulfil the role of hasss for him, Gina thought
jealously. 'Well, | hope it will prove a good mofge you,' she said, trying to
be fair-minded. 'With you and Paige taking up tWeéhe suites, you're sure
to get every attention from the staff.’

Reid's gaze dropped to the glass in his hand. hitesMihe wine as though
examining it for colour. Gina smothered an exadpeeraigh over his
shuttered expression. She couldn't force him toageto her. Suspecting
Paige Calder of encouraging infidelity was probakalyer ridiculous. Reid
wouldn't be inveigled into doing anything he didmant to do. He chose.



All the same, Gina felt there was more behind th@cee of Durley House
than Reid was revealing.

'One suite,' came the firm correction. 'It's a thhedroom apartment with its
own drawing room, kitchen, bathroom...like a hom&awa from home.' He
flicked her a derisive look. 'There's no point avimg two suites.’

Gina's stomach contracted as though it had beechpdn She sucked in a
quick breath and didn't pause to monitor the wainds buzzed through her
mind like a chainsaw. "You're sharing this homeyfsam home with your
personal assistant?' Her voice sounded high atttebri

'It's the most convenient arrangement,’ he casaéilyned.

'Very convenient.' Her voice got more full-bodiesl leer blood heated up.
'Did it occur to you that | might object?’

He looked at her weighingly. '"Why should you?"
'l don't care to have you living with another womBReid.'

‘This is a business trip, Gina. | live here. Witbuy I'm going away on
business. I'll be returning to live here. With ydihat possible objection
can you have to Paige being on hand while I'm dbumgjness?'

Oh, the measured condescension of that little $peBma churned. He
might—might—be innocent of ulterior motives, but what thoughisre
thriving in the mind of his oh-so-personal perscasdistant? And had Reid
given her cause to think them, flirting with thespibility and opportunity
for sex on the side?

'Did Paige Calder suggest this Durley House to Yydsiha probed,
determined now on having that point satisfied.

'Yes, she did." No hesitation. No flicker of guilOne of her former
employers used it. She thought | would benefit fitim

'Not to mention herself.' The words steamed out.



Reid put on his stony face, the one that stoppexkaess of rowdy nonsense
from his sons. 'That's an unbecoming remark, Gradge will be working
as hard, if not harder than | will on this trip,elpgng on top of the
paperwork.'

If that's all she keeps on top oina thought savagely, her fevered
imagination seeing the long-legged blonde takingrgwadvantage of the
situation. She picked up her glass of wine and tod&liberate sip, trying to
cool down, trying to match Reid's crushing control.

She didn't like being accused of unbecoming behavidaybe she had an
old-fashioned mentality, but she found it unbecagrfor her husband to be
sharing an apartment with another woman, businesstoShe could hardly
demand that he not go, but there was a resolutibwett heartburn.

'I'd like to be with you on this trip, Reid. It'®ntoo late to arrange, is it?
Even if | have to take a different flight.’

'Why on earth—' He grimaced and rolled his heathasgh she had come
up with the ultimate absurdity. 'If you'd like @tto Europe, Gina, I'll give

you one. Properly planned and organised so youararwith pleasure and
comfort, seeing and doing all you want to see andlidneeds thought
and—'

'l want to be with you on this trip. Just to belwjtou," she insisted with
stubborn determination not to be put off.

Reid heaved an impatient sigh. He held her gazd witimidating
steadiness as he spoke, measuring his words stowiake sure they sank
in. Tl be working day in, day out. It's totallympractical, your
accompanying me. | won't have time to entertain'you

She measured her words right back at him, bristinthe intimation that
she couldn't handle herself independently of himdon't need you to
entertain me, Reid. | can entertain myself. I'verbeoing it for long enough
while you work. | can do it in London and in Patiso. And when you've
finished work for the day, | can make sure the @pantis a home away
from home for you."'



'I'm paying for that already.' He put down his glasushed back his chair
and stood up, tall and formidable and forbiddifidpis is a ridiculous idea,
Gina. Give it away, there's a good girl.’

'I'm not a child! she hurled after him as he tdragvay from the table.

He paused, looking over his shoulder, ice to trer fThen act responsibly.
Give some thought to our children. You've nevet leém before. To go
flying off to Europe at a moment's notice doesrdatly prepare them for
the absence of their mother. If you want to sprygad wings, at least do it
with some reasonable forethought and not on a lplipolssessive impulse.’
On that note of chilly condemnation he walked onth®r, heading, no
doubt, for his private den where he played endjesslhis computers or
fiddled with his sound system to find some extraatajuality.
Possessive...

Why did Reid make it sound mean-hearted?

Didn't she have the right to be possessive?

He washer husband.

Her hand was trembling as she set her glass dalhee She withdrew it to
her lap and sat with both hands clenched theraggling to contain the
turbulence tearing through her, the hurt, the fireer dreadful uncertainties,
the sickening sense of emptiness.

She was a good mother.

She wanted to be a good wife.

One did not preclude the other, did it?

She wouldn't desert the children with people thieyp'dknow. It was only

for two weeks. They would miss her, but it wouldidt them any harm.
Maybe it was hopelessly wrong of her to hang sohmarcthis trip, but she



couldn't shake it off. Somehow, it portended therse of her marriage. She
had to go. She had to change the ground betwesalhand Reid and make
him see her as a person, as a woman, as a wife.

She had to be more than the mother of his children!



CHAPTER TWO

GINA stilled her hairbrush in midair. Her heart took agitated leap and
catapulted around her chest. Reid was coming ugstdies, his footfalls
slow, heavy...tired? It was almost midnight. WHahe was too tired? It
could be embarrassing, humiliating.

The thought blew her mind into frantic activity. &klidn't have to go
through with this tonight. Tomorrow might be bett€omorrow she could
work at putting him into a more mellow mood ovenrtér and then she
would feel more comfortable about making an apgroac

Her gaze flew to the king-size bed, where the ddogr cushions in navy

and gold satin had already been removed and theaeam top sheet was
turned down ready for occupation. She had timeiwe dnder the covers.

The bed was so wide—a mistake, Gina often thoughéy-tarely touched

in it by accident. Reid wouldn't know what she waesaring.

Giving in to last-minute panic, Gina leapt to heet, almost tipping over the
stool in her haste to move away from the dressbtet She was halfway to
the bed before she realised she still held thebhah, having wielded it
mindlessly for the past hour.

Swinging around to replace it on the table, shgbasight of herself in the
winged mirror—three images of a woman in frightefieght. It jolted her
into a defiant stance. What was she afraid ofh&aven's sake?

There was nothing wrong with a wife showing herdaumsl she was willing,
interested, wanting him. Even if he was too tithké, promise was extended
for when he did feel like it. The blatant invitatiof the wickedly designed
nightgown had to leave him in no doubt intimacy wesired. If she
couldn't carry this off with aplomb, she was a Hepg case.

Besides, his response should indicate whether lenage was in serious
trouble or not. It had to be faced, before he vaéhon this trip with Paige

Calder. Hiding her head in the sand—or the pillowsas not going to help
resolve anything or make the problem go away.



Cowardly cover-ups were out.
Naked truth was the way to go.

Well, not quite naked. An ironic smile flitted ovier lips. The nightie
allowed her some dignity if Reid ignored or disrests purpose.

She ran the brush through her hair again, tryingctanaturally as the door
she'd left ajar was pushed open and Reid stepgeatkitheir bedroom. She
always left his bedside lamp on for him, so the Bglit in the room did not
initially alert him to any difference in the nornralutine.

For the moment before he realised she was not dnalséeep, he looked
weary and dispirited, as though the world he intemhivas not a good place.
His shirt sleeves were rolled up his forearms, st unbuttoned, tie
hanging loose, suitcoat slung over one shoulderkéa on the thumb of his
right hand. Then awareness snapped through hiaigistening the slump
of his body, tightening his face, sharpening hissey

He looked at her, stared at her, tension beatiog fnim and striking her
with a force that squeezed her heart. Somethingstintiolent flashed

across his face. A muscle spasmed in his cheelcHitisierked up slightly.

Then he stepped back, closed the door behind hihwéh the air of a man

casually surveying the talent, propped himself mgfaihe door- jamb and
ran his gaze over the points of interest drawnxwnfie lace patterns on the
soft lustre of red satin.

It wasn't flattering. It wasn't exciting. It wasashing. It made her feel like a
street girl with her wares on show. Her nippleskpéan an agony of self-
consciousness. Her stomach cramped into knots.iduypdlush clung to
her skin.

It didn't matter that she told herself the nighttas more tantalisingly

suggestive than revealing. Reid's penetrating pérstsipped her of any

sense of allure or protection. It blasted her a@srice and left her helplessly
tongue-tied, knowing with devastating certainty slad somehow made a
dreadful mistake.



'So it's finally occurred to you I'm a man,' Reichwlled. 'l daresay it's
difficult for you to move me out of the habituabsbf prime provider.. .with
sperm bank attached.’

Gina's jaw dropped. His words fell like beads aflam her brain, burning
through the initial shock of them and forcing herseek some mitigation
from their painful impact. 'l don't think of yowké that!" she sputtered.

‘Too crude and down-to-earth for you? | guess yavehme more nicely
pigeonholed agather of my childrenSame thing.’'

The stunning turnaround of what she believed was he@thought ofher
left Gina speechless.

"You must have been screwing yourself up to offgnme the use of your
body since dinner," he went on, waving dismissivalyher supposedly
seductive gown as he moved away from the door &motesl over to the

valet chair on his side of the room. He grimace@pology. 'Sorry I'm not
appreciating the effort. It probably cost you aitopersonal turmoil. But I'd

rather you didn't...suffer me—' eyes piercinglydcel-out of some mistaken
notion of saving our marriage.’

Gina felt as though all the air had been suckedbber body. She seemed
to hang in some sort of suspended animation, he fyged on him as his

appalling perspective pummelled her mind. She'dtechhim to open up,

wanted the truth of where she stood with him, It bitter feelings he

seemed to be nursing... Surely this was a distartio

Had he been drinking in his den? He sometimes Igldss or two of port.
Yet if alcohol had loosened his usual control, neaifis was what he truly
felt.

He draped his coat on the back of the chair, uhdidie, slid it out from
under his collar, dropped it over the coat, eadloagerformed with calm
deliberation. There was no obvious evidence of lpaepressed volcanic
anger, yet the sense of electric vibrations thatccoonnect at any moment
hummed through the room.



"You can relax, Gina,’ he assured her with a maghittle smile. 'Our
marriage is not under threat. Just as you needmsapport the children, |
need you to keep my family with me. So you donitehto do anything.
Your position as my wife is unassailable.’

His bitter logic goaded her into pained protestioh'tsufferyou. How can
you use such a word? What possible cause haverh gou to even think it?"

"Too strong for you?' he retorted flippantly, togshis vest on the seat of the
chair. His fingers worked down the buttons of Hgtsas he weighed her
protest, eyeing her consideringly. 'Well, maybesst feels that way to me,’
he conceded. 'You probably think of itlating him do it.’

She lifted her hands in agitated supplication. dR¢m happy for you
to—to..."

'Sate my male urges with you when | need to?'
'l meant for us to make love.'

He laughed mirthlessly. 'When have you ever made to me, Gina? You
taking some active initiative apart from wearingight's bit of lingerie?
And that's only a signal, isn't it? You didn't mdarmactually do anything
yourself.’

Gina was thrown into helpless confusion. It wasmpéanough that Reid saw
her as a totally inadequate sexual partner, yetlsimgt understand what she
had done wrong. Her mother had always told herads sluttish to be
forward. A gentleman led. A lady followed. Men dite chasing. Women
had the right of saying yes or no. Her upbringiag been steeped in such
dictums.

But surely Reid knew she responded to his kissdscanesses, and took
intense pleasure in the act of intimacy. Sometithesfeelings were so
overwhelming she quite shamefully lost control efdelf, hardly knowing
what was happening to her. Had Reid interpretecches at such times as
suffering?



'What would you like me to do?' she asked, bewddeneeding instruction,
struggling to come to terms with his accusation.

He was already bending to remove his shoes and stk didn't bother
looking at her. 'Forget it, Gina," he said in a-fgdtone. 'One can't
manufacture desire. It's either there or it's not.'

Did he mean him or her?

He was wrong if he thought she didn't want him.WWits shirt off and his
torso bare, the golden sheen of his skin in theplaint was enticing. He
was a beautifully made man and a wonderfully mésdtévver. This past
month she had lain awake many nights, willing horréach out for her.
Would it help now if she reached out to him? In@caction?

He dragged off his trousers and underpants. It iweediately obvious
Reid was feeling no desire. Afraid of making eveorenof a fool of herself
in his eyes, Gina stifled the fluttering impulsectose the distance between
them. He shot her a look of steely pride as hegsttened up, moody and
magnificent in flaunting his nakedness in fronhef.

It made Gina feel crippled with inhibitions thatesbouldn't do the same,
that she needed some dressing on her body to aaweittitude of sins, her
mother would have said. Yet in her mind and heartaGnew there
shouldn't be any sins if a couple truly loved eattter. Why couldn't she put
that into practice?

'I'm sorry for...for not being what you want," dilarted in deep anguish of
spirit.

'Don't look so stricken. It's not the end of theloJust the end of pretence.’
'No." She shook her head vehemently. 'You've gutwinong, Reid.’

"Try some honesty, Gina.' His eyes glittered wighiglon as he spelled out
his interpretation of honesty for her. "You dorédnime, but you don't want

anyone else to have me. That's what this is aisnitjt? | have to give him
this or he might have it with Paige Calder.'



He had things half right, making them all the mdiféicult to refute. She
desperately didn't want him going to some other aonbut she hadn't
thought of using her body as a bargaining chigdp &im. It was her need
to feel closer to him that had motivated her actmnight.

'Let me tell you something, Gina," he went on, éyes searing her with
contempt from head to foot. 'Sexiness is not aticcasrangement of satin
and lace. It's not a lush female body. It's a stétmind.' He tapped his
forehead. 'lt's what's buzzing through your braalisc He turned his hand
out to her in emphatic demonstration. 'It's anrigéefocus on another
person.' He stabbed a finger of accusation. 'Anddan't do that. You're
always focused on yourself.’

'No, that's not true,’ Gina cried, desperate to tis awful debacle around.
It was so crushingly negative.

Reid waved in disgust at her denial. 'Even what ychose to
wear—supposedly for my pleasure—is designed todattention on you.'

'l meant you to see that | do want you, Reid,'dkaded.

'Sure you do." Disbelief slicing her contentioroitdtters. 'Like so urgently
you wait up here for hours, titivating yourself dpushing your hair.' He
moved towards the ensuite bathroom, tossing scbimera as he went.
'Something wrong with your legs, Gina, that you ldali come to me?
Something wrong with your mouth that you couldse it to communicate
your burning desire, one way or another?’

'l waited because | didn't want to interrupt yourdaisk rejection '—if you
were doing something important.’

'Something more important than my wife actively tirgnme?' he mocked,
anger edging his voice, biting out at her. "Wdbkacly, we have a different
set of priorities. Now if you'd sashayed down tha&rs in that nightie,

wriggled onto my lap, hung your arms around my reewtk told me, with the
punctuation of a few hungry kisses, that you wessltof waiting and you

wanted me right now..." He snapped his fingersdikeagician producing a
conjuring trick.



Gina fiercely wished she'd had the courage andidemée to have done
precisely that.

Reid reached the bathroom door and paused, giwing deadly little smile
to herald his final indictment of her behavioumtBve both know you don't
want me that much. Easier to wait and let Reidh@onork if he feels in the
mood. Then you can simply lie back and think of IByurHouse and
England.’

The anger seething through his words shut off aknaes for any
open-minded listening. Gina shook her head ovetwisgted reasoning, and
even that action seemed to incense him. His eyze8Iblue fury, denying
her any defence.

'I'm sure you won't mind excusing me from this @asingly distasteful
scene. | need laot shower.'

Oh, the scathing emphasis on that blistering pofdeony as he thrust the
bathroom door open. He topped it off with a finatdy blast.

'Your goddamned nightie, your goddamned selfishnessl your
goddamned assumptions leave me bloody cold.

He used the door to shut her off and shut her out.

Gina wasn't feeling so hot herself. For severalutgs her body was racked
with convulsive shivers. The horrifying revelatiooshow Reid saw their

relationship held her paralysed, staring at théreaim door as though it
was the door to hell.

An intensely strong and tormenting survival institaid her she had to go
through that door. Somehow she had to make heteelf. Because Reid
was wrong about her, and if she didn't show hinwlas wrong—right

now—she'd never be able to. So she had to go amtbpat door and... Her
mind couldn't come to grips with what should happert but something
would, something that had to be better than th&ingtReid had left her
with.



CHAPTER THREE

IF sHElet herself think, Gina knew she would lose havaelust take one
step at a timeshe instructed herseldnd don't dwell on what you 're doing
or what he'll do.The ensuite bathroom was her bathroom, too, aadhat
every right to step into it. Which she did. Thenreraifully, sounds and
sights filled her thinking space.

Water splashing against the tiles—beautiful Italtdes that shimmered
with a mother-of-pearl sheen, running from floordeiling, a gleaming
cascade of subtle colour. Steam swirling from thewser stall, making
misty patterns on the glass, inviting magicallyagisearing finger drawing.

Lots of glass, a luxuriously spacious shower bigugi for two, though
she'd never shared it with Reid. Timing was alwageng. No, that was an
excuse, an evasion, rising out of an excruciatelfy sonsciousness that
manufactured excuses and evasions... A naturakeseymade worse from
having babies—bulging belly, stretch marks, breésisting with milk,
veins showing blue on her thighs. So many yeashahking from letting
Reid see her naked.

Yet she was in good shape now. No distortions. thedmarks had faded.
There was no reason not to share his nakednesg,reason to, if she could
only make herself do it, like on their honeymooeidRhad coaxed her into
feeling natural about it then, before she got paagnWhy not again now?
Why not?

Reid never minded being naked. She stared at hiough the glass,
admiring how perfect he still was...her husbandskb®d with his back to
the spray, the water beating on his head and samjltbouncing off his
muscles, streaming down the curve of his spinetingghis hair. His eyes
were closed, his lips thinned, his jawline tightlaggressive as though his
teeth were clenched. His hands were curled ints. fisowever hot the water
was, it was not ridding him of tension.

Explosive energy trapped inside him—that was howoo&ed. Terrible,
turbulent energy trapped and being silently, gringyocessed into



something more manageable. Reid was so good atotoHis loss of it
tonight was a frightening measure of his dissatisfa with her.

Fear swirled again in paralysing waves, fraying ¢mirage, attacking her
innermost soul, shaking her with a cyclone of deatasy doubts. What if

she didn't have it in her to give what would sgtisfm? He was special.
Everyone recognised and acknowledged that. Whéde .slhat had she ever
done to be any kind of match for him? He'd chosamtd be the mother of
his children. That was it. Fresh out of univers#lye hadn't even held down
a proper job when

Reid took over her life and gave it the purposedsivanted.

But now she felt hopelessly lostwasn't supposed to turn out like thetie
cried in silent anguisH.love him. | always have. And he feels cheatsal, t
So he had expected more, wanted more from hert fipar the children.
Tonight, with the stripping of pretence—however thur and
shocking—there was the chance to do something.h&teto try, had to,
though how and with what God only knew.

Reid's head tipped back. His chest expanded aseheid a deep breath.
Then he was shifting position, turning, blowing dug pent-up feelings,
opening his eyes...and he saw her standing thear@gat him. He stopped
and stiffened, anger at her invasion of his privalegwing clearly on his
face.

Gina felt like a rabbit caught in the glare of hegltts, death and destruction
zooming at her far too fast for her to energisedtaky limbs even if she'd
had a reaction planned. Which she hadn't. She bax ¢o be with him
because the emptiness was unbearable. She hadwmit tonebehave like a
peeping Tom—was a woman called a Tom?

Reid leaned over and flung open the shower doald&uly he wasn't inside
a glass enclosure, one step removed from her. He heg immediate

reality, steaming flesh and muscle reaching for, teth gnashing, eyes
blazing with fiercely challenging intent.

'You want me, Gina?"



His voice was hard, terse, savage, reflecting fpeession on his face and
the viselike grip of his fingers around her wriste yanked her into the
shower stall with him, not waiting for a reply, @ming. She had come after
him. His whole body bristled as if to sayjhen come after me all the way.

He caught her other wrist and pulled her undersgiray, his eyes wildly
exulting as her carefully coiffeured hair flattenaader the beating water
and the scorned nightie got an unceremonious diegpctWant to run back
to safety now?' he taunted, releasing her in arggetted gesture of
freedom granted.

Her heart quailed. There was not a gram of reciypiiv Reid. It was torn
out of him, and he was all primed to tear her apyat what was safe? There
was nowhere to run to even if it was possible tohge jelly-like legs to
work. If she wanted a life with Reid she had ty stad hold her ground, no
matter that she was scared stiff and teeteringotiapsing in a heap.

'‘No,' she managed to croak. 'I'm staying here wyaotillisten to me.' Maybe
it was stubborn madness but she didn't care, wasnldecaring. Somehow
she had reached and passed the point of no return.

'‘Dangerous to tempt the devil you've raised,’ henad

'l want you. | do. You've got it wrong, Reid," stréed, lifting her hands to
sweep the wet hair from her face so he could seengant it, uncaring how
she looked, driven to do whatever was necessacgriwince him he was
mistaken in what he thought of her.

In his eyes she saw cynical disbelief. "Well, Is€s how desperate you feel
about it." He took hold of the lace edging her eégge and tore the centre
seam open, ripping it down past her waist. His eglesited over the
wreckage of the offensive nightie. 'That shouldphgbu show me how
serious you are about wanting me.'

Gina was dazed by the unexpected act of violen&t, nervously
encouraged by it, too. Reid wasn't turning awaymfrber. He was
confronting her assertion, giving her the chancactoon her words. It was
shatteringly clear words alone would not touch him.



She didn't look down. She knew the wet satin wemgirlg to her hips and

torn lace was flapping down the underside of heedareasts. Her stomach
was heaving, her thighs quivering, but with all thental force she could

muster, she quelled the panicky feelings of inadeguHer hands gathered
purchase on the slippery fabric. With a sense &f vacklessness and total
commitment, Gina ripped the seam completely asunder

It startled Reid. It even sucked the breath outiof. His eyes widened in
awed wonder, and Gina felt a dizzy rush of triunphe'd done it! Stunned
him out of his prejudiced mood. Only a momentawnsing wasn't enough.
She had to overturn the cold, selfish image he dfler in his mind.

A sense of power zinged into her fingertips, dikpglthe crippling fear and
lending a somewhat tremulous confidence in whatgseabout to do. She
kept her chin tilted high. So long as she didrokldown, she could pretend
her body belonged to someone else, a bold, brazmnaw who liked
showing it off. It was easy then to hook the shuegtstraps off her
shoulders, thrusting her breasts out in proud naésslias she wriggled out
of the remnants of her nightie.

