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Marry in haste...

Emma had a secret in her past...a secret that mhanmhustn't fall in love
with Dominick Fleetwood. She had behaved recklesstly him once, and
now he was back in her life -- asking her to mdupt Emma found, to her
surprise, that time had not made her immune to Dmkis brand of
dangerous charm. And she soon found herself hapaiglove might one
day take the place of revenge in their marriage bed



CHAPTER ONE

HER prospective employer was tall, broad- shoulderadd darkly
attractive. Emma watched him rise to his feet/|eitice vast mahogany desk
and cross the carpeted study towards her, andfew amoments her nerve
failed...

'Miss Stuart. Come and sit down.' He spoke ple&sdns voice husky, full

of that deeply ingrained male confidence which cdrmm generations of
wealth and power. Catching her breath sharplyfahthe warm strength of
his hand as he clasped hers in greeting.

‘Thank you." Weakly, silently ordering her wobblilegs to carry her, she
went to sit on the round-backed chair he was iriiga She crossed her
legs. The skirt of her smart violet wool suit fedb short. Furiously she
uncrossed her knees again and clamped them fiwgsther, tucking her
ankles under the chair. She had the annoying imjmesthat he was
watching her discomfiture with veiled amusement.

'Would you like tea? Coffee?’

‘Tea would be lovely.' She smiled coolly. She hadfeelings under control
now. Discovering that Dominick Fleetwood in thesfievas a glorious cross
between Mel Gibson and Kevin Costner had throwniméally, but she
had enough inward motivation to handle that...

He was relaying the order for tea to the elderlydekeeper who'd shown
her in. When the housekeeper had gone, he saeadtie of the desk, and
eyed Emma expressionlessly.

'So you're a fully qualified archivist?' His eyegr® a stunning shade of
blue, she registered, meeting their probing gazth Wer own clear,
deceptively mild grey ones.

am.’

'You don't look like one.'



She smothered a desire to laugh.
'What does an archivist look like?' she enquireygty.

'l pictured someone dusty, flat-chested and a owoefil spinster,” he
informed her, equally deadpan. 'Whereas | suspettehind the disguise
of those steel-rimmed glasses and raked-back Wiaingpu are definitely
nubile.’

The audacious chauvinism almost took her breattyala he seriously
expect her to want the job, when he said thingstliat? But anticipation of
the tailor-made perfection of the job, and a seshet'd no intention of
revealing just yet, kept her glued to the chaie likprisoner.

'Whether that's supposed to be compliment or inshé managed calmly,
'l do you a favour and ignore it.'

The gentian-blue gaze narrowed speculatively. Hssewere long and
dark-lashed, and unnerv- ingly intense. In spit&i@fcomposure, she felt
herself begin to prickle with awareness as hetsidyaze over the pale, set
oval of her face, the neat shine of chestnut haund into a prim bun, the
conservative cut of her suit not quite concealimjuptuous breasts and
hips, a swoopingly narrow waist and long slim ledgch went on forever...

In turn, she gazed back at him, taking involuntaste of the fine grey cloth

of his city suit, the immaculate whiteness of hiirts His skin tone was

almost Mediterranean-dark. His hair was thick amackland wavy, cut

short on top and curling slightly into his nape.'H®ok good wearing a

gold earring, she told herself tartly. There wakagerous gypsy air about
him, at odds with his upper-class lineage...

She had the sudden, sinking feeling that he knestgxwho she was, knew
exactly why she felt this burning curiosity to $deetwood Manor... After
all, he was a brilliant barrister, feted in Londasmone of the youngest and
brightest to be called to the bar. Weren't bamssseipposed to be gifted at
reading people's thoughts and motives? At knowiagryghing about
everyone?



But that was crazy. Dominick Fleetwood couldn'tgbly remember her.
She certainly didn't remember him. She'd been hera on the Fleetwood
estate, but they'd have left when she was aboet And Dominick would

have been away at school...

And besides, how could Dominick Fleetwood know wdhe was here,
when she didn't even quite know herself?

The evidence she had, from things her father hat] g@s strong but not
conclusive...

She'd braced herself for some withering commeet &ier pert retort. But
after what felt like an endless pause all he said, thoughtful voice, was,
"You realise the family records are stored in ¥iltid boxes, in all manner
of spidery corners of the estate?"

'I'm sure they are.’
'‘Can you lift down heavy trunks of papers?’
'Yes. I'm quite strong.’

'Fleetwood Manor is in a lamentable state of reffits of it may not have
changed a great deal since the place was buiteitifteenth century. Will
you mind working alone in the attics?'

'If you mean will | be frightened of ghosts or sdhieg, not in the least.
History and the study of old houses, old recomsithé great love of my life,’
she heard herself enthusing, more frankly thardshegnded.

'So you're planning on being wedded to your worlsd\Gtuart?' There was
a wry note in his voice she couldn't identify.

‘There are worse fates. At least that way a worteys sn control of her own
existence,' she said quietly. Why was she lettingsubtly open her up like
this? This interview wasn't going at all the wag'slplanned... She recalled
his reputation as one of the country's foremosnied lawyers, information
gleaned from newspapers and magazine articles. bkegh variously



described as combining the rapier skills of a leesatechist with the
cunning of a wolf. Had sheverimagined she could somehow get the better
of him, and thus get the better of the whole ambgdestructive Fleetwood
family...?

She bit her lip, irritated with her own vulneratyili

"You sound as if you've had bitter experience rmdigarthe holy state of
matrimony?' It was a cool probe. This time she 'tlidse to the bait. She
thought of her parents, but she shrugged and srligetily.

'I've never been married, if that's what you'raragk

She'd arrived here prepared to feel coolly inddfertowards him, been
briefly fazed by his devastating appearance, bdaadah disliking him was
going to be child's play. She already felt a stgrifierce resentment towards
him. Like father like son, she thought darkly. Wamsang, patronising...

The door opened, and the housekeeper, a pleasaut-fgrey-haired
woman, brought in a tray of tea and biscuits. Wty were alone again,
he went back to sit behind the desk, leaning ldzdlgk in the leather chair.
His gaze was narrowed speculatively on her face.

'So, tell me more about why you want to come andkweere," he said
calmly. 'You've just qualified in archive adminggion, and you're keen to
earn more than the usual pittance paid to courmtyia assistants. Is that it,
or is there another motive?'

The trace of cynical mockery seemed deliberatehedito provoke. Emma
kept her eyes on the tea-tray, a guilty sensatrowigg in the pit of her
stomach. Her fears about his probing, dissectinits skere well justified,
she realised nervously.

'‘As I've already said, | love history. | love histohouses. And | love
deciphering old papers, uncovering the lives of gaserations. What other
motive do | need?"



‘There should be enough skeletons in the Fleetwaosets to keep a
scandal paper in business for months,’ he commehiseddrawl coolly
unconcerned.

She felt her face heating slightly. Skeletons osets? What a dry piece of
upper-class understatemenatwas...

'Sounds as if | shall enjoy my job, Mr Fleetwoadhé commented mildly,
hoping her casual tone would deter him from furtimerrogation, 'Or...
should | be addressing you as Sir Dominick?' Thaticas probe was
deliberate. Newspaper reports could be wrong, after

Dominick Fleetwood's expression didn't alter.

'‘No. I'm just here on a kind of caretaker bases said calmly. He seemed to
consider for a few moments, before continuing, ilUmty elder brother
Richard can be traced.’

'Oh, yes..." It had all been there, in the newspsiaeies. The search for the
missing baronet, the older brother who'd autombyicaherit the title and
estate.

Maybe it was her slight hesitation, or just a fginguilty air she was
projecting, but he gave her a piercing look.

'Emma Stuart..." He repeated her name slowly. Toerf creasing his
forehead suddenly deepened. 'You're not, by annogharelated to the
Stuarts who used to work here years ago? They lkehddacalled Emma.’

Emma stared at him for a few seconds in mute dis®lag felt her stomach
clench, then sink alarmingly. There was nothing dtg it. She'd have to
come clean.

'Yes. My parents worked here many years ago.'

Dominick's face remained unreadable. But he wasngtat her with a
suddenly sharpened curiosity.



'l remember them,' he said coolly. ‘Jack Stuart thesgamekeeper, wasn't
he? And a very good one. | remember my father adghliow he used to

hatch up to two thousand grey partridge a weekeanspring, ready for the
autumn shoots.'

'Yes..." Colour was seeping into her face, andalh@ wave of annoyance.
She had no reason to feel embarrassed about theSpa&l been only five
when they'd left.'| can hardly remember living heBat my father used to
tell me stories about Fleetwood Manor, after we.leShe hesitated. Her
father had made it sound so romantic, steepeceipdist, full of ghosts and
legends. As a child, she'd fantasised about thisepl.

'Stories?' Dominick persisted, his gaze quizzical.

‘Catching poachers beneath a full moon, that sothiag..." She smiled
slightly at the melodramatic tinge to her statem&hts was how her father
had always talked about the manor. In sweeping, otdnamatic
adventure-story fashion. His passion for the plza@ been one reason for
her own love of history. Now, though, since heh&thad died, it had a very
different significance in her life...

Her brain was racing round in circles as she ptesiea calm facade. She'd
been found out already, but, on the other hand} Wad been found out?
That she was Jack and Amy Stuart's daughter? Richdve any particular
significance to Dominick Fleetwood?

Impossible to know what Dominick was thinking. Howach he'd know. He
clearly remembered her parents, but that didn'tnneaknew everything
that had gone on between his father and his vaandsnumerous estate
employees ... She had to be very careful not tpgetnoid...

'I'm intrigued,’ he said at last. He picked up a frem the blotter and slid it
rhythmically through his fingers. His gaze was bligrthoughtful.

'What about?'

'Why didn't you mention living here as a child?’



It was a perfectly acceptable question, she tolddieseverely. And she

didn't have a very good answer. 'Oh, what a tangleld we weave...' she

lectured herself silently. Her throat dry as papkg ran her tongue over her
lips and swallowed abruptly. Shrugging slightlyeshanaged a laugh.

It didn't occur to me. It was hardly relevant he job specification!”
'‘But interesting, nevertheless.'

'l didn't imagine you'd be interested,' she cowddlatly. She crossed her
legs again, and reached with a commendably steadly tor her cup of tea.
'As | said, | can hardly remember living on theagstMy family wasn't here
very long.'

'So is that why you've applied for this job? Outafiosity? Nostalgia? A
wish to revisit your childhood home?"

'Partly. Perhaps. But as you said just now, theaypgou're offering is a lot
better than | could get elsewhere.’

‘That's because | don't suffer fools gladly, Migga®,' he informed her
silkily. 'I'm busy in court for the majority of th@eek. And since I'm only
caretaking this place until my brother is found anformed of his
inheritance, | don't wantsomeone who works at d'simeace. I'm prepared
to pay a good salary for quick, efficient work. Fotal commitment to the
job. If I thought you had some woolly, ulterior nwat for wanting to be
here, | might be less enthusiastic.' The gypsy-&mr& was deadpan, but he
was definitely testing her in some way.

Hateful man, she fumed inwardly.

'If I'd come here claiming to have spent my eahidhood at Fleetwood
Manor, you might have thought | was angling fofor preferential

treatment or something. The past is... is quigdarant. I'm quick, efficient,
and my commitment will be total,’ she assured hiith &s cool a smile as
she could muster. 'But can | ask why you're so kaerspeed? Are you
intending opening the manor to the public? Putiimgresting records on
display?’



'Who knows?' His expression was lazily amusedersgnally would have
no financial need to open the house to visitorgs\Btuart. But let's just say
that the situation regarding my older brother isnpredictable. He's been
estranged from my father for many years. Last hefrde'd dropped out of
society in the wilds of Tibet. There are certairtesdric conditions laid
down by Sir Robert which my brother will have to densulted on. Plus |
have an impulsive streak in my nature.' He grinslgghtly, arresting her
suddenly with the revelation of even white teettl an attractive deepening
of the vertical furrows from nose to chin. 'l simptant my family records
sorted, deciphered, and safely stored for posterity

'Of course. | understand.’

'‘Good. If we both know where we stand, when canstatt?’
'We...we haven't even talked about exact salarlgpars...'
He tilted a dark eyebrow at her determined expo@ssi

'How much could you earn fresh from university asaasistant archivist
with the council?'

She named a sum, and he gave a short laugh.

'I'll double it. Normal office hours, double pay favertime. I'm not looking
to employ some drab little Cinderella to drudge yawathe attics, Miss
Stuart.’

She blinked. Astonished, she heard herself sayeakly, ‘No, well... would
| be living in?"

‘Naturally. One thing Fleetwood Manor isn't shofti® accommodation.
Unfortunately, most of it is uninhabitable. I'l ®k you where you'll be
working and sleeping.’

He stood up, and strode decisively to the door. Bniollowed. Panic
returned. Should she be plunging into this? Shatlel be indulging her
burning curiosity about her family's chequered pikst this? Even if her



father's story, the sad tale he'd related to htarbéne died, proved to be
true, would she achieve anything with some vagugonaoof justice or
revenge...?

She followed the tall, athletic figure out of théudy and into the

picture-lined splendour of the manor's gallerielll tuip the sweeping blue-
carpeted staircase, along a broad, creaking landiveye the polished oak
floorboards looked to be as old as the house, aast pows of

cynical-looking Fleetwood males, each more swaghgt dangerous than
the last, they finally made it to a smaller, mowemible back stairway, and
were up in the attics.

The view from up here was stunning, Emma registédedkly, peering
through dusty windows and noting sunlit acres dling Warwickshire
countryside, just beginning to burgeon into theepahgnificence of spring.

Spring was a time for new beginnings, she toldd¢iemeasily. Not a time
for raking up the ashes of the past, torturing éléensith a sentimental
journey back to the start of her parents' tragsontiegration...

‘A lot of the old family papers are up here," Doitknwas saying, pushing
open a door to reveal a large room lined with skl here were some
dusty old document cases, a big metal chest, asrtasnt of wooden
storage boxes, some of them looking excitingly anici In spite of
everything, Emma felt &issonof anticipation at the historical riches yet to
be uncovered. The manor had been in the Fleetwaodlyf since the
fifteenth century. She knew that from her fathsttgies. Who knew what
fascinating information she might unearth...?

"You look like a cat surveying a dish of cream,hiick commented drily.
"You really like your chosen career, don't you?"

''ve always wanted to have the chance to do sangetiike this,’ she
admitted, unable to hide her glow of enthusiasm.

'So this is your lucky year, Miss Stuart.' He led tvay out of the attic room
again, and they retraced their steps back dowhnetonain landing. 'There's



masses more in outhouses, and the old butler'sypaittcould take quite a
while just getting it all together before you céifh through it.'

'Quite likely.'

'My housekeeper, Mrs Shields, has a strapping yaragdson who can
help to carry stuff around,’ he added conversalipr@s he flung open a
bedroom door and waved her inside.

‘Thank you." She found herself in a big square Hfoghnged bedroom,
overlooking the front of the house. Large sash wwslwere draped in rich
but faded gold velvet. A very high-looking four-pessbed with gold and
cream covers occupied centre-stage. A door beytout ©pen, with the
end of an old-fashioned white claw-foot bath visibl

'Is this where I'll be sleeping?' It had such anochigrandeur, despite the
threadbare carpet and worn-looking fabrics, shddcbardly believe it.
Swinging round, she found Dominick Fleetwood's ggkmaming with
suppressed amusement.'This, believe it or ndtgi®hly usable guestroom
at present. The rest have been sadly neglectedthmnd is one drawback,’
he admitted calmly, leading the way to the bathroéviou share this
bathroom with me.

He flicked his hand idly towards another door, vilhpresumably led into
his bedroom beyond. Emma felt her stomach holloth wicombination of
nerves, anger, and something else she couldntifigen

'I'll be away most of the time. At my chambers indoln's Inn. | may return
some weekends. Will that cause any problems?' tsesped lazily. The blue
gaze was unrelentingly amused.

‘Not unless you expect me to scrub your back?gsigped, on a dry laugh.

'Not part of the deal,' he agreed; with a grirth@ligh | confess it's not an
unattractive proposition.' He let his eyes slidéb#eately down over her,
lingering on her slender throat, the fullness af Ineasts beneath the suit
jacket.



'Speak for yourself,' she muttered, feeling a wafeeat creeping under her
skin at his cool arrogance. He was standing abdabtaway, but in the
intimate confines of the bathroom he was suddenlgmtoo close for her
peace of mind. At well over six feet, he toweredktaover her own quite
respectable height of five feet eight. With hisdspushed casually into his
jacket pockets, his eyes calmly appraising her yltaknposure, she was
suddenly warmly aware of his masculinity. It cons@ytself so strongly, it
seemed to hit her with the force of a tidal wavedal wave of sensuality.

He was a brilliant 'jury’ lawyer, people said. Whkr throat drying, she
began to see how easily he could project the kindoaverful charisma
needed to sway twelve jurors to vote for his cli@dminick was a daunting
adversary. Maybe the missing Richard was the weakdhe two sons?
Maybe, if the melodramatic notion of avenging hestimer's honour and
gaining her share of her inheritance had everifight occurred to her, her
chance of extracting some sort of eye for an eyghtrinave been more
successfully directed at Richard, in any case?

‘Are you all right, Miss Stuart?' He spoke softigth just the merest hint of
humour. She was ensnared in that narrowed blue, gareit was all she
could do to catch her breath.

‘Yes, I'm fine...'

"You look hot. Maybe you need some fresh air?'

'Yes. Maybe | do.' The look she gave him was pgliteiled, but she had
the sensation that he'd picked up on her vibratiohditterness and
resentment.

‘Shall we go downstairs again?’

Stiffly, tense with nerves, she passed him as he tygen the door, and
almost held her breath as her shoulder brushechkist.

Back down in the hall, Dominick leaned on the edfythe huge square oak
table, lovingly polished over the centuries, angarded her with detached
speculation.



'Subject to your references confirming you're ngbadential burglar or
cunning art thief, when did you say you could stisliss Stuart?'

She thought rapidly. She'd been doing temporarkwasera clerical assistant
in a county archives office while she waited for @portunity to make

proper use of her post-graduate diploma. She'd togyay a month's rent on
her bedsit, but at the salary being offered heeg ttouldn't present a
problem.

'l. ..l could probably start a week on Monday.'

He looked unimpressed.

'Is that the earliest?'

'What did you expect? That I'd be able to startdwow?' she retorted, with
some spirit.

He considered her with a smoulder of amusement.

‘Are you always this... abrasive, Miss Emma Stuart?

'I'm sorry. | didn't intend to sound... rude.’

‘That's better. | like my employees humble, Missa® Remember that.’

It was difficult to tell if this was his quirky sea of humour talking, or if he
actually meant it. Her smile was saccharine-sweet.

'Oh, | will, Mr Fleetwood.’
‘Then a week on Monday it is," he agreed, withianfdinality. He glanced
at a slim Rolex on his dusky wrist, and Emma fedtrdssed. 'Mrs Shields

will be here to let you in, if I'm tied up in couNlake yourself at home.’

He held out his hand, and she put her own intatit eridiculous tremor of
apprehension.



'‘But don't use up all the hot water on a Fridaytldne added, with a wicked
gleam in his eyes. 'See you, Miss Stuart...'

Emma escaped into the crunchy gravel sweep of tilie,dand dived into
her red Renault 5. His hand had seemed to burrSherwas trembling all
over. A strong sense of panic was invading evetk of her body.

It wasn't too late, she told herself desperatelstespressed her foot on the
accelerator and left the manor behind. She coildisg and say she didn't
want the job. She could still get herself out aétlbefore she was in too
deep to think straight...

But shedid want the job, she realised in dismay. She warltedab more
than she'd ever wanted anything.

When she'd heard that Fleetwood Manor needed dmvistc her first
reaction had been one of bitter curiosity, an urgeed to go and see for
herself where Sir Robert Fleetwood had wreckedhegnts' lives...

Now all she seemed to be able to think of was tinél bf those ancient
documents awaitingdiscovery in the Fleetwood attidéead Dominick
Fleetwood's mesmerising blue gaze.

She felt angry with herself, and frightened and iliaved by her reaction to
the man she'd just met.

And she felt more alone, and more confused than.elsecause how, in the
name of God, could she feel suchfrisson of awareness, such an
unmistakable shiver of desire, towards a man whaldcovell be her
half-brother...?



CHAPTER TWO

EMMA swung her reading glasses off and laid them clyedan the desk,
beside the faded parchment. She rubbed a grubby $feakily over her
face. She was tired, hungry, stiff with sitting far long. The attic room was
cold. It felt like the cold of centuries of unhedtstone, and the small
Calor-gas fire flickering beside her hadn't a hopéispelling it. And yet
inside her excitement warmed her, burned like aesdlame... She felt a
consuming urgency to continue working. End of dgyispelled end of
work, and she was so engrossed she didn't wairtish fyet...

She caught her breath sharply, struck by the cotitplef her present
situation. Here she was, poring over ancient papelse dusty, ghost- filled
attics of Fleetwood Manor, deciphering letters to George Fleetwood,
written over four hundred years ago, back in tkéesnth century. The old
iron casks and wooden boxes overflowed with a tneagove of historical
detall...

And judging from the faded ink and parchment, Sao€ge's character bore
lamentable similarities to his more recent descetsdaSir Robert,
Dominick's father, could have been an uncanny esmation of his
reprehensible ancestors. And Dominick...? She skivea little.
Remembering the lazy, speculative gleam in his ayéiseir last encounter
gave her the distinct impression that family trdiked on in the present
generation...

A footstep at the door made her swivel round qyickhe'd expected to see
Jamie, Mrs Shields' grandson. But Dominick Fleetivetood there. Her
stomach lurched alarmingly.

'Still at it?' He checked a slim gold watch onisst, and tilted a wry smile
at her. 'Isn't this beyond the call of duty?'

She stood up slowly. She suddenly felt consciousenfappearance. She
hadn't seen Dominick for the entire fortnight shie&en here. He hadn't
come down from London last weekend. Deeply involveder work, she'd

almost forgotten that it was Friday night againd ahat there was a



possibility he might arrive. Now here he was, darklevastating in
dove-grey suit and charcoal silk tie, radiatingstacratic elegance, and
making her feel like an unkempt maid-servant...

'It's riveting stuff,’ she confessed, with a shaugh. 'l just can't stay away
from it!

‘Letters and bills and inventories and rent arregpanning the last five and
a half centuries?' he mocked softly. 'Worth stagvamd freezing to death
over?'

Emma reached a hand up to smooth her hair. It waght up in a thick
pony tail, with strands escaping around her facd she knew it must look a
mess. Just as she must look a mess. She had pingeadles in her right
foot from hooking it around the rungs of the cHair hours on end. She
shook it, and stamped on it surreptitiously.

' might be in danger of freezing, but certainlyt nbstarving,' she retorted
lightly. 'Mrs Shields and Jamie keep me suppliethva regular flow of
nome-made flapjacks and mugs of tea!’

'I'm glad to hear it." She felt the cool gaze stdasideringly over her. She
stiffened, her embarrassment deepening. In oldsjeathick, baggy black
polo-neck, a strawberry-pink checked shirt wornroges a jacket and
clumpy Doc Marten boots she was haridignme fatalenaterial. But did she

want to be? a small voice cautioned. This job, pitesof her muddled

bitterness about the Fleetwood family, had provessistible.

It was a gem of a job. The kind every historian hsusely dream about. Not
just for the unique archives, but for the magnificerorking environment.

She'd felt deeply privileged, having the freedonexplore the old manor,
admire the ancient beauty of the place. There wan a fifteenth-century
Great Hall, complete with minstrels’ gallery. Butetidea of finding

Dominick Fleetwood dangerously attractive hadntuoed to her. It was a
complication she simply hadn't considered... A dexding of panic crept
into her stomach.

'What's wrong with your foot?'



'It's gone to sleep!" she confessed, with a grimdceave this habit of
twisting it round the chair when I'm sitting fotang time...'

'l told you | didn't want a Cinderella, slaving awaight and day,' he
rebuked softly. "You look as if you haven't slepts you started two weeks
ago!

"Thanks a lot!" Her cheeks felt hot. How dared hekenpersonal remarks
about her appearance?

"You need some exercise,' he judged coolly. 'Howalonormally keep fit?"
'I... I swim," she heard herself saying vaguelg,tetken aback by his abrupt
interrogation to protest, ‘and sometimes | playnitenOr jog. But | really
don'...’

'Have you got a swimming costume with you?"

'Well, yes, but | really...'

‘Tennis racket?'

'‘No! And honestly, I..." She was reeling undergasronising directness.
‘There's a place | use when I'm down in this pettt@world. | was planning
to spend the evening there anyway.' He shot hed@es grin which seemed
to stop her heartbeat for a few seconds. 'Stresstaaip in my business. |
tend to need a lot of unwinding. Come with mel. did you good.'

'Oh, no, | couldn't possibly...'

'I'm not asking you, Miss Stuart,’ he cut in calmifyn telling you. Rules of
the job. A fit body produces an alert brain.’

'Of all the pompous..." She bit her lip on the ousl, but not before she'd
seen the steely flash of amusement in his eyes.



'Careful, Miss Stuart. What happened to humilitfde narrowed gaze
raked her mercilessly. She began to tingle, fromrtexk to her knees,
where his eyes slid over her.

'Sorry,sir,' she fenced, with mock-deference. Sketching a raugtsy, she
added with overdone meekness, 'I'll go and getyremht away! What
would you recommend | wear?'

'Something suitable for dinner." He nodded withaklamusement. 'We
might as well have a meal there later. I'll see yomy study in half an
hour.'

This sounded horribly ominous. But she seemed ve htle option. There
was a warning note in the cool drawl which brougletcolour surging into
her face.

‘All right." She spoke through clenched teeth,dhé wished her heart would
stop its dull thudding against her breastbone.

Seething with resentment, she retreated to heobedto get ready. In her
head she called him every name she could thintoofent her feelings. Of
all the autocratic, arrogant, self- opinionatedert»earing, cranky fitness
freaks, he took the honours... Who did he thinkvas? Being temporary
lord of the manor was one thing. Treating her bBkkalf-witted child was
quite another...

But the really infuriating thing, she acknowledgeathfully, was that the
thought of swimming or playing tennis with DominiEleetwood, and then
having dinner with him, secretly filled her withctuconflicting feelings of
dread and excitement that she trembled at the ecbspf her own
weakness...

Her feelings of hostility were her only protectidhwas a good thing she
disliked him so intensely. Because in every otlespect her relationship
with her employer, she reflected impatiently, segmnie be veering
hopelessly off course...



