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He had achieved success that others could onlydabaut--and envy. Was
that why Ambrose Kerr held everyone at arms len@iimflie assumed that
he would never want her, because she was so youhgaave. But then she
discovered the reason why Ambrose was so wary-itheah incredible
secret. The truth only made Emilie want Ambrose antaut it was also
dynamite..if others got to know the real story, their nfaund happiness
could explode.



CHAPTER ONE
'LET's get married, Em!
‘Sholto!"

The soft gasp was incredulous, more horrified tdahghted. The man
eavesdropping couldn't help smiling, although hetlteen irritated when he
heard the other two walk in here. They had no lieavas there, of course.
The room was shadowy, just one lamp lit on a sioalltable behind him.
He had a headache threatening; light made it wasea]id the constant
babble of voices, the throb of music, in the pgding on outside. That was
why he had retreated into this room, which wasshigly. As the host he
ought to be out there, talking to people.

Moving warily a fraction, he could see the intruglar a mirror on the wall
above him.

They still hadn't noticed him; he had his backient and was hidden by the
deep leather armchair he sat in, for one thing, fmndinother, they were far
too absorbed in themselves.

He could only see the boy in profile, but the gids facing him; he saw the
dim light glimmering on sleek brown hair, on a rsriof pearls around a
pale, slender throat, on wide, startled blue eyes.

'I'm serious! I'm crazy about you, you know | am-k; oome on, Em, say
yes!" The boy was excited, a little drunk, his eofarry, thickened. 'We can
get engaged tonight... Announce it here, tell emeey.. That would make
them all sit up!

He had shifted, coming full-face. Their audiencalised then that this was
no boy. He recognised him— he should have pickeahujpe name at once;
it was hardly a common one. Sholto Cory must bleisntwenties, surely?
Much older than the girl with him, anyway. Blondimdlue eyes, a fresh
complexion, he was attractive and lively, and leduay social life. The
youngest son of a Scottish family with land, but much money, he was
lucky enough to have brains. He had gone into enénd was doing well,



but there was a question mark against him in thelraf the man watching
him. Was Sholto tough enough to claw his way tottip®

The watcher's narrowed grey eyes moved to asseggrttagain. He was
sure he had never seen her before. Small, slendbra fall of straight dark
brown hair, well-brushed and shining, a cool owatef, and big, blue,
dreamy-looking eyes with incredibly long dark lashshe wasn't pretty,
certainly not beautiful, and wore very little makp; compared with some
of the other female guests tonight. From the lobkey, she had only just
left school. Pale pink lipstick on her mouth, atthg of powder on her
small nose... Those lashes were real, and sherneoegeshadow.

It surprised him that Sholto Cory should have faller a girl like this—he
would have expected Sholto to go for something naireéous, a glitzy
type. Sholto must have better taste than he hadsergpected.

But the girl had a sort of radiance; her naturengha her face, in her gentle
blue eyes, the sweet curve of her mouth. Her ghegs was a pansy-blue
silk, demure, almost old-fashioned, but it suited perfectly, and the cut
made him suspect it had been designed for herimgsoe very clever and
very expensive.

He even thought he could name the designer—hentsliended to be
conservative and very rich—which meant that this gust come from a
wealthy family. Did that explain Sholto's interest?

His mouth twisted wryly. Or am | just too cynic&l& wondered.

"You're not serious, Sholto!" the girl was saying.

'Of course | am!" Sholto retorted, sounding imp@ti¢hen dived at her and
began trying to kiss her.

'Oh, don't!" She wriggled away, shaking her hesliblto, | can't... I'm sorry,
| don't want to hurt your feelings, but | reallynda. | do like you, you know
| do, but marriage... No, I'm not ready to get neatyet.’

'We don't have to get married for ages! We coudd get engaged.’



'If we get engaged they'll all start planning thedding, and before we
know where we are they'll fix a date and... Ohan't; Sholto!

'l thought you loved me!

Sholto sounded as if he might start crying, andyiHéneard it, looking up at
him, her lower lip caught between two rows of smdiite teeth.

'I'm sorry... Oh, poor Sholto," she said unhappily.

The man eavesdropping couldn't help smiling adairt, Sholto was not
amused. She had hurt him—and now she was makmgrge by sounding
sorry for him!

He went red and grabbed her by the shoulders, gustrebackwards until
she met the wall, held her there with his strofigy body and began to kiss
her angrily, bruising her mouth.

She tried to fight him off, but Sholto was strondais hands tightened on
her, his fingers digging into her soft skin.

'Don't, Sholto! You're hurting me..." she criechismothered voice, a sob in
her throat.

The man in the armchair hadn't meant to intervenfact, he was surprised
to find himself on his feet, but he didn't stopthink about what he was
doing. He was across the room before they heardcbiming. A tall, hard
man, he took Sholto by the neck as easily as W a puppy and flung
him aside.

Sholto fell against the door with a loud crash. awthe hell...?" he
spluttered, recovering almost at once and leapaak hlowards the other
man.

At that instant the older man flicked down a switwh the wall and the
chandelier in the centre of the room flooded thdmwigh blinding light.

Sholto stopped dead, his indrawn breath very aediBir!' He turned white.



The other man ignored him; he was looking at thie giho was silently
crying, tears rolling down her face.

'‘Are you OK?' he asked her gently.

She didn't answer, just put her hands over her, faembling so much she
had to lean on the wall to stay upright.

Sholto stammered, 'l h-had no idea you were in,tgrel'm s-sorry if we
intruded, we thought the room was empty.’

'Clearly.’ The voice was clipped, curt, the maips barely parted to let the
word out. 'Go back to the party, Cory," he added.

Sholto looked relieved and gabbled, 'Yes, sir,afrse. Come on, Em!

The other man's voice cracked like a whip. 'Leagehere—she can't go
back to the party in that state!"

Sholto hesitated, reddening, met the hard stageeyf eyes and almost ran
out of the room, the heavy mahogany door closirgrigehim with a solid
sound.

Pulling a clean white handkerchief out of a pock®, other man put it into
the girl's hand.

She whispered, 'Thank you," and dried her facey bler nose, gave him a
fleeting glance through those long, long damp lasher eyes dark blue
with distress and embarrassment.

'I'm sorry we disturbed you." She began to movevgays towards the door.
"Il leave you in peace.'

He put a hand out to stop her, not touching herbauting her way. 'l
shouldn't go back just yet. Give yourself a mirtotealm down before you
have to face the others.’



'l am really perfectly well now, but thank you foeing so thoughtful.' The
grave courtesy was touching; a child playing ahgerown-up. How old
was she? he wondered. And who was she?

'We ought to introduce ourselves,' he said. 'My aagrKerr.' He watched
her, wondering how she would react when she rehlisbo he was.
'‘Ambrose Kerr.'

The girl's head jerked up, the blue eyes wider thaar, and he noticed how
clear the whites were around the sky-colour ofitise he was reminded of
the blue and white sheen of early Chinese porcegtie stared at him and
this time really took in what he looked like, heazg searching his face.
'Oh,’ she said huskily, then, thinking aloud, Tisigour house, then!" Her
fine dark brows met. 'It's your party,' she worked, looking shocked. 'Oh.
That's why Sholto looked so horrified.'

Ambrose Kerr's mouth twisted in sardonic amusemeatembering
Sholto's face. 'Yes, | don't imagine he was pleésesge me.'

She looked up at him, frowning. 'You should haveukeknow you were in
here as soon as we came in!' she reproached, ayal/béher a wry look.

'l apologise, but it all happened so quickly—yowmean without warning,
and before | could announce my presence Sholtcogeap and | didn't like
to interrupt and ruin what could have been a magiment.'

The dry tone made her turn bright pink. 'Oh... heard that?'
His grey eyes were amused. 'I'm afraid so. Venyctahtly, | assure you.'

She gave a long groan. 'Sholto will want to die whe realises! Oh, poor
Sholto. And he was so thrilled to get the invitatto your Christmas party;
he said it was a tremendous compliment to get one.’

He held a party for his staff every Christmas, a mmpressive,
Nash-designed home in Regent's Park, within a moflethe city
headquarters of the bank he ran. He didn't drawtheplist of guests
himself—the invitations went out on the advice loé senior staff, so that



the chairman could meet promising newcomers arnesaghem in a social
situation, and meet again older members of thé ktaflid not normally

come in contact with. Ambrose Kerr knew that théyhaped the party

would give them a chance to catch his eye and isspiném, and he could
imagine how Sholto Cory's heart must have sunk Wigerecognised him a
few moments ago.

'Oh, dear," the girl said, frowning at nothingktag in a low, worried voice,
as if to herself more than him. 'l feel worse nbwt how was | to guess he
would propose? Out of the blue, like that?'

Ambrose Kerr watched her, fascinated by the changipressions on that
oval face. She showed everything, didn't she? Calvept over her face all
the time- now pearly white, now carnation-pinknddhose big eyes were
revealing too, giving away all her thoughts andifigs. He had never met
anyone so transparent, so unprotected, so vulrer8be shouldn't be let
out on her own, he thought; this was not a safdduvor innocents, she

could get hurt, and he felt a strange pang atitleat. He wasn't usually so
protective in his reactions; it startled him tolféeat way about this girl.

Why had she got under his skin? he wondered, gtatiher.

'How long have you been seeing Sholto?' he asked.

She didn't need to think about it. 'Since Septentierthird,” she said at
once, and she was smiling suddenly, her eyes brightmemory, making

him wonder exactly how she did feel about SholteyCMaybe she liked

him more than she realised?

"We met on ariver-boat," she said. 'Going downTtimemes to Greenwich on
a rainy Saturday; it poured, all day. Everyone &las terribly cross; they
were soaked to the skin and some of them had coesset up in such
pretty clothes. They huddled in the bar, drinkiawggd looking really fed-up.
But Sholto was such fun, he made me laugh allithe.tWe got the giggles
and that made everyone else get even crosser.'

It sounded very uncomfortable and far from fun. Acde gave her a dry
look. 'What on earth were you doing on a river-boat a rainy day,

anyway?'



'Oh, didn't | say? It was a birthday party for Sb'sl cousin Julia. | went to
school with her, that's why | was invited. It whs first time I'd met Sholto,
though. He asked me to go riding with him the nexdrning; it was a
Sunday and he wasn't going to work. He said he avbabk us a couple of
horses from a stable in Epping Forest, and heldmpe up and drive us out
there—it was only a half-hour drive from wherevidli He said it was bound
to be fine next morning, after all that rain, by tlaw of averages, and he
was right. It was a glorious autumn morning, al trees in the forest were
turning yellow, and we had a wonderful ride. Thavies kept falling all
around us, like golden confetti.’

'It sounds very romantic," he said drily. In fatsounded as if she did like
Sholto rather more than she realised. Sholto niglve been a little too
precipitate but perhaps she intended to marry hithé end? It wasn't his
business, he knew nothing about her—it didn't matt@im whether or not
she married Sholto Cory.

But his frown deepened, carving heavy lines inonaws, lines which had a
permanent look, as if he frowned a good deal, thotige girl, watching
him. Not because he was bad-tempered, she dediéedkye wandering
over the rest of his strong, controlled face. Thees a faintly sardonic
humour about his eyes, a warmth to his mouth—no,digm't look

bad-tempered. He must have a lot on his mind altithe, though.

She knew from Sholto how important he was, how npmhier he had; she
had been curious about him for ages, and now slseimwaressed—who
wouldn't be?

'‘And you've been seeing Sholto ever since?'

'Well, we're in the same crowd, we see each othibieasame parties and so
on... yes...'

'‘But you weren't expecting him to propose?’

'It never entered my head. We barely--' She brdkeaovivid red. 'Well, |
mean...I'm not... We aren't... We never...'



He was filling in the blank spaces, his dark breaised. 'You aren't in love
with him?"

Just as obviously, they had never made love eitipant from the odd kiss,
he suspected. That was what she couldn't bringh¢ossay. She's a virgin,
he thought, looking into those blue eyes, startdeddrare as a unicorn these
days. | don't believe it.

'How old are you?'

She gave him a stricken look, obviously understagavhy he asked the
guestion.

‘Twenty," she said half-defiantly. 'Twenty-one infeav months. On the
second of April, actually—I just missed April FaoDay.' She laughed, but
Ambrose didn't.

He felt a strange stirring inside his chest, dwihad swallowed a bird that
was trying to escape, wings fluttering againstrifus.

| must be sickening for something, he thought—maia¢ headache is a
symptom of something worse on the way? The lasigthineed is to go
down with the flu, especially of the virulent kind.

The silence that had fallen had made the girl Inekvous. Noticing this,
Ambrose said idly, 'Has Sholto been your only bieyid?' and then
wondered what on earth he was doing, asking tha siranger such a
guestion. Serve him right if she slapped his facealked off in a huff.

She gave him an even more startled look, very #dstand opened her
mouth to answer.

Ambrose quickly said, 'Sorry, not my business,airse.’

'Well, no, itisn't, she said quietly. 'And | shauit have talked about Sholto
behind his back, especially to you—he wouldn't like

'No, of course, you're quite right. I'm sorry,'dsed gravely.



Sholto must be worried stiff in case he had biteffended the very man he
most wanted to impress. Ambrose Kerr felt a twin§@ity for him. This
wasn't Sholto's night, was it? And he must haveedapwould be! He had
probably planned that proposal, had wanted to d¢herié, so that he could
announce it tonight, in front of the most importpabple at the bank!

He was probably hanging around outside, watchiegdibor to this room,
waiting on tenterhooks for her to come out so kleatould pounce and find
out what had been said about him in here.

'Please...'
Ambrose looked down at the girl, who gave him agieg look.
Yes?'

'Please, could you forget you saw us? That it Ba@pened, | mean? You
won't let it influence you? Against Sholto, | mearThat would be so
unfair.'

Still speaking gravely, he promised, 'His careenwsuffer. Don't worry.'
Looking at him uncertainly, she asked, 'You prorpise

'l promise,’ he said, and smiled at her suddenigking her blink with
surprise at the charm in that smile.

Charm wasn't the first thing you thought about wieumlooked at Ambrose
Kerr. He had an air of authority, calm self-assaearHe was a big man,
broad- shouldered, tall, his body fit and powerfdis grey eyes made her
shiver a little when they weren't smiling. Fortakit charm, she didn't think
it would be wise to make him really angry. No won@eor Sholto had

looked witless when he recognised him.

Sholto was always talking about him—he admired Iriom a distance,
because of course he didn't know him, had neverhinetbefore tonight.
Mind you, nobody seemed to know much about Ambkaese, Sholto said.



He had come out of nowhere, shooting across thefsthe business world
like a comet over the past decade.

He had no family connections, no history he talabdut, and people were
far too nervous of him to go on asking questionsniagle it plain he didn't
want to answer.

He had an American background, but he didn't havemaerican accent. He
looked Mediterranean, if anything, with olive skitlpse-shaven tonight
along that tough jaw; his hair was dark too, smpatflossy blue- black in
this light, brushed back from a widow's peak, bihw silver streak at the
temples.

She could see why he impressed Sholto so deeplynpieessed her. Her
nerves rippled; no, it was more than that—he... f&nened, searching for
the right word. Disturbed, she thought; that wablé disturbed her. In fact,
being with him was like standing on the very edfa wolcano. You were
always aware of depths you couldn't see but which gensed were
explosive and potentially deadly.

'l really must go," she said uneasily.

"You haven't told mgour name yet.'

'Emilie," she said, and spelt it out. 'Emilie Madel

The name meant nothing to him. He repeated it,émarise it, and at that
instant the telephone on the library table begarnm Ambrose frowned;

he had been expecting the call tonight, anothesoreavhy he had come into
this room—to wait for it.

'I'll have to take that—excuse me for a moment...'

He had meant her to wait, but as he picked up tioae the girl took the
opportunity to slip away before he could stop heyrmuring politely,

‘Thank you again...'

The heavy mahogany door closed behind her.



Staring at it, Ambrose spoke into the phone cubdgs?"Ambrose?’
'Hello, Gavin. How did it go?"'

'Like a dream. We've got him; everything's in plémethe kill. You can
close in at the board-meeting on Thursday.'

Gavin Wheeler's voice was excited, a little th&& if he had been drinking,
and no doubt he had. Gavin drank far too much, @slbe when he was
coming to the end of a particular project.

Ambrose never drank with him, which, he knew, Gaesented. From the
occasional curious remark, Ambrose knew Gavin stisdehim of being a
reformed alcoholic, which was ironic. Ambrose'daiod had been made
miserable by an alcoholic father who was violenewltme was drunk and
morose when he was sober. That was why Ambrosectiosly drank the
occasional glass of wine, on social occasions nargpirits at all, and never
drank when he was alone. But he had never talk€atan about his father-
Ambrose wasn't giving Gavin any power over hinhefcould help it. He
did not entirely trust Gavin; in fact, Ambrose dibt trust anyone
unreservedly.

Coolly, Ambrose said, 'Good work, Gavin. Sure Rdrdtgesn't have a clue
what we're doing?’

‘Not unless someone has told him since this moyn@®yin said, laughing.
'I've personally talked to all the shareholdersijrtBhares will change hands
on Thursday, too late for George Rendell to guedsaf's going on. Our
friends on the board all agree that h”s too oldtierjob now. He should
have retired long ago.'

'If he'd had a son he would have done, no doulmbhdse said. ‘It must
have been a terrible blow to him to have no heir.'

'Don't waste any pity on the old man; he has pleftyoney to make his
retirement comfortable,” Gavin retorted.



It is still going to hit him hard; his life is imsted in that company.'
Ambrose rather liked the old man, and was sornhfor, but the company
was going downhill when it should be doing welthe current climate, and,
with the bank's money invested, it was his dutyneke sure their money
was safe.

'He'd have to retire soon, anyway," said Gavinfiadintly. He didn't care
two pins about George Rendell— he barely knew IBawin didn't work at
the bank; he was directly responsible to Ambrodep wept him moving
between the bank's clients, doing deals, arrantgikg-overs, finding out
information and researching possible mergers. Gawvas a clever
accountant; he had a cold heart and a cool headhenttmperament to
enjoy following a difficult trail to track down atget.

'He isn't a friend of yours, is he?"

‘Not a personal friend, but he has been a clieth@bank for a long time.’

Ambrose was irritated by the question. Persondinge couldn't come into

the way he dealt with clients. The bank's moneytbdtk safeguarded, that
was his job, and they had invested quite a sum @or@ Rendell's

company.

George Rendell's family had been making paperver a century and had
several mills in Kent and Sussex. Two years agorg&ebad asked if he
could borrow money with which to update machinemyd Ambrose had
agreed, but although George had kept up the mongiplgyments, a large
amount of the money was still outstanding and tregany's audit last year
had revealed that, far from an improvement in salesre had been a
falling-off since the new machinery was introducachbrose had come to
the conclusion that the management was set in ateuting at the top, with
George Rendell himself. He was nearing seventyhattino son to take
over, allowing him to retire. The company was ripetake-over. It was in
the bank's interest to arrange one with a client,fsafeguarding the bank's
investment.

‘'The company should be making twice the amountroflyct; the whole
place needs a good shake-up,” Ambrose said. 'OKvt&m do you fly
back?'



‘Ten tomorrow.' Gavin had been up to Scotland &asbig shareholder in
Rendell and Son who was prepared to sell to thresgective buyer for the
firm.

"You've got your secretary with you?'

'She's here right now," Gavin said, laughing inag that told Ambrose that
the two of them were in bed together.

Gavin always had affairs with his secretaries; i@se them for their looks
as much as their brains, although the girls alvwegsboth. Gavin expected
his secretary to work hard, to be ultra-efficie#twell as good in bed. They
never lasted long; about a year was the usual tingestayed with him.
Ambrose wasn't sure whether he sacked them orléfgyout they kept
changing.

Well, he's good at his job, | don't have to likenhthought Ambrose. The
way he lives is none of my business.

'Well, work on your report with her during the thigback,' he said coolly.
'‘Get her to type it up as soon as you arrive, a lit on my desk before
five tomorrow.’

'OK. Will you be around when | arrive?'

‘No, | have meetings all afternoon, but I'll be bbby five. I'll see you then.
Goodnight, Gavin, and thank you.'

Ambrose hung up and looked at his watch. The paoyld soon be over,
his guests would start drifting away in half an hdwe had better get out
there and circulate for the last few moments.

As soon as he opened the door he was engulfeddpjegeager for a chance
to talk to him. He was just working out how to gseagain, when he was
rescued by Sophie Grant, one of his senior stoalke@haxperts. She joined
the circle surrounding him, waited her moment, tesh asked him to show
her his latest prize orchid in the heated greertbesind the house.



Several others clamoured to see it, but Ambrosiaaal politely that there
should never be more than two people in the orbligkse at a time.

'It uses up too much oxygen,' he assured them.

As he and Sophie walked off she laughed softly.ath smooth liar you
are!'

Ambrose gave her an amused look. 'An essential itodhe banker's

weaponry. And it's true—it isn't a good idea toé&vo many people in the
orchid-house at one time. Thanks for rescuing mgway. Do you really

want to see the orchids?'

'Of course | do! They fascinate me; there's somgthiscious and terrible
about them. They're so beautiful, yet they looK #sey might eat people.’

Ambrose gave her another sideways glance; there swmmething

orchidaceous about Sophie: she was beautiful arietbas if she might eat
people—men, anyway! She had thick, white, perf&ot,sark, gleaming

eyes and a ripe, full red mouth. Her body was jastextravagant:
ultra-female, rounded, sensual, almost defiantdyrited in the clinging
black satin backless dress with the neckline phupgietween her full
breasts.

They had had an affair briefly, two years ago. Aosierhad been attracted,
even fascinated, for a brief time but had soorigedlthat he didn't like what
he found under the come-hither smile and the dasitaody. Sophie was

ambitious and hard-edged; there was no emotioneim kbvemaking, apart

from lust, and Ambrose wanted far more than thamnfthe woman in his

life.

He had discreetly backed off, gradually stoppeding her, asking her out,
and Sophie had accepted it without a word. He watefyl to her for that.
He'd been afraid she might make a scene, try td dolto him. He was
convinced she cared no more for him than he didhfer;, but he also
suspected she had been hoping to marry him. Henfatey and social
cachet, and Sophie wanted both. But she hadn'thfoieg him. She had
behaved impeccably. He had promoted her a few rsdatér, not a reward



for good behaviour, simply that her tact and disorehad proved to him
how valuable she could be to the bank.

'How's Gavin doing on the Rendell project?' sheedskwhen they were in
the hot greenhouse looking at the massed orchiediadd been collecting
them for some years, but lately he no longer fotlmeain exciting, and was
considering selling them to the friend who had edlkim into having his
own orchid-house.

'Everything's set for the board-meeting on Thursday

'‘Good,' Sophie said, her eyes gleaming. 'l knowr'tdusually sit in on
board-meetings, but could | come along on Thursday?

Ambrose frowned. Sophie was the executive resptn$ip dealing with
the Rendell account, admittedly. In fact,- looklerck, he seemed to recall
it had been

Sophie who first suggested that they should getesom else in to run the
company.

'l don't think that would be appropriate, do youremt you related to the
Rendell family, Sophie?’

She gave him another of her cat-like smiles. 'Mythap is old George's
cousin, but our side of the family have no money $®e very little of the
mill people; we aren't good enough for them.' Sdwed at the rich patina on
a purple orchid. ‘Gorgeous thing," she said infg sceamy voice. 'What a
pity they don't have any scent.’

What was she thinking about? Not the orchid, Amérdscided, watching
her. Whatever it was, that smile made him unedsyatle no difference to
him whether or not she liked her Rendell relativéss—eecision had been
based purely on financial grounds—but maybe heldhtithave given that
account to her to manage. He hadn't realised atirtteethat she had any
connection with the Rendells; George himself hadhtioaed that to

Ambrose some months back.



The heat in the greenhouse was beginning to makghimit stick to his back
and sweat was trickling down his neck.

'We had better go back to the party,’ he said, ngafor the door into the
house.

People started leaving once he reappeared. Ambtosd by the front door,
shaking hands with departing guests; when Sopldegsadnight he lightly
kissed her cheek, and she gave him a tilted, katsimile.

‘Lovely party, Ambrose. You made us all feel soasaete—you're good at
that.'

He heard the sting under the sweetness; he smdell at her without
warmth.

‘Thank you. Goodnight, Sophie.’

Sholto had left much earlier; he had said goodnwitthout meeting his
host's eyes and rushed off, alone. Presumably ithéehad gone home
already, Ambrose had decided, but a few minutes Emilie Madelin came
along the panelled hall towards him, her hand ttedahrough someone's
arm in an intimate, confiding way.

Who was she with now? Ambrose glanced at the makigu and did a
double-take, stiffening as he saw the grizzled, e lined face and pale
blue eyes of George Rendell.

George Rendell? Why was the girl with him?

The old man smiled cheerfully at him. 'A very ergbie evening, Ambrose,

as usual. Good of you to invite me. I'm sorry wdb&ve had a chance to talk
to you, but with so many people here it was hargetoanywhere near you!

Anyway, we enjoyed ourselves, didn't we, Emilie@' phused as Ambrose
stared at the girl. 'Of course, you weren't arowhdn we arrived. | haven't

had a chance to introduce her—this is my granddaugBmilie.'



Granddaughter. Ambrose turned his stare to Emilaglélin's gentle face,
feeling a strange sickness inside his stomach.elfisomething wrong with
me, he thought. I've been feeling weird all evenligve | picked up some
bug? There was a viral infection going through stedf at the bank at the
moment. Maybe that's it, he thought irritably. /8a't got time to be ill!

The girl gave him her grave smile, her blue eye®ss.

Automatically, Ambrose held out his hand. 'l homei yenjoyed the party,
Emilie.’

Her hand was small and cool; his swallowed it.

'Very much, thank you, Mr Kerr," she said in thatt,sgrave voice. 'You
have a beautiful home.’

"You must have dinner with us soon, Ambrose,' Geétgndell said.

Ambrose detached his stare from her face. He sratléfte old man. 'I'd like
that, thank you," he said, but his mind was in geitin. She was George
Rendell's granddaughter?

Why hadn't he picked up on the name when she melt for him? It was
unusual enough, God knew.

He must have the name on file somewhere. He kneaiv ltar mother,

Rendell's only child, had married a Frenchman amtkdo live in France,
had had, in her turn, only one daughter, and had thed of cancer at a
tragically early age.

The father had been a flamboyant journalist in®?&e had remarried rather
soon afterwards, his new wife had had other childaad this girl had been
sent to a French boarding-school. Ambrose hadalisesl that she was now
living in England with her grandfather; he had ased she still lived in
France. Why hadn't Gavin found that out? Or had Bi&?f he had, why
wouldn't he have mentioned the fact?



Ambrose knew all about her, on paper; he had egen a photo of her, he
suddenly realised, but it must have been taken s@aus ago. She had been
a schoolgirl in a very neat green and gold unifolrhar large-brimmed hat
had half hidden her face, but he had a feelinghgldebeen rather plump and
had worn her hair in two long braids tied with greébon and hanging
right down to her waist.

She looked very different now.

'We're having a dinner party next Tuesday—juswaffeends, you'll know
most of them, | expect. Short notice, | know. | lisnppose you're free, but
if you are..." George Rendell paused expectantiyljrey, clearly expecting
a polite refusal.

'l think 1 am," said Ambrose. He thought he hadtheodinner engagement,
with visiting clients, but that was easy to reagensomeone else could
stand in for him.

But why am | accepting? he asked himself silenflyis is crazy. Aloud,
though, he said, 'l'd be delighted to have dinGegrge, thank you.'

'Well, that's wonderful. Look forward to seeing ythen—I don't think
we've had you at the house before, have we? Shawd thought of it a
long time ago, but | haven't entertained much aen¢ years. Gave all that
up after my wife died; been a bit of a reclusgypmose. All that's changed
since Emilie came to live with me." George lookedwd at his
granddaughter, smiling. 'She's given me a new le&ddge. I've started
giving dinner parties again, filling the house wytbung people.’

Ambrose smiled back at him, faintly touched by dlet man's fond gaze at
the girl.

He was very well-preserved for a man of seventyiglp, active, with a
healthy colour in his face. Ambrose knew he wentvtok each weekday
morning at eight, as he always had, and was aldsk until after six. He
still had plenty of energy, obviously, but perhpao longer cared whether
or not the mills were working at maximum efficiec¥Perhaps all his
attention now was given to this girl?



'We have a town house in Chelsea,’ George Reraidll '¥our secretary
will give you the address, I'm sure. You must hawn file. | know how
efficient your office is! Off the Embankment, nairffrom Carlyle's house.
Easy to find... Shall we say seven-thirty?"

Ambrose nodded. 'Seven-thirty.'
‘Goodnight, then.

George shepherded the girl in front of him; sheegAmbrose a fleeting
smile and he watched them disappear into the wiriggt, his face pale and
his eyes grim.

| shouldn't have accepted that invitation, he thmughis time next week
that old man is going to hate my guts; the girllwab. | have no business
eating their food, sitting at their table, whem about to pull the roof down
on top of them both.

An hour later Ambrose was in bed, the lights die toom dark and quiet,
the only noises the wind rattling the bare brandifdsees in Regent's Park,
which he could see from his bedroom, and the uhlgasbunds of animals
in the zoo on the further side of the park. He ralynwent to sleep the
minute his head hit the pillow. Tonight, thougheepd evaded him until the
early hours of the morning. He couldn't remembes tast time his
conscience had given him that much trouble.



CHAPTER TWO

EMILIE woke up early on Tuesday to a calm, quiet winternimg, the sun
hidden behind cloud, a pale lavender light driftmxer the walls of her
bedroom.

She yawned, thought drowsily, Something speciabgpening today, and
then she remembered. Ambrose Kerr was coming tzedin

Somewhere there was a rapid noise, a drumming Beata second she
couldn't think what it was, then she realised thatas her heart, beating
faster than the speed of light.

She jumped out of bed and ran into the bathroolmat@ a shower. In the
mirror on the wall she saw her reflection: ovemghtieyes, flushed face, a
pink, parted mouth breathing fast.

What's the matter with you? she accused hersedn tlooked away,
hurriedly pulled her nightie over her head, the sment tightening her
slender body, making her breasts lift, their pifgpies harden and darken
against the creamy flesh surrounding them. My hseae too small! she
thought, staring at them. | wish | had a betteureg | wish | had blonde
hair—or jet-black? Anything but brown. | wish myihaas naturally curly,
too, instead of straight. And oh! | wish | had legdpreasts...

She stepped under the warm jets of water, closergelyes, and began
washing, smoothly lathering her body. Her truanhankept conjuring up
disturbing images. How would it feel to have a nh@aunching her like this?
Male hands stroking her shoulders, her throatphesists. No, not just any
man... Ambrose Kerr. Ever since Saturday nightstti't been able to stop
thinking about him. Her nipples ached, her moutks dsy.

Are you crazy? she asked herself, even pinker aog,breathing twice as
fast. He's almost twice your age, sophisticatedy \experienced... he
wouldn't even look, at you!



'How old is he?' she had asked her grandfathehes drove back from
Ambrose's home on Saturday, and Grandpa had stttuigdjéferently.

'Must be getting on for forty now, | suppose.’