He looked down. He seemed fixated on the pulpetlgfdabric at her feet.
Acutely aware of its negative impact on Reid, Gste@pped out of it and
kicked it aside. The nightie was finished with. Nfay on from it was
critical to establishing something different.

Strange how her mind had suddenly snapped intoparshiarged state,
working above the chaos of feeling that would ndlynaonfuse and
torment and put her into a hopelessly dysfunctictate. Her nerves were
thrumming and jumping, her insides were mush, learthwas booming all
over the place—in her temples, her ears, her thheatchest—yet her mind
was floating, crystal-clear, ready to seize on Reidactions and find a
positive response. Did shock do that? Or was énsé need?

All she really knew was her whole consciousnessfilled with a sense of
absolute crisis. Her life was turning on what hayggenow. Trivial actions
were not trivial. They carried enormous meaningele and levels of
meaning that stretched beyond her active compredreasd into the darker
realms of instinct—deep and primal instinct.



Like getting rid of the nightie, shedding its cotet@mns of rejection,
because that was what this rift was about—perceptd rejection, feelings
of rejection, tunnelling deep and hurting to theinpoof spontaneous
eruption.

It was gone now, the nightie, discarded, repulsgddih of them. The
surprise on Reid's face was also gone. His exmredsardened, giving
nothing away as his gaze travelled up her nakedaesk ruthlessly
challenged her intent.

'So you've unwrapped the gift. Am | now expectegdlay with it?'

His eyes said nothing had changed if she wanteddiake over the action.
His eyes said no way in the world was he going doady touching or
caressing or kissing tonight, just for her to fakck into a passive state and
accept it all as her due or duty. His eyes sdémlr move, lady, and it had
better be good.

Inspiration or desperation, Gina didn't know whi&8he reached for the
soap. "Your muscles look so tight.' Her voice pdirpggobably the effect of
being half-strangled with nervousness, but it cantéhuskily caring, which
was good, because it was what she genuinely fa#. dhickly laved her
hands with creamy foam. 'l thought | could give iyoack and shoulders a
rub.' Fingers and thumbs sliding up the taut chofdss throat and down to
work his flesh, digging and soothing. ‘It mightfhgbu loosen up and relax.’

He wasn't sure. His eyes seared hers with questitisschest contracted,
recoiling from the brush of her breasts as shedeédarward to work on

him. But it was only an initial, instinctive reaati to a touch he didn't trust.
He remained still after that, a stillness that aored of waiting, waiting to

see how far she would go, how long she would ofdccsustain this role.

Manipulation for self-interest? Or a genuine wagtia genuine giving?
True or false?

Focus on him, entirely on hirgina fiercely instructed herself, and it made
it easy to forget herself. The inhibitions that fsequently choked her



impulses didn't get any room to play their usualdta She blocked them
with blind determination to channel every bit of keergy into giving Reid
the kind of pleasure he gave her when he made Beeause he was not
wrong about that. He was the one who had alwaysrgésd the pleasure,
not her. She had not appreciated that abysmalréaibm her part until
tonight.

She massaged his shoulders with gentle presshessslid her hands over
his chest, soft, soapy, slippery, sensually cangsgpalms fanning his
nipples, teasing them as he sometimes did herknooting if it gave him
similar sensations but hoping it did, wanting horféel tingly and excited,
wondering if he would be aroused if she ran hegtenover them. She bent
her head to try it.

'‘No!" The word exploded from his lips. His handswlup to snatch hers
away from him. 'You don't have to make yourselftdis, Gina. It's not

necessary!" A strained, passionate denial of giviegcouldn't accept,
couldn't bear. He didn't believe in it. 'Don't yeee?' His eyes were sick,
tortured. 'lt's too damned late!’

'‘But | can do it. | want to," she insisted, pleadiar the chance, needing to
show him it pleased her to pleasure him.

'Why? Because you don't want to face the truth apourself?' he mocked
savagely. 'Because you're frightened of what ithinigean to your future?'
His face twisted in anger. 'Damn it! | told yowas safe.’

'l don't want yousafe!'she exploded at him. 'l want to know what it talces
satisfy you.'

'What? So you can build up some secure little egian your mind? If |
give it to him three times a week—'

'No, no, no.' She shook her head in anguishedr#tis. 'l care about now.
About how you're feeling.'



'‘And you'll feel better if you can think of me as having bdéieed up.
Satisfied.' He grasped her upper arms and shogkisezyes wild with fury
at her persistence. 'That's it, isn't it?'

'Yes,' she screamed, driven beyond any reasonthgwm. 'Yes, | want you
satisfied.’

'Right! Then we can scale down the seduction pragrad get to meltdown
quite fast if it's only me you want to satisfy.' Ki@sted one of her arms over
his shoulder to hang around his neck, then guidedother hand to his
groin. 'lt doesn't take much to arouse a man.tk lgkilful manipulation. A
few kisses for encouragement. Show me how willing aager you are,
Gina. Start kissing me."

It was a command, ruthless in testing her claimitnstaying power when
the going got rough. Shocked by the ferocity ofirtheterchange, she
hooked her arm more firmly around his neck, brigdirs head down so she
could press her mouth to his, but the distractibrhis hand forcefully
teaching hers how to fire his manhood with desireden her lose all
concentration on the kiss. It didn't exactly missmark, but the delivery
was haphazard.

‘That kiss is about as exciting as a wet rag," Riiged.

She attacked with more vigour, shutting him upryading his mouth and
shooting her tongue over his. Then in some weigiymitive way, the
pumping of their hands—tangling so intimately axdigngly with their
private parts—and the pumping of her heart putragng rhythm into the
kiss that Gina found intensely erotic. And feeliRgid grow in her grasp
was even more erotic, the power of fast and furstusking inspiring her
mouth to move in a wilder exploration of active s&tion.

Just when they were attaining a stunningly newllef/eogetherness, it was
blown apart. Gina cried out in dismay as Reid wheanchis mouth from
hers, took his hand away and hoisted her up aghi@sthower wall, her feet
dangling above the floor, her arms flailing agaihst abrupt detachment.

'Why? What?' she sputtered, floundering in confusio



'Legs around my waist. Come on, Gina. Move it,' eahe harshly urged
instructions.

Dazed, she obeyed. He scooped an arm under heckaiths she grabbed
his shoulders for support and leverage. She alleogtted with shock as
the hard, thick bolt of his shaft tunneled straiigtd her, so fast and deep
her every nerve end sizzled and every inner muserehed at the invasion.
The air whooshed out of her lungs. Her fingerseminhto claws, nails biting
into Reid's shoulder-blades.

"You wanted it," he accused, as though excusingohighness.

It was such an incredible feeling, his hotly thrwigbfullness triggering a
warm, convulsive creaming inside her. 'Yes,' she favently, then with
newly enlightened curiosity sparking through he breathlessly asked, 'is
this better for you?'

His laugh had a reckless edge to it, and he preckdd give her a
demonstration of piston-like action that raised ensteam than the hot
shower. Reid's energy was amazing. Gina figuredeeeled release from a
lot of things and secretly exulted in having pushid to this extraordinary
encounter in their bathroom.

Incredulity kept billowing through her mind. To loing it like this,
standing up against the wall with water sprayingrahem! And it felt so
wild and wonderful! Bed was far more comfortablef.b Gina suddenly
comprehended completely how familiarity could beudt boring. This
was certainly an exhilarating change. Bold and ématoo. And she didn't
mind a bit. Not one little bit!

She closed her eyes, revelling in the sheer watdoglessness of it all, the
freedom from any ritual, the totally uncivilisednse of flesh crashing into
flesh and igniting explosions of sensations, orrstafter another spreading
through her.

She felt Reid push even faster, his hands clutchargottom convulsively
as his whole body tensed towards climax. Yes, Bbeght with sweet
elation, squeezing him with her thighs, wanting anfeel her wanting him,



welcoming him, relishing his pleasure and satiséactHe came in fierce
spasms, as though he couldn't wait to have dorreitvithen he rested them
both against the wall, hauling in breath, waitimg the heaving of their
bodies to subside.

'Well, that's a start," he rasped, tilting his hibadk and giving her a devilish
smile that taunted any complacency she might fél tlis outcome.

'A start?' she echoed foolishly, not understantiag it wasn't a finish.

'It's called a quickie, Gina. All it does is take tedge off.' His eyes mocked
her ignorance of male sexuality. 'Ready to go onRa@e you had enough?'

'‘Go on where? To what?' The unknown sent a shivempprehension
through her, yet she would be inviting his scorsh& couldn't cope with
whatever he had in mind.

'Oh, | think some riding lessons could top it &bt to mention other little
services you might do if so inclined. But | dondant to push you too far on
your wifely mission to give satisfaction. By all ares call a halt now, and
I'll quite understand.'

The anger, the cynicism, the acid challenge todeswality hadn't been
washed away. They hadn't even been diluted. Thagrgld from his eyes,
simmered in his voice and slashed the value ofraagsessment she might
think she'd earned so far.

He meant to make it an endurance trial. He mearghtmv her up as
insincere or incapable of delivering on her promi$e wanted her to face it
and back down and prove him right.

Her heart rebelled against accepting any defeahisrarena. Her mind
swore it could encompass anything Reid threw at Her body actually
tingled with anticipation. Her blood was well amdly up.

From some deep, primitive well of female human rettame the age-old
sense of contest with male aggression. She laugjited suggestion that she



call off now and flung down the fateful words tlatuld carry her through
the night.

‘It won't be me who says enough!'



CHAPTER FOUR

IT wAS late when Gina awoke. She knew it instantly. Taality of light in
the room was not early morning. It was brighteryengettled into the day.
There were no sounds coming from anywhere upstaifslt very late. It
also felt very different.

Full consciousness brought a prickly confusionhafughts and feelings.
Had she really done all those things with Reid laght? Amazing that
she'd not only had the nerve, but actually helahithe face of such
unexpected—undreamed of—variations of sexual desvi Although the
rewards had been almost instantaneous. And stilhgt her to marvel over
them. She'd had no idea bodies possessed so neasup@ points.

Memories swirled through her mind, images that mhaee blush at the
incredible boldness of her own behaviour. Thoughatime it had seemed
a natural progression from what had happened arad whs happening.
Somehow she had blocked off fearful thinking, kngvit would flood her
with the inhibitions that chewed up natural instsacShe had concentrated
fiercely on going with the flow.

A mad little giggle erupted from her throat. Flowswight. She'd felt like a
raft on a white-water ride, tossed into chaos, aflon a wild and

unpredictable current that was carrying her hefitdérough all sorts of
confrontations with nature. The muscles around gesin suddenly

clenched in exquisite recollection of sensatios tad burst upon her like
shooting rapids.

She took a deep breath to settle herself, firméplkeng not to start feeling
squirmish or squeamish about things. This was g@&atter than good.
Apart from the sheer, mind-jamming, physical bordbaent of pleasure,
anything so intensely intimate between a husbantvafe had to bring
them closer together. In every sense.

Finding herself a little bit achy in places, Girased herself onto her side.
Reid was gone. Probably long gone if he left forkvan time. What was he
feeling this morning? As amazed as she was? Satstiooking forward to



entering a different stage of their marriage noat thhad opened up to him?
Excited at the prospect? Most especially, did let feore loving towards
her?

His side of the room only told her it was emptyhedf presence. His pillows
were tossed against the bedhead, obviously haweg bollected from the
floor. The top sheet was slewed across the botfaimedbed. Gina realised
she didn't have any of it over her, only the qutjch was also in disarray,
dragged onto the bed diagonally as a makeshiftrcadxen nothing else
could be easily grabbed. Total exhaustion, shecatftl, blurred choices.

She'd fallen asleep naked, something she coulsii&lly do, accustomed to
always wearing something to bed. She was still daldich meant she
hadn't stirred from the moment she'd sunk intovadohi. It was a strange
feeling, being bare all over. It had the downsiéléeeling unprotected and
the upside of feeling free.

Get used to itGina told herself. She didn't want Reid to eveinteny doubt
that shewaswillingly accessible to the desires he had begpmassing for
most of their marriage. An irrepressible grin spre&ross her face. Far
from being turned off, as Reid had cynically amtated, she was well and
truly turned on to experiencing all she could vwhgr husband. What they
needed to do, she decided, was share their thoaghtt$eelings far more
openly.

Her gaze drifted to the digital clock on his bedsidble. Ten twenty-three.
Shocked to find it was that late, Gina scrambletadubed in a rush. Reid
must have told everyone she wasn't to be disturbed.

She took a quick shower, noting the ripped nigivéss gone and wondering
what Reid had done with it. Dressing didn't takegloShe pulled on her new
pumpkin-coloured cord jeans and the lovely darketdnd pumpkin voile
shirt that felt so good to wear. Her hair was somvehaotic, having been
left to find its own shape last night. Rather tepend time on it, Gina tied it
back with a scarf.

Before going downstairs she stripped the bed aadeshthe linen down the
laundry chute. She wanted everything fresh agaitofaght.



Feeling happy and hopeful about the future, shetwersearch of her
children and found them in the kitchen, being edeto by their nanny,
Tracy Donahue, and generally supervised by the dkmeper, Shirley
Hendricks.

Jessica was in her highchair, making a chewy mieas@cuit in between

sips of milk. At fifteen months, she didn't yet baall her teeth. Despite the
crumbly smears around her beautiful rosebud madu¢hleoked adorable,

her big brown eyes so alive with interest in evang and her copious
brown curls tied into a topknot with a pink ribbon.

Bobby, the irrepressible little hellion of the fdyiwas sitting on the table, a
mixing bowl between his thighs as his fingers msklert work of licking
out what was left of the chocolate icing that hadrbmade for a fresh batch
of brownies.

With his fair hair—it would go dark like Reid's, shigrandmother
declared—and his father's blue eyes and the chabbgubic face of the
very young, Bobby still looked like an angel at abhfour years old. He
was, however, unbelievably precocious, dreadfullyiscimevous,

hyperactive and needed an adult eye on him evenytemhe wasn't asleep.

Apparently no disaster had yet occurred this marnout the mixing bowl
did look somewhat precarious. Tracy was busy gicup the tray of
brownies. Shirley had her back turned, standingdieebe appliance bench,
waiting for the electric jug to boil. Gina decidasloidance action was a
wise move.

Calling out good morning to everyone, she swoopedhe bowl while
Bobby was distracted by her arrival.

'‘Aw, Mum! There's still some there," he protestddd what are you down
here for? You're supposed to be in bed.'

'Mumma, Mumma!' Jessica crowed with joy, liftingr le@ms to be picked
up for a cuddle.



Would it be irresponsible to leave her childrentfeo weeks? Gina fretted,
recalling Reid's criticism of her impulse to accanp him to London.

'It's only a plastic bowl, Mrs. Tyson," Tracy assiiher.

Gina looked at the thick white plastic in her hand laughed at herself. 'So
it is. Sorry, Tracy. Habit, | guess.’

'Well, you can't be too careful with that one."

The comment was accompanied by a nod at Bobby amdealook that
belied the young woman's youth. Although Tracy waly twenty, she had
worked as a hanny since she was sixteen, and heeing from a family of
thirteen children, she was no greenhorn when itecamooking after little
ones. A country girl, born and bred on a farm anfiued with practical
common sense, she'd been with them since Jedsiith:SGinadid trust her
with the children, even Bobby. Reid's remark hadienaer hypersensitive.
That was all.

She handed the bowl to her holy little terror, ghie a quick kiss and hug,
then lifted Jessica out of her chair for a cudded Patrick get off to school
all right?' she asked Tracy.

At five, Patrick was very conscious of his stath®, oldest child, firstborn
son and, more important, a schoolboy who knew anlate than the other
two and was learning every day.

'Yes. His dad took him this morning," Tracy answleteer eyes lively with
curiosity as she added, 'Mr. Tyson said not taudisyou.'

'l was just making a pot of tea," Shirley Hendrickémed in. 'Thought I'd
take it up to you with some biscuits. In case yareneeling queasy.' This
with a knowing look at Gina's stomach.

Clearly Shirley had figured it was time for Ginal® pregnant again, going
by the spacing between the children. Having vibualome with the

house—she had cleaned for its previous owners, inethaas caretaker
when they had left and considered the granny fltheback of the garage



her residence by right of occupation—the sprightie-everything-in-her-
stride housekeeper had been through three long loduhorning sickness
with Gina. To her, Reid's stricture to let his wii in, in peace, signalled
another baby on the way.

Gina laughed and shook her head. 'I'm not pregi&mtley, but | would
like a cup of tea. Reid and | had a very late nightarmth seeped into her
cheeks as some of the highly erotic memories dlitteough her mind. 'He
must have thought | needed the sleep.’

'‘Ah!" said Shirley with a knowing nod.

At forty-something, a mother of two grown-up dawgkt whom, she
breezily declared, were better off for having thea-good father desert
them, Shirley led a highly active social life atieais local clubs. She'd kept
her curvy figure trim, and her hair was regularjed a chestnut red with
gold tints and styled by a hairdresser friend whared her interest in
looking good.

Men featured highly on their list of interestingbiiees, but being mature
now, Shirley was very selective over whom she adidwto her life, which
was very much organised to suit herself. Neveriselghe'd informed Gina
on many occasions that she could still go arouedblbck whenever she
had the inclination. And around the clock, too.

Gina had always smiled rather vaguely at the latbenment, not quite sure
what to make of it. Suddenly, looking at the mdwinkle in Shirley's eyes,

Gina had a lightning flash of comprehension. St drtered the world of
women who knew, women who'd been there, done @ndtwere perfectly

comfortable with the experience.

'Well, it's a pity Mr. Tyson had to go to work,'atly remarked. Her mouth
twitched as she gave Gina an arch look. 'He lo@akeiti peaky this morning.
| reckon he could have done with more sleep hiniself

Yes, he must have been tired, Gina thought, baratighing a feline little
smile. He hadn't called a halt, either. It haddgenbeen almost dawn before
they'd slid into sleep during a breather betwesgsdas.



Despite his fatigue this morning, she hoped Reid fealing the time had
been well spent. He was surely feeling softer tolwdner. It showed caring
consideration that he'd instructed she not be rdistl

'Oh!" Tracy's attention swung to the kitchen winddiihere's Steve!' she
said in a swoony voice.

Shirley rolled her eyes at Gina. '"Amazing coinciceefnow Tracy makes
brownies the day the pool cleaner comes.’

Gina grinned. Steve had taken over from the prevadeaner a month ago,
and he was a sight to behold. He had a gloriousermoésun-bleached blond
locks that rippled to his shoulder-blades in ca®ldisarray and a body that
bulged with gym muscles, all of them on stunningptiiy.

Steve wore tight short shorts, making sure no-ongsed what Tracy
breathlessly declared 'the cutest bum in the watlid. T-shirts, emblazoned
with the company slogan Whistle for the Expertstba front and The
Whistle Pool Cleaning Company on the back, weredely two sizes too
small for him. Nevertheless, they stretched valyanaround his
magnificently developed torso. The general effecbked a terrible
temptation to whistle.

On top of all that, if his satiny-smooth glowingirskcould be bottled and
sold by some tanning-lotion manufacturer, the camgpaould make an
instant fortune. Only the sandshoes on his feet-sauks— indicated he
was, indeed, human. They were of the battered;wailh variety, beloved
of surfies who actually surfed instead of adoptimg cult image.

As a fantasy figure for a golden god of Bondi Be&tieve fitted admirably.
He was, in a word, gorgeous. He also had a peatoaithat knew it. Tracy
drooled over him, and he accepted her worshipsadue with a lazy smile
and kindly condescension.

'‘Better make the most of what time you've got hiareh Tracy," Gina
advised. 'He only comes once a week.’



She flushed to the roots of her hair. 'He soratifstto Bobby when | go out.
Not me. Let's face it. I'm not pretty enough fogwy like that to take an
interest.’

‘That might not be true," Gina mused, eyeing T@amysideringly.

The young nanny was not conventionally pretty, baé had almost a
magnetically attractive face when her dancing hamgds lit up with
happiness. Her dark hair was cut in a gamine stidesuited her cute face
with its sprinkle of freckles across her cheeks ettbusse nose, and her
smile was truly infectious. It was Gina's privatpireon that a warm
personality generated a powerful attraction bylfits@ertainly her three
children were sold on their nanny.

Steve might work hard on his surface looks becdgsw/asn't so sure of
himself inside. A woman like

Tracy had a lot of positive things to give, nevenarthat she was long and
lean and her father had told her she was builtdikeeyhound.

"You won't know if you don't try," Gina went onjrtking of herself with
Reid last night. If everyone held back, no meetngund could ever be
established. 'I'll keep Bobby here with me andidas§&o on out to the pool
by yourself and strike up a conversation. You'vé gaaptive audience
while he's doing his job.’

'‘But what will | talk about?' Tracy cried in anges! self-consciousness.

'Food," Gina suggested. 'Take a plate of browisk. him if he follows
some health diet. Tell him he's in such great slyapevondered if he could
give you some advice. There's no point in hangexakbTracy. If you want
something in this world, you have to take somaedtiite.'

And therein lay the real lesson from last nightn&ithought with
satisfaction.



"You're always bemoaning how thin you are," Shigeinted out. 'Ask him
if he thinks women should build up their muscles. Hight offer to teach
you how.’

'‘Go on, Tracy," Gina urged. 'What harm can it dgiwe it a try?"

'‘Okay!" She expelled a chest-loosening breath amdkly piled some
brownies onto a plate. 'Food and muscles,’ sheeteon her way out.

Shirley placed the tea things on the table for Giea eyed Steve through
the kitchen window. 'Actually, | rather fancy himyself. Every woman
should have one of those.'

Gina laughed. 'You mean like a toy boy?'

'Why not?' Shirley gave her an arch look. ‘A guytdiperform on cue and
not talk back could go a long way with me.’

Gina shook her head bemusedly. It wasn't her idelliss. More than
anything she wanted a sharing relationship, not where roles were
handed out and kept restricted.

'Well, each to their own," Shirley said with a wvetbyl shrug, moving away
from the window and starting around the table. 'Nbat you're down, I'll
go and do the upstairs.’

'l, uh. stripped the bed in our room. | meant tmake it with fresh linen.’

'I'll save you the trouble," Shirley tossed at &ishe reached the door, not
the least embarrassed by Gina's embarrassmenhyBabto the brownies.'

'Oh!" She turned her slightly flustered face to wayward little son. 'You
should ask first, Bobby.'

He looked at her with belligerent righteousnegev&didn't ask. And I live
here. He doesn't.' He bit into the chocolate sbcalwart any removal from
his grasp.



'Steve is a visitor.'

'Is not. He's doing a job, cleaning the pool. Ifca@ have Tracy's brownies,
so can |.'

This superior piece of logic was delivered whiledmg his face, a point
Jessica didn't miss. 'Chockie, chockie, me!" shedcrcopying Bobby's
belligerent tone. Jessica had a highly developedesef fairness where her
siblings were concerned.

'Pass the tray over, Bobby," Gina ordered, notgyegpto get into one of his
elongated arguments. Her second son would drivelgej crazy if he ever
got into a law court.

'She'll only make a mess of one," he grumbled, ginglly doing as he was
told.

