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Could love be blind?

One night of passion--that was all they'd sharedl that had been ten years
ago. But the experience had changed Helen's life.

She'd certainly tried to forget the past, but shewk she hadn't succeeded.
And then her world turned upside down

When Helen least expected it--on what should haen an idyllic holiday
in Bermuda--she had to face the fact that thingyreveren't over. Because
Reed Wyatt was quite right in assuming she stil@mbered him....



CHAPTER ONE
'BUT why does Jonathan have to cothis weekend?'

Ignoring the sunlight streaming on to the terracel the blue-green waters
of the Sound creaming on to the rocks below thedmsl, Victoria Wyatt
regarded her brother's bent head across the bstatdble with an
unconcealed air of frustration. It wasn't as Wvis the first time she had
asked the question, since her nephew had phonsdytthe was coming
home for a couple of weeks at the beginning of aug bringing a guest.
But either Reed wasn't listening, or he refusegite her a straight answer,
and the time was fast approaching when it wouldtdze late to make
alternative arrangements.

'Reed!" she said again, sharply and impatientlg, as if her shrill use of his
name had at last got through to him, her brotHedihis eyes from the
air-mailed copy of thé-inancial Timesthat had arrived from London the
previous afternoon.

‘This is his home, too, Tori," he remarked mildhqugh his expression was
not entirely serene. 'It's not as if he spendg afltime on the island, is it?
What do you want me to do? Tell him he can't come?’

'No. No, of course not.' Victoria plucked irritabdy her napkin, her long
nails scarlet slashes against the crisp white linesjust that I've made all
the arrangements for the party, and | don't wamathan, or one of his awful
girlfriends, fouling things up. This is an importanccasion, Reed. The
opening of a new gallery is always a media evemd, \aith Luther Styles

making his debut it promises to be a huge succ®iss.pursed her lips. 'Or it
did.’

Reed sighed, and put his paper aside, realisinggdge not going to be
allowed a moment's peace until this matter watesetbne way or the other.
'So,' he said evenly, 'what do you want me to do?'

His sister lifted her rather well-padded shouldarsl then, as she met
Reed's cool grey gaze, her resentment subsidséoh'ttknow, do I?'



'Don't you?' Reed contained his own impatience waitheffort. 'l thought
that was what this was all about. | thought you laadolution to the
problem.’

'‘Not exactly." Victoria's shoulders hunched. 'lyoatked why it had to be
this weekend that Jon came home. After all, assaidia few moments ago,
it's not as if he treats this place as his hometeMie a hotel, actually.

Somewhere he comes when he's out of work, or ocagii!"

'l don't know any hotels, even here in Bermudat pgravide quite that
service,' responded Reed drily. 'Nor do | remendaging that Jon didn't
regard this place as his home. On the contrasyb@tause this is his home
that he expects to be able to invite himself heseteme he chooses. And if
he brings along a girlfriend, why should we objéct?

'‘Because of the type of girls Jon is attractedr&igrted Victoria shortly.
'Surely you haven't forgotten that awful hippy type brought here two
summers ago? The one who insisted she was "intotipg, and didn't
know a Monet from a Matisse!

'l know a lot of people who wouldn't know a Monebrh a Matisse,'
observed Reed flatly, but Victoria just ignored hiamd continued her
tirade.

'What about that dancer he brought last year?irshisted. 'She said she
performed body sculptures, and it wasn't untillste had too much to drink
and started taking her clothes off that we discedeshe was really a
stripper!" She snorted. 'l was never so embarrassed in iy lif

'Oh, God!

Reed breathed a sigh of resignation as Victorigoped the folds of her

pure silk wrapper about her generous curves, artkdtto get up from the

table. It was obvious his sister was not goingetahe subject drop, and her
sulky expression boded ill for family unity.



'Very well," she said now, pausing by his chairs ¥sual, you refuse to
listen to reason So be it. Just don't blame mbefdpening is a complete
fiasco. It's not my money you're wasting.'

Reed groaned then, and, pushing back from the,thblgot to his feet.
"You're seriously telling me that Jon's arrival Icbjeopardise the whole
affair?'

'I'm saying that we don't want any adverse publititat's all. And after all,
Jon is something of a—minor celebrity on the islarhe said this
grudgingly. 'If he appears at the opening with seot&lly unsuitable female
in tow, you can imagine what will be said. The tadlPress would much
rather print some gossipy piece about Jon and dtestl conquest than
concentrate on theeal reason they've been invited.’

'Which is?'

‘To give Luther Styles and the other painters thblipity they deserve,’
exclaimed Victoria impatiently. 'Oh, really, Regdu know that as well as |
do. You just don't seem to care about the workpiwein.'

Reed shook his head. 'That's not true. | know ywerked hard to get the
support, and the backing, to open the gallery.helgtated. 'How would it
be if | expressly asked Jon not to attend the opeparty? It's not as if it's
his kind of thing anyway. And if he's bringing a-segt—with him, | doubt

if he'll care about missing your "media event".

Victoria sniffed and looked up at him a little niligt At a fraction over six
feet, Reed was considerably taller than she wakdaspite her ample girth
he always made her feel small, and feminine. Indesty Reed had ever
been able to make her feel that way, and, knowegosved her position in
Bermudian society to the fact that her brother erasof the most influential
men on the island, she never failed to thank pervie that Reed's marriage
had floundered. Of course, it had been a most taideialliance, right from
the start. Although Diana had had the right backgdy she had been far too
flighty to settle down to marriage. She had neamtetstant amusement, and
attention, and if Reed didn't give it to her shd baught it elsewhere. That
was why Jon had turned out as he had, Victoriaghbnow. What else



could you expect, when his parents had spent thetfvelve years of his
existence fighting a war of attrition? Neverthelesshad made her life
considerably easier, and, as marriage for its @ake sad never appealed to
her, she had happily returned from exile to pickhgpieces.

Now, she summoned up a beguiling smile, and lified hand to touch
Reed's cheek. 'Will you do that, darling?' she @&rokd. 'Oh, I'd be so
grateful. And relieved. You've no idea how impottéms is to me. To
actually open a gallery here, in Hamilton. Welg like a dream come true!

Reed wouldn't have put it in quite those terms,H&uvas quite prepared to
believe that, to his sister, it was a momentousision. It was what she had
been working towards ever since she returned tasthad ten years ago.
Oh, allegedly she had come back to take chargesdfidusehold, to take
over the role Diana had never really played, aridd& after Jonathan. But
it was obvious, from the beginning, that Victor@dhdeas of her own.

Until then, she had had to content herself withkiay in someone else's
gallery, with discovering new talent for someonseeto reap the kudos
from. That was what she had been doing in New Ydtkjng the latter

years of his marriage to Diana, but it was appatteat this didn't satisfy
her—didn't fulfil her, as Victoria herself had ptt

Of course, it had been her choice to go and liteenUnited States after his
marriage. Until then, she had been quite contestay on the island, and
ambition, in a woman, had been quite a dirty w8ut, not surprisingly, she

and Diana had never got on. Because Victoria hadys been overweight,
her size had never been a problem, but after hrsiaga to Diana it had

suddenly become an issue. And Diana could be guitch, when it suited

her. Reed grimaced. Didn't he know it!

Anyway, Victoria had eventually decided to go atalyswith some friends
on Long Island, and from there she had graduat#d Reed's assistance, to
her own apartment on the Upper East Side. Thatwhas she had got her
first job in a gallery, and from then on she hadaded herself to learning all
she could.



Even so, it was quite a step from working in songeefse's gallery to

establishing a gallery of one's own, so perhap&g not so surprising that
she should be touchy about the opening, Reed tefleas he lifted his

jacket from the back of his chair and slid his aints the sleeves. And

because she had been there when he needed hdre@mdse she was so
intensely loyal, he felt he owed it to her to doatvhe could to make the
occasion a success. Which probably meant playiagh#davy father with

Jon, he conceded, without much enthusiasm. Busdmswas inclined to

mock what he called 'the establishment'.

He left for his office a few minutes later. His Isey which was set on a
promontory, overlooked the bay, with the white mof the island's capital,
Hamilton, visible across the clear blue waterselokher houses around it, it
sprawled over half an acre, with extensive groufidwir privacy was
protected by thick screens of flowering shrubs. rivgie unpaved track
gave access to the Harbour Road, and Reed negltigalusty Mercedes
out of his driveway for the fifteen-minute drivettze city.

It was a beautiful morning, but then, most mornimgs Bermuda were
beautiful, he reflected drily. It had an almostatelimate, and although he
had been tempted many times to move nearer ome difiancial capitals of
the world, Bermuda was his home and he loved it.

His father had brought his family here thirty-fiyears ago. Robert Wyatt
had unexpectedly inherited half a million poundsrira distant relative,
and, although he might have been more sensibleviest the money in
Britain, he had chosen to give up his job as ahesand move to Bermuda.

With hindsight, of course, he had realised his akist Without a job,
without roots, without any of the friends he hadl ha England, Reed's
father had found that the idle life of a rich maos began to pall. Reed
supposed they could have moved back to England theérhis father had
been a proud man, and giving up what he had sean mspossible dream
would have smacked too much of failure to RoberaW\instead, he had
started to drink, and gamble, and by the time Ressieighteen his parents'
marriage was veering towards the rocks.



Even so, no one could have foreseen the tragiceseguof events that had
happened during Reed's first term at universityibg home from a drinks
party one evening, his father had crashed his kiling himself and a
woman who had been with him. The shock had beemiach for Reed's
mother. The day after her husband's funeral, sldehaal a stroke from
which she never recovered, and Reed had abandamesiubdies to come
home and be with his sixteen-year-old sister.

Of course, that had all happened many moons agagttt Reed ruefully,
braking for the lights at the entrance to Frone&trlt was twenty-five years
since his parents had died, and what to his fdthémever been a real home
had become for him the place where he had put doets. It had never
occurred to him to pack up and go back to Englahdmhe and Victoria
were orphaned. There had been enough money lettifiorto employ a
housekeeper to take care of the house, and hé/ietatia, had completed
their education on the island.

He had been lucky, he knew that. In his public, lgeleast. It was as if his
father's lack of success with money had given enwill to succeed, and
his ability to predict trends was quickly recoguis8anking had always
fascinated him, and he had been fortunate enouyngim keaving college, to
join a firm of merchant bankers with worldwide cewtions.

Unfortunately, he had not been so successful inphnigate life. His
precipitate marriage to Diana Charters, soon &taring college, had been
a big mistake. They had both been too young to nwlah a binding
commitment, and, unlike Victoria, he didn't blameéaia for what had
happened. During the early years of their relabignse had spent a lot of
time travelling, visiting and working in the vari@branches of Jensen Lock
wood, and learning the international money markesgde out. It hadn't
made for a strong personal relationship and, no@aturally, Diana had
resented what she saw as the exciting life he eading. She, meanwhile,
had been closeted at home, knowing her sisterwréaented her, and with
a baby she had never wanted.

Yet, if it hadn't been for Jonathan, Reed knewgplé would have come
sooner. As it was, he had done his best to keepntreiage together for
Jon's sake, even though common sense had toldhaitrtite boy would



suffer either way. Eventually, when Diana desehigd for an American
football player she had met during one of her fesqwisits to the States, he
had felt a sense of relief, a relief which was coomded when Jon decided
he wanted to stay with his father.

Reed sighed now, manoeuvring the car through thesarst of tourists

disembarking from one of the cruise ships berthethe quay. Hamilton

was lucky enough to have a deep-water harbouhatoctuise ships could
actually tie up in the heart of town, and during stummer months it was
rare if one or more vessels were not tied up aknogt Street.

Thinking of tourists, and Jon, brought his mind bz his son's projected
visit, and his arrival the following afternoonwas six months since he had
seen his son, and while Victoria might considett tfalittle importance,
Reed still felt a reluctant responsibility for they. Only he wasn't a boy any
more, he reminded himself. Jon was twenty-two reoyear older than Reed
had been when he married his mother. And for tts foaur years he had
been making a creditable living in England, as |eadtarist with a
marginally successful rock group called Cookie &ogt

Victoria had been worried when Jon left schooligiegn, and announced
his intention of trying to make a living in popularusic. The years since
Reed had joined the firm of Jensen Lockwood had segny changes in
their lives, not least her brother's rise from gyyenior actuary to the bank's
senior partner, and the idea of his son, and hgleve, making his name as
a rock musician had filled her with dismay.