She had realised he must be much older than shebwias forty? She had
sighed. Her father wasn't much older than that!

‘Late thirties, anyway," Grandpa had said, andgbahded much better. Her
spirits had lifted.

She had let a minute pass before asking, in whathsiped was an idle,
offhand way, 'Has he got children? | suppose tiseaeMrs Kerr?'

'I've never heard of one. Plenty of women in Hes, lihough, if you believe
the gossips. Sophie was one of them, | gather.'

Emilie had felt a stab of shock. 'Sophie?'

Sophie? Sophie and him? she had thought, shakedismayed. She had
had no idea. Sophie had never said a word to fwertddim, but then Sophie
never said much about her private life to Emilie.

‘They were seen around together for a few mon@sgrge Rendell had
said. 'Then it fizzled out, and | would put moneyibthat it wasn't Sophie
who backed off.’

Emilie had stared out of the window, biting her. fipo you think she's in
love with him?'

Grandpa's voice had been dry. 'l think she fanoesdg Mrs Kerr.' He could
be quite cynical at times, and Emilie had frown@&dandpa had continued,
'Sophie takes after her mother, my cousin Rosay Tke their heads, not
their hearts, those two women. So sharp they coutldhemselves, both of
them.'



'l like them both," Emilie had said quietly, and geandfather had given her
a very different look, his face softening. She'dilethat him and said,
'‘Sophie and her mother have been very kind to me.’

She would always be grateful to them for theirrfdiness when she had
first arrived in England.

Her father's family had never been very interestelder and, now that he
had sons, neither was her father. A hard-bittemjalist, he had never spent
much time at home even before her mother died. He temarried
shockingly soon after that.

Emilie suspected that he had been having an affirMarie-Claude while
her mother was alive. Had her mother known abG&uEhe flinched at the
thought.

Mamanhad never said a word to her, if she had known—vhgn she
hadn't known you were looking, the sadness in &ee tould have wrung
your heart. Her mother had had so much to beaong, Ipainful illness,
which she knew would end in death, made hardeohgliness because her
husband was never at home. Emilie hated to thiakghe might have been
hiding the anguish of knowing that her husband beisaying her too.

Mamanhad wanted to send Emilie away to England in thasemonths,
when she could no longer hide what was happenitgtpobut Emilie had
clung to her, refusing to leave. They had beenreglvsthose last two years
even closer than mother and daughter usually wesepecause they had
both known their time together was going to be sHemilie still missed
her.

Her father's remarriage had been a shock of ardiffesort. Marie-Claude
had worked on his newspaper; they had known edwdr &ir years, Emilie
realised. Marie-Claude was in her early thirtiexyvMrench, sophisticated,
elegant in that French way, understated and wifigrie-Claude's clothes
reflected Marie-Claude's mind. It would have beasier if she had been
openly hostile—but Marie-Claude was far too clefeerthat.



She was very polite and gracious whenever she salieEShe bought her
new clothes, she suggested a change of hairstylétkeesy were going to
be friends. But there was no warmth in her. As sa®rshe was pregnant
with her first child she sent Emilie off to boargi#school. Her visits to her
father's new home were always brief; after a weaesooshe would be sent
off on some activity holiday—skiing in winter, hersriding in summer.
After leaving school she was despatched to a neSadeollege in England,
to take business studies. When she completed leeyear course Emilie
began working for her grandfather at the paper-miKent. She knew she
would never live with her father again.

She had accepted it, yet there was always a sadhtssback of her mind.
She tried to bury it by concentrating on her nde; lon her grandfather and
her job.

Emilie was learning the business by moving aroureldepartments; she
had spent some months on the most important
process—production—moved on to a brief spell inkpag and despatch,
and was now working in sales.

She was at a very low level, of course. All shewas sit at a desk doing
paperwork. Her grandfather didn't employ any woroarthe actual sales
team; he didn't think it was a woman's job, tramglithe roads across the
country alone by car, staying at cheap hotels.dt@amly wasn't prepared to
let Emilie do it. She had to learn all about sdiesn processing orders as
they came in from the salesmen and answering tlo@egyhcoping with
enquiries.

She enjoyed dealing with people, she liked theragirés she worked with,
and she was beginning to be very interested im ineduct, in the history of
the paper- mill, in her mother's family. After @hver lonely period of her life
she felt she had come home, she belonged her&apide Grant and her
mother were family too, as well as being the fasbple she had got to know
here, except her grandfather. She would never wantirt either of them,
especially Sophie.

She frowned. Why was Grandpa so cynical about Roga and Sophie?
They seemed so fond of him.



Emilie hadn't seen Sophie since Saturday, sinde#rdy, in fact. When she
did, she could hardly ask her if she was in loviawmbrose!

I'd better not mention him, in fact, she thougletitigg dressed. It would be
tactless to say much to Sophie about him. She nhigi been badly hurt
when they broke up.

Why had they broken up, anyway? Had Ambrose even e love with
Sophie?

She stopped brushing her hair, bit her lip, thanagl at herself in the mirror.
What's it got to do with you what happened? Stagkthg about him—he's
twice your age, he probably has another woman @aomvan like him isn't
going to be alone for long—I bet he's forgotterelier met you!

She ran downstairs to breakfast at a quarter totei@nd found her
grandfather already at the table, in his fainty-fashioned dark suit, with a
stiff red-striped white shirt and maroon silk @ating toast and marmalade
and drinking coffee, his normal weekday breakfast.

He looked up and smiled, his eyes approving of diep cream cotton
blouse and dark grey pleated skirt, of the waystegk brown hair swirled
around her face, the brightness of her eyes anig.smi

George Rendell had lived alone for years; lonesirtesd been engrained in
his mind, had got under his skin. He had almogjdtien how it felt to live
with someone else, to have someone running up @nd the stairs, talking
on the phone, watching television. He had forgottbat it was like to look
across the breakfast-table each morning and sdbeaarface, meet a warm
smile.

Emilie had changed his life. He had wondered at ffrit would work for
her to live with him, if he would be irritated abdred having a young girl
around all day, but within a week it was as if blad always been there.

More than that, he felt a strange new happinesbngalp inside him. He
wasn't the type to show his feelings, but the amesout whenever he saw
her come into a room. She called out all his ptotednstincts—she was



young and small and helpless, and George would ki#led anyone who
hurt her.

Emilie kissed him on the top of his head. 'Isr& itice day?'

He looked at the window, saw the leafless tredgsmgarden, the chilly sky.
Almost Christmas—he hated winter more each year.least it isn't
raining." He watched her slide bread into the &ragiour herself orange
juice and coffee and sit down to eat opposite him.

'Everything OK for tonight?' he asked, and she edddpreading thick,
chunky marmalade on her toast.

'‘We're having broccoli soup—at this time of yeaha@ soup is a good
starter—then poached salmon in hollandaise saub&hws light and
simple, followed by a sweet omelette... | thougthfill it with hot puree of
fruit, probably redcurrants or raspberries.’

She had learnt to cook from her mother, first, am& of the activity
holidays forced upon her by her stepmother had hemrmmer at aordon
bleu cooking school on the Loire. Her grandfather hadrbastonished and
delighted by this unexpected skill; he was useddiing dull food plainly
cooked by his housekeepers, and he had eagerin lgggog dinner parties
to show off Emilie's talent.

'Sounds delicious, mouth-watering,' he said fondéyMary coming in to
help you?'

'Oh, that's all arranged—there's no problem, Grandpn't worry. I'll make

the soup in advance. The salmon is easy, it wiif take me a quarter of an
hour to cook it and make the sauce. The omeletiletake longer, but they

aren't difficult. 1 shall cook them at the table anspirit-stove—people
always enjoy watching!'

'Watching other people work is always fun," Geoggented, smiling. He
loved to watch her do anything; she endlessly feged him. 'I've never
heard of omelettes filled with fruit.'



'It's really easy. I'll have prepared the fruitdyehand, it will be reheated in
the microwave and brought to the table in a jughsd| can pour it into the
omelette just before | fold and serve it.'

"You're a marvel"" George Rendell said, and Engee him a glowing
look. Knowing he loved her made her feel she calalénything.

They drove to work at the paper-mill in Kent togatrand that evening they
drove home again, leaving on the dot of five o'kldder grandfather no
longer worked the long hours he once had, she gathéle had been a
workaholic; now he preferred to be home with her.

It took them an hour to reach the house in ChekadEmilie went straight
into the kitchen. Their guests were not due foihaar and a half, which
gave her just enough time to prepare most of tlogl floefore she went
upstairs to dress for dinner.

The woman who came in every day to clean the halvsays helped with
dinner parties. Emilie had left her instructionsl aiary had already done
some of the work—the vegetables were all prepaitesl,table laid, the
ingredients ready.

Emilie rapidly made the broccoli soup and then pdreseparately, the
raspberries and oranges she had decided on forntakette-filling, then she
went upstairs to shower and change. She couldiké mma her mind what to
wear and wasted time putting on first one dress #mother, hating herself
in all of them. She wanted to look different. Olderore sophisticated. In
the end she despairingly settled on a simple biaeks her stepmother had
bought her. Marie-Claude's taste was always perfect

She did her hair and make-up and looked at hersé¢tfe mirror, and was
startled by her reflection. The black dress celyaimde her look different.

She dithered—should she wear it? Would it make Agsbrnotice her,
realise she wasn't the little girl he had seemeditk she was?



She looked again, making a face. Notice me? Nbaace. He was kind to
me the other night because | was crying, but a lilkarhim isn't interested
in girls my age!

Should she change again, into something famili&e’18oked at her watch
and gave a cry of panic—there was no time! Shetbddirry downstairs.
Her grandfather met her at the foot of the staissjaw dropping at the sight
of her.

'Where did that dress come from? Bit old for yam'tiit?" His voice was
dubious.

Her colour rose. 'Marie-Claude gave it to me,' whespered.

'Who? Oh, your stepmother. Ah. French, is it?' Agaat doubtful glance.
'Yes. Looks it.'

He hates it, she thought. If | rush | might havesito change; we can have
dinner a few minutes late. But just then the dolbkkent and the first of the
guests arrived, and after that she had no change amd change.

They were all middle-aged or older, George Rersdétlends, kind to
Emilie but way out of her age-group. She took thmmats, with Mary
hovering to take them away, poured them drinksdbdrround plates of
hors- d'oeuvres: sausages or prunes wrapped ip bason, her own
home-made cheese straws dipped in paprika, trismgl@ast on which she
had arranged caviare.

Ambrose was the last to arrive. At Emilie's firtigpse of him, her heart
gave such a heavy thud that she felt, almost sick.

'I'm sorry, | got caught in a traffic jam in Tragar Square,' he said as she
opened the door to him, and then his eyes moveddoxer her and he
frowned.

Shaken by that look, Emilie huskily asked, 'Magkée your coat?' He hates
my dress too, she thought, her heart sinking. Grardidn't like it, neither
does Ambrose! Oh, why did | put it on?



Still staring, he shouldered out of the black castenwhich was lined with

dark red silk. Emilie reverently took it over hemm unable to resist
stroking it with one hand, thinking how soft andath it was—it must

have cost a bomb!—and yet absorbing at the saneettisnfact that under
the coat he was wearing a dark grey suit which eqslly elegant and
expensive. Made by the same tailor, no doubt; lothes had an exclusive
gloss. Her grandfather said that a man was judgeathi®er men from how

he dressed; Ambrose Kerr probably bought his ctotbémpress his bank'’s
clients. Did he always dress so formally? she woetle

Tonight there was a gold watch-chain gleaming achss waistcoat, gold
cufflinks in the cuffs of his white shirt, and here a dove-grey silk tie.

On any other man she would have thought the clathigsy and boring, but
he made them sexy and exciting.

As if aware of her staring, he said, 'l came straigom work." Then,
abruptly, he said, 'You look different tonight—otdsomehow. It's that
dress.’

Tears prickled stupidly in her eyes, and she lodi¢hem, gesturing to the
open door nearby, from which came the sound ofrigJkaughter. 'Do go
in," she muttered. 'l must hang up your coat.'

As she turned stumblingly away Ambrose caught heulksler to stop her,
put a hand under her chin and lifted her face tdwdmm, his grey eyes
searching hers."You aren't upset, are you? The é&ge®ry chic, and you're
lovely in it. It's just that | had this idea of ydrom the other night—you
were wearing a blue dress that made you look likeeAn Wonderland.

Black makes you look much older, that's all.’

He hated her dress, he thought she was a little. ditice in Wonderland!
She broke away without a word and fled, takingdaiat with her, and heard
her grandfather greeting him behind her.

'‘Come and meet some people... What will you hawitdk, Ambrose?’



It was a relief to have work to do, an excuse fatrneturning to the others
yet. She went to the kitchen to reheat the brocsmlip, poured it into a
tureen, and got Mary to take it to the dining-room.

Emilie put the vegetables on to cook, made the esancaccompany the
poached salmon, and slid the fish into the watem tshe hurried through
into the dining-room after setting the timer sotthvary would have a
warning when the salmon was ready.

Mary had served the soup by the time Emilie tookdeat; Ambrose was
sitting opposite her.

"Your grandfather tells me you cooked the entiralthbe said, his spoon
poised.

Faces turned to smile at her. 'She's a wonderfok,cone of the other
guests, a frequent visitor, assured him.

'I've asked her to come and cook for me when | lihneer parties; she's
wasted working at the mill," another woman saidit 'Bhe refuses to turn
professional, says she's just an amateur. But t ¢t any so-called
professionals who can cook as well as Emihe.’

'It's just a hobby," Emilie said, shyly pink.

Ambrose tasted the soup; everyone watched himjrgmil

He lowered his spoon. 'Delicious. They're right, ywe good.’

Her blush deepened. Everyone laughed and begaratiotree tide of
conversation rising along the table.

'If I invited you to cook for me, would you turn rdewn too?' he murmured,
and she laughed but didn't answer.

Her grandfather spoke to him and Emilie was abledacentrate on her
soup, her head lowered. She listened to everytttiey said, though,
absorbing the sound of Ambrose's voice throughyepere, memorising



every intonation, the warm sound of his laughteemwBrandpa told him a
joke.

When she began cooking the omelettes at the tabiadisted on helping
her, adjusting the spirit-stove, holding the jugfrofit she would pour into
the omelettes before serving.

Feeling his stare riveted on her made her verymerwhich was silly. She
had cooked at the table before- made crepes Sumatte Grand
Marnier—but this time she was shaking a little dwdathless, because
Ambrose Kerr was standing beside her, watching her.

Somehow, though, she got through without makingistake. Ambrose
held out a warmed plate on to which she slid thislied omelette.

When he tasted the golden semicircle he sat wids dalf closed for a
moment while the other guests all watched him, thad, 'Magnificent!'
and everyone laughed.

'You are an amazing cook,' he told her over cofféeur grandfather tells
me you're working in the paper- mill. It seems &t@dor someone who can
cook as well as you can!'Seriously, she said, '@apls fun, but I love
working in the mill far more. Our family have owné&dor a century, you
know, and it is a fascinating process, making pafdre paused. 'Sorry, |
mustn't bore you.'

'If you bored me | wouldn't be here,' he said, &miilie drew a sharp,
shaken breath. What did he mean by that?

Their eyes met across the table; her skin was bgrishe was trembling.
Was he flirting with her? If only she understoodrenabout men!

'How is paper made?' Ambrose said, after a pause siemed to last
forever.

'I'm sure you already know!" Was he patronising@nv? She prickled at
the idea and he shot her an amused look, his noowking at one side.



'l have a hazy idea, but I've never studied thegs® in detail. | realise it
comes from wood, of course.’

Emilie decided to take him at his word; if thaté&dhim it would be his own
fault! She told him how paper was made today, hdvad been made in the
past and how slight was the difference, merely &enaf more efficient
machinery rather than a change in the actual pso€xsce she was over her
intense awareness of him her eyes began to glow thi light of an
enthusiasm close to passion.

That is how she would look in love, Ambrose thoytiet eyes moving from
her warm, softly full little mouth to her wide, bht blue eyes, roaming over
her high cheekbones, her delicate temples, theofallilky brown hair
framing her face, and then going back to that molithad passion and
sweetness and sensitivity, only waiting for théatignan to set fire to it.

After dinner George Rendell persuaded Emilie ty plee piano for them;
the guests all sat at one end of a long, panedlechy the lights dimmed as if
in an auditorium, and Emilie sat at the piano atdther end.

'What are you going to play?' Ambrose asked, aed thsisted on glancing
through the music-books she produced. He pickett@epof Chopin she
said she knew and sat beside her while she playeting the music for her,
leaning forward every so often to flip the page romilie was deeply
conscious of him there, his strong fingers movurgj pt the periphery of her
sight, his gold cufflinks glittering.

"You're good," he said later, when she had finighiaging and everyone was
talking again. 'Did you ever think of doing thabfassionally?'

She shook her head, bright-eyed from his praise.

'‘Another hobby?' he teased.

'I'm not serious enough about either cooking oyipta the piano to do
either of them professionally. You need to be tptabmmitted for that. |

suppose I'm too lazy.' Under her offhand tone Earfiit guilty about not
having the sort of ambition and drive she knew @inght to have. She had



been given talents she wasn't using; she could raat@&eer with either
cooking or the piano, no doubt, if she worked atthbut at the time when
she should have been giving all of herself to stuglghe had been too intent
on her dying mother to have the energy to spackaéier her mother finally
died Emilie had not felt she wanted to do anythahgll.

But she couldn't explain that to him; it was tooso@al, involved telling
him too much, so she changed the subject, askimg 'What about you?
Don't you have any hobbies?'

He made a wry face. 'l paint, with a knife or myntis—just splash
oil-paints on in thick blobs. It helps with aggnessfeelings, I'm told. I'm
not very good. It's more therapy than art.’

'It sounds fun to me. | haven't painted sincetldehool, and then we just did
water-colours, very neat, pale water-colours. ika o try oil-painting,
especially the way you just described.' She laughed said lightly, ‘Maybe
| need therapy!

He didn't take her seriously. She couldn't neeg fu#l that kind, this
wide-eyed girl barely out of childhood and spoitgda doting grandfather!
What problems could she have?

His voice very casual, he said, 'l usually painingtplace in the country. |
have a house in the Cotswolds, with great viewtk@Malvern Hills—why
don't you and your grandfather come for the weekeand I'll show you
what | laughingly call my technique? If you enjogimting that way, you
could start having professional lessons.'

Emilie hadn't expected that. Her breath caughtietlvegas a beat of time
before she could talk, then she huskily said, "Msatild be wonderful,
thank you.'

'Shall we check with your grandfather and see isHeee?' asked Ambrose,
steering her over to where George Rendell wasnglito some departing
guests.



George was taken aback by the invitation. He hagmbeen invited to
Ambrose's country home before— their relationshgs wstrictly a business
one in London— but he accepted.

'Lovely part of the country, the Cotswolds,' he edld!'ll look forward to
seeing it again. | shan't be joining your paintitegs, though, Ambrose, not
one for splashing paint around. I'll just relaxtbg fire and read the .Sunday
papers, | expect!'

Ambrose gravely said, 'You're coming for the weekenrelax, George. Do
just whatever you like." To Emilie he said, 'I§icold, in winter, | paint in a
conservatory—it gives all the light you need buisitwarmer than being
outside!’

'I don't mind cold weather,' she said.

'She doesn't feel the cold, lucky child," said ¢gw@ndfather, and Ambrose's
eyes darkened.

He looked at her with sombre intensity. Child, iught; she is a child, he's
right. I'm out of my mind. What the hell do | thitikn going to do with her?
| couldn't marry her, she's far too young. And selduce her, George will
take a gun to me. Then his gaze drifted down to $bé&, inviting pink
mouth again. Come off it, you know what you'd lilkcedo with her! he
derisively told himself.

When Ambrose got home that evening he rang Gawo, was in bed, but
was immediately alert at the sound of the familiaice.

'‘Ambrose? Anything wrong?'

'‘About the Rendell project,” Ambrose said curtlye'decided to deal with
that myself from now on. You can leave it entiredyme.’

Gavin's voice held suspicion, wariness. 'Why? Hasething happened that
| don't know about? A problem come up?'



Ambrose ignored the questions. "You can draw ugw analysis of our
manufacturing clients and their current positions.'

'‘Anyone could do that for you!" Gavin muttered. tivtead an analysis done
only six months ago.'

'‘And now | want a new one, OK? Just drop the Rérmelect, forget all
about it.'

You can't--' began Gavin, anger in his voice.
'Don't tell me what | can or can't do!

Gavin audibly drew breath, shaken by the crackmbpose's voice. 'No, of
course not, | wouldn't...didn't mean... Ambrosee Ffun myself ragged to
get them all to agree to your plans. Some of tbatdbare old friends of his
and needed a hell of a lot of persuading. Why axe taking me off the
case?'

‘That's my business. Just do what you're told, yeill ?*

Ambrose slammed the phone down, got into bed ahdigagainst his
banked pillows staring at nothing, his face tens# @ale.

A child, he reminded himself again. She was jushiid. It was crazy. He
couldn't. Shouldn't. She still had so much to leslvaut life, about herself,
about men— especially men like him. She was geswegt, innocent... He
had no right to go anywhere near her.

He had years of experience behind him, in evergeseh the word. Other
women had taught him what he knew about her sexglhaf them very nice
women, some of them not women he would even waniohmeet.

She was a sheet of pure white paper on which éiterfot yet written a word.
Heat burned deep inside him, though, at the thoafyteaching her, being
the first. There was something about that puritpt tinnocence, that he
found exciting.



She might be sexually unawakened, but all his nmslkéncts told him there
was passion waiting inside her to be kindled. Thkt soft mouth invited
exploration.

By someone her own age, he told himself scathimglysomeone like me!

There were parts of his life he hated to remendégrkness he sometimes
met in his nightmares and which made him wake igwi@ating misery. She
couldn't even begin to imagine what his life hadrbkke; did he have any
right to let that darkness touch her, even remately

Her grandfather would certainly object; he didmow Ambrose very well.
Ambrose had made sure that nobody knew anythingtdbse origins. His
life had begun when he arrived in London, when las twenty, much the
age of this girl.

He had suppressed his background, buried the deskvigere nobody could
ever find it, but George Rendell was no fool. Handdhave no more luck in
tracing Ambrose to his roots than anyone else tatk dluring the past
fifteen years, that distant past was too well higdrit he would still have a
good idea that Ambrose wasn't a suitable man to s granddaughter's
life.

He's right, too, thought Ambrose. | should sto tmow. Before someone
gets hurt. I'd hate to hurt her. I'd hate myselfdid. If | seduce her, sooner
or later she'll get hurt, when it's all over.

His love affairs had never lasted long. There wasaom for a full-time
commitment in his life; he was too busy, his sexelhad to fit in with his
over-busy schedule and women always wanted more libacould give
them. They wanted stability, marriage, children.

He had always just wanted sex.

No, he couldn't do it; an innocent like that neededheone of her own
generation, a boy whose experience matched her own.



Sholto Cory? mocked a cold, inner voice—and, atvgy idea of them

together, jealousy hit him like an arrow in theldate shuddered. No, he's
too young; he wouldn't appreciate her mature ofwama sensuality and
shining innocence the way an older man would. Helldvaush at her

greedily and bruise that sweetness.

A girl like her needed gentler handling: patiereas]ow introduction to the
pleasure of sex, not to be grabbed and...

He groaned, flinging an arm across his face. Whe lveakidding? The truth

was, he couldn't bear the idea of Sholto layingradon her. He wanted her
for himself.

He called a florist next morning and sent Emilisa®; he wanted white ones
but the girl ruefully assured him she could onlynage either red or pale
pink.

'Pink, then," Ambrose said. 'Two dozen.'

They arrived while Emilie was at work, and Mary phgm into green glass
vases for her and arranged them in the sitting-toom

‘That's nice of him," her grandfather said, stamtghem. 'He certainly
knows how to make a gesture.’

'‘Aren't they beautiful?' Emilie said dreamily, thireg a rose with gentle
fingers. The petals were like cool velvet, theilocw the delicate pale pink
of mother-of-pearl.

The doorbell rang, Mary went to answer it; theyrddeer talking and then a
male voice replying.

'Sholto!" Emilie said, and George Rendell grimaced.

‘That young man... What is he doing here at thig'hélave you asked him
to dinner?’

‘No, I wouldn't, without asking you first. You knavat!'



'If he stays long, we shall have to ask him, | aggh’ George muttered, and
stamped off to get himself a drink. He liked Shaklell enough, but the

dinner party had used up all his hospitable festinge had been looking
forward to an evening spent quietly at home wist familie for company.

Sholto came in, bringing a rush of cold air witimhand gave her a hopeful
look. 'Hi, | thought you might like to come and seBlm—there's a terrific
thriller on at the moment.’

She sighed, wishing he hadn't come. She was titgirgyoid him at the
moment; she still hadn't got over that proposalinduAmbrose Kerr's
Christmas party. Sholto had been far too insistemtad scared her off.

'I'm sorry, Sholto, I'm too tired tonight. | hadiod to do at work today.'
'Oh, come on, Em," he said, his mouth sulky.

She had given in before when he looked like thetabse she had felt guilty
about refusing, but not this time. She firmly shdek head.

'l want to get an early night; | have another badiay tomorrow.'

As she turned away her sleeve caught a small chichvinad been resting
against one of the vases of roses; it flutterédleagground and Sholto bent to
pick it up.

Before she could stop him he had read it. He loakdtie roses, scowling.
'He sent you those? How many are there? Therelmewstouple of dozen...
Pink roses in December? They must have cost amadna leg! Why did he
send them? What the hell is going on, Emilie?'



CHAPTER THREE

EMILIE knew Ambrose was going to be at the board- me@&mghursday
morning at ten-thirty. She kept her eye on her tvatad at about ten-twenty
began her weekly job of first pruning and tidying, uhen watering the
plants on the windowsill in the office, while shedw an occasional casual
glance out of the window at the car-park below. éttirectors arrived,
parked, went into the office block to make theiywgp to the board-room,
but Ambrose was late.

Just after half-past ten, a silvery-blue Rolls digwand slid silently into a
parking place; then his long legs emerged, follolwgdhis lean, hard body.
He was wearing a camel-hair coat today; as he maved/ung open,
revealing one of those elegantly tailored dark siiits, a red-striped shirt, a
dark red silk tie.

He got a black leather briefcase out of the badkefimousine, locked the
Rolls, turned and began to walk, then threw a réquoé upwards, over the
windows of the building, as if he could feel heeggnce.

Emilie shot back from her window so fast that shéér thigh on her desk.

'‘Ouch!" She dropped her watering-can, sheddingrvait®ver the carpet,

and lifted her skirt to scrutinise the rapidly damikng bruise on her upper
leg.

There were two other girls in the room, workinghatrd-processors. They
looked up at her cry of pain.

‘That looks nasty," Jennifer, a small, dark girhef own age said.

The older girl, Karen, was always quick with adviSée told Emilie, 'You
should rub it, to disperse the blood; it helps.'

Emilie rubbed her thigh, grimacing, then picked tng@ watering-can,
looking ruefully at the damp stain on the carpet.



'You'd better get a cloth from the cleaners' cupthaad mop that up,' Karen
told her.

Emilie emptied the watering-can down a sink in¢bpboard-like room on
that corridor where the cleaners kept their varjpieses of equipment, and
hunted for a cloth to use on the carpet.

The board-room was just a few doors away. She doedd the low buzz of
voices. She had sat in on one board- meeting, maygh, but it had been
short and dull. She didn't remember Ambrose beneggnt; she was sure
she would have noticed him if he had been there.

The bruise on her leg still ached; she pulled ushkit again to squint down
at it, frowning. It showed black and blue agaihst ¢treamy smooth flesh of
her thigh. What did you put on bruises? Witch-haz&omething
soothing—a cream?

'How did you do that?' a deep voice asked, andtsinted, flicking a look at
the door.

Ambrose's eyes were fixed on her bared thigh, erd#ep lace of her white
slip, the tiny, silky white panties under that.

She hurriedly dropped her skirt.

Ambrose watched the hot pink flow up her face wiaening of those blue
eyes.

'Oh... hello..." she stammered, her hps parting lmeathless gasp. 'Thank
you for the roses, they were lovely,’ she saidhinig he wouldn't stare like
that.

He shrugged. 'Glad you liked them. You didn't say lyou got the bruise.’

'‘Bumped myself on my desk,’ she said, very flushed.

"You should be more careful; you have the sorkof that bruises easily.'



The sort of skin that made a man want to toudaste it, he thought. When
he first saw her, at his Christmas party, he hadolight she was pretty, let
alone beautiful, but every time he had seen hearesithe impression she
made got deeper, stronger.

But she's too damn young! he told himself impatjeribon't even think
about it. But he kept remembering that smooth, shigh, the delicate silky
panties, the lace through which he had caughtrapgke of curly dark hair.
Heat smouldered inside him.

'Were you looking for the board-room?' she askemhdering what he was
thinking—why was he scowling like that? Had shenffed him somehow?
'It's just down the corridor; they'll be waiting fgou.'

'Let them," he said with cool arrogance, as if nohthe other men on the
board had anything better to do than wait for famg perhaps some of them
would agree with him. They were certainly prepatedwait without
complaint, at least to him. Ambrose Kerr was a y@owerful man, and it
wasn't just his money that impressed other men. géisonality was
impressive, formidable.

He frightens me, Emilie thought, her pulses goiagwire.

He looked at her through his dark lashes, his gigaming. 'l saw you as |
was walking past, so | came in to say how muchjéyad the meal you
cooked for us the other night.'

'Oh... good..." was all she could manage in refitye room was so tiny, and
he dominated the cramped space, imposed his phpsgsnce on her. She
felt a claustrophobic tightness in her throat, @r hlood. If he came any
nearer, if he touched her, even with a fingertige &It she would scream,
her awareness of him was so intense.

Huskily, she said, 'Grandpa will wonder where yoel'a

He smiled crookedly. 'Well, | mustn't keep yourrgttather waiting, must
1?'



He turned on his heel and vanished.

She sagged, closing her eyes. Behind her ribcagddwt clashed like
cymbals, the sound seeming to echo through hedbloo

Moving like a zombie, she found a cloth and wertidta the office to mop
up the floor, washed her hands, then sat downratlésk again to try and
concentrate on work. It wasn't easy. Her mind ke&phdering back to
Ambrose. She wished she understood him betterdo@ad that strong,
controlled face of his more easily.

But that was just what he didn't want, wasn't itAbkose preferred to keep
his secrets.

There was a sudden outburst of shouting from tleedooom and all of the
girls looked up, startled.

'Sounds like World War 11l just broke out. | wondehat's going on in
there?' Karen said. 'ls something up, Emilie?'

‘Not that | know of.' Emilie frowned. Her grandfatthad said this morning
that the board-meeting wouldn't last long; there wathing important on
the agenda.

The shouting got louder; they couldn't distinguitsé words but the anger in
the voices was unmistakable.

Emilie picked out Grandpa's voice, louder than aeyelse's.

'I'd like to be a fly on the wall in there!" Jeramifsaid, giggling.

'‘Get on with your work," Karen scolded. Almost thirand married, she had
worked there longest and was in charge of the affi8he treated the
younger girls as if they were children sometimas, $he had a maternal

streak and could be very kind.