Tl help her eat it," Gina said, choosing onehaf thinner slices.
'It'll make you sick again," he warned.

'l haven't been sick.'

'Yes, you have. Daddy said so.’

'When did Daddy say so?"

‘This morning. | heard him tell Patrick.’

‘Then you must have heard him wrong, Bobby.'

'Did not. 'Sides, he asked us to keep quiet anddsievnstairs until you got
up.'

‘That's not saying I'm sick.'



'Patrick asked if you were. It was when Tracy waisif) Jessica and he and
Daddy were leaving for school. | followed them lve tdoor to say goodbye
and Patrick asked Daddy straight out, Is Mummy3ick

The little devil mimicked Patrick's seriously impamt tone. Gina could not
doubt this conversation had taken place.

‘Then Daddy said—' Bobby arranged his face to minmcfather, whose
expression had obviously been one of irritable iepae. 'Sick and sore
and sorry for herself, most likely. But not to wgrPatrick. Your mother
will be back to her normal self in no time flat.’

Bobby reproduced the cynical mutter with an inndcaocuracy that
stamped it as a true rendition of what was saidhenvd it was said.

And the bottom fell out of Gina's bright new world.

Tears burned her eyes. She struggled to hold ttzek Ibot wanting to cry
in front of the children. But her heart and mind&erying. How could he?
How could he?

Apart from the slighting way he had spoken of herRatrick—and

overheard by Bobby—for Reid to so grossly underalhat had transpired
between them last night, to dismiss it as an aberrahe would quickly

recover from—it was so dreadfully unfair, untrue.

She shook her head, sickened by his rejection @itwhe had seen as a
major breakthrough in bringing a new intimacy teithmarriage. Nothing
had been gained. Nothing resolved. Nothing at all.

Unless she could change his mind about it, makeskienit differently.
Initiative. That was what she'd preached to Tracy.

Reid had castigated her for holding back on pasiéigtion. If she was to

show him he was wrong, she had to give him poséoteon, and a lot of it.
Quickly! So he could see he was wrong. Very, vergng!



CHAPTER FIVE
A BASKET of roses?
For him?

Reid shot a frowning look of inquiry at Paige Caldeho stood holding the
door she had opened to allow the delivery womaenter his office. The
latter had charged in like a tank, bearing what alagously an expensive
and extravagant florist's arrangement.

Apparently his personal assistant saw no reasarffén an enlightening
comment. There was a tight look about her mouthgpaelled disapproval
or displeasure. Her eyes were a study in cool assa#, watching his
response to what had to be a misdirected gift.

Her stand-off attitude added another pinch of viexatto what had already
been a wretchedly unproductive morning. Why onrebéd Paige let this
nonsense past her? It was part of her job to prdteec from uninvited
intruders.

‘There you are!' the delivery woman stated withs&attion, planting the
basket smack in the middle of Reid's desk, regasdbé what papers it sat
on or disarranged.

Directly confronted with this big, bustling bully @ woman, the kind who
refused to be awed by anyone or anything and likeshy her piece, Reid
pushed back his chair and rose to his feet, intentti be firm and succinct
in dealing with the situation.

The delivery woman gave him an up-and-down lookhasigh sizing him
for the type of man who was sent roses. The profusi heavily scented
blooms had to number at least three dozen. Whatsegement it was
sending to someone, it was over the top, in Radmewhat jaundiced
opinion.

'I'm afraid you've made a mistake," he said fldflizese can't be for me."



'‘No. No mistake. I've got the order right here in lnand.' She held out the
slip of paper with an air of triumph. 'See for yseif. Mr. Reid Tyson.
Administration block of Tyson Electronics at Borinction. That's here,
and that's you, all right. No mistake at all.’

'So it would seem," he conceded, having no choice.

'Personal delivery. That was the customer's instmuicMost insistent, she
was. Don't give it to anyone but Mr. Reid Tyson.I$ame myself to make
sure.' She smirked at Paige as though she hadeal/thdt trap with flying
colours, then set the piece of paper on the dedlo#fared him a pen. 'I'd
appreciate it if you'd put your signature on theeorform, Mr. Tyson. That
proves the point, doesn't it?"

'Who—' He bit back the inquiry, not wanting to eggathis woman in
further conversation. The customer had to be som@taying a joke. A
remarkably tasteless one.

'Message for you in the envelope.' The female edemt of a Sherman tank
twirled the basket around to point out the squénelute tied to the handle
with scrolls of green ribbon.

‘Thank you,' he said, and swiftly scrawled his atgne on the order form.
He handed it back with a dismissive little smidour proof that you've
delivered.'

‘Ta. Bit of interest in a dull day.' She had sh@pssipy eyes. 'Not many
men get sent roses. Matter of fact, you're thé dinsmy books.'

'‘Well, I'm glad I've given you a new experienceMNd you don't mind...'
She laughed. It was a big belly laugh. Unbelievahéyr gaze dropped to his
crotch then twinkled. 'l reckon you must be reabdjoat that, Mr.
Tyson...giving new experiences. All those red rosgise shook her head
and laughed her way out, fairly splitting her sides

Huge joke!



Paige did not move to see her off. She maintairedtation by the door. It
was glaringly obvious she was no more amused thamas.

Was she waiting to gauge what was happening ipriviate life? Waiting to
see who had felt prompted to send him roses? Raddtd acknowledge
Paige probably felt she had reason to considereligise front-running
candidate for a new experience with him, and tsesavould seem to make
a hash of that expectation.

Not that he'd made Paige any promises. He stilhivaertain he wanted
what she was subtly but undoubtedly offering. Boing along with her
Durley House suggestion was, well, if not a greégint] an indication that he
was in an amber zone.

Nevertheless, she didn't own him. And she neebimktshe did. Or ever
would. He looked her straight in the eye and deditedy asked, 'Anything
else, Paige?"

She looked at the roses, then at him. 'l thoughtmaht like to pass them
on. To a hospital or nursing home.'

Tll let you know.'

It was an unmistakable dismissal. Paige inclinegchkad and departed. One
of her major talents was knowing when to retretdrgjutting in the push.
Paige Calder was a very smooth operator. Reid ajgpeel her expertise at
making everything easy. Too easy? he wondered.

He was plagued with uncertainties this morning. Ay this ridiculous
basket of roses arriving, giving him more aggravatiwho the devil was
having fun at his expense?

He pricked his finger with the pin in his irritabilaste to get the envelope off
the basket. He ripped it open with glowering imgatie, pulled out the note-
paper, and wanting only to be done with it, castdaze over the words
typed on the small embossed pabest to say | love you and thank you for a
fantastic night—Gina.



CHAPTER SIX

GIN A headed up the stairs to Rsidffice, the receptionist's compliment
still ringing in her ears. 'Love that orange on ybus. Tyson!' It gave her
courage a boost.

Yesterday she had dithered over buying the fighregging orange coat
dress. Today she had walked into the boutiquetheutress on, paid for it
and walked out in it. Bright and bold, she'd to&dgelf. And very positive.

Having reached the executive floor, she took a deeath and marched on,
head up, shoulders back, tummy in, no butterfliesv@d. A glance at her
watch showed it was just on noon. Perfect timingdach.

The roses should have prepared the path. Thetfloa$ assured her Reid
had been personally presented with them. No praob&mhe knew very

positively that she was not sick and sore and domryerself. Absolutely

not!

She had moved like a whirlwind since Bobby had a¢ge those words. Her
mind was more focused than it had probably even leéer life. Her aims

were very clear. She was also gripped with a sehseency. Whether that
was instinctive or intuitive, realistic or not silpmlidn't matter. She felt it

and she was acting on it.

Paige Calder was at her desk in the outer offio&itay very classic. Her
neutral blond hair was tucked into a smooth Fresieht. Her make-up was
an artful blend of pale colours. A dusky pink bleusdded a touch of
feminine allure to the elegant simplicity of hendpline suit in a fashionable
shade of oyster.

Gina had a moment of terrible self-doubt. Paigd&éablike a beautiful, soft
English rose. Was that image more to Reid's thated vibrant wild poppy?

She shook her head at her dithering. There coultbbetreating now. She
pushed her feet forward, resolved on following tlgio regardless of
consequences. At least Reid couldn't fail to takéce of her.



'So, how's everything for you, Paige?' she askedhtly. The other
woman's head snapped up from her work. Gina gave lklazzling smile
and prattled on, not wanting a conversation. "YamkIgreat. But then you
always do. I've never seen you ever not perfeailytpgether. You look
positively glowing today. Like a pearl.’

By this time Gina had reached the door to Reidisefind Paige had risen
to her feet, one hand extended as though wantipglt@&ina back.

‘Mrs. Tyson—'

'Oh, do call me Gina. I'm sure you call my husbRed. I'd like you to be
just as familiar with me. And please go on with vevar you're doing. I'm
just dropping in on him.'

She'd turned the handle while speaking and fotedtadny preventive

action on Paige's part by simply pushing the dgane stepping inside and
closing it quickly behind her. She swung arounddnfront Reid and smiled
a bold smile.

Her heart was fluttering like mad, and she despbrateeded reassurance
that she was embarked on the right path. Her stbralso needed calming.
In fact, only her mind was in trustworthy workingder.Bold, it said.Keep
thinking bold.

Reid had been tilted back in his super-duper exeswhair, feet on the
desk, chin on his chest, his face set in a feracemowl, his gaze trained
narrowly on the splendid basket of roses adorregcbrner of his desk in
front of his feet.

Her abrupt entrance startled him. His feet felltb# desk, his chair jerked
forward and he spilled onto his legs, towering glyi¢o his full height. His
face ran through a gamut of expressions—shockeliégh guilt, anger,
bitterness, irony—swiftly settling into a watchfwariness with a strong
undercurrent of tension.

He did not return her smile. He looked as thouglibe't know what to do
with her smile or the roses or her unexpected prsén his office. For



some unfathomable reason this gave Gina a boasinidence, enough to
get her moving, anyway. Initiative was what he veaninitiative was what
she had to deliver.

She pushed forward, still smiling, working a metmds lilt into her voice. 'l
felt so happy this morning | wanted you to knowShe waved to the basket
of roses. 'l wanted to surprise you, too.'

"You certainly did that," he said, waiting on hidesof the desk, not coming
to meet her.

It goaded her on, his taunt of last night echoimdhér earsSomething
wrong with your legs, Gina, that you couldn't cotneme?He couldn't
accuse her of not coming to him today, though hating, watching
stillness made her extremely conscious of every ste took, conscious of
what she was wearing— and not wearing—under hessdtbe garter belt
and stockings leaving the tops of her thighs daeeflesh? heating there as
her legs rubbed together. She kept talking to quiedit could easily become
a debilitating rush of nervousness.

'l thought over what you said about me expectingtgobe the active lover
all the time. And | remembered the pleasure it gagewhen you sent me
roses. | wanted to give you the warm thrill of feglloved and valued and
very much in the other's thoughts.'

Slashes of burning red seared his cheekbonesdlt'quite the same with
men," he muttered tersely. Embarrassment? Guilthadadn't thought to
send her roses? He hadn't done that in a long tigtesince the day after
Jessica was born.

She skirted the desk, refusing to be put off. "Vidmt it the same? It's a
message of love either way.'

'Is it?' Hard, suspicious, turning towards her budre in challenge than
welcome.

'What else could it be?' she asked, feeling hayathstart to tighten. She
needed some encouragement to carry this off.



'A game people play," he answered flatly, his eyesng into hers. 'A
manipulative game.’

‘That is so cynical, Reid.' She set her handbdgsdesk and reached up to
curl her arms around his neck, her eyes chiding fumtaking such a
viewpoint. 'l love you. | wanted to show it. | waitshow you now, too.'

Something wrong with your mouth that you couldus'® it to communicate
your burning desire, one way or another?

She went up on tiptoe to kiss him.
His body was stiff, unyielding, his eyes cold aralch

'Let's have lunch together, make love in the aftemy’ she murmured,
trying to soften him. 'l booked a room for us—'

'Oh, for pity's sake, stop it!" he growled, his £azing a savage rejection
as he snatched her arms away from his neck anctlinea forcibly at her
sides. 'Nobody changes their nature overnightntma fool, Gina. Don't
make me lose what respect | have for you.'

'Respect?’ she echoed blankly, her heart hammsoiigrd she wasn't sure
she heard him correctly.

He winced and released her, stepping back so guickle was no stopping
him from wheeling away from her. He paced arourddésk, putting space
between them before he spoke to her again, his $lamag the air in deep
agitation.

'‘Look! I'm sorry about last night. Okay? I'm sorie shot the words at her
in short explosive bursts, as though he hated thetrwas forced to say
them.

I'm not sorry,she thought, but couldn't get her mouth to worbwHvas it
when she tried to seduce her husband, she enddiivig him away from
her? Even when she was following his instructioiis®eemed she was



damned if she did and damned if she didn't. Howatid get a win-win
situation?

'It shouldn't have happened,’ he went on. 'l wisladn't. You didn't deserve
what | did, and | sure as hell don't like mysel§timorning. There's no need
for you to—' he sucked in a deep breath and lasg out between his teeth
'—to rub it in," he finished grimly, his hands abimg into angry fists.

Gina shook her head over his tortured reasoning.tfat's why you
organised for me to sleep late this morning. Yadndliwant to face me.
Because you felt bad about yourself.'

'l didn't want you to feel pressured.'

'Would you mind telling me why you should feel kdzbut letting me know
what you want?"'

'‘Damn it, Gina! | virtually assaulted you last nighcompletely lost it. Then
to go on for so long..." He shook his head, deegdyurbed, unable to
explain or excuse himself. His eyes looked sickwsi|f- recrimination.

'Don't you think it was a release for both of & asked softly, wanting to
reach out to him, to soothe his anguish and wipayatve guilt.

'‘God knows!" he muttered, grimacing at memorieslida't want to share,
didn't want to even look at again. 'What I'm trytoegsay is, don't think you
have to service me or indulge me.' His face wasayf revulsion. 'I'd hate
it. I know it would be false, and I'd hate the tgbtiof you forcing yourself
to—"' his mouth curled in distaste pleaseme.’

Bewilderment coursed through her. Didn't he und@stabout loving, that
to give was to receive, as well? 'But...it pleases to please you,' she
offered tentatively.

'Oh, come on, Gina!" He threw his hands up in dssgiim not a child to be
pampered and cossetted and told I'm a good bomatter what!'



Gina bit down on her tongue, frightened of rilinghHfurther. His eyes were
blue bolts of lightning--fierce resentment, stalgoat her in violent flashes.
It seemed whatever she said he latched onto anddwagainst her.

"You don't suddenly have to send me roses,' heddred at her. 'You don't
suddenly have to make yourself look sexy and abiglaHis eyes raked
down the line of buttons on her dress. 'What werethinking of? Offering

me a quickie on the desk?' He laughed abrasivgby. Not quite that far.

You went for something more genteel, booking ugaar.’

A hot tide of blood scorched up her neck and sizhler cheeks.

'Oh, God! Strike that!" he pleaded gruffly, shugtims eyes to close out her
mortified look, rubbing at his eyelids with fingand thumb as though
trying to erase the image of her stricken facs.nibt you I'm lashing out at,
Gina. It's me. Because of what | did, this is wyrai feel you have to do.
And | hate having hurt you like that.'

"You didn't hurt me, Reid,' she insisted quietlgpalled that he had been
torturing himself by seeing his loss of control @as abusive crime that

shamed him and drove her into paths she would orobally choose.

He shook his head, dropped his hand and lifteccakbdjaze to her. 'If you

want to play pretend, Gina, I'd prefer we pretexsd hight was a bad dream.
Then no action has to be taken. We can go on asebef

"You weren't happy with before,' she pointed out.

'l can live with it.’

"You think repressing your needs is a good wawi Reid?’

'It's not your problem, Gina." It was an evasivevegr. '‘And | won't make it
your problem.' He avoided looking her in the eye, t

Gina suddenly had a very bad feeling, a shut-alirfg, a feeling like he'd
be moving on and leaving her behind, sealed uirbbx labellednother



of his childrenShe took a deep breath and laid the terrible sigpon the
line.

'‘Maybe you intend to find another outlet for thdsmthat your answer?'

'Don't nag at it,’ he sliced at her, obviously deforted by the question.
"You've- got nothing to worry about. It won't affgour life.'

Oh, my God! Hewas considering another outlet! Gina suddenly found it
hard to breathe. Her mind recoiled from the thoughtiReid going to
another woman for sexual fulfilment. Her whole baodgoiled from it. And
he had the incredible blindness to regard suchcamasnot affecting her
life!

Gina seethed over that presumption. As though lesvleverything there
was to know about her! And he hadn't even takevhat she'd been saying,
dismissing it because he thought he knew better.

She worked hard at recovering her breath. She daed&he had to turn this
around right now, set him straight before... Or lhadalready... No, she
couldn't even approach that thought, let alone gigeanding room in her
mind.

'What makes you think I'm happy with the life yauallotted to me, Reid?'
she fired at him.

He frowned, unsure where this was leading.
Her chin went up, and her voice lifted with it.
'What makes you assume | was happy before lasthigh
He jerked his head as though she was talking ngesen
Her eyes flared in defiant challenge of his knola#titude. 'What makes

you think last night was all your doing? Do youakeny begging you to
stop? Do you?'



'‘No." He looked shamefaced. 'l think you submitiedt as some kind of
endurance test.'

‘Think rites of passage, and you'd be closer tontak, she retorted
vehemently. 'l had no idea what was possible batveemman and woman
until last night. Now | do know. The clock can't bet back, Reid. And
what's more, | don't want it set back!

There! That was the truth, and Gina wasn't abolgttieim ignore it. At least
he was looking at her with some uncertainty nowictvlwas a step in the
right direction. If he would just get off his judgmt seat and give them both
a chance to feel good things about each other duddwery quickly realise
he didn't need another woman at all. Not for amghi

There was a knock on the door.

It opened before either of them could say yea griRaige Calder hung onto
it, half in, half out, showing reluctance to intgst but doing it. She cast an
apologetic look from one to the other, tactfullycluding Gina before
settling on Reid, who had instantly pulled on higharity mask.

'Please excuse me. I'd just like to know if lunsbff, Reid. We were going
to leave at twelve-fifteen.'

It prompted both of them to check their watchesg®was being a stickler
for punctuality, Gina thought, frowning in frusti@i over the untimely
intrusion. It was only twelve-eighteen. Surely w@ldi more leeway could
have been taken before she broke in on them.

'‘Make it twelve-thirty," Reid said decisively. ydu'll wait in your office...'

Gina couldn't believe her ears. He was going oftit@h? Leaving her flat
in the middle of one of the most critical conveimas in their lives?

Paige flashed him a warm smile. 'Of course,’ siteasad withdrew.

The smile got under Gina's skin. Disappointment aasady under her
skin, burrowing into the confidence she'd had inrharriage, but there was



something very twosome about that smile that addsty little claws to her
disappointment. It wasn't exactly intimate, budédfinitely smacked of a
private, mutual understanding. Witler husband.

‘A change of priorities?’ she sliced at Reid, tgitedied to let the matter pass.

'Pardon?' He frowned at her, not at ease with a wtio suddenly wasn't
behaving according to pattern.

"You said last night there would be nothing morpamtant to you than your
wife actively wanting you," she reminded him. &ems you have a lunch
that is more important than being with me. And ynade up your mind
without so much as a hesitation over the invitatigave you.'

'l thought I'd dealt with that. Gina,' he said dlyie

'So you don't want to have lunch with me.’

He looked pained. 'Another day...'

'‘And you don't want to make love with me." She doutar herself getting
snippish, but she couldn't help it.

He expelled a long breath. 'l think this convemais better deferred until
this evening.'

Dismissed! Just summarily dismissed. No rewarcharefforts to make a
step up in their marriage. He wasn't even tryinmeet her halfway.

'l take it business comes first, then.' The woptsiged from her mouth in an
angry burst. 'Perhaps, in the few minutes we haftedgether, you'd like to
tell me what the big deal is with today's lunch.'

His face tightened. 'lt's a matter of keeping mydvo

'Well, integrity is always admirable. To whom amuykeeping your word,
Reid? Someone critical to your future success appiness?’



A muscle in his cheek contracted. 'Just let it@ma. We'll talk tonight.’
She could not, would not let it go. Her heart wvaasaged by his insensitivity.
'‘Give me a name,' she demanded. 'A name so | odq yes, that's perfectly
understandable. | can appreciate Reid not wantimgi$s a lunch with him.
Or is it a her?"I'm taking Paige out to lunch, &in

It skewered her heart.

'It's her birthday today.'

'Her birthday,' she repeated numbly.

Never mind the wife who gave birth to your threddrien! Never mind the
marriage that could have been reborn last night!

'l promised this lunch to her some weeks ago,’ éetwn matter-of-factly.
'Some other day won't do. Birthdays are birthdays.'

'‘And that has priority." Her voice sounded shflhe felt she was cracking
open, unable to hold anything together.

He grimaced at the implied criticism. 'l see ncsato disappoint her.'
She laughed, a wild trill of mad amusement at thayi of that sentiment.
'Well, that certainly marks the value you placetio® women in your life,
Reid.'

'Don't blow this out of proportion, Gina.'

Her eyes scythed him as she picked up her handbag His desk and
started for the door. 'Her birthday," she mockkthkes her another year
closer to you in experience and expertise. You ghbbbdon't have to teach
Paige anything. And so very convenient for yout isine?'

He moved to intercept her. 'Now, look—"



She swung on him, her voice shaking with a burstaént fury. "You look,

Reid! And get this straight from me. Go and enjayrylunch with your

other woman. But I'd better not smell her on yotewlyou come home
tonight, because you made promises to me on oudingdlay, and God
help you if you ever forget them!

The passionate tirade stopped him in his tracks.ldé&ked absolutely
stunned. Never before had she blazed at him inatmtthright fashion, and
certainly never with such a sexual connotatiorshidbcked Gina, too. She
hadn't known she was capable of it. But she wafd@tt to take any of it
back.

She tossed her head, strode to the door, wrentlogen—and was faced
with Paige Calder waiting at her desk for Reidatoether to lunch.

No way in the world would Gina alloWwer to see she was upset or leaving
defeated.

A smile, a diversion...

Please help me, God!

Her brain went clickety-click and spewed out Durtéguse, London.

The path ahead was lit.

'Sorry to hold you up another minute, Paige,' shid sweetly, adding an
apologetic twist to her smile. 'I'm sure Reid'v#laagent must have given

you a business card. Could I trouble you for it?'

'‘No problem." She opened a card folder on her dedideftly extracted the
one requested.

Gina swept over and took it. "Thank you.' She s might choke on the
words but she forced herself to add, 'Have a migeH, and happy birthday.'

'Why do you want the card, Gina?'



Reid's voice cut in before Paige could say a worteply or comment. It
came from his doorway, hard and strong and tengmparently he'd
recovered from his shock enough to come afterlhdner hyped-up state,
Gina decided he could do with another shock tdy¢ay things on the line.

She constructed an absolutely brilliant smile as shned to face him.
'Don't you remember, Reid? You told me last night wanted a trip to
Europe | should plan it properly. How better toitlthan with your travel
agent?'