Actually, Jon had proved to be a good musician, altftough he didn't
make enough to keep him in the lifestyle to whiehwas accustomed, he
preferred to live in England, where the action was,he put it—which
suited Victoria admirably. He saw his father agifas was necessary to
ensure that the generous allowance Reed paid hdm'tdiry up, and
although this horrified his sister Reed rarely todlence. As far as he was
concerned, he was at least in part to blame fos d@avalier outlook on life,
and as he had nothing—and no one—else to spemddmisy on, why not?

It was only when Jon came back to the island tiaeten tenor of his days
was disrupted. Like his mother before him, Jon wapaisto scrape nerves



otherwise left untarnished. He was brash, and Isecaeeless, and he could
be an absolute pain on occasion, but equally hédde& charming, and
Reed preferred to be tolerant.

The British Airways flight from London had left atleven-fifteen but, after
six and a half hours of flying, it was still eadgternoon in mid-Atlantic.
Below the huge jet, the vast panorama of blue, dea was just
occasionally being marred now by tiny specks okdess, which Jon had
told her were part of the hundred and fifty islatitt made up the Bermuda
archipelago. Although the seven principal islanfihe group were linked
together to form the main land mass, there were @veindred uninhabited
atolls, and Helen thought how amazing it was thay texisted at all.

She had had plenty of time during the journey toktlabout this and other
matters. After lunch had been served, and theesisuitt the first-class cabin
had been closed to allow the in-flight movie todt®wn, Jon had fallen
asleep. And, as she wasn't interested in the flelen had hoped that she
might sleep, too. But she hadn't. Her mind wasactove to allow her to
relax, and she had spent the time worrying abarit Hrrival.

After all, this was a mildly traumatic experience her. Apart from the fact
that she had never flown so far before, she hadmasen invited home to
meet a boyfriend's parents. Or rather one pareast,fdther, a rather
serious-sounding individual who was something bhancial wizard. She
hoped he would like her. Jon was such a frenetid kif person, it was
difficult to imagine what his father might be like.

And then there was Alexa. She had left her daughiiér her mother and
father in the past, but it was the first time she keft her for so long. Her
job, as personal assistant to the managing direatoan engineering
company, often entailed her being away overnigtRans, or Munich, or
Brussels, and Alexa was used to staying with hemdparents in Chiswick.
But that didn't stop Helen from worrying about herwondering if she had
done the right thing.



Not that Alexa seemed to mind. She was a happyd,chufight and
well-balanced, and the fact that she had never krfwav father didn't seem
to trouble her. There were several children frone-parent families in
Alexa's school, so perhaps that was why she toak dituation so
philosophically.

Even so, Helen knew thahewould miss her daughter. They had always
been very close, despite the fact that Helen hadys had to go out to
work, and at the end of the day she enjoyed the timy spent together.
Which was probably why there had been so few mehen life, she
acknowledged wryly. Those who were prepared toratde a lively
nine-year-old were usually very boring.

Jon, however, had proved the exception, which vemsarkable really,
considering he was four years younger than sheamaisa musician into the
bargain. Helen still found it incredibly difficuid assimilate the Jon Roberts
she knew with the public's image of a rock start that Jon was really a
rock star. The group with whom he played had never quiteeadd that
status. But nevertheless he did have his own fatigwf loyal fans, and,
until she had actually got to know him, she wowdatdnput him down as just
another wild performer. Certainly, that was thegm#he newspapers chose
to promote. But then, who wanted to read abouteatiad but law-abiding
instrumentalist?

Helen supposed she might have got a different isgwa if she had
attended one of the group's concerts before medtingBut she hadn't. She
had been sitting in the bar of a hotel in Munichjtimg for her boss to come
back from a meeting, when a dark, good- lookingngpman, wearing jeans
and a leather jacket, had edged on to the stoaléésr.

Even then, they might never have struck up a caatien. Helen was wary
of speaking to strangers, particularly in foreigmsd But when she'd got up
to leave she dropped her handbag, and Jon's helabunaped hers when
they both bent to pick it up together.

'‘God, I'm sorry," Jon had begun, and then, as specting she didn't
understand him, he'd added in hesitant Gerniantut mir leid--'



It's all right. I'm English," Helen had interrugténim quickly, and the
resulting laughter they had shared had brokencenbétween them.

Surprisingly, for Helen, she had found Jon amagyiegky to talk to, and by
the time her boss had come to join them the aitradtetween them had
already taken root. In some ways he seemed adet than she was, but in
others his youth and immaturity complemented hadéacy to be too
serious. He reminded her of someone, although atienbver been able to
decide who, but it had been obvious from the begmthat they intended
to see one another again.

And they had. In spite of the demands of Cookidua’'s German tour and
Helen's own job in London, they had managed tooseeanother at least
once a week for the next couple of months, andteradlig Helen had invited
him home to meet Alexa.

He had known about her daughter, of course. Atbéginning of their
relationship, Helen had told him she was a singlemt, and that she and
Alexa were very close. But Jon hadn't seemed talntmlike some of the
other men she had dated from time to time, he had:s no hesitation in
being presented to an inquisitive nine-year-oldl, drom the first, he and
Alexa had become firm friends. It helped, naturdiat his image as a pop
star raised Alexa's kudos among her school- friehds that aside, they
shared an easy camaraderie. They liked many cfame things; they had a
similar sense of humour; and, when they were tagethelen often thought
that Alexa treated Jon like a favourite older beoth

Which was good for her association with Jon, tbanéant there was no
tension when they were together, no incipient j@syoto spoil their
growing affection for one another. Indeed, if Helead any doubts at all
about Jon, they were that she might be confusiegrdlief she felt that
Alexa didn't feel threatened with her own unceremmotions. For the first
time in her life, she had found a man who could gesitively with her
daughter. But was that a significant part of threlationship, or did she
genuinely care for Jon?

It was a problem that she had yet to resolve, hrsdnoliday—this visit to
Jon's home in Bermuda—was in the nature of a sabbé&ir both of them.



She knew Jon had spent very little time at homénduhe past four years.
She had wondered if his relationship with his fathias not all it should be,
but when she asked him Jon had denied any rift dexwthem.
Nevertheless, he had admitted that in recent y@argagrant lifestyle had
caused some friction in the household, not leasale his aunt, who lived
with his father and acted as his housekeeper, tbaken his occupation as
a blatant corruption of his musical talent.

'‘Aunt Vee would like me to play classical guitdigh had told Helen once,
when they were discussing his aunt's artistic legsi 'Or Gilbert and
Sullivan, at the very least," he added, his bluesesparkling roguishly. And
Helen, who suspected she knew him rather bettarhisaaunt, guessed that
he was not averse to being deliberately provocativen it suited him.

Even so, it was not his aunt—however daunting sighitnbe—who caused
Helen the most trepidation, as the aircraft thad baought them from
London began its descent towards the islands. & $an's father who
presented the most immediate problem, and whethermuld consider that
the fact that, as well as being four years oldentlon, she had a
nine-year-old daughter created an insurmountabftgebao any serious
relationship with his son.



CHAPTER TWO

HELEN didn't quite know what she had expected Jon's Xestto look like,
but certainly any preconceptions she had had veerigdm the truth. In all
honesty, she hadn't known what to expect of a raiddled lady who had
devoted the latter half of her adult years to @afor her brother and her
nephew. She supposed the twin ideas of an angw@eidan or an
apple-cheeked motherly individual had been clageahy estimate she had
made, but Victoria Roberts defied description.

For one thing, she looked anything but angularmatdle-aged. On the
contrary, in spite of being at least forty pound&raveight, Jon's aunt
looked as exotic as her surroundings. She wobhiledthe reception area,
as they were clearing their luggage through Custemd$eels at least four
inches in height. Helen doubted she could havedstgoin the shoes, let
alone walked in them, but Jon's aunt was not \&kyand she evidently felt
she needed the extra inches. To add to this inadggshe was wearing a
flowing gown in colours of sun-streaked chiffondanwide-brimmed straw
hat with matching ribbons that floated behind liex & flag.

Helen didn't immediately know who she was, of ceuBut her attention
was caught, like that of the other disembarkingdlars. However, it was
Jon who swiftly enlightened her, his disrespectiolf-whistle causing an
irritated blush to colour the lady's cheeks.

'Hey—Queen Vee!" he greeted her wickedly, abandpthieir suitcases to a
grinning porter and sweeping his aunt into an altetoping hug that took
her off her feet. "You came to meet us. Isn't the¢? | didn't realise you'd
be so keen to see me.’

'I'm not, retorted the fat little woman shortijdaHelen knew a moment's
anxiety until she met Jon's laughing eyes. 'Ohgt¢ebf me, Jonathan, do.
You're messing up my hair. Your father asked meotoe and meet you, if
you must know. He's tied up in a business meetirig later, and, unlike
me, he felt one of the family ought to be here @®ceme you and your—
friend.’



The way she said the word 'friend' caused andtlssonof alarm to slide
along Helen's spine, but Jon appeared to haveatomsisgivings. 'If | didn't
know | was your favourite nephew, I'd take thath&art, Auntie Vee,' he
declared, setting her on her feet again. '‘Buka®w you're only teasing, let
me introduce you to Helen.'

'Don't call me Auntié/ee,Victoria fussed unnecessarily, as Jon drew Helen
forward. Then using one hand to straighten the bid@med straw on
outrageously yellow curls, Victoria extended a whgtoved hand in
Helen's direction.

Feeling a little as if she were in the presencegélty, Helen shook hands
politely. 'Miss Roberts,’ she murmured, hopingéhsere no threads of lint
on her rather crumpled navy trousers. "Thank younfating me.'

'Roberts?' echoed Victoria, frowning. 'My name'st nBRoberts,
Miss—er—Helen.'

Helen was momentarily nonplussed. 'Oh—but | thoughtad Jon only
been teasing when he said his aunt had never marrie

'It's my fault," Jon broke in now, grimacing attbatf them. 'l should have
told you, Helen. Roberts is only a stage name. &&l name is Jonathan
Robert Wyatt. I'm sorry. | should have explained.’

'"Wyatt!" Helen had to concentrate hard to prevent her Vioice betraying

her. But whenever she heard that name, a wavenat pavept over her. No
matter how many years it was since that night ssifidelt the same thrill of
apprehension when she heard it.

'Yes, Wyatt,' said Jon, looking at her strangdlye ‘you all right? You look
a little pale.'

'l expect it's the heat. It affects people likettsametimes,' declared
Victoria Wyatt crisply. She looked around. 'Is this your luggage? Have
the porter fetch it out to the car.'



The 'car' turned out to be an air-conditioned lising, hired from a livery
service in the capital. Victoria ensconced hetiseliie front seat of the car,
beside the elderly driver, while Helen and Jon igtd the back for the
journey from St George's to Hamilton.

Helen was relieved that in the bustle of hiringoar, and getting their bags
installed in the boot of the car, her own momenttayt of agitation had

been forgotten. Besides which, it had given heretito recover her

equilibrium, and by the time Victoria turned to dsi what she thought of
the island she could answer quite truthfully the Bund it enchanting.

And it was. As they bumped over the causeway thkédl the airport with
the North Shore Road, she had her first glimps€adtle Harbour, the
blue-green waters quite transparent as they lagmainst the rocks.
Beyond, the road climbed between clusters of flawgeshrubs, bending
and twisting to accommodate the shoreline. There Wweuses and churches
that reminded her of England, and tiny piers ametsnwhere sailing boats
and other pleasure craft bobbed at anchor.

You live in London, | believe,' Victoria added n@md Jon pulled a wry
face at his aunt's obvious attempt to categorisevisdor. ‘Are—er—are
you in the music business too, Miss—er—Helen?'

'Her name's Helen Caldwell, and she's not in theierhwusiness,' he replied
smoothly, taking a pack of cigarettes out of hickmb. 'At least, not
directly, he added, to Helen's surprise, shakinmarette out of the packet
and catching it expertly between his teeth. 'Sheje- go dancer in a strip
club actually.' He paused, allowing this to sinkand then went on, 'Say, do
you have a match? | never use lighters. They say'rdh awfully bad for
your health.'