The place Dominick frequented when he came dowrdetwood Manor
turned out to be an extremely exclusive countrybclimmaculately
landscaped grounds spread out, thickly wooded,atege an outdoor
swimming-pool, still under its winter wraps, as g a big, covered indoor
pool, and all-weather tennis courts with brand- rawfaces gleaming
emerald beneath efficient floodlighting. She glahaehim apprehensively,
as he drove between ranks of Rolls and Bentleydverdedes, and swung
his forest- green Porsche into a parking place tieaentrance.

"You could have warned me it was like this,' shd saefully. 'I'm hardly in
this sort of league...!"

He turned a gaze of genuine surprise on her.
‘This sort of league?' he echoed calmly. 'Whatalo mean?'

"You must know what | mean!" She glanced downastmple, ethnic-style
full skirt she wore over a long-sleeved white bodye we supposed to be
having dinner here?’

'If you're worried about the way you look,' he safier a few moments' cool
consideration, 'there's no need.' The smoky blue gassessed her clear,
make-up-free skin, shiny chestnut hair and the softes of her figure
beneath the clinging white top as he spoke. His éipgered fleetingly on
her full breasts, nipples suddenly hard as chetoypes under his gaze.
Emma felt her insides fold up in an alarming fash@most squeezing the
breath from her lungs. Her thighs felt boneless.

"You look fine.' The verdict was succinct. He gat,aetrieved their sports
bags from the boot, and sent her a smile whiclpdéher heart over as he
gestured towards the canopied entrance. In dark Bilk shirt and
designer-cut charcoal trousers, he looked leanadsshouldered, and
overwhelmingly gorgeous. The tug of attraction gasfierce, she found
herself gritting her teeth...

It was surprisingly enjoyable, playing tennis oe floodlit outside courts.
And somehow, faced with the challenge of holdingdven against a player
not only vastly more experienced but vastly strongige managed to acquit



herself quite well. Dominick won, but she actuatipk a couple of games
off him. The tingle of pleasure made her glow aleoBut one set was
definitely enough. Her green tracksuit, the onlytahle clothing she'd
unearthed for the event, felt too warm. She wisdteddd brought white skirt
and T-shirt. Dominick had started in a black tragksbut discarded the
trousers after the first couple of games, revealimgte shorts and long,
healthily tanned legs, coarsely haired and withrespively honed muscles.

"You play quite well,' he complimented her. He et at the net and wryly
observed her pink cheeks and air of triumphantyengmt. ‘Do you want to
play the best of three?'

She shook her head. 'Are you trying to kill me dfi§ot to a reasonable
standard when | was at school, but I'm so out effe I'm amazed |
managed to win any games at all""

"You won them fairly," he assured her. "All | helack on was my serve.'

‘Just as welll" The power of Dominick'’s returns baén sufficient evidence
of the potential velocity of his normal service eStlew upwards to lift the
damp strands of her hair from her forehead, antllshoa tentative smile.
'I'm roasting in this tracksuit. Can we have a swow?'

'Indeed we can, Miss Stuart.'" The gleam in the lelyges was difficult to
gauge. But the heat from playing tennis seemeatnsify into another
kind of heat as she felt his eyes rake assessivgliyher figure beneath the
green jersey of the tracksuit.

It took only minutes to swap tracksuit for swimswand the water felt
deliciously refreshing as she slid in. She glaneearily round for

Dominick. He'd appeared at the deep end, dark @tedsely masculine in
brief navy swimming trunks. She watched, transfjxasl he paused, then
dived cleanly in with an impressive ripple of musclHer steady
breaststroke seemed rather feeble compared wittsdvisral lengths of
masterly front crawl. He finally surfaced a fewtfeefront of her, laughing.

'Feeling better?’



'Yes,' she admitted, trying not to react to thedhrof his nearness. 'Yes,
thanks. Much better. | always do when | get aroianexercising..

"You look better already,’ he assured her. Youwst that pinched, tense
look, Miss Stuart. It suits you.'

‘Thank you, Mr Fleetwood.'

'‘Come on, we'll finish with a Jacuzzi." Swimmingsidato the side, he
swung himself out on to the tiles, and reached dtaveatch hold of her
arm, pulling her out beside him. The intimate cohtgas almost too much
to bear. Finding herself standing next to him om side of the pool, clad
only in the clinging wet fabric of her black costenfielt as compromising as
standing naked with a stranger...

‘You're shivering,' he observed, eyeing the goasgsuvhich had sprung to
the surface of her skin. 'Are you cold again alygad

He was steering her towards the Jacuzzi in theecafthe pool, his fingers
warmly confident on her wet skin.

‘No. I'm not cold exactly... it's... it's just tbentrast... and actually I've never
been in a Jacuzzi...' She was babbling nervousg/realised, annoyed with
herself.

"The Jacuzzi is hot.' He dropped a coin into tleé ahd gestured into the
foaming oval. Hesitating, she stood motionlesstenddge as he stepped
down into it, sat down and stretched his long, deo#ly across the width.

'‘Come along, Miss Stuart. A new relaxation exp&geawaits you...'

Could she face joining him in what looked like ambaarably small and
intimate space? Dragging air into strained lungsg, ®rced her wayward
emotions under control. She was behaving like aiphuschoolgirl. There
were plenty of other people swimming near by. Hédbe hebrother,she

reminded herself fiercely. Whatever this stupidnghier of awareness
signified, it certainly couldn't come to anythingheer moral will-power
would see to that... And the longer she stood heitly, his lidded gaze



humorously assessing her hesitation, the longebbdy was exposed to
that enigmatic male scrutiny...

She put one foot down into the bubbling water. Waemth was bliss after
the cool of the swimming-pool. But the steps doveraninvisible, now that

the water was foaming so fiercely. Taking anothep sn, she missed her
footing. With a choked exclamation, she plungedviod. Disappearing

under the surface, she burst up again to find Hesgewled ignominiously

on top of Dominick. The sensation was electrifying.

'Very interesting,' he murmured teasingly, 'but ldogou mind keeping to

your own side?' As he spoke, she felt strong haagsure her around her
waist. She was lifted clear of his body. But ndiobe the sensitive swell of
her breasts had made firm contact with the coansscla of his chest and
abdomen. And not before the slender length of haght had become
embarrassingly entangled with the rough lengthietdys.

'Sorry..." She was crimson. She could feel theeaentbarrassment staining
her cheeks and her neck.

'Don't be, | enjoyed it." A gleam of laughter ludken his eyes, but his
expression was deadpan as he observed her crumdneoosure without
compunction. 'Miss Stuart,’ he added, on a hustaenting drawl, 'would
you just relax? Club rules are very strict on séaméics in the Jacuzzi. I'm
not about to rip your costume off and have my witkeay with you,

whatever you might imagine.’

The sardonic humour flayed her bruised ego. Hissement was palpable.
He was finding her excruciatingly funny, she readisuriously.Slowly, she

turned large grey eyes on him, all her buried resent swirling to the

surface, unbidden.

'I'm obviously providing tonight's entertainmestie said stiffly. 'Was that
why you insisted | come out with you this evenir@gtause you wanted
some comic relief from your gruelling two weekscourt?'

His eyelids masked his expression as he watchefiuséed face.



'What a touchy young lady you are," he mused sof&hyd where did you get
such a low opinion of yourself?"

'It's not myselfl have the low opinion of..." The retort burst ,caihd she
trailed off, aghast. Dominick's expression hadratteslightly. The lazy
amusement had changed to a cooler, more dissextiragity. The shrewd
barrister-like penetration was back in his eyes.

'Let's get this straight—you're implying that ycavk a low opinion of me?'

'l..." Hopeless, she realised miserably. Even gaing his cool arrogance
at the suggestion that he could be less than pehfee she'd ever imagined
she could hide her mixed feelings, keep past resamis hidden, she'd never
know...

'Well? What have | done to incur your disapproiiks Stuart?'

‘Nothing... really, nothing..." Apart from being hearably conceited,
domineering, and sadisticallyjocking,she screamed silently. Just as she
imagined his father must have been...

Overcome with panic, she stood up, and tried toenaat of the surging
water. He stood up too, and steadied her as shelaalHis warm hands on
her shoulders sent shock-waves of pure, unmistakakkual desire
streaking through her nerve-ends. Choked and Hesathshe made it on to
the firm surface, and retrieved her towel. Theviigte bath-sheet had come
from the manor house, and she wrapped its flutigtle around herself like
a shield.

Dominick had followed her out.
'I'm going to have a hot shower,' he said casu#dlyping his own towel
round his neck and switching subjects, to her feliegecommend you do

the same. I'll meet you in the bar in about halhear.’

'Yes. Fine...'



'Oh, and just to satisfy my curiosity," he murmurethlessly, catching her
by the fold of her towel, where she'd fastenedghtty across her breasts,
'I'd like to try this...'

Without warning, he dropped his head and kissedhuegrily, shockingly,
on her lips. The combination of the kiss, warm, coéise and demanding,
and the contact of his knuckles against the so#tllssi her cleavage was
terri- fyingly intense. Rigid with denial, she stbbke a statue, outwardly
frozen. Inside, some hidden reactor went into fataltdown. The taste of
him, the scent of his body, the teasing exploratibhis tongue inside her
mouth, everything conspired to demolish her defence

It took every ounce of horrified awareness to pushaway. She faced him
for a fraught moment, trembling all over. The bisze was unrepentantly
amused. Her own grey gaze was wide with fury.

'Pleasalon’ttry it again!" she managed unsteadily. 'Or ydogllooking for a
new archivist...'

Spinning angrily away, she made for the changiragr® Almost blindly,
she stumbled to find her soap-bag, and then diee@dith the wonderfully
hot showers, shampooing her hair and soaping helevwiody.

She felt as if she'd somehow stepped into an iniplessightmare. She'd
thought she could handle this complex situationwNshe realised it was
going to be much, much harder than she'd imagifed.physical attraction
to Dominick was disastrous. It was more than disast It was... it was
unthinkable...

She closed her eyes and let the shampoo run dawadwe trying to free her
mind from its turmoil. She felt hot inside. Hot,cahewildered, and full of
self-disgust... If Dominickwas her half-brother, that was bad enough. It
made him scandalously out of bounds, in all norsoaleties... But a sense
of bitter disloyalty was also stabbing through fB&hind her closed eyelids,
it was images of her father that taunted her, entionths before he died.

As long as she could remember, she'd been toldhbatleetwood family
had wrecked her parents' lives. That Sir Roberetizleod, Dominick’s



father, was to blame for everything that had gangagically wrong in her
parents' marriage. And yet now here she was, liaken out by Dominick
Fleetwood tonight. And as well as hating him fos bhool arrogance and
despising him forwho he was she was feeling these powerful,
overwhelming, swelling bursts of excitement whea slas with him...

She rubbed her fingers furiously through her wat, iasing out the last of
the bubbles. With her eyelids squeezed shut, dhaddf she was going
mad. How could she have been so stupid as to gbifojob, knowing what
her father had told her about the Fleetwood males?

Emerging from the shower, she wrapped herself indveel and went to sit
on the wooden bench, while she fought to make sefniser feelings...

She was angry with Dominick tonight. But it wasrétause of anything his
father had done to her mother years ago. It wdmthuse he was a
Fleetwood. She was angry with him because he madéehl vulnerable,
and gauche. And she was angry with him becausepthestical contact in
the Jacuzzi and that taunting kiss had made hgeginside with a melting
clench of desire she'd never felt before... Shetbaearch for the evidence
to prove her father's version of the past. That thasnost urgent task she
had to undertake. The irony was that before meddoginick she'd have
found a degree of vengeful satisfaction in provihgt Sir Robert was
herreal father. Now she was so confused, she hadkeaovhat she wanted
to find out any more...

'Have you chosen?’

She glanced up from the menu to find him lazilyeskisg her. They were
having pre-dinner drinks at the bar, seated onst&he took a shaky sip of
her dry Matrtini, and tried to decide what she wdrteeat.

'Not... not quite." She couldn't even concentrat¢he menu. The elaborate
black script on cream vellum danced and blurrefdlant of her eyes.



She was too aware of him, she acknowledged ble&ldyseemed far too
close for comfort, even sitting a foot away on ajaeent bar stool. He
smelled faintly of some expensive sandalwood &fters. He looked very
large, very male and very intimidating. Very dargges. She felt as if her
breath was restricted in her chest.

‘You're very... quiet, Miss Stuart,’ he commentlg after another silence
had elongated. 'Are you always so tense? Or ardrigihiened of me?"

She looked up from the menu warily.

'Of course I'm not frightened of you.' She hopeel stunded convincing to
him, because she didn't to herself.

'‘Aren't you?' The taunting blue gaze examined laee,f observing the
changes of expression. She felt her temper begirnifray.

'We hardly know each other. And we... we're hamythe same social
circuit! I'm just an employee! Do you expect mehatter away like an old
friend?' She'd meant to snap the words with coetipion, but instead they
came out shakily, even defensively.

Beneath the soft white jersey of her clinging bodiie felt her skin
beginning to heat nervously. Dominick's amused géiddo her throat, and
flicked lower, to the revealing scoop- necked des§ her bodice, where
the swell of her breasts was clearly visible. Quglher agitation, she lifted
her hand to finger the small silver locket at heclh There was a picture of
her mother inside it. Dad had given it to her, justore he died...

'l was intrigued by the idea that you hold a lovinggn of me, Miss Stuart.’

You would be, she thought ruefully, having such ighhopinion of
yourself...

'l hardly know you," she heard herself repeatingdemly. 'What possible
reason could | have for feeling that way?'



‘That's what interests me...' His eyes were liddédécult to read. Calmly
changing the subject, he added, 'If you're feeinugcisive, | recommend
the scallops in white wine sauce followed by thegdant in Madeira. Or are
you vegetarian?'

'No..." She swallowed her pride, gave up on theun@iter toying briefly
with the idea ofrefusing his suggestion, she nodstdtly. 'That sounds
fine.'

'‘Good..." An almost undiscernible flick of his hamwught the head waiter
and the wine waiter hurrying to his side. Her healitpumping much faster
than it should, she listened as he calmly gave thder, chose a Muscadet
and a Medoc to complement each course, then tuniseattention back to
focus on her with that unsettling intensity.

Emma chewed her lip. Her mouth tasted of the dymRk lip-gloss she'd
applied after her shower, aiming at a little moogsp and sophistication.
She'd wanted to be cool and chic, more than a mfmchhis man's
dangerous masculine charm. But, catching sight evgdif in the huge
gilt-edged mirror above the bright log fire oppesihe bar, she saw with a
sinking heart that her neat chignon was collapsiigiptly on top, tendrils of
glossy dark chestnut cascading from the silver. clip

Her cheeks looked flushed, her grey eyes, sligintlyopic, looking
enormous in the small oval of her face. The opwdericheir setting didn't
help. All around there were poised and confidentnen, wearing priceless
designer dresses and flirting elegantly with suand wealthy men. And
there she was, looking as flushed and uncertainsity sixth-former on her
first dinner date.

'So for the past fortnight you've been beaveringyam the attics, poring
over old papers?'

'More or less, yes. Mrs Shields and Jamie have repivell supplied with
food and drinks. And Jamie has helped with any &éing...'

‘Jamie's a good lad," Dominick agreed coolly. 8unprised he hasn't done
more with his life than odd jobs around the estateny father.’



‘There's nothing wrong with choosing a practicakes if that's what you
want,' she countered quickly. 'My father was baigidl by office work. He
loved being out of doors. He didn't mind the low.pgde had his freedom...’

‘Are your parents still alive?'

'‘No. They're both dead." She saw his enquiring esgion, and felt
compelled to expand.

'My parents were separated. | lived with my mothnarl she was killed in a
road accident five years ago. Then | went to livéhwny father. He
developed bronchial pneumonia. He died last year.'

‘That must have been hard for you. Do you have ather relatives?'
Dominick's tone was a lazy, casual drawl. But hegegwas searching,
disturbing her with its concentration.

Emma shook her head. The irony of this conversatias almost too much
to contend with.

'So at the tender age of twenty-two there's jus?ydo one else at all?'
"You make me sound like a... a poor little orphadieitti, or something!

'Isn't that exactly what you are? Except that | sae you're an adult.
Dominick gave a slight smile. 'A very composed yg@aalult, with a lot of
suppressed emotion simmering under the surface.|ldVouhelp if |
apologised for embarrassing you in the Jacuzzis 8tsiart?’

The heat coursed up into her neck and cheeks,ledlenched her hands
furiously in her lap.

‘There's no need to apologise for that. It was awtf It was | who...who
slipped—~but it might help if you apologised for ¢irsg me afterwards!

His gaze had narrowed, the gleam of amusement discernible.

'Miss Stuart... may | call you Emma?’



'l...I suppose you can. Yare my...my boss!

‘All right. Emma. | apologise. It was an impulsaedd'm sorry if it upset
you. Now will you relax?' He was mocking her, shmeew. And yet there
was something powerfully compelling about his ¢astruction. Relax? If
she relaxed too much, she'd be too vulnerable. Bani rocked her
forcefully. She felt like a ship adrift in crossroents.

'l..." She found she was holding her breath. Abyughe expelled it. She
managed a slight, wary smile. 'l am relaxed. Péyfeelaxed.’

The dark blue gaze held hers, then he gave a lslugtt.
"You are? This is progress. Tell me how the rese@rcoming on.’

This, at least, represented relatively safe wateng. outlined her progress
so far. She told him about the incriminating evickeof the heartbreaking
letter to the sixteenth-century Sir George Fleetvfsom what appeared to
be his children's governess.

'He was a wicked womaniser,” Dominick agreed, witha flicker of
reflected shame, 'but he had some redeeming aspéeteve he used to
risk his life by hiding recusant priests from ingmnment or execution...'

'Did he?'

Dominick nodded, his lips twisting. 'So the legemak it. There are two
secret hiding places, small compartments, in théhswest turret,' he added
calmly, 'between the newel staircase and a spabe iffoor of the top turret
room. They were discovered in the nineteenth cgntur

'Really VEmma, complicated resentments forgotten, feltdyess glowing
with anticipation.

‘They were revealed during some renovation workymlete with palliasse
bed, folding leather altar, and a few rather ldeagant relics...'

Emma gripped her hands together excitedly. '‘Cae tkem?"



He inclined his hand, his eyes wry.

'Of course. Although thdoneswere given a decent Christian burial, |
believe.’

'‘Bones?’ Her grey eyes widened in horror. She sggpd a shudder. "You
don't mean someone actually died there, trapped?’

'It's all conjecture. But | imagine so, yes. Peghdpe system had a
flaw—someone had to remember you were in there thlgepersecutors had
gone.'

'How ghastly...'

'Mmm. Of course, the tales of ghostly screams ithgatrom the south-west
turret are total fabrication,” Dominick went on wcbalantly, ‘just as the
stories of grey shapes on the attic landing arendigts of over-active
imaginations...'

"You're making this up!" She was half frowning,fHalighing.
Dominick's dark face was deadpan.

'Yes. But at least it made you laugh. You're a vemtense young lady,
Emma...'

'‘Dominick!" The female voice was light and amusaaj Emma swivelled
round to see a girl with straight blonde hair angtt red lipstick advancing
on them. 'Dominick, sweetheart! What a lovely sisgdf

'Vanessa.' Dominick had risen easily to his feet, lis dark face was
blandly expressionless as the girl stretched ugs® his cheek. 'What are
you doing in Warwickshire?'

'Hoping to bump into you, darling, what else?' thd teased huskily,
switching an emerald- green gaze on to Emma atidgifan eyebrow
enquiringly. 'l hope I'm not interrupting anything?



‘This is Emma Stuart,’ Dominick said smoothly. "Skeorking for me at the
manor, sorting through Fleetwood's records. Emnmés ts Vanessa
Buckingham. An old friend and neighbour, and aoigllawyer.'

Emma shook hands, noting the girl's elegantly dlgare in a clinging
black crepe skirt and halter-neck top.

Vanessa had laughed at Dominick's introduction.

'Mmm. While Dominick makes the headlines with hisvile
cross-examination techniques in the High Courtavehto content myself
with being in-house lawyer for a department stdre..

Since the department store she named was famoukl-wiole, the
self-deprecation carried little weight, Emma dedidéanessa Buckingham
was obviously a very high-powered lawyer indeed...

T'm here with Hugo and Jan,' Vanessa was sayiptoinick. The girl's
green eyes were caressing him with blatant hurijgama hooked her foot
round the leg of her stool, and fiddled with heasgl. A strange feeling
seemed to be gripping her, making her feel sligitk.

Here, she reminded herself firmly, was an examplh® kind of woman
Dominick normally spent his time with. Glamorousgarly upper-class,
from his own background, someone who moved indneescircles, socially
and professionally. Mentally retreating from theuation, she tried to
concentrate on the work she'd been doing todafgdas her mind on the
real reason for being here.

'Why don't you join us?' Dominick was suggestingsthly to Vanessa
Buckingham. 'I'll tell Giuseppe we'd like a tabte ix.'

Emma felt her stomach clench. What was the mattériver? She should
welcome this diversion with relief, shouldn't skAdPshe had to ' do was
sit out the meal, making the minimum of contribogoto the
conversation. The heat was off...



But relief wasn't what she felt at all. Now, watafpiDominick's dark face,
laughing at something the blonde girl had said, ksténing to their
conversation about the rarefied legal world in Lamdshe suddenly felt
gauche, boring, provincial.

Worst of all, the sick sensation growing in herasgllexus was definitely
an unexpected and wholly inappropriate thrust aljasy...



CHAPTER THREE

EMMA sat in silence in the car on the way back to taean The powerful
headlights swept past dark hedgerows and inky bAads. She stared at
the arcs of light, and tried to make her mind gankl Anything to avoid
thinking about the evening she'd just spent atdmentry club. In fact,
anything to avoid thinking at all...

The evening had not been a success. At leastpn&nima. She'd held her
own reasonably well, she thought. Given a passaitly explanation of her

job as an archivist, when graciously invited to lakp her presence. But
when she'd calmly stated that her father had baeregeeper at Fleetwood
Manor when she was a child, there'd been a wry angd of glances

between Dominick's three friends. Vanessa, HugoJanchad exuded that
exclusive, cliquey rapport that came with shareddbbods, shared

schooling, shared backgrounds.

And her own confidence, shaky at best, had disgalvéhe knowledge that
Dominick had jumped at the chance to liven up henéng by inviting them
to his table.

But Dominick had seemed preoccupied throughoutrikel. The seafood
with its delicate sauce had been superb. And theagdnt, rich and
aromatic, served with fine-cut sauted potatoes, padectly cooked
broccoli, mange-tout and carrots, had been moutnwmat But she'd felt
rather too on edge to relax fully and enjoy thentou club's excellent
cuisine. Infuriatingly, she'd found she was drawonstantly, to look at
Dominick as he leaned back in his chair, long brdwwgers idly twisting
the stem of his wine glass, shuttered gaze surgdiim gathered company
with cool disinterest. He'd kept his contributidonsthe conversation brief
and sparingly to the point. His dark blue eyesdsiged in the candlelight
at their table, had been unreadable.

And once or twice, as she sat and listened to itite- $pirited conversation
between the other three, she'd found him lookingeat The sensation had
been disturbing. And when their eyes had met db#'that fluttery tension
in her stomach all over again.



'Did you enjoy your evening?' The casual query diescted at her as they
emerged from the long, wooded drive to the mandrsavept to a halt by the
imposing entrance. In the glow of the coachlight thg vast, studded
wooden doors, he switched off the ignition and édrto examine her face,
his eyes lidded.

'Yes. Thank you.' The polite reply held little em$iasm. She felt impatient
with herself. How ungracious, she scolded hersiefty.

"You don't sound as if you did," he pointed outhvealm curiosity. "You're a
very self- contained young lady, Emma. There's shimg unnerving about
your.. .nun-like gravity.' The teasing was relesgle

'I'm sorry if I've bored you so much,' she retortexstily. Her heart was
thumping faster. Fumbling for the door-handle, stent very still as

Dominick put out a hand and restrained her. Higdns were light on her
upper arm, but the casual physical contact seempitce her with dozens
of unwanted reactions.

"You don't bore me at all," he assured her evévibu interest me.'
'Mr Fleetwood...'

'‘Dominick," he advised briefly. He took his handegMrom her arm. She felt
as if a hole had been burned there. Suddenly thdré seem to be any air
in the car. Her breasts rose and fell jerkily aslireathing became more
erratic.

'Emma..."' The deep voice held a note of impatientsement. He caught her
chin in his fingers, and twisted her hot face rotmthspect her expression.
"What exactly is going through that secretiveditiead of yours?'

'Secretive...?' Her voice was huskily indignante Thump of her heart had
become a pounding. 'I've no idea what you're tglkinout...!"

'I'm not a complete fool,” he murmured, eyeing parted lips with a
darkening gaze, 'and I'm well-trained at detectindden undercurrents.
This evening has been laden with them. You're hidommething, my sweet



little Emma. | don't know what your story is yetth fully intend to find
out.'

'Let go of me..." It was a strained whisper. Evaoye in her body seemed to
be shuddering with sensual need.

'Will you calm down?' He dropped his hand from blein. There was an
insulting note of humour in his voice.

‘There are laws against this kind of.. .of sexuabhsment of employees...'

‘Sexual?' His echo was blandly mocking. 'Is thaatylou think this evening
has been about? Sexual harassment?' Dominick'sM@eashadowy in the
semi-darkness. But she could see it well enouglead the incredulous
amusement.

'Don't patronise me, please!' Her angry retort cantigout premeditation.
She hadn't realised quite how furious she wasg|, histsoft goad. Quite why
she felt so incensed she wasn't sure. A combinabibrthings. The
awkwardness of the evening. Her guilt at findingntsio attractive. Fear at
the current swirl of sensual temptation, sitting dose to his overtly
masculine form, in the darkness of the car's ioteri

'Is that why you've been looking at me as if | wareross between Count
Dracula and Casanova all evening? Did you thinkas 80 desperate for
female company, | was softening you up with dintmeflore visiting you in
your bed tonight?'

'You tell me!’

Her conflicting responses were clearly communicatimemselves to him,
because with a thin twist of his lips he reactedniyving a few inches
closer, slipping one hand loosely around the bé¢leoneck, and fingering
the sensitive hollow of her nape.

‘All right, I'll tell you. 1 don't think you know Wwat you want. But | think you
want... something.' The cruel mockery was like gsptal assault. But his



touch, his fingers in her hair, was raising hergenature, pounding through
her system.

'Please..." Her voice was strained. Like somea@iséss voice. A stranger's
voice. 'Don't... don't touch me...'

'Don't you want me to touch you?' Dominick sound#firent, too. He still

looked amused, but his deep voice had thickengtitili His smoky blue
gaze had narrowed, focused on her parted lipsc@kld almost feel a tingle
in the place where his eyes were trained.