It was her exit line.

She hoped it would stick in Reid's mind and rob lhmore than one
appetite over his lunch with Paige Calder.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE telephone on his desk buzzed, dragging Reid's mitide business he
should be dealing with. He'd thought he had hisqmal life more or less
settled. Now there seemed to be a whole bunch wfelements running
around and not in his control.

'Reid Tyson," he said into the mouthpiece. It cantdike an announcement
of credentials, an affirmation of who he was, whatwas, a man who'd
made his world and was a success by anyone's neeasur

'It's Liz Copeland from World-Finder Travel.'

Alarm shot through him. Gina on a rampage througfoge? She wouldn't
go that far, would she?

No. Much more likely the call was about the businggp to London and
Paris. Paige was handling the details with Liz, Baige wasn't here. He'd
left her in the city, giving her the rest of théeshoon off after their lunch in
the Chifley Tower. For all the use he'd been indfiiee since his return, he
might as well have taken the afternoon off, toccépt he wasn't ready to go
home yet. Not until he had Gina figured out bettean he did at the
moment.

'How are you, Liz?' he rolled out. 'What can | hgdp with?'

She was a highly competent and efficient agent aviabvays provided
precisely what he wanted and covered every contitygelike that train
strike in Italy last year. It would have messecdhigoMilan trip if Liz hadn't
had plan B ready.

'‘No problem, Reid," she assured him. 'l simply ndvJeeen able to make
contact with your wife, and it's almost five. I'lncut to leave the office. So
| thought I'd let -you know that everything's oadk. The bookings have
been made and confirmed.’

A chill ran down his spine. 'What bookings?'



The only sound at the other end of the line wasit® of a sharply indrawn
breath. Then slowly, tensely, 'You didn't know yauife was coming to see
me about joining you on your trip?"

His jaw clenched. It took an act of will to unclénit and produce a calm,
rational explanation for the ignorance that maae llbiok a fool. 'l knew she
was coming to see you about a trip to Europe. Buthis one.' A hesitation
for natural pondering. 'She must be thinking opsiging me.'

'Oh! And now I've gone and spoilt it. I'm sorry,i®Ré

She might be, but she still sounded wary and warifieeid knew the travel
business was very tricky when it came to men ttengeivith wives—and
women other than their wives. Sometimes it took/ dgscreet handling. Liz
had had no warning brief about his wife. She mighte blown an account
if she'd made a wrong assumption.

'‘Gina probably would have told me tonight anywhg,'soothed, hating the
thought of anyone imagining disharmony in his nzaye. That was
intensely private and personal. 'Do | understandwsomanaged to get my
wife a seat on the same flights booked for me aiss$ I@alder?’

'Yes, | have. Though I'm afraid | couldn't get hevindow seat on the flight
from Sydney to London. The only seat availablenst £lass was one in the
centre row, a bit back from where the other two lzweked on the side.
Perhaps Miss Calder won't mind exchanging seatsywilir wife so you can
sit together and she can watch whatever view tis@te

'I'm sure we'll be able to organise something gppate. Thank you, Liz.'

'Oh, and please remind your wife | need her passpororrow. There's the
visa for France and other matters to attend to tiamelis short.'

It was Wednesday. They were flying out on Sundamerto sort this out
was very short, indeed.

'l tell her,' he assured Liz.



'Great! It's lovely that you'll have this time tadlger. Your wife explained
she's been so busy with your children over thesyshe's never had the
chance to accompany you to Europe until now. Siikitdbe like a second
honeymoon for you.'

'Yes. It's a nice idea,' Reid managed to bite ‘dh@ank you, Liz.'

'Well, anything | can do to make it more romanticyou, let me know. Bye
now!'

First the roses. Now the second honeymoon!
And bypassing him without so much as a do you mind.
He put the receiver on its telephone stand andistpoHe was ready to go

home. He was not into game playing, and Gina hdteibénd that out
before she went any further.



CHAPTER EIGHT

GINA's heart skittered as she heard the deep thrum dfsRiEaguar moving
into the garage. Her fingers fumbled over the igbes as she picked four
from the tray Shirley passed to her from the refégor. The lemon on the
kitchen bench beside the long glasses of gin amd &till had to be sliced.
Gina wondered if her suddenly tremulous hands cdald without cutting
herself.

‘That sounds like Mr. Tyson's car,’ Tracy remarkeetween tasting and
stirring the bolognaise sauce for the childrermsdr.

'He's home earlier than usual,’ Shirley commeritadting in the pantry for
water crackers to accompany the pate Gina had bough

Much earlier than usual, Gina thought apprehengivel
Which could mean a lot of things.
Gina wasn't sure any of them would be good.

Her stomach started to tighten. Her whole bodytediacrawling with
tension. She stood at the servery bench betweekittien and the family
room, watching her children at play with their gterother, knowing she
herself was playing with dynamite.

Lorna Tyson was a lovely woman, a gracious lady #mel kindest

mother-in-law any wife could hope to have. She wagdow in her sixties
and made an art form of keeping her life busy, ihgilog to a bridge club, a
garden club and a choir, as well as being a voaunterker for several
community services. Her blue eyes twinkled withaliy, a tendency to
plumpness kept wrinkles away, and her softly styllehd hair helped take
ten years off her age.

Gina had had no compunction about roping Lorna inelp, knowing Reid
would give' his mother anything. It was a mattestaicking the cards on her
side as much as possible. Nevertheless, the happgstic scene currently



being played out here could well be brought tolaiat halt once Reid was
informed of the new developments in their situation

For the past half hour, ever since she'd called¥oed-Finder office and
Liz Copeland's assistant had assured her the bg®kere confirmed, fear
had been gnawing at her. Was she taking this tGoRe&id wasn't going to
like her leaping over his head, intruding on areangnts he'd already made.

Rebellion kicked in. If nothing was going on withige Calder, then why
shouldn't it suit him to have his wife accompany o Europe? She'd fixed
his objection about preparing the children for &lesence, as he'd soon find
out. There was no valid reason he should oppost&ipping off with him.

She forced herself to saw slices off the lemonljrfgesicker and sicker as
she waited for Reid to come through the door ligkihe garage to the
gallery that overlooked the family room. For mosher marriage she had
basked in Reid's approval. He'd always been kimldcansiderate to her. In
the warmth of his regard she'd felt safe withinfdmaily nest.

But that had broken down last night. Maybe theythtbeen role-playing
for too long, pretending everything was perfecte Hood wife. The good
husband. The good parents. The good marriage. Utseod it had spilled
out now and there was no papering over them. Tlaglytb deal with the
truth, not hide from it or pretend it wasn't theltewas the only way to go
forward. Surely Reid must see that.

Gina set the knife down and dropped slices of lemtmthe long glasses.
The drinks were ready, but she was wound up sa, tifife couldn't bring
herself to move. Let Reid make the first move ttimse, she thought
fiercely, fearfully. Her heart beat like a mad no@wme as she waited, her
gaze trained on the door he would be coming thraumghmoment now.

It opened.

Then he was there on the gallery, looking dowreat &ind it was as though
the rest of the family receded into some other dsien. She could hear
them, see them on the fringe of her vision, yey there outside the tunnel
of intensity that ran between her and Reid, pulsuith a larger-than-life



reality. She had the weird sense of being intinydieked to him yet at the
same time removed from him, seeing him as a strange

She knew instinctively he was seeing her the saaye #nd it made him
angry, the loss of what was familiar. He was smentd) with anger, as
though he had been deceived.

Maybe he had been. Maybe she was, too, deceivtrkiman she thought
she'd married. Had they both fallen in love withages that were now
shattering? The awful thought filled her with albwiness she couldn't bear.
She would not allow they did not know each othexllait was only a matter
of matching up again on new, more honest levelse@itise...

No, she couldn't—wouldn't—look at otherwise.
That was too frightening.

'Daddy!" Bobby yelled, breaking through their ptavathrall, his arms
outflung as he soared and dove like an aeropldyiegftowards the steps
from the family room to the gallery, determineddach his father first.

'Dad-Dad-Dad!" Jessica crowed, waving and clappiitigm her
grandmother's lap.

‘Grandma’s here, Daddy,' Patrick announced impitytaihough he couldn't
keep a bubble of excitement out of his voice. '8hd's going to stay with us
while you and Mummy are away.'

'I'm so pleased you're taking Gina with you on yioy;, Reid," Lorna Tyson
chimed in. 'Even though you'll be working, it wbke lovely for her to
explore London and Paris.'

Reid's gaze swept instantly from Gina to wherenmigher sat on the sofa
facing the television set. Lorna beamed at her delighted to find herself

of use to him for once. While she adored her graidien and indulged

them, taking joy in seeing them happy, it was Repleasure she really
sought.



She'd confided to Gina that her two daughters \&kvays asking her to do
things for them but Reid never did, and he'd beeh s tower of strength to
her after his father died, she didn't know howejgary his goodness. Not that
he expected her to, but it was nice, really nicbéasked to do something
for him. Well, for all of them, of course. It waasf that Reid was so
super-organised, she didn't feel needed by him,aamebther liked to feel
needed. At least a bit.

Gina held her breath. A wife liked to feel needed, Needed and wanted
and loved! Reid could blow it all apart right nosemanding explanations,
throwing her plan out in a storm of rebuttals tivauld leave no-one in any
doubt Gina had acted against his will and desBés. could feel the sword
of wrath swinging like a pendulum. Then suddenhgredibly, it was
sheathed.

'It's very kind of you to take over for us herdname, Mum,' Reid said with
a smile, a slightly stiff smile but a smile nondéss.

'Oh, the children and | are going to have tremesdon together. I'm really
looking forward to it," Lorna enthused.

Bobby landed against his father's legs, and Rerd tme haul him up to
shoulder height, shushing him to cut off the aeanpldrone. 'Sure it won't
be too much for you?' Reid asked his mother, rgisis eyebrows at his
superactive younger son.

'‘Now don't be worrying about the HT, Mr. T.," Shylcalled from the
kitchen, her penchant for initials reducing Holyribe to its barest
minimum. '‘Between the three of us, we'll have theblem pegged, won't
we, Tracy?'

'We'll do the job, no worries, Mr. Tyson,' came thweift and cheerful
back-up from the trusty nanny.

'Really, Reid," his mother chided. 'As if I'm naperienced! | might remind
you that you were more than a handful at a ceege’



'Well, I can see the women's club is swinging iatirmative action,' he
drawled with every appearance of good humour asahiéed Bobby down
to the family room. 'On your heads be it!" he addeeerfully.

Women's conspiracy, Gina interpreted, not missneggitter in Reid's eyes
before he hooded it. He was holding his fire, semuthe situation, bottling
his anger for later. Pride wouldn't let him explodéront of his mother or
his staff. Most especially his mother. The good-image-show went on, at
least in front of others. No rocks anywhere in tigh

'It's so exciting,' Tracy bubbled. 'Mrs. Tyson figioff to Europe with you
on Sunday. Paris in the spring..."

'Mummy said she'll bring us back lots of pictur@&atrick declared, seeing
the advantages for himself in show-and-tell at stho

He was more like her than Reid, Gina thought, mdy @ looks, with his
wavy brown hair, olive skin and amber eyes, bub atsnature. He wanted
approval too much. Approval and reassurance. Himger brother never
looked for either. Bobby moved to his own beat.

'Dad-Dad, me-me!" Jessica demanded, scramblirigoofia’'s lap, jealous of
Bobby getting first nurse with their father.

'Wait with Grandma, Jess,' Reid directed her. 'Dgaun go, Bobby. Looks
like Mummy's made some drinks here, and I'm a miém avthirst.'

'I'm a jet plane,’ Bobby cried, and was off andning the moment his feet
hit the floor.

Jessica hung around Lorna's knees, pouting todkegiup.
‘They're G and Ts,' Patrick informed his fatheRa#d strolled towards the

servery bench where Gina was still stationed. "Thaans gin and tonic,
Daddy. Mummy made one for Grandma 'cause shedikesand T.'



'So do |, Patrick. It's lucky Mummy has made twotledm.' Reid's gaze
swung to Gina, a full blast of dangerous derisisnha added, 'Though
perhaps she's in dire need of one of these hefgelfyou, darling?'

Her throat seized up. She shook her head and ptisaéédo glasses across
the bench to him, silently pressing him to take sleeond drink to his
mother and keep the happy family charade going.

He picked them up but he didn't move away. Ginaadhswam from the
tension of all that was being left unsaid. It sedrteehang between them,
brooding, gathering force.

"You've been very busy this afternoon,’ he remankedcasual tone, belying
the dark turbulence she sensed in him.

Gina swallowed hard. She was not going to be inlatad. To her mind
there was justification for what she'd done. A suo§ defiance brought a
flush to her cheeks and a challenging fire to lyeseturning the amber to
molten gold.

'l would have preferred to be busy with you,' shid shen dropped her tone
low enough to keep the words private. 'But thah &l through since you
chose to spend your personal time with your pelsassstant.’

A blaze of blue flashed savage intent. 'I'm surearemake up for that later
tonight.'

'Not worn out then?' she shot back at him, stilhlgmg over his choice to be
with Paige Calder.

''ve suddenly found huge stores of energy. Mustheeprospect of this
second honeymoon you talked about to Liz Copeland.’

Gina's heart skipped a beat. He'd known what sta'@ before he came
home. It was probably what had brought him homéyeanly to be faced
with more of afait accompli.He was pumped up, but not with desire to
make love with her. It was barely repressed fuslling the energy burn
inside him.



'‘Dad-Dad!" Jessica shrilled, impatient for his ritan. She pushed away
from Lorna and set off tottering towards him.

Seeing his daughter's single-minded charge, Rdiddcto Patrick. 'Take
Grandma's drink to her, will you, son? I've gop#ss on a few messages to
your mother.’

Gina waited tensely for the messages, aware thdtviRes setting up some
uninterrupted space for them to converse withoyteapng rude to his
mother or anyone else.

Patrick raced to do his bidding. Reid deftly hantiéd one glass, set the
other on the bench and bent to scoop Jessica tppeifect timing. He
swung straight back to Gina, holding Jessica s@shkl coo her triumph to
her brothers over his shoulder.

'Liz said to remind you to bring in your passpdrstf thing tomorrow
morning," he went on silkily, taking a primitive tisfaction in dancing
around the target before going for the Kill.

'When were you talking to her?' For some reaseeamed important to pin
down the timing.

'Oh, about forty minutes ago.'

Not long. He'd probably set off for home straighieathe call. 'Does Paige
Calder know?"

The fury flared at that question, and Gina realiseal flash how much Reid
would hate being made to look a fool, especiallyhiy wife. 'No, she
doesn't," he answered, then leaning forward owebémch to shut everyone
else out, he very deliberately elaborated, hisevoi®pping to a low throb
that beat only at her.

'l gave Paige the rest of the afternoon off afeertirthday lunch. She wasn't
in the office when the call came in from Liz. Foniagh | am grateful, since
in the normal course of events, Paige would hakent# and heard how my
wife had gone behind my back—



'While youwere lunching with her," Gina fiercely interposed.
'On her birthday," he retorted.

Gina glared. 'Well, the birthday girl will be geity a surprise tomorrow,
won't she? Her trip with you will have a wife initd Gina's chin jutted with
stubborn and defiant determination. 'I'm not gotagchange my mind,
Reid.'

He rocked back from the bench, steely pride oridus. 'And I'm not going
to change my plans, Gina.'

'Well, at least I'll know who's sharing your bedmb

'l see your point." His smile promised she'd knaNwight. He'd hammer the
knowledge to an absolute surfeit of knowing. 'Thegjion is, can you live
up to it?'

'I'm ready to answer that question any time, RémMas you who evaded it
today.’

‘Not evaded. Postponed. Let's see how you febkimtorning. Maybe you'll
have changed your mind by then.’

With that parting shot he lifted his gin and toimica mocking toast to her,
sipped it, then left her to go to the sofa and eos® with his mother. There
he learnt that Lorna was staying overnight in thesg suite so she could
observe the usual morning routine with the childm@norrow. Gina silently
promised her husband that none of the plans sheda hoday were about to
be changed.

He proceeded to play the good son brilliantly, goed father until Tracy
took the children upstairs to bed, the good hushkemdl host during the
dinner party with his mother. There was an edgedfilaration to his
performance, higher spirits than usual. Excitenadaiut the trip, his mother
would think.

Gina knew better.



It was anticipation, all right, but not about thip tHe was secretly planning,
envisaging what he would do and say when he firaly Gina alone with
him in the privacy of their bedroom. It was in kiges every time he looked
at her. And he wasn't seeing her as the motheisafttidren!

Lorna Tyson would think Gina was excited, too. SVes right. Excited,

exhilarated and exultant. Because Reid was takitigenof her. Reid was
more intensely focused on her than he'd been irsydad that meant she
was winning. He certainly wasn't thinking of Pa@alder.

The contrast to last night's cool distance acrbesdinner table was huge.
The air fairly sizzled between them with challerayed counterchallenge
being silently, intimately exchanged. The fear thatd gnawed at Gina
earlier was gone. She wasn't defeated. She hadtmorve, and move she
would. She was looking forward to proving a point.



CHAPTER NINE

REeID had her hand locked in his, no possible escape ffim, as they bade
his mother good-night at the top of the stairs gendied from her to retire for
the night. He set a strolling pace along the wiglétb their suite, apparently
in no hurry, perhaps wanting to relish the sendgeaig alone together—no
walking away, no turning aside, no bolting anywhe®ringing in anyone
else—and having the power to direct the momergctaning at his leisure.

Asserting control, Gina thought, but if he thougktwas going to control
her, he could think again. The sense of mutiny tiaak been driving her all
afternoon was as strong as when it had first edu@bée was not going to
occupy the compartment Reid seemed to have assiggred.

'l had no idea you were so passionate about sharingdroom with me,
Gina," he remarked sardonically. 'l thought yousidered it more the done
thing in a marriage than your heart's desire.’

'What gave you that idea?' she asked, wondering stigahad done to cause
him to form this false assumption about her. Shedrtt deny she had been
at fault in not making him feel desired, but she in@ver once indicated

separate rooms might be more desirable, not evean\wshe was heavily

pregnant.

He slanted her a derisive look. 'Well, for a staoy chose a bed for us that
you could get lost in," he drawled. 'We might adl lwave been sleeping
apart, for all the intimacy it promoted.’

Judged by the bed she disliked! Gina huffed heogance at the absurd
irony. 'The interior decorator chose the bed. Sld a room that large
needed a king-size. It was a matter of space amgoption. It wasn't my
choice at all.'

‘Then why go along with it?' He sounded totally amanced.

'l didn't know any better at the time."



"You've had almost seven years to know better, Gitwst nights you could
have driven a truck down the centre of that bethavit it touching either of
us. Don't tell me you hadn't noticed.’

His sarcasm stung. 'l didn't like it any more tlyan did,’ she retorted.

They'd reached their bedroom door. His hand wathehknob. He paused,
turning to look at her face on, his eyes rakingh®&vhat do you think lying
to me will win in the long run?'

'I'm not lying!" Gina protested.

The riveting blue eyes bored into hers as he laichdine of relentless logic.
'At any time during the past seven years you cbale got rid of that bed.
You've changed plenty of other furniture you dedigieu didn't fancy any
more. You've had absolutely free rein with expaméion this house, inside
and out.' He raised one taunting eyebrow as hegateli the punch line. 'If
you didn't like the bed, Gina, why didn't you charig"

Her stomach contracted. The unanswerable questi@on't know," she
murmured miserably.

He opened the door and scooped her into their bedehead of him. Faced
with the monster bed, Gina suddenly did know whg lsadn't changed it.

A smaller bed wouldn't have looked as good, ancise of that, it would
have invited questions from anyone who had seen ntueh more
impressive and stylish big bed. It would have beeatarrassing to explain
she needed to minimise the size to make snuggprg ther husband seem
normal.

Even if no one had asked about it, such a changddwmave been an
obvious move towards a more intimate situation—kstgly obvious—and
a lady was never obvious.

Gina mentally writhed over all the strictures tlmad circumscribed her
behaviour in regard to sex and sexuality and theiagge bed. It wasn't her
fault, she wanted to cry. Her mother, the nunslbsl, the sheltered life of



being an only child who wasn't encouraged to miximuhe ignorance of
still being a virgin when she married... she hadedlly known how to
behave.

The door clicked shut behind her, sealing theivgmy. She and Reid
together in a room that was his as well as hers.

"Youcould have said something about the bed, Reiel palst out, swinging
to face him. 'Why didn't you?' she demanded. It awasasonable question.
She wasn't alone in this marriage, and he was alggmore experienced.
'A man’'s a fool if he doesn't learn from his mistgkhe said tersely.

'What mistakes?' Gina cried in bewilderment.

He sketched a mocking bow. ‘Intruding on my wiggace.'

She shook her head, sure she had never desigreatshpl space where he
wouldn't be welcomed.

Seeing her lack of comprehension, he elaboratéd agolled around her to
his side of the bed. 'I'm well acquainted with #le husbandly sins.
Expecting my wife to give more than she wants tocrBaching on her
rights as an individual. Interfering with her deciss. And, heaven forbid,
asking her to be accountable to me for what shesg#®to do.’

Gina was stunned by the underlying bitterness.

He gave a derisive snort. 'Never mind the brokemgses on her side! A
woman has the right to change her mind.’

'l have never accused you of any of these thisgs,'declared vehemently.
'Or complained—'

He laughed. 'lI've never given you reason to.' fssaevere savage as he
added, 'l didn't want my second marriage to goatag of the first.'



His first? The relationship he'd determinedly bdrieehind him as totally
irrelevant to what he felt and had with Gina? Hegler made any comment
on his ex-wife, not even when they saw her repgrérstory on television
news.

Reid had dismissed their break-up and divorce asm#tural outcome of
irreconcilable differences, he being a family-otezhman, she being single-
mindedly dedicated to her career. But suddenly spbectre of that
relationship had a dark overhang on theirs. Worelisl Rad thrown at her
took on shadows from his pasA manipulative game people play...
Self-absorbed selfishness...

'l have always listened to what you want, Ginayeeat on, anger beginning
to edge his voice again. 'l did my best to eithekenit happen for you or
give you the means to make it happen for yourself.'

'I'm not your first wife, Reid. I'm nothing like heGina pleaded.
‘That's what | thought." he said self-mockinglyndAt was a big part of your
attraction. We actually had some harmony going betwus in both

wanting the same things.’

It sounded as though he thought she had deceived Gina frowned,
unsure how to defend herself.

He picked one of the decorative cushions off thebdred crushed it between
his hands. 'Have | ever let you down with supportwWwhat you wanted
within your chosen domain, Gina?'

'‘No, you've always been very good to me,' she gaietly, keeping still,
wanting him to spew out all the pent-up feelingslimever revealed to her.

'In fact, you've had a smooth run in this marriage until last night,
wouldn't you say?"

'Yes. Shiny-smooth,' she agreed with a touch afyiro



The simmering anger suddenly exploded into furidvs. 'Then just
because something doesn't go all your way for owbat the hell makes
you think you can not only intrude any space, but tramp all over it any
way you like?"