His aunt's face was the picture of outrage, andevdtie guessed there was
more to this than simply Jon's perverted senseaiofdur, Helen could not
allow it to continue.

‘Actually,’ she said, using his word, 'l work witle managing director of an
engineering company, Miss— Wyatt." She forced hetseuse the name
without flinching. She gave Jon a reproving loakg &gnored a latent desire



to share his shameless grin. 'And, yes, | do iMeandon. In Hammersmith.
Not far from Earl's Court, if you've heard of it.'

'Oh, yes, I've heard of it,' replied Victoria, rathstiffly. 'l know London
very well, as a matter of fact. | have excellenteats with galleries there.’

'Really?' For a moment Helen was nonplussed, analdase once again to
intervene.

'My aunt is an angel, aren't you, Auntie Vee?' bleed mockingly. And
then, to Helen, 'She plays fairy godmother to gjling artists, both here
and in the States.'

‘They're painters, Jonathan," his aunt correcteditably. 'And I'm not an
angel. | just do what | can to see that the iskatalent is recognised.’

'‘And you do it so well," Jon assured her, thoughdyes were dancing, and
Victoria turned away with a not inaudible snortdigapproval.

"You're very lucky to live here,” Helen put in cklic realising that
antagonising Jon's aunt was hardly the best wdpe¢mn her holiday, but
she had obviously said the wrong thing becaus#tieVictoria turned on
her then was far from friendly.

'What do you mean?' she demanded, swinging roursiviftly that the
ribbons of her hat caught the chauffeur a stingwge across his cheek.
'Why shouldn't | live here? This is my home."

'Well, of course--' began Helen helplessly, turtmgon now for assistance,
and for a moment he met her imploring gaze withstéi@e indifference he
had shown to his aunt.

But then, as if relenting, he took pity on her, astufting his arm so that it
lay possessively across her shoulders, he saitrikign't mean anything,
Vee. She just thinks you're lucky to live in sudiliic surroundings. And
you are. Surely you'd be the first to agree?"



'Oh—uwell, yes. If you put it like that..." Victofsaanimosity drained away.
'It's just that—well, let's say I'm a little tiredmm? I've been working very
hard recently. What with the opening of the—gallang everything. Not to
mention caring for your father...'

'Oh, yeah.' Jon's fingers moved from Helen's shesul toy with the short,
chunky braid she had made of her hair. 'How is Diadte OK? He said
something about you opening your own gallery herndamilton in his last
letter. | guess he's had a hand in it, right? Weat&ori wants, Tori gets,
hmm?'

For a moment Helen didn't understand who he wasmtabhbout, but then

she put two and two together. Vee; Victoria; Ttrgy were all one and the
same person. And that person was sitting in frémteo looking decidedly

put out once again.

'l don't think there's any reason for you to s#yirag like that, Jonathan,’ she
declared shortly. 'I'm sure your father has alwglyen you everything you

ever wanted, not least a career in London you knsiv was not his choice

for you.' She sniffed. 'However, that's by theAyit happens, your father is
well. Working hard, as usual. Something you knowy\i¢tle about.’

'Making money, you mean,' Jon observed, his fingertnassaging the
nerve that throbbed in Helen's nape. 'And isnttltheky for all of us? You,
me, and the new gallery.’

Helen sighed, and shrugged his fingers away. Tlais avside of Jon she
hadn't seen before, and she didn't much like dsirg was one thing; being
insolent was another. And taking a deep breathnsae another attempt to
cool the situation.

'l can't get over the colour of the water,' shel slaning forward to peer
through the car window. And it was true. The cléamslucent shading of
blue through to palest turquoise was quite indbabie, with dark rocks
and pink-tinged beaches forming a picture of urispeauty.



'Yes. It is quite lovely, isn't it?' Victoria ageafter a moment, hopefully
deciding that her nephew's views weren't shardasgompanion. 'We like
it, naturally. | can't imagine living anywhere elsaw.’

'‘And—have you always lived here?' Helen asked,ipgay wasn't a loaded
guestion, and Victoria nodded.

'Except for a few years, when Jonathan was ligleg' replied, ignoring his
expression. 'When—when my brother's marriage bugkeen years ago, |
came home to—well, to pick up the pieces, | supplBebrother needed
somebody to look after things, and—I was happyata.d

Ten years agoHelen hid a rueful grimace. That had been a traigniaene
for her, too, she thought wryly. Ten years ago, s met Alexa's father.
Perhaps she and Jon's father would have somethiognimon, after all.
Ten years ago they had both been victims of ong &rranother.

They were nearing Hamilton now. Road signs inditdteat the island's
capital was only a few kilometres away, but beftbrey reached the city
they turned on to the Harbour Road. Now Helen caelel the buildings of
Front Street just across a narrow expanse of waera huge cruising liner
tied up at the quay.

'Oh, isn't it pretty?' she exclaimed, admiring pivegk and white roofs of the
city, and the sun-splashed marina that lay betw®ka.had expected it to be
different, and exotic, but not as beautiful asaiswiNo wonder Victoria had
wanted to come back here, she thought. It wasitick & place that could
get into your blood.

'Like it?" Jon asked, speaking to her for the firste since she had pulled
away from his playful fingers, and Helen noddecovaysly.

'Who wouldn't?' she exclaimed, assuring hersetfiba's arm was where it
belonged before relaxing back against the leatpkolgtery. ‘Alexa would

love it here,’ she added dreamily, and then kickedself anew when

Victoria picked up on the name.



'‘Alexa?' she enquired politely, adjusting the bofmer hat. 'Who is Alexa?
Your sister?'

'‘Alexa is Helen's daughter,’ Jon informed his aaily, and Helen saw the
calculating gleam that came into Victoria's eyeghBps she was wondering
if Alexa was Jon's daughter, too, Helen reflecteefully, wishing she had

not been so careless. Alexa's existence was samgeshie had hoped to
keep to herself. At least initially. Now she wasmgpto have to explain, and
she didn't think Victoria Wyatt would approve.

'You have a daughter, Miss—er—Caldwell?' she asi®a, her tongue
circling her lips with obvious anticipation, andhJsighed.

'Call her Helen, for God's sake,' he exclaimedingi\his aunt a scathing

look. 'And, yes, she has daughternise-year-olddaughter, as it happens.
So | couldn't possibly be the father, no matter ldesappointing that might

be!’

Victoria's plump cheeks flamed. 'Really, JonatHadon't think that was
called for--'

'Don't you?' Jon was unrepentant. 'Well, at ldastlieared the air, don't you
think? Now you won't have to worry about how yougang to tell Dad.
Alexa's Helen's responsibility, not ours. Althoughhave to admit, |
wouldn't mind if she were mine.’

Helen supposed she should be grateful to Jon farmmahis observation,

but she couldn't help wishing he had not choseh ayarovocative way of

saying it. It was obvious that Victoria was now doyed in doing her sums,
and it wouldn't take a great mathematician to dateuthat, unless Helen
had had Alexa when she was barely thirteen yeakssbke had to be older
than Jonathan.

But, as luck would have it, it seemed their jourmeys at last drawing to a
close, and Helen couldn't deny a sigh of anticgrait the prospect of
escaping from Victoria's speculative gaze. As thetarned off the main
highway on to a much narrower side road, she wigstalzatch glimpses of
the water ahead of them, which surely meant theyewwaring their



destination. She told herself she was looking fodita seeing where Jon

had been born, to staying on this beautiful isldddt something, some

instinct, was warning her that it wasn't going éods straightforward as she
had thought, and it was difficult to sustain hetheisiasm.

In spite of the way Jon treated his aunt, Helersgee that Victoria Wyatt's
personality did not match her appearance. She noghktfrivolous, and a

little silly, but Helen thought she was also faidigrewd. After all, for the

past ten years she had succeeded in running héebschousehold, without
any apparent interference, and that in itself was achievement.

Considering that when Jon's parents' marriage hupkes father must have
been a comparatively young man, and with a childaf's age, he might
conceivably have married again. But he hadn't. @frge, Helen didn't

know the circumstances of the break-up of the rageri All Jon had told her
was that he had continued to live with his fathdrich Helen had taken to
mean that his mother had been the guilty party.bddie circumstances of
that breakup had been so painful that Jon's faih@never wanted to marry
again. But Helen suspected that Victoria Wyatt wloubt make it easy to
bring another woman into the house.

The car was turning between stone gateposts naialen determinedly
put such thoughts aside. She had no real reasonmfking these
assumptions about Jon's family, and she was imypatth herself for
allowing such ideas to take root. Just becauses dumt had asked some
perfectly reasonable questions on the journey ftbenairport, she was
allowing her imagination to create situations thatl no basis in fact. All
right, so Jon's aunt was inquisitive, and a lisiteogant at times. So what?
Jon had done his utmost to rub her up the wrong atgr all. And she,
Helen, wasn't here to make speculative judgemémtstaither Jon's aunt or
his father. Her most immediate problem was to dewitiether the feelings
she had for Jon were strong enough to sustairsarctelationship. Whether
the relief she felt at his acceptance of Alexa, laexdfondness for him, were
clouding her emotions. She didn't think so. Shéyeared for Jon. And as
the concept of some blind passion coming alonbiatiate stage in her life
was one she no longer subscribed to, surely gefiuemelship and affection
were more than she could have hoped?



The drive curved, and the thickly flowering bushé@sch had hidden the
house from view gave way to sloping lawns and ggiéal terrace. A cluster
of exotic poinsettia partly concealed the stonelsvaf the veranda, but
white-painted roofs rose above the scarlet blossamthing away in all
directions, and revealing the generous dimensibtizechouse.

Helen was at once impressed, and daunted. Althddigtoria Wyatt's
manner had warned her that Jon must have bedleatbnomical with the
truth when he had described his home, she hadnéstly expected a
millionaire's mansion. Even the many beautiful hersiee had seen dotting
the hillside as they drove from the airport hadidturbed her. Jon had
always seemed so—ordinary. He had always fittealhiet life without any
obvious adaptation on his part at all. But now shgpected he had been
playing a role, and the idea of herself fittingoinhese surroundings was
infinitely less believable.

'Welcome to Palmer's Sound," he was saying nowhéeemed to sense
her instinctive withdrawal. 'Hey— don't you lik&it

'Did you expect | would?' she countered tautly,Jece low and cool, and
Jon heaved a heavy sigh.

'l guess that means you don't," he observed, Igakit a little discomfited.
'Well, don't blame me. This is where | was borndAyou know, I like your
flat much better than here. At least it's a honoe anshowcase.'

'Don't patronise me, Jon.' Helen turned away frasntioubled expression
and stared tensely towards a pink- painted cupothjng above a cluster of
date palms. No wonder Victoria Wyatt guarded hesitpm here, she
thought wryly. She must resent any intrusion thaghin threaten her
domain.

"You don't like the house, Miss Caldwell?' she asking now, with what
Helen recognised as a mixture of gratification amsbelief, and Helen
knew she had to be honest.

'On the contrary,’ she said, understanding a ltigne impatience Jon felt
when dealing with his aunt. 'From what | can sém, $ure it's quite



beautiful. Is that the Atlantic? It's so blue!dngly can't understand how Jon
can bear to live anywhere else.’

Victoria's lips tightened, but the car had drawmtboalt beneath an arched
colonnade, and already Jon was opening his doomandiling his long
length from the back.

'It's the Sound," Victoria replied offhandedly, icating the sweep of
blue-green water that lapped a stone jetty bele@vhibuse. "You do know
what the Sound is, | suppose?'

'l think so." But Helen forbore to offer an expldaoa. To detail her
understanding that the sound in question was therel of water between
Hamilton harbour and the outlying islands wouldéaeunded very much
like a catechism, and she was too tense as it Jeasshould have warned
her, she thought frustratedly. It wasn't going @ontuch of a holiday if she
couldn't even relax.

All the same, she couldn't help a ripple of exciatras Jon helped her from
the car. Through open double doors, she couldreeedol, shadowed hall
of the house, and an enormous cream Chinese chajgetupon the
wood-blocked floor. Tall glazed vases containedagprof the flowering
shrubs that she had seen growing wild about tl@dsland a huge-leaved
fan turned constantly, creating a pleasing draoghtr.