She felt helplessly angry. Not with Dominick, mawigh herself. Taking

this job had been stupid. lll-advised. Immature.r Heelings were too
irrational. Finding this flare of attraction to Damck Fleetwood was a blow
she hadn't foreseen. A tornado of conflicting eoraiwas spinning inside
her head.

'Since you raised the subject of sex, | admit fidd you attractive, Emma.’
The husky, thoughtful taunt made her freeze indeat. She could hardly
breathe. His fingers stroked round the slenderroolof her throat, and
moved lightly down the swell of her breasts at sheop neck of her top,
following the indent of her slight cleavage. Hekdbe silver locket in his
hand and rubbed it gently with his thumb.

She was quivering all over. The softness of heasisgeseemed to swell at
the warm nearness of his knuckles. Part of herasoed for him to stop,
another seemed silently to beg him to move his lsadelvays, to spread the
palm wide and touch the tingling, tender jut of begasts, caress the tight
ache of her nipples. She gasped involuntarily @bt his hand furiously,
protecting herself with her arms.

'Stop it..." she whispered, her voice choked.
He ignored her.
'In fact, | find you sexually attractive..." Witkisurely ease, he caught hold

of both her hands and pushed them down to her,sde®sing her to his
view. His touch was hard, warm and dry againswréests. He let his dark



gaze move slowly up and down her body, reducingobees to jelly. She
opened her mouth to hurl a protest at him, butaumd came out.

‘There'sdefinitelysomething about you,' he continued tauntinglye Way
your mouth curves, the shape of your breasts apsd..titrankly, Miss
Emma Stuart, | freely confess that I'd rather tixe.'

The drawled words he used were coolly, lazily, &gly explicit. She
began to shiver convulsively all over. Heat floodhed face. In spite of her
humiliation, her breasts tingled. She felt her tegptug and pull harder
beneath the smooth fabric of the white top. Thewkadge that he was
looking at her body, that he was coolly observirg arousal, made her
stomach hollow alarmingly.

'If you think I'm interested in... in casual sextwyou, you're crazy..." she
hissed painfully. Even if he had no idea that threght share a father, how
daredhe treat her like some cheap little sex object?

‘There'd be nothing casual about it, if | took yotwed with me," he growled
softly. 'But | suppose you're expecting me to agisie?’

His expression gave away nothing of his real mbatishe thought his dark
face looked gaunt and predatory. For the first taine felt a small shiver of
real, raw fear trickle down her spine. Apart fronrsMshields, and her
grandson Jamie, who slept a long way away fromhtistable bedrooms
on the first floor, she was completely alone tohighith Dominick
Fleetwood, with no idea how she was going to hankie potentially
explosive attraction she felt towards him...

‘No, I'm not,' she ground out unsteadily. 'I'm gutire you're not the kind of
man who apologises for anything!

'‘But how can you know what kind of man | am?’

'Actions speak louder than words," she heard Heaxgelt, her voice tight.
'If... if you were agentlemanyou wouldn't have spoken to me the way you
just did!" Heavens, she sounded like a prudidie Ntictorian governess, she
thought dimly. No wonder he found her so hilarigushtertaining...



'l stand firmly rebuked, Emma. And | do apologi$es' murmured, with
tautly suppressed humour. 'l had no right to giveoitemptation, to speak
so... frankly to a young lady in my employ. Am fdoen?'

She stopped abruptly as Mrs Shields emerged franetitrance. The
housekeeper bustled over to the car. Casting Embréeh smouldering
grin, Dominick unhurriedly opened his door and ptapout.

‘Thank goodness you're back, Mr Dominick," Mrs ®lsebegan without
prevarication. 'A solicitor rang from London. Thereome news for you.
About Mr Richard. The gentleman said you could rihgn back
tonight—he left a private number...'

Emma scrambled out of the passenger seat and caoreddo join them as
they walked into the lamp-lit hall. Flushed andlghand still quivering
with nerves, she made for the stairs. DominickechHer back.

'‘Come into the study for a moment, Miss Stuarté Warning note in his
voice indicated that she'd be wise to obey. 'Yostnieing out this family's
past. You may as well be a witness to developmarttse present.’

Stubbornly, conscious of Mrs Shield's presencelkasdof protection, she
shook her head.

'The past has little relevance to the present is thse,’ she managed
hoarsely. 'If.. .if you'll excuse me, I'm ratheed. I'm going to bed...'

She'd annoyed him, she registered, with a fleeshiyer of dismay.
Turning quickly, she fled up the stairs. Too lavewrto question the wisdom
of provoking him to fresh anger. Too late to wondéiat Mrs Shields had
made of the little scene. All she wanted was henrtoand the reassurance
of privacy, a locked door, a warm bed to curl up.iand tomorrow,
archives or no archives, she was going to haveaesd...

The bathroom door leading into Dominick's room haock. She turned the
key, and tried the knob to satisfy herself. Thenpging fast, trembling



with tension and reaction to the fraught naturthefevening, she got ready
for bed at high speed, hauling on her nightdresk @aiting her heavy
chestnut hair, eyeing her shadowy-eyed reflectiahé long mirror with a
degree of resignation.

Tonight, she reflected miserably, had been a disadthichever way you
looked at it, it had been a complete fiasco. Whad shedoinghere?

A job, she answered into bed. A job which she'dhbdaeky to get, and had
been quite incapable of resisting. A job whichdmgw have no option but
to abandon...

As for her other, more woolly-minded notions—thdlysinotion of
balancing the books against the Fleetwoods, sometmownstigate a
reckoning for their crimes against her family— sis out of her depth
there, she knew. She was no match for DominicktWieed. He was like a
black panther, smoothly dangerous, lethally ativact

And it was all very well recoiling like a prim Vigtian maiden at his
masculine taunts tonight. Fine to tell herself dlo®en insulted, exploited,
humiliated by a lecherous, overbearing boss... Bett own feelings
mirrored his. All evening, she'd been quelling tlige to look at him, to
touch him again the way she'd accidentally toudtiedin the Jacuzzi... He
wasn't stupid. He'd seen the expression in her, éyad picked up on the
vibrations...

She was on fire inside whenever she thought about.and his arrogantly
crude suggestion in the car burned through her bddwching her pelvic
muscles and causing a meltdown of desire so watitah she almost
moaned aloud...

But the Fleetwood males were all the same, she ndedi herself
despairingly. Presumably her mother had succumloedsit Robert's
advance without too much force? It must run infdraily, more strongly
than she could have foreseen. The danger lay itotAdack of conscience.
The thrill of the chase was all that mattered. Catmnt was a dirty word
to the Fleetwoods... and as forogance...



She tossed and turned, feverish with confusion. Gdtewas wonderfully
comfortable- it felt like a real feather-bed—butegleseemed a million
miles away. When she heard an abrupt knocking obd@room door, she
stiffened, and sat up. Clicking on the beside lang grabbing her watch,
she checked the time.

It was midnight, she registered dimly. It felt likee early hours.

'Who is it?'

'‘Dominick.’

A fresh wave of heat prickled the surface of hengshll over. Panic
engulfed her. Of all the nerve...! To come to hedrioom, presumably to
claim the samelroit de seigneuas Sir Robert had with her mother... In a

trembling voice she said, 'What do you want?'

‘To get into the bathroom." The curt note took bersurprise. He didn't
sound particularly persuasive, or... seductive...

‘To what?'
'Emma, will you just open this door?'

Slowly, reluctantly, she swung herself out of bad ean barefoot across the
polished boards of the floor. Unlocking her dodre geered suspiciously
out into the landing. Dominick stood there, wearandark green and navy
striped towelling dressing-gown. He had a largetevtowel slung over his
shoulder. A fierce shadow of stubble darkeneddwsel jaw. He looked so
lean and male and darkly sensual that she felinlsates turn to water.

'Is this some kind of joke?' she whispered furigusl

'Ifitis, it's on me," he retorted bluntly. "Yoaocked my connecting door to
the bathroom.’

'Oh...!"" She rubbed her eyes wearily. 'But you dduhve asked me to
unlock it for you, on my side...'



'l do that. You can get back into bed.' He raked appearance with a lazy
masculine gaze, taking in the long, old-fashionéutavcotton nightgown,
pin-tucked and button-fronted, the thick dark pémtvn her back. 'Sorry if |
woke you.'

"You didn't." She retreated quickly to bed andreetibeneath the covers,
shivering, even though she wasn't cold.

Dominick strode through to the bathroom and slamamebiocked the door.
It was a heavy, solid door, and she heard no fugbend until at least ten
minutes had passed. Then, just as abruptly, hekadoher bathroom door
and came back into her room.

'‘Don't tell me, the key's stuck?' she demandedyimatitly. 'You've decided
you'll have to use my bedroom as permanent acodhe bathroom?"

'No. | came to see if you want me to lock your loedn door for you before
| go through to my room.’

‘That's OK. I'll do that myself when you've gone.'
'This is a crazy arrangement.' He grinned sligtiyt the grin didn't quite
reach his eyes, she decided, looking at him netyouse looked...

distraught. The telephone call to London, perhaps?

'Is... is everything all right?' she ventured hlysKkHave they traced your
brother?'

'Oh, yes, they've traced him."' The reserved ndteankayer of anger, or was
it bitterness?

'So he'll be back soon?' .
'No..." With a jerky, tired gesture, he raked hasth through the thick black

curls of his hair. She stared at him, suddenlyisi® how bleak he looked.
Not just bleak, haggard.



'My brother died. Over a year ago. In the Tibetauntains. Nobody knew
who he was, so the family wasn't told.’

She sat up in bed. The pity stabbing through hes tiaged with a
ridiculous desire to offer him some kind of comfort

‘But... that's terrible. I'm so sorry...'
Yeah...' He raked a hand over his face, and gechable too.'
'Will.. .will you go out there? Bring the body home'

'l think not. Richard died where he wanted to beaAibetan monastery.
He'd become a devout Buddhist, so the story goHs€re was a
world-weary cynicism in his voice. 'l don't think'tl thank us for exhuming
him and returning him to Church of England solil. yawu?'

'‘No. No... perhaps not..." Her eyes met his. Waray @nd smoky blue
locked together for a long, wordless moment.

'I'm so sorry..." she repeated helplessly.

He came to sit on the side of her bed. At closeartgus, his black hair
looked damp. He smelled clean and masculine, fagftsoap, and a fresh
minty waft of toothpaste. There was a longish paukiée they gazed at
each other. Then the pause lengthened into a wegjlgnce. She felt
trapped in the depths of his gaze.

'Do you have any idea how seductive you look i Yiatorian governess
nightdress?' he demanded huskily.

'l didn't invite you into my bedroom..." Her senses were begintonigay
and unravel at the edges. Her throat was dry.

'l should think not," he taunted softly. He reachetbke hold of her hand,
pulling it towards him. She swallowed jerkily.



He turned her hand over and examined the soft sitewith lidded eyes.
The palm stretched out for inspection was smobthlihear channels finely
marked, the pad of flesh at the thumb joint plumg anlined. 'Prim and
proper Miss Emma Stuart wouldn't dream of such emég behaviour...'

Slowly, he let go of her hand. Her fingers tingbeldere he'd touched her. In
spite of his cool taunt, he looked so gaunt anceralde, her heart seemed
to swell with an emotion she couldn't name.

'Mr Fleetwood..." She was in turmoil. Every sersipbre in her body was
resisting this crazy urge to make closer contactd Aet her heart was
hammering, her senses were spiralling into hotwsioh. '‘Dominick..."

Her soft, despairing use of his first name made jeitkaa narrowed, darker
gaze up at her face. AlImost of its own volition; hand reached to touch his
hand, squeezing the supple length of his fingers.

'‘Dominick?' he mocked unevenly. 'l&r Dominick now, my dear Miss
Stuart...’

But as he spoke he was pulling her forward intoanms and cradling her

hard against his chest. And even as his sardonidsasank in the physical

effect of his closeness lit an instant conflagrati8natching in a sharp,

agonised breath, she wrapped shaky arms rounetks hwas no use. She
might dislike him intensely, resent him for hiscastic arrogance, fear the
unthinkable fact that they could be related...douhe deeper emotion rashly
dismissed all that and drove her, shivering, cl@ginst him. The need

was too great, on some dark, powerful level sheleénencountered before.
She closed her eyes and gave in to the urgenttadexdd him, to be held by

him...For a few moments he crushed her to his chestace in the scented
silk of her hair. She could feel his heart thuddewgnly against her own

erratic beat.

Prising her away again, he raked her with darkeayeg. Without thinking,
by her instinctive reaction to him, she'd awakesedething primitive
between them, something which took no account eif tieal relationship.
Something which discounted the fact that they wanteial strangers. He



slowly lifted his hand and began to undo the bwgtahthe neck of her
nightdress.

Panic consumed her. But she was motionless, frotenstillness, like a
small animal caught in powerful lights. She wasabiieng so raggedly, the
buttons were quivering as he unfastened them. if$tdtiree were released,
and then he pulled the pin-tucked bodice open atihupt impatience.
Automatically she snatched her hands up to couweselfebut he caught her
wrists, pulled them away, and narrowed his gazkewn

Her naked breasts rose full, firm and pale abogenthite cotton. Their tips
were swollen, crimson with desire. His eyes smolth wexual hunger,
Dominick trailed an exploratory finger around oney aureola, rotated his
thumb against one flowering nipple. She heard lfegses a small, husky
whimper in the back of her throat. Pushing her btag&inst the pillows, he
abruptly lowered his dark head, and let his moughlage where his finger
had touched.

The shock of his mouth against her heated flesheleasrifying. It was like

nothing she'd ever experienced. A pleasure andira rpdied into one,

shafting through her whole body from that one srpaiht of contact. The
sensation was so miraculous, so unexpectedly bljsdfe began to tremble
even harder. Raking her fingers into the thick kiess of his hair, she
caught his head closer. She was hardly aware efdéinéon provocation. As
if in a dream, she wriggled beneath his lips, witthoked gasp of emotion.

With a rough curse, Dominick lifted his head. ThHenslipped his hands
beneath her armpits and pushed the generous aufrhes breasts together
and cupped them hard with his fingers, his eye& #ath a dangerous
gleam of hunger. The hunger echoed her own, buimhigered oath had
shattered the taut web he'd been spinning around he

She tensed slightly, abruptly conscious of her migeaurrender. With
careful precision, he pulled the bodice of her tdgéss over her exposed
breasts. He shook his head abruptly as if he wasgtto clear his brain.



'You're like a delectable little feast, waitingkite consumed,’ he murmured
huskily, 'but, chivalrous soul that | am, I'll dgedup the remains of my
self-control.’

Her fingers felt numb as she fumbled to fasterbttéons of her nightdress.
His abrupt withdrawal felt like lucky escape andiadrrejection. The
contrasting reactions made her head spin.

'‘Chivalrous?' she managed, on a choked echo. Hzx Frned as
humiliation caught up with her. 'About as chivalsas.. .as highwayman!

Dominick's narrowed eyes had darkened to a duskgsi®mn blue. He
reached a lazy hand to smooth tendrils of chedtautfrom her face, his
mouth wry.

‘That's no way to speak to the new twelfth baroBetDominick Fleetwood,
Miss Stuart.'

'l doubt if inheriting your family title will makeany difference,’ she
whispered angrily, jerking her face away from hisggérs. Regret at her
stupidity was crushing her with embarrassment. "tonsidered yourself
God's gift to women when you were plain Dominickétlvood QC.'

"Your low opinion of me seems to be resurrectingglit again,” he
commented, eyeing her with a deadpan air. 'Bubuf fgel such aversion to
me, why the sexual favours? If | hadn't stoppetiosv, how far would you
have gone, Emma?'

Heat rushed into her face. His cool question hrt hike a solid missile.
Anguished and despairing, she closed her eyes imtimgy panic, bordering
on hysteria. How fawouldshe have gone? She felt sick just thinking about
it. Was this physical magnetism so powerful it wbblve overridden all
sense of decency? All social taboos?

Bitter anger came to her defence. Furious, sheeglat him, hugging her
arms round herself.



"You're twisting what happened! | had no idea when| mean, | just felt...
sorry..."

'Sorry?' His reaction was softly incredulous. "You're sgyyou let things
get that far because you felt sorry for me?'

'l know how it feels to lose someone you love," shespered tightly,
'how... how it feels to be alive when someone ctosgu has died...'

'l see." His response was quietly assessing. Affatuse, he said, '‘And how
does that feel, Emma?’

‘As if... as if you want to grab life with both lasand take whatever's on
offer.’

He considered this in silence. His eyes held haserving her flushed
cheeks and trembling hands with an air of cool detaent.

'Whatever the consequences?' His deep voice hadgmto it she couldn't
decipher. 'Maybe you're right. Or maybe you're wergy mixed- up young
lady...'

He gave her a final, penetrating gaze before hadstp abruptly. 'l think,
on balance, I'd go for the latter analysis," heedddrily, heading for the
connecting door. '‘Goodnight, Emma. Sweet dreams...'



CHAPTER FOUR

BREAKFAST when Dominick was at Fleetwood Manor, was a veéfferdnt
affair from the toast and coffee in the Aga-warnieagthen, with Mrs
Shields and Jamie. Emma made this discovery when \@ntured
downstairs just before nine, poked her nose ronaditchen door, and was
directed to the breakfast-room, to eat 'with Mr Doick'.

'‘But | only want a quick coffee and a slice of tgdsmma began uncertainly
to Mrs Shields. 'lI'd planned on going straight apphte attic to sort through
the work | was doing yesterday..." And to finishregatly what she'd been in
the middle of, before leaving...

'‘More than my life's worth,' the housekeeper dedapropelling her out of
the kitchen and across the wide hall towards teakfast-room, where the
morning sun was visible in a triangle of brillianaethe open doorway. 'l
was given strict instructions to direct you to breakfast- room ...’

With the greatest reluctance, last night's hunidied weighing heavy in her
stomach, Emma walked into the room and faced Daikini

He was sitting at the large oval table near thedawn rifling through the
pages of a large daily broadsheet.

'‘Good morning.' He stood up slowly as she entdrsl.voice held more

warmth than she'd expected. And when she reaclectditte and sat down
at the second place laid, she realised that the gQhre appraising her
appearance was not only wryly humorous but cogijyraciative. His eyes
held a brilliance between the thick black lashegtwkent her pulse-rate up.

He gave a twisted, self-deprecating smile. 'Howydid sleep?'

Idiotically, she felt herself melt slightly insidBominick Fleetwood being
coolly sardonic she could handle. Dominick lookatgher with that lazy
kindling in his eyes, Dominick being friendly anttatming, Dominick

oozing that laid-back sex-appeal of his felt dangsly compelling. She had
the alarming feeling that it could become addictive



'‘Good morning,' she echoed faintly. 'l slept ghti thanks. But I... | have to
talk to you about last--'

'Pas devant les domestiques¢ murmured calmly. His dry tone was soft
enough for her ears only, just in case the hougeskeanderstood any
French, and knew that Emma was being warned agadistretion in front
of domestic staff. She felt her cheeks burning. §aaced round and saw
Mrs Shields hovering expectantly, waiting to talee breakfast order.

'What would you like, dear?' the older woman asiecburagingly, listing
an array of choices which made Emma'’s stomach eimbl

Til...I'l have a boiled egg, please. And tea...’

'‘And I'll have a fried egg and two rashers of baqaease, Mrs Shields,’
Dominick said smoothly, 'followed by toast and eef

When they were alone, Emma stared at him in swpris
"You weren't waiting for me, were you? Before yodeved your breakfast?'
He tilted a dark eyebrow at her.

'l thought it was thechivalrousthing to do,' he teased softly. 'The least |
could do to make amends, after last night?'

The heat in her cheeks grew fiery. Dominick's ames# deepened. He
examined her appearance, from her shiny dark haund simply into a
loose chignon at her nape, down to her white shited into hip-clinging
blue Levis. Abruptly conscious of every nerve im hedy, she hooked one
booted foot nervously round the rung of her chad ddled with the heavy
silver cutlery on the breakfast-table in front efh

Dominick looked devastatingly attractive this mai she registered
dazedly. In well-worn blue denims and a casualedadenim shirt, open at
the neck to reveal the powerful column of his thrdas curly black hair

pushed back from his face and brushing the edpeallar, he looked not
at all the way she would have expected a newbadithndowner to look. But



then she didn't know any, did she? Apart from DackinAnd how much

did she know about him? Only that the worlds tha&yabited were poles
apart... and that this morning he was looking awith a kind of reluctant,
smouldering interest. Rather like an adventurevesing a potentially

hazardous conquest...

'So I'm allowed to talk about last night now?' gheried softly. The flippant
note didn't quite hide her embarrassment, but st liis eyes. 'l suppose
things could have been a lot worse...'

'Or a lot better," he murmured drily, 'dependingnmich way you look at it.’

His words were cool, but there was no mistakinguthéerlying masculine
tease. She tensed involuntarily. She felt vulneadhd the feeling deeply
disturbed her. It was as if something inside hed mavitched to

'self-destruct’. No good could come of this serssefaull of attraction to
Dominick Fleetwood, she told herself miserably. B¢ couldn't shake off
the lingering wisps of emotion. The longing for eplay of last night's

physical intimacy...

Hot in the face, she switched her gaze to studyteetwood family crest
on the ornately carved oak fireplace. A lion arldnab. And the inscription
Consilio et animis—more majorumBy wisdom and courage—after the
manner of our ancestors. The exquisite irony sthumkas terribly funny.
She couldn't suppress a bitter smile.l'll give ywrttten notice after
breakfast," she told him quietly, turning her heafind him scrutinising her
intently.

'Written notice?' His eyes hardened slightly. 'Whhat hell for, Emma?’
'What for? Because... because | can't continue ingitere...'

He expelled his breath on a long, weary sigh. Tdeede fixed on her was
a mixture of impatience, disbelief and amusement.

'‘Because of last night?'

'What do you think?' Her heart was thudding hardeurter breastbone.



'l think there's a degree of sexual attraction betwus,' he said calmly. The
blue eyes seemed a deeper shade of blue as theheskdier hot face.
‘That's not a crime, Emma.’

'Maybe not, but...'

'‘But you feel embarrassed,’ he continued flatl¥K.'Ounderstand. | was at
fault last night. | was feeling... frustrated. Apgrith life. It was hearing
about Richard's death. | thought about what yod. 4dow it makes you
feel, when someone close dies. You were rightltllilee grabbing life.
Living for the moment...'

'So you grabbed me?' Her shaky half-smile brouglechoing gleam in his
eyes.

'Maybe..." He grinned ruthlessly. 'Or maybe it wWas other way around?"
‘This is impossible!" she shot back, clenchingheerds.
‘Not at all. What's impossible about sexual deShe"murmured.

In this case, everything, she wanted to shoutrat But instead she stayed
silent. Last night's emotions had begun creepingmuper again, with no

warning. Like a silent flood, lapping at her anklgsing up in irresistible

little waves of memory and shivers of reaction. Whee sensations
reached her thighs and stomach, she averted her &sfgamed of what he
might read there.

She jumped like a frightened rabbit when he readbedard and took her
hand in his. Almost transfixed, she stared dowthathard brown fingers
encasing her slim palm against the contrast ofstievy white breakfast
cloth. His hand was large and well-shaped. Thetvamsl fingers were
lightly sprinkled with dark hair. The bones weradiy made, the fingers
strong and supple. But there was nothing visualgxplain the electric
shocks of reaction sparking all the way up to heckn It took all her
will-power not to return the pressure of his towdgth her own fingers...



'Emma, whatever your problem is, it's OK,' he asdurer lazily. 'l did the
gentlemanly thing last night, remember?’

'If you say so.'

'‘Believe me, it would have been easy to let itaqgetof control, to take you,
make love to you, do exactly what | said I'd likedb in the car,'he rasped
suddenly, 'because you wanted it, and | wanted it..

'Please!'Crimson flags of colour burned in her cheeks. ¢#ize softened a
fraction as he observed her intense agitationt&jged violently to free her
hand.

'What an old-fashioned young lady you are," he iesk releasing her hand
and sitting back as the food arrived.

'‘Andyou,’ she spat when the housekeeper had gone, ‘ardtelgfino
gentleman, title or no title!

'I'm just a man," he confirmed, with a wry grin.rifan with a strong desire
to get to know you better. | like you, Emma. | gnyour company. Is that
So.. .repulsive to you?'

She glanced at him, and found herself caught app#d in his gaze. And
mesmerised by his words.

For a few seconds, wide grey eyes held in narroseeiulative blue ones,
it seemed as if all surrounding action was froZérat even the ponderous
ticking of the grandfather clock in the corner vgaspended. The birdsong
in the tree outside the mullioned window, the faiattle of footsteps as
someone crossed the flagstoned hall and openetkedéinedoor, everyday
noises and everyday actions, everything else seémnlee taking place on
another dimension.

'Is it, Emma?' he persisted with soft insistence.

'‘No," she heard herself whisper finally. She waaksty her head, without
knowing how she managed to move a muscle. 'Najots.'



There was a wealth of charm in the slow, wry siéalirected at her.
"Then do | take it that my apology is formally apted?"

Had he made an apology? she wondered faintly egesha nodded
obediently. She felt like a puppet bidden by inMisistrings.

'l suppose it had better be," she said unevenkgh®e a life-saving gulp of
air, she turned her attention exclusively on tleslirbrown egg sitting in a
pierced Derbyshire creamware egg-cup on the majgpliste before her.
Her fingers were stiff and clumsy as she slid leavy white damask napkin
from its silver ring and shook it out to cover Ihegp.

"Then you'll stay? Decipher those old records?’
Deeply appalled at her weakness, she could onhagea faint nod.

‘Thank you, Emma.' The grave words sounded totgtyine. She found
that she couldn't bring herself to glance sidewaysim, to check whether
that sardonic gleam had disappeared from his eyes.

'Sir George--' Dominick's hands guided her, uslgehar down from the
base of the rope ladder into the small, airlessntdea '—used to hide the
priests in here...'

'‘Unbelievable,” Emma breathed, gazing round hee. \B&asn't sure if her
shortness of breath was lack of air, or the readiioDominick steadying
hands, which had briefly lingered on the curve ef hips.

Since breakfast, she'd spent a long time explaitongominick the most
interesting documents in the attic, with Dominick osing such
concentrated attention that she'd felt her resemn&tabout him almost
dissolving under the strength of his personalite. $¢emed to share her
fascination with the records simply as historicaldence. In spite of
everything, she was beginning to feel as if sha@wa Dominick
Fleetwood all her life. The sensation of familigriof shared tastes and an



almost intimate knowledge of him, was vaguely distjng, but even more
stimulating...