He slung the cushion he held onto the armchair evtigey were usually
piled at night. 'Interfering witimydecisions,' he shot at her as he picked up
another. 'Demanding accountability from me.' Thehoon was hurled onto
the chair so he was free to jab a finger at heenEfter I'd assured you your
position was absolutely secure. And | do not ligeG

No, he did not lie. That was true. She'd never éneard him tell a white lie
to anyone.

He dragged another cushion off the bed and punithédhate dishonesty,'
he said with vehement passion. 'l especially hatehen it screws other
people up, playing them for fools to get some peszkpersonal gain. It all
has to do with me, me, me, me!' He held the cusdlitera punching bag and
belted it onto the chair.

His hand chopped the air as he went on. 'l ammtelfou right now, Gina,
you don't have to danythingyou don't want to do—'

‘But |—'

'Hear me out! You have every right to be the way goe, and | have no
right to want to change you. So you can back afffjast be yourself, and I'll
respect that. | will respect it,” he repeated,heigh stamping it into his
mind. And hers. "You won't hear another word ofi@em from me. We're
married and we stay married.’

'Oh, that's wonderfully fair of you!" Gina slung latm, pumped up from
having to take in so much.

'Yes,' he retorted. 'l have this fixation aboutnigefair. And keeping my
word. Even to giving a birthday lunch to a valuedpéoyee.'



'‘And just when did you decide marriage was abobtllaof rights?' she
demanded. 'This is the first I've heard of it.ways thought marriage was
about bonding and loving.'

'Sure! If you believe in fairytales,' he scoffedou're lucky if you get a
partnership where you can both agree | do this—gtabbed another
cushion '—and you do that—' and another '—and th&seve do together.'
He banged the two cushions into each other thesetbthem onto the pile.

Before she could say anything he threw out his Batidsed them into fists
and weighed them as he delivered his beliefs. 'M@happen to have a
reasonably amenable partnership going, Gina, amdnlt mess with it. |
sincerely hope you won't mess with it, either. Bseathere aren't any fairy
stories in this world. It's about making the bdstbat you've got!

His cynicism and his acceptance of less than wieretcould be between
them were fighting words to Gina. 'l will not hayeu making rules and
judgments for me, Reid. This is my life, too. | aato you today—'

He flung out a dismissive arm. 'You came becausetlgought your cosy
little world was at risk and you'd better put soefiert in.'

That was true, but it wasn't the whole truth.

'I'm telling you you don't have to, Gina," he wemt, his tone losing its
vehemence and fading into a deep, bitter ironyu™¥ofine as you are. As
for bonding and loving, we have our children." Him®uth curled in a
travesty of smiling appreciation. 'You gave me nmldren, and | guess
that's about as much as a man can ask of a woman.'

Gina's heart sank. How did one fight through suckeadly wall of
disillusionment?

Reid expelled a long breath and twitched a harfteat'Just let today and
last night go as mad heat-of- the-moment reactions.

| can't, she thought.



'I'm sure we can come up with some excuse to postgour urge to see
Europe this time around. My mother won't carry bouwt it, so it's no big
deal .*

He was giving up on their marriage. Gina was sabeg, all she could do
was shake her head as he spelled out his vieweoffthure.

'We just keep on occupying our separate sidesdf¢ld—' he tossed the last
of the decorative cushions and placed one of thews down the centre.
'—then, by the time | come home from my trip, titike contretemps will be
smoothly tucked away in the past and you won't haw#® anything.’

'No," Gina said firmly. Her only recourse was tketgositive action now, if
it wasn't already too laté.won't believe it's too late. And | won't let Reid
believe it, either'That bed is going tomorrow,' she stated decigivVélhich
would you prefer, a double or a queen-size?"

He shook his head as though she'd totally losphbie 'For God's sake! It's
not the size of a bed that counts. It's how youitud&hy are you persisting
with this?' he cried in exasperation.

'‘Because you're wrong! You're terribly, terriblyomg!"
‘Wrong, am 1?'

It was exploding the anger in him again, but Gioaldn't back down. 'Yes,
you are. | came to you today to show you | waritd@lose to you. | want to
give—'

'Give!' he yelled at her. His eyes blazed fury et dpparent refusal to take
the deal he was offering—his honest, fair deal. ehest heaved as he
worked up another head of steam. 'You call thasplay ofgiving?’

'Yes, | do. | thought of everything | could to giy®u pleasure,’ she
defended hotly. 'To make you feel good about ugatsof how you felt last
night.'



'So you put in all this grade-A effort—' his chéstaved as though he
needed to pull in enormous amounts of oxygen t@ Kae brain from
exploding '—and when you didn't get the response wanted when you
wanted it, you went behind my back in a jealousfipique and pursued
your own self-interest, regardless of how it aféekctme.’ Then with pure
acid dripping from his tongue, 'That's truly grgating, Gina.'

She wasn't going to wear that. He might have ctarssnger, but he was not
blameless in what had transpired today. 'You welstening to me, Reid.

At least I've made you stop and listen. Maybe y@ven hear what I'm

saying.'

The gasket he'd been holding down in his mind blésvglared blue bolts of
lightning at her then turned and hurled the quifttbe bed. 'Words are
cheap,' he jeered, removing the barrier he'd sbtaypillow. 'Even roses are
cheap where there's no shortage of money. And gesmare very, very
cheap when there's no delivery.’

He straightened up and faced her, hands hookedsdrigs, eyes taunting.
'If I'm so terribly wrong, prove it! Give me a tasif the second honeymoon
you sold to Liz Copeland behind my back. Show metwhsupposedly
missed out on with your offer of love in the afteon. What I'm now paying
forl'

The boiling resentment colouring his voice and pmgnhis aggressive
stance had a choking effect on Gina. Her mind sceeiHere's your
chance! Be bold! Show hirfler body reacted like a petrified piece of wood.
It was as though her legs didn't know how to md&ee needed warmth,
encouragement, approval...the sense of being loved.

'‘Come on, Gina.' He applied a silky whip with agtihat burned. 'Don't you
want to check if Paige Calder left her smell on me?

It unfroze her. It ignited a fire that would havelited steel. Anger blazed,
flooding her with strength of purpose. She couldehtaced a raging bull.
"You're running a risk if she did, husband minak &issed, taking off her
shoes and advancing on him with unshakeable intent.



He laughed softly, goading her.
She stopped his laughter.

She grabbed his shirt and tore it open, buttongipgpoff and flying
everywhere. She insinuated a knee between hissghigkaning to apply
some provocative friction to his private parts wrghe undid his pants. But
he misread her intention.

'Oh, no, you don't," he rumbled, hooking his hamader her arms, and the
next moment she was flying, hurled onto the bedenThe had a knee
between her legs, and his body was looming oves. iéou want to play the
bitch, I'll oblige," he threatened.

Wild at being thwarted, she punched at his shos|d#éislodging his arms.
In a furious twist, she pulled him down, rolledotat him underneath her and
heaved herself up to straddle him, slapping heds@m his chest to hold
him still. 'Let be!" she yelled at him, needing tlweeaths to get the words
out.

His hands curled around her wrists, ready to @xerstrength. 'Maiming is
not my idea of sexual pleasure," he growled.

'‘Nor mine. Will you just stop putting me in the wagpall the time? And
thinking the worst?’

‘A knee in the groin...’

'l haven't got three hands. How was | supposedd¢desyou and undress
you at the same time?"' she fiercely demanded.

A long expulsion of breath from him. Then a slowgked grin. 'Well, just
you shimmy up to my chest now, and I'll take careng undressing for
you," he drawled. 'And sitting right there acrosg nib cage you could
unbutton that in-my-face orange dress and exciteamnee with what you've
got underneath it." His eyes glitterdélyou have a mind to.'

The devil was in him.



The thought excited her. The urge to be wicked édwver her anger. She
had permission. She had approval. She could ddexgyshe wanted to. She
had nothing to lose and so much to gain, the paisplew away any
reservations.

‘Then let go my hands, Reid," she said silkily,Ismiwith satisfaction in the
situation. She was on top. And in control.

He surrendered his hold on her, but she couldtfez=tension in him, the
coiled readiness to seize the initiative from Heshe played him false.
There was no trust in him yet. Gina was acutelyraved being on trial.
Nevertheless, the chance was being granted, anzbttielence from what
she had learnt last night started tingling throbgh

Definitely not a convent girl tonight, she promiseerself. There was no
place for prim modesty. The kind of things striggpdid flitted through her
mind, bold, brazen and blatantly focused on seiualluch openly lusty
actions would certainly deny any hesitation orrgking from the challenge,
not to mention rubbing Reid's cynical disbeliehtign his face.

An extra burst of adrenaline increased the tingléer blood as she knelt
and manoeuvred forward, her eyes taunting him asslgan unbuttoning
her dress—her bold, out-of-character dress thatsbhadeeded in catching
his attention.

'Do you like this colour on me, Reid?' she asked.you think it looks hot
and sexy?' She could hardly believe the words itigppff her tongue, but
she'd secretly wanted to say stuff like that. litdeliriously naughty.

'It clicks a positive switch. Truth or tease?' agped, lifting his lower body
to slide his pants down.

'‘Both," she declared, flashing the dress openedtls to this, which is
supposed to be a turn-on. True or not?'

His gaze ran over the black lace bra, designedu&h g cleavage to
maximum dimensions, the strappy garter belt cigcher hips and holding



up her stockings, and the V of black lace and gil¢ could be more
accurately described as scanties, not panties.

'It adds allure to the female body," he dryly acklealged, his legs very
active, the thud of shoes hitting the floor testifyto their agility. 'On the
other hand, let's not mistake window-dressing fortlaing other than it is.
Anyone can play dress up.'

'No one in their right minds would bother donnihgstgear for dress up. It's
too uncomfortable,” she informed him airily, snajgpione of the
suspenders. 'It only has one purpose, and thatiesggpeople horny. That's
what the saleswoman told me.’

'Does it makegyoufeel horny?' Reid asked sardonically, his legs paghis
trousers off.

'Mmmm.' She hauled the dress from her arms anavtiiren the floor, not
to be outdone in the undressing stakes. 'lt maleseary aware of myself
physically. The bra seems to compress my breastgjiyes me the sense of
spilling out of it. Actually it's good to get it of

She suited action to words and another garmetitditarpet. She smiled at
him as she ran her hands up and around her breasthing away the sense
of constriction. She'd seen erotic dancers in @memovie do it. Reid could
be as sardonic and cynical as he liked. It wasirtggto affect her. Proving
him wrong was the name of the game, and she wadlirgyin every
wickedly outrageous moment of it.

"You want a man's point of view?' he asked, ey#diedgree and voluptuous
swish of unfettered flesh above him.

'l want yours,' she said, making it strictly peralon
'Sexy is not confining your breasts at all. Theglggof the female anatomy is

what's sexy. Breasts, bottom and—if we're gettieig@nal—you do have a
superb arrangement to jiggle.'



It was his first—albeit grudging—concession to wiass really happening
here. It gave a huge charge of confidence to Giagto mention a rush of
warm pleasure through the admired anatomy. The sheyinvariably felt
towards tall, slim women—Ilike Paige Calder—was ansly squashed.
Reid liked her curvy.

Her smile shone with an inner delight he could padsibly turn sour, and
there crept into his eyes a questioning he hadréngoom to before. Gina
quite revelled in some hip swaying and poking hatdmn out this way and
that as she undid the suspenders holding up hekisgs and whipped off
the garter belt. It made her feel sexier and sexier

She was eager to work her body over his, sensshdling and stroking.
When she lowered herself on top of his groin shéted in the strength of
his arousal, the tension in his thigh muscles. dswntensely exciting to
caress him with the silk crotch of her panties befmoving the panties
aside and using the soft, slippery heat of her s&xto drive anticipation to
screaming need.

'Does that feel good?' she asked.

'Yes,' he answered gruffly.

Bit by bit she was leeching out his cynical disekli

'‘Be better inside," he added, definitely into eamgpaperation now.

So she worked him inside, playing every erotic gavith their flesh that
she could think of, varying contact points and pues. It was incredibly
arousing to watch his face, to see his appraishkeofchanging, softening,
the glitter of fierce approval in his eyes, theying of control, the sudden
feral look at climax, and all the time, every swesiment of it,shewas
doing it tohim.

There was a wild ecstasy in bringing it off, shogvimm, driving the point
home. And swirling underneath the ecstasy was ¢a@ dorimitive beat of
possession—my husband, my man, my partner, mine!



CHAPTER TEN

SHE watched him dress. Reid knew she was waiting fion b say
something. He let her wait. The feeling of beingnipalated was strong,
and he hated it.

If it was jealousy driving Gina, it was amazing wjealousy could inspire a
woman to do. Last night she had shed inhibitionthaagh they had never
existed. She'd given him fantastic sex. What heitl her through the
previous night certainly hadn't been lost on hefiac he found intensely
disturbing.

What was real and what wasn't? The change in herta@ abrupt, too
extreme for him to believe in it. He wondered hang the act would last.
Until she felt the danger of Paige was over ancedeith?

Strange how she had zeroed in on Durley Houseastabvious that nothing
he said was going to divert her suspicions aboWitich meant falling in

with her plan to accompany him on the trip if henteal to keep their
marriage intact. He no longer had a choice. He {vabout to risk a divorce
action.

'Have you tried a waterbed, Reid?’

He finished tying his shoelaces and stood up. Sieelwing on his side of
the bed he had criticised, completely naked, huggipillow as though she
was missing him to curl up against. It put a tigis®in his chest and an ache
in his groin that he could well do without.

His first wife had used sex as a weapon. Did alnen use it to get what
they wanted? He would never have thought it of Giwat her to go on with
it, even after he'd given her an out... Was it@ridss of face, disbelief that
he'd keep his word about marriage security if hd kax with another
woman, or something more primal? Possessiveness amagsidious
instinct, demanding far more than it should.



'Forget the bed," he said. 'If you're coming todperwith me, you'll have
more than enough to do in the next few days.’

Her face lit with relief. "You don't mind my comi®g
He gave her a hard look. 'Don't expect me to changeplans, Gina,
because | won't. You've forced this on me. Justdogss me up while we're

over there.'

'l won't." She grinned with delight in having wdtl make it good for you, |
promise.’

He nodded and left her, unable to quell a fiergeehthat the change would
prove real and lasting. Their marriage would becsinperfect if it did.

Take one night at a timae advised himselfhe truth will reveal itself soon
enough.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

GINA was intensely relieved to finally arrive at thév8i Kris Lounge. The
long walk through the international terminal—Singep Airlines'
first-class lounge was at the far end of it—had keér burning with
embarrassment. She'd been stared at by so manyhesats swivelling to
follow her. Never in her life had she felt so paihf self-conscious.

'Don't wear anything tight or restrictive," Reiddhadvised. 'Being in the air
for over twenty hours will make you very conscioné any little
discomfort.'

Her black stretch slacks had seemed like a good, isiace they readily
gave with every movement® They didn't crush, eitAdrey did hug her
figure, but she'd never felt spotlighted by therfole No, it was the lime
green jersey jacket drawing attention. To be moiate it was the bra
she wasn't wearing that was the real problem.

Her bras could feel tight after a while. Besidesidmhad said it was sexy for
breasts to jiggle freely. Taking these two facti® consideration, and
wanting especially to show Reid she was listenmgvhat he liked, the
decision to go braless had seemed right. She haddised it would be so
obvious to everyone, or that she'd feel like dyafhgnortification.

Reid guided them to an unoccupied corner of thedeuGina quickly chose

the armchair with its back turned to the rest eftbom and barely stopped
herself from huddling into it. With Paige Caldettisg opposite her, pride

wouldn't allow her to show any discomfort.

'Would you like a drink, Gina?' Reid asked, stthraling. His tone was
kindly, though there was a strained look in hisseye

'‘Coffee would be lovely," she answered gratefully.
'Paige?'

'I'l come with you. Help you carry.’



The personal assistant personally assisting, Giaaght ruefully, but she
was glad to be left alone to regain some compo®fekaxing was nigh on
impossible. She desperately wished she'd packerh anbher carry-on
luggage. It was all very well to be sexy for Raidprivate. That's where it
should stay, Gina decidebh private.

She could actually enjoy being naked now. In pav&ven being bold was
getting easier. Reid definitely liked it. The angexs gone, but he was still
keeping her at an emotional distance, wary of tiddsen turnaround in
attitude and behaviour. Gina knew he wasn't wom get It was as though
he was waiting for her to regress, not trusting twdtee offered, though
accepting it readily enough, revelling in it whenlbt himself go.

She had the feeling if she put a foot wrong on ths the heat between
them would suddenly turn into the snow of Mount &asko. Despite
Reid's surface compliance to her tagging alongaGumspected a brooding
resentment to having had his hand forced.

She had been sneaky. There was no denying it. Nebess, on this one
occasion she felt the end justified the means.oltildl show Paige Calder
that Reid's bed was well and truly occupied. It ldoalso show Reid a
second honeymoon was not a bad idea. They didtodedus more on each
other to build something better out of their mayea

Paige was brightly discussing some business wiild Be they returned,
bearing cups of coffee and a plate of dainty gotisaedwiches. She broke
off to address Gina, presenting a face full of igeat understanding that
somehow made Gina feel like a spoilt brat.

'Liz Copeland said you'd like to take my seat owe&e on board.”

‘No, | didn't say that," Gina instantly protestitdhad been the travel agent's
suggestion.

Paige shrugged prettily. 'Whatever. It won't mattbeme, as I've viewed all
there is to see many times. And | daresay it'srooble for Reid to lean
across the aisle to speak to me if he has anyefuttioughts on the business
meetings tomorrow. I'll tell the crew.’



'‘No, please.' Gina was horror-struck.

Reid frowned at her.

Paige raised her eyebrows as though Gina was be#sgmely capricious.
'l wouldn't dream of taking your seat or interfgfivith any of the plans
you've made,’ Gina expostulated, her heart squgefight as she
remembered Reid laying down that law.

'It's no big deal, Gina," he said testily.

'l don't mind being shifted,’ Paige said with sweegtsonableness.

'‘But | never meant to encroach on time that shbaldpent on preparing for
important meetings.' No way was she going to lagdi€open to blame on
that score. She was here under sufferance. 'l damt to be moved,’ she
rushed on. 'I've got my own seat, and I'm perfdudypy with it.’

'‘But don't you want to be with Reid?' Paige pressed

Gina decided then and there that she hated the mddi@ourse she wanted
to be with Reid. But she wanted even more not toutén the wrong on this
trip. She turned to Reid, appealing directly to hamxious for him to
believe her.

'l told you I'd look after myself. I'd feel realigtrusive if | took Paige's seat,
Reid. | promised you | wouldn't get in the way oesa anything up and |
won't. I'd prefer to leave everything as it is. @Ka

'As you wish,' he agreed, but he didn't look haglpgut it.

Gina felt hopelessly confused.

Hadn't she just passed the test? Done the righg?hEhe wished Reid

would make his mind up one way or the other, bexae really needed
some good positive signals from him.



Reid sat in his first-class seat on the Singaparknas flight to London,
pampered by the ever- attentive steward and st@ssed, his every whim
and comfort being served. He was hating every seobit. He could hear
Gina chatting to the person sitting next to hahimcentre row and inwardly
railed at his impotence to change a situation beddght upon himself.

She'd done precisely what he'd asked of her—neitfering with set plans,
not intruding on time that could be fruitfully used discussing the business
to be done in Europe, keeping right out of the vign't mess me uge'd
said. So here he sat, sipping superb champagimaght it were acid and
feeling more messed up than he'd ever been iiféis |

He wanted her beside him. He'd been looking forviargaving her beside

him on the long flight to London. It was a new esi@ece for her. He would

have enjoyed her joy in it. That was one thing ladhys loved about Gina,
her capacity for joy. She was great with the cleitdrTheir kids couldn't

have a better mother. He'd tried to get it acro$eet he valued that far more
than the sex he could get anywhere if he so chose.

Not that he wanted it anywhere. He certainly cotilget it better than what
Gina had been giving him the past four nights, @nad was confusing the
hell out of him. He'd come to terms with what wasgible and not possible
from his marriage. Gina was throwing his conclusioro chaos.

It was almost as though she was possessed byeaetiffpersonality to the
one he'd been accustomed to living with. If shed@érbimprisoned in a
cocoon of uptight repression all these years, titteldly was emerging with
a vengeance.

The clothes she was wearing today had him simmeHeg black trousers
outlined every roll of her curvy hips and the déddéde cheekiness of her
bottom. Even more eye-catching and distracting tvadime green jersey
wrap jacket.

Although it was loosely fitting, the soft fabricedrly revealed there was
nothing between it and Gina's breasts. It alsoehtahtalisingly accessible



look about it. No buttons to stop a hand slidingide the long, dipping
opening. He'd been thinking of what he might do nvtieey lowered their
seats for sleeping and the lights were out.

Now... He glanced at Paige, sitting serenely bekidg gazing out the
window, keeping her thoughts to herself, probabar@ he was distracted,
disturbed and in a diabolical mood. God only knelmatxshe thought about
the situation. Not that he particularly cared & fhoint, but he would have
to come to some understanding with her before lweged in London and
got to Durley House.

She was dressed sexily, too, though less obvidbalyGina. Her long navy
skirt had a slit up the side, running to mid-thiglnere kinky bone buttons
went up to her waist. The matching navy knit togwery clingy, with more

of the buttons to attract the eye. The big diffeeevas her figure, which
was not as spectacularly female as Gina's.

Perhaps sensing his attention, Paige turned tauitiman inquiring look. 'ls
there a problem?' she asked, a soft, sympathete&itoher voice, inviting
confidences.

He'd never once spoken to Paige Calder about es and he wasn't about
to start now. It was none of her business. Evermwite&d been dallying with

the idea of making a sexual arrangement with P&igeyould never have
given the excuse, 'My wife doesn't understand ier' would he have

allowed such an arrangement to impinge on his egeriHis home life was
sacrosanct. No one was welcome to touch it.

'‘No. No problem," he said, firmly shutting the doorthe questions floating
around in Paige's shrewd grey eyes.

She was a smart woman, extremely quick on the epi#hke lack of marital
harmony was all too evident, but Reid's disclaipérit out of discussion.

'l was wondering if it might not be mocenvenientor you—' a meaningful
look loaded with sexual innuendo '—if | can be nobveto a separate
apartment at Durley House. Or stay somewhere nearby



So whatever went on between them wasn't under iféésswose, and they
couldn't get caught out, either. Reid got the ngsdaud and clear. Paige
was still holding the door open for discreet furd ggames if he was so
inclined.

It brought home to Reid the gross deceit involveddultery. It made him
feel a real hypocrite, he, who had always prideddeif on his honesty. As
much as he had justified a little adultery on tiee sn his own mind,

deciding it would be a pragmatic course to takewhs intensely glad now
that Gina had turned the wheel on it and he ditave it on his conscience.

'l see no reason to change our current accommadglam,’ he said flatly.
And a lot of reasons not the thought. 'Gina was so adamant about not
interfering with anything, she'd probably be upstethe thought of putting
you out, Paige.’