At one o'clock, Karen and Jennifer went off to lin8omeone always had
to stay behind to man the office during the luncbal. Today it was



Emilie’s turn. She answered the phone, worked atcbmputer, but her
mind was preoccupied with Ambrose and the boardetmg, which still
hadn't ended.

It was almost two o'clock when she heard the diwscemerging. They
walked past to the lift, a small crowd of men intsucarrying briefcases,
talking to each other; she caught snatches of seate

'Felt very bad about it... But that's life. Nothisigys the same, everything
changes.’

‘Tough character, Ambrose...'
'‘But knows what he's doing.’

'Oh, absolutely. I'm very fond of the old man, ymow that, known him for
years, great respect for him, but there's no denlyais well past his sell-by
date; the firm needs someone with new ideas, nexetibn.'

"This is business, after all.'

'Well, there you have it! You can see the bankitpof view. Have to
protect their investment.’

‘That's the bottom line. It's ultimately the invast who count. The bank
uses their money, they expect a good return. Hapedtect jobs, too, don't
forget.'

'‘Quite. There's always a risk of bankruptcy if tlo¢ isn't stopped soon
enough, and then the men would blame us. Hardidadis make, though.
Glad I'm not in Ambrose's shoes. | need a drink—hbwaut stopping at the
pub on our way back, Don?"

Emilie sat listening, feeling cold. What were thaiking about? What had
been happening at that board- meeting?

Karen and Jennifer came back from lunch a momenwvorater, and she
was free to leave the office. She didn't tell ttteeos what she had heard, and



she wasn't hungry now; she didn't want lunch. Sakked quietly down to
the board-room door. It stood ajar; inside themarrectangular room she
saw Ambrose, his back to her, his black head livoytry sunlight which
gave it a frosty gleam.

Her grandfather was sitting at the long board-rdabie, half hidden by
Ambrose, his face in profile.

'How long have you been planning this?' he wasngski a hoarse voice.
'My God, you are a bastard, aren't you? Sweet asyhim my face, making
out that we were the best of friends, and all tlme tyou had a knife behind
your back.'

Emilie stiffened, holding her breath.

'‘No, George,' Ambrose said quietly. 'Please doakethis personal; it isn't.
| have the highest respect for you. | know you'weey your life to this

company and you really care about your work-fotbat's why | hoped
you'd see this change as being for the good ofjemerwho works here. It's
business, George; nothing personal. You'll stillnoav big piece of the
company, you'll still be on the board.’

'Without any power!'

You'll still be there, though. You aren't justigikicked out.'

'Don't try to wrap it up! I've been given six mosithotice!'

Emilie felt as if she had been punched in the satrm&he wanted to yell;
instinctively she put her hand over her mouth,ilense herself. She didn't
want them to know she was there; they would sttt like this if they
saw her, and she wanted to know exactly what wasygm.

Had Grandpa lost the firm? But how? It was themfitheir family had built

it up, her grandfather had run it for years, wasaor shareholder—how
could anyone take it away from them?



Ambrose sighed. 'George, you are way past the ustiBment age! You
know very well you should have retired long ago.’

Furiously, George Rendell shouted at him, 'l dait to retire. | enjoy my
work. Who the hell are you, anyway, to dictate te when | should stop
work? You've cheated me...'

Emilie bit down on her knuckles. What exactly haul#&ose done?
'‘George, | haven't done anything of the kind!
"You've sold my firm to that bastard Wingate!

She knew that name; he was one of their main riwdla big Scottish firm
who competed with them for markets. She had ondydhef Ewan Wingate,
she had never met him, but she knew her grandfditiett like him. Their
feud was of such long standing that the originarcgl had been lost in the
mists of time, but they had kept it up for mosttedir working lives.

Ambrose sounded faintly impatient now. ‘It wasnihento sell, George. |
don't own any shares in your company.'

'Don't pretend you didn't engineer the whole d€lis didn't just happen! It
was one of your carefully worked- out take-overkndw your reputation,
Kerr!"

Ambrose was silent. Emilie stared at the long, ahédine of his back, the
tension in the muscles under that smooth suit.

Shock made her chill and sick.

"You betrayed me!'" Grandpa said thickly, and thedsovere an echo of
what she had been thinking. 'I'm not some turromfthe back of beyond. |
know how you operate. You secretly talked sharedrslahto selling their

shares to Wingate, you persuaded the board tonweteut as chairman and
him into my job! I've lost control, and there's Imog | can do about it; |

have to leave my own firm, retire when I'm not rneé&at it.'



'I'm sorry, but the bank lent you a very consideralim, George. We hoped

it would raise production, improve cash-flow, bloat hasn't happened, has
it?"

'‘Admittedly, we've had problems. We've had a baession to cope with,
remember. But we're pulling out of it now. Our puotlvity has gone up,
and when the buyers come back we'll be ready Emth

Ambrose said curtly, 'Meanwhile your cash-flow hasome a trickle, and
you aren't paying back the loan, just the interest.

‘That's how you make your money, isn't it?' Gedrgadell said bitingly.
"You lend out money at exorbitant interest-ratek! @es, and if someone
can't pay, you foreclose on them! You can't loseel pay you back you get
that monstrous rate of interest; if we can't pay take the firm away or fix
up a deal with one of your other clients. It wotldmrprise me to find out
that you had this scheme in mind when | first apphed you for money.’

'Don't be ridiculous!" snapped Ambrose. 'You'rediant too. We want you
to make money. But the accounts make depressimingaNe're a bank,
George, not a charity. We have to safeguard oantdi money.'

'So you sold me out.'

Emilie couldn't bear the bleakness in her grandf&hvoice. She moved
impulsively; both men heard her. Grandpa stood hip,face changing.
Ambrose swung round.

His grey eyes flashed over her pale face, seardiengxpression.

She looked at him with angry bitterness, walked pa® without a word
and went to her grandfather, put her arms aroumd leiant her head against
his shoulder.

'Oh, Grandpa, I'm so sorry.'

He looked at her sharply. "You know? Did he teliyddow long have you
known?'



'I've been listening at the door," she confessedrihg the suspicion under
his tone and hating to see distrust in his face.

'Oh, | see,’ he said, holding her close, sighirtt wisort of sick relief. 'l was
afraid... Never mind...'

She looked up at him. 'Afraid of what?'
‘That you might be in on it," he said.

She turned even paler. 'You thought I...? You daave thought | would do
that to you?"'

'No, of course you wouldn't, I'm sorry," he sdinllie... we've lost the mill,
they've taken it away from us.'

She looked at him helplessly, wishing there wasetbing she could say to
help him, something she could do. Tears glittenduker blue eyes. 'But how,
Grandpa? | don't understand what's happened.’

He talked in a gritty way, his teeth barely partirig was so pale; she was
worried by the look of him. 'l owed them a lot obney; some of my shares
were put up as collateral. The bank can now talksgssion of them. And a
lot of other shares have changed hands—Wingatedaght a big chunk of
shares today without my being aware of what waagyon.' His face and
voice were charged with bitterness. 'My "friends"tbe board... Some of
them sold out to Wingate, others didn't sell buedawvith Kerr and his gang,
forcing me off the board, putting Wingate on to it.

She looked accusingly at Ambrose.

'I'm trying to save your firm, Emilie," he saidanvoice which was deep and
harsh. 'lt is in a very bad way. If your grandfatisehonest, he'll admit that.
The firm has been making plenty of product butiselling enough. Unless
something is done—and soon—the mill may have to gbwn.’

'He's a smooth liar, Emilie, don't believe a woeddays!" George Rendell
struggled to his feet, his knuckles turning whiéha clutched the desk. She



put an arm round his waist to support him, andelaméd on her so heavily
that she almost buckled under his weight. 'Let'shgme,’ he added in a
weary way. 'l can't take any more.’

Ambrose said curtly, 'George, I'm sorry you're ngkit so badly, but--'

‘Leave him alone!" Emilie interrupted him with fui£ome on, Grandpa, I'll
take you home.'

They began to walk towards the lift, but George Wwaesathing badly; they
had to keep stopping.

Emilie was angrily aware of Ambrose walking jushivel them. The lift
doors were open; she guided her grandfather thrdugtm and Ambrose
joined them. George and Emilie ignored him as ifhekent down, George
Rendell leaning on the wall and breathing thickly.

Emilie was increasingly worried about him. He seérte have aged ten
years in one morning.

As they walked out of the lift he swayed and alnfeltover, taking Emilie
with him. Ambrose was there instantly, his poweifolly supporting her,
taking over, pushing her aside and half carryirgy ald man towards the
silvery-blue Rolls-Royce.

'I'm going home in my own car!" George Rendell demithickly, trying to
push Ambrose away.

'You're in no condition to drive.'
'I'll drive," Emilie said coldly.

"You may need help with him. If anything happenedf.there was an
emergency on the way...'

'l can deal with any emergency,’ she insisted vees alone. We don't want
your help.'



George Rendell pushed him away, straightening.rnibton my last legs
yet!" He turned to their own car, opened the pagsedoor, struggled, half
fell into the seat, and slammed the door shut leehim.

Emilie went round to get behind the wheel, but Aader caught her wrist
and held her back.

His grey eyes glittered. 'Don't judge me withodtimgy me tell you my side
of the story.'

She gave him a bitter, reproachful stare. "Yoakaig my family firm away
from us. What more do | need to know?"'

'Emilie, it's just a management reshuffle—your figratill owns a large part
of the company. The only change is that your graitdi won't be running it
any more.'

‘All that is just words. The fact is, you've takaur firm and handed it to the
man my grandfather hates most in the world. HeEEwdn Wingate have
had a feud for years. Now Wingate has got holduofroill. All because of

you."' She looked up at him with hatred. 'Now gatnjoand off me. | hope |
never set eyes on you again.'

Ambrose let his hand drop, didn't answer her—jtmad there like a figure
carved in stone.

Emilie got into the car. As she started the engimdbrose seemed to come
out of his trance; he leapt at the car as if tp gtcsaid something she didn't
catch. She drove away without so much as a glalo®st running him
over.

When they got home she put her grandfather toldeday there, his hands
clenched on the quilt covering him, his face gteg,breathing bad.

"Try to rest," Emilie said, biting her lip, theneslwent downstairs and called
their family doctor, who came at once.



After examining George, he joined her downstairs fice grave. 'He's an
old man, Emilie; and | gather he's had a severeksiut his heart is quite
strong, although his blood-pressure isn't reallystectory. Keep him in
bed, don't let him excite himself, try to keep lnaim; just a little light food,
no alcohol, none of those cigars he loves to smblkeall and see him
tomorrow.'

'He seems so old suddenly," she whispered.

The doctor gave her a kind smile. 'He is old, mgrdBut he is basically in
good health; don't worry. With love and care hel wdon be back to
normal.'

She barely slept that night. She was too edgy; ywagr about her
grandfather, worrying about the paper-mill, brogdaver the way Ambrose
had betrayed them.

In the morning she let her grandfather sleep wéhle went downstairs to
make his breakfast. She had just put on the ceifesn the doorbell rang.

The doctor had promised to come that morning. Enmtirried to the front
door, but as she opened it she caught sight of Assgboutside and at once
tried to slam the door shut again.

He put his powerful body into the opening, forcthg door back.

'‘Go away—if you had an ounce of decency, you wdtukimow your face
around here.’

'How's your grandfather?' he answered coolly, pughis way inside the
house.

She couldn't stop him, she wasn't strong enoughshmilooked at him with
contempt.

'Don't pretend you care!



'l do, Emilie," he insisted in a low voice, thodadk brows of his dragging
together.

Bitterly she said, 'Only because you're hoping w@managed to kill him,
so that you can buy up the rest of his shares!

His eyes glittered fiercely. 'l haven't any perdonterest in all this—how
many times do | have to tell you? | won't be buyary shares in your
company. | am acting solely in the interests ofimyestors, in protecting
money | lent your grandfather. | wish it wasn't eesary.’

She laughed disbelief, saw his face tighten evemenamd felt an odd
satisfaction at having made him angry. Ambrose wasd to people
jumping to attention when he spoke, agreeing withrghing he said,
believing him implicitly, or pretending to. Wellghwvouldn't get that from
her.

'Listen," he said through his teeth. 'Whatever ook of me, if you love
your grandfather you'll persuade him to accept \shappened, and make
the best of the new situation.’

'‘Get him to go quietly, you mean?' she mocked,addrk red crept up his
face.

‘No, | did not mean that!" he snarled, making kenp.

'Don't you shout at me!" She wasn't letting him keescared her, even
though he did.

He drew in a long, audible breath, visibly fightitagcontrol his temper.
'Look, I'm trying to persuade you not to encourhige to cut his nose off to
spite his face. The bank still holds those shafdssoas collateral for the

loan. | won't dispose of them to anyone else and

"You mean, he could still get the mill back?' shierrupted, with a leap of
hope.



'He is too old to run the mill, Emilie!" Ambroset lout impatiently.
She tensed at the lash of his voice.
‘You're shouting again!'

‘Then don't make me angry! he muttered, staringndat her and running
his hand through his hair in a gesture of baffletpatience. Try to
understand what I'm saying to you. Stop seeing msies@ane sort of
cardboard villain in a pantomime. | want to reactompromise, OK?'

'What do you mean, compromise?' she asked warily.

Your grandfather hasn't got the drive, the enemgguired to get the
company back on the right track. He can only gdrom day to day in the
same old way. That simply isn't enough these daysthat doesn't mean he
couldn't continue to be on the board, continue dokwhere as an adviser,
still have a strong voice in the firm.'

He made it all sound far too sensible, too convigcEmilie hated him for
that. It was easier to believe that he had betrageahdpa, had only
unworthy motives for what he had done. She didanthim to persuade
her to see it his way.

Angrily, she told him, 'He wouldn't take ordersrfreomeone else!'

Ambrose was quick to insist, '"He wouldn't haveaket orders. He would
still have his own office, and a secretary. He wlatilbe there to work for
someone else, just to advise. Wingate doesn'tdritetake over personally;
he is putting a good manager in there. A young rbahgxperienced and
full of ideas—in fact, your grandfather knows hide used to work for him
at one time before he moved on to a place in thiddvids, and later to work
for Wingate. Stephen Hawdry—do you know him?'

She shook her head, but the name was vaguely &slhe thought her
grandfather had mentioned it at some time.



'He has a lot of respect for your grandfather;lhey to make this
arrangement work. He'll listen to George, ask biaeae."' Ambrose looked
down into her troubled blue eyes. 'Emilie, persulaide to give Hawdry a
chance; it will be for his own good if you do.’

'‘Not to mention for yours!" she said bitterly.Will ease your conscience,
what little you have! And make it easier for youget on with your next
coup and forget about us.’

‘That isn't true!" he snapped back. 'For God's ,skkdilie..." He stopped
short, drew a long breath, his grey eyes broodimdper. 'Look, persuade
him to talk to me. Come down to the Cotswolds aswanged; if | have all
weekend | may manage to get through to him.'

She bit her lip. If Grandpa could still go to thdlravery day, was still on
the board, he would have something to keep himgg&@he was desperately
afraid that losing all contact with the firm migiiake him lose his will to
live.

Ambrose was watching her intently. 'Will you dottHamilie?'

'Tll think about it,’ she grudgingly agreed. 'Nowill you please leave
before he hears your voice and comes down to futduwbat's going on? |
don't want him getting upset again.'

For a minute she thought he wasn't going; he sthetk, watching her,
making her intensely aware of him, of the physpmader of his body, of the
glittering, brooding eyes.

'I'm sorry this has had to happen,’ he said abruptl

Ambrose saw that look in her face, and knew he twagstting through to
her. She was too young to know the meaning of tbielvgompromise, he
thought, frowning. Too passionate, as well. He &blat her soft, full
mouth, at the way anger was making her breath li@stbreasts rising and
falling with each sharp intake of air. If she lodkiée that when she was
merely angry, how would she look in the act of Ve thought, and his
own body clenched in sudden, piercing excitemestpHiled himself up.



Gritted his teeth. Stop it! he told himself. SHef your age and as innocent
as a child. You've no business even thinking aheutike that; if she knew
she would be horrified, scared stiff.

He swallowed and said thickly, 'Don't let your angéh me stop you doing
the right thing. I'm not asking you to do this foe—I'm asking you to do it
for your grandfather, Emilie. Il ring you tonight find out what you
decided to do.’

Her blue eyes hostile, she met his stare headdinywghout speaking.
Ambrose's mouth compressed. He turned and wendodt-milie slammed
the door behind him.



CHAPTER FOUR

EMILIE knew she was going to talk to her grandfathecoafrse. She might
resent what Ambrose had said, but she couldn't Henyade sense. Only
getting back to work at the mill and re-establighihe habits of his whole
life could help her grandfather avoid some sotrelakdown.

George Rendell was furious when she first broathedubject. He erupted
in a rage, glaring at her.

'Spend the weekend with him? | never want to ses ey him again!'

'l understand how you feel, Grandpa, but----'

'‘No!" he shouted. 'l don't want to hear anotherdamr the subject.’

Emilie held his hand and looked pleadingly at higmoner or later you're
going to have to talk to him, if you want to havesg in what happens to the
company in future.’

'He's sold it to Wingate. | am not talking to Witga

'‘Grandpa--'

'‘And if | did, it would be useless. | know that dddzzard. He'll never let me
have any power or influence in the company agamhék always wanted it,
and now he's got it." George Rendell ground hightetarkly flushed. 'And
damn Ambrose Kerr to hell—it's his doing, and | wdorget it.’

'Mr Wingate isn't going to be involved in the adtianing of the mill; he's
putting in a manager, someone you know.'" She tahld @&verything
Ambrose had told her, and her grandfather brigltene

'Stephen? He's a good boy. But manager? | dorw Kntoe's up to that.'

‘That's why Ambrose thinks they'll still need y&lease at least discuss it
with him, Grandpa.'



'l am not discussing anything with Kerr," Georgenéksl growled.

Emilie wasn't deflected; she gently repeated tmeesthing over and over
again, in different ways, until he stopped shouang groaned.

'"Water dripping on a stone! That's your techniddie, very well, I'll spend
the weekend there, and I'll talk to him, but I'mt pmpomising to agree with a
word he says, and | still think he's a treacheswise.'

'So do |, but we can't beat him, Grandpa, so vgsneg to have to do a deal
with him, aren't we?"

'‘Damn him," George Rendell said, but the very faet he had stopped
arguing was a hopeful sign. He even looked bettartha doctor said to
her, smiling his satisfaction.

'Rest and quiet—I told you it would do the trick.'

Ambrose's house in the Cotswold Hills was Georganlt of a creamy
golden stone and set in extensive, old- establigiaedens, surrounded by
trees, mostly leafless now in the run-up to Chrastnyet still beautiful, the
slender silver birch shining beside beech and alnésand here and there a
magnificent oak or a great elm. Behind them stobula wall of stone from
a local quarry: grey stone, blueish flint, with and of red brick running
along the top in a Greek key pattern. It could dmyglimpsed through the
trees but it gave protection to the garden withia calm shelter from wind.

'l wonder who else he has invited?' her grandfath@mured as they drove
through the open gate with its classic stone giltam either side, under a
tunnel of lime- trees, to emerge into wintry suhtignd catch a first glimpse
of the perfect proportions of the house.

Emilie gave him a horrified look. 'Will there behet people there?

'He won't just have invited us! | only hope to Gualhasn't invited that rat
Wingate. | wouldn't put it past him.'



Her heart sank. Ambrose's friends were bound tbamking people, way
out of her own age-group: men who talked about matey and night,
women in designer clothes who would look at heif a®ndering what on
earth she was doing here, raising their perfeciycpled eyebrows in
disbelief.

As their car drew up on the gravel outside the Bpégnbrose appeared
under the cream stone portico and her heart Iéegtal stranded salmon
trying to fight its way upstream against the cutren

He came to open her door; his hand slid underlbemneas he helped her out
and that light touch made her breathless, whichuin, made her angry,
because he could still affect her like that in et her contempt for his
treachery, her bitterness because he had madaihkre liked her, when
all the time he had been plotting betrayal.

'Where do you want me to park the car?' George &kesdid, in curt,
unfriendly tones, through the driver's window.

'If you drive through that entrance over there,'bkase said, 'you'll find
yourself in a stableyard; there are two garagdabeieft. Park in either. But
let's get your luggage out first.'

A short, stocky, bald man in a dark suit had joittesm from the house; he
and Ambrose got the luggage out of the car.

'Which is yours?' Ambrose asked Emilie, and shatpdito a dark brown
leather case.

‘This is Henry," Ambrose told her. 'He'll take ttgses to your rooms, and if
you need anything while you're staying here yotigs& him, or, if he isn't

around, dial seven on the internal phone and ygetlleither Henry or his

wife, Susan."'

The man in the dark suit smiled at her, picked afhltases and vanished
back into the house, while George Rendell drove raffjotiated the wide
gateway between high stone walls, and disappeared.



Ambrose looked down at Emilie, his grey eyes fingkiover her heathery
tweed suit and the pale lavender sweater she wuter ut.

‘That colour suits you.'

Her colour high, she said stiffly, 'Thank you.' iHeedn't think he was
getting round her that easily!

'Did you bring any jeans or trousers?’
‘Jeans,’ she admitted. "Why?"

'l remember you said you rode with Sholto Coryhie forest. I've got a few
horses here, if you'd like to ride.’'

'Is anyone else staying here?'

He gave her a quick, hard look. 'No, you and yagandfather are the only
guests, I'm afraid. Were you hoping to see sometseehere?' Before she
could answer he added curtly, '‘Cory?"

'‘No. | knew he wasn't coming—I saw him on Wednesday

His eyes had a hard glitter. "You're still datingn®'

'It wasn't a date—he came to the house to talkgd m

'‘But you're still seeing him?' he bit out.

Sholto was still trying to apologise for having apker at Ambrose's party;
he realised it had made her very wary of him. d te® much to drink, I lost
my head," he had pleaded, looking like a little ,oayd she had forgiven
him—how could she help it? She was fond of Sh&td.she had refused to
go out with him again; she didn't want him tryimgpersuade her to change

her mind and get engaged.

'We're friends," she said shortly.



Ambrose's brows met. 'He wants to be rather moyedcathan that, though,
doesn't he? You shouldn't encourage him by seeig h

'I'm not discussing my private life with you!" stieapped.
'Maybe you want to encourage him?' he bit outghey eyes flashing.

'Maybe | do!" she retorted, lifting her chin detign That's no business of
yours.' She met his angry stare, her nerves pnigklie had no right to give
her advice or interfere in her life, and he coutwpdooking at her as if he
might slap her any minute.

It was a relief, all the same, to see her grandfatralking back through the
gateway of the stableyard towards them.

Ambrose turned away from her to give her grandfadhferced, tight smile.
'Parked your car OK, George? Good. Come in and hawet drink—you
must need it after driving all the way from London.

"'The whole country is being strangled with traftizere are too many damn
cars on the roads!" George said gruffly, followmg into the house. His
upbringing made him feel he must be polite to lnisthbut every hair on his
head seemed to bristle every time he spoke to Asebro

He had liked the man, now he hated him, and hete@adirect and blunt a
man to hide his feelings.

Emilie walked into the house and stopped dead, &yas wide, taking in
golden oak panelling, deep-sunk stone floors spreitd old Axminster
rugs, the faded but still lovely eighteenth-centiayestries, showing scenes
of hunting and country pursuits.

There were flowers everywhere: bowls of dark redd ayellow
chrysanthemums standing on old carved chests, em Wendow-seats, on
tables, the smoky winter scent of the flowers mimgwith the smell of
beeswax and lavender and wood-smoke from the tegdrfithe great stone
fireplace.



'What a magnificent house!" George Rendell saiditlet into genuine
admiration. 'How long have you had it?'

‘A few years," Ambrose said curtly. 'Ah, here's¢béee.’

George Rendell gave him a sharp look, took thedmndtasked him no more
personal questions.

What was his background? wondered Emilie as these gerved their
coffee. He kept trying to ask her personal questidiut he grew edgy
whenever anyone tried to ask him questions—whaitheagbt to hide?

It was rare, these days, for someone to rise tothen his profession, make
a private fortune, live like a modern prince, withéhe media making his
background public knowledge. How did Ambrose mariggyét wasn't as if

the Press weren't interested in him. He was alwaysearing in the

gossip-columns and the financial pages of newspgaptr was rich, good-
looking and single—that made him fascinating to Hress, who were
always writing about him. They had tried to dighip past, Sholto said, but
had failed.

She watched his hard profile through her lashesdeong the enigma that
was Ambrose. Where was his family? Where did heecbrom?

Half an hour later, Ambrose took them to their repmhich were next door
to each other, with views of the winter-locked garsl and beyond that the
countryside, the blue haze of the Malvern Hillsha background.

'Lunch is in an hour,"” Ambrose told them. "Youtbpably want to settle in
before that. I'll see you downstairs when you'selye

Left alone, Emilie unpacked, then wandered arododng the French
Empire style in which her room had been furnist&te was half-afraid to
touch anything, the furniture was so exquisite.

The walls were papered in green-striped paper witld laurel wreaths
scattered here and there. There was a gondolaistglenade of gleaming



walnut, with a dark green and gold canopy overteatia green and gold
damask bedcover.

The material was echoed in matching curtains aivihdow, with swags of
gold-fringed damask along the top, and on eachdidee bed were small
cabinets on which stood green-shaded lamps on tedulronze stands.
There was a pale green carpet, a delicate litéssiing-table with gilded
legs, two chests of drawers in the same style,opnof which stood a
porcelain shepherd and shepherdess, each sittoey an apple- tree with
their lambs beside them. The clothes of the figwere liberally sprinkled
with tiny pale blue flowers. When she carefullytdd one and looked
underneath, she found the crossed blue swords @fskte painted on the
bottom. Hurriedly she put it down. It was probablgrth a fortune!

Emilie had never seen anything so pretty in hex & that room. Had
Ambrose furnished it himself? Or had he simply gotinterior designer to
come along and design the room for him, find adisth lovely pieces of
furniture, pick the fabrics and wallpaper?

Men weren't usually that interested in the way asedooked, were they?
But Ambrose was a painter... even if only an anrateu

What do | know about men, though? she thought wrgighing. And

especially about him! All I know about him is wilttolto has told me, and
Sholto doesn't really know him at all, has meregrshim from a distance.
Sholto seemed half impressed, half hostile towdnds, Ambrose was
something of a legend in the bank, a living mytlalkéng through the

marble-floored building like a modern warrior onbattlefield, with an

entourage of fighting men at his heels, ready bofiohim anywhere.

Sholto wanted to be like him—no, he dreamt of bdiimg, was envious of
his power, resented his authority, all at the stime.

Men had their own fantasies, myths women nevereshadow could a
woman understand them when she never really knewt velxcited,
disturbed, drove them? What dreams haunted thgitsiand days?



She went into then suitebathroom, which was far more feminine than the
bedroom. The designer had gone for a warm, sootbolg cream and pink,
with thick cream towels and walls the pale pinkha inside of a shell.

She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror, biter lip. A .very English
reflection: the comfortable heathery tweed, thaight brown hair, the
clear, creamy complexion, the blue eyes.

As if Ambrose Kerr would be remotely interestecityone so ordinary! He
had given her a lot of attention at his Christmadyp and again when he
came to dinner, but it hadn't meant a thing. Slolshhave known. Why
would a man like him be interested in a girl lilerh

She looked at herself scathingly. You idiot! sheutht, renewing her
make-up, angrily brushing her sleek brown hairfotéed you! He was nice
to you to lull Grandpa into a false sense of sé¢uHe was charming to
your face, but all the time he was plotting agausst

He's treacherous. | mustn't let him take me inrdgai

She stared out of the bedroom window at the garithenyiew of the blue
hills. Winter was gentle here. The wind might b&lcbut the sky was blue,
the sun shone, the landscape had a soft, gra@okisThere wasn't a sound
to be heard. They could be a million miles from tioése and grime and
bustle of London.

Why hadn't Ambrose married? Didn't he want a famdlyildren, a real
home? Did he prefer brief affairs?

Oh, stop thinking about him! she crossly told héydsut the questions
didn't stop. How had he really felt about SophigW\ad he stopped seeing
her?

Suddenly she wondered... had he been using Saopsdarie way? Using her
to find out more about the Rendell family? If hathhow did Sophie feel
about that? Had she been in love with him?

*



In Bond Street that afternoon Sophie Grant, wrapgeavarmly in a long

Russian-style black coat with a velvet collar, wé&mm shop to shop
looking for a pair of earrings to give her mother €hristmas; they had to
look really expensive but be the opposite, bec&mghie's salary at the
bank was all that she and her mother had to liveand they both liked to
live well.

She paused in front of one window and gazed awdtly wide bracelet set
with diamonds and rubies; there was no price-tag Smphie knew the
lovely thing would cost more than she earned ieary

Jewellery was a passion with her, especially rubiégy were 'her' stone;
she felt drawn to them every time she saw them h@ldenever had any real
stones; her jewellery was all costume stuff, fakesth nothing.

She would do anything to own that bracelet. Anyghi@nce she had hoped
that if she waited, one day...

Her full red mouth hardened. All those daydreant leen blown to dust
when Emilie Madelin appeared on the scene.

Oh, she had always known George Rendell had a daagihter over in

France, but he had never mentioned her, had nesigzd/the child. Sophie
hadn't thought he intended to put her in his Wtillvas only when Emilie

came to England and he got to know her that it @aon Sophie that her
chances of inheriting were now zilch.

The black eyes flashed bitterly. She had put iry/@a the old man, too.
Years of dancing attendance on him, being a sedaaghter to him, always
sweet and smiling, agreeing with everything he.said

She and her mother had really worked at it, anébalhothing. Little Miss
Mouse would get it all!

'Window-shopping?' a voice behind her said, anthewwindow she saw
Sholto Cory reflected, his blond hair ruffled byetvind, his skin flushed
with cold air.



'Care to buy me that bracelet, Sholto?' she adkearing her lashes and
looking sideways at him through them, her red maattefully curved in a
mocking smile.

He gave it a glance, and laughed. 'You're kiddileguldn't even afford one
of those rubies! I'm not Ambrose Kerr." He scowléadouldn't even have
afforded the flowers he sent Emilie the other day.’

Sophie was instantly alert. 'Did he? Why?"'

'Oh, a thank-you for some dinner party her gramdfiagave, she said. Some
thank-you! Ambrose sent her dozens of these pepfektroses, God knows

what they cost. Maybe if | could afford gesturée fihat, I'd get somewhere
with her.’

'So Ambrose had dinner with George Rendell recewlily he?' Sophie's
dark eyes were narrow, glittering. 'l didn't realibey socialised.'

‘Nor did I," admitted Sholto. 'But Emilie and heagdfather are visiting his
place in the country this weekend, so there's dungigoing on—maybe
Ambrose has personal plans for Rendell's company?"

'The bank's arranging a take-over, surely you ktiet?' Sophie said, her
mind working overtime. What the devil was Ambrogeto?

She rang Gavin Wheeler the moment she got homes¥who is staying
with Ambrose at his place in the Cotswolds?'