'Hard to imagine how anyone could spend weeks dewa,’ Dominick was
murmuring, eyeing the claustrophobic confines ef dhea. The space was
no bigger than a large cupboard.

‘The air isladenwith... with atmosphere..." Emma declared draralyicher
eyes shining with fervent excitement. 'With cergarold fear and anguish
'Or centuries-old dust?' The dry note in his voitade her twist to look at
him. His grin was teasing.

'How prosaic!

'My legal training versus your historical sensityi

'You don't have to abandon all imagination to tsiecessful barrister, do
you?'

"You have to work with the facts. Flights of romarfantasy are a luxury
good lawyers must do without.'

She cast him a quick, impatient look over her stiewulas she walked
gingerly around the confines of the tiny hidingqaa

'So you think this exonerates Sir George for hisketl mistreatment of his
female staff?' she enquired. 'His willingness sk prison or execution for
harbouring recusant Catholic priests?'

'It highlights another side to his character,” Doick suggested mildly.
'Shows the man wasn't all black-hearted chauvidism?

'Maybe you're just touchy about your ancestors?"

He laughed softly.



'I'm the first to admit the Fleetwood males areaarogant, self-centred
bunch.'

"You speak from personal experience?’

The taunt came involuntarily, and she found hersalight by the shoulder
and swivelled round to face him. In the murky lighis features looked
unfamiliar, harder, darker, abruptly tinged withiekamusement.

‘Naturally...' The moment blurred as he cuppeddmss in his hands, and he
bent to kiss her. The jolting leap of her heart wamost like a

hammer-blow in her chest. His mouth touched heistlly, captured her
parted lips in his, begana series of small, teasilegouring half-kisses
which sent her temperature soaring dizzily.

'‘Dominick..." Her muffled plea escaped as he liftesdmouth for a moment
to study her hot face.

'Yes?'

'Please, don't..." she gasped faintly. It was piposite of what she wanted;
it could only lead to heartbreak and misery, arelddspised herself for it.
She was quivering inside. He must be able to feeAs if reading her

thoughts, he gave a short laugh and dropped highmotsilence her. The
tantalising was over. The kiss deepened, escalatec hungry urgency,

blotting out the alarm bells in her head.

He tasted so good. Letting her body relax a fragtshe felt his hand snake
down her back to press the arch of her waist. Tpkinstep closer, he
brought their bodies into total contact, making hetively aware of the

hard shape of his body. She shivered convulsialg, reached to cling to
his neck. She couldn't help herself. Some pervarsation shook her right

down to the tips of her toes as his strength, &g, runcompromising,

arrogant maleness, enveloped her.

'I'm not sure getting to know you better is a wasarse of action, Emma...'
he murmured, finally releasing her. '‘Because theeniaet to know, the
more | like...'



‘The feeling is.. .mutual,’ she heard herself cemteuskily. It was nothing
more than the truth, but a buried streak of commeense, of
self-preservation, seemed to shrivel in despdieagullible admission.

'Let's get out of this hellhole..." he grinned thinsteering her towards the
dangling rope ladder '... and get some air, shat'w

She preceded him up the ladder. Never in her i®ie had she felt so
conscious of the provocative swing of her hipgfahe way the tight jeans
clung to the curve of her buttocks. Back in theosekefloor tower room, she
watched Dominick's dark head emerge from the trapdder throat felt dry

as she forced a light smile.

'‘Come on,' he said coolly, taking her upper arra proprietorial clasp and
steering her back downstairs. ‘Messing about insisanext on my agenda.
| can show you some of the estate at the same.time.

The boat was moored in a tumble-down boat- houeeagdge of the river,
which bordered the Fleetwood land on one side d3mehehow expected a
flashy white motor launch. But the craft in questiorned out to be a small,
workmanlike narrowboat.

'It's ancient,"” Dominick confirmed, with a casuaing 'My father had a
fixation about old canal boats. He bought this famenext to nothing from a
boatyard that went out of business.’

Emma climbed on board, and walked slowly up and rddlae narrow

side-ledges, past the faded narrowboat rose pgsitimtheir peelingyellow
and red and white, pushed open the swing dootseaftat end. Inside, the
fittings were amazingly good. The small kitchen Inagvish- looking pine

units. Beyond, a pine table was flanked by greeraflbenches. Further in
was a tiny bathroom with a perspex-fronted showeere was a double
bunk and two single bunks at the far end. She daac& to inspect the
kitchen cupboards curiously.

‘There are cups, plates, glasses even! This isdilitle floating doll's
house! Can we take it out? Go for a cruise downitlez?"



'I'll check on petrol. But I think we could makedibwn to a pub about half a
mile away.' He smiled at her burst of enthusiagmything to keep my new
archivist happy in her job.’

‘You're too kind," she murmured, unable to suppeessugh. Dominick
gazed at her for a long moment, his amusement ggowi

"You should laugh more often," he advised wrylysuiits you.'

She tried to think of a neat, flippant retort, lmited lamentably. Instead,
she blushed.

'So does blushing like a schoolgirl," he teasesielges sliding over her with
a darker gleam.

'Do you never stop poking fun at people?’
'‘Nope. It's my favourite technique in court. | pdia at the judge.’
Catching her lower lip in her teeth, she suppressgiggle.

'Let's get going,' she urged, a sudden surge cétience taking over. 'I'm
longing to float along the river in this gorgeoiidd boat...’

The slow, lazy pace of the narrowboat was extraardy relaxing. As they
moved at a leisurely chug along the deserted rimema sat on the flat roof
of the boat experiencing a sense of well-being atnqmercing in its
intensity. The April sun was hotter than she'diseal. All along the river
banks, signs of spring were rampant. Pale greereseamoorhens with
fluffy little chicks. Through lacy overhanging tie¢he sky had turned a
shade of china blue. She found herself noticingryghisng with sharp,
brilliant clarity. A fizzy, effervescent sense ofgpiness was enveloping
her. She hardly dared to question the reason bmcause she knew it might
burst and vanish, like a bubble floating in suniigh

The pub was an up-market variety, an old beamegwith a well-tended
garden fringed by weeping willows. The restauramadted an extensive
wine list and cosy red candles. They tied the naoaat to a handy post, and



had an excellent lunch of home-made asparagus $ollgyed by fresh
salmon with new potatoes. They talked all the wagugh. Emma, with a
moment's genuine surprise, couldn't think of anyshe'd met whose
company she found so...compelling. By the time ‘thépished the main
course, they seemed to have discussed tastes iytlemg, from liking
Provence, Picasso, the Tudor period in history amgthing to do with
Greece, ancient or modern, to disliking Disney Wpotbntemporary art and
rave music.

'‘Could you manage any pudding?' Dominick gazecdeaibross the table,
his eyes lazily humorous. 'There's chocolate cluvaé®e which is pretty
tempting ..."

'How can | resist?"

'I'm hoping you can't,"” he murmured, the ruefubghan his eyes making her
unsure whether thdouble entendrevas intended to be as arrogant as it
sounded.

They finished with coffee and liqueurs. Strollingpweh to the boat
afterwards, through the families sitting outsidéhwv@mall children, she felt
delightfully soporific. And dangerously happy...

'So what do you think of the boat?' She was sittiegide Dominick as he
steered them back along the river.

'l love it. How come it's in such good conditiorsiohe?'

'‘Needs a little work," he pointed out wryly. 'Bhig was my father's gesture
at escapism...'

'Escapism?' She thought of Sir Robert FleetwoodniDizk's father... A
brief pang of her old bitter resentment returndds hn unexpected knife
through her heart.

'He could chug off down the river on this, and me avould guess that they
were looking at Sir Robert Fleetwood of Fleetwoodrndr," Dominick said
expressionlessly. 'He could also forget that thaiskowas rapidly



deteriorating, and that he was married to my mothier used this boat
regularly, right up until he died...'

She was silent, absorbing this. Used the boawfwat? she found herself
wondering, her fists clenching. For a successiaeofet trysts with women
friends?

"Your father and mother didn't get on?' she saildstt picking her words
carefully.

'They loathed each other," he agreed ironically.

'What...what was the problem?' She hardly dared able past, her
knowledge of her mother's involvement, seemed ta huhole in her brain.

'My father was a womaniser. He was always pronghitandering. But it
got worse shortly after | was born.'

Why...?"

Dominick shot her a lidded glance. Had he noticeddctute tension? His
tone was coolly amused as he went on, 'My mothdm'divant any more
children. I've a feeling they tossed a coin andfatiyer lost the toss. He had
the vasectomy, to save Mother having to be stedli$he problem was that
the vasectomy seemed to have an unfortunate effectmy father's
masculine pride. He felt the need to seduce evasgipg female from then
on to prove he was still a real man. My mother ygutwith it for so long,
then an almighty row erupted. My father was locketlof her bedroom at
night. As | recall they didn't even speak to eaitieofor the next few years.'

'Poor you,' she breathed quietly. 'You.. .you naste felt the tension, as a
child?'

'l was away at school most of the time. Being thenger son, | got off a lot
lighter than Richard. If | bear any scars, thegoévisible.'

‘Are they ever?' Her cool query registered with ,bmd he gave her a hard
glance.



‘Sometimes they are," he told her calmly, 'in tvenfof very visible chips on
the shoulder, Emma.’'

There was a silence. She found herself staringmatstupidly, her jaw
sagging. Was he playing games with her, all th@®ir{nowing about her
mother's involvement with his father?

'‘Loosen up,' he advised softly. He reached to bhishknuckles slowly
along the smooth oval of her cheek. 'Whatever chyser scars, Emma,
they fade when you relax. As you've been up tilwno

Speechless, she found herself locked in his gagey. tarefully, he reached
out and put a hand on her waist, and pulled hesecldis touch triggered
wild reactions inside her. His warm fingers, thrbudlge white cotton of her
shirt, seemed to scorch her.

This was insane, she reflected furiously. How calld react this way to Sir
Robert's son, when in all probability Dominick'skiess father had seduced
and begun an affair with her own mother, right hamethis narrow boat,
over twenty years ago? A wave of fury overwhelmed I$he wrenched
herself free of his hands, so abruptly that sheoatrfell over the side.

The narrow gaze had deepened. The gentian blueredrthe blue of the
sky and river in the warm April sun.

'Emma, you're quite safe,' he told her flatly. ‘iot about to force you to do
anything you don't want to do...'

Her emotions seemed to be on a kind of irratioealsaw, she reflected
helplessly. The caution, the concern in his voeensed to lift the abrupt
curtain of misery. Just as fast as it had descentednished again. The
past receded. She was obsessed with the pasth8uyrésent was now,
here, with this mounting pleasure in Dominick's pamy. The hazy
bitterness, for something she didn't really knowowb didn't really

understand, seemed to drift back to an acceptaltard corner of her
mind...



Then she stiffened in shocked alertness. The riyblaict of his words, the
story he'd told her about his father, finally héirh

Sir Robert had had aasectomy Shortly after Dominick was born?
Dominick was ten years older than she was. Whicannthat her father's
anguished suspicions about Sir Robert being hee tiather were
impossible. Her mother's affair with Sir Robert kcmt have led to
conception of any kind...!

She realised that Dominick was watching her witlrawveed, curious eyes
which seemed to



probe inside her head. Could he read her thoudbitshe know how her
brain was racing round in astonished circles aéfehnd bewilderment...?

'Emma?’ he prompted softly.

'Sorry," she confessed in a small voice. 'l...I'fraid that | over-react
sometimes...'

'Did someone hurt you? Some man?' The husky valckan edge of anger,
and her heart seemed to contract with emotion.

'‘No. Nothing like that," she hastened to reassimg turning determinedly
away. Her heart was pounding like a drum againstibs. Sir Robert had
still caused her parents' marriage to break up.s8hénad every reason to
feel bitter towards the Fleetwoods, to feel dislagdner father for this crazy
attraction towards Dominick...

He was guessing wrongly, suspecting that she'cihachhappy love-affair,
or some past sexual trauma... But did he actuzlg? Abouther? Her
feelings were so muddled, she felt dizzy. But esenwith the ghastly,
secret shadow of their brother-sister relationsligmissed, like a welcome
bolt from the blue, it was easy, headily, sedutyiveasy, just at this
moment, to believe that he did...

CHAPTER FIVE

VANESSABUCKINGHAM was sliding elegantly out of a white XR3 cabriolet
as they walked back up from the river. The evesuingwas slanting low on
to the side of the manor, making the old bricksagtmimson, but Vanessa's
appearance robbed the scene of any magic. Emmadiele of her hazy
happiness vanish in a flash. The sense of threatwdefined, and she felt
intensely confused, and annoyed with herself felifig it at all...

'‘Dominick!" Vanessa had been heading for the eo&athen turned and
caught sight of them out of the corner of her 8je waved enthusiastically
as she spotted their approach. But she ignored Etomaletely as she ran
to meet them, and kissed Dominick. Aiming for aifgety bland expression,



Emma watched the blonde girl slip her arm throug$, land smile
flirtatiously up at his dark face.

'l heard! On the grapevine!" she was exclaimingkityis'So sorry about
poor Richard. But congratulations all the same! Tesv baronet!Sir
Dominick Fleetwood, QC. It has a definite ring, igrou think?'

'If you say so.’'
'Will you be going out there? To Tibet?"

'l don't know. I've several appointments in Lond@onMonday,' Dominick
murmured coolly. 'I'll make plans afterwards.’

There was a small silence as they all reacheddme door.

'‘Are you coming in to join us for a drink?' Domikimade the suggestion
casually. There was another pause while Vanesseeagaat Emma, her
face a bright mask of sophistication. Was she tailitig the exact meaning
of 'us'? In tight cream jodhpurs and a cream slibuse, and with the
stunning bone-structure of an immaculately madéauap, the girl couldn't
be feeling threatened, Emma felt sure. VanessaiBglcam made her feel
plain and dowdy and colourless.

'Love to, darling..." She hesitated, then addedly' ©really came to discuss
a legal matter- confidential, I'm afraid. Coulddssibly have half an hour,
Dominick?'

'Sure. Why not...?" He glanced down at Emma, s géandly unreadable.
'Will you excuse us, Emma?'

'Of course. See you later...'

Before any more could be said, she escaped indamddyolted to her room.
There, sitting on the faded grandeur of her bee, gfappled with the
ridiculous turmoil of emotions seething inside hehe felt... howdid she
feel exactly?



The euphoria of discovering that she and Dominieken't related was so
intense, she couldn't remember ever feeling angthnite like it. It was a

silly, floating, wildly relieved sensation. It wasw she imagined she might
feel on finding that some fatal disease had beamgly diagnosed. That
light, elated, champagne-filled sensation of eswapsome imminent

tragedy...

But it didn't make sense. Even without that shaddwncertainty, she
should distrust the Fleetwoods. She'd thought Herae relatively
level-headed, logical person. But ever since shed Dominick, logic
seemed to have died an abrupt death. How couldhateehim, resent him
for what he stood for, for the family he represdnend at the same time lap
up the moments in his company with the patheticeass of a devoted
Labrador?

Standing up sharply, she marched to the mirrorghaickd at herself. Large
grey eyes glared back beneath dark, well-defined@ys. Her eyes were
probably her only redeeming feature, she reflectedully; they were a
clear cloud-grey, dark-fringed and wide-spaced alibe nondescript lines
of a face too pale, too long, too wide- mouthece fibavy chestnut hair was
straggling down from its confines at her nape. W frands hung down at
her temples. All her make-up had disappeared, reitleeause of the
outdoors kind of day she'd just spent, or becausmibick had kissed her
rather too thoroughly...

Be realistic, she told herself harshly. With Vamed®8uckingham as
competition, Dominick could only be playing arouadjusing himselfwith
his new archivist until the novelty wore off.. slhe wanted to ensure that her
emotions stayed intact, she should keep that krageléirmly in her head...

She had a shower, washed her hair, and swappel@tias and shirt for a
calf-length full skirt in blue and white cotton kiag, with a soft blue
scoop-necked T-shirt. Slipping slender bare feetfiat leather sandals, she
let her hair hang loose down her back to dry, aed a white cotton jacket
in case the evening became any cooler. She wasgakiool of herself,
she told her reflection despairingly, if she letnilnick see how much he
disturbed her. Or else she was beimadea fool of, taken advantage of, by a



man with a 'social column' reputation as a womarabeost as infamous as
his father's...

The attics were the perfect retreat. She was esgdas one of the letters to
Sir George when Dominick came in search of her.sSffened as she heard
his step behind her.

'Quite a workaholic, aren't you?'
'l love my job." She didn't glance up from her work
He was silent for a moment, as if assessing heldmoo

'Weekends are definitely for relaxing," he remintdedcalmly. 'I've come to
see if you'll give me a game of chess.’

'‘Chess?' She lifted her head and stared at hinudides astonishment.
'‘Look, you employed me as an archivist, not asaaartner for whatever
leisure pursuit you fancy indulging in...'

He came over to prop himself nonchalantly on thgeeaf the desk. His gaze
was veiled but amused. He was much too close. &thédhuse every scrap
of self-control not to shift her chair a few inchHagther back. He'd changed
his denim outfit for dark green cord trousers anuaiching forest-green

silk shirt. The colour seemed to darken his bluesep the shade of deep
sea-water.

'‘Now what's triggered the frosty reception, | wortide taunted softly. 'l
thought we were getting along rather well earMghat's wrong, Emma?’

‘Nothing is wrong," she explained, masking her esrwith a tone of
extreme patience. 'Have you considered that magberéfer to decipher
sixteenth-century papers than play chess with you?"

'‘Can my fragile ego stand such a blow?' The daglrglin his eyes was too
humorous for his words to be convincing.



'‘Besides, I'd have thought you'd be spending tlemiag with Vanessa...'
The words were out, more sharply than she'd inegnh® late to retract.
The gleam grew more triumphant. Heat rushed tofdes, and her heart
began to thud dully in her chest.

'Vanessa?' Dominick's assumed look of blank incemgmsion was
masterly. 'Who is Vanessa?'lt was no good, shedh&aligh. Shakily, she
pushed her chair back, and faced him with a skguticertain gaze. He
gazed back, his eyes suddenly serious.

'Emma, | had a brief chat with Vanessa," he toldgagiently. 'Then there
was a lengthy phone call about the Fleetwood Mal. Bd forgotten all
about it.’

'‘May Ball? That sounds rather nice...'

'It's been hosted here as long as | can recall. iBsit a charity
thing—organised by the kind of ladies who love takcharge of things like
that. I've said it can go ahead.' He gave her ecsieg look, and added
casually, 'You can hire a ballgown and come, if iike...'

'Is it held in the Great Hall?'

‘Yes.'

‘Then how could | refuse?' She glowed at him, solydghy.

'‘Good. So how about chess?'

'l don't play very well...’

‘That's OK. | don't have a problem with winningisislow grin turned her
bones to water.

‘No. | don't imagine you do." She kept her voiceelewith difficulty,
because the feel of his hand on her arm was shypthtie now familiar,
unsettling sparks of fire along her nerve-ends.



In the library, a fire was burning brightly in theack-oak fireplace. The
flames licked hungrily round a log the size of @ettrunk. In front of the

fire, on a richly patterned square of red and ghldusson carpet, and
flanked by a pair of velvet wing chairs, stood & Bheraton card table. On
the table was the most exquisite chess set shetdseen.

Emma gazed at it in awe. 'That is beautiful,’ steathed. 'How old is it?'
'Late eighteenth century. Probably." Dominick wamtsit on one of the
chairs. He gestured briefly to her to sit opposiee took her seat and faced
Dominick's non-committal expression across theetad#parating them.
There was a fluttering sensation in her solar geand no amount of deep
breathing would dislodge it.

'Is it Indian?' she ventured, gazing at the intaadelicacy of the carving.

‘Cantonese. Carved in ivory, long before the wantdke up to the iniquities
of the ivory trade.’

As he spoke, he took two pieces, a black and aewhitd switched them
around behind his back, holding out his hands értb choose.

Your first move,' he confirmed wryly as she pickbd white.

'l hate this.' She laughed, eyeing him warily. ifRg@ new opponent, having
no idea what strategy they use...'

He watched with lidded eyes as she made her fiostenHer fingers shook
as she lifted the pawn and moved it two squaresdiat.

'‘Where did you learn to play?’

'My father taught me," she said quietly, 'and yptha bit in the chess club at
university. How about you?'

'l first learned at school. I've played on andenfér since..



They were silent for a while as the familiar moe¢$he game progressed.
The silence deepened. But, instead of the usutdnse concentration
associated with previous games she'd experienkisdsitence held layers
of tension she'd never encountered before. Thergsoadicking of the clock
on the chimney-piece, the soft hiss of the burihmggsounded thunderously
loud in this silence. Emma had never felt so smifiscious before, playing
chess. Every time she reached a hand to seleete, fiovered to decide its
direction, she felt as if Dominick's narrowed gateged her trembling
fingers.

She had no idea how much time had passed beforeSMetds delivered
prawn and cream cheese canapes and a bottle shdrgy. They were so
engrossed, they hardly noticed her.

The housekeeper bustled about putting anotherrnapefire, drawing the
heavy velvet curtains in the deep bay window td bid the darkness. She
hovered for a few moments, her eyes flicking cusipdrom Emma, curled
in the chair, one foot hooked up beneath her, gaamently at the
chessboard as she wound a lock of hair round hefirfiger, to Dominick,
sprawled lazily in his chair, long legs stretcheddrds the fire.

Helpfully putting the canapes within reach of tremgs table, she poured
sherry into the two crystal glasses.

'Will there be anything else, Mr Dominick?'

'Don't worry, Mrs Shields,” Dominick assured herosthly. He hardly
looked up from the board as he spoke. 'And thankweoy much. If we need
anything else, we can get it ourselves.'

When they were alone again, Dominick passed oneokherry glasses
across, and took a slow sip from his own. She nisetyes, conscious of the
electrifying reaction whenever he looked at het iy ...

The dark blue gaze moved lazily down, over herahrover the generous
curves hidden by the T-shirt. As she leaned fori@astudy the chessboard,
the scooped neck of the powder-blue top revealeds#iley between the
firm globes of her breasts. She sat up quicklyhesrealised the view he



must be studying. But changing position only seetnedake things worse.
When she sat back, her nipples jutted, tell-tatd bad pointed, beneath the
soft T-shirt fabric.

Dominick's face had darkened. As he shifted pasitazily in his chair,
crossing his long legs at the ankle, her eyes ywelled towards the strong
bulge of muscle in his thighs. She felt a helplsssgye of reaction. Her
feelings were so mixed up, the melting warmth qfsessed desire was so
strong, she was finding it more and more diffidaltconcentrate on the
chess game.

She tried to take a grip on her feelings by thigkabout Vanessa. Vanessa
and Dominick obviously had a relationship of sonoet.sThe way the
blonde girl looked at him, the way she acted arolinad made that much
abundantlyclear. Emma got the impression that Dakionly had to click
his fingers, and Vanessa would drop what she wagydmd follow him to
the ends of the earth if asked...

Wasn't that painfully close to the way she wasifgeloday? The parallel
was alarming, but honesty forced her to confranEhtivers of awareness
shafted into her stomach, provoked a warm, achémgation in her groin,
and she closed her eyes and fought for control.

'‘Check," Dominick murmured neutrally.

Her eyes shot open, just in time to see the leawifingers grasp a black
knight, hop it neatly over her bishop to take heeen. She blinked, aghast
at the speed with which he'd cornered her king.

‘Not the shrewdest game I've seen." Dominick gdnas she took a
defensive counter-measure which would only delayféte. 'But | suspect
you've had other things on your mind tonight.’

She tensed. 'What makes you say that?' Her voigedsol husky, even to
her own ears. If only he'd stop looking at her likat. As if he saw straight
through her head, tapped into her thoughts.



‘The look in your eyes," he suggested softly, @r@dmemory of how you
responded to me last night.'

'‘Dominick..." Her throat had dried. She took a tes& gulp of sherry, and
willed herself to stay calm.

'If 1 came to your bedroom again tonight," he mudsaarsely amused,
‘would you respond with the same enchanting engisusi | wonder?’

She stood up, bent on walking out, and he movettlgwo block her path.

'Don't be a bad loser,' he murmured teasingly, imgpker round to haul her
against him.

'I'm not-- Her angry retort was silenced by his mouth. Aredt hoble

intention of asserting herself vanished. He kisbed with that same
tantalising rhythm, short, hungry snatches of massvhich aroused her
more headily than she could ever have imaginednéof the brief respites,
she gazed up at him blindly, her lips parted, hesfathing shallow and
restricted.

'‘God, | want you..He shuddered as he pulled hendowhe rug and pinned
her there beneath him.

'‘Dominick... you can't... for God's sake, hete-- Her horrified protest was
muffled by his mouth.- And her brain switched dfhe arrogance of his
hunger, his assumption that she would consent, lgawva powerful surge of
indignation. But her awareness of her own desi@vded out further
protests before she'd even formed them. Being didsg Dominick
Fleetwood was like nothing she'd ever experienaddrb, a madness too
strong to fight...

"You want me too," he said on a thick groan. '‘AdtnEmma...'
'Yes,' she whispered faintly, 'l want you too...'

Writhing despairingly on the smooth weave of thécaue carpet, with the
warmth of the fire driving the temperature highgine closed her eyes,



shaking violently as he bent to deepen his kisseWte pinned her there
with his body, the captor with his prize, the r@attvas explosive. The feel
of his masculine weight aroused a primitive sur§swrender. And the
release of knowing that her secret fear was grassdithat her feelings
were not forbidden feelings, tipped the scaleskBigaher fingers into his
hair, she returned his devouring kiss with a wanéss she didn't recognise,
wouldn't have believed possible.

"You're beautiful..." The thickening in his voiceasvunbearably exciting.
With an impatient, assertive gesture he pushedeupltshirt, unfastened
the clip of her white satin bra, and exposed heasis to his view. Suddenly
nothing on earth mattered except the need to festl fierce swell of
pleasure from his lips on her breasts. With a ctiaka&sp, she reached up
and caught his head, pulling him down to her. Miéntahe was a blank
void. Physically, she was pliant and open, archmsggnctively up to him,
her feelings bewildering but overwhelming.

She shuddered with dizzy delight as his tonguesttaach nipple.

'Do you like that?' The deep voice held a grond@isual knowledge which
was irresistible.

'Do | like it...? Dominick... this is... Oh, God, don't know how to

describe..." Her faint murmurs were swallowed badker mouth as his lips
bruised hers, his fingers cupping the rearing fuier breasts, then raking
hungrily down to the waistband of her skirt. Heriduhe side-button, freed
it, slid the cotton material down to her hipbondslerhe gazed wordlessly
at the smooth curve of her stomach above the vdaite triangle of her

panties.