'OK?" Jon asked now, the question only audiblestaaind, after a moment's
hesitation, she nodded.

'l suppose so,' she agreed, allowing him to pulldhese to his lean frame,
and it was as they were in this briefly intimatesigion that a man appeared
within the shadows of the hall and came towardmthe

Helen thought at first he must be a servant. Skebleaome so sensitive to
the fact that she was going to have to get usedhése luxurious
surroundings that she had already steeled herseliviiatever form that
affluence might take. After all, she had told hdrsshe was here as Jon's
guest, not as an interloper. And, whatever attitideaunt might adopt, this
was Jon's home as well as hers.



But the man was not a servant. Helen sensed tret,l®efore he stepped out
on to the porch. Even though he was wearing knegtteshorts, and a white
shirt and formal tie, he had an air of authoritpd aalthough his skin
appeared to be darkly tanned his ancestry wasropigstion.

Even so, it was not until he emerged into the gimli slanting down
through the leaves of the bougainvillaea, that Riglas able to see his face.
Until then, her impression was of a tall man, whoved with a lithe
athleticism; a powerful man, whose balance wasep#yf co-ordinated.

Jon, who had sensed that her attention had beestetly supplied an

identification. 'Dad!" he exclaimed in an unmistalyadelighted tone, and,

after squeezing Helen's arm, he left her to greetather man. 'Hey, it's

good to see you,' he added, as his father stegpesisathe threshold to grasp
his hand. 'Vee said you were in a meeting.’

'l was,' said his father, but Helen barely heasddxiplanation. She was too
busy holding on to the roof of the car, tellingdedf desperately that she had
to be mistaken. But it wasn't Jon's father's unetgaeappearance that had
shocked her so badly she was in danger of losimiy@o Nor was it her
embarrassment that he should have interrupted ¢émelorace. In spite of
Victoria Wyatt's hostility, and Jon's reticence aibis background, she
could have coped. After all, she had coped witmdpgiregnant when she
was only sixteen. She had coped with being an unedamother. She had
even coped with attending evening classes, whexaAlas just a baby, so
that she could hold down a job during the day. [&iteneeded those classes,
to finish the secretarial course she had had te gy when she'd become
pregnant. Otherwise, she would never have haduhbkfigations necessary
to become Alan Wright's assistant.

No. In spite of any anxiety she might have felnaeting Jon's father for the
first time, she was sure she could have handlddeitwas just a man, like
any other, and she was used to dealing with merwBat she was not used
to—and what was in danger of sweeping the legs fumaer her—was
coming face to face with a man she had not seenvier ten yearsReed
Wyatt,she thought disbelievingly, striving to recover lequilibrium. She
had been right to feel apprehensive when she hieardurname. Dear God,



what would happen when he recognised her? How oh was she going to
get out of this?



CHAPTER THREE

A coupLE of hours later, Helen stepped out on to the baladrher room
and took a deep breath. The balcony itself was médate on two sides by
the walls of the rooms adjoining, and a white-painiron handrail fenced
the fourth. Above her head, the slatted roof wagne protection from the
heat, but right now it wasn't needed. With the sinking into the waters of
the bay, a golden glow engulfed the islands of Swaind, its warmth
all-embracing, but in no way threatening.

Resting her hands on the rail, Helen looked dowhegarden of the house
two floors below. Her room was on the first floand immediately below

her windows a flowering casuarina spread its brascBeyond, the lawns
sloped away to the jetty, where the shifting watdrhe bay lapped against
its stone walls. Out in the bay, yachts and smalleft lay at anchor, their

lights becoming visible as the sky darkened. Andhe distance, she could
see the rapidly increasing cluster of lights thatstrbe Hamilton, and the
looped decoration of a cruise liner as it slowlydeds way into port.

It was all very beautiful, incredibly so, but Heleras not in the mood to
appreciate it. On the contrary, she still felt nyrabd although her eyes
registered the beauty of her surroundings the rgessas incapable of
reaching her brain.

Not that she truly wished for anything else, sloitght, with a fleeting trace
of humour. So long as she remained numb, maybealid still handle the
situation. It was only when the sharp edge of teglierced her paralysis
that she felt her balance slipping. But so longshs could sustain her
insentience, she had a chance. So long as she conlcbl her hysteria,
surely she had nothing to fear.

Because Reed Wyatt hadn't recognised her!
Incredible as it seemed, he hadn't batted an eyélesh Jon had introduced

her to him. Instead, he had been disarmingly kimdl faendly, his concern
for her apparent unsteadiness in sharp contrdss teister's impatience.



Helen tipped her head back on her shoulders, dhthte muscles bunch
with tension. How had she managed it? she wondesed How had she
succeeded in shaking Reed Wyatt's hand, withoaasung her accusations
from the rooftops? When Jon had turned and drawridnerard, what she
had really wanted to do was run, but instead sldeskallowed her panic
and waited for the fire to engulf her.But it hadhappened. Nothing
untoward had happened—except that she had beemghikle a jellyfish,
and her skin had been damp with sweat. When Rekthkan her hand, she
had half expected him to cringe at its clammy féel he hadn't. He had
simply asked her if she wasn't feeling well, ané@ $lad found herself
stammering out some tale about having a migraimé;iwhad caused both
Jon and his father to show concern.

Which really was the last thing she should havd,sstie acknowledged
now. Instead of keeping cool, and pretending sheagagnorant of Reed's
identity as he was of hers, she had drawn everyattention to herself, and
only Victoria's barbed comments had diverted them.

'She's not pregnant, is she?' Helen had hearddseinther nephew's ear, as
Reed was suggesting they went into the house,Hsuthadn't heard Jon's
reply. Only the coldness of his father's tone,asilenced his sister, rang in
her ears, harsh with warning. And in that instaaled had realised that, no
matter how secure Victoria might consider her pasjtit was only as
secure as her brother chose to make it.

Which was all par for the course, she thought tyttd&Reed Wyatt was a
man who liked his own way, and usually got it. 8hew that, to her cost.
Was that why his wife had left him? Not through daylt of her own, but
because there had been one too many other beds?

Helen groaned. What did that matter now? Reed Vgypdist relationship
with his wife was not her concern. What did condeen was that she had
been put in an impossible position. And no matteictvway she turned she
couldn't see any way out.

And yet, ironically, it had been Reed who had madeasier for her to
escape the immediate consequences of her situAfi@n.escorting her into



the blessedly cool environs of the entrance halhdd summoned a servant
to take her up to her room, and ordered tea andrapease her headache.

'l suggest you try and sleep for a while," he satiije Jon stood helplessly
beside him. 'We eat fairly late here, so you'vayl®f time to rest. And if
you don't feel well enough to join us for suppem'ttworry about it. We'll
quite understand.’

Of course, Jon had gone up with her, to show héetaoom, and he had
been embarrassingly sympathetic. 'Why didn't ydu rree you had a

migraine coming on?' he asked, as she stood guiitithe middle of the

floor of her bedroom. 'I'd have stopped Vee frorkiras you all those

guestions. Nosy old bat! Just because Dad lethdner her own way most
of the time, she thinks she can say what she likes.

'It's all right.’

Helen had been embarrassed enough as it was, angashglad when a
young black man had arrived with her luggage, fedd almost
immediately by an olive- skinned Asian girl witltray of tea. It meant Jon's
presence was becoming an intrusion, and, endohssnigither's suggestion
that she should try and sleep, he had followedémeants out.

Of course, she hadn't slept. Not surprisingly, slad found it almost
impossible to relax, and she still hadn't decidétwshe was going to do.
How could she stay here, forced to accept the tedgpiof a man she had
hoped never to see again? And yet, conversely,doahd she go—without
arousing questions she had no wish to answer?

But—dear God!—what was she supposed to do, whemtme who had

fathered her child hadn't even recognised her?dDfse, it had been ten
years, and no doubt she had changed. But not thett!InSurely! She knew
she would never forget his face.

But then, it had obviously meant more to her thhéwad to him. After all, she
had lost more than her innocence that night. Sdecbaceived the seed of
another human being, her daughter, born nine mdatks without Reed
Wyatt's either knowing or caring. That Jon's fatstlewuld be Alexa's father,



too, was unbelievable. No wonder she had thoughtrdminded her of
somebody. It was Alexa. They were half-brother aanster.

Tipping her head forward again, Helen heaved a. digkn, tightening the
ends of the bath towel she had wrapped sarong-atisat her slim body
after her shower, she gazed once more at the \tievas almost dark now.
The sun sank faster here, and already stars wepeaspg on the
silver-streaked horizon. It wasn't cold, howeveheTair was soft and
seductive, stroking her skin like velvet, and imgther to enjoy it. This was
supposed to be a holiday, after all. An exotic tiaca To help her relax.

But how could she? she asked herself helplessl{arSshe had been spared
any conversation with the man, but that was nobgdo last. Reed would
want to know the girl his son had brought to stayis house. He would
want to know everything about her, and becausehstikinadvertently
blurted Alexa's name to Victoria there was no whg sould prevent his
learning about her daughter, too.

Her skin cooled with sudden anguish. What if herthegbout Alexa's
existence and put two and two together? Might hetwa take her
daughter—his daughter—from her? Oh, God, she shouldn't have come
here. She had made a terrible mistake.

She tried to calm herself, but it wasn't easy. I&ek had no idea when she
met Reed in London that he was a man of such aifkeieand the realisation
that he could turn those resources against herAbna, was terrifying.

Panic flared, but she determinedly tamped it doBive was being foolish,
creating problems where none existed. The likelthobhis remembering
her now was totally unrealistic. And for him to iolasome kind of
association with her would arouse the kind of goesthe wouldn't want to
answer. No. Sheherself,was her own greatest danger. So long as she was
able to keep her head, she would have nothingato fe

Realising it was getting late, Helen turned andkedl back into the
bedroom behind her. Switching on the bronze-shéatags beside the bed,
she gazed gratefully at their warm illuminationr Fadl her bravado, the



encroaching darkness outside had become vagudileh&he needed light,
and reassurance, and the familiarity of her owng$iaround her.

She wished she could ring Alexa, but it was longtdser bedtime in
England, and besides, until she knew what she wiag ¢go do, it would be
difficult talking to her daughter. Alexa would bere to ask questions,
interested, as any little girl would be, in her heats whereabouts. And
what could Helen say to her? Oh, by the way, Aléraet your father today,
quite unexpectedly. We're staying with him actudby't that nice?

A glance at the watch, which she had left on théetaeside the bed when
she went to take her shower, warned her she hadHes thirty minutes
before she might be expected to join the othersndtairs. Jon had told her
to come down at about half-past eight, if shelfiedt it, and while it would
have been easier to pretend that her headacheonastter, she knew that
putting off the evil day was not going to make ityaeasier. Quite the
reverse.

Until she had gone to take her shower, she had lyas; on the wide,
gueen-sized bed that would have dominated her stdmme. However, it
fitted perfectly in these surroundings, and she toagldmit the rooms she
had been given were extremely comfortable. The dwedralone would
have impressed her, but adjoining its undisguisediry was a small
sitting-room, with soft- cushioned easy chairs misland print, and a
polished- wood writing desk, with stationery prastld There was a cream
carpet, into which her toes curled appreciativiiigt spread throughout the
suite; except in the bathroom where cream-veinedbledles took over. It
was all very beautiful, of course, but it was rieg kind of accommodation
Helen had expected when Jon had invited her tohbmee. Still, she
reflected wryly, it was just another obstacle tonsount. Compared to the
shock she had had, she felt she could have haatlldte rest standing on
her head.

So, now she had to open her suitcase, and choosetlsag suitable to

wear. Fortunately, she had taken her mother's adud packed several
uncrushable dresses, which were adaptable to daweoing wear. Her own
taste was more towards casual clothes; vests ansetrs in silky synthetic
fabrics, or loose-fitting shirts and sweaters wowver leggings. Of course,



leggings wouldn't have been practical in this ctenanyway, but she had
brought shorts and skirts, and lightweight cottausers.

However, for this evening pride dictated that sheamwsomething rather
special. She needed all the confidence she coutlemiAnd, if somewhere
in that resolution was an insidious desire to nfaked Wyatt envy his son's
good fortune, then so be it. She was not ashaméddetihg vengeful. It
would serve him right if she exposed him for whatwas.