Upset and suspicious. Very suspicious. And Reidn'tligvant Gina
suspicious. Especially when there was no longercange to be. He hoped
Paige was gettinthat message loud and clear.

As far as he was concerned, their sharing the meattat Durley House
was a congenial business arrangement, innocemtyttiiag more personal.
That was how he'd presented it to Gina and thathweasit was going to be.

'Well, if you change your mind, Reid, I'm happygm along with whatever
you want,' Paige subtly persisted, the invitatitilh@ut against all signals.

'‘We'll see," he said dismissively.

Her persistence vexed Reid. He wanted to s@aye up, lady,but he'd
brought this situation upon himself by allowing artain warmth and
laxness to creep into their relationship. The biagh luncheon... Gina had
been right to zero in on it as getting too familéth another woman. He
had justified that, too, but no doubt about Girdafeale instincts when it
came to her territory. They cut through the canmaméland got straight to
the core.

She was his wife.



His wife.
And Gina was certainly letting him know it.

There was no doubt in his mind it was Durley Hoasd Paige that had
triggered this mind- screwing revolution in his mi@ge. He couldn't help
being sceptical about it. Yet, what if behind thealpusy and the
possessiveness there was a genuine desire to leeofrmwife to him?

What if Gina simply wanted to be closer to himptease him, to forge a
happier intimacy between them? Maybe there was anadi—a real
chance—for something more than there'd been im tekitionship, more
than he'd become resigned to. In his heart of fibartraved more. Couldn't
he allow the possibility?

He had to acknowledge Gina was taking everythingdid to heart and
putting it into practice with a dedication thatelyrdeserved some show of
appreciation from him, whatever her motives.

Reid set aside his glass of champagne.
He unbuckled his seat belt and rose to his feet.
Paige looked up at him inquiringly.

He coolly excused himself and turned to move dowendabin. Gina was
looking at him, her face bright with expectancytgmdly wanting, hoping
for him to come to her.

It suddenly thumped him in the gut how beautifut stas. A plethora of
vivid memories leapt through his mind—Gina holditigeir first baby,

shining with mother love, Gina on their wedding daglow with love for

him, Gina when he had first seen her, in the shagppnall at Bondi

Junction, happy to have a Christmas job sellingsgaalised children's
books, taking pleasure in delighting mothers awdf tiitle ones with stories
using their names.



Beautiful. Even more so now, coming into mature \&athood, yet still
with that look of appealing innocence in her eyes.

He smiled at her, a broad, appreciative male sfoil¢he beautiful woman
she was.

Her face lit up, her lovely amber eyes sparklinghvgolden pleasure, her
smile a pure beam of joy. It warmed Reid's bellgt amoothed out knotted
nerves.

The guy beside her glanced curiously from her tiol Reher again, but Gina
was totally unaware of his interest. As Reid walkeound the aisle to her
side of the centre row, he couldn't help his gap@ping to the soft mounds
and peaks of her breasts, caressed by lime gre¢m where his hands
wanted to be.

Her skin started to flush. When he looked up theses anguished
uncertainty in her eyes. He sensed the questionislitng through her mind.
Have | done right? Am | doing right? What is right?

He saw her recognise the simmer of desire in hes,esaw relief sweeping
her tension away. She relaxed, and her expresseauséd in on secretive,
intimate pleasure, shared with him and him alone.

He bent and kissed her—his wife, who was playirgggbxy siren for him.

Her mouth was soft and sweet and giving, and the to claim fierce and

passionate possession was strong. It was a wrerteve to draw back and
act the civilised man.

'Everything okay with you here?' he asked, takiaghand and giving it a
strong, reassuring squeeze.

'Yes.' Such a look of happy satisfaction in herseyed ward... Ed ward
Harrow—' her hand fluttered in introduction '—haseh very kind in
showing and telling me things.’



‘Thank you for looking after my wife,’ Reid saidtiwia warmth that
completely nonplussed the man who was probably ewng why they
were sitting apart.

‘Not at all," he said, recovering quickly. 'A plees Lovely lady.’

'Yes. I'm very lucky.' Reid smiled at Gina agaiiry'the caviar when they
start serving dinner. It's superb with all the ampanying extras. Say yes to
the glass of vodka, too." His smile widened to m.giPretend you're
Russian.'She laughed. 'All right, | will. Thanksi&'

It was a deep-throated, full-bodied, happy laughidRhought. He wished
he could have shared this kind of exchange witraiehe way to London,
and mentally kicked himself for being a stiff-nedkself- defeating fool. So
what if it didn't last? Even a passing pleasure better than none.

'Enjoy yourself," he said, and meant it.

He returned to his seat on a buoyant wave of bdeeve.

A little while later he heard Gina say, 'I'll hatle caviar, please.’

It made him feel good.

They might be sitting with other people but theyeveharing.

Maybe theycouldincrease the sharing, and not just temporaril@jimfa was
not screwing with his mind and was genuinely emibngthe changes she
had instigated. Reid was more than willing to ghwechance. He'd hoped it
could be like this when he married her. If a sedomigeymoon was what she
wanted, he'd more than meet her halfway.

Hope, he reflected, was an irrepressible emotion.

It never knew when to lie down and die.



CHAPTER TWELVE

IT wAs six o'clock Monday morning when they landed attHesaw Airport.
Gina had not found the long flight arduous. In fétdhad been wonderfully
exciting, with good things happening all the way.

The service had been excellent and constant. Sidpedoand wine and a
tempting array of exotic drinks had been on offehe had especially
enjoyed the Citrus Royale, a most refreshing surfikcbf fruit juices mixed
with 7-Up, and the Mandarin Coffee, rich and creaang spiced with a
heavy dash of Cointreau and the essence of orange.

Reid had helped her select two movies on her pafsiteo, both of them
engrossing enough to make several hours slide loklguand enjoyably.
He'd also given her one of his sleeping pills,lsgdhad at least five hours'
solid sleep.

She'd been so warmly and wonderfully encouragedRbid's attitude
towards her, his caring about her comfort and piesasoming by her seat
many times to check if she wanted or needed anythimd setting her
atingle with a look, a kiss or a touch that seetoeshy he wished he had her
to himself. Perhaps she should have swapped s&ht$aige Calder. Yet
how could she have known if that might be steppwer the line Reid had
drawn?

It was better this way. She didn't feel wrong abmmrhing with him now, or
apprehensive about spending the next two weekshat was foreign
territory for her. Reid wasn't hating her preseocehis trip, or grudging it
or tolerating it for the sake of peace. Perhapkealpositive initiatives were
bearing fruit. He certainly seemed to have hadamgh of heart. It was as
though he'd decided to make this time as gooddorh he could.

Their arrival at Durley House, however, was somewhashing to her high
spirits. Paige Calder took over. She had been hef@e and slid straight
into her personal assistant role, checking thejuirements with the woman
on reception, giving a light breakfast order fgtgio'clock, leading the way
to their apartment, showing Reid and Gina to thesterabedroom,



suggesting Reid have first use of the bathroorhi®shower and reminding
him they would need to be on their way by eighttyhifor their first
meeting.

Gina felt decidedly superfluous. Telling herselfstivas how everything
would have run if she hadn't come, she resolve@ @yain to keep her
mouth shut and stay out of the way. She unpacketdédrself and Reid, at
least being helpful to the extent of having hidloés laid out ready for him
when he emerged from the bathroom.

The master bedroom was certainly big enough foh ladtthem. Gina

couldn't help smiling over the huge bed with itsssige pile of white

pillows, many of them lace-edged decorator itenasyEenough to get lost
in this bed if togetherness wasn't desired. Getinsty was not on Gina's
schedule. Not whenever Reid could make himselflavii to her.

The furnishings were warm and welcoming, luxuriois a nice,
comfortable way. The bed and windows were drapedmplementary red
and white fabrics. There was a Laura Ashley feelualthe room, a little
fussy and old-fashioned with lots of furniture ioliphed wood, a big
wardrobe and chest of drawers, a large dressirg-tab front of the
window, lovely antique tables holding lamps on eitkide of the bed.

The grouped pictures on the wallpapered walls ouariittle knick-knacks

around the room and small vases of flowers addedhdmey, personalised
touch one didn't find in big hotels. Gina couldigaisnagine herself in one

of those grand English country houses, even thehghwas in the heart of
London.

The kitchen was quite spacious and functional waiththe utensils and

appliances that might be required. Gina made aahést of what to buy

when she found a supermarket—fruit, cheese, bseanidl anything special
that appealed. No, not a supermarket, she decgieuhing delightedly at

the prospect of discovering all the delicacieshef iHarrod's food hall. She
would surprise Reid with lots of tempting goodies.

Having made herself a cup of coffee—neither Paige Reid wanted
one—she carried it through to the drawing room,clwhivas absolutely



lovely. Here the extravagant drapes on the windavegched a many-
cushioned chintz sofa. A bowl of tulips, freesiasl @ther spring flowers
graced a long coffee table that served two splewdid chairs as well as the
sofa. A bookcase provided plenty of reading, anquiedty marquetry desk
invited writing letters or postcards or memoriesidiary.

As an elegant, private venue for entertaining, Gioabted it could be
bettered. And there was no question it providedsy diome atmosphere.
Reid's personal assistant had not steered him woorggther count.

However, when Paige left the bathroom after hem&n@nd swanned into
the drawing room on her way to the second bedredmch was located on
the other side of it, Gina's hackles began risvgy @ne extremely obvious
area where Reid could have been steered wrong.

The fluffy white bathrobe covered Paige from sheul knee but left little

doubt she was naked underneath it, and a loodmeliavas not the most
secure fastening in the world. One tug and the vadngd fall apart. Beads
of moisture still clung mistily to the little holNwo between her collarbones,
and the musky scent of some very expensive perfuafied from her. Her

silky blond hair had been pinned into a sexy toosléop of her head, with
wispy tendrils escaping and trailing damply downlbeg, graceful neck.

Despite this general state of deshabille, she teg@d in the bathroom long
enough to apply perfect make-up. No clothes, brifepemake-up. It added
to the fresh vitality she was exuding, suddenly imgsina feel jetlagged
and jaded.

‘The bathroom's free now if you want it,' Paigel safating the obvious with
a condescending little smile. 'Sorry to have kept yvaiting, but it's
important | make a good impression today. For Reddke. They do match
the P.A. against the man, you know.'

'‘Well, I'm sure you'll do Reid proud,’ Gina saictyp.
‘They match the wife, too.' Her gaze flicked to green jacket Gina was

still wearing. 'l could give you a few tips on wisaappropriate and what
isn't, since Reid will be inviting people here fabva in the week.’



Gina willed back the tide of heat that threaterwefiicdod her face. How dare
this woman imply criticism of her choice of clotRebnply that she knew
better what would be good for Reid! Gina's eyegdia

"You look after your business, Paige, and I'll ladler mine,’ she said in icy
dismissal.

A quirky little smile. A bitchy little smile. 'l waionly trying to help. Reid's
business is surely yours, too.'

Gina seethed. By what right was this woman beindasailiar?'lt's my
opinion that Reid is more than capable of standinghis own two feet
without help from either of us," Gina said loftifde made it this far by
himself.'

'It never hurts to ease the way,' came the silkycad 'Even self-made men
appreciate a lift now and then.'

'‘And that's what you supply, is it, Paige? A lift® their manhood, their
ego, and everything els&jna thought with resentment.

'l do hope so. It's what I'm paid for—to lift theirden. Taking care of
details, removing obstacles and smoothing the 'path.

'Oiling the engine," Gina put in sweetly.
Paige nodded smugly. 'You could put it like that.'

'Is there a limit to the needs you fulfil?' Ginaadied, hating this
conversationhatingit, but driven to keep it going, to find out thenst.

A sly gleam. 'It rather depends on my employer.ustrsay Reid is very
considerate. And generous.'

It was a struggle for Gina to hide her mountingyfurhe memory of the
birthday luncheon was like a flicking whip. Shettia condescending smile
of her own. 'That happens to be his nature. Daké it personally.’



'Well, it is nice to work under him," Paige answvekran insidious twinkle of
amused one-upmanship in her eyes.

A chill suddenly froze Gina's anger. Her mind werg-cold. Did work
under himmean what she thought it meant?

'l don't think I've ever met such a kind-heartechifhBaige went on. 'Reid
lavished so much attention on you during the fligate, it must have made
you feel great to be his wife.’

She madavife sound like a second-class citizen. Was that pityar eyes?
Contempt? The chill sliced into Gina's heart.

Another condescending smile from Paige as she adtdedalways thought
generosity covers a multitude of sins.'

Definitely pity and contempt.

'If you'd like my help on anything, please let meWw," she finished, the
perfectly polished personal assistant.

Why not slit my throat to help me blee@tha wondered, too stricken to
reply.

Reid stepped into the drawing room, looking so tieaichingly handsome
in his best three-piece business suit, Gina hadotewede most women
would be tempted to set their cap at him. Paigel&@ahowever, was doing
more than that. She was throwing it into the ring.

And Reid had stepped into the ring with her by agg to this apartment.
That was what gave Paige the right to this snidalfarity. Gina suddenly
had no doubt about that. Not even a smidgen of ddutal the knowledge
of Reid's complicity in this situation drained tifie good feelings from the
nice things he'd done for her on the plane, leagisgk emptiness.

For how long had this sort of thing been going on?



There'd been other business trips since Reid hptbged Paige Calder, all
of them interstate in Australia, a few days in Meline, a week in Perth,
overnighters in Brisbane. She hadn't even askieid ffersonal assistant had
accompanied him. Until Durley House had come upwHbind had she
been?The wife is always the last to know.

The phrase kept pounding through her head, folloateldst by a further
thought.

Was the fight worth fighting?

'l think I will have a cup of coffee, Gina, if thess still one going,' Reid said
warmly.

She looked at him, her husband, living a lie wigh. IStrange how one could
actually know something in theory, yet faced with-faced with it, it was
something else.

He frowned and glanced sharply at Paige, who whéiahging around in
her bathrobe, which had probably been deliberatekimg time with Gina
until Reid came and appreciated the available pcthe presented, a more
appealing picture than his wife of seven years, whs looking rather worn
at the moment.

This was neither the time nor the place for a stowwg Gina decided,
inwardly recoiling from saying or doing anythingfront of Paige Calder.
She pushed herself out of the deeply cushionedzkwfa and picked up
her cup and saucer from the table, pleased ndatteicthem together. Her
insides were a churning mess.

'It's only instant coffee, Reid," she said, herceoivorking but seeming to
come from a long distance. 'No trouble to get yne.o

She felt him scanning her face with urgent intgn&tt it didn't induce her

to meet his gaze. She didn't want to see anytilhg.knew what had been
intended here. He couldn't make that go away arabbleln't make it better

for her.



He started to reach out a hand to touch her apadsed him by to go to the
kitchen. She instinctively flinched. Her recoil sad him to stiffen. Gina
didn't care what tension she left behind. She whoté of that poisoned
room.

"You'd better get moving, Paige,’” Reid said curflfhe breakfast you
ordered will be here in fifteen minutes.'

'l have my clothes laid out. It won't take me ldoghrow them on and do
my hair,' she answered, her voice a sultry lilt.

'Do it then.' It was an order.

The double clicks of two doors shutting, Paigefespmably, and the door
to the drawing room as Reid left it to move acribeshall to the kitchen.

Gina already had the electric kettle switched ahaas tipping a sachet of
coffee into a cup for him. She felt hopelessly d@dwbkip. There were tears
burning behind her eyes. She wished Reid wouldeléav alone to come to
terms with a marriage that could be far more freetiithan she'd realised.
What kind of man housed a wife and a mistress—orulavbe
mistress—under the same roof?

It showed such a lack of respect for her intellmgerA lack of respect for
many things Gina held dear. She wasn't sure shkel gmion with this
attempt at a second honeymoon, wasn't sure shesavamt Funny how
different it was, knowing something instead of jsisspecting it. It gave her
a keen appreciation of the sayingving the mat swept out from under your
feet.

'Did Paige say anything to upset you?"
His voice came from the doorway. A direct questioaded with concern.
What could she repeat? The words all sounded imus;ueven

praiseworthy. It was how they were said and theeodnn which they were
said that made them heart killers. Besides, ifrelade an accusation and



Reid reasoned it away, it would make everythingsgoBetter to remain
silent until she'd settled it in her mind.

'‘No," she replied, reaching for the sachets of sagd willing Reid to stay
precisely where he was because she couldn't tersiel not to react
violently if he came near her, and she wasn't readyake a stand. She
might never be ready. Time to think was what shexlad.

'‘But you are upset,' Reid persisted, clearly rlondj the vibrations he was
picking up.

Upset was such a weak word for what she felt. asplonely, frightened,
stepping into uncharted territory in a foreign lamith no close and trusted
family to turn to for guidance or comfort.

'l feel...very tired all of a sudden,' she answeilgke the weight of the

world had descended on her shoulders. 'My boneschiag,’ she added for
good measure. 'l think I'll have a long soak in ibla¢h now you've both
finished in there.’

The kettle whistled. She poured boiling water aber coffee granules and
stirred. She heard Reid start forward to get theeand quickly picked it up
to meet him with it. She needed to hold somethietgvben them. Her body
was trembling with a terrible sense of vulnerapil&he'd given so much in
the past few days, all she could, and he'd puteP@rjder in a position to
insult and demean her.

'Here you are." She thrust it at him, managingaasgyl-eyed smile.

'‘Gina.' He scanned her anxiously. 'Is it only g’

'I'm sure a bath is what | need to freshen me whiram out the kinks.' She
moved past him, desperate to reach refuge. Thegthai facing Reid or
Paige either singly or together was too hurtful.

'Gina, if something's worrying you..." His uneasaswpalpable. He didn't

want to let her go. After all, he wouldn't want thie good work he'd put in
on the plane wasted.



'l be fine." The door to the bathroom was rightfront of her. 'My turn
now," she tossed brightly in his direction, nottimg for another word from
him before opening the door, barging in, closind ltking it behind her.
She ran for the taps to the bath, turning themutinbbre, not wanting to
hear anything more from Reid, not wanting him tarhé she burst into
tears.

She sat on the edge of the bath, hugging in her, paaking her head over
how naive she'd been. Even sitting with Reid in Haek seat of the
chauffeured car that had brought them here fromaihmort, she'd been
riding on a wave of hopeful happiness, believirgrtmarriage was well on
the way to being fixed.

But where was hope when there was deceit?

It was like water rushing down a plug hole.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

REID stared at the bathroom door, knowing he had bleenaut. The door

made it physical fact, but the mental and emotishalting out had already
been in process. He'd seen it, felt it, and Gidalsal of anything wrong

simply didn't wash. It was another defence to Keepaway from her.

The shock of it was how much he cared.

A week ago he might not have even noticed her islgutim out. If it had

impinged on his consciousness he would have shduggéf as a mood that
would pass, nothing to concern him. He'd becomalhigractised at not
letting much touch him. He'd told himself it wassiea than working

himself into a lather over things that weren't alifoichange anyway.

But they had changed. And it was suddenly territvigortant not to have
doors shut between them. They'd been opened, awdrited to keep them
open. He cared about that one hell of a lot.

The caring was thumping through his heart so styoings whole chest felt
like a punching bag. His stomach was screwed intids and his mind was
pounding. Why this sudden, wholesale rejectioniofWhat had triggered
it? She'd flinched away fromhim. It was such arrexe reaction, making
him feel like a piece of slime she couldn't bedbriash against.

A deep cold seeped into his bones. He had to shikepremonition that
what Gina had started between them was ending doéied really got a
grasp on it. Everything within him recoiled fromcagpting that. Whatever
had gone wrong had to be stopped, turned around.

Paige, he thought, in spite of Gina's denialsall been Paige and Durley
House that had started them along this road ofg#arere they were at
Durley Housewith Paige, and the two women had been alone togetliee i
drawing room before he'd walked in. Mood and adttualidn't turn around
this fast without being driven by powerful feelirgnd Paige had stirred
powerful feeling in Gina on two other highly memiole&occasions.



Gina might be blowing something right out of prapmm, but he very much
wanted to check out what had transpired betweentwloewomen. He
glanced at his watch, impatient for the opportunitytalk to his personal
assistant. She shouldn't be much longer gettingsdre Breakfast was due
in five minutes.

He carried the coffee Gina had thrust at him inekitchen, not wanting it
any more. It was tainted with negative loading. Themory of how
different she'd been earlier made the change st mace poignant.

The ride from the airport had been a delight. HeitiPaige in the front of
the Mercedes, beside the chauffeur, wanting to Kzixa to himself in the
back seat of the car. She'd been glowing with hagxgjtement.

It had felt good, just holding her hand and watghwer enthuse about the
trip and what she planned to do today. There'd beemproblem about

touching him then, no sense of distance betweem.ttghe'd eagerly

interlaced her fingers with his, automatically segiag them during bubbly

bursts of feeling.

He looked at the hand she'd held and flexed hgefis, remembering the
sense of holding something precious and not wantitwslip away from
him. The awareness of having a second chancesatrtairiage was very
strong. He wanted it to work more, he realisedh t@wanted anything else
in his life.

He needed to know what was happening with Ginaesmhld correct it. He

recollected being preoccupied with business isagsd®e'd stepped into the
drawing room. Nothing had hit him straight awayn&iand Paige had
appeared to be in conversation.

He tried to reconstruct the scene in his mind. Gaiiéing on the sofa, a
glossy magazine open on her lap, Paige, still wedpm one of the
complimentary bathrobes after her shower, standingn armchair on the
other side of the coffee table. He'd vaguely heRaige offering any
assistance Gina might want or need, nothing offenisi her tone, nothing
to alert him to the shock of what followed his cswequest for the coffee
Gina had offered earlier.



The look she'd turned on him...

Even in memory it gave him the weird sense he'dgéd from Dr. Jekyll to
Mr. Hyde right before her eyes. Instead of seeing Bhe seemed to see a
stranger she didn't know, didn't trust and did@ihtmo be near, someone it
was safer to evade. Which was precisely what sdalbae, escaping into
the bathroom.

His meditation on this intensely provoking puzzlaswnterrupted by the

doorbell, heralding the arrival of their secondakfast of the day. One had
been served on the plane, but that was over tloeeslago. The croissants
Paige had ordered would have been welcome if lmmath was less

cramped with frustration.

As Reid opened the door to the waiter, Paige opé¢heddoor into the
drawing room, inserting herself into the hosteds again. She'd overdone
that earlier, possibly offending Gina then, thotiggre'd been no overt sign
of it at the time. Nevertheless, he'd have a worddige about toning down
her officiousness, especially in front of his wife.

The bathroom door remained ominously shut. Behinthps were still
running.

The waiter lifted a loaded tray and proceeded éoditawing room, where
Paige supervised the laying of the table. Reid kadoon the bathroom
door.

'Gina, breakfast is here, and the croissants ammw#ou could leave
having your bath for a while—'

'No." An emphatic cry, then in two choppy burstsr not hungry. Thank
you.'