‘Then don't try, sweetheart,' he growled unsteatticause neither do I..
Dropping his mouth to trail a line of tantalisingses around the neat indent

of her navel, and along the softness of her storrs@htensed as he hooked
a possessive finger inside the white briefs andeé#sem down.



You're shaking,' he rasped softly. He was strokivglength of her body
with long, sensual strokes which fanned the flaexen higher. 'Don't be
frightened of me, Emma...’

'l can't help it, but | want you... to make lovent@..." The whisper was so
faint, he didn't seem to hear. Abruptly, she wdsedabeneath his gaze, and
her hands trembled even harder as she reachedthaticlumsiness of
inexperience to help him off with his shirt, fumthlevith the waist of his
cord trousers.

'Hey, slow down,' he teased ruefully, catchingheerds and sweeping them
to his lips, before getting quickly to his feet.i&hing convulsively, she
watched him cross to the door and turn the keywlde naked from the
waist up, and she stared at him in the fireliglmte Tight andshadow played
over broad shoulders and tanned, lean-muscled.t8rsprinkle of dark
hairs shaded the centre of his chest. The cord je&ed well over narrow
hips. The shape of his sex was visible below thestlvand, a rounded,
powerfully male bulge which sent her pulses skitgpicrazily, and dried
her throat with nerves...

'We wouldn't want to give my loyal old housekeepeheart attack," he
murmured wryly, coming back to kneel beside her ntshe lay, curled

now defensively on the rug, in the glow of the fide bent to kiss her again,
with mounting hunger, easing her on to her baatting} his hands along the
silken inner plane of her thighs. 'l want to matkis tast as long as humanly
possible, my beautiful little Emma...’

'‘Dominick, please..." What was she begging forhdioshame, she realised
she was so aroused that she could feel the wartopmang moistness in
the secret part of her that Dominick was lazilyalb@shedly exploring with
long, sensitive fingers. Heat enveloped her adbid investigation grew
more intimate, more demanding. Words died in herat The responses he
was awakening were so piercing, so ferocious thatctosed her eyes in
astonished bewilderment.

"You have an incredible body," he rasped softlyegsing the curves and
hollows, the elongated line of upper arms and thige full cushion of her



buttocks, lingering again on the dark triangle airfat the junction of her
thighs until she bit her lip to keep from cryingtou

'Dominick...'

‘All right sweetheart, I'm all yours..." An air pbtent urgency invaded the
proceedings. Swiftly, with minimum effort, he disised with his own
clothes. She was vaguely conscious of a brief pailske he extracted a
discreet packet, donned a protective sheath. Thastthof his hard,
hair-roughened thigh between hers seemed to fomry &bre of her being
on the inevitability of what was happening. Toeelabw to have second
thoughts, to use her powers of reason.

With a shudder, he prised her legs wide, capturedoftness of her thighs,
lifting her against him, probed with commendablatmess against the
taut, hidden entrance. The feeling was cataclysiigging her nails
blindly into his shoulders, she pulled his head ddar the ecstasy and the
reassurance of his kiss just as he lost controldande, forcefully, right
inside her.

The spark of pain felt like a burn, a tight, ragaiing feeling. Her stifled
scream was muffled against his mouth. But her teesistance was all too
noticeable. Dominick had stopped moving. He'd alnstspped breathing.
Stunned, his gaze darkly incredulous, he liftedneiad and stared into her
set, white face.

'Stop,’ she gasped idiotically. 'Please, stop it...

'Emma..." The deep voice held layers of emotionnen®mf them
decipherable. 'It's a little late to pull up thendbridge, sweetheart." The
gleam in his eyes was definitely part humour, pager. 'The defences are
well and truly breached, my dear.’

'‘But | didn't..." She tossed her head from sidesitte in an agony of
mortification, tears wetting her temples. 'l hadadlised what it would be
like...'



'‘And haven't still,' he soothed raggedly, humouynlaeed by that ruthless
gleam of hunger. 'It's all right, Emma, trust me."’

'But...'
Trust me.'

He'd begun to move again, slowly and deliberatahg to stroke her and
touch her again with the utmost sensitivity, higslion her forehead, her
rumpled dark hair. A gradual change overcame hasjreg the discomfort,

awakening all the surging hormones and blindingatons that had led to
this point.

'‘Better?" The wry whisper sent shafts of heat sgarihrough her
bloodstream.

'Oh...oh!"The ripples in her stomach became an almost uableaspasm,
the physical reaction an almost spiritual one. €ihémg every muscle in her
body, she clung to Dominick in blind, explosiveeate, and with a choked
murmur of laughter he crushed her to him and held there, tightly
moulded, branding her with his possession, ungéilthaccustomed ecstasy
had finally subsided...

'What," he said in a low, smiling voice, after andless silence had
enveloped them, 'would Mrs Shields say if she ceelkel us now?'

‘Dominick...""

'It's a fair conjecture,’ he teased thickly, sepagehimself just a fraction to
observe her pink cheeks with evident satisfactidou were all for tearing
off my clothes and having your wicked way with nheaving the door
unlocked. What a precipitate young lady you areptan$tuart.’

'‘Am 1?' She gave a small, uncertain laugh. 'l haealised | was until | met
you...'

'Evidently. So what took you so long to experietieedelights of sex?'



'‘Lack of... of the right person...?' It came outbidden, and sounded
horribly inane.

‘Then my self-esteem knows no bounds," he asseregravely.
'‘Don't mock...'

'Emma, I'm not mocking you.' He caught her chistas began to twist her
face away, and kissed her hard and long on heegégs. 'I'm flattered.

You don't know how it makes me feel, being the finsth a girl as desirable
as you are.’

Happiness crept back, almost more powerful thasémsual experience of
a few moments ago.

'Really?
'Really. But why didn't you say something, Emma?'

'Like what?' She made a face. 'l didn't know ghites to put it. Besides, it

went clean out of my head. Everything did. Aftestlaight, and today...all

the time we've spent together... the chess gamesti@ning..." She caught
her breathon a shaky, nervous laugh. 'You seemate lan unfortunate

effect on my brain-power!

Dominick had reached for their clothes, and putiadhis trousers before
handing her her skirt and top.

'I'm not being prudish.’ His grin made her heapt fl just don't trust myself
not to repeat the entire procedure in a few minuftese lie here much
longer.’

'Would that be... taboo?' Her genuine confusionentaich laugh out loud,
and pull her hard into his arms.

"You're adorable. No, it would not be taboo, mylidgrlittle Emma. But
next time I'd rather make love to you in the corntira large bed.'



Next time? His calm assumption that there would Imext time made the
blood course faster round her veins.

'What makes you so sure there'll be a next tinte?ventured, some of her
normal spirit returning in the wake of the strengépping flood of desire.

'‘Because | want to marry you.' His deep voice lagldasing warmth and a
hunger which turned her entire life upside-downoime short, heart-
stopping moment. 'And while | imagine that a numbkthings could go

wrong in being married to you, my sweet little Emrhdon't envisage a
sexless future in single rooms...'

CHAPTER SIX

OVER the next few days, Emma began to understand hewrihcess must
feel in the fairy-tales, swept off her feet by atteome stranger, half afraid
of him, secretly confused, but utterly besottechviiim.

'Don't look so dazed,' Dominick teased her, whighiar up to London with
him, ensconcing her in his Lincoln's Inn flat white disappeared on
high-powered court appearances, wining and diniegih sophisticated
London style. 'Thiss going to work, Emma. Trust me, sweetheatrt...'

"You said you thought | was mixed up,' she ventunecertainly, a flash of
common sense and caution briefly making an appearaand | must be!
How come I've agreed to marry you, when a coupleesfks ago | told you
| was wedded to my work and wanted to stay that w&y

'No problem," he observed with a lazy grin. 'Thesywou get mand your
work—you can spend the rest of your days poringr aid Fleetwood
records. As long as you reserve your nights for.me.

He slid a proprietorial caress down to the V-fastgof her blouse, making
her shiver with reaction. He was humouring her,lgt@v, hardly listening
to her tentative objections.

'‘But everything is going so fast,’ she breathederwhe kissed her with
ruthless passion. 'How can you be so sure our aggrmvill work?'



'Wisdom and insight.' He grinned, his eyes smoutderith fresh desire. 'l
see what | want and | go for it. Life's too shorineigh the pros and cons on
every decision for twelve months.’

"Twelve months?' she echoed, with a shaky laugh.lticky to be getting
twelve daysbefore you're whisking me off with your speciakince!

But her eyes were misty with happiness. If unwelepmggling doubts
crept into her blithe infatuation, they only did isothe small hours of the
morning. And with Dominick's warm male body bedla, one strong arm
hooked across her ribcage, they dispersed agaidlyapike mist in
morning sunshine, before they had time to take haldl shake her to her
senses.

They were married in the thirteenth-century chunchthe grounds of
Fleetwood Manor. Emma wore an ethereal, antiquiéochdress in faded
clotted-cream shades. Her dark hair was wound €ity,sand decorated
with a wreath of lily of the valley. She carriecbi bunch of stitchwort,
Queen Anne's lace and bluebells, gathered frongrinends of the manor,
and tied with a cream bow.

"You look like a sexy flower-fairy," Dominick murmed, kissing her lightly
as they signed the register afterwards. No fugsirtmimum of publicity,
close friends and family only were Dominick's arie Lacking any family
herself, she was happy to go along with it. A femmges who appeared to
be very close friends of Dominick's were in churéind a cluster of her
university friends came to wish them well, theiesyvidening with envy as
they assimilated where Emma and Dominick were gtintive after the
wedding.

Her friend Cathy, who was working a few miles awhgd agreed in

astonishment to be her bridesmaid. A petite githvahiny red hair, she
looked ravishingly pretty in a dress the coloutazsted almonds. Tobias,
Dominick's best man, was a tall, rakish rugby ptayiéh a broken nose and
laughing hazel eyes, who flirted outrageously W@#thy from the moment
he saw her. But the entire event was a blur to En8ha went through the
motions, her head in the clouds, her feet baralghiong the ground. Such
had been her blinkered obsession with Dominick jsiti't given a thought



to his celebrity status. The appearance outsidettbhech of journalists and
photographers caught her by surprise.

Leaping from behind the massive old yew trees, Riness seemed to
materialise out of nowhere. The barrage of cliakd #ashes, the calls for
guotes and interviews made her freeze in shock.ibiok's muttered curse

won him a reproving glance from the vicar behindnth Tobias did an

excellent job of fending them all off, andDominiakd Emma escaped to
the car, relatively unscathed.

'Looks as if we'll be all over the newspapers tamer Dominick's quick

smile at Emma was half angry, half resigned. Jamaie at the wheel of the
Rolls, heading back to the manor for the weddingakfast proudly
undertaken by Mrs Shields. 'My own bloody fault fiying to be

secretive...'

'Why wereyou trying to be secretive?' She asked the quegtip, her hand
shakily in Dominick's, clasped on his hard thigh ms striped
morning-dress trousers. She still felt dizzy, asheé was high on some
non-existent drug. She was married to Dominick. \8ag Lady Fleetwood.
Some great, mind-numbing whirlwind had swirled bprin its centre and
spun her around so fast this last fortnight that'cstardly been able to
breathe, let alone think.

'Richard's death, mainly." He glanced at her wrylgknow he died twelve
months ago, but I've only just found out. | hade’en my brother for ten
years. | can't feign a sense of deep bereavendemttifeel. But he was still
my brother.’

'Yes. | see...

'‘Decorum frowns on whirlwind marriages within teayd of hearing the
news.'

'So.. .why the whirlwind?' she teased, her smileediain. Her cheeks were
pink as she met his smouldering gaze.



'‘Because | was afraid you'd vanish into nowhere2M/lyou came from?'
The murmur was huskily teasing.

'l didn't come from nowhere,' she reminded him lisii 'l was born here,
remember?'

The blue gaze narrowed in amusement.

'So you were. The little gamekeeper's daughter.civieé to your new
home, Lady Fleetwood...'

They'd swept to a halt in front of the manor. Sambfyom the car, helpless
with laughter, she was whisked over the threshdldhey future home,
oblivious of the small group of guests arriving toe celebrations.

Her happiness was so intense, she was terrifiedodtdn't last, said a
nagging voice in her head. She'd jumped into teellong, given herself no
breathing space, ignored her reservations abouEldetwoods, her bitter
knowledge about her mother's fate.

But she loved Dominick. Of that she had no shredionibt. And peopléid
fall in love and marry in the space of a couplevekks, didn't they? How
could she have foreseen it? How could she have Rntivat her
apprehensive curiosity about her childhood homeiamdark memories for
her parents would lead her straight into the arfrte@man she wanted to
spend her life with?

She fiddled with her champagne glass in the shagdgndour of the
manor's big dining- room, pretending to take pathe lively conversations
going on around her, but her thoughts miles awath¥was chatting to
her, her brown eyes alight with an excitement wisichick Emma as having
a lot to do with the proximity of Tobias. But shexde absent replies, her
brain tortuously picking over the story of her mathher father's long-held
bitterness about the Fleetwoods. She realised sisenventally justifying
her impulsive behaviour...

'Emma?’ Cathy's gentle prod brought her back t@tagsent. 'Did you hear
what | said?’



‘Sorry? No.'

'When you rang and told me you were getting mayiieldd wonder if you
were marrying the man or the house!" Cathy laughedgeyes straying to
Dominick's tall, dark frame a few feet away. 'Bawing met Dominick, all
is revealed.’

‘That doesn't say a lot for your opinion of my grigy,’ Emma retorted
wryly, 'if you thought me capable of marrying somedecause they lived
in an historic house!

'Sorry--' Cathy's eyes twinkled with humour'—bkinbw how you used to
talk about marriage. I'd privately decided thatahéy thing that would save
you from spinsterhood was meeting someone withntieans to keep a
dedicated archivist happy!

‘Thatis a bonus." Emma had to laugh, colour touching heeks at her
friend's remark. 'But with Dominick it was--'

'Lust at first sight?" The deep drawl behind herdender spin round.
Dominick bent to kiss her possessively on the molattig brown fingers
caressing the delicate line of her throat at tlo®@ged neckline of her dress.
'A mutualcoup de foudrel,ady Fleetwood,' he added, on a husky murmur,
softening the cynicism of his words.

Cathy gazed at them rapturously.

‘This issoromantic!" She giggled. 'l shall never stop baagsti'm a friend of
Lady FleetwoodDo you think | could use it to get discounts indbstores?’

'Definitely not." Dominick grinned, straighteningp.u'My father was
notorious for not paying his bills. The Fleetwooae is probably mud
around here.’

'Where are you two going for your honeymoon?' Telmat in, coming to
join them. He was a head shorter than Dominick, stodkier. But Emma
could see what Cathy appeared to find attractivaugh but kind, she
decided.



'It's a secret,’ she told Tobias, making a facemibick won't tell me.’

'‘But you'll love it," her husband assured her gpftis blue gaze warming on
her pretended annoyance. 'Trust me...'

‘Trust me'. How many times had he said that to Bee?reflected, meeting
his eyes and feeling that familiar stir of desire.

'He's just worried I'll organise a strip-o-gram ifarfor your first night,’
Tobias quipped, slapping Dominick on the back. r&rgou, Dom?’

'l wouldn't trust you as far as | could throw yddgminick agreed calmly.
'‘Now get lost, Tobias, | want to take my wife talbe

'‘Dominick..!" Outraged, but half melting with reaction, sbend herself
hauled out of the dining-room and practically frogrched upstairs.
'‘Dominick, | hope this caveman act isn't typicsthe managed breathlessly,
when he shut his bedroom door and shot her a smaoddgrin. ‘Maybe |
should have spent a little longer getting to knawm properly?"

'l warned you | was no gentleman,’ he purred tg#girhis eyes slits of
glittery blue between narrowed dark lashes. 'Se yakir bridal clothes off,
my sweet Lady Fleetwood. | want to inspect the gdod

'Why, you...!" Her flare of indignation made henrat him and thump her
fists on his chest, but the anger was so wrapped lgughter and desire, it
fizzled out into mounting passion which consumeghiiboth in its fire.

Afterwards, naked and entwined on the bed, them& wedding clothes
scattered disrespectfully to the four corners ef thom, Emma gazed at
Dominick with wide, thoughtful grey eyes.

'Calling it "Lust at first sight"... You didn't opimarry me for sex, did you?'
She laughed shakily.

‘Naturally." He hauled her over to lie on top ahhiand she shivered with
fresh desire. 'Sex, and general drudgery, of coud®ught I'd sack Mrs
Shields and get you to do all the housework andiogols that OK?'



'Whatever my lord and master desires,' she teasskiljn Sobering, she
stared down into his blue eyes. They were an uofa#ible quantity, she
realised, with a sudden jolt of fear. His gaze Wasdly unreadable.

'‘But... seriously--' her throat was suddenly dry6u-do.. .you do love me?"

He gazed back for a long, expressionless momempi@g her hot face in
his hands, he examined her with wry intent.

'What do you think?'

The coolly ambiguous response made her heart abntidzr whispered
guestions had sounded ridiculously ill-timed, et@mer. She should have
thought of this before, a prosaic voice naggeddantead. She shouldn't
need to ask her new husband such a question onatteeéding-day! Marry
in haste, repent at leisure? Was that what hengareould have said...?

'Dominick...'

'What an insecure soul you are,’ he silenced bdking her beneath him and
dropping a hard, devouring kiss on her tremblingutho 'Sweet little

Emma, trust me. Everything--' He kissed her aguaiith a touch more

gentleness. 'Everything is going to be all right...

The newspapers had a field-day, but she and Domiaftkor the secret
destination that evening, which turned out to lfiesg no-queues private jet
to Athens, and a magnificent suite in the citytdest and grandest hotel on
Syntagma Square.

'l thought we might be going to Paris in the spfisge breathed, laughing
with excitement and happiness. They were stroltimgpugh the narrow,
sun-warmed streets of the Plaka, the old parteotity below the Acropolis.
'‘But Athens is just about my favourite place in wigle world!

'Even though it's so crowded with tourists?'



'l know it's a bit touristy in places, but I lowelispent a couple of summers
in Greece. And the people hasmul. They're... passionate. They like people
to be in love!'

‘They say Paris is the city of lovers, but | thithens is better,” Dominick
confirmed solemnly. 'It's warmer. More conducivédiog, sensual nights...'

'Mmm..." She shot him a sideways look which wa$ $lay, half dreamily

aroused. They'd arrived late evening yesterday,thegd made love all
night. Her initiation into the complexities of setudesire had flowed
swiftly on from that first rapturous experienceadyer upon layer of need
and emotion, uncharted depths which had her reelitigshocked pleasure.
A simple exchange of glances brought a subtle roettdof desire which

contracted her stomach, dissolved her thighs kp jel

'It had to be Greece,' he agreed, smiling dowreaflbished cheeks with a
glint of teasing in his eyes. 'When you told me yware a classics graduate,
and how you're crazy about Greek bouzouki musimew that only the
cradle of civilisation would do...'

'How can you mock,' she demanded reprovingly, 'wlielne behaving in
such a madly romantic fashion?"

'‘Maybe I'm insecure?' He grinned, but there weara §hadow in his eyes
she didn't understand.

' You?'she teased. 'Insecure?’
They'd stopped at a well-known taverna in the Pfaka typically Greek
late lunch. A mouthwatering aroma of roast lamkedilthe air. A richly

flavoured wine from the barrel made her senses swim

'Maybe you only married me for... security?' hegasged, shrugging lazily.
"Your father died recently. Maybe I'm a substitiatiher-figure?'

'You're only ten years older than me," she poimgdightly, 'so that's not
very likely.'



'Maybe you only married me for my money?"

'‘Dominick...!" She stared at him, trying to fathdns mood. Dark and
broodingly mocking, he looked so devastatinglyeatiive sitting across the
red-checked table that she felt her heart begithtm faster. He was
casually dressed in loose navy shirt, fawn pleattfrtrousers. His
shirtsleeves were pushed to his elbows, showingatineed strength of his
forearms. The lean brown fingers drummed faintlytbe table as she
watched him.'Or maybe you only married me to gétethady Fleetwood?”
His mouth quirked wryly as he saw her mounting ange

'I married you..." She stopped, drawing a deepthit@acontrol her voice. 'l
married you because | fell in love with you," shieispered, half laughing,
half furious, 'and... and | wanted to be with you..

Their eyes locked for an endless time. His gazewsdsd, smokily lidded,
a deep ocean-blue she could drown in. She feltewhhis appraisal on
every inch of her body. Her short, loose V-neckiedaf dress and flat,
strappy brown sandals felt invisible, or transparéor a few seconds she
felt as if she was sitting in front of him, nakeddavulnerable, in the
crowded, noisy restaurant.

'Emma..." His wide mouth twitched slightly. He read across the table,
took her left hand. Turning her knuckles slowly &wds him, he inspected
the new rings on her slender finger. The engagemnraythey had chosen
together in London, antique gold set with a vaditasce diamond. The

wedding-band, wide and traditional and worn to fa doll gleam over the

years, had belonged to his great-grandmother. Sfoe'dpted it with joy

faintly tinged with fear. She hoped his great-granther's marriage had
been happier than his parents'...

'Emma, | was teasing..." The husky humour in hisesdispelled some of
her anger. 'Don't take everything | say so sengusieetheart.'

'So when you keep saying, "Trust me," she managstéadily, 'l shouldn't
take you seriously?'



'l let you be the judge of that," he murmuretting her hand and kissing
the back of her fingers with a lingering sensualitifich sent the brief
moment of discord evaporating into the cheerful capiere of the
restaurant around them. 'You are my wife, Emma.ayswemember that. |
will never do anything to hurt you...'

The rest of the meal was a blur. The only urgeal g@s a mutual need to
finish, walk back to the hotel...

'Let's take a bath,"” Dominick drawled huskily whiey'd regained the
privacy of their room, pulling her into the outragesly luxurious bathroom
and flicking on the gold taps of the huge sunkenbhecbath.

‘A cool one?' she breathed, with a shudder of ipation. She was abruptly
transported to that rich dark world of sensual@ycbuld trigger with a mere
click of his fingers. Trembling with helpless exaitent, she felt his hands
grasp her shoulders, twist her round, seek thatzipe back of her dress.
Sliding it purposefully down, he turned her againsturvey the feminine
curves, the taut hollows of her body. Her skin flghtly damp with
perspiration in the languid heat of the afterndotrickle of sweat ran down
between her breasts. She felt her stomach helatietigvith desire...

'‘Nothing could cool me down..." he said hoarselg.ws flinging off his
clothes with careless impatience, revealing the gvw arousal of his
body. He unfastened the slip of cream bra to expesdull breasts to his
gaze. Her nipples were already stiff as he brudtiechands across the
sensitive tips, then dropped his mouth to sucktdh@me as he pushed her
lacy briefs down her trembling thighs. 'I'm so fatyou, I'm in flames, my
darling..."

'Oh, Dominick!

As he lifted her at the waist, she wound her arousmd his neck while he
wrapped her legs around him, smoothing her thigsec with devastating
sensuality, and stepped down into the bath. Themnwmas scented with
sandalwood essence. It felt silky, lukewarm ondken. She found herself
captured, sitting face to face, clinging to his oular shoulders, strong
masculine arms locked round her back.



The deep blue gaze was devastatingly sensual, hbddgd, lazily
darkened with carnal knowledge. Her breasts weesgad to the coarse
plane of his chest, her thighs spread wide arobadard male hips. With
the probing demand of his shaft positioned at Hwet juncture where she
was melting, heating, aching with need, it wasrtiost erotic moment she
could ever remember. With an agonised gasp of elestie felt him propel
her upwards to tease her taut nipples with hishiemtd then force her
fiercely down, impaling her with ferocious hungkissing her soft moans
of ecstasy back into her throat. The excitementsunkry, feverish rapture
went on, and on, and on... until the rest of thg lamguorous afternoon
stretched magically ahead in the private blisheirtown making...

Fleetwood Manor, with its tranquil old walls andapeful backdrop of

gardens, was quite a contrast when she steppedfdbe car on to the

crunch of the drive a week later. The chill of teglish spring came as a
shock to the system. Emma shivered, even in hert srea suede jacket and
wonderfully cut gaberdine trousers which Domini@dhnsisted on buying

her from one of the pricey boutiques in Athens. yltheeome home via

London. Dominick had been adamant that he shokklhar to Harrods, to

buy her a gown for the May Ball. It was in a bigcho the back of the car, its
silky silver-grey simplicity carefully packed inylars of tissue paper...

"You look glowing, Lady Fleetwood,' Mrs Shieldsanined her, smiling, as
they went into the hall. Dominick caught Emma'ssifluof awkward
embarrassment, hearing the title used by the heepek, and angled a
sardonic glance at her when they were upstaidsdrbédroom.

"You're going to have to come to terms with youwtidle sooner or later,’
he pointed out calmly, coming to stand behind hershe sat at the
dressing-table brushing her long chestnut swattaof 'like it or not.’

'It's going to take some getting used to.' Sheagldrup as he bent to stroke
her neck and shoulders, bent his head to dropsarkihe sensitive hollow
behind her ear. 'Don't forget I'm only thamekeeper'daughter!

'Don't start that nonsense again, sweetheart.’



'‘But it's true. My father was on the same.. .th@esaocial level as Mrs
Shields!’

"To hell with social levels. You're my wife. Thaty sweet little Emma, puts
us on the same levelomprends?'

'Yes...'

'I'm due in court tomorrow," he reminded her, mgérs seeking the swell
of her breasts beneath the gold silk of her blous&king her catch her
breath helplessly as he found the jut of her nppled ruthlessly squeezed
them into arousal. 'l may have to spend a couplagifts in London. Are
you sure you want to stay here and work in thoseginty old attics?"

‘No. But I'll be just as lonely in your flat, whiy@u're strutting about in your
QC's wig..."

'l shouldn't give in to you," he murmured throatllyshould drag you with
me by the hair...'

'You promised me your caveman behaviour was justcah She laughed,
shuddering with mounting need, twisting round asipped open the last
button on her blouse, and exposed the ripe fulloédser breasts for his
delectation.

'l thought it was.' He picked her up and carriedgheposefully to the bed,
proceeding to remove the remainder of her clothdgan her there with the
triumph of an outlaw. 'Now I'm not so sure. Maybarriage is bringing out
more Stone Age qualities in me than | realised ...’

'l can vouch for that...' she said breathlesslythes inevitable passion
overtook them. She shuddered in urgent surrendeedbe his tender
onslaught. 'l must have a secret fetish for Neahdeman...'

'Show me..." he murmured thickly, teasing her a#r tis tongue until the
sensations made her squirm with delight. 'Show Iniee gecret fetish of
yours, Lady Fleetwood...'