But, of course, she knew she wouldn't do that. éPadain, she thought
bitterly. And fear, of what he might do to Alexandconsideration for Jon.
He didn't deserve that kind of back-stabbing.

A navy blue and white silk dress seemed an adnaretidice. It was one she
had not yet worn, and its wraparound style was loothl and sexy. The
bodice's cleavage drew attention to the dusky tobetween her breasts,
and because the skirt was draped it exposed ahigeatpanse of bare kg
above the knee as well as below. Belled, elbowtlengleeves
complimented her slim arms, and a handful of narbanwgles was all the
jewellery she needed.

Her hair provided the biggest problem. She had e@&ghwhen she took her
shower, and dried it with the hand-drier that haturally been provided.
But she had been in no mood to take a lot of catle iy and now it was
rioting wildly. Having naturally curly hair couldeban advantage, but not
when she had no means of taming it. She should adét cut before she
left England, she thought impatiently. As it was)yothe stumpy pigtalil
seemed a realistic option.

But she couldn't go down to dinner with her haiaipigtail, she concluded
grimly. It took a little longer, but she managedtl its fiery strands into a
modest chignon. It made her look older, but shédroiuhelp it. And on the
one occasion Jon had seen it that way, he had \gpréle was the only
person she wanted to please, after all.

Her hair was done, unknowingly exposing the purediof her profile, and
she was dressed and almost ready when someone tagdper door. Giving
one find sweep of bronze mascara to her lashegnHrlt down the brush



and surveyed her appearance. On with the motleytrsbught unsteadily,
her hand shaking as she touched the red-gold ternkat had escaped the
hairpins. It was a pity she wasn't an actress. Thlea might have
appreciated the chance to give the performancernifl.

Crossing the sitting-room, on legs which were natirely reliable, she
opened the door to the Asian maid who had broughtda earlier.

'Mr Wyatt sent me to ask if you are well enoughjdim the family for

supper,' she said, her sloe-black eyes wideningeagtively. 'But you are
obviously feeling much better," she added, withientily smile. 'Are you
ready to come down?'

Helen took a deep breath. 'l think so,' she said then caught her breath on
a gasp as the man whose identity she had beem spithard to deal with
came walking along the gallery towards them. Inasé-fitting white shirt
and narrow black trousers, the belted waistbandjihgriow on his hips,
Reed Wyatt looked even more attractive this evethag he had done that
afternoon. Of course, then Helen had been morestnad with who he was
than what he looked like, and although her braid kabconsciously
registered his appearance, the fact that thedastdars had had little effect
on him had not been of paramount importance.

But now, with at least a part of her functioningegasane and rational human
being, she couldn't help noticing how kind the gdaad been to him. He
must be how old now? she wondered. Forty-two? Fibrge? He looked
years younger. And only the sun-streaked linesratdus eyes betrayed a
greater experience.

All the same, it was easy to see why she had biected to him all those
years ago. Tall, lean-limbed, but with a muscledihass to his body that
belied his executive status. He looked more liga@tsman than a banker,
his healthy tan an indication that he enjoyed th&laor life. He wasn't a
particularly handsome man, she acknowledged, trionge objective. His
eyes were too deeply set, his nose was too longhsmmouth was too thin
for beauty. Yet those same eyes were fringed waitty,| thick lashes; the
angular planes of his face exposed a hard intelilge and the
mouth—which had once explored every inch of herybetdad a warmth



and sensuality that she had found it impossibiedtst. Oh, yes, she thought
uneasily, he had lost none of his sexuality. Hehtligave a few grey strands
in the silvery light hair that brushed his collbut it was still as thick and
vital as ever. The wonder was that he had nevenedaagain. He must have
had plenty of opportunity.

'‘Ah—Helen,' he said now, and although he smiledeasaid the words she
sensed he was surprised to see her. But whetheuitpaise was because he
had not expected her to recover so quickly, or bseaf her appearance,
she couldn't be certain. After all, she must lod&talifferent from the way
she had looked this afternoon. At least she wakaking now—not visibly
at least—and her skin was faintly flushed, notigals a ghost's. However,
he swiftly controlled whatever emotion her appeeaeamnspired, and as the
maid nodded politely and walked away he haltedontfof her. 'l see your
headache's much improved.'

'Yes.' Helen tried to speak casually, but in spfther best efforts she could
hear the edge to her voice. Even being civil tg than was going to be
difficult, and she wished Jon were around to maleasier for her.

'‘Good." His tone was noticeably warmer than hems, i he sensed her
animosity, he didn't show it. 'l was just cominged Laura--' he flicked a
hand after the maid '—not to disturb you. But I'tadgyou're feeling so
much better.’'

'Oh—I am,' said Helen stiffly, wishing he would juigo and leave her to
make her own way down.

'I'm delighted.' Reed's mouth revealed a momentaypess. 'So—if you're
ready? My sister's waiting for us in the library.'

Hoping Jon wasn't skipping supper because he thosigh was, Helen
closed her door. Then, praying Reed wouldn't tdwerth she started off after
the maid. And he didn't; he merely fell into stegsible her, adjusting his
pace to hers.

Supremely conscious of his arm only inches fromdven as they walked,
Helen endeavoured to focus her attention on herosndings. That



afternoon, she had paid little heed to where thegewaking her. She had
followed Jon up the stairs, without even noticingttthe entrance hall was a
huge atrium, arcing three floors above her head.I#ln't cared that each
level had its own galleried landing, or that thairst themselves were a
free-standing loop of mahogany that formed a sqoanéral column.

Helen looked about her as they went down the cadpstairs, which were

wide enough for them to walk side by side with e&signing an interest in

her surroundings. But after a while her interedhtihave to be feigned, and
her head was tilted back, to allow her to studytthge chandelier that was
suspended overhead, when Reed put his hand bdrerattbow.

She jerked away, as if he had made a pass atéremdmentary lapse of
awareness instantly dispelled. Just for a moméxet,nad forgotten where
she was and who she was, but the touch of hisfimyers was a shuddering
reminder. Putting the width of the stairs betwdemt, she allowed her hand
to move over the bone where his fingers had res¢sgsting the impulse to
scrub at the skin. There were dangers here, shghihahat she hadn't even
anticipated. Not least, her own inability to deahaher emotions.

'I'm sorry if | startled you,” Reed said now, hige® narrowed, but not
unfriendly. 'Only you weren't looking where you wegoing, and I'd hate
you to fall and add concussion to your other doabisut this place.’

Helen was startled. 'My—other doubts," she echasehsily and Reed
nodded.

'Well, correct me if I'm wrong, but | get the impsgon you're not
exactly—overjoyed to be here,' he remarked. He guistis hands into his
trouser pockets, and looked at her sideways. &ltsmhe his aunt asked a lot
of personal questions on the way from the airpgsrthat right?'

Helen swallowed, not knowing whether to be anxious, relieved.
'‘Um—some,’' she conceded warily.

Reed sighed. 'l see. Well, | hope you won't let®ie upset you again. She
can be rather—insensitive, | know.'



Helen allowed her breath to escape, albeit uneyearty dragged her
features into a tight smile. But it wasn't easy,easy at all, when Reed was
looking at her in that disturbingly sympathetic wayspite of all she knew
about him, she could feel herself wanting to respimnhis charm, and she
took another gulp of air to try and restore heahae.

‘Jon is partly to blame for his aunt's attitudeseR® remarked now, as they
continued down the stairs—this time with Helen'scheesting securely on
the banister rail at her side. 'Occasionally, heebdbraught some rather—odd
people home.' The corners of his attractive moiftidl humorously. 'Not
that I'm suggesting you're in any way odd,' he ddylackly. 'Far from it.
But the fact remains—well, my sister is very conaéve.'

'‘And—you're not, Mr Wyatt?'

Helen couldn't prevent the automatic rejoinder, Reted did not seem
offended by her candour. 'Oh, yes, | am," he adnhittiefully. 'I'm just as
conservative as Victoria, though | try not to bguess that's what happens
when you get older, Helen. And your calling Me Wyatt just accentuates
how much older I am!'

His smile was disarming, but Helen wouldn't allogrdelf to be fooled by
it. Just who did he think he was kidding? she timbuogtterly. What would
he say if she asked him how conservatively he ledwhved after a party in
London, ten years ago?

'‘Anyway," he appended, as they reached the grdond fl hope we can
convince you that our island is well worth a vidits a pity you couldn't
bring your daughter with you. Our beaches and nootls are ideal for
young children.'

Helen caught her breath. "You know about Alexa®'ggt out in a strangled
voice, and Reed frowned.

'Is that your daughter's name? Alexa? Yes, I'maWetoria told me about
her. Lord, wasn't she supposed to? Well, I'm sdmay she did.’



Helen struggled to recover her composure. For aitaithere, she had been
in danger of betraying everything. When Reed hadtioeed Alexa she
had thought, for one agonising moment, that heteliag her he knew all
about her, that he knew who she really was. Shefdrgdtten—how had
she?—that she had inadvertently mentioned her daughte¥ictoria's
hearing. But talking to Reed tended to scrambleliam cells and she
couldn't always think coherently.

'I—I don't mind," she said now, wishing he wouldigate which way they
had to go. Long corridors led off the hall in saleatirections, and she had
no idea where the library was.

'It's this way,' Reed said then, as if aware oftvgha had been thinking, and
she hoped all her thoughts weren't so open taaretation. 'We call this the

gallery, for obvious reasons. My sister is a pawbthe arts, and this is the
work of some of her proteges.’

‘They're very nice,' said Helen inadequately, logkat the paintings that
were hung between the long windows of the galleithaut really seeing
them. She realised he probably thought she wagsaghmow, as well as
stupid, but she couldn't help it. And besides, wdidtit matter what he
thought of her? He was the last person she waatedgress. Nevertheless,
if she intended to go through with this—and shéd stiuldn't see any
alternative, without arousing a lot of awkward gi@s—she would have
to get her act together. Having discovered shenlatiting to fear from his
father, it would be ironic if Jon was the one tadrme suspicious about her.
Yet, was there really any point in continuing thalationship? No matter
how she might feel about Jon, nothing could aherfact that he was Reed
Wyatt's son. And the idea of becoming parhisffamily was something she
couldn't handle.

Beyond the windows, lights winked in the darknesy] the unmistakable
scent of oleander was sweet and subtle. There wag oo, a rhythmic
calypso drifting over the water, that stirred héwddl in spite of herself.
Tropical surroundings, tropical music—she shouldehlaeen ecstatic. But,
as Reed opened the double panelled doors at thefetnd gallery, and
invited her to precede him into the library, allléfecould think about was
how to escape.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE party following the opening of the gallery seemedbe proving as
successful as the opening itself. Standing onittedises, drinking his third
glass of vintage champagne, Reed cast a faintlycalyreye over the
proceedings, but he had to admit Victoria's skilbublic relations had to be
admired. She had organised the event perfectlyalthdugh Luther Styles
was undeniably the most successful painter presemte of the lesser-
known contributors to the exhibition had been netglg. On the contrary,
already many of the paintings that adorned thesnadlthe gallery bore the
satisfying little red spot, which indicated thag¢ythad been sold. And there
was the steady hum of conversation in the roomeaseds and collectors
exchanged their views.

It was obvious his sister was enjoying her achiesgimHe could see her
now in the middle of the room, surrounded by a grad newspaper
columnists and admirers, holding forth about th#iadities faced by
craftsmen in all fields of the arts. Luther Styleas beside her, and Reed
observed that his sister's arm was very firmly digchkvith that of her most
noteworthy discovery. He frowned, wondering if \diga really thought
that Styles was interested in her. For himselfhbhd his doubts. In his
opinion, the man was both arrogant and sycophami@adjectives which,
in Styles' case, were not mutually exclusive. Eaghe watched, he saw the
other man's eyes straying to female forms of les&gpus proportions, but
whenever Victoria spoke to him he was quick to hii interest. Reed
suspected he was only using Victoria, and he wgsmeach afraid his sister
was going to be hurt.

Still, he reflected wryly, surveying his empty glagith some resignation, it
was really nothing to do with him. It wasn't asvittoria was a girl any
more. She was a grown woman, only a couple of ygatmger than
himself, and surely capable of making her own rkiesta He couldn't be
expected to watch out for her interests, as haisad to do when they were
younger. He wasn't her father, even though somstitted felt like it.