‘No idea, you tell me," he said impatiently. Gakiad no love for games,
except the deadly sort. He enjoyed hunting, stglkaither companies for
take-over or animals with a gun; he got a thritinfr a kill, thought Sophie,
her red mouth smiling and her black eyes sharpl,\&@did she—they had
that much in common.

"The Rendells—Emilie and the old man.'

She heard Gavin's indrawn breath. 'So,' he sadlsha knew his mind too
was working overtime.



'What do you think he is up to?' she asked himmkthg that she and Gavin
had so much in common that they should get togetiane. They had
worked together in the past on various projectsAiabrose. Why didn't
they join forces on a project of their own?

'Maybe he plans to buy the company for himself¥iGtought aloud. '‘But
if so, why not tell me? | could help with that—whgs he left me out?'

'Ask him.'

Gavin laughed angrily. 'The last time | did thatdiiemy head off, and he's
dumped a boring, pretty low-grade job on me as ssoneof punishment
for arguing with him! So no, thanks, I'm not stiagimy neck out again, not
yet anyway. | have to ring him today or tomorrowgtve him a report, but
| certainly won't be asking him any personal questi’

'l have friends who live near Ambrose's house & @otswolds,” Sophie
said. 'How do you feel about driving out there torow? If we were
visiting my friends we could drop in on Ambrose route.'

'He doesn't exactly encourage visitors at that @oliss strictly his private
domain. When he entertains he uses the London hbuseaever actually
been to the Cotswolds place.’

"You're not good enough to be invited to his hong&hie drawled, and
heard the intake of breath which told her thatlitiée knife had gone home.

'‘Obviously!" Gavin agreed in a voice that snarlelé. wouldn't be pleased if
| turned up there uninvited.'

'‘And you're scared of him?' Sophie mocked.

'Like hell!" Gavin muttered. 'I'm just biding myrte, believe me. One day
Lord High and Mighty will get a shock.’

'Well, you have to give him a report—why not ing@n? I'll do the talking,
explain that we're visiting my friends. He won't akle to say a word,
especially if we don't stay long; but we'll get sordea of what he's up to



with old George and sweet little Emilie." Her voloeld acid. "We can pool
our resources, Gavin— join forces. We both havedgeason to hate him.'

'What do you think is going on with the RendellSavin bluntly asked, not
trusting her, not trusting anybody, come to thdte Tword 'trust' had not
been programmed into Gavin Wheeler's computeroofin.

'He sent her dozens of pink roses the other daphi®'s voice was soft and
cool, but her face was as sharp as broken glassn Gauldn't see it, but
something of her feelings must have got throughino because he gave a
little whistle.

"You don't think...?' He laughed then. 'You're gr&he's the sweet virginal
type; you have to put a ring on her finger befooel yven get a kiss.
Ambrose wouldn't look twice at her.'

'He's nearly forty—she's half his age. He has beesrywhere, done
everything—she's a wide-eyed innocent." Sophieisevgrew ugly with
hatred. 'It's a classic pattern.’

"You mean, he might be planning to marry her?' Gavought about that,
whistled again. '‘And you wouldn't like that!" It svhis turn to stick a knife in
and he enjoyed the act.

Sophie bared her teeth, but he couldn't see hetidmd know that, and her
voice gave nothing away. Sweet as honey, she cddagibe he's planning
to change his whole lifestyle. Maybe we're bothngoto get dumped,
Gavin.'

'Maybe," he admitted tersely, then said, 'Are yosyltonight?'

'l was planning a quiet evening at home.’

'Will you have dinner with me, instead? We havetdd talk about.’

'Love to,' she said, smiling with satisfaction. @awould make a very
useful ally.



When Emilie and her grandfather went back dowrstatihey found
Ambrose waiting in the hall by the leaping fireedmand on the mantelshelf,
staring into the flames, his hard profile lit byth, given a polished sheen.
He looked round and Emilie's heart flipped violgras their eyes met.

'Have you settled in? Rooms comfortable?' he asked.

Impulsively she said, 'My room is wonderful—I feldfe the Empress
Josephine!

He said softly, 'Does that make me Napoleon?'

She swallowed, trying to sound as cool as a cucurtitmippose if he was
around today he would be in big business, not diel

'It's the new warfare,' he agreed, his mouth wry.

'Wasn't war always just another way of improvingiytrading position?"
George Rendell said.

‘That's the cynic's position," Ambrose said, butaughed. 'And you are so
right. Of course it was.'

It was easier to talk than she had expected; therg @il three trying not to
quarrel, to keep things on a calm footing.

They ate lunch in a dining-room painted eau-de-Alilthe windows hung
pale lemon-yellow velvet curtains.

The food was beautifully cooked and delicious—balfsgreen melon
served with poached scallops in a champagne sdniteyed by Beef
Stroganoff with pilau rice, and finishing with apot sorbet.

'‘Not up to your standard, I'm afraid," Ambrose gs#igtreetly, once Henry
had served them the last course and left the room.



'It's terrific!" Emilie protested. 'Especially ths®rbet... meltingly light and
made with fresh fruit. You've got a very good cook.

'Susan is good,' he agreed. 'But you are better.’

He was probably just flattering her to keep the chs@endly, but she still
turned pink with pleasure. 'Do Henry and Susan dtayn here, or do they
go back to London when you go?'

‘No, they are in charge here all year round. | hather people in London.’
His tone was casual, uninterested.

George Rendell gave him a dry, sardonic look. Geargs comfortably off;
he had a lovely home, bought a new car every yaae good clothes, had
everything he wanted—but Ambrose was seriously. ri¢é lived like a
prince.

With all his money, why had he bothered with tlempany? He must be
getting something out of it. George distrusted tommuch now to believe
that he was only doing it for the bank’s investétad Wingate paid him a
commission under the counter? Ambrose had to bengakoney out of the
take-over.

They took their coffee in the hall by the fire. Hmigazed into the flames
while George and Ambrose talked in low, clippedemnquietly arguing,
hostility sparking between them, making her stiffexw and then, look up
quickly, anxiously.

Each time Ambrose felt her movement and turnedlark head to look at
her, his grey eyes brilliant in the firelight.

She met their gaze fiercely. If he upset her gratidfr she would kill him,
her stare said.

His mouth twisted; he said nothing, but his toneewhe spoke again was
more conciliatory, soothing George Rendell's ruffleathers.



'If | agree, | shall want a contract, something patpaper,’ George said
flatly. 'l don't trust your word, Kerr, not any neor

Ambrose frowned, nodded curtly, his mouth a hard.li

George stood up, rather pale now. 'I'm tired.ike to take a nap for an hour
or so—if you don't mind?'

Emilie was immediately worried. She went upstaiighvhim, saw him
settled on top of his bed, a quilt over him, theains drawn to shut out the
winter afternoon.

'l shall accept his terms," her grandfather saideast | can keep an eye on
what happens to our people.’

'Yes,' she said softly, kissing the top of his head

When she returned downstairs Ambrose suggestedidkeya walk. They
put on coats, gloves, scarves, and explored thdegar which were even
more extensive than she had realised, surrountdimgvhole house on all
sides, with a high stone wall forming the outerilim

"You said something about painting,’ she reminded and he shrugged,
glancing at the pale blue of the sky.

‘The light will be fading within an hour—it will bthe shortest day in the
year soon, remember—and to catch the light ates gou have to start
early in the morning. | thought we could have bfaskat eight tomorrow
and start work immediately afterwards. We couldknam a still life—some

fruit, a bowl, a couple of jugs, nothing difficuilt.

'I'm not very good at proportions,’ she confessed.

'‘Doesn't matter. You'll soon learn how to work theuat," he promised as
they followed winding paths which ran between hedwaus borders and
banks of rhododendron, past a sunken garden wha laid out with

rose-beds, and through a wild garden, planted sathe young hazel trees
and currant bushes. A few snowdrops, pure whitestamt green tips,



showed among the skeletal leaves of autumn whiale w&l dying back
into the earth.

'Nothing much to see at this time of year," he twdd. "You must come in
spring, when the daffodils and hyacinths are outirttuebell time. Under
the trees the bluebells are as thick as grass éeksy a sea of deep blue,
quite magical. After that we have the magnolias,damellias, the azaleas...
and later still the roses, of course.’

They sat down under the wooden arches of the surdssagarden, where
climbing roses had been trained to grow up a pargdiere was one lonely
white rose on a bush nearby.

'Oh, look," she said. 'How lovely! The last roseledks lonely.’

Ambrose leaned over, broke off the stem, and hahdethe flower.

'Oh, you shouldn't have... Your last rose..."' dloégsted, startled.

She was so taken aback that she buried her facdimere was no perfume,
but the feel of the white petals on her lips waarsiely evocative.

'Does it have a scent?' asked Ambrose, and shé& sleodead, holding out
the rose.

He took it back from her, his fingers cool agaimst warmer skin, sending a
shiver down her spine.

She watched him lift the rose to his nostrils. 'No,scent at all," he agreed,
and then, deliberately, let the petals drift actfussown mouth, as they had
over hers.

She felt her insides go hollow; weakness maderkettile, made her eyes
darken so that she saw him through a smoky mist.

It frightened her; she began to talk to cover heepdawareness of him,
babbling, her voice shaky.



'Did you live in the country when you were a child?
He dropped the rose into her lap. 'No.'

The terse monosyllable made her stiffen; she piciethe rose and a thorn
ran into her finger.

She gave a little cry, dropping the rose again.
'Did you prick yourself?"

Ambrose slid along the bench, took her hand inahi$ lifted the finger so
that he could see it.

"You're bleeding!

He bent his dark head; she drew a shaken breaih ssftly licked the blood
away. There was a brief pause, then he very slewtked her finger right
into his mouth.

Emilie was trembling. It was only what you might tioa child who had
pricked its finger, and yet... and yet there wanething very different here.
It was intense, intimate, almost shocking, the tdethat warm moistness
surrounding her finger, sucking softly at her.

His mouth parted again and released her fingetteéB2 he murmured.

She couldn't get a word out.

He lifted his head; his face was pale, his eyek,adrpupil, glistening like
jet. He was breathing thickly.

Emilie went into panic; she jumped up and begamutg but Ambrose
caught up with her, grabbed her arm to halt harjreg at her averted face.

'Don't look like that!" he muttered.

'Let go of me, then!" She was trembling.



'What do you think I'm going to do to you?' Hisa®was harsh with anger.

She shot a nervous glance through her lashes atHHigniace was brooding,
the set of his mouth savage. He frightened her.

He suddenly burst out, 'You're so damned young. Whysod, | keep
forgetting...'

She pulled herself free, blundered away like a nfiaim a flame, drawn to
him irresistibly and yet afraid of what might happ® her if she got too
close.

He moved too, at the same instant, and they cdllitteir bodies touching,
and Emilie looked up, lips parted, gasping, daasdelpless to save herself
as someone drowning.

Ambrose made a deep, thick sound, his skin datidshed, his eyes fixed
on her mouth.

Her mind clouded. She stopped trying to think. Hyjsed, she watched his
mouth descend as it took hers. At the first toutht dner eyes closed,
darkness dropped over her, a darkness split isghe instant by a blinding
flash of light. I'm in love, she thought, appalled.

She couldn't be. Not with this man, of all men. Ww#s the last man in the
world she should fall in love with. He was theireemy; she couldn't trust
him. All he would do was hurt her. She must be graz

She opened her eyes. The world was spinning; shedréigo. She dazedly
pushed him away, broke out wildly, 'l don't wantiyouching me!"’Ambrose
looked almost as dazed as she felt, his face déddiied. He stared down
at her as if he didn't understand what she had said

She began to run back to the house, wanting t@edywishing she were
alone, so that she could give way to the miseryking her. Why had she
fallen in love with the man responsible for takimgy family firm away? If

Grandpa so much as guessed, he would see heratortbo. He would

never forgive her.



She heard Ambrose coming behind her, his longestradmost silent as he
ran across grass to catch up with her. Emilie tfedt panic of something
small and helpless being hunted by a ruthless preda

A scream rose in her throat; she choked it back.|&pt up some steps and
slipped on wet leaves. She just saved herself tohicey hold of a bush, but
fell into it, entangled in bare branches.

Ambrose caught up.

'‘Are you hurt?' he asked urgently, putting his éirsgunder her chin and
raising her face so that he could look at it.

'No," she whispered, her lashes down because sheéntomeet his gaze.
Her whole body was deeply aware of him; she hadotvered yet from
that kiss, the consuming heat of his mouth.

'I'm sorry if | scared you,' he said in a low, deejce.

She felt him watching her, and her heart beat hgaShe pulled free and
began to walk back towards the house; he fell stiép beside her. Neither
of them said anything.

She couldn't bear the tension; she had to say samgetanything. But her
mind had gone blank; how could she think clearlyewhall her
concentration was dominated by what was happenoihgt body?

'Why did you choose banking as a career?' The mitlhét words were out,
she could have kicked herself. It was such a dundstipn.

'l didn't,’ he said at once, though, as if her joeshad been a relief, and
perhaps he was as troubled by the strange, baileedesbetween them as
she had been. 'It just happened by accident.nedaas an accountant, for a
while, and studied law. | got into banking througketing an amazing old
man called Harry Weiner, who talked me into takingb in his merchant
bank. I've been lucky in meeting the right peopleghe right time." He
paused, frowning into the distance. 'Life balanmatsin the strangest way.'



'Does it?' What was he talking about? she wondexatiching him with
fascination. His face, his body, had such powstrength which she sensed
went deeper than she could see. He was an icefjétgring and deadly,
with only a fraction of himself showing above theface.

'When | was young | had no idea what was aheath&Y he said, almost to
himself, staring at his house, at the beautifidgaht gardens around it. 'If
anyone had told me | wouldn't have believed therhis Tplace, for
instance—now and then | wonder if I'm imaginingtthéve here, if this
place really belongs to me. If | had had seconhtsigvould have made my
childhood a damn sight easier to bear.’

Tentatively, she asked him, 'Were you poor whenwete young?'

He laughed harshly. 'Poor? The word doesn't cowefhe past is a
nightmare | have now and then... when I'm upsegnihm worried... | go
back in my sleep and the shock is terrible. MyWfes hell for so long. | was
working by the time | was ten years old, workingnfr sun-up to midnight
and sleeping in a one-room shack shared by eigbtst.'

Emilie's eyes had widened until they hurt; she miiave made an
incredulous sound, although she wasn't aware obatause Ambrose
suddenly stopped and looked at her, turning white.

''ve never told a living soul any of that before¢ muttered, and the
whiteness of his face was slowly invaded by dadk re

She stared up at him, blue eyes echoing the sinduis iown as what he had
told her reverberated in her mind. She hadn'tgeaty taken it all in—where

on earth could he have come from to have lived lila, to have been
working at such an early age?

He ran a hand through his thick black hair in agramesture. 'God knows
why I blurted it out to you. | wonder if you reais. I've given you a weapon
that could destroy me. These men | work with ey have all grown up
with silver spoons in their mouths, they went te fame schools, talk with
the same plummy voices, their families know eadfegtthey're a tribal
clan, they only like each other, trust each otkethey suspected where |



came from, what my life has been like, they wouidw | was an outsider in
their cosy world, not one of their old-boy netwaitkey'd turn on me, rip me
to pieces. So if you want to ruin me, you only haveepeat to one of them
what | just told you.’



CHAPTER FIVE

THEY spent the next morning painting, in the large eovetory at one side

of the house. There were still a few flowers inrthesome house-plants,
bowls of hyacinths and daffodils, ferns, a smadinge-tree in a tub, and a
trained vine, which in summer, Ambrose said, grevthe walls and across
the glass roof, but which now was leafless andidwseh cut right back.

The centre of the conservatory was empty, leavilegtp of room for
Ambrose to set up their easels. The morning lighs wlear and bright,
although outside it was freezing, a white frodtestiing the grass into spikes
which crunched underfoot.

They both painted a still-life Ambrose had set ngdable in front of them:
oranges and lemons in a smooth, blue-glazed bowgak lying next to
them.

Ambrose came over to see how she was doing, artdgpatms round her to
make a few quick, deft changes to her picture. &bing like that might be
better?'

She nodded. 'l see what you mean, thank you,' aldehsiskily, intensely

aware of the warmth of his body close to her, thengith of it there for her

to lean on. She longed to turn into him, cling,\bloerself in him. He moved

away and she felt cold. She made herself concerdratvhat she was trying
to do. Her second attempt was much better. Shel sad his canvas out of
the corner of her eye; the vivid fruit was theneatly, hot glowing orange,
clear cool lemon. The painting was bold, passigrstetling.

He was a very surprising man. Everything she foouidabout him was a
surprise. Look at what he had told her yesterd&g Sill hadn't recovered
from the shock of hearing about his childhood.

He had looked into her eyes, his face dark, teheehones seeming almost
to thrust through his tight skin, and she had stéck in stunned silence.



Around them the twilight had been thickening, blaled smoky, in a
moment of enchantment, and then from the housgraedfather had called
and the moment had been shattered.

Ambrose leaned over to look at her picture ag@iamie on, give us lots of
colour, this isn't a water-colour!'

She laughed, slapping yellow on to the canvas Wwih knife, and he
nodded.

'‘Better! Think where the fruit comes from—hot caieg, full of colour and
life. That's what you want to convey.'

'Is that where you were born? A hot country?' Thestjon was out before
she could stop it and she gasped afterwards, strickm sorry...l shouldn't
have asked... Don't be angry!

He had stiffened, she had felt his body turn riggéhind her, and the shock
of it had gone through her too. She had beguretultte.

His hands fell on her shoulders and she startddntiy, turning white.

He swung her round and she dropped her palette-kmfto the floor, her
frightened eyes lifting to take in the tension of face.

‘Don't!"

His eyes flashed over her pallor, her wide darkeeges, her trembling
mouth.

'For God's sake!" he muttered. 'What's wrong n&wety conversation they
ever had seemed to break down into one of theseemisnof tension.

"You looked so angry,’ she half explained, halused, then sighed. ‘It was
my fault—I shouldn't have asked you about yourdifolod. | know it upsets
you to talk about it.'



He looked away from her, his black brows level abbis grey eyes, his
cheekbones taut, his mouth a hard line. She watuinedith anxiety. What
was he thinking about? Was he remembering? Remamglibe past he had
said was a nightmare?

'l never have talked about it,’ he said, then Idokack at her, his eyes
searching her face. 'Maybe if | had it wouldn't iiamy dreams.’

'Maybe you should?' she tentatively began, theppstd, afraid to go on in
case he bit her head off.

He looked sombre, his mouth twisting. 'Maybe | ddpine agreed, then let
go of her and walked back to his own easel. 'Shellget on with our
painting?'

Dazedly, she looked about for her palette-knifenembered she had
dropped it, hunted on the floor and found it, wijterlean and began to load
it with paint again, all her movements automatithinking.

She worked on the blue of the bowl for some minupezzling over the
problem of getting the shine of light on the cuofet.

Ambrose's voice made her start.

"You're right about my being bora in a hot countrysas born in Mexico,'
he said, and her head lifted, her hair flicking b&om her face as she
turned to look at him, startled by the sudden adimis What had made him
decide to tell her that?

He wasn't looking at her; he was staring at thevasumn front of him, using
the edge of his knife to block in the edge of goghéis dark head tilted as he
looked from his picture to the still-life on thebte.

He talked flatly, quietly. 'My father was an Engilisan called Andrew Kerr.
He went out to Mexico a couple of years before ¢ Wwarn, prospecting for
oil. He met my mother there. She was Mexican—shgeawin the hotel

where he was living. She got pregnant, he marregdahd | arrived. A few
months later he lost his job with the company whd taken him out there.



He managed to get other jobs, but he had startédrtk. He only kept jobs
for a few months, sometimes just weeks. Sooneater he would go off on
a drinking jag and he'd be fired. We lived handnimuth. It wasn't easy for
my mother, especially as—when he was drunk— myefatvas violent.'

She didn't make a sound, but he must have pickedhap she was feeling
because he turned his head to look at her.

Her blue eyes were dark, compassionate. She waldrtgiabout the little
boy he must have been—what a terrible childhoodiwdonder he didn't like
talking about it.

'He hit her?' she whispered.

'He hit all of us," Ambrose said in a voice madegto by pain and anger,
then broke off, his teeth tight and his face drand tense.

She impulsively went to him, put a comforting hasd his shoulder. 'I'm
sorry.'

He gave her hand a sideways glance through hiesa&milie felt heat flare
between them as instantly as if she had lit a machset fire to them both.

Drawing a sharp breath, she hurriedly stopped togdhim.

Ambrose's eyes had darkened. Roughly he said,nt #oow why I'm
telling you all this... | didn't mean to. | nevalk about it, | never have
before, to anyone.'

Very flushed, she broke out, 'Don't tell me ifjitsets you, but... if you want
to talk, I'd like to hear about it.’

His eyes searched her face again. Emilie mustlkstilangry because the
bank had arranged a take-over of her family firmat fie couldn't see
hostility in her face any more. Was she pretendinige interested in him?
But she looked so innocent, with her wide blue eyes gentle smile.



Can | trust her? he thought grimly. Ambrose trustedy few people; the
dark world he had come from had taught him to oelyhimself, never on
anyone else. Especially women. Most of those hdigteaind cheated to get
what they wanted. Her cousin, Sophie, for instandee wouldn't trust her
for an instant.

His face tightened. | should never have told Entitiat if she wanted to
destroy me she only had to tell everyone wherereetrom! | put a weapon
in her hands.

But would she use it?

She was looking up at him uncertainly, aware of ihed grey eyes, the
ruthless features. Ambrose had the look of soméighéng continually to
keep all his emotions battened down, hidden awags Wat part of the
legacy of his terrible childhood? Was he afraiddmember? She winced,
torn with compassion for him.

'I'm sorry | asked you..." she whispered, moviraget again, her blue eyes
shimmering with pity.Ambrose's body was torn byigeso sharp that he
couldn't speak until he had fought it down. He chkack his thick black
hair, his hand not quite steady.

His nostrils inhaled the scent of her: she sme#ipsing. He wanted her so
much it was agony; he ached to bury himself in Heat burned low inside
him. If only she weren't so young. But was sbeyoung?

Swallowing, he averted his eyes and mutteredsritt ia romantic story,
Emilie, if that's what you think. I'm not the heyba fairy-story. My life has
been an endless struggle right back from the baggniim tough because
I've had to be. We're like pearls; we start ofiéigy grain of sand and every
second of our lives adds another layer to us witloou realising what is
happening. | hated my father for years, and | skd| | suppose, but |
understand him better now. He was violent becaeseds a disappointed
and angry man. He had ruined his own life, but dnd't make it any easier
for him to bear. The worse things got the more ta@k] the more he drank
the more violent he became.'



She sucked in her breath and he looked at her,mtaugting cynically.

'l told you this wasn't a pretty story. Once hetbag mother up so badly
that she lost the baby she was carrying. She kaithad tripped, but we all
knew the truth. That was when | really starteddtelmy father. She almost
died. My mother had a baby every year or soft bagdmreak her health.
She was a tiny little woman, fragile and gentlee SAng when she was
happy, which wasn't often, but even when she wed tr ill she was full of
love. She never complained. She prayed, lit candlelsurch, offered up all
her problems to the Virgin Mary. It didn't seenhtdp. The problems didn't
go away;'

There was bitter cynicism in his voice, and unteat Emilie heard the pain
again.

'Maybe it helped her bear them, though?' she gentigested, and he gave
her a quick frowning look, his mouth twisting.

'Maybe it did." There was a faint surprise in hisce as if that had never
occurred to him.

"You loved her very much, didn't you?' Emilie wasdhed by the idea of
his love for his mother. She wished she had knogam h

His face was grim. 'Yes. It nearly drove me mad twobe able to do
anything to make her life easier. | was too youmgtbp him hitting her;
when | tried he beat me up and it made it worsénéor She begged me not
to interfere again—she was afraid he might kill 'riits mouth twisted. 'l
dreamt of killing him, when | was big enough, butdver had to. He was
killed in a mining accident when | was ten. We healelled all over
Mexico by then, living in rented places. | had@aitthmuch education—there
was barely time for me to start school somewheferbene moved on
again—but while my father was alive we managed tay gust above
starvation level. When he died we had nothing, angienny. There were
seven of us, and the landlord told us to get ouhefplace we had been
renting.'



'Wasn't there anyone who would help you? What alyoutr mother's
family?’

'We'd long ago lost contact with them. They hadmaited her to marry my
father, she wasn't married in a church becauseathef was not a religious
man, so her family didn't want anything to do witar after that. She
wouldn't go to them for help.'

Your father's family?' 'We never knew where thisgd; he never told us.
When he died, | had to take over as head of thdyahwas the eldest—I
had to start earning enough for all of us. I'd adiye been earning a little,
since | was eight or so, picking over garbage ftbendumps

She caught her breath and he looked at her, hishgpim.

'Yes,' he said tersely. 'It was a disgusting jolwptked waist-deep in filth
for hours. In summer the smell turned your stomewth you were covered
in flies.'

She had turned pale. 'How terrible... Children—sywmhing children... But
didn't anyone know it was happening? Didn't anytoyéo stop it?"

He laughed shortly, his face grim. 'Everyone knefrcourse they did, but it
made money, and the really poor in countries likexdo have a choice of
starving to death or doing filthy jobs to earn egioto eat.'

'‘But didn't the police...?'

‘The police?' His smile made her wince. 'They tdradlind eye, or took a
cut—they certainly didn't interfere."'

She swallowed. 'It must have been... How could lyear it?'
He shrugged. 'You got used to it—to the smell eftlace, the rats...’

'Rats?' She shuddered.



He nodded. 'The whole place was alive with them-¢- aith flies. They
laid their eggs in the rotting food— in summer themp writhed with
maggots.'

She retched, was almost sick, her hand going torfeerth, her face white
and sweating.

Ambrose swore under his breath, put an arm rounche@ held her up as
she swayed.

'l knew | shouldn't have told you!" he broke outdidy. 'That's enough. I'm
not talking about it any more. Do you want to lmach?'

'No, I'll be OK in a minute," she whispered, legnamn him, turning her face
towards the warmth of him. His throat was firm atidbng; she inhaled the
scent of his skin. If she moved an inch she woalkkher mouth against it.
Yearning rose up inside her in a tidal wave.

He was breathing rapidly, irregularly, as if he wnehat she was feeling.
His hand moved up and down her spine comfortinglh@murmured into
the top of her head, his mouth against her sofvbriair.

'I'm sorry, | wish to God I'd never started tellipgu!
'l wanted to know... I'm glad you told me...'

She shut her eyes, her whole body lying heavilyregaim. Her mouth
touched his throat.

He drew a sharp breath. The hand stroking her btegarove in a different
way. The gentle comfort became sensual, the fing@es/ed, touched with
a feeling that made every nerve-end in her bodgkl®iwith intense
sensation.

'It must have been a nightmare,' she said, hemtipging so close to his
neck that her breathing was warm on his skin.



His voice was hushed, husky. 'lIt was—it still is,a way. | often have
nightmares about being back there. But | shoulikvte told you. | didn't
want any of it to touch you. It was bad enough hgwo live through it
myself; | didn't want you even to know about istill don't know why |

started telling you—it was the last thing | meantlo.’'

'You needed to talk about it. Everyone needs g taisn't good to lock

things up inside you," she said gently. 'I'm glad picked me. | only wish |
hadn't spoilt itby being stupid.’ She lifted heatieeluctantly, wishing she
dared openly kiss his neck, wanting to stay théréay, her mouth buried
against his skin.

Ambrose looked down at her, his eyes dark, glitggrilike black stars.
‘You're so sensitive, and very young, and you'dealsheltered life—you've
never had to face anything like that.'

'l nursed my mother until she died,’ she quietig.sé was a long, slow,
painful death, and | was on my own for most oftihee.'

'I'd forgotten,' he said, wincing. 'lt doesn't shiowour face.'

She smiled wryly. 'Doesn't it? But it's there, unithe skin, all those months
of worry and fear and being so sad without beirlg &bcry in case she saw
me.'

'What about your father? Where was he?'

'Either at work, or with the woman he married altrasssoon as my mother
was buried.' Her tone was flat, almost expressgsle

He was silent.

She smiled at him. "You see, we have somethingmmeon—neither of us
liked our fathers much.’

He brushed the soft brown hair back from her facefingers lingering on
her cheek as he smiled at her. Her heart was jugrgound inside her like
a frog; she hoped he couldn't hear it.



There was a sound behind them. Ambrose moved awidjys stiffening.
Very pink, Emilie looked round towards the dooioitihe house.

Henry stood there, and behind him were other fa€esa second Emilie
was so disturbed that she didn't recognise them.

'Miss Grant, Mr Wheeler, and Mr Cory, sir," Henaidsin a blank, level
voice, but his eyes were intent, curious.

Ambrose's brows met, heavy and menacing aboveoe®fbf grey eyes.
Emilie had never seen him look like that and it washock.

'This is a surprise,’ he said, and his voice seshiivzer down Emilie's spine;
she was glad she was not on the receiving encabtahe.

She met Sophie's black eyes and got another shageper one, which sent
alarm reverberating through her, made her turnev&iophie was looking at
her as if she hated her.

She's jealous! thought Emilie, startled. Of me!

'We are on our way to lunch with friends," Gavin &gler said in a cheerful,
bluff voice which didn't ring true. 'l have thosagers with me—I was going
to fax them to you, but they are very confidenitidlle pulled a briefcase
from under his arm, unzipped it and got out a bFdelof papers. He held it
towards Ambrose, smiling broadly, without real wérnma smile that was all
teeth and no depth. 'Realising how close we weirgggo be to your house,
| decided to drop them in on you myself.'

Ambrose took the file, then dropped it on the dgéen table at which they
had drunk their coffee.

"You should have faxed them,' he said throughdetht
Sholto was staring fixedly at Emilie, who met higeg for a second then

looked away in a hurry. Sholto was furious becasehad seen her in
Ambrose's arms; his face was sharp with jealousyili& didn't want to



encourage Sholto, but she hated to see pain iayleis. She didn't want to
cause pain to anyone.

Sophie sauntered into the conservatory, saw the dasels set up and
walked over to them, staring, lifting perfectly pled brows, laughing
lightly, with mockery beneath the laughter.

'‘Ambrose! | didn't know you painted! You're full sfirprises.

The barbed tone made his frown deepen. 'So areSaphie,' he drawled. 'l
had no idea you and Gavin were... friends."

Sophie's eyes flashed briefly, then her lashes redvever them, and she
laughed lightly again.

'‘And | had no idea you and my little cousin knewteather so well, either.’
‘There's a lot about me you don't know," Ambrose aagrily.

Sophie's eyes held a curious gleam. 'l can't wdiht out.’

Ambrose tensed. 'Be careful, Sophie. Remember diened to the cat.’
She lifted one brow. 'The cat?'

'Curiosity killed it.'

'Oh, don't worry, I'll be careful!” Sophie said ®ilg.

The other man held out a hand to Emilie, giving hisrfalse, cold smile,
from which she flinched as from the smile of a EhaWVe haven't been

introduced... I'm Gavin Wheeler. | work for Ambrdse

She murmured her own name. His skin was clammyywaihelrew her hand
as soon as she politely could.