She felt so hot, she could be back in Athens,erlubh warmth of the Greek
climate. 'l want you... | love you and | want yoso much.' She caressed
and explored him with rising audacity, seeking posverful shaft of his
manhood, stroking the glorious strength of him vgiim, trembling fingers
until he gave a hoarse moan and caught her snradl tnghtly in his.

‘Careful." He laughed softly. 'l want it to lastjeetheatrt... in fact, every time
| make love to you | want it to last longer andden..'

Rolling her on to her stomach, he straddled het,h8¢ hands beneath her
ribs to cup the heavy fullness of her breasts. \Wiatal arrogance, he parted
her thighs and probed the delicate moistness wstliraness that sent fierce
agonies of desire stabbing through her so powsgrthét she convulsed

almost instantly when he thrust inside her, hessyaof release making

him shout his own victorious pleasure to the foatlsvof the bedroom...

He was away for three nights. It felt like thre@sge He rang her whenever
he had ten minutes' break in court, and he randrber his flat at night,
when she was in bed, murmuring wickedly audacitursgs to her that
made her glow from head to toe with rekindled aesir

On the day he was due back, Emma sat alone inabeldtook stock of all
the upheavals of the last few weeks.

There was a wickedly indulgent tray of breakfast armorning papers on the
table beside her. This had become a regular momabg since Dominick
had gone to London, partly because Mrs Shieldstedj and partly because
with all the sudden, hectic excitement of the waddithe honeymoon, and
becoming the lady of the manor, she was feelingdeelty nauseous and
shaky when she woke up in the mornings.

How, she wondered faintly, had all this heady, rotita adventure
happened to her? She'd come here, nervous ansdusgutinsure of her
feelings about the job, the place, the family,phset... and here she sat, just
over a month later, Lady Fleetwood, eating bredkfelsed, wife of the new
owner of this magnificent manor house, with alll@sds and its contents...



The knowledge made her head reel, and somehow hexdieel a deep,
stabbing sense of guilt and unease.

The source of the unease became slowly apparsheasearched her heart.
She hadn't been entirely honest with Dominick. Baén't told him about
the sordid little liaison between her mother andnidock's father, Sir
Robert. She'd never mentioned how she'd been guvsigue feelings of
resentment towards his family, when she first chere...

More unsettling still, she hadn't told him about ecret fears that he could
have been her half- brother ...

She took a cautious sip of the freshly squeezedgerguice and eyed the
golden texture of the toasted roll with faint queass. She'd woven her
own tangled web of deceit, without meaning to. 8grsas Dominick came
back, she'd tell him. Bring the whole sorry affato the open. Then maybe
she'd stop feeling this sense of impending doomging over her head like
that mythical Greek sword, waiting to chop down happiness just when
she couldn't imagine ever feeling happier...

The housekeeper tapped at the door, and annouheédtvisitor was
waiting for her in the library.

Emma's heart thumped nervously. Somehow, the yealitbeing Lady
Fleetwood was only just sinking in. A visitor? Songantankerous
aristocratic relative of Dominick's, furious at tmapid secrecy of his
marriage? She pictured some thin, coldly disapm@gaunt, eyeing her up
and down through a lorgnette. When Mrs Shields toddit was only
Vanessa Buckingham, she felt a wave of relief.

Tell her I'll be down in ten minutes.'

As she quickly pulled on jeans and white sweatsland bundled her
brushed hair into a ponytail, she tried to formeilatdiplomatic greeting.
Dominick hadn't invited Vanessa to the wedding. Vé¢ag here with
congratulations? Or had she come to tell Emma gebcivhat she thought
of her?



Hiding her trepidation, Emma breezed into the hjrand gave Vanessa
her warmest smile.

'How lovely—my first visitor!" she laughed. '‘Canwstay for coffee?"

In short black skirt, city court shoes and blackl avhite checked jacket,
Vanessa Buckingham looked as poised and well-grdoaseEmma felt
casual and dishevelled. She was standing at thge dasement windows,
which looked out over a sloping lawn towards th&tatit bluebell woods.
Turning round, she smiled at Emma with visible latkvarmth.

‘No. | don't think so. This is just a flying vist see how Dominick's new
bride is coping with married life.'

Vanessa's voice was pleasant, but her tone wattebrilthere was an
underlying mockery. Emma kept her own smile glueglace.

'Ecstatically, thanks,' she managed lightly. Vaaesgas definitely not one
of life's good losers, she reflected wryly. 'Sompout the wedding
service—Dominick wanted us to marry quickly andegiyi It was just very
close friends and family really...'

Vanessa laughed.

'‘God, what a naive little fool you sound!" she ssadtly. 'Do you think |
didn't know about the wedding?'

'I'm afraid | don't follow..." She stared at theorimde girl in mounting
confusion, and Vanessa's eyes narrowed to incregglits of green.

'‘Good grief, he really hasn't told you, has he?'Cieti me he's pretended to
fall in love with you, and you've believed him?'

'l think you'd better go!'

'‘Obviously the little gamekeeper's daughter was enere gullible than he
imagined!



There was a heavy sickness in Emma’s stomach. Whodshe said, 'l
haven't any idea what you're talking about...'

'I'm talking about the inheritance, darling. Thendions imposed by Sir
Robert. Richard dropped out with his monks in Tib&d Sir Robert
specified that when he inherited he must marryiwitivo months to qualify
for the house and land. So Dominick was stuck with same stupid
conditions...'

'‘Are you trying to tell me--' Emma tried to sounmblly unconcerned, but
her voice came out in a whisper '—that Dominickyoniarried me to
comply with some... some conditions in his fathexl?'

'‘Goodness me, the penny's dropped,’ Vanessa agjitkeéd 'My problem
being that I'm married, separated and still waifimga divorce, deakady
Fleetwood. Another little problem was that old bagtSir Robert's other
condition— that his heir needed to produce a chittlin a year of marriage
to inherit Fleetwood Manor... Unfortunately, | daréve children. So you're
the lucky female to beget the Fleetwood heir... Wdia you think
Dominick and | were discussing so urgently the otay in his study?’

Vanessa's words felt like physical missiles, harmiphant, red-painted
mouth very prominent in the pale beauty of her face

'l don't believe you..

'‘But you actually believed a man like Dominick Fieeod could be madly
in love with a little nonentity like you? In theage of.. .what? Three weeks?
You may be satisfactory in bed, dear, but a mabahinick's standing
would ideally choose a lot more thHratas a reason to marry!"

Was it true? The love she thought they shared waew, the marriage so
hastily arranged... Abruptly, with unbearable aecyr she recalled
Dominick’'s probing questions about her maritalustatat her interview,

recalled his mention of eccentric conditions infather's will... Everything

Vanessa said was plausible, and horribly possible..



The sick feeling grew stronger. It grew violenttyosmiger. She felt as if she
was falling, silently into some aching void. Thieréiry blurred and swayed.
Emma had a strong stab of panic that she was goifagnt. She clutched at
the edge of the sideboard near her, and missech fheepolished boards
dissolved into a black hole at her feet...



CHAPTER SEVEN

'Doyou feel all right now?' Jamie came awkwardly to fireadt tvhere she sat
on a secluded bench behind the high hedges oflitredbEthan knot-garden.
His fresh complexion was pink with concern. 'Gramtsme to check on
you.'

'Yes, fine. | just needed some fresh air..." Shectitd a determinedly bright
smile at him as he came to sit beside her. Shéydo@en unconscious for a
few seconds. Vanessa had summoned Mrs Shieldsags gif water had
been fetched. Expressing false concern and wistreler full recovery,

Vanessa had roared away in her XR3. There was @faess about the
knot- garden that Emma loved. She'd escaped ouwt, Heund the

sun-warmed bench, and managed to stave off corsdlmught so far
simply by gazing blankly at the intricately cut bbedging forming the

twisted, flower-filled knot shapes in the flowerdse

‘Lady Fleetwood...'

'Don't call me that!" The words came out with s€iehce aversion that he
blushed, his eyes clouding with fresh embarrassment

'Emma, then,” Jamie substituted unhappily. 'l.verbeard what Miss
Buckingham said...'

She turned slowly to look at him. 'Eavesdropping?’

'l couldn't help it. 1 was weeding under the liyravindow. She was
standing right by it. | heard every word.’

Emma felt the emotion rise up in her throat, anel slallowed hard.
'Did... did you believe it?' she whispered shakily.

Jamie shrugged slightly. He was about her ownagk,an open, likeable
face and a thatch of untidy brown hair.



'I'm not sure. But | really like you, Emma. | dolikie seeing you hurt...'

'Oh, Jamie...!" She burst into tears. It was aticlthing to do. Self-pitying,

pathetic, she knew. But she felt self-pitying aradhetic. These last few
days, she'd been feeling gloriously happy but gebnvulnerable, shaky
and tender inside, prone to extremes of emotiold steer known before.
Now, with Vanessa's words drilling themselves imto brain, suspicion and
fear in her heart, she felt as if her whole lifel ladoruptly disintegrated into
nightmare...

The tears flowed, and she couldn't stop them. Sbad herself sobbing
blindly against the grubby front of his gardenidgrs Jamie put a shaky
arm round her and patted her back clumsily, ash& were an animal
needing reassurance.

The crunch of the footsteps on the gravel path ctoodate to act as a
warning.

'Well, well..Dominick's voice cut across the scavith sardonic humour.
She sprang away from Jamie, and Jamie jumped tiediissuch eloquent
guilt in every line of the young man's body thaniioick's mouth twitched
with suppressed laughter. 'This looks cosy. Cannew wife have been
driven to seek consolation with my gardener aftdy three nights alone?’

'Sir, it wasn't--------- '

‘That's all right, Jamie,"” Dominick cut in with amous calm. 'Get back to
work, will you?'

Jamie shot a last worried glance at Emma'’s tearetiesl face, and turned
and marched stiffly away. Dominick watched him geen turned to her
with that mocking tilt to his eyebrows that she wranly too well.

'What's going on, Emma?' Impeccable in his darly gtet and ice-white
shirt, he stepped closer and reached to grasphbeiders. His mood was
hard to fathom. Through the sting of tears, she thadvague impression
that he was more amused than darkly jealous. Pagsyr®ominick had far
too high an opinion of himself to imagine that hesv wife would involve



herself with the gardener-handyman. Far too mudiidence in his wife's
blind adoration to suspect her of such behaviour...

'Do | get an explanation? Or do | have to put twd &vo together and come
up with some wildly improbable conclusion?"

'Vanessa came to see me this morning,' she mairageduffled voice. His
touch on her shoulders sent furious tingles dowrahas. With a supreme
effort, she pulled herself together, and managesdhtike herself free of
Dominick's grasp.

'Vanessa? Did she upset you?' The deep voice Heddar note.

"You could say that..." Drawing a deep breath, Erfaned him as calmly as
she could. Silently he dug in his breast pocket lzartled her a laundered
white handkerchief. His dark face was suddenly akwb expression. The
blue gaze was bleakly intent. She took the hantlikefrand scrubbed her
wet face, balling it in her fist, unsure how to tione, how she dared say the
words she had to say.

'Emma, tell me why you were crying.'
'She told me why you married me!' she whispereaddeba

There was a thunderous silence. She could hearower heartbeat,
mechanically fierce against her breastbone. Dorirdan't move a
muscle.

'Really?' He spoke flatly, no trace of emotion. Bigt eyes were watchful,
slightly narrowed. 'And why was that?'

‘To inherit Fleetwood Manor. Because of the conditattached to the
inheritance,’ she persisted huskily. "The...the on&t stipulated that
Richard must marry within two months of Sir Rolsed&ath.’

Dominick's face was blank, his eyes unreadable€l So.. .let me get this
straight. I'm supposed to have deliberately sedyoe@ Tricked you into
marrying me? To comply with my father's will?'



She stared at him. Her heart was pounding. Heratbrwas clenched into a
tight, sick ball. But Vanessa's words echoed in lnead. It made such
ghastly sense. The speed, the secrecy of the mearttze sheer unlikelihood
of someone like Dominick falling in love with atlé nobody like her...

Yes...'
'‘And you believe this?'
This was like conversing with an automaton, sheidgio wildly.

'You... you told me there were eccentric conditiBnshard had to comply
with... when you talked about tracing him..." slasn a choked, tight
voice.

'So | did." Dominick's expression had hardenedih®cevidence is stacked
against me, is it, my trusting little bride?"

"You're obviously not going to deny it,' she s&iel; voice low and shuddery
with emotion, 'because you can't! You might at tdssve had the good
manners to tell me. But then | suppose / shoule ltavne clean about my
reasons for marrying you!" She drew a deep bregatimg a sarcastic edge to
her voice. 'Maybe this makes us quits? Checkmedsdy®'

Appalled at her blurted defence, she swung awagkbui but not fast
enough. The lean hand fastened with implacablegtineon her shoulder,
and spun her round again.

'Emma, what in the name of black hell are you lohgaibout?’

"You don't know, do you?' she spat furiously. Shaelty knew what she was
saying. It was as if all her bittersweet confustdrthe last few weeks was
rising up, like an invisible army, inside her. 'Howur fatherruined my
parents' lives&educindhis gamekeeper's wife, sacking them both when the
affair became known... Remember you said you thbuiglvas hiding
something? That | was secretive? For a while Ithought we could be
brother andsister...!"



Slowly, a stunned look crossing his face, Domiretkhis hand slide from

her shoulder. He was staring at her as if she wesganger. She felt like
one. Abruptly, she felt as if she was flinging @us insults at a man she
didn't know at all...

'‘And.. .were we?' The clipped fury in his voice mdbe tiny hairs at her
nape prickle with fear, and anger.

'‘No! Do you think I'd havenarriedyou if we were?'

'Right now 1 find I'm not sure what to think. Tregems to be a day for
surprises.' The cutting edge of sarcasm was sdliag, it flayed her in
spite of her own fury.

'Surprise® Well.. .well, believe me, by the time our shanrnage is over,
you're going to wish you'd never got involved witlck and Amy Stuart's
daughter!”

‘At least | know now what you were hiding,' he sfandlly. His expression
was unfathomable. 'When, precisely, did you satigbyrself that our
relationship wasn't potentiallyincestuous!

Colour flamed in her face. His scathing tone madedound like a cynical
prosecuting counsel.

‘That day on the narrowboat. When... when you &irdRobert had a
vasectomy. I... | knew then...'

'How convenient of me to mention it..." he drawled.
'Oh, there you are, Sir Dominick!" The housekeeggpeared round the
hedge, her face a triumph of diplomatic restrdiftte doctor's here, Lady

Fleetwood. He's waiting for you in the library.’'

‘The doctor?" Dominick's tone was ominously neutral, but thesss a
sharper gleam in his eyes.



'l fainted," Emma told him shortly, 'but there hgalasn't any need for the
doctor--'

'On the contrary,” Dominick cut in decisively, glipg a firm arm round her
shoulders and steering her ruthlessly towards tlisdn 'If mywife faints, |
want to know why.'

Emma felt as if she'd jumped on a roller- coastd which was veering
dangerously out of control. The nightmare elememtthe day was
intensifying. »

The doctor was middle-aged and kindly, with a weeatheaten face and a
tweed jacket which looked as if he'd worn it noogstll his life. In the
privacy of the bedroom, he examined Emma thoroygirigl gave her a wry
smile as he clicked his black bag shut and straigdd up.

'Plenty of iron. You're a bit anaemic. I'll predaiyou some tablets.
Otherwise, you should have a fairly trouble-freeegmancy, Lady
Fleetwood.'

" What?'The faint jerk of reaction drew a surprised look.
'Didn't you suspect? Morning sickness, dizzy spells

‘No. I... No, I didn't..." Thisvasa nightmare, she decided miserably. Soon
she'd wake up, breathe a sigh of relief, and tlyewdauld start over again
normally, happily, full of excitement and secreisbl and shivers of
anticipation...

When the doctor left her, and she lay there asaimg this latest
development, the ghastly truth filtered in, finalgnd convincingly.
Vanessa's poisonous words were true. No wonder mloknhad scarcely
left her alone since their wedding-day. No wondentade wild, passionate,
unprotected love to her at every possible oppargunithe urgency was
explained now, with a sickening clarity. Less to wadh untrammeled
desire, more to do with the need to get his neve wifegnant as fast as
possible, fulfil the last condition attached to twél...She stared at the
engagement and wedding rings on her hand. Her ldyeed with tears.



Diamonds were forever? The sparkle of the preabarsiond refracted into
a thousand tiny pin-points of light in her distartgsion. She couldn't recall
ever feeling so utterly wiped out. So betrayed...

And yet... a stubborn, stupid little core of joydapride asserted itself, in
spite of the disaster of her marriage. She wasggmirhave a baby? A new
little life was growing inside her, already? Donckis baby...

Too late, reality crashed back. She'd forgotteheg the doctor not to tell
Dominick. In her shocked astonishment, she'd let talk out, go back
downstairs, and presumably at this very momentne'ddvising the proud
father on his wife's need for plenty of rest amahipills...

'Emma?’ Dominick came into the bedroom, pushingdib& shut behind
him with a decisive click, the expression on hiseféoo coldly arrogant to
signify ignorance. 'Paul's just told me... Condattans, my darling Lady
Fleetwood. | didn't expect to be provided with air lguite so quickly.’

His voice was laced with sarcasm. She wincedngitiip quickly and facing
him with a deep tremor of apprehension. SuddenbB/dshever felt so
vulnerable, so open to physical or emotional attacker entire life...

'Please.. .go away...'

‘That's no way to speak to your husband, and ttrerfaof your child,
Emma.'

'‘Dominick--'

'‘And whatever twisted little schemes are going oryaur beautiful head,
believe me I'm a firm believer in the sanctity cdimmiage,’ he continued, his
drawl provocatively cool and insulting, 'and in teed for a healthy sex life
between married couples...'

'If you touch me, I'll--'

You'll what?' Coming to sit on the edge of her bled slid a hard palm
round to her nape and tilted her chin up with hignb. 'Scream? Snatch up



a weapon and attack me? You know, it's going te saime time to come to
terms with this abrupt change in our relationskimma, darling. I still find

it rather hard to believe that | left a loving,apit partner three days ago, and
have returned to a vengeful little wife from hell.’

"You can't deny those conditions Vanessa told noeitalsan you?'

'It seems to me there's very little point," he adreuttingly. The dark gleam
in his eyes was making her tremble, right to thg eentre of her soul. 'I've
been tried, found guilty and sentenced in my alesefnd all along, if I'm
to believe it, my new wife has been plotting somenthtic revenge for the
sins of my father.'

She stared at him mutely. He made her wildly imipelsleclaration of
self-defence sound utterly absurd. Which, she batinit, it was. But his
cool conceit was intolerable.

'Why did you do it, Dominick?' she whispered.
'Do what?'

'Use me. Pretend to fall in love with me, sweepaitwmag on this farcical

whirlwind marriage of yours, when all along it wascause you were up
against a... a legal deadline. Even dowmadgingto get me pregnant. To
provide an heir within a year of marriage. Whatualpover I've proved to
be, haven't I? Even ithatrespect!

The last accusation hung in the air like an unedgdbbomb. He expelled
his breath slowly. The gleam in his eyes had grdarker. Heavy- lidded,
trained intently on her white face, his eyes werédenly smoulderingly,
terrifyingly furious.

'So," he drawled icily, 'l married you to inhetitet manor, and | got you
pregnant in order to keep it? My dastardly deettsuasli me. But like father
like son, | expect. Clearly such wicked exploitatiof women runs in my
family. Look at the unspeakable antics of Sir Geglzack in the sixteenth
century.'



'‘But | thought you were different..." As she sajdhe realised that it belied
her claim of premeditated vengeance.

'‘Big mistake," he mocked, sliding his hand from tegoe down to the button
applique of her white sweatshirt, tracing the tersdeell of her breast with
ruthless possessiveness. 'Bad blood never chaBgssdes, from what
you've told me this morning, you came to Fleetwbtaohor to see what you
could get out of the Fleetwoods. When you found wewen't Sir Robert's
bastard daughter, you married me with a view tangireg your mother's
honour. Or is that putting too melodramatic anriptetation on the matter?
Which is the truth, Emma? Did you marry me out ofme kind of
conspiracy? Or did you marry me because you cdulesist my wealth and
charm?'

'l hateyou..." she breathed involuntarily, shudderindniasseeking fingers
moved lower, cupped her swollen breast gentlythsnb rotating against
the jut of the nipple with patient skill. ‘God, Donitk, | hate you..

'So | gather," he murmured, moving abruptly to thapagainst the pillows,
his mouth thinning. 'But love and hate can be attangeable, I've heard,
especially in bed...'

'No..." She'd meant it to be a sharp rebuff. Irstéawas a panic-stricken
moan, huskier than she'd intended. Her traitoroadybwas already
clamouring for his physical touch, even as her gridinced at his
dominance.

'Don't worry," he soothed sardonically, tugging theeatshirt up and
flicking open the wispy blue lace bra, 'l won't @aything to hurt you, my
vengeful little bride. But I'm entitled to examitte receptacle of my future
progeny, am | not?'

'‘And I'm entitled to...to some privacy...' she aselplessly, writhing as he
unzipped her jeans, peeled them down, undresselikbex reluctant doll.
"To some privacy and respect...’

'‘As my bride," he assured her, kissing the wortts ler throat with a force
which shook her, before lifting his dark head onuae, 'you're entitled to



my name, my house, my lands, and my money, sweet&mind I, surely,
am entitled to conjugal rights as old as time itsélf

'Haven't you heard of the new law?' It was a dedpdhreat, she knew, and
doomed to failure. 'Marital rape exists now, yowkn.!

'Rape?'he mocked, his voice thickening. He hauled herdirathe covers,
and ran skilled, tantalising fingers the lengtthef body, then leaned back
to inspect her with a blaze of male arrogance wtook her breath away. 'l
may be one of your despised Fleetwood males, mgtswabmissive wife,
but | assure you rape has never been one of mg.vice

She gave an involuntary gasp as he smoothed hdshgnto the peaks of
her breasts, bent to suckle each nipple with ingtlecdetermination. She
clenched her fists in anguish as his tongue fliellearousingly at the taut,
rosy tips until she felt herself contract inwardhth the piercing shafts of
longing.

'‘Dominick, you don'town me..." she sobbed as with infinite care he
smoothed exploratory hands over the still smootk af her stomach,
caressed the vulnerable softness of her thighgdtuseless to pretend, she
realised bleakly. Their passion-drowned week inefth had left her
defenceless against his knowledge of her respohses)ethodical voyage
of discovery of every inch, every nerve-ending,rgw@ogenous zone her
body could conceivably possess.

'Don't I?' he taunted huskily, watching her conguteneath his intimate
onslaught. 'This marriage may have turned sourrglet, my darling, but
we belong together, you and 1.’

'‘Dominick..."

‘Just say the word, sweetheart... do you want me?"

‘No...!"

"You're lying," he teased mockingly. 'Tell the inruEmma...' He'd discarded
his own clothes, manoeuvred himself between heetarembling legs, and



with audacious confidence he dropped his headeadit dark curls at the
apex of her thighs, let his tongue explore theskatets of her femininity as
she fought to control her desirkly baby...' he whispered, raising his dark
head with an abrupt flash of ferocious emotion Wwtdaught her breath. His
fingers clenched around her hipbones, his thumbsodining the silky
hollow of her groin. Dropping his head again, hecéd a line of hungry
kisses across the line of her pelvic floor, wighrianitive, masculine claim to
the delicate mystery withinMy child growing inside you, Emma... don't
eventhink of leaving, with my baby inside you...'

'l do whatever | want...' she choked, findingesigth from somewhere to
challenge his arrogant command. 'Andntgchild just as much as yours!'

'So much hatred," he taunted roughly, his handsldmau her body,
invading and boldly conquering, until she felt themors of sexual desire
mounting higher and higher. His hard strength,misscled weight as he
pinned her to the bed, his arrogant skill as heateer, again and again, to
the peak of fulfillment and then drew back, whitlaway her defences.
Finally she couldn't think or reason; the physiwaéd for him blotted out
her intellect.

‘Tell me you want me, Emma..." The order was adsgroan as he poised
above her, a wall of muscle and sinew, holding kifria check with flinty
control.

'‘God help me, yes.yes..!I" Unbelievably, infuriatingly, the furious setas
torn from her throat as her senses melted andldesmto surrender. His
blue eyes smokily triumphant, he thrust inside Hére sensation, the
combination of fury and desire, love and hate, exgsosive. He filled her
so completely that she shut her eyes and dug hisring his shoulders,
clinging to him as if her very life depended on it.

'Oh, Emma..." The breathed words were like a raggeess against her lips.
The rhythm of love, the surge of possession, thierbecstasy of their
physical compatibility, rushed up like a hot inbig flood, and drowned her
like a tidal wave. She gasped, heard her voice mgdanis name. She felt
incoherent and mindless, and so utterly routedchénsordid fight that she
hardly believed it all possible when the fires dikxvn, and the heat cooled



a little, and she found herself cradled none tagtlgen the arms of a man
who didn't love her...

Not only a man who didn't love her, she added iytte herself, but a man
who had tricked her into marrying him to gain méeritance, and whose
child she now carried, tiny and unformed, in thagile safety of her
womb...

'l think you'd better tell me all about what myHat did to your mother,’
Dominick informed her easily, across the dinnetdabl'd like to be
well-informed about the charges against me.’

She lifted her eyes from her blank study of hetepl&ince Dominick's
dramatic victory earlier, they'd skirted each othath almost elaborate
politeness. The tension in the air was so potdtjmagined that a lighted
match might cause an explosion.

With a slight shrug, she said lightly, "You know uyofather was a
philandering womaniser. You told me so yourself...'

‘True. But | was blissfully ignorant about his setilon of your mother.'

She felt her face colour under that mocking regirdasual dark green silk
shirt and charcoal trousers, Dominick looked cdgdy elegant,
undeniably powerful. Lord of his manor. Smug victoumphant winner of
his cruel little inheritance game...

"You needn't make it sound so.. .trivial," she saflly. 'My parents had a
happy marriage...'

‘That's why your mother went to bed with my fathernt? Maybe | should
be relieved that my marriage is turning out remiblkanhappy?'

His biting sarcasm made her flinch. She watched Ifitnthe wine bottle,
pour more of the vintage Medoc into her glass. Bioked it up with
nerveless fingers, and stared at it. It shone bleddn the candlelight. Mrs
Shields had come up with a feast fit for kings ¢tj maybe urged on to
improve the deadly atmosphere enveloping the mdikera poison cloud



descending on everyone. The asparagus soup, théfokya cooked beef
Wellington, the tender home-grown broccoli and @@rdid nothing to ease
the mood of wary bitterness in the big, dark- pkeaedlining-room.