The trouble was, Victoria was totally inexperienagten it came to men.
Because she had been only sixteen when their fattemother had died,



and because of the circumstances of their pam@edshs, he supposed, she
had never had a normal adolescence. When she shawidbeen having
fun, making friends and going out to parties, she $pent her time at home,
sewing and reading, and looking after the house.&ld, in effect, taken
over their mother's role, and it was only when meatried Diana that she
had realised it couldn't go on.

Reed sighed. Perhaps it was his fault, too. If imeédried someone who
would have taken the trouble to make a friend atdfia, things might have

turned out differently. As it was, the two womerdheted one another on
sight, and, until Victoria had accepted defeat andved away, the

atmosphere in his home had been almost tangible.

Of course, she had spent several years workingheénUnited States,
travelling back and forth to London and Paris, gederally behaving as
any young, liberated woman should. But when Diaaked out she hadn't
needed an invitation to pack up and come homeRaadl was very much
afraid he had taken advantage of her good nature.

Even so, that was then, and this was now, andastadn years had given
her the confidence she had been lacking. And, esvkiVictoria herself
would not welcome his interference in her affairthes stage. So far as she
was concerned, Luther Styles could do no wrong,theddea that once he
had achieved his ambitions he would drop her hieegroverbial hot potato
was not what she wanted to hear. She was totatlyicoed of the man's
integrity, and therefore anything Reed said wapatis

In that respect, her attitude was much like thatheir visitor's, thought
Reed now, exchanging his empty glass for a fullfooxa a passing waiter.
Jon's latest girlfriend was definitely a pricklywwg creature, and it was
becoming embarrassingly obvious that she had ne tior him. He

wondered why. Clearly, Jon hadn't told her muchualios background
before bringing her here, and perhaps she resd¢méethct. But was that
really any reason for her to treat him as if heenamtirely to blame for her
misconceptions? After all, he had done his utnmstake her feel at home,
even if Victoria still regarded her in much the satight as she had
regarded all of Jon's previous girlfriends. Buithéictoria was biased. She



still hadn't got over the fact that Helen had agifwer—anillegitimate
daughter, as she insisted on putting it.

However, the fact remained that Helen was notdikg of the other females
Jon had brought home. For one thing, it was obvibatshe cared about her,
more than he had cared for any of the others; fandthing came of their
relationship Reed suspected it would not be fortvedreffort on his son's
part.

Which made her attitude towards him all the moféadilt to understand.
Surely, if she did care about Jon she would trggment her relationship
with his family, not sabotage it. And yet, whenefR&ed tried to initiate a
conversation with her, she froze him off. It waso'imuch anything she said
as the way that she said it, showing him, in noetlain manner, that she
had no wish to be sociable with him.

Reed was puzzled. He couldn't deny it. And intrijuele was not a
conceited man by any means, but he had not redus@desent age without
having been made aware that generally women enjoiedompany, and
Helen's behaviour was so uncharacteristic. He rtdhed her with Jon; he
had seen how relaxed and enchanting she couldhg son's company; and
he was convinced that it was not natural for herb& brusque and
stand-offish. No, that particular side of her cletgawas reserved for him,
and it was an unpalatable truth that the knowledigeirbed him.

He swallowed a mouthful of vintage champagne witheally tasting it,

and expelled his breath on an impatient sigh. Toeble was, there was
something about her that was vaguely familiar. that he imagined they
had ever met before. He was too old to play witkt fharticular line. But,

nevertheless, the more she goaded him, the morgethng the feeling

became, and sometimes it was difficult to sustaialm indifference.

Of course, her association with Victoria was littletter—but Reed knew
that was more Victoria's fault than hers. His sigtas still smarting over the
way he had spoken to her the night Jon and Heleredr and consequently
she was in no mood to make things easier, for attyem. Besides, she had
been involved in finalising the arrangements fa dpening of the gallery,



and her main concern had been in ensuring that kegedis promise about
asking Jon not to attend.

And he had, Reed acknowledged now, rememberingtmatersation with
his son without enthusiasm. Reed had never corgldeto be a particularly
good idea, and Jon's attitude had endorsed thaioopi

'What's the matter?' Jon had asked sarcastidaliyne V.W. afraid I'll steal
her thunder? Isn't shebig enough to stand the competition?’

'In a manner of speaking,’ Reed had said, realisiage was little point in
denying the truth. 'And when you speak of your auanthat derogatory
manner, can you wonder?'

Jon had sighed. 'Well—she makes me so mad! | gefiettling sometimes
that I'm a visitor in my own home. It's only becay®u never do anything
to oppose her that she doesn't do the same to you.'

‘That's enough.' Reed could only let his son gasdlf you're regarded as a
visitor here, it's your own fault. We only see yolien you want something,
be it cash, a new car, or accommodation for yodfrighds. Can you
wonder your aunt gets impatient with you? She catesit you, Jon, but
you don't even notice.’

'‘Well, OK." For once, Jon had been prepared to edache truth of this
statement, and his father had scarcely recoveosd this anomaly when he
added, 'Maybe you have a point. Maybe | have tdethis place like a hotel
in recent years, but maybe that's going to change."

‘To change?' Reed's response had been wary.

'Yes.' Jon seemed to consider his words. 'I'm thgqhkf leaving the group,

as a matter of fact. I've had it with living myeibut of suitcases, playing
gigs in places you'd rather not know. Since—wetics | met Helen, I've

been thinking of spending more time writing musather than performing
it. Getting a permanent base. Maybe settling down.’



'Here?' Reed had enquired faintly, strangely rakicto voice the question,
but Jon had not been reluctant to answer.

'‘Could be," he had replied, without any hesitati@o maybe Aunt Vee
ought to get used to me being around. And if steeahproblem with that,
then maybesheought to make other arrangements."

Still, so far Jon had respected his wishes, Reftelcted wryly. His own
fears that Jon might gatecrash the party had rext bealised, and Victoria
should have nothing to complain about. And as feleH--

'‘Now, Reed, what are you doing hiding yourself aweagr here?'

Reed's reverie was abruptly severed by the teasiiog of a brittle, pretty
woman in her thirties whose startling cleavage atae a generous display
of white flesh. Sliding possessive fingers over sleeve, she allowed her
hip to brush against his, her scarlet lips partongxpose a seductive tip of
tongue.

Reed straightened from the lounging position helleeh adopting, and in
so doing put what he hoped looked like an inadwéréanount of space
between them. 'Hello, Amanda,” he responded plédgsamaking a
conscious effort to be sociable. 'Where's Harryd'Dell me he's let you
out of his sight.'

Amanda Austin's expression momentarily falterec Ayou cared," she
retorted, barely audibly, revealing she had nonhesware of his discreet
withdrawal. And then, 'Oh—Harry's about somewhkxe't he always? But
tell me, where's that sexy son of yours? | hear &tk on the island.’

'Yes, Jon's back,’ Reed conceded, welcoming thersion. 'But he's not
here tonight. He—er—this isn't exactly his sorttohg.’

'No, | heard he'd brought a rather juicy femaldwkitm,’ responded Amanda
drily. 'Is she really that bad?"

Reed sighed. 'l don't know what you mean."’



'Sure you do."' Amanda gazed up at him challenginbguess old Victoria
refused to let him show her up again. So—whats woman like? Is she
loud—or wall-eyed— or what?'

Reed turned his head aside, wishing Amanda wouldl omeone else to
talk to. In spite of her antipathy towards him, e no desire to discuss
Helen with Amanda or anyone else, and he was thinkf making some
wholly unforgivable remark, which would sever theamnection—for this
evening at least—when his eyes were drawn to a slisélirbance that was
taking place by the door. There seemed to be amagt going on between
the security men Victoria had hired for the everang someone else who
was trying to gain entrance, and even as he hatardaess at what it might
be his companion uttered a gurgling laugh.

'Oh, darling,’ she exclaimed, grabbing his arm. yida see what | see? It
looks like I'm going to find out for myself.’

Reed shook off her restraining hold without redlging aware of it,
covering the crowded space between where he haddterding and the
door without a second thoughton he thought frustratedly, handing his
empty glass to a curious waiter. He should havesknbetter than to be
smug. When had his son ever taken his advice?

By the time he arrived at the door, Jon, and thengovoman who was with
him, had already been admitted. Clearly someoreehald recognised him,
and who was going to prevent the owner of the gaflenephew from

attending its opening?

'Hi, Dad!'

Jon's greeting was only faintly defensive, andhase were plenty of people
milling around to hear their conversation, Reed, ipgdforce, to be civil.

‘Jon," he acknowledged, his eyes meeting thosésasdm with rather less
civility. 'Helen." His gaze moved to the young wona his son's side with
only slightly more warmth. 'What made you decideame? | thought this
wasn't quite your scene.’



'It was Helen's idea,' replied Jon carelessly, atitbugh Helen looked a
little shocked at this announcement she didn'treglitt him. 'She used to
work in a gallery in London, didn't you, love? Awtien | told her about this
bash, she couldn't wait to see it.’

Reed was aware that Victoria had now noticed wres going on, and he
didn't need to see her furious face to know thatwhuld blame him for
letting it happen. Already, one or two of the neasgr people were drifting
over to hear what was happening, and it wouldntohg before they, too,
realised who Jon was.

Forcing back a desire to leave them all to fighaut between them, Reed
turned to Helen. 'You—worked in a gallery?' he exhabsently, while his
mind laboured furiously, trying to find some waysailvaging the situation.
'Um—YVictoria worked in London for a time. Perhapg svould know of it.’

'l shouldn't think so." As usual, Helen's voice wt#f when she spoke to
him. 'l—er—I only worked there a couple of eveninigs—to help a friend

out.' She licked her lips, and avoiding his gazelsbked beyond him to the
paintings that lined the walls of the gallery. Jershall we look around?
|—I'm sure your father is too busy to chat to ghtinow.'

Reed's brow creased. If it hadn't been for thetfaadt Helen always treated
him like a leper, he would have suspected she ea®nos. Perhaps that was
it. Perhaps he made her nervous. It would be reagsto think it was
something as innocent as that, and not just hisgevsonality.

'Hey, aren't you Jon Roberts?'

A girl who didn't look much older than Jon himsedfyd who reputedly
wrote for one of the fringe magazines, was staahbim now, and Reed
groaned as the inevitable happened. One by ongouhmalists, scenting a
controversial twist to their stories, left Victorialking to herself and
surrounded her nephew instead.

'How long are you staying on the island, Jon?'afitbe men asked.

'I hear there's a new album,' someone else intedven



'Do you want to give us a quote about the latagg-dabuse figures?' added
another. 'ls it true that your drummer, Ricky Elissas arrested in Denmark
for smuggling cocaine?'

*Oh, God!

With a gesture of frustration at his sister, Resshdback from the group of
reporters around his son. There was nothing hedodoiinow, he realised,
lifting his shoulders at Victoria's expression. Bater on, Jon was going to
feel the sharp edge of his tongue. For heavents, $ekhad asked him to
stay away. What the hell was Jon playing at? Pdatgnt was all Helen's

fault just wasn't going to do it.

'It's my fault really." As Reed was raking weamygrs through his hair, he
became aware that the young woman in question washaring Jon's
limelight. Instead, she was standing beside hing kmoking decidedly
anxious. 'lt is my fault,’ she insisted, as herdgaraptured his attention. 'But
| didn't realise what was going on. | thought itswast another exhibition.
But it's not, is it? Your sister—that is, Victorisshe's involved, isn't she?'

It was the first time she had spoken to him withay obvious animosity,
thought Reed objectively, looking at her with f&ynguarded eyes. So,
nervousness was not her problem, he deduced viitwa. Whatever, the
present situation had evidently aroused some latarge of responsibility.