Sophie was inspecting Emilie's canvas now, her brasghed. 'Is Ambrose
giving you lessons?' She slid a sideways look it PAre you giving her
private lessons, Ambrose?'

There were undertones in everything she said; Enmgard them and
blushed.

Ambrose was grim, his eyes smouldering, his bodgdewith rage barely
under control.

Sophie seemed unworried by that glare. She smylwgihdered off to look
at the flowers in the conservatory, bending to thre@ their scent.

'I'd like a quick word about those papers, befoeege,” Gavin said, and the
two men moved off to the far end of the conserwatord talked in low
voices.

'Was he kissing you? What's going on, Em?' mutt&kdlto, his face
reproachful.

'Don't make a scene, Sholto!" she hissed, and hemating again, turning
her back on him.

He grabbed her arm to swing her round to face Mou're my girl, We've
been dating for ages—I've a right to know whatisgon!

She tried to pull away, flushing with anger. 'l apt yours, Sholto!

He descended to pleading, looking at her miserdbign't dump me for
him, Em. | love you.'

She sighed at the look on his face, sorry for hgaia 'Sholto, I'm sorry, |
don't want to hurt you, but...'

'Oh, Em," he groaned, and tried to kiss her. Skaguaihim away, and in the
struggle her easel was almost knocked over.

Ambrose swung round, glaring, then strode back tdsvthem.



'What the hell do you think you're doing, Cory?'dnated, his face darkly
flushed with anger.

Sholto let go of her, but bristled with resentmanfAmbrose's tone. 'She's
my girl, | can kiss her if | like!

Ambrose shot her a look, his eyes hot with furyd'ffou want him to kiss
you?'Sophie intervened before she could answerlinBagirls of Emilie's
age never know what they want! They're always cimntheir minds and
playing hard to get!

He slowly detached his intense stare from Emifeeg, and frowned at the
other woman. 'Didn't you say you were on your waljhch with someone?
It's half-past twelve. Shouldn't you be going?'

'Oh, this is a very casual lunch—the Randoms, diofb Mead. Have you
been there at the weekend? They never get up bhaforeand then they eat
around the pool—a buffet meal, everyone helps tlebras after a swim.’

‘At this time of year?' Ambrose raised his blacklmpws and looked out at
the frozen weather, incredulous.

‘The Randoms have a heated pool-house—it's likegbei the south of
France in August, darling! You'd love it." Sophisce dripped honey, but
it was poisoned honey. 'Anyway, we have plentyiroetfor a drink with
you before we have to go!'

His profile was razor-sharp. Emilie thought for amrent that he was going
to refuse, but instead he said, 'Come into the idigenoom.' He gave Emilie
a quick look. 'You've got paint on your face andidsa—why not run
upstairs and wash your hands, get rid of all thetpbaefore lunch?

Emilie was glad to escape. She politely smiledhat dther two. 'Nice to
meet you, Mr Wheeler. Have a good lunch, Sophie.’

'See you soon, darling," Sophie breathed, flippiak red nails at her. 'We
must have lunch and talk girl-talk.’



Emilie forced another smile, then threw a briefdai Sholfo. '‘And you,
Sholto.'

He began to follow her. She stopped, looking upiet, her face wistful,
pleading. 'Please don't say anything else, Shulte've said everything
there is to say.'

Ambrose watched them both with hard, narrowed egied,Sophie watched
him. Was that jealousy she saw in his face? Ifwleen't so furious, she
would laugh at the thought of Ambrose feeling jeakp He's human after
all, she thought, her teeth tight. Well, well, wéthagine that. He has blood.
| hope I'm going to see him bleed.

She had dreamt of marrying him once, of living hattbeautiful Regency
house in Regent's Park, having everything she kead wanted... all the
jewellery and furs and beautiful things she hadaohteof all her life. She
had even begun to take on the persona of the fitts&err at the bank; she
had enjoyed seeing the reactions of her colleagthes it dawned on them
that one day she might be their boss's wife.

Ambrose had made her fall from a great height wieedropped her. He had
humiliated her in front of everyone. She had néseher chagrin show. She
had smiled and smiled, and hidden away her relhése But from then on
she had hated him and dreamt of seeing him suffer.

Ambrose was completely unaware of Sophie's wataidak, let alone her
tortuous emotions. He couldn't hear what Sholto Emdlie were saying,
but he saw Sholto touch her hand and she didrtlsiteaway—she let him
hold those slender, delicate fingers, let himth#m to his mouth.

He felt his stomach clench.

'‘Aren't they sweet together?' cooed Sophie, smilgung love. Doesn't it
make you wish you were that young again?'Ambroseetlia glance on her
that even Sophie found alarming. Her smile withest@ took a step back,
sucking in breath like someone suddenly confrobied wild beast.



Sholto whispered, 'I'm sorry for upsetting you—gkeatop punishing me. |
love you, Em. | really love you, it's churning mytg to think of you with
him.'

'Don't be silly, Sholto! Nothing's going on betwaes).. You're crazy! Me

and Ambrose!" She pretended to laugh, but thereagmnge fever running
through her veins and she didn't stop him wherobk her hand. What had
Sholto noticed in Ambrose's face, in his voice wherspoke to her? Or had
Sholto just picked up on her feelings? 'What onhearakes you think he..

.might like me?' she asked him breathlessly.

''ve got eyes,' he said sulkily, looking like #lé boy again. 'Em, he's too
old for you! Why are you staying here? What's gang’

'Nothing, this is just business,' she said, andt8lobeered up a little.

'Is this to do with the Wingate take-over? | heatubut that. Is your
grandfather making a deal with Kerr? That's gode.'lifted her hand and
kissed it quickly before she could pull it awayh,@vell, if that's all! Sorry |
was stupid. Can | see you next week, then? DinAgfay?’

'Ring me. | don't know when I'm free—I'll have tmk at my diary,' she said
evasively, and fled.

In her room she had a quick shower and changedaiqmowder-blue silk
tunic dress, brushed her hair, put on make-up.l&bteed into the mirror,
and her reflection made her heart sink. She wasjusry thin, very young
girl, without glamour or sophistication. Why on #ashould a man like
Ambrose be interested in her, when there was soenldanSophie around?

Sophie's stunning, magnetic, sexy. And she'sistibve with him! That's
why she looked at me as if she hated me just ntw'sJealous. As if she
needs to be! I'm no competition for her.

Depression settled on her like grey ash. She reeaad driving away—they
had gone, then? She would have to go downstairsthje two men, but she
didn't want to.



She found George Rendell sitting in front of thé fiee, sipping a glass of
whisky. He looked round and gave her his lovinglemi

‘There you are, darling! Do you want a drink? Syfeék glass of wine?' He
knew she would not drink spirits.

She shook her head. 'No, thanks, Grandpa.' Sitoget opposite him.

He said wryly, 'Surprised to see Sophie turningvith young Cory and that
chap Wheeler. Never liked him much—not quite sureatwhe does for
Ambrose. Researcher, Ambrose calls him, but whas dloat mean? Don't
trust the man. Got shifty eyes. Do you think Sopkielating him? Of

course, she's a girl with an eye to the main chaawe Wheeler is one of
those powers behind the throne, sort of chap who lmecome pretty
important. Find a lot of them in politics—dirty bness, politics. Suits men
like Wheeler.’

Emilie held out her cold hands to the log fire, eteng the blue flames as if
she could see something in them.

'Sophie dated Ambrose, didn't she?' She couldoyt Berself imagining
it—Sophie and Ambrose in bed together. They had lteebed, she just
knew it, and it made her sick with jealousy.

'Oh, she had her eye on him—for all | know shd Bak—but Sophie's a
realist. If she is sure she can't have Ambrosd ek around for someone
else.’

They both heard Ambrose on the stairs, which kitlezl subject. Although
he was perfectly polite and friendly to them bdlbere was something hard
in his eyes that made Emilie shiver whenever shehmseglance. His mood
now was quite different from the way he had beereeSophie's arrival.
How did he really feel about Sophie? Was he sailf im love with her? But
why had they stopped seeing each other, in that’cas

She wished she knew Ambrose better, but there esya a sense of
something hidden about him, as if his face werard,iblank wall between
everyone he met and the secret part of him.



After lunch, George Rendell went off upstairs ®@diown for an hour, and
Ambrose and Emilie returned to the conservatory.

The light was no longer so good, but they hactlitft to do. Emilie waited
a while before hesitantly saying, 'Would you finigbur story? You didn't
tell me what happened after your father died?'

He frowned heavily at the canvas, not looking at hedon't want to bore
you.'

"You won't bore me,’ she said quietly.

He shot her a look, then was silent for a whileobeklowly picking up his
story. 'l needed to earn enough to keep the fapmbe my father was gone.
| had to find rent, for the even cheaper place aeaged to find, and money
for food. We got our clothes from the dump, of saurHe gave her a bitter
little smile. 'None of us ever had new clothes;rgtheng we wore came
from the dump. It's amazing what people throw awaya big city;
sometimes | found stuff that looked quite good witevas washed. | had to
fight for what | found, of course. | couldn't justep it. We had a strict
system about that. It was supposed to come ouircgfttare of the money we
were paid by the dealers. But | was bigger andheug-| scared the other
boys into letting me keep what | wanted. Then | gtbwn from picking
over the dump to sorting out what the other boysiéb It was simple
enough—you put bottles in one pile, old clothesanother, newspapers
here, broken furniture there—almost all of it wasrth something to
someone. It was all recycled. The guy who employedsold it on, of
course. | got very good at sorting the stuff—tretdayou worked, the more
you earned. | was soon his best worker. After glmof years | realised
how the system worked, and | began to see howltlearn even more.'

'How old were you?'
‘Twelve by then.' He shrugged.

She looked at him with silent awe. How could acthiiat young have been
so shrewd and determined?



He was unaware of her eyes. Frowning, as if lookack down a long, dark
tunnel, he was too absorbed in his own memoriésufid out who bought
the stuff from the man who paid me, and | startatiom my own account. |
bought from the boys on the dump, at a slighthhbkigprice than he paid. |
had boys sorting it for me, and | sold at a lowgecgthan my old boss was
asking.'

'How did he take it?'
Ambrose laughed harshly. 'He tried to kill me.’

She caught her breath. 'To kill you?' He had dasd ioffhandedly, as if it
happened every day.

'He and his brother came looking for me—nbut I'drbeepecting them. | had
an early-warning system setup—my brothers kept lwatcthem and ran
like hell to let me know they were on their wayknew a policeman who
lived nearby. | called him and he got there a feimutes after they did.

They had begun beating me up by then—oh, | cowe Inédden, but then

the police would have had nothing to hold themsmnl| stayed around and
let them attack me. | had a little gang of otheysm help me, hold them off
until the policeman got there. On my own, | couldhave fought them, but
we chucked things at them—we'd stockpiled somes;ackten food, a few
broken bricks. | spent a week in hospital, | dtdive a knife-scar on my
chest, but I survived. My brothers ran the busiriessne until | came out.

The two men went to prison for attempted murder.’

'‘And the authorities still did nothing to stop ywarking on the dumps?' She
was shocked, incredulous.

He gave her a sardonic, almost pitying look. 'Mexias—still is—a very
poor country with a lot of problems. The state dithave the resources to
deal with us. There are plenty of places in SoutieAca today where you
would see kids aged ten, and a lot less, doingdh®e job | did. You haven't
been over there, you have no idea what it's likee—floverty, the
overcrowding, the home- lessness, the cardboarckshaillions live in,
around the edges of huge cities—most kids neveakboeit of it, even if
they live to grow up, and many don't.’



She winced. 'lIt sounds terrible. | know the motyalrate in third-world
countries is very high among children.’

‘Not high enough for some people,’ he bit out, fggm. 'In some South
American countries men go out at night with gunsjting down street
kids—seven-year- olds, nine-year-olds. They'vediga the streets all their
lives and these are pretty dangerous kids—they aarhef dark alleys and
knife people for a pathetic sum of money. Theywelike children at all;
they've led such terrible lives they're like rdtdler rats. Nobody knows
how to deal with them, so they kill them. That'® anethod of dealing with
street crime. It's quick and it's cheap.’

Emilie looked at him, eyes dark. "That's horrifszirely somebody could do
something?'

'I've started a foundation which | hope will do sing, once it is up and
running. But even that is getting bogged down irebucracy; the people
who will be in charge never stop arguing aboutiést way of dealing with
the problem—-building new orphanages, giving momegstablished ones,
offering birth-control advice. They have plenty ideas, they just can't
agree on which to go for. And meanwhile the problisngetting worse
every day.'

'At least you're doing something. Can't you ineistthe way the money is
spent?’

It isn't that easy. | only wish it was.’

There was a little silence. 'What about your matlyewur brothers and
sisters?' she asked. 'Where are they now?"

His face altered. 'My mother's dead. She and mybwthers died when the
shack we were living in caught fire.'

Emilie looked at him in horror. 'Oh, how terrible!

'It happened all the time; the shacks were flimsyrdboard affairs. A
cooking-stove overturned, they said. | was at workame back to find



myself homeless, and my three sisters gone. Theéyban taken away by
the police, put in a convent orphanage for girlsiak thirteen by then—I
thought of myself as a man. | had been taking oathe family for three
years, and | was earning quite well, but | was atihinor so the police took
me off to an orphanage for boys. | ran away thghtil found the
orphanage where they had my sisters, and managgédttto see them
secretly. | wanted them to come away with me, haytpreferred to stay
where they were.'

She heard the hardness in his voice and wincelirior'And it hurt you?'

'It meant that | was alone,’ he said flatly. 'Friv@n on | only had myself to
worry about; life was easier."'

She wasn't deceived by his offhand manner. 'So hdygpened to them?’
'l didn't see them for years.’

Emilie watched him, seeing the pain in his eyes aetdng for him. 'You
were too hurt?'

He gave her a twisted smile, his eyes sardorfielt they'd rejected me," he
admitted. 'Yes, | was hurt, and angry, and biert. | got over it, in time; |
went back, years later, to look for them."

'Did you find them?'

He nodded. "Two of them had married—Maria and laamhey had grown
fat, and had half a dozen children. They still iwéMexico. | keep in touch
with them. My elder sister, Consuela, became a mslmeiked the life,
God knows why.'

'Maybe she liked the stability and security it gaee after all those years of
moving from place to place, never quite knowing th&ht happen next,
Emilie softly suggested, and he laughed, nodding.



'She certainly got fed well in there—she had betimya skinny shrimp of a
girl, but they soon had her looking plump and raayd they were kind,
those women. That's why my sisters wouldn't lealle me.

Like stray cats, they had found a good home, anttedsto stay in it.'
'‘Can you blame them?'

He looked sombre. 'No. But they were my family #mely had rejected me.
It wounded my pride. | was the man of the familwdnted to take care of
them, but they didn't trust me to do it. But nom Feally a man | can see |
wasn't thinking of them at all, only of myself.’

There was that haunted look in his eyes; she waisitiag to recognise it.
At first she had thought he was impervious, a meeduo authority, with no
weaknesses. She should have remembered that hee hvasan being, not
some flawless machine. He had had a harsh, diffitel No wonder he was
bitter.

'When did you first come to England?’

'When | was sixteen. | realised | had dual natidpado | applied for a copy
of my birth certificate and then got a British pams. It took some

time—bureaucracy again. | had to prove my identibnce | had my

passport, | got a job on a cruise-ship. On boanggtl a kind-hearted couple
from Liverpool. He was an accountant, she was @&authey had no
children. It was a month's cruise; | got to knowrthpretty well and he
offered me a job if | ever came to England.’

'What sort of job?'

'Office work, he said. | took him at his word. Wepk in touch by letter, and
the first time we docked in British waters, six rtilater, | jumped ship
with all my pay and made my way to Liverpool. Hesveadecent man, Jack
Philips; he gave me a job as a junior clerk, amd s® to evening classes to
study bookkeeping. Later, | switched to an accawrytaourse. By the time
| was twenty-one | had discovered a flair for invesnt and was making
quite large sums of money. Then | studiedlaw. Jastouraged me to set



my sights high—at the time my biggest dream waa pfartnership with
him, but by the time | was twenty-six | was in fdfe€ on my own as an
accountant, and | had a very large investment @astfl met some wealthy
and influential men during those years, includingriy Weiner, and
eventually |1 was invited to join his merchant ba#it.the time | never
thought | would end up running an entire place gfawn, of course.'

'It's like a fairy-story,” Emilie said breathlessly don't understand why
you're so afraid of anyone finding out- people atdimire you for fighting

your way out of such a terrible childhood, they Wwalespise you for it. On
the contrary.'

His eyes glowed with bitterness and a dark, bur@inger. 'l know these
men—they are very exclusive, they like to deal witen from their own
world, not outsiders like me. None of them knowasaborn in Mexico, or
know anything about my past. I've managed to aeghe right manner, the
right voice, the right attitudes—they all assunaen one of them, but if they
found | wasn't, they would turn on me." He lookddakly at her. 'So
promise... Never tell anyone what | just told yBuen your grandfather.' He
paused. 'And especially not Sophie. She would tovget her hands on a
weapon to use against me.’'

Emilie almost asked him why, but bit the words baSke remembered
Sophie's black eyes glittering with hatred. He Soghie had had an affair,
he had ended it and Sophie was jealous—she hag®ugskeim with any
other woman.

Poor Sophie, thought Emilie, I know how she fealsd was shaken to
realise it was true—it made her sick to think ahhvith Sophie. But if |
were her, | wouldn't want revenge because he Hach&—I wouldn't want
to destroy him. What good would that be?

'l can't believe anyone would be so cruel,’ shégsted, shaking her head.

"You don't know the world well enough yet," Ambrasaed gently. 'l know
you find it hard to believe I'm right, but trust me

'I'd trust you with my life," she said, and mednt i



He drew in breath, looked at her with darkened eyémnk you, Emilie.'

She had already trusted him with her heart, butlida't know that. She
wasn't as innocent as he thought she was, butdm& &now that either. |
love him, she thought; and | want him to make lavene. | want it more
than | have ever wanted anything else in my life.



CHAPTER SIX

SopHIE and her mother spent Christmas at the house its€heEmilie had
cooked a traditional meal of turkey, followed bybeandied Christmas
pudding she had made months ago, which she seittetrandy butter and
cream.

Sophie came into the kitchen carrying two glasdeshampagne. 'Merry
Christmas, Emilie!" she said, offering her a glass.

'‘Merry Christmas!" Emilie took a sip of the winefelt dry and fizzy on her
tongue, and made her sneeze.

'l thought someone else might join us... SholtoyCanaybe?' Sophie
murmured, watching Emilie through her long blackhkas. 'Or Ambrose?'

Emilie made a show of looking at the various panishting away on the
hob. 'Christmas is a family time, though, isn'tstte said over her shoulder.
‘Are you still seeing—what's his name? Gavin?'

'‘Gavin Wheeler," Sophie said in an alert tone. ."Yéky?'
'l just wondered... He works for Ambrose, doese?'h

'He's the secret of Ambrose's success.' Sophies was acid. '"Ambrose is
the facade, Gavin does all the work. He's a geinulsis own way; he can
find out everything there is to know about a comypiarnust a few days, turn
it inside-out. He can smell hidden money and trdaWn secrets that have
been buried for years. Without him Ambrose woulde'where he is today.
But it's Ambrose who has the money and the powss in't a fair world.'

Emilie glanced at the book she had been readirrgeyes sombre. 'No, it
isn't. But we're a lot better off in this counttyah people in some other
countries.'

Sophie picked up the book. '‘Mexico? | didn't kncyu yiked travel books.’



Emilie went pink, suddenly realising the dangetating about Mexico to
Sophie. Ambrose didn't want her to know about hiklbood.

'Oh... I... Yes...' she stammered, avoiding Sopluiefious gaze.
'Why are you looking so guilty?' probed Sophie, égs narrowing.
Emilie pretended to laugh. "You're imagining thihgs

George Rendell came into the kitchen at that mom#&nything | can do to
help?'

‘That was what | came in here to ask her," Sopaig, smiling sweetly
again.

'l can manage,' Emilie told them both, deeply x&deto change the subject.
'l must just check the dining-room.’

It gleamed with silver and crystal; Christmas cexskwere beside each
place, red candles in heavy Victorian silver caalded in the centre of the
table, and the room was full of the scent of wh#ted dark red
chrysanthemums with which the table was also decked

Emilie served lunch dead on one o'clock; everythwemt perfectly, and
afterwards they opened their Christmas presentsndrthe tree. George
Rendell had given Sophie a gold bracelet; her byap as she unwrapped
it, slid it on to her slim wrist and held up henda

She kissed him on the cheek. 'Thank you, | love it.

Aunt Rosa had been given a gold brooch: she sepieaded with it and
pinned it on her dress at once. Emilie wished shedcbe fond of her, but
there was something so unreal about Aunt Rosa—athé#d a facelift and
her smiles were always careful, as if she wasataistretch her skin too
far. Her silvery hair had a blueish tint which edither, but was very
artificial.

George Rendell's parcel for Emilie held a blue sumuk.



Emilie opened it, gasped, reverently lifted outagphire and diamond
bracelet and held it up to the light to flash apdrkle with blue fire.

She heard Sophie's indrawn breath.
'Oh..." Emilie whispered. 'Grandpa... it's lovely..

'It was your grandmother's; the stones are justttheur of her eyes—the
colour of yours too.' He helped her fasten it acbtwer wrist. Also in the

box were matching earrings, fragile waterfalls apshires and diamonds
which swung from her ears on silver thread andegéd every time she
moved her head.

Sophie's eyes were as hard and glittering as timest She looked at them
fixedly, her ripe red mouth parted with envy thatswike a sort of hunger.
'Lucky girl," she said icily.

She would love them, Emilie thought. This is wha& svould really have
loved to be given—and was instantly uneasy, fedaag of guilt because
she had them and Sophie didn't. Emilie had nevearedwewellery as
expensive as this before. Although she loved tlaeddet and earrings she
would have been just as happy with anything hendfether chose to give
her. It was the love with which it was given thaittered to her.

'l hope they're insured," Sophie said to GeorgedBlén

'Of course,' he said, gazing at her without exjpoes$ie had also noticed
Sophie's eyes; he wasn't surprised. He had knowhi&dor too long; he
had had her measure years ago.

Later, Sophie and Emilie played cards while theepltbuple were resting.
Sophie watched the flash of the sapphires and didsmaround Emilie's
wrist as she dealt the cards.

'Have you any idea what they're worth?' Her voies wontemptuous.

'l don't care about that. | just love them becatisey were my
grandmother's, and Grandpa gave them to me.'



The black eyes glittered furiously. 'He has neveemy me anything like
that. But then, he's never liked me.’

'Oh, I'm sure he does!" Emilie protested, but refvened things her
grandfather had said about Sophie and couldn't hezetyes.

'He doesn't," Sophie said bitingly. 'Just as wallybu, isn't it? It made it so
much easier for you to waltz in here and grablitaalyourself. With your
big blue eyes and your sweet, innocent smile. Tierman fell for it hook,
line and sinker. He dotes on you; he'll leave yeerghing he's got. Well,
you've fooled him, but you don't fool me.’

'l love my grandfather,” Emilie broke out, flushaadd indignant. 'I'm not
interested in his money.'

Sophie's mouth twisted. 'Well, you would say teaguldn't you?'

Emilie looked at her sadly. There was no way shelev@ver convince
Sophie that it was her grandfather's love she vdamat his money.

Envy was a black root hidden deep inside the ntinigting and spreading
out of sight, poisoning everything it touched.

Sophie came up to her bedroom to wash and renemdlez-up before she
left. Emilie had forgotten that she had left anotheok on Mexico on her
dressing- table; she had bought every book theyrh#dte local bookshop.
Sophie picked it up, flipped over the pages, andedaer another hard,
thoughtful look.

‘Are you planning a holiday in Mexico or somethihg?

Emilie shrugged, and said hurriedly, 'Maybe. Youwthner's calling you...
your taxi's here.’'

Oh, why does life have to be so complicated? sbaght as she and her
grandfather waved goodbye to Sophie and her mésdter



'l told you those two would ruin Christmas,’ GeoRgndell said, his eyes
shrewd as they observed her.

"You hurt Sophie's feelings by giving me a much enexpensive present,'
Emilie told him, and he laughed angrily.

"You're my granddaughter—who had a better righgdor grandmother's
jewels?"

Envy isn't interested in explanations, thought Em#ll Sophie knew was
thatshe had what Sophie wanted. That was enough to magei&hate her.

The take-over began in the New Year. The officezbdzwith rumour,
uncertainty and dismay. Some of the staff had neweked anywhere else.
They were afraid they were going to lose their jobs

'‘New management always means sackings,' one ofsh&hgloomily.

Emilie tried to reassure them, but she knew almashing of the plans
Ambrose and the new managing director bad for title m

George Rendell moved out of his office into a new at the other end of
the corridor the day before the new managing direatrived.

Stephen Hawdry was a man in his thirties, tallnthiery serious, with
brown hair and eyes and a rather shy manner whtaikesl to Emilie alone
on the afternoon of his first day.

'l want to make it easy on your grandfather. liseahow hard this must be
for him. He was very kind to me when | worked here.

'l know he had a high opinion of you.'
Stephen smiled. 'That's nice. Are you happy whene gre in the sales

department? Because | thought it might please gwandfather if you
started working with me—I have a secretary, of seubut being new to



this job | could do with an assistant who knowsrggre and who works
here and can make my life easier.’

It was promotion and would undoubtedly please handfather. Emilie
accepted the offer without needing to think abouaind moved into the
office the following Monday.

She liked Stephen and found him easy to work foe Bas grateful to him
for the careful way he treated her grandfatherwoth, warmth and courtesy
and sensitivity. He asked his advice, made suradggeBendell was fully
informed of everything that happened, and he waadty to Emilie too.

'He makes me feel | haven't been kicked out, sohmag moved up!
Grandpa told her, ruefully smiling. 'He's a good|, s Stephen.’

'l like him,' nodded Emilie. 'He likes me to berthevhen he sees members
of staff so that I can fill him in with details dfeir private lives—if they
have children, if they are getting married soon—headever forgets what
I've told him. Next time he sees them he doesm@t meminding who they
are, where they live, how many children they've. gte's a very good
manager.'

Ambrose called in several times that week to see things were going.
George might have warmed to Stephen Hawdry, buvdm still prickly
with Ambrose.

'What's he doing here again?' he asked, glaringeasaw Ambrose's Rolls
drive into the car park. 'l can do without him pegrover my shoulder all
day.' He retreated back to his own office. Stephas down on the
shop-floor. Emilie was left alone to face Ambradser, skin hot as she heard
him walk into the room.

'Hello. I'm afraid Stephen is in the works.’

He nodded curtly. 'I'll go and find him in a minutédow are you enjoying
working up here?'

'Very much." Something in the glitter of his eyeasd®a her very edgy.



'l drove past your place last night.’
Blankly she looked up at him. 'Oh?' Why was histen odd?
'l saw Sholto's car there.'

The blaze of his eyes made her nerves jump. Skelpd calling on her,
trying to persuade her to go out with him. He hanhe round last night and
spent half an hour coaxing and pleading; Emiliendlidquite know how to
handle it.

'l thought you weren't dating him!" Ambrose harstdyd, his face tight, and
she bit her lower lip.

'I'm not, but | don't know how to stop him comirgthe house. | keep
saying no, but he doesn't take any notice.’'

'If you mean it, he'll get the message!" There wascathing note in his
voice, as if he didn't believe her.

' do mean it!" she insisted. 'But he won't listerme!'

'He'll listen to me,” Ambrose said through his ieétll give him your
message.'

Alarmed, she said, 'l couldn't... You might... Dpplease!" His powerful
body and that hard, insistent face made him faidenmgerous an opponent
for poor Sholto. Sholto might try to fight him akdilie was afraid of what
might happen.

His mouth twisted and his eyes flashed. 'You meam gon't want me
interfering in whatever game you're playing witho§b?"

'I'm not playing games! But | can't send you tolaéth Sholto for me—it
would be so humiliating for him.’

He gave her an odd look. 'You're too soft-heart¥dh guys like Sholto
Cory you have to be tough.'



'I'm sure Sholto will realise | mean it, in the €nd

Ambrose turned to go, then looked round, his voiteand. 'You told me
you like ballet, didn't you? Are you free on Tuegsdavening? I've got
tickets for the first night of the new productioh®iselle.’

The shock of the invitation left her so stunned 8tee only just managed to
reply. 'Oh... thank you. I'd love to go,’ she saigathless.

'l pick you up at home, at six-thirty,’” Ambrosaid in the same curt,
offhand manner.

When Emilie told her grandfather that Ambrose veksng her out, George
Rendell frowned.

'Why on earth did you accept? He's far too oldyfmu, and you can't trust
him an inch.’

'It's only an evening at the ballet, GrandpabHIsafe enough!’
'Hmm..." said her grandfather, scowling.

Emilie bought a new dress for the occasion—chereg, a warm, soft
jersey wool which clung smoothly to her figure.

When she came downstairs in it the following Tugs@aening her
grandfather gave her another of those thoughtintly uneasy looks.

‘That's new, isn't it?'

'Don't you like it?'

He didn't have time to answer; there was a riigatloorbell. 'That must be
my taxi," he said. He was going to have dinner ignds in Finchley. 'I'll

be back around ten, | expect,’ he told her. 'Dom'too late yourself. Make
Ambrose bring you straight home.’



She waved goodbye, and was about to close the ffoot again when
Sholto drove up. Emilie's heart sank.

'I'm going out in a minute, Sholto!

'Who with? Or can | guess?' Flushed and angryybd ker insolently from
head to foot, then whistled. "You look sexy—dodset as good as it looks?'

Before she could stop him he put out a hand tdsttioe soft wool covering
her shoulder.

'Don't!" she protested, shrugging his hand away.

He turned dark red, scowling. 'Do you say that tob#ose? How far has he
got?'

Hot colour ran up her face. 'I'm not even answetiag!'

Sholto's mercurial temper flashed out of contradiag'Been to bed with
him yet?'

She tried to get back into the house and slamabe @h him, but he caught
her and held her in spite of her struggles; hd tiwekiss her mouth and when
she turned her head away started kissing her @awk.of his hands strayed
down over the red dress, found the warm swell ofoneast and cupped it.
He gave a groan.

'Oh, Em, stop seeing him... | know he's loaded,h@&# old enough to be
your father!

At that moment Ambrose drove up and Emilie agitigtedid, "There he is
now! Let me go, Sholto!

'I'm not scared of him,"” muttered Sholto, but hieased her and moved
back. 'So you really are going out with him?' Higutih writhed in jealousy
and fury. 'How can you, Em?’



Angrily, he walked off, got into his own car, stdtthe engine and drove off
with a squeal of tyres.

Emilie felt her heart kick over as Ambrose came @mg her, a tall,
shadowy figure in the darkness, his black hair Imgwback from his
forehead, his coat collar turned up against arbiteter wind.

''ve just got to set the burglar-alarm—I won't Aeminute!" she said
breathlessly, collecting her coat and gloves antinguthem on.

He watched her as she switched on the alarm ankdesspecial locks on the
front door before closing it behind them.

'Isn't there anyone else in the house?' he askaadumt, hard voice.
'‘No, Grandpa has gone out to dinner.’