'I'm sure that my mother wasn't entirely innocesit¢ conceded quietly, 'but
my father was being treated for depression. He.. .vell, | gather from
what was said that he must have lost his...'

'Sex drive?' Dominick suggested coolly.

'Yes. It does happen to men sometimes. And that have made him even
more depressed. It put a strain on the marriage...'

Dominick's gaze was blandly curious across theetabl

'What a heart-rending tale. Let me guess—your nidithend satisfaction in
the arms of my father, then wondered why her mgeriaroke up when her
affair came to light?'

'It's easy to sneer!" she shot back shakily. Sleldrknow better by now
than to let Dominick goad her. But she was paigfallvare that in the
telling the story gave scant respect to her mathmaodrals. 'Everyone makes
mistakes!'

‘They do indeed.' Dominick's gaze didn't leavefhee, but she thought he
suddenly looked gauntly angry. A muscle twitchaghdly in the hard line
of his jaw, but apart from that he looked as ifdes carved in stone.

‘The way | see it," he went on, after another Ipagse, 'is that neither your
mother nor my father comes out of that saga veli;,.we

'l know,'she said raggedly. She dropped her fork back oplate, and took
a shaky drink of wine. 'Do you think | cag&ethat? The whole thing stinks;
nobody behaved well! I've been feeling confuseduatite whole thing ever
since my father told me, before he died."



'We don't choose our parents. We don't necessahéyit their faults. And
what about your melodramatic revenge?' he probéty.st thought you
blamed the wicked Fleetwoods? Intended to makeaydqy the damage?’

His eyes held a trace of mockery, but there wasrdlgness in his deep
voice which made her heart squeeze in anguistwadrthat something you
threw at me on the spur of the moment, Emma? Becgosr pride was
wounded?'

She stared at him blindly.

'Why would you care, either way?' she whispereigithyt 'Except that now,
of course, I've managed to get pregnant. So I'valfe to you for different
reasons...'

'Emma..." The controlled anger in his voice madeshier slightly. 'Do you
recall my telling you to trust me? If there's nostr between two people,
there's no relationship worth speaking of. Woulglali agree?”’

'Yet the first moment | leave you alone you loseirytrust in me. You
accuse me of tricking you, you accuse me of usmg-y

'Sol'm in the wrong now?' she shot at him indignantlth@lgh tears were
choking the back of her throat. 'How convenient!

'Worse still, you seem to be blindly judging me twe actions of my
ancestors--'

'What about your family crest?' she taunted ungvévibre majorum!After
the manner of our ancestors?'

'So | should judge you to be like your mother?'cbantered calmly and
coldly. 'Maybe I'd better make quite sure | stdeacof depression at any
cost? Or maybe | should watch you and young Jakeeal hawk from now

on?'



The colour flashed to the roots of her hair atithyedistaste in his voice.
Misery descended like a lead weight inside herwBlowith as much
dignity as she could manage, she stood up.

'Yes. Maybe you should," she tossed at him in latlyigsuppressed voice,
‘although frankly you won't have to watch either i much longer,
Dominick. | can't stay here in this atmosphere.ntt good for my baby. I'l
pack my things and leave, first thing in the mogpiand get myself a good
lawyer..." She caught the flare of cold fury in his eyasd added quickly,
'‘And no amount of your...your high-handed bullytagtics can stop me!'



CHAPTER EIGHT

A BRILLIANT May sunshine mocked her the following morning. Bukeast
it brought a ray of warmth into the otherwise bléakdscape of her life,
Emma thought unhappily. She moved like a zombi@irzatcher bedroom,
the one she'd locked herself securely into laditnig the event, Dominick
hadn't even tried the doorhandle, she realised avgharp twinge of irony.
Had he given up on her? Realised there was nottengpuld say to excuse
himself for his underhand trick over the will?

She could believe it more easily if it weren't f@r pregnancy. What was it
he'd said? Don't evehink of leaving, with my baby inside you...

She shivered convulsively, pressing her things dband into the suitcase.
There were other things in the big wardrobes in iek's room. The room
they'd shared since Dominick had asked her to ntamy She'd leave them
there. This morning, early, was her chosen timledawe. All she had to do
was walk downstairs, ask Jamie to fetch her cagetsinto her little red
Renault, and drive away. Cathy's flat was onlyeé&ft miles away. She'd
borrow a sleeping-bag on the sofa for a few nigatdil she made some
plans. It was as simple as that. There need beeab drama, no struggle for
control. She was a grown woman, with her own mihdghe wanted to
leave, she could leave...

These silent reassurances did little to help, awvehtured into the bathroom
and silently slid the bolt home on Dominick's coctiteg door. Like a guilty
thief, she showered and dried herself and slippgdumlocking Dominick's
door and running for the sanctuary of her own rdid someone pursued
by demons. There was no sound from Dominick. Annous lack of
reaction of any kind...

Dressing shakily in white body, denim jeans andasé ice-grey silk shirt
she'd bought in Athens, she pushed her feet irftotao suede boots and
brushed her hair into a shiny curtain around hesukfers. Her face
shimmered in the mirror, pale as a ghost's. Shegthiofleetingly of the
story Dominick had told her, about the bones insiéneret chamber, the tales
of ghostly shapes along the attic landing. Shethisp couple of hours up



there last night, driven by a dogged sense of psid@alism to put her work
in order, to annotate her findings so far for aifatarchivist. Shivering in
the chilly darkness, with only the gas lamp andrissing Calor-gas fire for
company, she'd felt uneasily conscious of thosky silories... maybe
because she'd half feared that Dominick would apaeany second, and
force another confrontation...

It was too early to bother Mrs Shields or Jamie,d#cided, taking her cases
down to the hall



herself. Escape proved depressingly easy, aftefladl house was silent, the
hall deserted. Her car started, her exit down thaahing driveway of the
manor uninterrupted. When she got out on the opad, rshe had to pull in
to the nearest layby, until the tears stopped wstirega down her face,
blinding her completely...

‘Telephone for you, Emm." Cathy, who'd rushed &phone hoping it was
Tobias, came back into the sitting-room of her $ftetland gave Emma an
apologetic grin. 'lt's Dominick. Didn't take himnig to track you down! He
must have rung Tobias for my number...'

‘Tell him | don't want to speak to him," she plehd®eginning to tremble all
over. This was ridiculous. How could a simple télepe call seem so
threatening?

Cathy resolutely shook her head. 'Nope. He samhg urgent. | think you
should see what he wants.’

Dominick's deep voice, even on the other end otelephone, sounded so
belovedly familiar that Emma had to bite her lip gop herself from
bursting into foolish tears.

'Yes?'

'‘Well done," he said abruptly. 'You've surprised Ex@ma. As revenge, it
was pretty neat.'

She stared at the garishly patterned carpet inyGattlallway. The flat was
rented furnished, since Cathy had only recentlyedtonthe area to take up
her new job, teaching history to eleven- year-@atthe local private girls'
school.

'I'm not sure what you're talking about..." sheawegtiffly. Dominick's curt
laugh silenced her.



'No? You mean you know nothing about any fire ia #ttic?' he barked
coldly.

"What Dominick, [--'

‘Leaving the Calor-gas heater too close to theieesR Sending priceless
Fleetwood family records up in smoke? Nearly bugnitown the whole
goddamned bloody manor house in the process?’

The hall had begun to sway ominously. Consciodseofinfamiliar reaction
to receiving unpleasant shocks, in her newly pregistate, she groped
blindly for the chair and collapsed on to it.

'‘Dominick... you can't beeriou®' It was a breathed prayer, a plea for this to
be a sick, cruel joke.

'‘Never more so, my sweet-tempered bride.'

"You can't... you can't possibly think | would deck a thing...? Surely you
couldn't believe that of me...?"

Cathy, drawn by the agonised sound of Emma’s vdiad, stopped her
Saturday morning dusting session and come intbaheher eyes troubled.

There was a brief silence at Dominick’'s end. Theenursed unrepeatably at
the other end of the line."You're right," he snabipgy, 'l can't quite believe
it of you. But | suggest you get yourself back hierender an hour and try
convincing me of your innocencéd,ady Fleetwood. Or | might feel
compelled to think the worst.

She drew in a short, furious breath.
'Is thisblackmail?'she hissed. 'l come back straight away, or yomélme
for the fire? Is that it? I'm beginning to wondeyou started the damn fire

yourself, Dominick!

'‘Be careful, Emma,' he advised her quietly. 'Dpa&h me too much further
or I won't be responsible for what happens...’



'Dominick, for God's sake...'

'If you're the dedicated archivist you claim to pey'll get back here right
now and review the scene of destruction.'

'Yes,' she said grimly. 'Yes. I'll come back. Sfaiaway. And this might
sound a silly thing to say, but whatever you do'dt@t anyone throw
anythingaway...'

Cathy took one look at her white, stricken face] msisted on driving.

'You look ghastly,” she told Emma cheerfully, bungll her into the
passenger seat of her battered Volkswagen. 'Yoe'd langer to the
public...'

‘Thanks," Emma said bleakly, trying to smile. ltsvedl she managed to say
during the drive back to Fleetwood Manor. The Bregine was coming out
of the manor-house drive as they approached. Enattahér stomach
plunge, apprehension gripping her. All that histakidetail... all those
wonderful old records... She felt a wave of digfedind sadness engulf her.
And anger—how could Dominick think she'd delibelptarted the fire?
But how could she have been so stupid... so irresple as to have left the
Calor-gas heater on all night?

Dominick came to the door as they stopped. In Ledeather boots and
denim shirt, his black hair tousled in the wind, loeked so tough,
uncompromising and darkly forbidding, and Cathy egeéher a quick,
reassuring squeeze on the arm.

'Heathcliff awaits," she teased lightly. 'Want roestay for moral support,
love?'

Emma shook her head. 'You'd better not. No poittinge caught in the
cross-fire...'

She stepped numbly out of the car and waited hatifriend had driven off
before turning to face Dominick.



'Is it all ruined?' It was an anguished question as sheisebll gaze. 'Are
all the old papers burned, Dominick?"

'Some survived,' he said shortly, raking a brieginge over her before
turning towards the entrance. 'Luckily it lookstasugh you'd tidied most
of it away into the storage boxes and metal casieitit's one hell of a
mess up there...'

'Dominick, if | inadvertently caused the fire," degan painfully, 'I'm sorry.
l... 1 can't tell you how sorry | am. | can't beiel could have been so
careless. I... I was feeling preoccupied last nifgittobvious reasons, but--'

'Let's just say the balance of your mind was temlyr disturbed," he
mocked softly. Casting a quick look at him, sheldoti decipher his mood
at all. Was he still suspicious that she might retaeted the fire as revenge?

'‘Believe me, I'd rather.. .rather chop off my rigirm than set fire to
something like that!" she whispered urgently. llwould never stoop so
low! You have to believe me, Dominick! Surely youmokv me well

enough?'

'Why the hell should | believe anything you saye bnly known you a few
weeks,' he pointed out ruthlessly, escorting hetoujre attics. "We hardly
know each other at all, do we, Emma, darling? Wbbth been hiding so
many nasty secrets from each other, nothing wedecshould surprise us,
should it?'

The acrid smell of smoke hit her as she reacheddpeof the narrow
stairway. The damage was worsened considerablpdogallons of water
pumped in by the firemen. As Dominick had saidvas a mess. She could
hardly bring herself to pick among the debris.

'‘Were... were you insured?'

'‘God knows.' Dominick raked a hand through hislblzair, his gaze bleak.
"What's money compared with hundreds of yearssibhcal records?’



'l know..." She started to lift a box from the ftpand he gave a muffled
curse and lunged down to stop her.

‘Jamie and a couple of estate workers are comiegry everything down
to the study. | don't want you lifting anything...'

She straightened up slowly, meeting his eyes. idartitontracted foolishly

in her chest. It wasnher he was concerned for, it was the baby she was
carrying inside her. She knew that. But even soffdsh of concern had
caught her on the raw.

'I'm not ill,' she said quietly, 'I'm pregnant, thaall...'

'My mother had complications when she had me,eb@ted coolly, 'and
you fainted yesterday.’

'‘But I'm perfectly healthy and normak¥our mother's gynaecological
problems are hardly anything to do with me!’

'I'm not taking any chances.'

Il do my best to ensure thaur baby is born healthy and full-term," she
agreed stiffly.

'So you'll stay?' His voice was harshly bleak. "Y@on't run out on me
again, Emma?'

'So you can run regular health-checks on the mdithbe? Make sure your
possible son and heir has the right ante-nataPclinat's all that matters to
you, isn't it?'

"You know bloody well it isn't!" The cold growl diry made her catch her
breath.

'Oh, right, | forgot. Keeping up appearances ohgdnappily married is
important as well, is it? Does that have an inflkeeon your inheritance as
well? If your new bride walks out within a montlg gou stand to lose out
again?'



'l thought Vanessa Buckingham was the bitch," henmued through his
teeth, 'but you'd win any contest, Emma.’

Hot tears stung her eyes, but she furiously blirnketn away.

'I'll stay,’ she said in a low, shaky voice, '&deuntil the damaged records
have been sorted out. That's the least | can nce giwas all my fault... But
don't expect me to like being here! How did ymaginel'd feel, when |
found out why you'd rushed to marry me? And... empregnateme,’ she
shot back shakily. 'Or did you think I'd be so gfal for being Lady
Fleetwood that I'd forgive you anything? Lowly gdwmeeper's daughter
makes it to the top of the social scale, et cetera?

He'd caught hold of her shoulders, and gave hbp#,rutal shake.

'l expected you to trust me," he ground out anghlg eyes burning hers
with a fierce emotion which shook her to the cthest as | was prepared to
trust you. But it seems you'd rather believe I'ttaa So what's to stop me
believing the same of you?'

Releasing her abruptly, he steered her back towhedstairs. A hard lump
of misery was threatening to choke her as she waiikently ahead of him.
She no longer knew what to think, she realised lWe&What to believe...

The weekend passed in a blur of salvaging as mscposasible of the
records. Jamie and two other estate workers matdtheserything down
from the attics, and stacked it in the study. Enfmoad herself trapped back
at Fleetwood Manor, by her own guilty consciendee precarious state of
her marriage, and the hostile atmosphere with Dmkjinmade things
unbearably tense. But she couldn't even consideinlg again. Not until
she'd done what she could to make amends for helesa mistake with the
fire. She worked for hours on end, sifting metiaugly through the records,
separating the irrevocably charred from the watanalged, and the partly
legible. She talked to the insurance assessorgrghaised assistance from
the local history society, she enlisted the suppbeas many people as she
could muster. But privately she could have weptthet disaster she'd
unwittingly caused.



Dominick was nowhere to be found as she drank sadiaps of tea and
worked doggedly on. Presumably he'd gone off toclisntry club, she
decided. He was probably unwinding, the way hellitceat weekends. Only
this time he was most likely playing tennis andramiing with Vanessa, she
thought acidly. Had he told Vanessa about the @egy? Were they
exulting in the sheer stroke of good fortune? Mbing perhaps at
Dominick's sexual potency...?

The organisers of the charity ball milled about thanor house, while
Emma stayed ensconcedin the study. She could hiésraf voices, faint
hammering, the clattering of equipment and fureitomoving going on in
the distance. Mrs Shields, delivering the sandwscipper Emma had
requested, confided that tickets had been putlatea-figure sum, and the
ball was sold out. The possibility of extra inter@soused by the newspaper
reports of the mystery new Lady Fleetwood, mighteheaused the run on
tickets.

'Surely not," Emma breathed, gazing at the houpeke®ith horrified eyes.
"You mean I'll be on show, some kind of... of cgdreak?’

Mrs Shields laughed. '‘Goodness me, no. You're atheay dear, and you
surely know it. Just like your mother. | was telyiftond of Amy Stuart, you
know. | was very sorry about what happened... setrgn they left.'

'Do you know why they left?* Emma heard the woroime out, and could
have bitten off her tongue. But the gleam in Mrsefils's eyes revealed
prior knowledge.

'As a matter of fact, there's not a lot | don't Wwnabout the Fleetwoods,
dear.'

Emma felt her breath catch in her chest.
"You knew...about my mother and...and Sir Robereirtaffair?’
'Sir Robertadoredyour mother. Lady Fleetwood stepped in and gawe hi

an ultimatum. There was a row to end all rows,n &l you. That's why
your parents had to leave. If Sir Robert had hadnualy, he'd have divorced



and married Amy Stuart. She was the love of hes tiear, that's the truth...
but there was no affair. Sir Robert respected Aooyrhuch to make love to
her while they were both tied to other partnersrs Mbhields sighed.
'‘Unfortunately, neither Lady Fleetwood nor yourhfat would agree to a
divorce. Which left four very unhappy people...'

When Mrs Shields had gone, Emma sat for a long, thtaeing at the pile of
papers in front of her. It wasn't so surprisingerfll, that Mrs Shields
should know what went on in such intimate detail that mean she knew
precisely what was going on between Dominick angdiEnow? Emma

felt herself wince inwardly. Jamie would have tdis grandmother,

anyway. There was very little privacy in this kioflsituation...

Rubbing her forehead distractedly, she tried taktstraight. She wasn't
sure if the information she'd just been given mtuiegs better or worse.
Possibly just a fraction better, Emma concededkisgcthe stem of her
reading glasses, and unhooking her ankle from heir-tdy. At least it put
Sir Robert in a slightly warmer, a slightly mdremanlight. What a disaster
it was to be too partisan. To take sides over sbimgtshe had no way of
fully understanding... For the first time in hermmay, she began to see that
there had been more than one side to the sadthtdeher father had so
bitterly related... No wonder her woolly notionsldéme and revenge had
been so vague and unformed. When it came to hemenand Sir Robert
Fleetwood, who could say which of the two had b@ene to blame?

Carefully and methodically she put her work awdyaked meticulously
that every lamp and switch was off, and went ulpeiobedroom. Sleepiness
had overtaken her, with a strange abruptness shatkd since she'd been
pregnant. She felt so sleepy, she could almost daxed off with her head
on the desk in the study. Bed was a luxurious masiBut first she needed
a hot bath. A long, lazy soak in fragrant bubblWslking like a sleepwalker
into the bathroom, clad only in her white towellingthrobe, she stopped in
dismay.

Dominick was relaxing lazily in the bath, appargnihdifferent to the
bubbles lapping over the edge and soaking the.flbloere was a whisky
glass on the table beside him. An inch of whiskya®ed. He gave her a
dangerous smile which almost stopped her heartbeat.



'‘Ah, my devoted bride. How thoughtful," he murmuteghtly. 'Have you
come to scrub my back?"

Backing hastily out, she knocked her elbow hardrejghe door-jamb, and
gave a yelp of pain. To her alarm, Dominick had anatantly stood up,
water streaming off the iron-hard planes of his yodupremely
unselfconscious as he stepped out of the bathané towards her. Throat
dry, heart thumping, she felt riveted to the spot.

'Don't look so virginally shocked, Lady Fleetwoatirling,” he drawled
mockingly. The threatening glitter in his eyes haénsified. 'It takes more
than half a measure of whisky to make me drunthaf's what's upsetting
you. And weare married.’

'Really? So where've you been all weekend?' shepshed, her eyes on the
width of his chest, the droplets of water tricklidgwn through the sprinkle

of dark hair between flat brown nipples. Unabler¢sist the lure, she

followed the drops down to the ridge of muscle is diaphragm, the dark

arrow of hair down the centre of his flat stomachtlhe even darker

masculine threat below. She felt her own stomaehati in response.

'Where do you imagine I've been?' he goaded sofidyching her like a
predatory hawk.

'With Vanessa?' she suggested tightly.

'Well, of course--' the deep voice was biting'—witnessa: Who else
knows the legal complexities of my inheritanceuntsdepth and detail?' He
flicked a towel from the free-standing wooden towetse, and wrapped it
carelessly around his hips.

She turned to go back to her room, blindly furidust, he caught her upper
arm.

'Where are you going?' he teased lightly. "You lookeed of a hot bath,
Emma.'



'l don't want to share a bath with you,' she madagea choked voice. 'Let
me go, Dominick...'

‘Not just yet." He drew her round to smooth theerlom her shoulders,
letting it fall to the cork-tiled floor at their &. "You didn't mind sharing my
bath in Athens...'

"That was different...'

‘The honeymoon's over, of course,’ he agreed, éystote of humour
making her blush bright red. 'All right, sweet Emmau can have the bath
all to yourself...'

Without warning he bent to pick her up, and depaksiier in the warm
bubbles. Pride told her she should immediatelyrsbta out and defend
herself, but physical tiredness, the heat of theekyand the dark glitter in
Dominick's blue eyes as he knelt down beside pemge in hand, seemed
to fill her with a kind of resigned lethargy anah¢mior. His mouth twisting
as he noted her passive reaction, he soaped thgepook hold of one of
her hands and slowly smoothed it up over the slkelegth of her arm,
across the hollow of her throat, and then down @sefully and with
consummate arrogance, over the full globes of hmeadts, where they
bobbed vulnerably just beneath the bubbly surfd¢keowater.

In spite of the rift between them, the heat of @eBickered uncontrollably
inside her. How did he know exactly how to arousg levery time, with
such devilish accuracy?

Heat engulfing her, she closed her eyes, grittergéeth as, with great care
and thoroughness, Dominick slid the soapy spongeraeaching his other
hand into the water, sliding it between her knéts.legs felt weightless in
the deep water. Her ability to resist was sevefedynpered by the
slipperiness of the bath. And besides, resistara® out of the question
now, because with expert care he was lightly strgpkine sponge against the
delicate, most intimate part of her body whererasible energy seemed to
be gathering and expanding, regardless of prid@mmon sense...



'We have to take great care of you.' His deep titaginoice sounded thicker
as his exploration grew bolder. 'Now that you'reating a new little life
inside you, Emma, darling...'

Squirming helplessly, she realised that he'd abaedithe sponge. The hard
male fingers soaping in intimate places were awdesty inquisitive. And
hopelessly arousing.

"You might only be a few weeks pregnant, but yoodys changing

already," he murmured huskily, cupping the sweheaf breasts, bending to
lick his tongue experimentally around the darkenaugeoles, darting

impossibly exciting feelings right down to her groi'Your breasts are
fuller. Your skin feels different. You feel diffeme here... and here..." His
seeking fingers probed between her thighs agamaddingly sure, driving

her wild with need. "You're incredibly sexy anyw&ynma, but you're even
sexier pregnant...'

Opening her mouth to speak, she found her lipgppgdmnd covered by
Dominick's hard mouth. His tongue drove powerfuligainst hers,
mimicking the act of lovemaking, making her sersesn.

'Oh, Dominick..." It was half-sob, half muffled pest, half despairing
surrender against his invading kiss, and his imgdidemanding caresses.
'How can | want you so much, whehdteyou so much?’

His answer was to lift her abruptly out of the haidwry her streaming with
water to the wide bed in his room, and take hethaut further foreplay,
and with such suppressed anger in his primitiveyoat brutal thrusts of
possession that she shuddered with tears even easastvulsed with
helpless fulfilment...

His easy victory haunted her over the next few dé&esd gone back to
London, to more court appearances, more time wstledileague Vanessa?
Emma didn't know. She tried to convince herselfditla't care. But she did.
She cared so much, she felt as if she was slovdgkimg apart with the
intensity of her feelings. Whatever the truth o¢ithmarriage, she loved



him. Deeply, totally, in a way she'd never lovedare else in her life.
When he walked into a room, her heart leaped. Wigeleft, she felt as if
the sun vanished, the world went grey. The hunoleof feeling like this,
when she'd been a pawn in his game to inherit,aivaest intolerable...

The May Ball preparations were nearly complete. Great Hall was
transformed into a fairy-tale ballroom, festooneidhwntricate swags of
leaves and flowers. The theme of peach and creanpae green lent the
medieval hall a freshness which Emma found entr@ncrhe minstrels'
gallery would hold the band. Caterers had busttedrad putting up long,
white- clothed trestle-tables, complete with elgégfiaral centrepieces.
Emma, in her new position as Lady Fleetwood, founadself being
consulted on a variety of matters from the viapitt fresh strawberries to
the provision of non-alcoholic punch. These weraarfermalities, she
knew. The charity ball committee was made up ofegrely capable ladies
who'd organised this particular ball since time iemorial. She suspected
that her curiosity value was largely to blame fos tsudden need to confer
with the lady of the house...

Saturday was a warm, sunny day. The kind of mylshéay day which
banished all memory of a chilly English winter. &l@ood Manor basked in
its ancient splendour, its gardens abruptly flomginto a mass of crimson
and mauve rhododendrons in the unfamiliar heatoitld be a good day for
the ball, she thought. Guests would be able tb@ilinto the grounds, cool
off after the dancing, breathe in the unforgettatoients of the honeysuckle
in the courtyard behind the Great Hall...Whethevas the lovely day, or a
degree of acceptance triggered by her delicate itond Emma found
herself feeling a little more mellow. By early ewayp she'd showered and
washed her hair, laid out her dress on the bedgpliher hair into an elegant
chestnut topknot, and made up her face with a hamdh shook with
nerves. Dominick had still not come back from Lond8ut she had no
doubt that he would make it. The appearance oDSminick and Lady
Fleetwood at the ball was of prime importance. Vilagers, the local
VIPs, a sprinkling of the county's aristocracy pludair proportion of
London socialites were apparently waiting with edibreath to see the new
couple in public together for the first time.



Immature notions of revenge were quickly dismisstte had to put on a
respectable performance as Dominick's adoring e b. Panic returned
like a clench of pain in her stomach. Could shealgough with it? Long-
term, their marriage was doomed, she knew. Short-teas long as he
treated her with reasonable respect, she told lhevik bitter irony, she'd
be all right...

Smoothing a hint of heather-pink lipstick over faéness of her mouth,
brushing a feather-light puff of blusher on theepaVal of her cheeks, she
tried to boost her confidence. She rarely wore mmelke-up. The effect
tonight was surprisingly enhancing. Perhaps Dorkinkas right. His
theory that her skin glowed with pregnancy, tha sidiated some new
quality which altered her appearance...

She wriggled into the full-length sheath of hersdreand stepped back from
the cheval-mirror to check the fit. Thankfully itag too early for her
pregnancy to show. The slinky-cut fabric clungtte slender curves of her
figure, the grey silk shot subtly through with gneand silver, making a
shimmering tube of a dress, high at the front, powpdaringly low at the
back. Dominick had lounged in a chair in the evgnivear department at
Harrods, while she'd tried on half a dozen gownisis Thad been his
choice...and she had to admit she wouldn't have thadconfidence to
choose it for herself.

A car door slammed on the sweep of the drive betbe/,heavy, familiar
clunk of the Porsche's door. Dominick was back.hitfoolish twinge of
anticipation, she went to the window, gazed dowto ithe evening
sunshine. Then her stomach sank.