"You mean, it was your idea to come here, but yida'dknow it was the
opening night?' he enquired evenly, and Helen ndd&lébecoming trace of
colour had entered her cheeks as he spoke, and®ewtlhimself thinking
what an attractive girl she was. Until then, hdised, he had never really
looked into her eyes, her usual attitude towards it encouraging him to
show an overt interest in her. Before this everireghad regarded her with a
certain amount of impatience, but now he noticed trer hair, which was
loose for once, had a natural curl, and the arifibight caught streaks of
red-gold in its thick strands and turned them aonié. She was wearing red,
a colour which should have clashed badly with lzar, lbut somehow didn't.
She had worn red before, he thought, though whegrotttcasion had been he
couldn't quite remember. Nevertheless, the silildlgped bodice and
matching wide- legged trousers were undeniablyroeetsial for someone



of her colouring, and because the outfit emphagsisedounded swell of her
breasts and the flattering length of her legs, &fiat would definitely not
approve.

But he approved, Reed acknowledged to himself,itv@itibly, realising he

was giving her far too much attention. If he wasaiteful, some other
shrewd eye would notice it, too, and he had no wodbe accused of ogling
his son's girlfriend. All the same, he was begigrtim understand why Jon
was so fascinated by her. She was a very feminsheidual. And, although

he had no way of knowing it, he was sure there Wagers to this young

woman that he was scarcely aware of.

"This opening—it has something to do with youresishasn't it?' Helen was
venturing now, and Reed had to concentrate to celngmd what she was
saying. 'Jon— well, Jon just said there was anl@tbin in town." Her
tongue circled her lips, and Reed felt a pricklofdneat around his collar. 'l
had no idea what was involved, or that there'd dygonters, and—and
everything.'

'Didn't you?' Reed found he believed her. 'Well-yas've guessed, this is
Victoria's big night. This is her baby, you seeisTgallery—it's hers. She
wanted the opening to be a big success, and, tohest, | asked Jon not to
come.'

'Oh, lord!"

Helen looked even more embarrassed at this, aht @stonishment Reed
found himself making excuses for her. 'lt's not ryéault,’ he declared,

deliberately ignoring Victoria's frantic attemptsdttract his attention. "You
weren't to know what was happening. Come on. Ui} pou a drink and

show you around, if you like. You might enjoy it.'

In the event, Reed suspected he enjoyed it as nfuadt,more, than Helen.
Surprisingly, she proved to be quite knowledgealleut art, and artists,
and her comments about the painters representkd exhibition were both
intelligent and constructive. They even found theyl the same sense of
humour, sharing a covert amusement over some paiméerpretation of
the human form. But when Reed remembered what dohshid, and



mentioned the London gallery where she had workéelen quickly
clammed up. It was as if she had some reason &thalfact that she had
ever been involved in the art world, and Reed wosdleif it was
conceivable that she had known Victoria beforecgime to Bermuda.

But that didn't make sense, he argued silentlyVitftoria had done
something to warrant Helen's attitude towards #meilfy, surely she would
know about it. Nevertheless, Victoria did have bihsometimes of rubbing
people up the wrong way. Particularly junior mensbef staff, as Helen
must have been when she was moonlighting.

It was frustrating not to know, but for the preséet had to contain his
curiosity. Besides, he did have other problem®tdend with. Not least the
fact that other eyes were following their prograssund the room, with
varying degrees of speculation; particularly thogéis sister, who could
scarcely contain her indignation.

When she could eventually stand it no longer, amdestomping across the
room to join them, Luther Styles at her heels, R&edled himself for the
worst. 'l knew this would happen,” she exclaimedmissing Helen's
presence with a contemptuous glance. 'But you waididten. You let him
come here, when | expressly asked you to forbidntd now look what's
happened! It's a total fiasco!

‘Not entirely, Vicki," drawled Luther Styles, appatly seeking to pour olil
on troubled waters, though Reed noticed his epgeled longest on Helen.
'Is this your son's young lady, Wyatt? | bet yoshlwyou were twenty years
younger.'

Reed controlled his temper with an effort and idtrced them, but Victoria
was fidgeting beside him, and he had to placate Jar is over twenty-one,
Tori," he essayed tautly, wishing he could heartvidugher was saying to
Helen. 'l can't ban him from his own home, as $a®l before.'

'‘But this is not his own home,' hissed Victorialgitly, so angry about what
had happened that she was not keeping her usuahdyer protege. 'Reed, |
don't ask much of you in the normal course of evemt | did ask you to
speak to him--'



'l did speak to him," said Reed heavily, his vogrewing increasingly
devoid of expression. 'Tori, this is neither thradinor the place to conduct
an inquest. | agree, it would have been betteonf IJadn't come. But he's
here now, so why don't you make the best of it ietr nephew, isn't he?
Doesn't it occur to you that some of his publiciould rub off on you?'

Victoria blinked, opened her mouth as if she wasgdo say something,
and then closed it again. He could see she wakitigirabout what he had
just said, and mentally arguing the pros and cdns é&nd why not? he

thought grimly. It was not a half-bad suggestidnwas amazing what the
brain could come up within moments of extreme agmafran.

"You know,' she said, after a moment, 'you coulkehapoint. | mean, | was
quite prepared for some of these Press peoplatoedg give us a mention,
but now that Jon's here...'

Reed sighed. 'Precisely.’

‘All the same..." Victoria's fluttering gaze sudiyetook in the fact that
Luther and the young woman her nephew had brougkid party were
having what appeared to be an intimate conversatind her expression
hardened. 'All the same,' she repeated, reveatingrimoyance, 'it might be
a good idea if you were the one to suggest the ide#on, Reed." She
determinedly took Luther's arm. '‘Come along, my @lshe added, ignoring
Helen completely, ‘I want to introduce you to myphew. He's quite a
celebrity, you know. Well, here on the island, atdt,’ she finished
damningly.

Reed expelled a weary breath. He had to go witintheaving set the
wheels in motion, he had to make sure it didn't anénother unholy
pile-up. 'Will you excuse me?' he said, turningHelen, with a rueful
grimace. 'l think it will be safer if | speak tonlb

Helen was looking anxious again. 'There won't bbeve, will there?' she
asked, her eyes following Victoria's progress, Ree@d hoped he was not
being too optimistic when he shook his head.



'l think Jon's too much of a professional for thiag, remarked, realising he
was delaying the moment when he would have to ldsere 'Anyway,
thanks for showingneround the exhibition. | did enjoy it.’

She seemed to hesitate, and he guessed she wésglalbeether to say she
had enjoyed it, too. But why the hesitation? Held¢dave sworn that for a
few minutes there she had actually dropped herdgwéh him, and there
was no doubt she had spoken more freely than ghevex done with him
before. For God's sake, what had Jon told her alim® he wondered. He
was beginning to think he must have been paintedamse kind of
middle-aged lecher of the first order. What otlesrson could she have for
looking at him that way?

'l—enjoyed it, too," she admitted at last, and Rieeelw how it felt to be
damned with faint praise. 'Um— | think your sistenaiting for you,' she
added. 'Perhaps you'd better go, before sometlfig happens.’

'You mean it hasn't?' Reed remarked drily, andtbawaint colour that rose
in her cheeks at his words. What on earth wastshking? He shrugged.
'Oh, well," he declared, glancing ruefully acrdss toom, 'l suppose you're
right. Sorry about Victoria. You'll just have tocapt that we're not your
conventional sort of family!" *



CHAPTER FIVE

WHICH was something of an understatement, thought Hétennext
morning, as she showered before joining Jon andanidy for breakfast.
There was nothing remotely conventional about Refathering a child he
didn't even know existed, or in not rememberingdinehe had once been so
intimate with.

Helen sighed. The memories just went round anddanrher brain, in a

never-ending spiral. And, in spite of the fact tishe had decided she
couldn't hold Jon responsible for his father'sandj the situation hadn't
improved. Oh, she had considered all the alterastitbefore deciding she
had to stay here. She had thought of pretendirigMeaa was ill and asking

for her, but in those circumstances, she knewwiaund have insisted on

accompanying her back to England, and what woutdssly then, when he
discovered it was all made up? Besides, it wasis® W invent an excuse
like that. Lies of that sort had a habit of cominge, and Alexa was far too
dear to her to risk wishing an illness on her.

Another idea she had considered had been to prédtahdlan Wright had
sent a message, via her parents, asking if shel coahe back right away.
As she had phoned her parents, and Alexa, theftntlaeir arrival, it had
been a viable proposition. But Jon knew Alan, &g if she made up some
story that he had sent for her, she would havevent another set of lies for
Alan, to induce his assistance.

And then, there was Alexa herself. How could shalar to her daughter
why she didn't want to stay with Jon's family? Apaom a natural
reluctance to be separated from her mother foirly tang period of time,
Alexa had been quite excited about the trip, paldity as Jon had told her
that maybe one day she could visit the island,Wloen Helen spoke to her
on the phone, the little girl had been full of qimss about what it was like,
and where they were going, and Helen would havedbdve had a heart of
stone not to respond enthusiastically.

So, here she was, she thought wryly, preparingate her fourth day at
Palmer's Sound. And after last night's little a@iédion, she was not exactly



looking forward to seeing Victoria again. In spaé the fact that Jon's
intervention at the exhibition had been turneddoddvantage, Victoria had
still been less than friendly when they arrived leorBo far as she was
concerned, Jon's motives in attending the partynoatéheen excusable, and
she had lost no time in telling him so, onceghparazziwere not around to
report on the event.

For her part, Helen had wished she had never hadatte exhibition. No
matter how she might argue that Jon had used la@moy his aunt, the fact
remained that she had been the one to show interie exhibition. And it
wasn't until she had come face to face with Reatighe had realised that
history could repeat itself.

Dear God, she should have known better. The ideantdring any art
gallery where Reed Wyatt might be present shouide raade her run a
mile. But, the truth was, she had seen the exbibitis a way of avoiding
Jon's father. She had had no way of knowing thatdwéd be in attendance.
So far as she had been concerned, it was an opggrtar her and Jon to
spend the evening alone together, visiting the letibn first, and then
dining at one of the many restaurants that werdadla in the city.

Of course, she might have suspected Jon had amoulteotive. He had

certainly been in good spirits as they were chawéé into town, and
although he was usually cheerful he had been excey so. It was

obvious he would jump at any chance to irritatetdfi@, and the opening of
her gallery was too good an occasion to miss.

All the same, if she was honest, Helen had to adnmias not Jon's, or
Victoria's, behaviour which was troubling her ndtwvas her own. Meeting
Reed like that, allowing history to repeat at leagpart of that night in
London, had left her feeling unnerved, and strangk$orientated. She
hadn't wanted to spend any time with him, but shd; land, what was
worse, there had been times when she had actgthyedhis company.

Lord!

Stepping out of the shower now, Helen took oneh& tiuffy cream
bath-sheets from the rail. Then, towelling hersgiforously, she made a



determined effort to dispel the sense of panictheughts had incited. For
heaven's sake, she told herself fiercely, what ws@asdreadful about

admitting that Reed Wyatt was still an attractivan Attractive physically,

that was, she amended. His character wouldn'tdedr close examination.
Nevertheless, if a man like him set about to bermia, she would have

had to be less than human not to respond to it. ghedhad found herself
only too human once, where he was concerned. S@sgwyme that he must
suddenly have grown horns and a tail?

Because of what he had done! Because of the callayshe had done it!
her emotions argued desperately. All right, objedyf Reed was a
physically good specimen—for his age, she appemnagdtiously. And it
was obvious she wasn't the only woman to thinK'kat blonde he had been
standing with, when they arrived at the party, ifetance—oh, yes, she
acknowledged bitterly. She had noticed him as s@oshe had stepped into
the room. But, anywayghe the blonde, had been gazing at him as if he were
the most tasty item on the menu, and Helen's jgiateéned at the thought
that she might be his current mistress. For sheswes Reed would have a
mistress. A man like him—a man asxualas him—was bound to have
some woman, somewhere. Just because he had naviEthagain was no
reason to assume he was celibate. No. There Hamldomeone, and it was
probably someone like her.

She was dry now, Helen discovered, the heat dbbey obviously assisting
in the process, and she dropped the towel disgyst&dd, as she did so,
she caught a glimpse of her reflection in the longors that lined the wall
above the bath. She looked pale and tight-lippeel fietted impatiently, the
brightness of her hair only accentuating the whagsnof her skin. Even two
days on the island had added little to her colayrihe faintest trace of
redness over her shoulders and forearms, and apgex half of her thighs,
the only indication she had spent any time in thre ©f course, she had to
be careful. Her skin was very sensitive— unfortehat-and she had to
apply a liberal amount of screening lotion to prévieerself from burning.
But even so she and Jon had spent most of thesrdimdoors, and he was
already looking as if the holiday was doing him goo

But it wasn't doing her much good, she thoughttfaiedly. At least, it
didn't feel as if it was. She was constantly oneeagnstantly at the mercy



of her nerves; and increasingly aware that shenetas invulnerable as she
had thought.