His next question was shot at her like a bulletflmrevolver. 'So you were
alone here with young Cory?'

She felt her nerves jump, and hurriedly said, 'Hiy carrived just as
Grandpa left.’

His face was like a clenched fist; she felt the=dlrof it as if it were a
physical one.

'How long ago was that? What have the two of yanlsoing ever since?'
'‘Nothing!" She was pale, alarmed by his glitteraygs, the tension of face
and voice. This was an Ambrose she had never ssfereb He frightened

her.

'‘Nothing?' he repeated, biting the word out betwigisrteeth. 'Don't lie to

me! | saw you in his arms as | drove up.' His Soatistare ran down over
her body, lingered on her breasts.

‘Then you must have seen me trying to push him Bway



His mouth twisted cynically. 'Oh, yes—when you saw drive up!

'No, Ambrose! Why should | lie about it? And stdpating at me, | don't
like it!"

He stared at her, his black brows together, thersigwly dying out of his
face, then grimaced. 'Was | shouting? Sorry. Yaaukhhave let me deal
with Sholto weeks ago. Well, never mind. Let's gjfwall we?'

As they drove he told her that he had booked @ thlyl supper after the
ballet at one of London's fashionable restaurants.

The ballet was magical: visually beautiful and paigt, leaving Emilie
with a lump in her throat. They came out still itrance of enchantment to
find London white with snow. While they were in ttieeatre a blizzard had
blown out of nowhere; the streets were half-empigy ears were inching
along slowly, skidding on the icy roads.

'l think we had better skip supper and get you hatence," Ambrose said
reluctantly as they got into his car.

She didn't argue, although she was very disapphistee could see he was
right. The snow was thickening, if anything, andwadthem the sky sagged
like a great grey quilt, heavy with yet more snow.

As they carefully joined the traffic crawling alotiie Embankment Emilie
asked him, "Will your housekeeper be up to makeayquick meal?’

‘No, but | can make myself a sandwich, or find seameked salmon in the
fridge!" He was staring through the windscreen, dyes narrowed in an
effort to see the road through the constantlyidgfsnow which was falling
across the glass. The windscreen-wipers couldpé;cthey kept getting
stuck.

It took them an age to reach her home. Emilie garean uncertain look
before getting out of the car. 'l shall make myselfight snack—just
scrambled eggs, an omelette maybe, something hké tYou're very
welcome to come in and share it.'



His grey eyes were hooded, watching her through ahes. 'Won't your
grandfather object to visitors at this hour of tight?"

'He won't mind, and anyway, he's probably in bédegsby now!

'Well, if you're sure it isn't too much troublé’hanks, I'd love to share your
supper.’

They hurried to the front door, unlocked it andtshe wind out before too
much snow blew into the house. Emilie turned off blurglar-alarm while
Ambrose was stamping his snowy shoes on the doormat

'‘Can | take your coat?' Emilie held out her harrdtfaoticing that even his
eyelashes had snow on them.

He took off his coat, long scarf and leather glowesl handed them to her.
She put them all into the Victorian hall wardrolvel daung up her own coat
beside his, frowning suddenly.

'What's wrong?' Ambrose asked.

'My grandfather's coat should be here, but it.isA'tpang of alarm hit
her—she began to imagine the worst scenarios. &theelike this anything
might have happened; so easy for a car to crashlmrsy motorway in a
blizzard. Her grandfather was an old man, frail;

even if he wasn't seriously injured the shock ofacident could threaten
his life.

'He has probably been delayed by the snow," Ambmeasssured her. 'Do
you have the phone number of his friends?’

She shook her head.
'What's their name? We can ask Directory Enqufoeshe number.'

'‘Brown,"' she said ruefully, and he grimaced.



'‘Ah. Do you know where they live?'

'Finchley.'

'What's the name of the road?'

'I've no idea.’'

Ambrose considered her wryly. 'Has your grandfagfo¢ran address-book?'

'Yes, but I'm not sure where he keeps it, and Ildrdulike to search his
desk.' She paused, sighed. 'Not yet, anyway.' i®kméd at her watch. 'I'll
cook our supper. Maybe he'll be here by then.’

'‘Can | help? | enjoy watching you cook.’

Her skin flowered with colour, and she hurried @ifthe kitchen with
Ambrose at her heels. He glanced curiously aroinedldrge, Victorian
room. It had a high ceiling, from which hung angoral wooden laundry
rack which was used now to display dried flowersvetader, roses, herbs,
which scented the air—and a string of French onions

'What can | do to help?' he asked.

'‘Could you lay the table? We'll eat in here; itamer and easier at this time
of night." She showed him where the cutlery wag,kbpn took eggs from a
dish on the old Welsh dresser, beating them upbiua and white china

bowl while Ambrose was laying the pine table in teatre of the kitchen.

Glancing at him, Emilie asked, 'Do you want a plamnelette, or shall | add
something? Herbs, cheese, tomato, ham, or mushfwvhsit would you
like?'

'Herbs, and just a little cheese?"
She grated cheese, sliced bread, made a pot ekcdifien heated butter in a

pan on the old Aga range which sat in an alcovali&beat some herbs into
the eggs and poured the mixture into the pan, begdraw a fork through



the cooking egg, and while it was still soft adtleel grated cheese. When it
was ready she flipped it over into a perfect goldemicircle on to one of
the warmed plates, then divided the omelette o t

'I'm starving," Ambrose confessed as he sat dovimeatable. The smell of
the food is making my mouth water." He forked ortielénto his mouth,
tasted it, closed his eyes and sighed. "You are aumood cook! This is the
best omelette I've ever eaten.'

'‘Omelettes are easy.'

‘Then why is that so many of the omelettes I'vereappeared to be made of
rubber?' he drawled, making her laugh.

Emilie poured coffee and they carried it througto ithe sitting-room once
they had eaten. They talked for ten minutes, dnigkihe coffee, then
Ambrose said he must be on his way.

As they were leaving the room Emilie suddenly redi@a little red light
flashing on the telephone.

‘A message from your grandfather?' guessed Ambrose.

He was right. George Rendell had rung just befoeg themselves got
back. 'Emilie, it's ten-thirty, and snowing so haete that | don't think |
should risk the drive back in the dark. Mona anedArave offered me a bed
for the night.’

She drew a nervous breath and Ambrose gave hdcla gearching look.

George Rendell's message went on, 'I'll be battkarmorning. I'm sorry to
leave you alone in the house at night. If you'neyoies, give Sophie a ring.
I'm sure she'll come over to stay with you.'

Emilie gave a sigh of mingled relief and dismaye Stas glad to know what
had happened to her grandfather, and be sure heafgsbut she was not
too keen on being alone in the house at night,daiddhot want Sophie's
company.



Ambrose was watching her, his brows together. 'dlgsvabout being
alone?'

'T'll be fine," she lied, forcing a smile.

He looked at his watch. 'You'd better ring Sophieree.'

'l don't want Sophie here!

His eyes narrowed, searching her flushed and afagsy. 'l thought you
were fond of Sophie. What's changed? Has she ypg@tWhat has she said
to you?"'

'‘Nothing,' she said. She didn't want to talk abwbhat had happened at
Christmas; Sophie's bitter envy of her over hendnaother's jewels, the
barbed remarks Sophie had made about him. 'Diceyeutell Sophie what
you told me?' she asked hesitantly.

He looked blank. 'What do you mean?'

'‘About your childhood.'

His face changed, hardened. 'No, | certainly did Amd she's the last
person I'd want to know," he muttered, frowningriDforget, you promised
never to tell anyone, especially Sophie!’

'l haven't forgotten!" she protested. 'l wouldn't.'

The silence stretched between them again, quiveasfjagile as a cobweb,
and as sharp and glittering as a sword.

'I'm sorry,"” Ambrose said huskily, touching her ekeavith one long index
finger. 'Don't look so frightened. | didn't mearstaap.’

Her lashes down, she quivered, her heart beatimgddaast.

His finger stroked her mouth and it parted; she lragathing as if she had
been running.



Ambrose bent down closer, she closed her eyesfeediher mouth, his lips
touched it—and at that second there was a loudh anpstairs.

They jumped apart.
'What was that?' gasped Emilie.

'l thought the house was empty?' Ambrose was quiekéed than she was;
he was already on his way into the hall.

It is! | mean... it should be." A pulse of anxidigat in her throat as she
followed him.

They stood at the bottom of the stairs. There vagher sounds now; she
couldn't make out what they were.

'Something or someone is moving up there,” Ambrtdd her. 'I'll
investigate—you stay here.'

'Shouldn't | ring the police?"

‘Not yet. It might be a bird that has flown dowehamney in the storm. If
you hear me shout, ring then.’

As he began to creep up the stairs, she whispdted lam, 'Please be
careful!'

He vanished, swallowed up by the darkness at {heftthe stairs.

She waited, agitated, pale, listening intently, ementually heard a muffled
cry—had that been his signal?

She turned to run to the phone, to ring the polBzfore she got there, the
lights came on upstairs, dazzling her. Emilie swrownd again. Ambrose
was coming back down the stairs two at a time.

'What was it?' she gasped.



‘A burglar. He got away,' he said grimly. 'l justtga glimpse of him
climbing down the fire-escape next door. He'd ttedome down through
the skylight in the roof, but the wooden frame minave been rotten. It
broke—that was the crash we heard. There's glassel the floor in the
little bedroom at the top of the house.’

'We'd better ring the police—he might come back!

'Oh, we must ring them—though | doubt if he'll back, at least
tonight—but | think he might have hurt himself. Taavas blood on the
glass.'

She gave a cry of dismay. 'Did he fall down throtlghglass?'

'l think he half fell through, but managed to dragnself back up on to the
roof, then slid down the roof- tiles to the firezape next door.’

Ambrose strode past her to pick up the phone amtltde emergency
services, asking for the police.

Emilie poured them both more coffee and sat dowrsing her own cup in
both hands, feeling very cold, listening as Ambroge the police what had
happened.

'l only saw him for a second,’ he explained. 'Spsllinny chap, in a
balaclava helmet and black tracksuit— he must &ezing in this weather,
dressed like that. No topcoat or jacket, either, INodidn't get anything. |
think he may be injured—there was blood on the énajass. But he might
try again somewhere else in this neighbourhood.’

He listened, nodding. 'Very well, we won't touctyidamng. Luckily there's a
lock on the door—I'll make sure that if he does edrack he can't get into
the house from that room. I've already locked thardl'll barricade it with a
heavy piece of furniture too.’

He paused, listened again, then said, 'OK, tomqrtioan.' He hung up and
looked at her wryly. "The police don't feel it isgent enough to warrant a



visit tonight. They'll come tomorrow to take sanglef the blood and
fingerprints, if there are any—so we aren't to toanything in that room.’

'l heard you tell him you'd already locked the doBhe was very pale.
'Maybe | should ring Sophie, after all,' she thawadbud. Then she looked at
her watch. 'It's nearly midnight! | can't ring f&rthis hour!

Yet she was worried by the idea of spending thétnig this house alone
now.

Coolly, Ambrose said, 'No need to disturb Sophiétsthay. | think it would
be best for there to be a man in the house. Jusisa our friend comes
back.'

'Do you think he might?'

He caught the flash of alarm in her eyes and quiallbed, 'No, I'm sure he
won't. But better to be safe than sorry. | cangslee the couch down here.
All I need is a blanket or a quilt and a pillow.’

‘There are plenty of spare rooms; we can quicklikeng a bed. If you're
sure you don't mind. | must admit, I'd sleep easidtnew | wasn't alone in

the house.'

'‘And | wouldn't sleep at all if | thought you weakone here," Ambrose drily
told her.

She blushed.

They went upstairs and she showed him to the Ipase dedroom. It was
large and comfortably furnished; they made up & together and Emilie
found him a towelling robe and a pair of her gratigér's striped pyjamas.

'l don't suppose they'l fit too well." He was saich taller than her
grandfather, longer in the leg, broader in the &teydeeper in the chest.

'l don't wear anything to bed,' he calmly said.



'Oh,' she said, eyes enormous, shimmering.

Ambrose looked into them. 'Goodnight, Emilie," harmured, his voice
husky.

'‘Goodnight,’ she whispered and almost fled to ben.

She stood by the window looking out at the whirlsmpw before she drew
the curtains. Her mind was whirling too, with imagéat made her feel
faint.

Ambrose was in the room right next door to her.yliere alone together
in this house.

Her heart beat so hard she felt it might bursttrighough her ribcage.

Outside, the sound of London was deadened by tbe.sAll the usual
noises seemed to have ceased, or to be muffldtic tpassing along the
Embankment, the running of the river, the wailifigaolice and ambulances
speeding around the city, the hoarse wail of shgbrns. She couldn't hear
anything but the whine of the wind.

Drawing the curtains with a shiver, she turnedtéotsindressing. Was that
what Ambrose was doing too? She let her silky slige to the floor and
took off her bra, staring at her reflection in thessing-table mirror: the
full, soft milky flesh of her breasts, the arou$eddness of her nipples, the
long, bare legs and the curly dark hair in thartgle between them.

What did Ambrose look like naked? He was tall, véryeven in his elegant
city suits you could glimpse the muscled powelheftbody underneath. Her
mouth dried. She closed her eyes, imagining hinedak

What would it be like if...?
Her mind whirled even more, conjuring up those igggf him, naked, his

broad shoulders and deep chest, his long-fingeaedshtouching her, his
mouth...



She suddenly remembered Sholto, earlier, touchemgkissing her neck.
It hadn't done a thing for her, except to makevirnt to hit Sholto.

If it had been Ambrose touching her, though... §toaned, imagining his
hand on her breast, his mouth moving against eathhis thigh pushing
between her own.

I'm out of my mind! she told herself. | must stbpmking about him.

She picked up the white Victorian nightie she meamnwear. It was one of
the Christmas presents her grandfather had givea-s$tarched cotton,
floor-length, long- sleeved, buttoned to the newikh broderie anglaise on
the ruffled bodice. He had said his mother had wwre just like it—'Is it

too old-fashioned?' he had asked uncertainly.

'l love it," Emilie had said, loving the delicataleroidery, the demure look
of it.

When she had cleaned her face and brushed her skethlimbed into bed
and snuggled down under her duvet with a grateédl. s

Was Ambrose in bed too? Was he already asleepm@sta't start thinking
about him again, or she would never get to sleep.

She closed her eyes, and then they flew open icksé® she heard another
crash and splintering of glass from the floor above

Emilie was out of bed in a flash, running to the@do

As she shot out on to the landing she almost @alidith Ambrose, who
seemed to be wearing only her grandfather's blaokd red-striped
towelling robe.

'Did you hear it?' she gasped.

'Yes. Stay here,' he ordered curtly, and madeh®marrow flight of stairs
that led to the upper floor.



Shivering, Emilie waited; she heard him draggingleshe heavy chest he
had earlier pushed in front of the door of the romhich the burglar had
fallen into before.

A moment later he came back towards her. 'lt's @&, hadn't come
back—what we heard was the last of the broken ghi/trashing into the
room, brought down by the weight of snow which battled on the glass.'

'Oh,' she breathed, very relieved. Thank heavenswere here! | don't
know what | would have done if I'd been here onawn!'

He looked down at her, frowning. 'You're shiveringou'd better get
straight back to bed.' He put an arm round herlgleosito turn her and lead
her back into her bedroom.

She was so aware of his bare legs and feet thattsh#led over the long
folds of her nightie.

Ambrose tightened his grip to stop her falling rtiseddenly swept her right
off her feet, lifting her up into his arms.

Startled, she clutched at him, her heart bangikey 4 drum. He began to
walk towards the bed; she tentatively slid her aanasind his neck, sinking
against him, her head on his chest, very consd¢iaist was bare where the
towelling robe parted at the lapels.

Ambrose began to lower her to the bed. She weutinging, her body soft
and pliant in his arms.

Ambrose made a muffled sound in his throat; heleain on the edge of the
bed, still holding her. His head came down and likéesl. Their mouths met
with a rush, an explosion of need and feeling; heake out between them
instantly.

He groaned her name. 'Emilie!’

The sound made the hairs on the back of her nackistp. His voice had
such hunger in it.



She had never been kissed like this—it was an iomaso intimate that she
was shocked, and yet she was excited by the praihg tongue into the
moist inner warmth of her mouth, the demanding muost of his lips.

The kiss had a disturbing effect on her; she sedambd boneless, she was
melting, like hot wax. His hands moved sensuousiher nightdress, the
starched folds of white cotton, moulding them tollke a sculptor creating
a woman from clay, her body emerging under his hodner high, firm
breasts, her small waist, the soft curve of hip thangh.

She was trembling, eyes tightly shut, as she caddss black hair, the nape
of his neck, her fingers sliding inside the robke tsmall dark hairs
roughening his naked chest prickling under herditigs.

That was how she found the sickle-shaped scaisedr@ontour she could
feel. She lay still, tracing it, remembering what lad told her about the
man who had tried to kill him when he was a boy.

Ambrose quietly said, "Yes, that's the knife-scar.’

She shivered. 'An inch or two to the side and itlddave gone into your
heart.’

‘It was meant to. | was lucky.'

'It must have hurt badly.” There were tears unéerids. 'Poor little boy.'
She could almost see him then, a thin, ragged child blood seeping
through his torn shirt. She kissed the scar sdftlyish I'd been there to take
care of you.'

Ambrose stroked her hair. 'I'd have had to take oayou,' he drily said, but
his voice was moved. 'You're very sweet, Emilie.'

She burrowed into him like a small animal seekiefuge, her nostrils
quivering at the scent of him, her head heavy &dlingainst his powerful
chest, her mouth parting, her tongue tasting thineas of his skin, the
roughness of the curved scar.



She heard his faint groan. 'Do you know what yod&ieg?'

'Yes.' She knew. She was doing what she had wantgaol for a long time,
what she had fantasised about earlier, in this rdooking at herself naked
in the mirror and imagining him naked. She had degohed about seeing
him, touching him, having him touch her— was thistjanother daydream?
Or was it really happening?

He breathed thickly as her hands moved downwandewfing the hard, flat
planes of his body; they tangled in the rough kafdtair between his thighs.
He gave a sharp moan. 'Emilie. God, you're drivimg crazy. Emilie... |
want you, God knows, but you're so young.'

Her pulses beat wildly. He wanted her. He wanted®iee looked up at him
through lowered lashes and saw his face; she begebgnised it now—it
was strange, unfamiliar, disturbing.

His skin was darkly flushed, over a bone-structinéch had become a taut
mask. His eyes were so hot she felt as if they tbbigin her. His lips were
apart; he breathed through them roughly, unsteadily

‘It wouldn't be fair to you; you'll regret this itne morning,’ he grated,
frowning.

He tried to unlock her arms, push her away ag#mespillows, but she held
him, her body arching in invitation.

'Don't go... Don't leave me..." she whispered, la@ard his breath catch,
heard him give another deep, hoarse groan.

"You don't know what you're saying.'

'Of course | do," she said almost angrily, huslgryvilushed. 'I'm not a
child, I'm a woman."'

Her mouth found his; she kissed him passionately, she felt Ambrose
shuddering, then he began to kiss her back hasl,nmouth hungry,
demanding. Emilie sank backwards, taking him wittr, their bodies



tangling on the bed. He was heavy. Driven by imstas old as time, she
moved under him, her legs parting so that he sailwvden them, her
nightdress riding up so that their bare skin todche

Ambrose broke off the kiss, sat up, shrugged ohi®fobe, and she looked
at him, swallowing, so hot that she felt feverish.

He was naked now, as she had imagined him; hexr staved slowly down
over the powerful chest, the lean hips, the dangl&of hair between his
long, slim legs.

Ambrose was watching her, breathing as if he wesevding.

Hoarsely, he said, 'Listen... | can't do this...uYe a virgin, aren't you,
Emilie?’

She hesitated. If she said she was he might stéqnm&ove to her; but if
she lied he would soon find out. How could she higefact that she had
never made love before?

'You are, aren't you?' His eyes were unreadalgepuipils glazed, enlarged,
very black. She could hear the rough drag of hestiing.

She groaned. 'Yes, but... | want you. | want yobdahe first... don't you
see?'

'Will you marry me?"
It was the last thing she had expected him to say.

For a moment she was too stunned to say anythiegvéice when it came
was trembling. 'Oh...yes...yes, Ambrose, yes.'

He bent his head and kissed her deeply. '‘Now ytnnge¢o me,' he told her.
"'l make you happy, Emilie, I'll take great caseyou. But | hope you're
absolutely sure about this, because once we amgechdl never let you go.
I'm a very possessive man—never make me jealoysuwilt wish you had
never been born.’'



'I've never been more certain of anything in mgili€he protested. 'I'd never
even look at another man!'

'I'd kill you if you did," he said, his eyes dadnd she felt a stab of fear.

He was deadly serious, and it scared her, but isée khe would never feel
this way about anyone else, so she pushed the thawagy, pulling him
back down towards her, her hands trembling, eager.

"You don't need to have any doubts about me. | ote All | want is to
belong to you.'

His voice was deep, rough. 'All right, Emilie. Yugoing to!"

He was gentle, but it hurt; her body tensed invi@tly, resisting him,
refusing to yield to the hard, naked flesh attengptb enter it.

'I'm hurting you... | don't want to hurt you,"” Anoise said, trying to
withdraw, but her arms tightened round his bacHklimguhim down. She
wrapped her legs around him too, enclosing himeintdody.

'l don't care... Hurt me, | want you to,' she gexhn

'Emilie," he said, sounding shaken, almost shock#dll, if you're sure...
But stop me if it hurts too much.’

And then he finally took her—his body entering éth a force that was
like dying. She bit back the cry of pain she cotiltdelp, swallowed it into
herself, trying to relax her clenched muscles.

Ambrose sighed heavily, lay still inside her fomament. ‘It will be easier
next time,' he whispered. 'I'll be as gentle aanl.'c

He began to move, slowly, softly; each movement. liimilie felt faint, but
the pain was nothing compared with the fact thatbAose was inside her,
they were part of each other. She closed her egdschung to him,
abandoning herself, her body totally submissive.



Ambrose slowly lost control. He groaned; his thsugtew deeper, deeper,
until he was driving fiercely into her, his hot éabetween her breasts, his
cries of pleasure and satisfaction so loud thavae unaware that she was
silent.

Afterwards he fell forward on her and lay theresdihing hoarsely, roughly.

Emilie held him in her arms, hearing his breathsigw, feeling his
shuddering body quieten and lie still.

Their bodies entwined, naked and silky; they lagiowsy silence, heavy
with the peace that came after such rending passi@m with the onset of
sleep.

When they fell asleep it was like drowning in aplegark sea. Emilie kept
dreaming of him; over and over again he took hed & her dream she
experienced thequivering, shuddering pleasure sklenbt felt when she
was awake, her body clamouring and moist, operntoals a sea-anemone,
drawing him in and keeping him. Over and over again



CHAPTER SEVEN

AMBROSE woke up first. Emilie drowsily felt movement inettbed beside
her, a smothered groan, then the springs of theghed as Ambrose leapt
out.

For a second she thought she was dreaming, therawitsh memory came
back. She went scarlet. Her mind flooded with piesu Oh, how could 1?
she thought, remembering herself begging him ngototo stay with her,
winding her arms around his neck and holding hirckbahen he tried to
leave.

Ambrose stood there looking down at her; she fet Wwatching her and
pretended sleep.

At last he moved away. Warily, she lifted her ladfaction, peered through
the slit; saw him, naked, at the bedroom door, lercheart missed a beat.

She had wondered what he looked like naked. Novksbe.

His back was smooth, still with the remnants ofi@mmer tan; as he moved,
the muscles under the silky skin rippled. You wonéVer suspect he was
more than thirty; he had an amazingly fit, athleticly. She knew he walked
a good deal, worked out at a gym several timesekwesually had a swim

too.

Her eyes explored his rear view obsessively, ngi@verything: the deep
indentation running down the spine, the firm butgadhe long, slim legs,
their calves roughened by tiny black hairs.

The bedroom door closed behind him. Emilie jumpetiad bed, realising
how cold it still was—the central heating wasnt gg and the house was

icy.

Shivering, she bolted her bedroom door, shower@djgssed, did her hair
and make-up, moving like a robot, her mind too bwsth what had



happened last night to think about anything elsgdrsked her to marry
him—had he meant it?

Why would he say it if he didn't mean it? she defiaasked herself, and
knew the answer to that.

Because he had felt guilty about what he wantedo® Ambrose had a
conscience. She had been a virgin, and still venny, the granddaughter
of a friend. Had he felt he couldn't seduce hehat promising to marry
her?

He meant it, I'm sure he meant it! her heart saryj her head coolly
answered, Oh, maybe last night he meant it atithe—but would he
remember it this morning?

She heard a car in the street outside and tensed-thather grandfather
coming back?

She ran to the window to look out. The street wddly different this

morning—the rooftops coated with hard snow, iciclesnging from

drainpipes, bushes and trees dusted with whitarAslowly drove past and
vanished. She sagged in relief for a second, thenght, What if her
grandfathehadcome back?

She shuddered at the thought of his face if heAradkled into that room and
found them naked in bed together. She'd have waatd.

A knock on her bedroom door made her jump, theszie

‘Emilie?’

'Yes?' She was so nervous her voice trembled. Adthoshe was fully
dressed she didn't move to open the door. She frad af facing him.

How was he going to look at her now?

'It's seven-thirty. | have to go—I've got a busy dhead of me.' A pause,
then he said quickly, 'Are you OK?'



'Yes,' she whispered.

"You sound shy again,' he said, and his voice addhile. 'l hate to leave
you, but | have to get some work done! You're capfiatween me and my
job, Emilie. I'll be back tonight, to talk to yograndfather. I'll come at
seven—we'll have dinner somewhere special. I'likbfmo three. You can

tell your grandfather we're engaged, or wait urget here if you'd rather |

broke the news.' He paused, then said softly, "Weablue dress you wore
the night we first met, at my Christmas party.Mdg/ou in that.’

She heard him walking away, his footsteps on tealang wooden stairs.
The front door opened and closed, his car doorrekat) the engine started,
there was a roar of acceleration and the car doéfve

He had meant it. He was going to tell her grandfatie wanted to marry
her. She felt a rush of happiness- she was sosigh&lmost felt she could
float. She put her palms against her flushed chestfisng at herself in the
mirror.

He loved her. He must love her. Why else would hetvio marry her?

She searched her face incredulously—why me? Othallwomen in the
world Ambrose could marry...why her? Why not soneotike
Sophie—someone sophisticated, elegant, worldly-®vise

Her mouth went crooked. If she was surprised, whead everyone else
going to think? Sophie... She winced at the thowdlophie's reaction.
Sophie had envied her that bracelet, those earramysed her because she
thought she might one day inherit Grandpa's moiBy! those had just
been material things Sophie coveted. Ambrose wasnfae important.
Emilie was certain Sophie had been in love with,hwas still sexually
obsessed with Ambrose.

She'll hate me! Emilie shivered at the thought.

And what about Grandpa? What was he going to thivé?she couldn't
possibly break it to Grandpa; she would leave thh@mbrose.



She heard a taxi pull up outside... the chugginte naf the engine
unmistakable. Only a London taxi sounded like tB&ie ran to the window
to look out again at the wintry street. This tirhesally was her grandfather;
he got out, paid the driver, made his way with gresre over the icy
pavement.

She ran downstairs and met him in the hall. 'Are &b right?' they asked
each other almost in harmony, then both laughed.

'I'm fine," he said. 'The snow is still hanging abm the streets, but it isn't
so cold this morning.'

'Have you had breakfast?'

'l had coffee and a slice of toast with Fred and&did you get Sophie to
stay with you?'

'No, I didn't, but...something did happen last higdhe said, hesitating. She
had to break the news of the attempted burglaryhdteto be told about
that.

He listened, horrified. "You say the police dideven come?’
'Well, nothing had been stolen and the burglardadway.’'

Turning dark red, George Rendell stamped overeégtione and rang the
local police station, complained angrily, demansgecheone come round to
the house at once so that he could get the skytigiaced as soon as
possible.

Mary arrived to clean the house as he put the pdomen. Emilie told her
about the break-in, and warned her not to entelittteebox-room at the top
of the house.

‘The police are coming this morning," George Rdnibddl them. 'Mary,
you'll be here, won't you, all day? Ring the buildéno did some work for
me last year. Once the police have seen the rabfyahtheir fingerprints
and so on, the skylight can be replaced, | exggetter check with the



police that that will be OK.' He looked at his watrowning. 'We'll have to
go. It's getting late.’

Emilie anxiously asked, 'Should you drive, in thigather? Maybe we
should get a taxi?"

'All the way to Kent? Certainly not. The main road# have been cleared
by now.’

As they walked to the garage, George Rendell daimtky Ambrose was
still here when it happened.'

A chill ran down her spine. Now it would start—Igjgestions, speculation.
Trying to be casual, she shrugged. 'Yes, it wag kexky. If I'd been alone

I'd have been scared stiff.'

'l still don't understand why you didn't ring Sophi especially after

someone tried to break in like that. You shouldaite spent the night in the
house alone.’

'l didn't,’ she said huskily, not meeting his eyAmbrose stayed.'

George Rendell skidded on the snowy path, aiméisivfer, and grabbed at
her arm to save himself, swearing under his breath.

'What do you mean? Stayed all night?' he hoarsigd
'In one of the spare rooms,' she whispered.
Her grandfather stared fixedly. "You should havegrme!’

'l would have, if I'd had a phone number for yauerids! But all | knew was
their surname—and there are lots of Browns in Londo

'In future I'll make sure | leave a number whereah be reached!" he
muttered as they entered the garage and got ietadh 'All right, you
couldn't ring me—but why didn't you ring Sophie?’



'‘Sophie and | don't get on very well lately.’

Her grandfather started the engine, scowling. "Moas that mean? Why
don't you? | thought you were friends.'

'l thought we were, but... Well, ever since Chrasm've realised that
Sophie doesn't like me; she's jealous. She way degause you gave me
Grandma's sapphire bracelet and earrings. She avéimten, and she was
bitter about it.’

The car moved slowly down the street and turned the Embankment,
which had been sanded and was already clear of asotlie volume of
traffic melted it. George Rendell stared aheadyifiag while he thought
over what Emilie had said.

'l did warn you what she was like," he said heavilyn sorry you've been

disillusioned, dear. Even so, you should have goblier here for the night.

You shouldn't have allowed Ambrose to stay wheretinas no one else in
the house.' George Rendell stopped at trafficdiginid stared at the red
light, drumming his fingers-on the steering-whé&éiere was silence for a
moment, then he broke out, 'Merciful heavens, Endon't you know what

people would make of it?'

She was crimson. 'This is nearly the twenty-fiesttary! Grandpa, Queen
Victoria is dead! Who cares?’

He gave her a pitying, irritated look. 'The Presaild eat up the story if it
got out! Ambrose runs a respected city institution he's seriously rich.
The Press of this country is envy-motivated, likensany of their readers;
anyone successful is a target for them. They'd lwvepull Ambrose

down—they'd leap at a chance to dig up a scandaltdbm to splash on
their front pages. Sex and money sell newspapers.'