Leaving no room for argument. He wanted to askéd was all right but
suspected that question would get short shrift, dmihing productive was
going to be said through this door. He tried thedhk& The door was not
only shut, it was locked.



As he stood contemplating what that meant—nothowpg—Paige saw the
waiter out of the apartment. Since she was the patgon who might give
him answers, he moved into the drawing room, readgttle himself at the
table as soon as she returned.

"Your wife not joining us?' she asked.

'‘No. Not hungry.’

'Well, she does have the choice of eating at ang.ti
Not like usher eyes said.

Reid bridled against the togetherness Paige wasagbiray, even though it
was perfectly reasonable in the circumstances.ellwas a complacency in
her attitude that implied Gina's presence was aquired. Not desired,
either. Superfluous baggage they could well do avith

Had she made Gina feel that this morning?

Guilt wormed through Reid as he held out a chair Paige. He had
probably set that tone himself with his insistetige was first and foremost
a business trip, and Gina had inadvertently rea&dit with her rejection of
Paige's offer to swap seats on the flight. Nevéztise he didn't like Paige
thinking she was more his partner than Gina wageRaalder was nothing
to him—nothing!—compared to Gina.

As he saw her seated, her perfume hit his olfaateryes. It was a heavy,
exotic scent. Too intrusive, he thought, half inetl to stick his head out of
a window and breathe in some fresh air to clearsthell of it out of his
nose. He was fast coming to the conclusion Paige apgether too
intrusive.

He sat down, shook out a serviette, selected afganglish marmalade and
broke open a croissant while he considered his mexe.

'Shall | pour your tea?'



Reid barely held himself back from snapping tha&sfsn't his wife. Paige
was definitely overdoing the hostess role. ‘Nbddl it later," he said tersely.

Maybe he was being ultrasensitive. No, damn ittida't care if he was. He
didn't want Paige adopting some pseudo-wife roléh wiim. It was a
mistake, agreeing to this apartment in the firsicpl Sharing work hours
was fine. He must have been mad to consider arythore. No, he'd been
letting the brain under his belt do the thinkinguw@al stupidity.

'I've reconsidered the suggestion you made abpatrge accommodation,
Paige,' he said. 'In fact, I'll call the desk rigildw and see if another
apartment is available for you.'

Surprise... pleasure... triumph?

He had only a brief glimpse of her response bdferturned to reach for the
telephone on the side table behind him, but Reld'tcare for what he saw.

He'd thought of Paige as a subtle player. It daworedim that sly was
closer to the truth.

It took several minutes to make the arrangemenes.wids in luck. A
one-bedroom suite would become available later ytodidiss Calder's
luggage could be transferred for her then.

Paige was delighted with the news. Whether she'dgolly delighted at
being left to herself outside of business hours amasther matter. Reid
didn't care. Paige Calder held no rights to higgig life.

She assured him it would be no trouble to repadkrbethey left this
morning. She hadn't taken much out of her suitcasgway. Being an
experienced traveller, she did not carry an extensiardrobe with her.
Unlike his wife, Reid interpreted, whose ultra-garsuitcase was big
enough to contain the kitchen sink as well as lathes closet.

So what? Reid thought. There was no reason for Gitienit herself if she
didn't want to, and every reason for her to feglpgyaabout what she'd
brought with her. A second honeymoon did not regaificiency.



'Did you make any plans with my wife this morning@' asked, hoping to
draw out the information he needed.

'‘No. How could I1? I'll be busy with you, Reid." Auch of smugness there.
'l thought | heard you offering help,' he prompted.

'Oh, only in a general way,' she tossed off casgje8t is her first trip here.’
Condescending.

'Was that all you talked about?’

'What else?' She gave him an archly innocent I8akd remark that the
bathroom was free. She looked as though the laghtfivas catching up
with her.'

No, something else had affected Gina. Jet lag nmghpart of it, but it
hadn't been the prime mover.

He looked at Paige Calder's smooth face and blgpieession and knew he
didn't trust her.

That was a shock, too.

His brain buzzed with the realisation he'd put thieman in a position of
trust and she could do him a lot of damage if henavery, very careful.
God only knew what damage she'd already done with.G

He talked about the coming business meetings thiauigthe rest of
breakfast. When Paige went to her bedroom to pReld returned to the
bathroom door. Paige had undoubtedly made Ginastag out, and this
was her way of not interfering with anything, singtboth of them out.
Nevertheless, Reid was deeply uneasy with thetsitueHe felt a pressing
need to forge a rapprochement with Gina beforeiggfor the day.

He knocked. 'Are you okay in there?

A pause, then flatly, 'Yes. It's a nice, deep bath.



'Mind if | come in for a minute, Gina? I'll be laag soon."’

A longer pause. 'I'm in the middle of washing miyrf/RReid. | don't want to
get out. You just go on and have a successful day.'

It sounded reasonable. He wished he could beliereTline door was solid.
She wasn't going to unlock it, and the macho imgptdsdreak it open could
only end in futility. Thumping it wasn't going tadany good, either. It
would draw Paige, and Gina would probably die befogvealing her
feelings in Paige's hearing.

He hated leaving her in a negative mood her fiastid London. He had a
strong urge to hang in here, send Paige on ahetttmeeting. On the

other hand, time could often sort out the moreodistl shapes of a problem.
'Gina, I'm having Paige moved to another apartrhbatsaid, hoping that
information would help. 'A porter will come and lewlt her luggage once
the guest who's leaving has checked out. It shbaldone by lunchtime.

We'll have this apartment to ourselves. Okay?'

There was some muffled sound.

Maybe shevaswashing her hair.

He could call her later, let her know he caredwdated her to know he was
thinking of her and she was important to him. Qg importance to him!

'l leave numbers where you can reach me on thepad beside the phone
in our bedroom,' he called through the door. 'Dbgeiitate to use them if
you want me for anything. Any time of the day, Gidast ask for me. I'll
leave instructions for you to be put through wherdvam.’

No response.

'Gina?"

'Yes?' Reluctant.



Reid hated feeling helpless. He gathered determmmdwe'll talk tonight,’
he said, conveying unshakable purpose.

He meant it. With good communication they couldohes most things.
Getting Paige out of the apartment would help. ThWweuld be assured of
absolute privacy, and Gina would surely appredmugedesire to promote
intimacy between them.

The silence on the other side of the bathroom dasr disappointing. Reid
could only hope Gina would be in a more receptiné eesponsive mood
tonight. He pondered what else he could do whilevhiged for Paige to be
ready. Inspiration didn't strike until they weretlne lift.

'Would you order some flowers for me?' he askedwioean on the
reception desk.

'Of course, Mr. Tyson," came the obliging reply.

'A basket of red roses. Three dozen. To be delivbere and set on the
dressing table in the master bedroom of my aparttmen

‘Certainly. I'll see to it." The woman made notes.

'I'd like to.leave a message to be attached tbdisket.'

'Would you like to write it yourself, Mr. Tyson?’h& woman opened a
drawer, took out a classy note card with matchingetope and offered
them to him, smiling encouragement.

‘Thank you.'

He thought for a moment, then wrot&oking forward to being with you
tonight. | love you. Reid.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
GINA ached to go home.

She dragged herself out of the bath, pushed hdhseligh selecting some
fresh clothes and dressing in them, did her besbhzentrate on packing
everything she'd unpacked from her big suitcasd, ahthe while she
played through her mind what would happen if shietdke a taxi to the
airport and caught the first flight home, the gigest it would raise, the
misery of trying to explain, the upset it would saleveryone.

She couldn't face it. Not yet. Not until she'd edrthrough where she was
now and what might be her next best step.

She couldn't face staying here, either. A shudalethirough her. She wasn't
ready to talk to Reid about anything. Not while thet was still so raw.

The ache to go home went hand in hand with the aod neither was going
to ease in a short time. Her tired and sluggishdrfimally latched on to the
one hotel she knew in London, the hotel where Raitlstayed before he'd
given up on their marriage. At least it was fanniliae Meridien had over
two hundred rooms. Today it had one for her, anth@ratefully took it.

Relieved to have a bolthole, however temporary,fstighed gathering up
her luggage and moved it near the door of the ageant, ready to go. In
checking around for anything she might have foeggtther gaze drifted
over the bedside table, halting at the notepad lmowReid had written his
numbers.

Did he care about her at all?
Or did he only care what would happen with hisdaih?

Tears blurred her eyes. She should never have oontleis trip. It was a
terrible mistake. Blind hope that her marriage dolle turned into



something different, something real and true artisth She'd felt Reid had
moved away from her. The bitter truth was he'd ndawefrom her.

She hadn't understood, but she understood now. adtlemsense of
everything—why he hadn't believed in what she wgang to do to improve
their relationship. It had gone past that for hite.d even told her it was too
late. Then, once they were on the plane and hestua& with her for the
duration of this trip, he'd put a good face on wkas inescapable, and she'd
been the gullible fool, wanting to swallow it.

But she couldn't swallow any more of it. She wak 40 her soul. She
wished she'd never found out, wished she'd stayelome, wished...
Hopeless, futile wishing. What was done was domkcanildn't be undone.

Reid was the blind one now if he thought movinggeaCalder to another
apartment would gloss over the situation. All id @dvas remove the deceit
from under her nose. And he was the one who hatilgated her about
living a pretence!

She wiped the wetness from her eyes with a weang.h&ho would have
thought she had so many tears in her? They shawiel &l been shed in the
bath.

Well, she was ready to go...almost. One last thiaghing on her mind, the
problem of letting Reid know where she was stayAgptal vanishing act
was needlessly cruel. She didn't want him worriedua her. She simply
wanted to be left alone.

It was so hard to think. It was amazing she'd meadafp get herself

organized to this extent. The notepad with his nemslkept drawing her

gaze, but she didn't want to speak to him. No,csldn't handle that. Not

yet. In the end she picked up the pad and wrotd sli@hoped was a clear
message to Reid. She found an envelope in a comndspce folder on the
desk in the drawing room and sealed the note medgly to hand in at the
desk.

Then she called for a porter.



At reception a different woman was on desk dutyar@je of shift, Gina

realised, glad to be saved any embarrassing exmasaShe handed over
the envelope with instructions that it be givenyotadl Reid Tyson, not his

personal assistant.

The porter took her luggage to the street and dtayth her to hail a taxi
and see her safely on her way. As the taxi drit@wed her big bag in the
boot of his car, a florist's van pulled up behima.hA delivery boy popped
out with a beautiful basket of roses.

Red roses for love.

The sight of them put a sharper edge on her hemjnding her of the
foolish and futile gesture of sending a similarKef roses to Reid last
week. She turned her back on them, stepping irgdaki and nodding for
the porter to close the door.

She didn't know when love had slipped away from bet it was gone.

Her marriage was dead.

She wished her heart would stop bleeding.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

REID sat in the plushly cushioned alcove he'd bookedudés, the oldest
restaurant in London and one of the most celebratetie world. He'd

hoped its reputation might appeal to Gina. Its fioca in Maiden Lane,

Covent Garden, lent romantic colour, as well. Isvaare that the beautiful
actress, Lily Langtry, was wined and dined by thied® of Wales. Reid felt
he needed every advantage stacked on his side.

Each minute ticking by stretched his nerves. Tlwerdd be people of note
around him right now, yet only one person's preseacinted to Reid, and if
Gina didn't walk in here tonight, he had no ideattb do next.

For the past five days she had blocked him outeoflifie. He knew his
messages were delivered to her room at Le Meridien.once had she
granted him a reply. He'd thought of staking out tiotel lobby and
waylaying her as she came or went. The image ofdwailing from him
was a strong deterrent. He knew in his heart stgédahoose to meet him.
No good would come of forcing something she didwnt. The words she
had written to him were burnt on his bralnneed time apart from you.
Please let me be. | shouldn't have come. A MisB&ey.

Sorry...

Reid especially hated that word. The mistakes \wesedamn it! Not hers.
He'd tried to tell her so. Was she reading anyhefrhessages he'd left for
her? Did she even know he was here at Rules, @alioping, desperately
wanting her to come?

He checked his watch again. Three minutes past.diighd up in traffic? It
wasn't far from the hotel in Piccadilly to Coveraar@en. Gina had a thing
about punctuality. She'd never understood socteh&ss. If a time was
given, that was the time one should arrive. Itdied her sense of order to
be late.



The fear Reid had tried to keep at bay began ginksnteeth into him. The
longer a rift went on, the more entrenched feelingd attitudes could
become. This was not looking good.

Today was supposed to be their last day in Londomorrow they were
scheduled to catch the Eurostar train from WatertoParis. If she didn't
meet him here tonight, would she be at Waterlotic@taomorrow? If not,
what the hell was he going to do?

He passed a hand over his forehead, needing te poasething magical out
of his brain. As he pinched tired eyelids, he #dyowilled Gina to come
through the door and relieve his misery. Pleas@raged.

'If you'll follow me, madam?’

Gina nodded, somewhat intimidated by the blackesubow-tied dignitary
who was offering to usher her to her husband'staht feeling a rush of
relief that Reid was here ahead of her. She wasdflsly nervous. She had
lingered outside, in two minds over whether torafiethis meeting. It was
bound to be stressful. Still, it had to happen soar later, and a public
restaurant should keep it civilised.

And what a restaurant! Lovely, rich polished woaergwhere. The bar
they passed was magnificent. Mellow lamps givirfgaafzarm yellow light.
And the walls covered in framed pictures—drawinggintings, portraits
and cartoons of famous people. The tables dressst@iiched white linen
and gleaming silver and glasses, chairs upholstergark red, black-suited
waiters wearing huge white aprons. A feast for ¢lges everywhere she
looked, a ready fund of distraction if she couldear looking at Reid.

They reached an archway. At the far end of the ramoupying an alcove
table and a deeply padded banquette seat, wasahemmo'd drawn her
here, the man she'd married in love and faith fatare together. It hurt,
looking at him and knowing it was over.

His head was bent, a hand covering his brow asgthoursing a raging
headache. Then he glanced up and saw her, anddtans$tantly faltered.



The blaze in his eyes encompassed shock, relieadmtce hunger that
leapt out at her and squeezed her heart, frighgemen with its intensity.

It was as though he was starved for the sight pfdrel he rose to his feet so
quickly, Gina thought he was going to charge actibesoom and grab her
so she couldn't escape. He visibly restrained Hipnselling back the leg
that had started forward, straightening his shasldemaining by the table
while lifting an arm in a genteel gesture of intita and welcome.

She saw his throat move in a convulsive swallowsHigd the same. It was
not an easy meeting for either of them. What wdwagpen in the future—
especially with their children—was at stake.

Yet as she moved forward, consciously putting @t ih front of the other,
Reid's gaze darted over her, keen to take in edetail, as though she, and
only she, was the focus of his caring and attentibrwas a strange
sensation, being noticed so strongly after beingtimagnored.

She was wearing the same clothes as when she'd &zl noticed by
him—Dblack satin trousers and the tiger-print cmfftunic with the gold
chain belt. And a bra. Appearing sexy had not leeher mind tonight. It
was confusing and oddly exhilarating to have Resglss eating her up as
though she could not have dressed in a more sénguavocative fashion.

Too late, she thought, savagely dismissing confusidney were at the
crossroad.

He, of course, looked class from head to toe, fey tpunge suit showing
up the charismatic combination of blue eyes andibolair. Gina doubted
there was anyone as handsome in the restauraras lal-ways flattering to
be linked with Reid. Even tonight, despite his agal of their marriage, she
couldn't deny a little flutter of pride in him. Aradcraven wish that the years
could be turned back to when he did love her.

‘Thank you for coming,’ he said, the words soundiagply felt. Caring.

Gina choked up. She nodded and slid onto the baéiegaeross the table
from Reid, grateful to sit down, aware her legs evbeginning to feel



wobbly. Don't be fooledshe fiercely chided herself. Of course Reid cared
He would care very much what happened next. Héodiel his family.

He resumed his seat. Champagne was poured in&safor her before they
were left alone. She sipped the wine, needing dungeto settle her down
and ease the tension. It gave her something to dbo&s well. She shied
from meeting Reid's eyes this close to him.

'How was your week?' she asked, determined touile ci
'Hellish," he answered, a dark throb to his voice.

She flicked a nervous glance at him. 'I'm sorriyrifessed you up. | didn't
mean to. | just wanted out of the situation," siid guickly.

'l know. I'm sorry you were put into a hurtful pi@n, Gina. It was blindly
stupid mismanagement on my part, and | regretrif deeply.’

A prepared speech, she reasoned, struggling et itocrack her defences.
However sincerely it was delivered, it didn't charanything. Nothing was
going to change anything. She had to accept tlthtraove forward.

'l guess overlooking me and my feelings had becamebit with you, Reid,’
she said in excuse for his blindness. Irony cunkedmouth. "The wife who's
a fixture. Taken for granted until it gets up ang$’

‘That's not true,’ he retorted sharply.

It drew her into looking squarely at him, her sagpin plain for him to see.
"You're not going to pretend, are you, Reid? Thegtimg is a waste of time
if that's your plan.’

He returned an incredulous stare, then shook hasl fre slow, helpless
despair. 'Have you read any of the messages fivioileyou since Monday,
Gina?'

A stubborn defiance surged. She could feel it. 8apted to shut him out
again, where his criticism couldn't reach her.id dsk you to leave me



alone," she tersely reminded him. Her eyes glitevigh angry accusation.
‘It wasn't much to ask in the circumstances, | Wddve thought.'

‘The circumstances weren't what you believed thelmet' he said quietly,
his eyes pained.

She shook her head in patent disbelief. 'Pleast e this line, Reid. It's
beneath both of us.’

He grimaced. 'You really haven't read anything Witen you.'

‘Today's note,' she corrected him, refusing tdiet put her in the wrong.
‘That's why I'm here. | know you'll be off to Pat@snorrow and—'

'Do you plan to come with me?"

Her recoil was automatic, her body stiffening im beat, her eyes flaring.
She felt bitter rejection and scorn at the idearslght accompany him and
Paige. 'No, | won't,’ she said coldly. 'l came hieeeause | thought we
should come to an understanding.’

'‘Understanding,” he mocked. 'What a wonderfullyhempistic word when a
marriage is in trouble! Especially when communmatias been steadfastly
denied.’

That stung. 'Do you want a post-mortem on youufaito tell me where you
were at, Reid?' she shot at him.

'l don't want a post-mortem at all," he declaregleatically, his frustration
breaking through. 'This marriage is not dead for am&l why you want to
kill it off so damned quickly—"

' kill it off!" It was monstrous of him to turn it aund onto her! ‘Just because
youwant to have your cake and eat it, too, you tlimkprepared to swallow
your—your infidelity and turn a blind eye? Go on as though it means
nothing to me?’

'l have not been unfaithful," he stated vehemently.



Oh, the bitterness boiling up from a blanket dethat had to be false. Gina
could barely form coherent words. "You expect miediievethat after what
Paige Calder said? After how she carried on to ArePwith the set-up at
Durley House? Not to mention her so-much-more- inigmi- than-me
birthday lunch?’

She heard her voice growing shrill and grabbedgthss of champagne to
loosen her throat.

'I know I'm at fault," Reid conceded.

'Well, that's big of you!" Outrage burned off hengue. 'My God! You

didn't even have the decency, the fair-mindedneggvie our marriage a
chance. You decided, by yourself, that | wasn'taufhe mark of satisfying
you sexually so you went about planning somethiag. & hat's the guts of
it, isn't it?"

He took a deep breath. He looked sick. His eyescsed hers, looking for
some softness in the underbelly of her savage dgahof his pleas.

'l wasn't unfaithful to you, Gina," he repeatedetjyi 'l thought about it. |
didn't do it.'

'Why? Because | found out?' she scoffed, feelind been unfaithful in
spirit if not in action, and she didn't believe hiamyway.

'‘Because | didn't want to.'
In a way, that struck true. If it was true. In Belf-centred, self-sufficient
world, only what he wanted would count in the €Nt out of any sense of

caring about me,' she said derisively.

'Very much caring for you, Gina," he said softlis Byes boring into hers
with urgent intensity. 'And caring about making Hest of our marriage.’

‘That wasn't how it looked to me,' she retorted'&Hdone all the caring and
the work on it. He'd resisted her efforts excepemwit suited him not to.



'Please, just stop it!" she begged, hating thistfss and poisonous
dissection of what had gone wrong.

'Gina, if you'll just give me a chance—'

'It's useless, useless!" she cried, anguishedsgyunsuit of a compromise. It
wouldn't wear. It was too repulsive to her. 'Can please get onto
something useful?'

He expelled a long, ragged sigh. 'What would yaygsst as useful?'

'How we're going to act in front of the childrenevhwe get home.' It was a
matter of deep anxiety to her. 'l don't know if w&ucalled them this week.
I've only spoken to them about the tourist stwk been doing.’

'Yes, | called." He gave her a wry look. 'It wasekef to find them all still
talking to me normally.’

Gina frowned. Didn't he know her better than takishe would badmouth
him to his children? They loved their father. Itsayarecisely what made a
breakup so difficult, losing him as a constantiait lives, the ready support
he provided on issues relating directly to thedrieih.

'Don't do this to us, Gina.'

The low, intense words sliced into her heart, tshe saw his flagrant
hypocrisy in putting the onus on her. She hadniedanything, except her
level best to make up for her failures of expereeand savoir- faire. It
wasn't she who'd turned to someone else becauseasing getting all she
wanted from her marital partner.

She curled her fingers around the stem of the fildss, gripping tightly,
tipping the champagne to and fro in the long, nargoblet. The urge to
fling it in Reid's face was strong. Was a man akvsypposed to have his
sins forgiven for the sake of keeping the familgether?

'It's not too late to try again,’ he pressed, remrhcross the table to touch
her hand in appeal. 'l promise you...'



'Where did you park Paige Calder tonight?' shelfirer eyes stabbing him
with venomous resentment. Promises meant nothirgnvitiey got in his
way. She released the glass and snatched herfoamdmhy possible contact
with his, dropping it into her lap and clenchingnitsilent fury.

His face tightened. His eyes flared with a blaz@wifose. 'l have no idea
where Paige Calder is. She is out of my businedanhof my life.’

Sheer surprise tripped the question, 'Since when?'

'l knew she'd upset you on Monday morning, but$miasure of my ground
until I confronted her that evening after readiogiiynote. It was a shock to
discover what a nasty piece of work she was. Idigubet rid of her fast
enough. | wrote her a cheque that paid out hersyeantract with me, and
we parted company then and there.'

'On Monday?' It was difficult to take in, Reid'sting so quickly and
ruthlessly because... because of the upset todrebecause his marriage
was endangered?

'Gina, whatever Paige Calder insinuated to you famber own ends. Not
mine.'

That did make sense, even to Gina's overwroughtl.nitaige would have
wanted Reid's wife out of the picture, whereas Rwidld not afford and
didn't want to let the mother of his children go.

He gestured earnestly. '‘Before | left that morringdered a basket of roses
to be sent to you at our apartment with a mesdagd was looking forward
to being with you that night. And loving you. Yoarccheck it with Durley
House. | did not have Paige on my mind. Or in mgrhe

A basket of roses? The one she'd seen arrivingidéyHouse as she'd left?