Dominick, tall and dark in his smart London suiasastepping out of his
car. Vanessa's XR3 had drawn up beside him, an@ltmele was sliding

out, laughing up at him. She was already dressethédoall, and she looked
stunning in a red strapless ballgown, cinched atihg waist, frothing out

to mid-calf length in luxurious layers of taffet@he was with one of the
charity ball committee members. Presumably, sheldea early, to help

with last-minute arrangements...



Dominick turned to speak to them. The other womamtwon ahead, and
Vanessa's hand smoothed his arm in an unmistakabkbessive, flirtatious
gesture. They walked together towards the entraremegssa’'s arm clinging
triumphantly to Dominick's.

Emma closed her eyes, thoughts of a tolerable egerainishing in the rush
of pain and anger. How dared he? Hoouldhe arrive with Vanessa?

She turned away and went to sit on the bed. Sée tini stay calm. She tried
to keep cool. But she felt as if she could eruphwhe force of her emotions.
The fury burned through her, like a lighted tapewdrds a cache of
explosives...



CHAPTER NINE

'ENJOYING the ball, Lady Fleetwood?' Dominick's mocking murnm her
ear made her stiffen with suppressed anger. Tlansdf looking happy,
when all she wanted to do was strangle him, wasgebo much.

'Sorry," she retorted in a low, bitter voice. 'Artetting my cheerful mask
slip?'

'Only slightly. You resemble Anne Boleyn just befétenry sent her to the
block. Was the meal not to your liking, my dear?"

His cool drawl was maddening. She pleated the diataddecloth with her
fingers, and desperately tried not to think abaind the centre of attention.
It was difficult. Not only was she an object ofrfkacuriosity, as the new
Lady Fleetwood, but she was wearing the diamon#éehand earrings that
Dominick had given her when he'd finished dres$anghe evening. Their
blatant value sparkled in every perfectly cut stovieu may not want them,’
he'd taunted ruthlessly, fastening the double-dednchoker at her nape
with cool fingers, making her shiver with furiousareness, 'but we have to
keep up appearances tonight, don't we, darling?’

They'd eaten a superb meal of lemon sole, chidkeronique,and fresh
strawberries and cream. The wine was flowing, gredbwvas playing faintly
in the background. They were sitting at the cepfr¢he top table, with
chatter and laughter and clinking of glasses aluad them. Cathy and
Tobias were the only allies she could see amid srohstrange faces. And
further down the table, talking and joking confilgnwith her dinner
companion, was Vanessa. The blonde girl's eyesesémstray towards
them far too often for Emma’s peace of mind. Shédcfeel the simmering
resentment fighting to the surface. It took all bentrol to smile sweetly at
her husband as he refilled her glass with Medoc.

'Maybe I'm just wondering when, like Anne Boleyrmlgoing to be
conveniently disposed of,' she countered tautlftetAall, Sir George was
rumoured to have done away with that poor goverhesseduced, wasn't
he? And don't forget your family crestrere majorum!’



Dominick leaned back in his chair, his eyes glegmniikie looked
magnificent in his dinner- jacket and bow-tie. Higrly black hair was
slicked back under ruthless control. His skin labldusky against the
dazzling white of his dress-shirt. She took a deegath, and averted her
eyes.

‘That story was pure romantic conjecture.' Domimggkned. 'Although I've
often wondered if Sir George locked the poor sauthie priest hole and
conveniently forgot her. Hence the pile of bonemaone found a few
hundred years later.'

"You would find such a story amusing,' she snagoditly. 'So am | going to
disappear soon? After the baby is born, perhapsfo8acan eventually
marry your beloved Vanessa?'

Dominick's smile had hardened. He took her lefthamasping it a little too
tight for comfort as he inspected the rings onfhmeyer.

'Don't you think you're taking this wronged- wifet af yours a little too far,
Emma?’ His soft reprimand was like a red rag toshepressed fury. '‘We're
living in the twentieth century, not acting out samothic horror story,
darling.’

'How could you spend so much time talking to VaaeBsickingham
tonight?' she hissed, past caring who heard théntess you take a sadistic
delight in rubbing salt into wounds?"

'‘And has it occurred to you that maybe--'

he caught her tense hand and lifted it to his Ikissing the back of her
knuckles with wry mockery ' —maybe the wounds ae#f-isflicted,
Emma?’

'You think you're so clever. The shrewd barristérowcan side-step any
straight question," she whispered. 'But | just tchelieve you can be so
callous...’



'Hello there." The female in question had come dokentable to greet
Emma with a cool smile. 'l hear congratulationsiarerder for a different
reason this time!" Vanessa's green eyes weresvwpgsisessingly over
Emma's slender figure in the silver-grey silk. "Yaidn't waste much time,
did you?'

Emma stiffened. Up till now, she'd managed to avaidy intimate
conversation with Vanessa. She'd kept a smile otigge chatted politely
to people who eyed her up and down with undisguisaibsity but a
reasonable degree of respect. But all the timel dle®n aware of Vanessa,
smugly shadowing Dominick, skimming around flircatsly in her scarlet
dress, letting her tinkling laugh float across tarka whenever she was in
the vicinity... A surge of defiance made her shang smile casually.

'‘Dominick and | have a very.highly sexedelationship,’ she murmured
sweetly. 'l suppose a baby was... inevitable? Aondibick is thrilled to
bits, aren't you, darling?'

There was an infinitesimal pause, before Dominiald svith ominous
blandness, 'Absolutely. Thrilled to bits.’

Vanessa's social smile had faded. The expressite ilong green eyes was
decidedly hostile. She straightened up as if sheth slapped.

'I'm very happy for you," she managed icily. Shetsh thin smile at
Dominick. His dark face was deadpan, but a gleamnbioly amusement
shone in his eyes.

'‘Actually I've come to steal your husband awayafalance,’ she added with
a return of self- confidence, loudly enough foresthto hear.

'‘Come on, Dominick, you know you waltz divinely!"

'How can | resist such flattery?' he said lazigxcuse us, would you,
darling?' To Emma’s suppressed fury, he stood dpeaoorted Vanessa
round to the dance-floor. For the next ten mindles sat like a statue,
feeling as if she'd been literally turned to stohleis was unbearable, she
decided. No woman should be forced to endure ttmeetot of watching her



husband dancing with his mistress. The jealousyasger reached bursting
point by the time the couple returned to the tabBleminick looked darkly

sardonic as he came back to her side. The lookihered over her was
shuttered, but the gleam in his eyes as he drewtddrer feet was

unmistakable. Desire, she reflected, suppressinguteage; he might not
love her, but he found her sexually appealing. Wais to be her

consolation?

'‘Now that I've demonstrated how well | can danceuld my beautiful,
highly sexed little bride care to dance with menfurmured huskily, his
heavy-lidded, teasing gaze bringing hot colourdpfhace.

The humiliations, the betrayals, the insults heapeésults rose up in her
throat, almost choking her with the surge of argnotion.

Blindly she grasped her wine glass and, with aroletd shudder of fury,
she flung the contents into his face.

'Go to hell,Sir Dominick!" she bit out. There was a sudden, shockience

around them. Conversations ceased in mid-senténaggering with rage
and fear, she took in Dominick's motionless statieeyed wine forming a
dark stain on the immaculate whiteness of his gsbgs. The kindling fury
she saw in his eyes was mixed with an amused rglittech fanned her
indignation, made her heart pound even faster.ddehed slowly into his
breast pocket, extracted a large white handkerchied wiped the wine
from his face. Taking her chance for escape, shedlguickly past him,
and marched with commendable dignity from the hhlltook all her

will-power not to run wildly away as if pursued dgmons...

She should feel deeply ashamed for causing sucareesshe knew. But as
she retreated upstairs and along the galleriedirigndhe felt only a
stubborn surge of satisfaction. Hugging her armsddcherself, she headed
for her room, then changed her mind. Dominick migbme and find her
there. He'd be angry, force a confrontation. Sinesiéd at the thought. She
might be high on a kind of adrenalin surge now, $he didn't relish the
prospect of a fight with Dominick. Especially ndtet kind of fight he
excelled at, one with sexual overtones which iraldyi sucked her down
into the mire of desire and capitulation...



Hardly aware of her direction, she found hersethbing the stairs of the
turret, to the old priest hole. There were dim viglts in the turret room,
but the trap-door entrance gaped darkly as shegitllup, the rope ladder
dangling down and disappearing into the blackness.

The atmosphere down there came back to jog her myen@enturies-old

fear and anguish’, she'd said to Dominick, andlaeighed. A fresh wave of
despair came over her. What had she done tonight#ished the honour of
the new baronet? Caused a scandal which would protebly be all over
town by tomorrow? Made a name for herself in thesgmcolumns already
graced by Dominick's presence? She was certainhgdo be repenting at
leisure, she admitted. Bitter humour at the messdspgot herself into
threatened to turn into hysteria.

Twisting round, she grasped the rope ladder andrbdte descent into the
confined area down below. She wasn't afraid of gh@sd it wouldn't be

all that dark once she got down there. The liglusifthe turret room would

shine down, once her eyes got accustomed. Themnatigoing down there

seemed oddly comforting, in her present emotiomahoil. She wanted to
relive the sense of history she'd felt when sheihe down here with

Dominick.

And while she wasn't going to admit to craving dlirng place from
Dominick's wrath, she reflected, with a shiver, tioéion of tucking herself
away in the temporary safety of the priestholeldigie certain attractions
she couldn't, in all honesty, deny...

It was the dress which made her fall. Catching doine toe of her evening
shoe, it threw her off balance. She missed heiirfgain the ladder, her
fingers slipped on the rough rope, burning herséming her grip. In
shocked silence, she plummeted downwards.

The impact numbed her. Winded, abruptly terrified the baby, she lay
there, slowly taking stock. She seemed to haveidvthe fall intact.
Thank God for that, she told herself fervently. fehevere no ominous
pains in her stomach, no nagging backache sheddateaut which could
signal imminent miscarriage. The pure relief put in@ddled emotions in
perspective. She might hate Dominick for betrayivay trust, but she'd



rather die than lose his baby...'That simple, gimaiknowledge somehow
made her feel better...

She sat very still while she recovered from thé fte only sounds were
her own laboured breathing and the rapid thuddinbes heart. It was
pounding so loudly in the small enclosure, the lseanded deafening.

What a feather-brained idiot she was... The stupidthe sheer,

mind-numbing childishness of climbing down herd,Har as forcibly as

the impact of her landing. She groaned aloud, laatjhing, half tearful. If

this was the best she could do to assert hersefiraght as well call it a
day, she flayed herself silently. If Lady Fleetwoads going to throw

glasses of wine at her new husband and lord aféu®or in full view of an

important social gathering, the least she could/ds show a little courage
in the aftermath...

She'd go back and find him. Have the final confation if necessary.
Anything but hide in this dark little priest holi&ke a naughty child in
disgrace...

Resolutely she turned on to her hands and kneédyegan to stand up. Pain
shot through her, and she collapsed with a gasplefteankle was twisted,
or sprained. There was no way she could climb out.

Sitting back down, her eyes becoming accustomehlealark, she tried to
see the funny side. There certainly was one. lokbt@medy terms, at any
rate. She could see the headlines, if the newspaymrhold of the story.
'‘New Lady Fleetwood throws wine in husband's fagdgs in priest hole to
escape retribution...'

The minutes ticked by. After a while the silencedrae unbearable. And
the thought came to her with a sickening lurchhowvould think of looking
for her here?

Dominick might imagine she'd rushed to her roorenthe might suspect
that she'd gone off in her car. After that, he mggarch any other room in
the house, or the garden... but why, in the nanmeaven, would he imagine



for one outlandish moment that his wife was laniguig at the bottom of
the priest hole in the turret?

She shivered as the past use of the hiding plane ceeeping back to mind,
the terror and loneliness of those long-ago fug#iv. the melodramatic tale
of Sir George and his governess...

It was going to be a long night, she realised ngsiyo In fact, she accepted,
shivering again with sudden cold as the chill o tid walls closed in

around her, it could be even longer than that. Shest have to keep
shouting. Feeling utterly ridiculous, she beganaib Dominick's name...

It was only a couple of hours before rescue cantead felt like days. She
might loathe her new husband, she told herself lyedlut when he
appeared at the trap-door she'd never been scedl¢asee anyone in her
entire life...

'Emma... what thehell are you doing down there?' There was curt
astonishment and relief in his voice in almost ¢éqnaasures. He came
down the rope ladder with the ease of an athléd, I've been searching
everywhere for you! | was about to have the lalegded!

"You weren't...?' She whispered it ruefully asgbi@ated to her ankle and he
inspected it with surprising gentleness.

'Well, it was a possibility,” he said abruptly. Met her eyes with a glitter of
emotion she couldn't even begin to understand. o throw yourself
down here hoping to end it all, Emma?' The traceumfiour was bitter.

'No. | caught my foot in my dress and she saidaatly, 'and now | feel
incredibly silly...'

'‘Come on, let's get out of here..." With apparesiee he bent to lever her
over his shoulder in the classic fireman's liftdaonok her back up the
ladder.

'Is the ball over? Have.. .have all the guests gastee managed, conscious
of his strength as he carried her down to the medro



'No. Our guests are still making merry. But I'mesthrey'll excuse us from
the rest of the evening.’

"You didn't really think I'd rushed off to end It,alid you?'

'Hardly. But we thought you could have had an amuidYou were in a
highly emotional state--'

'‘Don't patronise me, Dominick...'

'l am not patronising you,' he said quietly. Hadl&ier on the bed in his
room, and gazed down at her with a mixed expresSomething in his
eyes made her heart contract with a stirring gioase.

'Stay there and don't move,' he ordered softip. going to tell the others
I've found you, then I'm going to call Paul Kingesght away. He can take a
look at your ankle.'

He was gone for only a few minutes. Emma, hardlyscmus of her sore
ankle, closed her eyes, and waited with mountingretgension for the
confrontation she knew must follow.

When he came back, he brought a tray with a boftledoc and two
glasses. He came to sit on the bed beside hezybgsdarkening as he took
in her dishevelled appearance, the strained pallber face.

'l thought since you'd missed out on your lastglaiswine downstairs I'd
bring some up.' His tone was sardonic.

‘Thanks...' She met his wry look with a sheepishesmeddening slightly as
she relived her very public flare of anger. 'Thatsonsiderateof you.
What... what made you look in the priest hole? yaid hear me shouting?'

‘Not until I was on my way up. | just racked my ibr¢go think where my
neurotic little bride might have bolted to.'

'I'm notneurotic..." She trailed off at the grim expressiohis eyes.



'I've never been so worried in my life, Emma. lugbt you'd run out on me
again. When | found your car still there, and Irskad the house, | thought
something might have happened to you...'

"It did. | fell down the priest hole,’ she saidhwa slight smile. 'l... | suppose
you want me to apologise for embarrassing youantfof all your guests?'
she added, half bitter, half defiant. She wrigdledkwards so that she was
resting against the pillows as he passed her a gfagine.

‘No need. | imagine that | deserved it.'

The cool, flat retort took her totally by surprisBhe stared at him
uncomprehendingly.

"You think so?' Her expression was cautiously emagias she searched for
some clue to his mood.

'It made me realise that pride was no way to glyeracked marriage back
together, Emma.’

'Pride...?"

'Pride. Ever since you flung your accusations atlime been behaving like
an arrogant bastard. I've been waiting for youdime crawling back to me
saying you trusted me...'

'Oh, Dominick..." She bit her lip miserably. 'l wda trust you! You don't
know how much | want to...'

'‘Maybe you'd better read my father's will," he sagigd simply. He sat back,
with a weary shrug of his shoulders. She suddesdystered how tired he
looked. There were dark smudges under his eyestaeieslooked drawn.

The familiar lidded gaze held a bleakness whiclyéagat her heart.

'What are you saying?"

'Vanessa Buckingham is a brilliant lawyer. She'soak brilliant
trouble-maker. But she had the facts wrong,' he Saortly, ‘which 1 would



have pointed out to you at the time if | hadn'trbee furious with you for
believing her in the first place. And if you hadodmplicated the whole
damn thing by dragging your mother and my father ity

'Mrs Shields told me Sir Robert really loved my heat But... that doesn't
say much for his treatment gbur mother, does it?'

Dominick flicked a long-suffering glance towarde tteiling.

'Let's leave all our parents, all our bloody awglatives and ancestors, out
of this, shall we?' His voice was grim. 'For mytpaeeing my father's
behaviour made me very hot on the notion of mafidelity. | watched him
live his life, and decided howotto live mine.’

She nodded slowly. 'That's the way | felt, too. Abmy mother's betrayal
of Dad. It.. .it made me feel strongly about oldHened loyalty...'

'So what went wrong," he probed hoarsely, ‘withryoyalty to your new
husband?’

She swallowed on a tight throat.

'Rushing into things?' she ventured miserably. 'Kilmdwing you well
enough...'

'‘And not being prepared for Vanessa's muck- sgrrin

‘That too..." She met his eyes again, with a dasgasmile. 'So what were
the facts she had wrong?’

'Richard didn't want the house, or estate,’ hedadtly. 'He convinced my
father of that. As eldest son, he'd automaticadherit the baronetcy. But
his religious beliefs didn't tie in with materialealth. My father was
worried that if Richard changed his mind, changésl lifestyle as he
matured, he might regret the arrangement. Techpjc¢he title, house and
lands should have been his. So he wrote a spamditeon into his will. If

Richard had married, settled back in England anut@chthe manor, within
two months of Sir Robert's death, he'd still belggentitled to it. But only



if he produced a child within a year of the mareaghat part was to ensure
that Richard had truly abandoned his monastic hegmhi Otherwise,
Richard would get the title only. And the house &l was mine.'

She absorbed this in silence.

'So all the conditions applied to Richard? OnlRichard?' Her head was
spinning.

You can study the will with a magnifying glassitifwill convince you,'
Dominick said drily.

'So... you half expected to inherit the manor &lhg?'

'Yes. That's really why | was employing my navehivist,and taking such
an interest," Dominick agreed wryly. 'l expectedtird to stick to his guns.
Follow his off-beat religious beliefs. | expectesnhto become the new
twelfth baronet in his self-imposed Tibetan exildidn't expect him to die
out there in Tibet without bloody well telling anya’

'‘Quite...' There was a taut silence.

Emma stared at the faded ochre-gold of the wdllkesold baroque-framed
Turner-style seascapes hanging from the pictute-rai

'So.. .you didn't have to marry to inherit?'
‘No, | didn't.’
'So... you married me because...'

'‘Because | wanted to marry you,' he supplied ptyieHe shrugged off his
dinner-jacket, as if he suddenly found the formhkdthees unbearably
constricting. The bow tie was dragged loose, tpedtdton of his dress-shirt
freed. The red wine had dried to an irregular stsine saw guiltily. In the
soft light of the bedroom, it resembled blood mibyan wine. She bit her lip
hard, abruptly flooded with remorse.



'What...what made Vanessa think otherwise?' shbepr@arefully. This
was awful. Like feeling her way, blindfold, throughmaze of obstacles.

'‘Some wishful thinking," he said quietly. 'She veghthere to be something
between us that didn't exist for me. She was farithat I'd married you
without even asking her to the wedding. And she laadsketchy
half-knowledge of the legal conditions my fathesigted on for my brother
Richard. She put it all together, and decided tiatspeed of our marriage
could only mean a kind of.. .marriage of convengeenBelieve me, she
knows where she stands. | wasn't in charge ofngetickets for tonight's
ball, so | had no real power to stop her comind. IBuade it clear that she
should apologise to you, tonight.'

'‘But whenever | looked you were chatting and langhiogether tonight.
You both seemed to be so close, so friendly..."

'I've been so bloody angry with you, | confessitigeer more attention than
necessary tonight. Out of... petty pride and reehgdis twist of bitter
self-mockery made her heart seem to flip over inchest.

'‘Really? How... how unkind to Vanessa,' she prete&intly.

'‘Nothing more than she deserves.' He spoke witimtaol ruthless anger.
'‘Besides, you weren't exactly kind to her yourselfith your "highly
sexed" taunt.’

His eyes were midnight-dark, shadowed by the tsmddges beneath. Her
pulses were racing suddenly. Her heart felt readgxplode...

'It was true, though, wasn't it?' she said huskflgu might not love me, but
at least you.... yotancyme?"

He took a swig of his wine, and his mouth thinnetd ia grim, lop-sided
smile. But a hint of anger shone in his eyes.

'l find you extremely desirable. And who the halidsl don't love you?'



In the dim light he looked so ruggedly dark anddsame, the look in his
eyes so blazingly masculine as they raked the eafher figure in the
clinging silvery dress, that her stomach hollowet itotal meltdown.

"You never told me you loved me...' she remondratgskily. 'Not even
when | begged you to...'

'‘Cowardice,’ he confessed quietly. 'In-built sedfahce. Seeing what my
parents did to each other. Not quite believing ook finding you...'

'What.. .what about Vanessa?' she breathed. 'Hopouléeel about her?'

'Emma..." his deep voice shook with sudden, taudtiem '...if I'd wanted
Vanessa Buckingham, believe me I'd have marriegéw®ms ago, before she
embarked on the disastrous marriage she's juseiprocess of dissolving.
She and | have been neighbours and friends fosy®dhatever she feels
about me, I've given her no encouragement. | dovd her. | don't even
fancyher, as you so quaintly put it. Blondes aren'ttype...'

'‘And | am?"'

'Definitely," he murmured hoarsely. 'Curvy brungtiéth big grey eyes and
endless legs are much more my taste...'

They stared at each other in tense silence. Shejusashakily, warily
reaching out to touch Dominick’'s hand, when theas a/brief knock on the
door and Paul King walked in, still in his shabieed jacket.

'l hope you're not going to make a habit of faigtand falling down priest
holes, Lady Fleetwood," he commented drily, aftepecting the ankle and
pronouncing it a simple twist requiring only re'st, | can't guarantee the
trouble-free pregnancy you'd otherwise enjoy.'

'‘God, thebaby,' Dominick exclaimed unevenly, deep concern suddenly
furrowing his forehead. 'l was so worried about Eanid forgotten all
about the baby! Is everything OK? Are you feelifigight, sweetheart...?'



'Everything's fine.' The doctor straightened frois lirief, practised feel of
the soft curve of Emma's stomach and a check onpukse, nodding
reassuringly. 'Nothing a good night's sleep, pleftyest and a little less
adventurous exploring won't put right.'

Paul King gave Dominick a searching look as he qureg to leave. ‘Make
sure you take very good care of your new bride frmw on, Sir Dominick,’'
he added, with a glint of humorous reproach.

'‘Don't worry," Dominick retorted with soft vehemend intend to...'

When they were alone again, Dominick took her hamdiss and held them
tightly.

'‘Are you sure you're feeling all right?' he peesishuskily.

'Quite sure..." She hesitated, her throat an- mbyiohoked. 'l thought the
baby was the most important thing to you,' she périsd uncertainly. 'Did
you really forget...?"

‘Temporarily..." His gaze was lidded, but brilliamith emotion. 'Emma,
darling, I'm going to be the proudest father in Weld when our child is
born. The baby is incredibly important to me. Bat more important than
my wife...'

'‘Dominick..." The soft plea in her voice seemedjitee him some kind of
signal, because with a low curse under his breatmdved abruptly closer
and took her in his arms.

'Emma, if | rushed you into marrying me, it was dngse I've never been so
sure, never feltanything was so right," he muttehesl voice terse against
her hair. 'l wanted to make you mine. With no dsubit reservations. |
sensed those reservations in you. That made spead®re important...'

'l had no reservations about loving you,' she wdnisg@ unsteadily. 'If | had
any doubts, it was because of my mother, and yatief. | felt confused
about the past...'



'So you didn't marry me to avenge your mother? a&ermy life hell?' he
murmured, inspecting her face with darkening efl@might's little scene at
the ball wasn't just a taste of things to come?'

She shivered, her smile apologetic.

'‘No. | married you because... because you're thermoan I'll ever want to
marry. | feel very ashamed of myself tonight. | rdideven thank you
properly for these..." She touched the diamond ehakd earrings, her eyes
shy on his intent, narrowed gaze.

'l bought you those when | was away for those timights in London,' he
told her drily, ‘when we first got back from honeyom. | couldn't wait to
get back here and see you wearing them. But my bomieg didn't work
out quite the way I'd planned, did it?'

Her stomach contracted with anguished guilt.

'‘Dominick, will you forgive me?' she whispered weastily.

'For throwing red wine at me? Or not trusting me?"

'‘Both.’

He shot her an ironic grin before kissing her, hardher trembling mouth.
'How the hell you could have believed that twistaglobish from Vanessa I'll
never know. And | doubt if I'll ever live down tled wine incident with
Tobias and his cronies...'

‘Cathy will tame your friend Tobias,' she whispensdh a soft laugh.
‘True. | can see wedding-bells on the horizon haisé two. And how can
you ask me if | forgive you? Of course | forgiveuwyche told her roughly.

'Emma, | love you. I'm crazy about you.'

'l love you too," she whispered. His simple wordsl tifted her, like an
invisible air-current. She was suddenly floating amveightless cloud of



happiness, so happy she felt she could fly, likeF@an and Wendy, out of
the window and high into the night sky. 'I'm sortistened to Vanessa...'

'Forget her," he breathed, searching for her mamth hungrily raining
short, provocative kisses on her softly parted lifis my new bride, you're
entitled to a second honeymoon. Where would yaaititkgo?'

'‘But it's only about ten days since the first!" #eghed.

'Don't argue on technicalities. You need plentyooking after. Doctor's
orders...’

'How about taking the narrowboat along the river dofew days?' she
suggested, smiling.

'How about a little Greek island in the sun? Arayht of idle days and not
so idle nights," he countered with a wicked grtrplang his hand down the
curve of her neck to caress the swell of her breast

'What will we do at night?' she teased. 'Play cPess

He kissed her long and hard, flattening her deelgiagainst the softness of
the bed. 'I've a feeling that Paul's instructiobsu letting you get a good
night's sleep will test my self-control tonight, mighly sexed little wife...'

'What self-control? You...' she laughed shakilgigg up at him with starry
eyes as bright as the diamonds ... are sex mad!

'‘Only with you.'

For a long time, talking was out of the questionei her ankle gave a sharp
twinge. Her intake of breath made Dominick relelaese full of remorse.

‘The doctor's right,” he growled ruefully, his eyws her bruised lips and
tousled hair. "You're in need of a good night'sggld.ady Fleetwood...'



‘That, my darling Sir Dominick," she whispered, ggling provocatively
into the strength of his arms, 'is somethiing entitled to decide, don't you
think...?"