Emilie was upset, worried; she hated to see herdfmther in this state, but
she was helpless to soothe him down because shantdall him nothing
had happened. She couldn't lie to him, except bigsion.



Desperately, she told him, 'Ambrose said he woaldeover at seven and
take us out to dinner.’

George Rendell turned his head to stare at hehrbiss together. 'Dinner?
Why?'

'He... he wants to talk to you, he said.’

The lights changed, and they drove off. Frowningy, randfather asked,
‘Talk to me about what? Business? No, he'd ringatneork. | suppose he
wants to reassure me that you were safe with hitmenhouse all night.
Well, he doesn't need to tell me that. | know yd#m sure nothing

happened—»but if it gets out, the Press will thim orst. They always do.
Ambrose knows that, he knew very well what riskw@s running, not just
for himself—I don't give a damn about him—ybut fauy Your reputation

could be ruined if this got out.’

They drove in silence; she was relieved when tleaghed the mill. Her
grandfather went into the works to talk to someamne, she made her way to
the managing director's office.

His secretary, Jill, looked up, smiled and saitep8en just rang to say he
has flu and is staying in bed today, he'll probdi®yoff until Monday.'

'Oh, poor Stephen! Was there much for him to day@dMy grandfather is
in the works—he can cope with anything urgent.’

'Nothing much on." Jill shrugged, looking at Stepheliary.

Emilie sat down at her own desk in the little offinext door. It just had
room for her desk and chair and a filing-cabinéte high windows looked
out over the town, filtering grey winter light intbe high-ceilinged room.
She could hear the machinery of the mill, which Wwaased next door, in
the oldest part of the building. A narrow stream b&side the outer wall;
when it was built the mill had operated on watewweo Now it was
electrically operated.



Her grandfather put his head round the door. tl iesrd about Stephen. |
hope we aren't all going to get flu. It's goingotigh the works; a dozen
people are off sick this morning. I'll be next ddorou want me. I'm taking
over while Stephen is away.' Being needed had rmedeery cheerful; he
grinned at her as he vanished.

The day dragged by; Emilie couldn't concentratédhenwork because her
mind was entirely full of Ambrose. It seemed anrity before she was
back in the car, heading home towards London.

'What time did you say Ambrose was coming?' hendfiather asked as
they reached Chelsea.

'Seven. He said something about taking us outrtoeti'

‘Hmm.'

George Rendell drove into his garage and they wlatkeough into the
house. There was a note from Mary on the kitchbletdelling them that
the police had come, had said it was OK to haveddmaaged skylight
replaced, and the builder had done the work already

'Well, thank heavens for that!" George Rendell .said

'l must change,' Emilie said, running upstairs. B a quick shower, then
put on the pansy-blue silk Ambrose had asked hesetar.

She was about to come down when she heard the ebotiben her
grandfather's voice, followed by familiar deep,uasd tones.

‘Come in, Ambrose."
'My shoes are covered with snow, I'm afraid.’
'Doesn't matter, come in out of this wind. Bittgaan tonight, isn't it? Going

to be black ice on the roads later. Emilie's upstzhanging. Care for a drink
while we wait for her?'



They vanished into the sitting-room. She crept ddivenstairs and stood in
the hall, trying to hear what they were saying. Aosle's voice was quiet,
calm.

Suddenly her grandfather's voice roared angrilpmibed stupid thing to
do! She's as innocent as a newborn babe—no iddhheiw it might look!
But you're street-wise, Ambrose, you knew! You dtidave made her ring
Sophie.’

'l might have done, George, if | hadn't asked bemarry me last night,’
Ambrose said.

The silence was deafening.

'‘Good God,"” George Rendell said at last, soundmdf aomeone had
punched him in the stomach.

'l realise you may have reservations about that;'bu

'Reservations? For heaven's sake, man, she'schalfige!

'l know that, but if we love each other--'

'She hasn't had a chance to find out what love si€gime's barely out of
school, she's never had a boyfriend, unless yontc®holto Cory, and she
only went out with him a few times."

'He meant nothing!" Ambrose said curtly.

'He was besotted with her, and if you hadn't coetgvéen them it might
have become serious! Emilie is still a child.’

'She's a woman and she knows what she wants.’
George Rendell's voice thickened into rage, distadthat does that mean?

What the hell's been going on behind my back? Mg,Gou bastard, have
you...?'



Emilie hated the sound of his voice, the violentcthe tone, the words. She
pushed open the door and both men were silerferstiy, looking round at
her.

Tears in her eyes, she pleaded, 'Please stoputm{stn't fight. | love you
both, | don't want you to quarrel, especially onves.'

Her grandfather was pale, his face carved withslioedistress and anger.
He stared at her as if he didn't know her, had mesen her before.

Ambrose put out his hand and she ran to take ipudéis other arm round
her possessively, turned his eyes to her grandfathe

'We want your blessing, George, but whether you@pgpor not, we are
going to be married. She's of age. She doesn'tymedconsent.'

'I'm going to be happy, Grandpa,” Emilie quicklyidsaseeing her
grandfather's face pale with fury. 'You'll seenblw you're upset, but the
difference in age isn't as important as you think iWhat matters is that we
love each other and we want to be together.’

'She'll be safe with me," Ambrose said, and GeBryadell gave him a level
stare, his chin belligerent.

'If you don't make her happy, I'll kill you, Ambres

The announcement was Tine Time®n a Saturday morning. Emilie hadn't
told anyone and was relieved not to be going tdkwibkvould give people a
chance to get over the first surprise before slietbdace their stares and
curious questions.

What she hadn't anticipated was the phone calls.phone began ringing
just after breakfast.

Her grandfather took the first call, was politelyrtcwith the caller, put the
phone down and looked at her with a wry expression.



'‘Some gossip-columnist wanting to talk to yould toer to get in touch with
Ambrose's personal PR’

'Has he got one?' There was still so much shetddaiv about Ambrose.

'Oh, yes," Grandpa said. ‘A horribly polite youngnmLet him fend off the
Press.'

The phone rang again. 'Oh, hello, Cory," GeorgedBkrsaid, rolling his
eyes at Emilie.

She started and shook her head violently.

Her grandfather smiled at her with rueful undergiiag. 'No," he said into
the phone. 'She isn't here at the moment. No,ntvédea when she'll be
back. Yes, I'll tell her you called.’

When he had rung off Grandpa said drily, 'He sodrudf crazy. Just as
well you didn't answer the phone. No doubt he'lrdtnend here soon. You
had better not answer the door, either.’

The phone rang again.

'‘Good God!" Grandpa exclaimed, going red. 'How mooler is this going
on?' This time it was one of his own friends, bogzwith curiosity.
Grandpa cheered up a little talking to this mahafik you, I'll give her your
congratulations. Yes, a very big fish. She's gammpgave two big homes to
run in future, but I'm sure she'll cope. Oh, I'nglged.’

He had no sooner put the phone down when it raagpagnother journalist
wanted to talk to Emilie. Grandpa politely told thman to try Ambrose's
public relations department. After that call he ided to switch the
telephone on to the automatic answering machine.

Half an hour later, Aunt Rosa and Sophie arrivaghtARosa exclaiming as
soon as Grandpa opened the front door, 'Congratngat. Wonderful
news... Wedding of the year... Clever girl... Whatoup! He's so rich it's



positively disgusting—she'll be in the lap of luxdor the rest of her life.
Has he bought a ring yet?'

'Yes. Come in, Rosa," George Rendell glumly told he

Emilie was tense as she faced them both. Aunt Fassed her, and
demanded, 'Have you got a ring?'

Sophie stood watching; she was glittering andlityiher eyes as black as
night and her smile like a knife.

Emilie held out her hand. She was not yet useddarivg her ring; it felt
heavy on her. Aunt Rosa stared, drawing a breMi. dear girl! It's
magnificent.'

'It's a sapphire,’ Emilie said, very conscious gpl3e's fixed stare focused
on the ring, the whiteness of her face.

‘A cushion-shaped sapphire,’ Sophie said curthyd'fom the look of it I'd
say it is at least thirty carats, in a circular-dimond cluster on a platinum
hoop, worth at a conservative estimate somewheoendr a hundred
thousand pounds.’

Aunt Rosa laughed. 'Very impressive, darling, lsuttireally worth that
much? How close is she, Emilie?'

Amazed, Emilie said, 'Very close—you really knowawlyou're talking
about, don't you, Sophie? You're very clever.'

You're cleverer," Sophie bit out.

Her tone made Emilie even more nervous. 'It's biegusn't it?' she quickly

said, hoping to deflect any attack Sophie mightptenning to make.

'Ambrose spent a long time choosing it. We sat javeeller's office and

looked at dozens of rings—well, it seemed like aszd me. | liked them

all, but Ambrose kept saying no, until they prodiiti@is ring, and then he
said, "That's it, that's the one!" | must admitas horrified when | heard the
price, but Ambrose didn't turn a hair.'



'Why should he? He can afford it.'

George Rendell had a worried look. 'Drink, Rosa®'alsked, trying to
change the subject. 'Sophie? What can | get you?'

‘Too early for me,’ she said. 'I'd rather just heotee.’

1l make some,’ Emilie hurriedly said, leavingethoom, but Sophie
followed her out to the kitchen.

She sat down and watched Emilie moving aroundingetiups and saucers,
a sugar-bowl, a cream-jug.

Casually, Sophie drawled, "You must tell me yowrsg darling. How did
you get Ambrose to propose? Maybe my mistake wemgdo bed with him
without holding out for a ring? Men never value Wwtieey get easily.'

Emilie drew breath, paling. Sophie watched her &keat circling a mouse,
waiting for the moment when it would pounce for Kié

"You did know we were lovers, didn't you?'

Jealousy was a physical pain, a jagged stab ofyaigoBmilie's chest. She
swallowed, and somehow said thinly, 'We don't &dkut the past!'

Sophie smilingly watched her as if eager to seebtesd. '‘Oh, you should!
His past is crowded with incident—he's very goodvéd, by the way. Or
have you already found that out?'

‘That's not something I'm going to discuss with!you

Emilie faced Sophie, her chin lifted and her blyeslevel and defiant, and
Sophie considered her, an ugly curl to her mouth.

'l suppose he's playing it by the book with you)'y® so obviously a little
virgin. Going to make him wait till the wedding-hig are you, darling?'

Emilie hated the sneer with which she said that.



Sophie laughed. 'l hope he isn't going to be disegped. Ambrose can be
ruthless.' She paused and an odd look came int@terHer tone changed,
and she said rapidly, 'Well, good luck, darling—yewgoing to need it, as
you'll soon find out. Life is full of surprises.’

What did that mean? wondered Emilie, a little shiknning down her
spine at something in Sophie's voice, in her eyes.

Sophie looked at her watch in a very obvious w@l, good heavens! Look
at the time! Sorry, I'll have to skip the coffedave something urgent to do.’

She vanished in a hurry and Emilie slowly finishieading her tray,
frowning. Why had Sophie suddenly run off like th&milie had a sinking
feeling that she was up to something—but what?

George Rendell came into the kitchen and looketpbhat her. 'Sophie has
left—did she upset you, Emilie?’

'She tried to.' Emilie gave him a wry smile.

George Rendell swore under his breath. 'Damnéel didit! | knew she'd run
her claws into you when she heard. Of course, ged@us—take no notice
of her.’

' won't," Emilie said, but that was easier saahtdone. She couldn't get out
of her mind the images Sophie had deliberatelywexj up. Ambrose had
been her lover. There had been a sensual memdgrieyes, in the full
redness of her mouth. It made Emilie sick to thafikhem together. How
many other women had there been in his life? He'h&ald her; she hadn't
liked to ask, but she didn't believe Sophie hadlibe only one.

She was out with Ambrose that evening, and webgetblate. She woke up
at seven-thirty as usual, but when she went dowasta her nightie and
towelling robe she found the house empty. There ava®te from her
grandfather telling her that he had had a call ftbenmill to say there had



been an accident there; he had had to go at onthelwould ring to let her
know what had happened.

Emilie made herself some coffee and sat in theh&it¢ sipping orange
juice, gazing blankly out of the window. It wasniaig heavily. She was sick
of winter weather- how soon would it be spring? @nd Ambrose had
agreed on a date for the wedding—he wanted ita¢tid of March. She had
begun thinking about a wedding- dress; her minétedtiinto daydreams
about a Victorian- style crinoline, a long lacelvei

The doorbell rang; still daydreaming she went tevaer it and saw Sholto
with a sinking heart.

'I'm very busy, Sholto, you can't come in!" She s@sy for him, but uneasy
too. Sholto was older than shewas, but emotiorrediyvas still a teenager,
blind to other people's needs and feelings, ongngewhat he wanted to
see, only caring about himself.

"You can't marry him!" he burst out, his lower Uipck out like a baby's. 'My
God, Em, he's nearly forty, and you're half his, 3g& can't be in love with
him, I don't believe it. It's his money, isn't itAat's what you're after?'

She was angry then, flushing indignantly. 'Whaisgulsting thing to say!
Do you realise how insulting that is? Oh, go awi&typlto.’'

She tried to shut the door, but he pushed on itgubkis strong young
shoulder to muscle the door open again.

'‘Don't. I'm sorry, Em! | didn't mean to insult ydwvas just so angry and
upset. | love you—it drives me crazy to think obiymarrying anyone else!

"You don't love me, Sholto! If you did, you'd wane to be happy.'

‘That's just the point! How could you possibly la@py with Ambrose? He's
too old for you.' Sholto threw his arms round her.

She struggled angrily. 'Let me go, Sholto!"



'No, listen... Darling Em, please listen...'

She shook her head, pushing at his chest. 'I'istehing to anything until
you let go of me!"

'l read an article in a magazine the other daygdisbled, overriding her. ‘It
said that girls who've never had any love fromrthdads fall for older men
because they're looking for their father. Well,'tgou see how that fits?'

Briefly, she looked startled, then crossly saidhriD give me any of that
pyscho-babble, Sholto! | don't see Ambrose ashefdigure!

‘That's the point—you wouldn't see it, you're tdose. It's like dreams;
people never can work out their own dreams, howeleious they may be
to other people. Em, think about it. Your fathewsvaéways too busy to have
time for you, you felt he didn't care about you. &ityou met Ambrose you
confused the two of them; Ambrose is busy and pfuvdike your dad, but
he showed an interest in you. You're sleepwalkimg ithis marriage,
because you're all screwed up about your dad, teiday you'll wake up
and realise what a terrible mistake you've madd,than you'll get badly
hurt.'

'l love him, Sholto,' she insisted, and he groaned.

'Oh, Em...!

He was wearing a thin anorak, his collar turnedram dripping from his
hair down his pale face. He looked like a sacklitiby, and she couldn't help

feeling sorry for him.

He saw her face change and pleaded, 'I'm so misgeiin. I'm not sleeping
or eating, you're making me ill.'

The trouble was, she believed him. He had no cadbwall, and his eyes
were underlined with shadows. She bit her lip, logkat him with
compunction and troubled impatience.



'Why are you so stupid?' She looked him over. "Moainers are sodden!
Take them off—Grandpa will kill me if he finds wé&botprints on the
carpets.’'

He took off his trainers and anorak, and Emiliettheem into the kitchen to
dry them in front of the Aga. Sholto followed arat by the range, hunched
over the heat, looking very young and thin in H jeans and dark blue
sweatshirt.

'I'm so cold..." He shivered."What do you expeotng aboutin the pouring
rain? You need your head examined.' She tossed tomel. 'Dry your hair,
you look half drowned.'

She poured him a cup of coffee and sat down atiatble to drink her own,
which was still warm.

'I've got another job," Sholto told her. 'I'm gointp a stockbrokers' office in
the City of London. A friend of the family offerede a place.’

'‘Aren't you lucky?' That was part of his problene-dot things too easily,
there was always someone to get him what he waiegou're leaving the
bank?"

'I've left. | wasn't going on working for him ont¢&new he'd stolen you
from me.’

'Sholto, he didn't steal me! | never belonged ta—~tohow could he steal
me?'

He looked sullen. 'He knew | loved you, but he tgoki away from me.
That's how he operates in business. He's ruthiesgoes after whatever he
wants without caring what happens to anyone whe igetis way. Well, he
isn't getting away with it this time. I'm gettingyrown back.’

There was defiance in his voice, in his face. Erlitioked at him sharply,
her instincts prickling. What was he planning?

'Sholto, don't do anything you'll regret!’



'l won't regret it!" he muttered.

She felt apprehension; Sholto had done somethorgething stupid, her
intuition told her so. But what?

'What have you done, Sholto?' she asked him, anshhegged, looking
away.

'Seen today's papers?’

'‘No, why?' She got to her feet to find them, andtesdid the doorbell rang.
Sholto jumped up, spilling coffee.

'Don't answer it!"

The ringing went on; somebody had their thumb erbigll. Emilie couldn't
stand the noise; she went into the hall and SHoltowed, grabbing his
trainers and anorak.

'Em, listen... Don't..."

She took no notice of him. She opened the dooranbrose came through
it, slamming it behind him.

Emilie looked at him in shock—his face was darkdhaiolent with rage.
'Why? Why did you do it?' he burst out in a rawceoi'What are you talking
about?' Emilie turned pale, her blue eyes wideadauaned. 'As if you didn't
know!

He hurled a folded newspaper at her; it fell toftber.

'Read it!" Ambrose snarled.

Hands shaky, she picked it up, unfolded it and t@nmront page. Across

the top half of it was a large picture of hersell @mbrose; the official one
his PR people had been giving out.



Then she read the headline and jerked as if shéad&dan electric shock.
'MEXICAN SLUM KID ON TOP'. She drew in a horrifiedreath and
Ambrose turned to give her a bitter look.

'Read it all. They really did some digging onceytkeew where to look!

She went on staring at him nervously; he was saabdypowerful in the
black cashmere overcoat, his hands sheathed ik ldather gloves, his
face as hard as if it had been carved out of stone.

'‘Read it!"" he ordered again through his teeth,sedhurriedly looked back
at the newsprint.

They hadn't really got much detail—only the facitthmbrose had been
born in Mexico, the date and place of his birtte ttames of his parents,
their poverty, how many other children they had,hhe dates of their
deaths and the date when Ambrose first got a Brg@ssport and came to
London. The pictures were more telling—a grey pgaph of a huddle of
shacks near Mexico City, one of ragged, barefodtien, a third of the
beautiful house in Regent's Park where Ambrose Ineal.

She looked up slowly. 'Oh, Ambrose... how did thiegl out?'

His face was harsh. 'Didn't you think Sholto wogide it to the Press?
Well, now we both know how it feels to be betraygain't we?'

'Sholto?' She was bewildered. 'What makes you thitk
'l know you told Sholto everything I told you, sortt bother to try and lie

your way out of it. I've been on to the journaliste-told me he got the
whole story from Sholto.'



CHAPTER EIGHT

'SHOLTO?' She turned to look towards him, and it was at ihstant that
Ambrose realised Sholto was there.

He flashed a look across the hall, saw Sholtongitdn the bottom of the
stairs, head bent, hurriedly tying the laces ofthasners with hands that
shook.

Ambrose stiffened, his muscled body so tense ti@asaw a blue vein stand
out in his neck. His eyes went from Sholto backeag in her nightdress and
robe.

'So it's true,’ he said in a hoarse whisper. 'biegn here all night.'

She was appalled. 'Of course he hasn't, Ambrose/ ¢ém you...?'

'He's getting dressed!

'‘No! You don't understand... His trainers were thebugh, so | made him
take them off and | put them on the radiator ta'dry

'Don't lie to me!" he snarled, his face harsh witlelty. 'Do you think I'm
stupid? He's obviously just got out of bed—and &eehyou!"

She was trembling, terrified at the look in hisgatSholto! Tell him the
truth!" she appealed as Sholto stood up, shoulglanio his anorak.

‘The truth? Are you sure that's what you want meeftdhim?' Sholto asked
her insolently, and she was stricken.

‘Sholto, for God's sake!'
'Sorry, Emilie, but | warned you,' he shrugged.

'Warned me about what?' she asked, bewildered byytnng that was
happening. 'Was it you who gave that story to #hespaper?’



His only answer was a grin. Ambrose slowly strippédis leather gloves,
pushed them into the pocket of his overcoat, téakfiand threw it on a
chair.

She gave Sholto a desperate look. 'Why are yougdihiis? Sholto, you
know | didn't tell you anything about Ambrose... @vtlid? Tell him who
told you. Tell him it wasn't me.’

'It wasn't her who told me,’ Sholto drawled in Aimde's direction, but his
smile was mocking, contradicting what he said.

'Don't smirk at me, you little bastard!" Ambrosétim so hard that Sholto
fell back on the newel-post of the stairs. A gapkrd on the side of his
head.

Sholto grabbed one of George Rendell's walkindestidrom the
umbrella-stand beside the front door. "Touch menagad I'll smash your
head in!" he threatened, blood trickling down tige ®f his face.

Ambrose reached for him, wrenched the stick from and hurled it away.
Sholto went into panic and bolted for the streehwAmbrose hot on his
heels.

‘Let him go, Ambrose!" Emilie begged, trying to éhdlim back, but his
powerful body was surging with such rage that she dragged along with
him, her heels digging into the carpet. She managetow him down, if

not to stop him. Sholto got out of the house befarérose could catch up
with him. He tore down the garden path and intochis

Ambrose stopped in the open doorway and watchetids$tart the car and
drive away through the pouring rain, a cloud ofastecoming from the
exhaust pipe. Only when he was out of sight did Aoeb slam the door
shut again and turn his dark, glittering eyes onliEm

"You treacherous, unfaithful little tramp!*

She was really frightened now. She let go of hiagking away. 'Ambrose,
| haven't done anything... | didn't tell Sholto abgour childhood, | swear |



didn't. I don't know how he found out—I haven'ttahyone a word of what
you told me. Not even Grandpa.'

His face had bitter distaste in it as he watched'Rer the love of God, stop
lying! It makes me sick. Your lover at least had ttecency to admit what
he'd done!’

She was getting more and more scared, but shetdrgmlind calm. 'He isn't
my lover! How can you think ?'

'l believe what my eyes tell me,' he said in trash, cruel voice. "You had
a guilty look the minute you saw me, and | haveendgld anyone else in
the word what | told you about my childhood, so hoould Sholto have
heard about it, except from you? You told him il béid you? While he
was doing it to you?'

'‘No, Ambrose!" she said, feeling sick.
'How many times has he had you?'

She shuddered in dismay at his expression, his. témebrose, don't! |
swear to you—I've never been to bed with him.’

'Is he good? Better than me? He's younger, maylsarn&eep it up longer.
| can't say | wasn't warned—he told me that soon&ter you'd go back to
him.'

She tried to put her arms round his neck, lookiragily into his bitter,
dangerous face.

'‘Ambrose, please, stop it. | love you. I've neveerbto bed with anyone
else.’

He looked down at her and his eyes began to bim@h8ard him breathing
fast, thickly. 'My God, every time | look at yowcén't believe it's possible.
That lovely face, those clear blue eyes, they Isoknnocent. How could
that face belong to a lying little cheat? | dondnwto believe it, that's the
irony of it. | want to believe in you—that's whaiyve done to me. I'm your



accomplice. I've cheated myself, because | desggratanted to find
someone like you. Maybe it was my Mexican childhaodll my people
have to comfort themselves with, for their terripteverty and their lack of
hope, is their images of the Madonna. You see timnes at every
street-corner, in every village, on the roads asdmve past. That's what |
took you for! A pure, sweet, loving Madonna! Howtb | have been such a
fool? Was | even the first? That night we first psl¢ogether... You
convinced me you were a virgin but now | wonder—ites a charade too?
Have you been sleeping with young Cory all the #ime

'No, Ambrose! Why won't you believe me? | didnlt &holto about your
childhood and I've never slept with him. You mustidve me!" He was
terrifying her, he was talking so strangely. Herceashook. 'l love you, |
would never do anything to hurt you!

He ran his thumb along the trembling curve of heuth. 'l can't bear to
think of him touching you.'

'I wouldn't let him!'

"Your mouth drives me crazy...' He groaned, staainig, bent his head and
began kissing her fiercely, with such insistencat ther lips were forced
back on her teeth, but she didn't dare try to ktop

She held on to his neck, her body swaying clos&sging into his from
shoulder to thigh, her mouth given up to him withmesistance. She must
placate him, coax him, seduce him out of this amgopd.

He pushed her dressing-gown open, slid his handamer nightdress. As it
touched her breast her nipples hardened, her bedgrbto throb. Her
senses were so heightened by the adrenalin oftiaaat one touch desire
ran hotly through her.

He slid his mouth down her neck and bit her; shamed, her head hanging
back.



Ambrose pulled her nightdress upwards, leaving buty naked to her
breasts; his head went- down, his mouth hotly suckit her nipples, his
hands moving lower, between her parted thighs.

Eyes closed, she trembled, moaning hoarsely.

You see? Even now, | still want you," he muttet@dd you aren't stopping
me—you want it too. You've been at it all nighttwilhat boy, but you're still
ready to do it with me now, aren't you? Shall watdeere, on the floor?'

He pushed her backwards, downwards, her body tagbklplessly to the
floor, and fell on top of her, his knee forcing $i@part.

Emilie's eyes were open again, her face whitethallheat and sensuality
suddenly gone.

'‘Ambrose, you're frightening me!'

He framed her face with his hands, staring fromrheuth to her eyes. 'Do
you know about the people who lived in Mexico befdhe Spaniards
invaded the place? They were called Aztecs; theyskipped the sun,
offered sacrifices to it—ripped out the heartsiahl people. That's what
you've done to me, ripped the heart out of me. lawl supposed to live
without a heart?’

Emilie was increasingly frightened by the way heswadking. 'Please let me
get up, Ambrose—you're hurting me... Let me goapde'

'Let you go?' he repeated, his mouth twisting.Hifo? No, Emilie, | won't
let you go. I'd rather kill you than let you goaonother man.'

His hands came so swiftly she didn't even see tmawve until they were
fastened around her throat, his hard thumbs prgskiwnwards, choking
her.

Emilie gasped, tried to cry out, but couldn't. Hesvequeezing too strongly.
She could scarcely breathe, her eyes had darkehediragged air into her
lungs in terror, shaking like a leaf as it dawnader.



He was going to kill her.

Her eyeballs seemed to be on fire, she was gaspiddighting for breath,
clawing at the hands which gripped her throat,ewan able to scream or
plead with him.

'Oh, God!" Ambrose suddenly let go, the darkneskisnstare clearing,
shock in his white face. He stood up, pulled hehé¢o feet, holding her
shoulders as she swayed, coughing, one hand abreand bruised throat.

She was shaking, crying, too weak to stand; shie dawn on to the bottom
stair, covering her face with her hands, sobbing,shocked to think about
what had just happened.

'I'm sorry, Emilie," she heard him mutter. ‘Gouh $orry. | went crazy—all |
knew was | wanted to kill you, and | nearly didnlly just stopped myself in
time. | don't know what to say...'

Reason had taken over, thank God. He had obeyetbtigeembedded
instincts born of hundreds of years of social cbading, backed up by the
commandment, Thou shalt not kill. It didn't meanftwgave her, or still
loved her.

Her throat was bruised and swollen. It hurt to $oval

Emilie ran the back of her hand over her wet egé® was thinking now,
realising with a sick pang what she had to do.|8blked down at her hand,
at the dark blue flash of the sapphire, the glafehe diamonds. Slowly, she
took off her engagement-ring and held it out to.him

He didn't take it; he stared at it blankly, hisdddeak, white.

‘Take it,' she said, tears still trickling from @ndcher lids.

He fished a clean handkerchief out of his pocketut it in her hand.

'‘Dry your eyes.'



It could have been funny, that quiet paternal tamthe circumstances—if it
hadn't been so hurtful.

Silently she took the handkerchief, wiped her eydew her nose, so
miserable that it helped to have something pradiicdo.

Every time she swallowed, it hurt. It hurt even mtw try to talk, but she
forced herself, getting the words out in a hoarkesper.

'l can't marry someone who doesn't believe a weay! You must take your
ring back.'

'What would | do with it? Keep it—qgive it to a clitsgr do what you like with
it." He turned away, picked up his overcoat, ponit'Goodbye, Emilie.’

As he opened the front door she cried out despgrdteidn't tell anyone
about Mexico! And | have never slept with Sholtb!might be the last
chance she had to tell him so.

Ambrose looked back at her, his face stony, untielgn Emilie felt
hopeless, but she tried one more time.

'l have never lied to you!'For a second his fa@sa confused, uncertain,
and at that instant there was a flash of light fiautside.

Ambrose jerked his head round, swore under histlbre@amn them to
hell!"

'What is it?' Emilie cried out as the flash of ligiappened again.

Ambrose slammed the door shut. Outside she headdvoices calling his
name, calling hers.

Someone rattled the letterbox; eyes peered intbdhe

Ambrose got her shoulders and pushed her backhetkitchen. 'Is there a
back exit?"



'Only through the garage. What's happening outethe/ho are those
people?'

"Your friends the Press," he said bitterly. 'Theylever satisfied. You've
aroused their interest now, and you're going toeh&v suffer the
consequences. They won't go away until they gethancstory, and then
tomorrow they'll want some more. They're hyenasnd off dead men's
bones.’

They were banging on the door and ringing the Islbuting. Emilie was
terrified.

'It sounds like a mob of them! How many are outdRée

'l didn't stop to count them, but there were asteadozen." Ambrose was
pacing the floor, head bent, frowning blackly. 'Htve hell am | going to
get out of here? Where's your grandfather?'

'He had to go to the mill, there's been some datadent.’

'Has he taken his car?'

'Yes, of course.' Emilie watched him, her heartragth Ambrose, | never
told anyone anything, not even Grandpa.' Then lsbeght of something,
biting her lip. 'The only time | came close to isv..'

'Was when?'

'Well, I've been reading books on Mexico..." Aldittolour came into her
face and she gave him a shy look through her ladheanted to find out
about the place you came from. | had some in hende | was cooking
Christmas lunch, and Sophie...'

'‘Ah," he said on an indrawn breath. 'Sophie?’

'She noticed them and asked me why | was so itéet@s Mexico—but |

didn't tell her, Ambrose! I've never repeated wyai told me to a living
soul.’



He was frowning, walking to and fro, his face ingable. Suddenly he
halted. 'l have a lot to do, | can't stay heréhBve to run the gauntlet of
those bastards out there. Come to the door withamé,as soon as I'm
through it put your whole weight on it and slanshiut to keep them out or
they'll be all over the house in two seconds. Tgpempstairs, get dressed,
and stay there. Don't answer the phone or go todthw. Ring your
grandfather and tell him what's going on, warn torstay away all day.'

'He can't stay there forever!'

'No, but I expect most of the Press will follow rikhave some men round
here as soon as | can arrange it, to keep theofdbe pack at bay long
enough for your grandfather to have a chance targktors-, and then
they'll stand guard at the front door to stop tlemstantly ringing the bell
and knocking.'

He walked out of the kitchen and she followed. #d front door he took a
deep breath.

'Ready?'
She nodded. 'Ambrose, please...’

He ignored her. The door opened and she saw tloke @f faces, the
flashing of cameras, heard a muddle of voices.

'Ambrose, is it true...?"

'What does it feel like to come from working onity dump to running a
London bank?'