She shook her head at the awful irony of it—the rapnjust missed, Reid
trying to reach out to her as she'd tried to readtto him.



Perhaps he had put Paige out of his mind and featthe woman had been
fighting to hold on to him. '"You must have giverr heason to think—'

'No." He leaned forward in passionate persuadf@aple twist things to suit
themselves. | was pleasant to her. Nothing mone tifnat.'

He was glossing over the telling factors. 'Durleyude...'

'She made it sound highly attractive. And it is.régng to share the
apartment was the mistake. It placed her too closene. Made me

vulnerable.' He shook his head in self-recriminati8he could have created
even more havoc for me if you hadn't come on tips' t

'What do you mean?"

'Setting me up for blackmail. As it was, she wentvbrk on you, wanting
you sidelined so you wouldn't get in her way.'

Gina wasn't sure what to believe. 'Why would shatwa blackmail you?'

'Power. Some people get off on it, Gina. She'sandem,' he said with
bitter certainty. 'I've been in touch with her famemployer. | told him how
untrustworthy I'd found her, and he eventually atedishe has the screws
on him. I've sent instructions that the locks banged on the executive
offices at home. Paige is not to be allowed acteisem.’

This new picture of Paige Calder was bewilderidgu' said her references
were most impressive.'

Reid snorted derisively. 'Easier to write a togrehce than be the victim of
malicious mischief. This is a woman who doesn'ecahat damage she
does, Gina. No conscience about it. She playsnoawd enjoys turning the
screws.'

Yes, she did, Gina thought, remembering the slysament in the shrewd
grey eyes as she'd twisted the knife in Gina'stiva#in her sly comments.

‘A very dangerous woman,' Reid concluded.



Evil. Feeding off others. Gina shuddered, seeing Raige Calder might
have manipulated their lives, given more of a cleahan she'd had. As it
was, she had succeeded in driving a wedge betveam showing up the
frailties of their marriage. Those certainly exdbsteYet with goodwill
between her and Reid, and left to themselves, niight not try to forge
something better?

How genuine was Reid in wanting to?

She looked at him, her eyes swimming with doubtepaous hope kicking
into her heart.

His response was instant, as though his whole Hdeicigbeen tuned in to
picking up that first stirring of hope. He leanexvard, his arms on the
table, palms up in appeal, blue eyes on fire withrieed to convince.

'Gina, | swear to you there's only one woman inwheld | want—' his
voice throbbed with passion, drumming for the estrg had denied him up
until now '—and that woman is you.'



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

To GINA's mind, the waiter's arrival at their table with theenus was
impeccably timed. She was suffering a tumult ofifgg stirred by Reid's
revelations and declarations, and she was afraigaiing a hasty response
that might be rued later on.

There'd been too much pain this past week to sugdesmiss it all as Paige
Calder's fault. Or to let a few passionately spokerds have the effect of a
miracle drug, making everything better. The sit@twas not as bad as
Gina had believed, but it certainly wasn't resolved

She was not about to fall into Reid's arms and dorpe hurts, the
loneliness, the sense of being wanted only for sdhiegs and not
others—the compartmentalised wife. Anentingher wasn't enough. Great
sex generated a comforting closeness, but she ai¢edeel loved on more
than a physical plane.

She half-listened to the waiter enthusiasticalgt the specialties of the
house. The wild game dishes sounded amazingly@x®time other time
Gina would probably be fascinated to read throingheintire menu, but not
tonight. Food was the last thing on her mind. Sékected two of the
specials listed by the waiter and handed him theume

Reid did the same.
The waiter departed.

Reid leaned forward, electric energy flowing froormhdetermined to win
her over now that the issue of Paige was dispoked o

Gina leaned back, pulling against his powerful idmaa. 'It's not that easy,
Reid,' she warned him, her eyes flashing with resent at so many of the
assumptions he'd made recently.

He opened his hands, inviting her to elaborate a¥doyouwant, Gina?"'



It was difficult to put into words. Somewhere irethmarriage, Reid had
withdrawn from her, and she'd felt lost. For mordhe'd been wandering
around in a wilderness she didn't understand. 8hedsfor Reid to take her
hand in his and make her feel secure in his lonadput how could she
feel secure without understanding why he had lefttb fend on her own?

"Were you deeply in love with Suzy Telleman, Reid?"

The unexpected question and the use of his fifgfsuname were a double
jolt. Reid thumped back in his seat, his chin dfeg an aggressive angle,
disapproval tightening his face. He winced as tlmosige'd crossed the line
of good taste. His eyes tried to her off the subjec

‘That's over, Gina. Finished with," he stated daictally. He always
dismissed it.

Not tonight,Gina thought grimly, and said with very deliberataphasis,
'No, it's not finished with.'

He looked needled. 'l assure you—'

'If it was, you wouldn't have used her to make jndgts on my actions.
Whatever she did, whatever you felt about her,cédfbow you view me,
Reid.'

'No, it doesn't. It shouldn't.' He frowned over hised denial. 'Damn it! It
is different with you, Gina.'

‘Then why are you handing me rules that have olsiyotome out of your
experience with her? All that stuff about this @uy space and this is my
space and here's where the line is drawn. Whatemrened to giving and
taking?'

He gave a sardonic laugh. 'Well, Suzy knew all &kaking, but giving was
a concept she never came to grips with. | guessiwhelt you weren't
giving to me—' he made an apologetic grimace '—tltgal me back into
that old scenario with her.'



'Did you love her, Reid?' It disturbed Gina, theespion, Where did love
go? If one couldn't be sure of it, life would bey&nely.

He was reluctant to answer. Eventually he grudginglttered, 'It was on
another level, Gina. I'm not particularly proudtoall it a phase of my life
when success and the fast lane went to my head.’

'l want to know about it,' she urged. 'Sometimes ggact in certain ways,
and | don't know why. If you shared that chunkifaf you won't let me look
at, I'd understand you a lot better.'

He didn't like it. She saw the initial retreat iis Byes, the hard flash.

To Gina, it was a critically important issue—th#elience between trusting
her or keeping her at a distance by holding his oaumsel. To have him
unseal this private compartment and let her inteei$ a huge step.

She kept looking at him expectantly, making him @ashe would not be
content to let this go. It was not his sole tersitany more. He had reached
back to it and brought it into their marriage. éieded to be exorcised.

‘Gina, my life with her and my life with you...itthalk and cheese, believe
me.'

It was an appeal to let it be. Gina would have naine "Then talk about it,
Reid," she bored in relentlessly. '‘Be sure of iirgelf, because you put me
in the same basket as her last week, and | dont that to happen again. |
don't like getting the fallout of what some othesman did to you.'

He nodded soberly. 'Fair enough.'

It still took him a while to start. He finally plged into it with an air of
distaste. 'Suzy and | were both what you'd calhtiiggrs when we met,
arrogantly confident of seizing the world and makinours, grabbing the
best or what seemed the best of everything. Wededllat various social
functions, found each other physically attractivel decame one of the
beautiful couples other people envied. We had abcey wedding you
wouldn't believe...’



Gina listened to the cynicism in his voice, the adggion of how they
frenetically filled their lives with shallow assations, useful contacts and
status possessions that he valued less and |legshap were meaningless
and there was nothing left to feel good about.

The tale took them through the dinner they'd ordieneither of them eating
much, Reid intent on satisfying Gina's need to wstdaed, she too busy
sifting the information he was giving her to contcate on food. Both of
them declined a sweets course. Coffee was serv&eigswound up his
exposition.

'So to answer your initial question, love didnélle enter into it. It was

more ego than anything else. As | said, I'm nougrof it." He reached
across the table and took her hand, pressingsigsssrely, his eyes locking
very intently on hers. 'And | know that's not whatave with you, Gina.'

She left her hand in his, comforted by the warnmt strength of purpose
emanating from it. 'What did you first see in megid®' she asked,
instinctively reaching back to the meeting he'dieegred. 'What brought
you to me?' she added quickly, refining the questio

She'd been working on a Christmas job, selling geaksed books for

children. A sales stall had been set up in the haidtithe shopping mall at
Bondi Junction. It was designed to catch the isteoé passers-by. Reid,
however, had not been passing by. He'd met hisenatithe coffee shop a
few metres from where Gina was dealing with custsme

When his mother had departed, he'd bought a bat&nsibly for a niece
but mainly to introduce himself, make Gina's acgtaaice and ask her for a
date. Since a gorgeous Prince Charming did notistem girl's life every
day, Gina had been dazed into agreeing. Indeedvier entered her head
not to agree. She'd been breathless, dying to hieeagain, wondering if
she'd somehow dreamed him.

Now he was sitting across from her—her husband lofost seven
years—and she watched the tension slip from his &&chis mind tunneled
back to that time. A reminiscent smile softened llps. The purposeful



blaze of his eyes simmered down to a glowing waynetimbers of a
yesterday that had been free of any constraintdmtvthem.

‘The way you smiled at the children,’ he answerextiding as though
affirming the memory. 'You were beautiful, but I'seen many beautiful
women who've left me cold. It was how you smilethatchildren that got to
me. Caring shone out of you. Real caring.’'

Children. Were they the top priority in his life?

He suddenly grinned, his eyes dancing a twinklgeedut it was the way
you smiled amethat blew off the top of my head. No artifice. §en and
full of joy and wonder. It was like a rainbow oreteédge of my vision for the
rest of the day, and | kept thinking, pot of gatthn. You'd better reach out
and haul her in as fast as you can.’

She laughed. Couldn't help herself. Then she heaVealg, rueful sigh. He
could be Prince Charming, all right. When he méudeeffort.

'What about you, Gina?' he asked softly. 'Whatydid feel about me?"

'It's hard to say.' She laughed again, nervoussytime, her eyes meeting
his shyly. "You'll think I'm silly."'

'‘No, | won't," he said seriously. 'I'd like yout&sl me.’

She took a deep breath, wryly thinking it wasn'syeéo communicate
private feelings. Yet it was the failure to do batthad brought them to this
perilous moment in their marriage. It was sometrtimgy both needed to
practise. Often.

'When you first spoke to me, when you looked rigiitd my eyes, | felt

tingly all over. Even my toes and my fingertips ang scalp. It was so
strange. Nobody else ever did that to me. It wies lieing touched by a
magic wand.'

He looked bemused. 'Can | still do that? Make \aml fingly all over?”



"You did on the flight here, when you first gotfupm your seat and came to
see if | was okay. You looked at me... It was k& were seeing me again
after a long time of not really seeing me.' Shaigbed, feeling somewhat
silly and self-conscious. 'If you know what | meéashe muttered
offhandedly.

'l do,' he said fervently, surprising her with bestainty. His eyes darkened.
'It comes from wanting and feeling wanted, Gina.fésits being a long
time, I'm sorry, but the plain truth is | lost ainse of being wanted by you.
The children seemed to fill your life and—'

'‘But | did want you, Reid. | always did," she exptated.

He shook his head, pained at the necessity fongayhat he felt. 'It wasn't
expressed in the way | needed it expressed,’ Hegsiatly.

'I'm aware of that now, Reid, but how was | suppaseknow?' she cried.
You were the first man in my life in any intimagense. My father never
spoke about sex to me. My mother was too mucteitheto let him express
an attitude about it in front of me. | was hislditprincess until the day |
married you. And since then he's been in Queenshdtid his brother,
helping to run the boat chartering business. Saevtie | learn such things,
Reid, if not from you?"

He frowned, mulling over what she'd told him, nashiing into a reply. 'l
thought it would come naturally if the feeling wiere naturally,’ he said
slowly.

'l didn't have what you'd call a free-wheeling upging in raw nature,’ she
gently mocked. 'Everything to do with sex was caygrcover up, cover up.
That's what | learnt, Reid, and it's not easy &akifree of it.'

He expelled a heap of pent-up feelings in a logd.siYou've been doing
great, Gina," he said, warmly approving. 'I'm sdrdydn't help.'

'Oh, it was my fault mainly. Being pregnant so muathde me even more
self-conscious about my body. | looked so awfublildn't see how you'd
feel any desire for me. It got to be a habit, hydinfrom you.'



He looked astonished. 'But you were beautiful wiiea were pregnant.
Gut-wrenchingly beautiful!"

She laughed self-deprecatingly. 'How can you sai?th

'It's the truth." He still looked amazed. 'Gina, doy man you are a
stunningly beautiful woman. You embody all a maimkk of aswoman.
Even more so when you were pregnant. To me, yalivays been the most
beautiful woman in the world. The queen of women!'

She was too stunned to reply.

Reid shook his head in rueful bemusement. 'Cleargm criminally
negligent for not letting you know it. For not ranma it into your head so
often you couldn't help being convinced of it. Bs\so obvious to me..." He
sighed. 'My fault.'

She sighed. 'Faults on both sides." But she fehdedully uplifted by
Reid's insistence she'd never been unattractivanio 'We should have
done a lot more talking to each other, Reid."

'‘And a lot more touching. Which reminds me. You Wnithat room you
booked for us—' his mouth quirked '—love in theeaifbon that | so
stupidly passed up?'

She flushed. 'Well, | was trying to reach out arakenthings better between
us.'

'On that score you can absolutely count on getireggy assistance from me
in the future. And to show my intense desire totirg, | booked us a special
room for tonight.'

His eyes locked onto hers and the tingle starfeehagling like wildfire to
every extremity of her body but mainly settlingand her stomach, making
her wish they were intimately connected, drowninghe sensations that
made thinking unnecessary and irrelevant.



He squeezed her hand. 'l want very much to malewath you. Right now.
Can | take you to your hotel, Mrs. Tyson?"

She knew the melting, mindless ecstasy of physiciimacy wasn't
everything. After it came the rest of living togethBut right now it felt like
the best possible start to reaching out to eackr athew.

'Yes,' she said. 'Yes, you can.’



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
QUEEN of my life.

The lovely phrase swam through Gina's mind agashaday languorously
amongst sumptuous pillows, idly gazing at the fabsldrapings on the
magnificent four-poster bed, finding it incredil@yotic to be lying in nude
abandonment amongst the richest furnishings sheidseen, in the Royal
Suite at the

Lanesborough Hotel.

A smile softened and lingered on her kiss-sensitiips as she remembered
saying, ‘'This isn't my hotel, Reid.'

It is tonight," he'd replied, his voice husky wdhbsire, his eyes eating her
up, telling her she was the most beautiful womatheaworld to him, the
one he wanted, the only one. 'l want you to fdehailt you are to me—' his
smile a caress of love '—queen of my life.’

The Royal Suite, booked in the hope he would windaek to him, booked
to celebrate and make memorable the beginning eir teecond

honeymoon, booked to show her how much he cared nmach she meant
to him, an act of faith in their future together.

A low laugh gurgled from her throat as she wriggkday from the
delicious but almost unbearable sensations Reid avassing, softly
stroking the soles of her feet.

‘Tingly?' he asked, enjoying his view of her frorhese he lay sprawled
across the bottom of the bed, happy to play atilejsslowly and sensually,
now that their first long and intense coming togethad taken the urgent
edge off their need to feel at one with each otheited, indivisible, fears

and doubts dissolved in a deep fusion of loving.

'Enough, enough,’ she gasped.



'‘No, not nearly enough,' he purred, guiding onéctwng foot to his mouth
and nibbling her toes. 'l must pay proper homaghall start by kissing
your feet...'

Queen of my life.
‘Then bit by bit work my way upwards.’

Gina's breath hissed out on a long, quivery sighcélld do such wicked
things with his mouth and hands. Wickedly wonderfidnight he seemed
committed to giving her every possible pleasuregltang in her responses
to him, sipping at them, exulting over them, emimgcthe totality of
making love to every part of her, sweetly, thordygimtensely.

He caressed the delicate hollows of her ankleskett the curved line of
her calves, tantalised the backs of her knees fedther-light fingertips,
kissed the soft flesh of her inner thighs and gest gently moved her legs
apart to kneel between them. And his eyes dardkneeling to you now,
gueen of my life.

Her courtier, lover, consort, husband.

Then he bent to pay the most exquisite homagel ¢ dder womanhood,
and she felt herself melting with the mounting insigy of the excitement he
wrought inside her, her muscles convulsing in rfeethe hard, solid shaft
of appeasement that was so gloriously part of him.

‘Come now," she cried. 'l want you, want you, want..."

'Yes..." A hiss of exultation as he surged over imo her, the wanting a
deep beat that bucked and plunged and poundedheitiower of two lives
pulsing as one, wanting nothing else but this affdmation of belonging
to each other deeply, beyond all possible barrdfferences, troubles and
tribulations. The passion of possession.

King of my lifelt was a lilt of joy dancing through her when leé into her
arms, spent from giving his all, and she fiercetybeaced him, holding in



the flooding warmth of his giving, savouring theesigth and the splendour
of the man he was, loving him.

The thought came to her that they mustn't evethist—what they felt
tonight, what they had tonight— lapse into someghess. It was so good,
precious, to be cherished and nurtured.

This kingdom was theirs, this marriage, and theyia¢ddave lost it. Best
never to forget that sobering reality. They coudddlost it. They had to be
far more conscious of the giving and taking, wamtihat was best for both
of them, reaching out, being there, listening anolva all, loving.

Reid stirred himself to kiss her, long and lingghin and he carried her with
him as he rolled onto his back, his arms wrappiegth him, holding her
close, safe and secure. His chest rose and feltleep sigh of contentment,
and his breath wavered softly through her haireasnbirmured,

'‘Queen of my life...'

She felt so happy.

Reid not only made her feel beautiful. He madefelrloved.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

IT wAs good to be home. Reid viewed the chaos in thelyarmom with
happy benevolence. Every souvenir, map, brochwstcprd and tourist
book Gina had collected on their trip was strewnoss the floor, as well as
the toys she'd fallen in love with and declarednwarvellous to miss. The
children were in seventh heaven, and Reid took ins@gleasure in their
pleasure.

Patrick was engrossed in a photographic book osanés, every so often
looking up to ask his mother questions about iblBowas pretending to be
a Beefeater from the Bloody Tower, marching arotiredroom, watching
how the heels of his new sneakers from London @dshith lights. And
Jessica, smugly content to sit on Reid's lap wgdrer raincoat from Paris,
was picking at the plastic fish and flowers and berand pegs and all the
other startling objects that decorated the amazicignicolour coat, crowing
a frequent chorus of 'Look, Dad-da... Dad-da, Ibok!

It was always good to be home, Reid thought, bist ilme it was extra
special. He was acutely aware that all this coudlehbeen lost, the
wonderfully complete sense of a family unit in hamy, secure in the
natural bonding of love. It could so easily haveerbediminished or
destroyed altogether.

He resolved to be far more careful of it. Thereenawoth inner enemies and
outer enemies to contend with, and he had to behftdtthat neither gained
the power to unravel the magic fabric of what hd here in the home and
family he and Gina had built together. It was tatelto start counting the
value of something once it was lost. Best to alwlagsconscious of and
appreciate it, because it would never come his agan.

'I'm going to wear my new sneakers when we go éogym tomorrow,
Grandma,' Bobby declared, suddenly breaking intatwias clearly an
aerobics routine.

"The gym?' Reid quirked an eyebrow at his mothéig was sitting on the
sofa with Gina, looking through a mountain of plgraphs. "You've been



going to the gym?' He couldn't help feeling an egcious bemusement at
the thought of his rather plump and very dignifredther in an aerobics
class.

'‘Now don't you laugh, Reid," she chided him. 'Steasgs if | can stay on my
new diet, which is really not difficult at all—'

‘That's right, Mr. T.," Shirley called from the d¢tien. 'We're all on the new
diet. It's protein rich, low in fat, no starchy bahydrates after four o'clock
in the afternoon. It's very good for you.'

'‘And you sleep better at night," Tracy chimed ithwabvious enthusiasm.
'Even Bobby. He's sleeping like a top.'

'Steve says it's because we're working our metiah the morning, when
we should, and easing off in the evening so ourdsodest better,' his
mother declared. 'l seem to have so much more gnang it's a lot of fun
doing the exercises and the weights.'

'Weights?' Reid couldn't believe it.

'Yes. Grandma's pumping iron, Daddy," Bobby pwritth authority.
‘They're to tone up my muscles,’ his mother explhin

'You want muscles?'

'l want to lose my flab. I've had it too long arfmd kick of having it. I'm only
sixty, Reid. | would like to be a svelte sixty. Whgt?"'

'Why not, indeed?' He grinned at her, happy she dwasy something to
make herself feel good. 'Go for it, Mum.' His epestowed both approval
and admiration. 'You can be a svelte seventy, too.'

'Oh!" Her face flushed with pleasure. 'I'm so péehgou said that, Reid.
Your sisters think I'm silly, going to a gym at rage."'

‘They're probably envious that you've got the guoigo it.'



She laughed. 'l must say it's been an educatiotimyeBteve. He's a great
motivator.'

'Who, might | ask, is Steve?"

'Steve isgor...geous Shirley proclaimed from the kitchen with a highl
expressive roll of the eyes.

Tracy's cheeks pinked as she excitedly informedaGiHe's taking me
dancing this Friday night." She jiggled her slinpsi'He says I'm a great
mover.'

‘There you are, Tracy. Nothing ventured, nothingea,' Gina said warmly,
her gaze travelling to Reid, sharing with him a enprivate pleasure in that
truth before answering his question. 'Steve cormaadetan our swimming
pool once a week. If a model agency ever discovéiied he'd be. a
goldmine.’

'We all fancy him like mad," Shirley called out.

Gina smiled at ReidNot me,her eyes saidThere's only one man in the
world | want and that man is you.

Reid took a deep breath. He wished he could sweepfhto bed and make
wild, delirious love to her, but it could wait untonight. The desire for it

wasn't about to be taken away or subjected to agehaf heart or mood or
attitude. The week in Paris had assured him, begogghossible doubt, that
the wanting was very, very mutual. It was gredtriow. It was like having

the rainbow there all the time, the shining prontisg was not an illusion. It
was real.

'How do | get big muscles like Steve?' Bobby deneanaf Tracy.

'Well, maybe you should ask your father that, Bgbkje said with a
deferring smile at Reid. 'He knows everything."'

But he didn't. Even as he chatted to his endlasglyisitive son, he thought
of the things he hadn't known and the trouble d kbaused, the wrong



assumptions he'd made about Gina and the faultygmedt in
trusting—even liking—Paige Calder. Over the past feeeks he'd been
stunned to come face- to-face with different resgito those he'd formed in
his mind.

He didn't know everything. He hadn't even known imisther was not
comfortable being plump, that she was fed up wéhflab and wanted to
have a more svelte shape. Reid decided that knogwegything shut the
door to too many things that were really worth kimyv An open mind
brought a lot more rewards.

He looked at his mother and thought he should spente time getting to
know her better—Lorna Tyson the person, not jusehvays-there mother.

He looked at his children and hoped he could Hedntopen all the doors
life had to offer.

He looked at his wife, his beautiful Gina, queemisflife.
She glanced up, her eyes catching his, and shedimér golden smile.
Love, he thought, and knew one thing very clearly.

It was love that gave his life meaning, and he m&asger going to let it go.