'‘Ambrose, let's have a smile...'
'Hey, Ambrose, can we see the girl?’
'How did you get into the country, Ambrose? Are wouillegal immigrant?’

'‘Ambrose, bring the girl out here for us...'



Under his breath Ambrose muttered fiercely, 'Now!"

She slammed the door and leaned on it, shakings teaning down her
face.

Outside she heard the shouting continue.

'If you want a statement, come to my office at efewa'clock this morning,’
Ambrose said.

'Is the girl going to be there?"
'Did she know about your background?"
'What do her family think about all this?'

He didn't answer any of their questions. She hshaudfling, pushing—they
were moving further away- then there was the safralcar starting, and
the pack of reporters and cameramen surged after it

He had gone. It was over. She couldn't believeatie had come out of
nowhere like a hot desert wind, blowing her liféoimew patterns; now it
had blown away and she was left desolate.

She swallowed her tears, the movement of her tlagatising. She almost
wished he had killed her. She wouldn't be in tlgmow if he had.

How could he believe such terrible things? If heeld her, why would he
think her capable of lying, cheating, betraying hikte didn't know her or
he wouldn't believe it. He had never known her. Kree hadn't known her,
how could he ever have loved her?

That hot desert wind had simply conjured up a narafjlove. Now it had
dissolved back into the desert, leaving her lifgpgm

Sobbing, she crawled up the stairs to her room,boey heavy as lead,
trembling. She felt unclean. The avid curiositytied men outside had been
like being undressed in public. She took a longnsdrp scrubbed herself



unmercifully, then slowly got dressed in the greinter light. Rain fell
persistently outside, trickled down the windoweltkars, ran in the gutters,
soaked into the ground. The sound of traffic washled by it; she couldn't
even hear the running of the river beyond the litrepankment.

She tentatively peered through the curtains astteet. It seemed empty;
for a second she thought the Press had left, tieenaticed someone in a car
lighting a cigarette and realised that there watéadozen parked cars out
there, and all of them held men watching the house.

Emilie fell back. She went to the telephone thet @amg the mill. She was
put through to her grandfather, who sounded distlirgrave.

'Emilie, have you seen today's newspapers?'

‘That's why I'm ringing," she said huskily, tryimgt to break down—it
would only upset Grandpa. 'The Press are campedrmouhe doorstep.
Ambrose says you should stay at the mill all day."'

'Is he there?"

'‘No, he has been here, but he has gone to the bia'sk.holding a Press
conference this morning.'

'So you're alone there? I'm coming home.'

'‘No, Grandpa. Ambrose is arranging for some bodydgudo come and
stand guard on tbe house, keep the Press awayt @oné home yet or
you'll have a problem getting into the house. ltuldobe best to do as
Ambrose said.’

Her grandfather was silent for a moment, then ek $2id you know about
all this Mexican stuff, Emilie?'

'Yes," she whispered. 'But | don't know who tolé tRress—I hadn't
breathed a word about it, so how did the Presshgkt of the story?
Ambrose says it was Sholto who told them, but hditell Sholto.’



‘Are you all right? You sound very upset—what thel hs going on,
Emilie? | think 1 should come home at once. | ddik& the idea of you
being alone there.'

‘No, please, I'll be OK,' she urgently said, andilgbed.

' must say, | can't help admiring Ambrose—when kpnaw where he came
from, | mean. He must have had a lot of couragedmtermination to get to
where he is now. I'm impressed. This has entirabnged the way | see
him.'

'Yes,' she said, smiling.

'So he's half Mexican—explains his colouring. | @& thought he must be
Mediterranean.'

She couldn't bear talking about Ambrose any m¥i@u didn't tell me,’ she
interrupted. 'The accident ... was it serious? iagpened?'

'One of the apprentices got a hand trapped inerdakt night; I'm afraid he
may lose it, but the hospital are doing their b8stipid boy, disobeyed all
the safety rules." Emilie listened as George Rértdided on about the
accident at the mill. Then he paused. 'Well, & ou later, then, Emilie,
but if you need me, ring me at once." -

Later that morning, Emilie saw most of the Pregs daive away, leaving
only one parked outside, with a cameraman in ie ®knt downstairs at
noon to make herself a piece of toast, with a dalgg, for lunch, turned on
the recorded messages and listened to the streeati©from journalists on
women's magazines and newspapers, radio and ietevis

Among them was a call from Sholto, pleading, 'Elaagpe talk to me. I'm at
home. | just want to make sure you're OK. I'm wexrabout you, please
ring me.’'

She rang him at once. 'Sholto?'

He recognised her voice. 'Oh, Em... Are you OK?'



'As if you care! How could you tell such lies aboug?’

'l was getting my own back on him, and he deseitvé'dh sorry if | landed
you in it, though. I don't want to hurt you, Em.afs why I've rung, to make
sure you're OK. | love you, you know that. Aftat driven off | started to
worry. | was afraid he might turn nasty. | shouldir@ve left you alone with
him.'

"You shouldn't have lied to him! You made him vangry with me!'

She heard Sholto's intake of breath. 'What diddveod/ou? Are you hurt?
What...?"

'No, I'm not hurt—no thanks to you! If you reallp dare about me, you'll
tell me the truth. | didn't tell you about Mexiand you know it—so how
did you find out? If you don't tell me, I'll nevepeak to you again, and |
mean that, Sholto!

‘That's blackmail." His voice was outraged, chidisncredulous. Sholto
might stoop to lies and blackmail, but he didnpeot her to.

' mean it, so tell me the truth—who told you abMexico?' There was a
silence, then, 'Sophie,' he sullenly admitted.

Emilie had known all along—it had to have been $®piho had somehow
picked up on her nervousness, her reluctance katadut Mexico. Sophie
had antennae like radar.

'How did she find out the details? Ambrose swore hever told anyone
else about it.'

'She said she picked up a clue from you, and b@tiguy Wheeler when she
suspected.’

'Wheeler?' For a second Emilie was blank, thennshde the connection.
'Gavin Wheeler?'



‘That's right. He hates Kerr too; he thinks he ¢uglyet more of the profits
from the deals he puts together for the bank. Hesd'd see why Ambrose
Kerr should get the lion's share. He's jealousraf Bophie saw you reading
books on Mexico and was curious when you went pimé kept trying to
change the subject. She said you looked so agitiabed to be important.’

Emilie closed her eyes, groaning. 'So it is allfaaylt!

'Sophie's street-smart, and you aren't,’ Sholtbrsafully. 'Anyway, Sophie

told Wheeler she suspected Ambrose had some Mexicanection, so

Wheeler flew over there and did some digging. Hentbout that Ken- has
dual nationality—a British passport and a Mexicae.0WNheeler came up
with a lot of official stuff—a birth certificate, ethth certificates of his
parents, photos of the slums where he was borevele dug up people who
remembered him, and he tracked down his sisteitsthBy wouldn't talk to

Wheeler. He managed to hire a photographer to Isnsdme pictures,

though. Sophie gave the whole package to me adahtelwhich newspaper
to give it to. She told me they would pay me aolotnoney for an exclusive
on Ambrose, and they did.

Rags to riches makes a good headline. They paidetie Sholto sounded
defiant again. 'Well, | had a good job at the ban#l he made it impossible
for me to stay there. | could do with the money.’

Angrily, Emilie said, 'l don't want to see you agat stay out of my way in
future. Don't ring me, and don't come here."’

'Em!" he cried in protest, but she put the phonerddfeeling chilled,
depressed. Sholto's jealousy, Sophie's envy, hadder life.

If she could only get Sholto to confess he had kelinit who had really told
him, Ambrose might...

She sighed heavily.
Sholto wasn't going to do that. He had achievedaims—he had split her

from Ambrose, wrecked their relationship, and nrtbrose by doing so.
Why would he undo all that by telling the truth?



She put her ring away in a drawer. Her hand fédedavithout it. She would
have to tell Grandpa when he got home tonight. &tih approved of their
engagement. It was ironic that the revelations aldgubrose's past had
made Grandpa like him more. When she told him tigagement was off
he would be sorry for her, and the thought of hiig made her wince. She
wished she lived alone on a desert island wherenskdn't worry about
other people. Coping with the pain of her brokegagement was hard
enough without having to dread other people's i@ast

Downstairs the doorbell rang again, and she igndredtil she heard the
baying of the hounds outside- shouted questioashBulbs exploding.

Was it Grandpa?

She ran to the window to look out and saw grey imaine centre of a press
of reporters, all pushing and shoving.

Emilie tore down the stairs and pulled the doormmhouting, ‘'Let him
alone! Let him go!" She grabbed the old man andbéggging him into the
house. The photographers all turned their camaras ber, so she kept her
head down as she backed inside, ignoring the aqumsshieing yelled at her.
'Who is it, Emilie?’

'Is it your grandfather, Emilie?’

'‘Can we just have one of you two together?'

'Did you know Ambrose was born in a cardboard box?'

'Is it true he got rich through the Mexican Mafia?'

'How did he make his money, Emilie?’

She and her rescued captive finally made it thrabhghfront door, but the
Press tried to come in with them.



'‘Get out or I'll call the police!" Emilie threatehgoushing on the door. The
heaving mob resisted; several had planted theirifiete door to stop her
shutting it.

Suddenly from behind them came a sound of runnidgsaveral very large,
brawny men leapt on the journalists and began riqutihem to one side
bodily.

Startled, the Press fell back and one of the nevecsold Emilie, 'Get that
door shut now, miss! We've been sent by Mr Kerm'Daorry, we'll keep
them away from the house from now on!

Emilie thankfully closed the door and leaned orbigathing fast, tears in
her eyes.

'Oh, Grandpa! Why on earth did you come back? Istninave been so
frightening for you! Ambrose told you to stay awattil later...’

Her voice died away as she looked into the mants &&d saw with shock
that it wasn't her grandfather. It was Ewan Winghaez grandfather's old
enemy.



CHAPTER NINE
"W HAT are you doing here?' she gasped.

'l wanted to see either your grandfather or Ambids&an Wingate told
her, breathing thickly. He wasn't quite as old aarn@pa, but he was in his
late sixties, a stooped, grey-haired man with pale eyes, and the shock
of his encounter with the Press had obviously digtd him. He was pale
and sweating. 'Can | sit down? I'm feeling a bi.od

'Yes, of course,’ she said anxiously, and guidedihto the sitting-room.
'‘Can | get you anything?"

'A glass of water, thank you," he said, undoingdaisk overcoat and taking
it off.

She hung it up in the hall and got him a glass atieww When she got back,
she found him leaning back in an armchair withdyes shut. He opened
them to take the water, and sipped it slowly. lngtreet they could hear the
Press arguing with Ambrose's security men. Ewan géte glanced
towards the window. 'How long have you had to gutith that?'

'Ever since early this morning. I'm afraid Ambraseat the bank and
Grandpa is at the mill, Mr Wingate.' She couldetphthe faint coldness in
her tone—he had taken the mill away from them r aitle

He gave her a shrewd look. 'I'm sorry about thedskr, Emilie. When
Ambrose suggested it to me | jumped at it." He neadey face. 'I've had a
tussle going with your grandfather for so long that almost lost sight of
the reason for it, or the fact that we were onoselriends. | couldn't resist
the chance to grab his firm from him. | thoughtwibuld be my big
triumph—but once I'd done it, somehow it all fditffor me. It seems
crazy, but I miss the rivalry we've had all thesarg. George is my oldest
friend, as well as my chief rival. Getting rid dfivhwas like getting rid of
part of myself. That's why | put Stephen in to ngsahe mill. | knew
George liked him, and it would soften the blow, dimak's why | agreed to
Ambrose's suggestion that George stayed on assaltamt.’



'So it was him who suggested that?' she thoughtialo

Ewan Wingate nodded. 'And | jumped at the chance @h, | don't
know—re-establish the status quo, | suppose!

Emilie softened; he was looking old and frail, li¥andpa. 'Is that why
you're here? To try to make peace with him?"

He smiled at her, his colour rather better now hrsdbreathing almost
normal. 'Don't ever tell your grandfather this—Buat really very fond of
the old devil, and | feel bad about having takeerdvs firm. | have a lot of
respect for Ambrose, too. When | read the papassntiorning, | felt very
sorry for him. He's such a private man, with adbdignity. He must hate
having his name dragged through the papers angdss paraded for
millions of strangers to read about! | just feltineght need some support
from a friend. | came here because | thought heldvba with you and
George; I'd tried his home and been told he wasamat the bank is closed
on Sundays.'

‘To the public, yes, but Ambrose is giving a Pressference there this
morning.’'

‘Then I'll go over there,” Ewan Wingate said, gettheavily to his feet,
leaning on her as she hurriedly came to help Aiarik you, my dear.' He
put on his overcoat again. 'lt sounds quiet outettmw. Ambrose's men
have obviously got the situation under control. [Wdu be all right here
alone? Wouldn't you like to come with me?"

'No, I'll be fine," she said. 'But thank you, Mrivgate. You're very kind. I'll
tell Grandpa you called.’

He grimaced. 'Tell him... I'm sorry...'
She nodded, smiling. 'l will.'

He put his shoulders back like a soldier facingléalOK, then, open the
door, my dear.’



She pulled the door open and Ewan Wingate wentAiuince two of the
security men appeared and it was under their eitatthe made his way
back to his parked car. Emilie shut the door agaent to the phone and
rang her grandfather.

'l think it's safe for you to come home now. Aml@dsas security men
outside, they'll keep the Press away from you.'

'‘Are you OK, darling?' George Rendell asked anxXjous

'I'm fine," she lied, glad he couldn't see her face

'Well, I'll be there as soon as | can.'

He arrived just over an hour later and had no gmobdt all with the Press.
There was only one car left outside and the sgcomén kept its occupants

at bay while George Rendell made it to the house.

Emilie told him about Ewan Wingate's visit, and @Gtpa looked his
amazement.

'Well, that's... decent of him... You say he hasgyto the bank to see
Ambrose? He is a generous man. | have to granthamthe old weasel.'

Emilie laughed. 'He called you an old devil"

Grandpa seemed flattered. 'Oh, he did, did he?,\Welheedn't think he's
going to get round me with compliments.'

The phone began to ring again, and the answeri@iimacut in to take the
call.

‘That been going on all day?' Grandpa asked, amavsyly nodded.
'In fact, I'd better clear the tape again in a neaunost of them are calls

from reporters. | just wipe the tape and startrag&he saw the light go out,
which meant the current call had ended, so shelsadton the playback to



make sure none of the calls was important. As gpected, most of them
were from the Press, but one was from Aunt Rosamdiog agitated.

'Oh, George... | have to talk to you. Please, ntggas soon as you can, it's
urgent.'

'l suppose she's read the Sunday papers too,' &&angdell drily said, as
Emilie wiped the tape. 'But I'd better ring hersbe'll come round here!"

He dialled Aunt Rosa's number. 'Hello? It's GeoRjgsa.'

He listened in silence, then his voice rose sharplhat? Slow down,
Rosa... How do you know...? Ambrose? But how dees™

Emilie had stiffened; she watched him intently, herves jumping. She
could hear Aunt Rosa's voice far off, a tinny ditjabbling. What on earth
was she saying?

'OK, Rosa, if that's what you want.' George Renaidliéd his eyes upwards
in Emilie's direction, a silent comment on whatef&ent Rosa was saying.
'Of course you can stay the night. Very well, takkaxi. We'll expect you.'

He put the phone down and turned to Emilie, histiméight with irritation.
'We just got landed with Rosa. | couldn't refusee's in such a state over
Sophie, but it's going to be a bore having her.Hazan't stand the woman.'

'What's happened to Sophie? You said somethingtakrabrose... What
was that about?' Had Ambrose found out that Sdmpduebeen the one who
gave Sholto the details of his past and told hirake them to the Press?

'Sophie has run off with someone! | couldn't makadinor tail of what
Rosa was telling me, she was so incoherent. Apggrgime got up to find

Sophie hadn't come home the night before. Rosaitsaigsn't unusual for
Sophie to go to an all-night party, she thoughthimg of it at first, but

Sophie usually rings to tell her when she will lmemie. No call came, and
then Ambrose rang up, asking for Sophie. Rosa wdwysterical | couldn't
make out what Ambrose had said, except that ipbaghe fear of God into
Rosa.'



'It was Sophie who dug out all those details almbrose,’" Emilie said
huskily. 'That may be what this is all about. If Brose has discovered
that...'

George Rendell stared at her, dumbfounded. 'Sapluehind all this? My
God... | wouldn't have thought even she would géasoShe must be mad.
Ambrose will sack her, you can count on it." He e hands through his
thin grey hair, groaning. 'This is all too much foe. What a day! I've been
up since six, because of that accident, and tiehigl

'Why don't you lie down for a while? You look tdxe. I'll cope with Aunt
Rosa.'

'l can't leave her to you!

'Of course you can. She just wants to pour outtoerbles—I don't mind
listening to her.’

'Well, if you're sure..." He wanted to be talkeiih; he was grey and weary.
Emilie was worried by the look of him. He was tdd tor all this trauma.

He went up to bed and Emilie went into the kitcheprepare a light snack
for all three of them. She had only just begun mgka salad when the
doorbell went. Taking off her apron, Emilie wenthe door. Aunt Rosa had
got here half an hour earlier than expected. Slemex the door, a polite
smile ready. 'Hello, Aunt Rosa...’

Her words died in her throat as she saw Ambrosedstg there,
broad-shouldered and powerful in black jeans doldek leather jacket, his
face dark and grim.

She fell back and let him in, and he closed thea tebind him.

Emilie faced him uncertainly, bracing herself fdratever was to come, her
head up, and, under her carefully applied makdrepskin as pale as death.

His grey eyes searched her face; his brows met [odak terrible.’



'l don't feel wonderful,' she agreed with irony.

He pushed his hands into the belt of his jeansingaagainst the wall, his
head bent and a lock of dark hair tumbling overtdimsples.

‘All right; 1 deserve that. Emilie... | don't knomhat to say to you. I'm sorry
doesn't begin to cover it. | realise how angry goe, how hurt—you have
every right to be, too. | have no excuses. God lenbshould have realised
you wouldn't have done anything like that—but | weslous of young

Cory, and right from the beginning I've had an iiidiety complex.'

'An inferiority complex?' she repeated, incredulo¥su?’

Of all the men in the world Ambrose was the last yould associate with
anything like that!

He gave her a grim, unsmiling glance then, pustheghick lock of black
hair out of his eyes.

'l couldn't forget | was years older than you!'
'l kept telling you it didn't bother me!
'Not now, but how will you feel in ten years' time?

'How do | know? You can't avoid risks, Ambroseld.ign't like that." She
stopped dead. 'AH this is academic now. It's oetwben us.'

He looked at her fixedly, his grey eyes glitterigtazed, as if with tears.

'l came to tell you how bitterly | regret blamingwfor the newspaper story.
| know now who really fed that stuff about me tao8b. | got it out of him
half an hour ago.'

She started. 'You've been to see him?'

He nodded. 'He told me everything. He said hekehaly confessed to you.'



'Yes. He told me on the phone. He does have sorod mstincts, you
know. He rang to make sure | was OK.'

Ambrose's mouth twisted furiously. ‘A pity he ligdthe first place!

She gave him a wary, anxious look. 'How did youhyet to talk?' What had
he done to Sholto to get the truth out of him?

Ambrose's mouth indented with sardonic cynicisnonDask.’
She flinched. "You didn't hit him?'

He didn't answer, and his grey eyes were levelameadable as they stared
back at her.

'Oh, poor Sholto!" she said, sorry for him in spiteverything. Sholto had a
lot of faults, but he was weak rather than wickatj he was very scared of
Ambrose. He must have been petrified when Ambraselat up with him.

' hope you didn't really hurt him?'

'It wasn't necessary. Once he knew | would hurt ifiinhad to, he told me
what | wanted to know. | had already guessed miost ©nce you told me
you suspected Sophie | tried to find her, and daifehe wasn't at home,
hadn't been there all night—her mother had nowdweare she was, and was
on the point of ringing the police. | had beenngyito get in touch with
Gavin Wheeler too—he wasn't answering his phoné sent someone
round to find him. A neighbour said Gavin had dnadf last night in a car
loaded with luggage. Ambrose looked drily at Feophie was with him.'

Emilie's eyes were rounded. 'You mean they've govay together?'

Ambrose gave a cynical smile. 'They both believeniring business with
pleasure. Sophie has a very good head on her ghrsuldore like a man's
than a woman's; she is clever, ambitious, withnémtive grasp of the way
money moves, what is going to happen in the mankettddwide, which
investments to buy or sell. She will be valuableGavin on that side of
things. Gavin himself is shrewd, devious, cunning-seat of human



corkscrew. All they needed was a lot of money &kstthem in a business
venture.'

There was something odd in his tone. Emilie lookearply at him. 'Is there
something you're not telling me?'

'While | was at the bank a thought occurred to inget some of the senior
staff in to check through our cash holdings.' Heseal, looking at Emilie,
his mouth curling. 'Sophie and Gavin haven't jisped, they went off with
a small fortune in bearer bonds."

Blankly she asked, 'Bearer bonds? What are they?’

He smiled at her. 'Sorry. Well, basically, theyeces of paper which
promise to pay the bearer a sum of money. They hewvename on
them—whoever holds them can cash them, no questiskexd, especially
in certain third-world countries. Sophie knew wel lsame in a safe.’

'You mean... she's stolen them?"

He nodded. 'lI've contacted the police, but theifad nearly twenty-four
hours' start. They could be in South America by neith half a million of
the bank's money.'

Emilie drew a shaken, incredulous breath. "Thathfauc

He smiled wryly. 'Sophie didn't take the risk fegnuts.'

"You seem very calm about this." She would haveeetga him to be
angrier, more bitter.

'I've been through so much trauma today that kthue lost my capacity to
be amazed," Ambrose said. 'Although | didn't thBdvin was such a fool.
Half a million won't last forever, not these dags.course Gavin's clever;
he worked directly to me, not actually for the badk isn't a banker, he's an
asset assessor.'

'I've never been sure what that means.'



'He researches companies, uncovers their weaknasdetheir strengths,
works out the best way of attacking them. I've ool that that expertise is
what he plans to offer to clients in the future,ha&own behalf, instead of
mine.’

'He envied you, you know. Sholto said...’

'Yes, he took great pleasure in telling me, toay mauch Gavin resented
and hated me." Ambrose grimaced. 'It was Gavin fldwoto Mexico to dig
up everything he could about me, hoping to find sethimg really
discreditable.’

She gave him a nervous look from under loweredegstit was my fault
Sophie picked up on that. | shouldn't have beegunspy when she looked
at the book | was reading. She can be very quick.’

'She was jealous of you—that sharpened her instiStte and Gavin have a
lot in common. He envied me my money and my povede envied
everything you had.'

She shivered, her skin deathly pale. 'lt's horrikleowing someone is
jealous of you, is always watching you envioudlynakes your skin creep.'

'Don't look so sad, darling," Ambrose said huslplytting an arm round her.

For a second she almost turned her face into hiswstrong body, then she
remembered, and stiffened, pushing him away.

'Don't!" she broke out in a choked, confused voee touch and she had
been weakening. He had such a strong hold overirhspjte of the way he
had hurt her. "You'd better go!

His hands fell to his sides. He stood there, logkihher, a nerve jumping
beside his mouth, his eyes leaping with fire.

'Emilie... | know | don't deserve it—but won't ygive me a second chance?
| love you, you know | love you... if anything, toouch. | would never have
been so angry if I hadn't been so terrified ofrigsyou.’



'l can't!" she cried out, on the point of tear@riDyou see? You don't trust
me! | swore to you that | hadn't told Sholto abbléxico, but you didn't
believe me.'

'l was in shock, Emilie! I've always been afraidplke would find out the
sort of background | came from, and when | savhalt in the papers it was
one of my worst nightmares come true!'

"You wouldn't even believe me when | told you | hiatet Sholto make love
to me! You actually accused me of having slept it all along... You
said you weren't even sure now that | had beemginwvhen | slept with
you! If you really loved me, you wouldn't doubt fme.

'l didn't mean half | said, | was just talking witdl was crazy, Emilie! Out
of my mind with jealousy and suspicion.'

She looked at him with anguish. 'How do | know d@nk happen again? |
couldn't stand it, Ambrose. You made me very unkaggcusing me...
refusing to believe me...'

'l know, Emilie," he said on a deep sigh. 'l leam# hard school never to
trust anyone. For so long | only had myself to mahy—it isn't easy to start
trusting now.'

She was moved, thinking of his childhood, her hiawdluntarily going to
her throat.

She must have pushed aside the high-necked sweditey the bruises he
had made. Ambrose suddenly winced, turning evemewhi

'My God..." He pulled the neck of the sweater dewd stared at the bruises,
groaning. 'l did those? Emilie... Sorry doesn'taray, does it? You're right,
you would be insane to have me anywhere near yeutaat.’

She looked at him through her lashes, aching wath pnd desire. 'l ought
to hate you,' she said huskily.

She felt his body tense. 'Do you?'



'So much it's like dying,’ she whispered, and hdasdsharp intake of
breath.

'Emilie..,’

"You might at least kiss them better,’ she sdliihdi her head back so that
her whole throat was exposed.

Ambrose's arm encircled her waist, his other hdantbeaback of her head.
His mouth softly, lingeringly, brushed across theises.

She felt the slow shudder of passion running thinchign. Swaying closer,

her head came up and their mouths met with wildgbunShe ran her arms
around his neck, clinging to him, aware of everghirof the strong male

body touching her.

He broke off the kiss a few minutes later, breaghimckly, looked down at
her, his eyes dark.

'Emilie, | love you—don't torment me. You won't deme away, after
kissing me like that?'

She shook her head, her eyes cloudy with desiught to—I must be
crazy not to—but the trouble is, | love you. | ¢d@ar to lose you.'

His arms closed convulsively around her, held tyfithy, possessively. He
groaned, closing his eyes, so pale he lookedlzes mhight faint. 'Darling. |
swear I'll believe every word you say in futuregdfi try not to be jealous
of younger men."’

'l still don't know how on earth you could thinkathany woman would
prefer Sholto Cory to you!

He grimaced wryly. 'He's very good-looking.'

'He's sweet, and quite pretty,’ she agreed. 'Big heboy—not a man. He
has a lot of growing up to do.'



'‘But he is your age, I'm not.'

'Sholto isn't my age! I'm far more adult than heTise difference between
me and Sholto is that | grew up in a tougher wdrltad to nurse a dying

mother; | had a father who didn't want to be badexith me. Sholto has
been spoilt and indulged all his life. We have Médtle in common, in fact.'

Ambrose was still, staring down at her intently faice serious.

She smiled at him. 'And you and | have a lot in swn, don't we? We both
learnt to cope at an early age; we learnt to litbaut love; we learnt to be
lonely and survive. The age-gap that bothers yauwsch doesn't bother me
at all. You have so much | need, Ambrose. | thicln give you what you

need, too. We both want a family life again; | wemhave your baby, to
make a home for us both. Passion isn't the onlyeo¢nthat bonds

people—it will work out, Ambrose. Let's live ourvéis and be happy
together without worrying about the future.’

He pulled her closer, put his head down on topeofitair, holding her. She
leaned on him, her face burrowing into his bodyarhmg the strong,
rhythmic beat of his heart under her cheek.

The silence was a promise, stronger than wordswildoe happy, she
thought, her eyes closed, surrounded by his waamthlove.

The jangle of the doorbell made them both jump. Assb groaned, lifting
his head.

"Your grandfather?'
Emilie sighed. 'Aunt Rosa, I'm very much afraid—hsvexpecting her
when you arrived. She's so upset about Sophiemgraif we had to tell her

to come here. Grandpa is upstairs, resting. Hedldalery tired, so | sent
him to bed.’

Ambrose looked aghast. 'She's going to be stayangh

The doorbell jangled again.



'I'd better let her in!" Emilie said, moving towarithe door. 'Before the Press
nobble her.'

‘They've mostly gone—my men are keeping the few &l left at a
distance.’

Emilie opened the door, and Aunt Rosa totteredtimichouse on very high
heels, moving on a cloud of musky French perfume.

'Oh, my dear...this is terrible. She didn't evengaodbye,’ Aunt Rosa told

Emilie, kissing her cheek. 'l still can't believepBie has done this to me."
She put a small lace handkerchief to her eyes abteatl them, then she
saw Ambrose and exclaimed eagerly, 'Oh, Ambrose’eH@u heard any

news yet? Have you found out anything?'

He shook his head. 'Only what | told you. She leisdely gone away with
Gavin Wheeler.'

From the stairs George Rendell said, 'I'm sure apitl be in touch, Rosa,
as soon as she's settled somewhere, then you cardgasit her.'

'‘But how could she do this to me?' wailed Aunt R&3lae must know I'll be
desperately worried.’

George Rendell came down and put an arm arounghumerders. 'Come
and sit down, my dear, let me get you a brandyou Yieed something
strong, for the shock.'

He led Rosa into the sitting-room. Ambrose lookedvd at Emilie, his
mouth twisting. 'Not as bad a shock as she's goiggt when it comes out
that her daughter is being hunted by Interpol fobezzlement.'

'Poor Aunt Rosa. She'll die of shame.' Emilie haden actually been fond
of her, but she couldn't help being sorry for hamtanow. She had been so
proud of Sophie; this must be very hard on her.

'‘Nobody dies of shame,” Ambrose said drily. 'l usedhink | might if it
came out about my past. Until | met you | had shabnted dreams, my



darling. I have tried all my life to shake off mggi, but it wouldn't leave me
alone. | was paranoid about it. When | saw thosespaper stories it was
like my worst dream coming true. | thought my lifeere would be

shattered—but I've been surprised by the way pergdeted. I've had
phone calls all day; people have come to the bardeé me—friends and
colleagues have all been so kind.’

'Did Ewan Wingate find you?'

He nodded, smiling. 'He's a great old chap, isf hwas touched by him
coming to see me, to promise me his support whateygpened.'

'He admires you,' she gently said, and Ambroseddahartled.

'Well, I don't know about that—but he seems to like, and that | do value.
What | hadn't realised was that they all knew weeg}l that | didn't come

from the same, safe background as themselvesnithaabn to school with
any of them, and they knew it. | hadn't got théntigredentials from the
start. My accent is a little too perfect, maybe-edrht to talk in elocution
lessons. | had a strong Mexican accent when ldinsved. And also these
men all know each other, their families all knowleather—it's a very

small world they inhabit, and they all knew | was @utsider. | thought |

was fooling them, but | never did. They just acedpme as a man who
could make money. Oh, they wondered where | caora-frbut were too

polite to ask. Now they know, and, if anything, ls2em to admire me for
having got to the top without any help or familyckaip.'

Emilie nodded. 'The rags to riches story—it's ewegys favourite
fairy-tale." She framed his face with her hands More haunted dreams,
darling. From now on, you must never forget thalaesn't matter where
you came from—all that counts is who you are, amd §re someone very
special. | love you, Ambrose.’'

He held her, his cheek against her hair, and ladighkskily. 'In some ways
this has been the worst day of my life—a nightmzame true, someone
embezzled a fortune from the bank, and | almostjos. But now that I've
got you back, | don't give a damn about the redt dfl've got you, nothing
else matters.’