Endeavouring to put her fears about the night leediside, Helen opened the
walk-in wardrobe, and put her mind to deciding wdta¢ was going to wear.
It would have to be shorts, of course. Everyoneewahrorts, of one sort or
another, and she was grateful that her legs caoattigshe exposure. For the
rest, she had found T-shirts or cotton tops wesadigular accompaniment,
with usually a bathing-suit worn underneath, toercadl eventualities.

Forcing any negative thoughts aside, Helen admitedreflection, that
there had been times during the past couple of dagsn she had been able
to forget her circumstances. For instance, Jon dvenmotorbike, and he
had taken great pains to show her the rest ofstaad. Although cars were
limited to one per family, to avoid the obvious gestion that unlimited
motoring would bring to the narrow roads, touristere able to hire
motorbikes and scooters, too, and, riding pilli@hmind Jon, Helen had felt
just like a tourist.

And she had seen a lot. Somerset Bridge—which wée g beauty spot;
the little town of St George's—with its ritual etr@ent of the ceremony of
the ducking stool; and Gibbs Hill Lighthouse—frorhave it was possible
to see the individual islands that made up Bermuwdt) their linking
causeways and sun-splashed coves. They had swWhariwwick Bay, and
Horseshoe Bay, and visited the underground cavarhgamington. Jon
had even taught her how to go snorkelling, andhoalgh she wasn't too
keen on the rubber mouthpiece, she had to admithabeseen a lot of
colourful fish.

So, she chided herself firmly, as she plaited harihto a single braid, there
was no real reason why she shouldn't relax and/dwgcself. In fact, if you
looked at the situation from another angle, it Raed, not herself, who was
the unlucky one. After all, he had forfeited anghts to a little girl any
parent would be proud of, and she was enjoyinghbapitality. Whereas
when—if he realised who she was, he would probdigyf shock.

Or would he? Once again, Helen's doubts resurfatfetle ever did
remember who she was, how would she explain thatsin to Jon? But



equally how could sheconfide in him, when it wasfather who had robbed
her of her youth? There was no doubt it was an ssipte dilemma, and
there was little wonder that when she was in Resatispany she found it
difficult to behave naturally. And yet, yesterdasering...

Determinedly putting that particular incident asigde thought instead
about the exhibition. Looking at it objectively—tiiat was possible—she
had enjoyed seeing the paintings, and there whesdibubt in her mind that
Luther Styles was going to be very successful. whsk, particularly his
portraits, had a depth of feeling not often found someone so
inexperienced. Reed—Reed? Well, dammit, she haatkoowledge his
existence, didn't she? So—Reed—had said that Vachad found him by
the harbour in St George's, sketching portraitdHertourists. But she had
recognised his talent, and with her help and ersagmment he had been able
to set up his own studio.

Even so, despite the evidence to the contrary,rHedmsed that Victoria's
interest in Luther extended far beyond that ofigapkhropic patron. Indeed,
it was possible she had opened the gallery beaddsm, and although she
was inadvertently helping other painters, no onddcdeny that he was her
favourite.

For her part, Helen had found him amusing, butgand. She didn't like
people who were so full of their own importance] émere was no question
about the fact that Luther was vain. She was sdimuare used to Jon, who
took his success as a pop musician very casuaby,she had found the
other man lacking in humility, and she wondere¥idtoria really knew
what he was thinking.

Deciding she had spent enough time worrying abauhe®ne who
evidently didn't care for her, Helen took a lasid@t her appearance before
leaving the room. Navy shorts, and a navy and wsitgped midi top,
looked reasonably attractive, she thought, andeastlthe conservative
colours helped to minimise the paleness of her.skame bright colours,
she had found, accentuated the fact that she daan't

Leaving her suite of rooms, she hesitated a moreiare walking along
the landing towards the stairs. Jon's room, shevkmeas several doors



away from her own, down a couple of stairs, and@l® narrow passage. It
was actually in a round tower that formed one cowfethe house, and

although Helen had seen it she was loath to vettere uninvited. Besides
he might get the wrong impression, and the lastgtlshe needed was a
complication of that sort.

Nevertheless, she wished she knew if he was up. Was the time of day
she liked least, when there was always the po#gibil facing Reed alone.
So far, she had been lucky. Because of the timagehalon had been up
early both mornings they had been here, and, ajthn&®eed and his sister
had been present at the breakfast table, Reed dwfllty read his
newspaper and Victoria had buried her nose ineagfitorrespondence. No
doubt finalising her plans for opening the galldtglen thought now, with
hindsight. Which was another reason why she hadpatidon was up.

She went lightly down the stairs, her rubber-stledts making no sound on
the carpeted treads. It was easy to think she Vo an the house, she
reflected fancifully. It was so big for two peopl@+four, now that she and
Jon were here.

In the hall below, streaks of sunlight from the @t dome above her head
cast bars of sunlight over the marbRars of sunlight! Helen grimaced.
They weren'tbars, they Were simply shafts of brightness. No doubt a
psychologist would have a field day withat particular interpretation.

The morning-room where they usually ate breakfast situated at the back
of the house, overlooking the blue-green watete®Sound. And, although
Helen had gradually become accustomed to the fantasw from the
morning-room's windows, the colour of the sea wasething she found
continually enchanting. And this morning was noeptmn. Which was just
as well, as it provided the only distraction frame startling realisation that
only Reed Wyatt was seated in his usual placeesatatble.

'‘Good morning,' he said, putting his paper andhhjzkin aside, and getting
to his feet as she came unwillingly into the roofdid you sleep
well?"Er—fine," she muttered, after acknowledgihg greeting. She
glanced awkwardly over her shoulder. 'Um—wherevesgbody?'



Reed shrugged, his shoulder muscles moving easitgdth the apricot
knitted silk of his polo shirt. The shirt, beigeosts and scuffed trainers were
all he was wearing, and for a moment Helen coully stare at him in
confusion. She was so used to seeing him in tresdifgrts and ties he wore
to his office that his casual gear caught her unasyand it took her several
seconds to comprehend that it was Sunday.

‘At a guess, I'd say Victoria was sleeping off #féects of too much
champagne,’ he replied wryly, as she suddenlysezhishe was staring and
switched her attention elsewhere. He paused, amwent on quietly, 'As
for Jon—don't you know?'

Helen caught her breath. 'We don't sleep togeihehat's what you're
implying,' she flashed back at him angrily, and d&Rbeld up an apologetic
hand, as if regretting his words. But Helen wasitaensed to think clearly,
and before she could stop herself she had addddn't sleep around, Mr
Wyatt. Whatever you may have assumed to the cofitrar

Reed was momentarily lost for words. She couldisate—just as she could
see that she had been unforgivably rude. And, gwaugh she told herself
she was glad she had embarrassed him for a changeyd be awful if her

reckless tongue caused him to have second thoagbtg her. What if he
did remember who she was? Dear God, how could sheldesreso stupid?

'I'm sorry," Reed said now, and for once his toas {acking the warmth she
had become used to. 'l guess | spoke without thghkl¥oung people
today--' He lifted his shoulders in a deprecatiegtgre. '‘As you say, one
should never assume anything.'

Helen bent her head, looking down at the toes pbbhets with a feeling of
total humiliation. So much for embarrassing himg giought tensely. All
she had succeeded in doing was making a completeffiherself.

'I'm sorry, too," she mumbled, lifting her headnteet his cool gaze with
wary green eyes. 'l didn't mean to— to be rude.’



'Didn't you?' To her dismay, Reed didn't take haoslegy at face value.
'Forgive me, but | think you did. In fact, I'd go far as to say that you've
been looking for an opportunity like that ever giyou got here.’

Helen's face blazed with unwelcome colour, andsdesure she must look
as guilty as she felt. 'I—I beg your pardon?' sbeayt at last, but now it
was Reed's turn to ignore her excuses.

'l think you heard what | said,’ he replied everi§ou haven't exactly
hidden your feelings, have you? For some reasanrggent usMe! I'm not
sure which. But I'd sure as hell like to find outyd

Helen swallowed. This was dreadful. "You're wrohg--

'‘Am 1?'

'Yes.'

‘Convince me.'

'What?' Helen stared at him with disbelieving eyes.

'l said—convince me," Reed repeated, stepping rdumdable, and resting
his hips against the rim. He folded his arms agameed her steadily. 'Tell
me that you haven't avoided speaking to me, whenewas possible to do
so. Tell me that you haven't treated me like soar&éqularly objectionable

form of life.'

Helen shook her head. 'You're mistaken--'

'l don't think so." Reed was disturbingly closed ahe could feel tiny

rivulets of sweat trickling down her spine, as loattued to stare at her.
His eyes were grey, she knew. As grey as Alexafact. But right now they

looked almost black, and her mouth dried as sheseglawhat a dangerous

situation she had created.

'I'm sorry if you think I've been ungrateful,’ slentured at last, but Reed's
expression didn't alter.



'Who said anything about ingratitude?' he counterdgl. 'I want to know
what it is about me that bugs you. What did | $ayheaven's sake? What
did 1 do?'

That was too close for comfort, and no matter hbbgraight despise herself
later Helen knew she had to distract him. Plasgesiveak smile to her lips,
she gave what she hoped sounded like a gurgleughtar. 'Honestly, Mr
Wyatt,' she exclaimed, moving round him to takelace at the breakfast
table, 'l don't know how you've got that impressidhy, last night |
thought we were getting on together rather wetkdlly appreciated you
showing me round the gallery, and | did apolog@egiving Jon an excuse
to gatecrash his aunt's party.’

Reed expelled his breath on a long sigh, turnisghlead so that he could
look at her over his shoulder. ‘Last night was aception,’ he declared
flatly. 'And you know it.’

'Was it?' Helen forced herself to look up at hinmthminnocent eyes, and
Reed's brow furrowed.

"You know,' he said, pushing himself away from thiele, 'you remind me
of someone.' He shook his head. 'But | can't reneembo it is.'

Helen could feel the colour draining out of herefalout she managed not to
flinch. 'Do 1?' she countered, keeping the trematr @ her voice with a
supreme effort. 'Someone nice, | hope.'

'l can't remember that either," he declared, resgris seat with a resigned
expression. 'That's what comes of getting old. Wemory is the first
indication.’

Helen moistened her lips. 'You're not old," shd,s#ill trying to divert him,
and Reed looked across the table at her, his ajesti

"You don't have to lie to make a point,’ he told ¢pently, and Helen hated
the way her stomach muscles melted at his woradd. the sound of his
voice was like a rough hand scraping across hertiensy and her own
vulnerability had never been more apparent.



'I'm not lying," she said, as much to convince &léthat she could handle
the situation as anything else, and Reed liftecsh@ulders in a dismissing
gesture.

'OK," he conceded, his lean mouth turning up digltt the corners.
'So—Ilet's talk about something else, hmm? Like—wdrat you and Jon
planning to do today? And does the idea of spendifigw hours on the
yacht appeal to you?'

As it happened, one of the Asian maids appearddaatmoment to ask

Helen what she would like for breakfast, but theabining-space she might
have had was swallowed up with her insistence @mbaoast and nothing

else. And, by the time the maid departed, she wilhatsa loss for words.

‘The yacht?' she said at last, pouring herselaasgbf orange juice, holding
the jug with both hands to prevent it from clatigragainst the rim of the
glass. 'You—you have a yacht?'

'Didn’t Jon tell you?' Reed's eyes were disturlyimgrceptive. 'Well, no.
Perhaps he wouldn't," he added humorously. 'Theitas he took the yacht
out, it capsized.'

Helen concentrated on her orange juice to avoiklihgpat him, and made a
suitable sound of distress. ‘No, he never mentiarieshe admitted, licking
a speck of zest from her lip. 'Are—are you a keslos Mr Wyatt?'

'l like to take the yacht out occasionally," hepmwded, and she was aware
of him helping himself to another cup of coffeent\ think | asked you to
call me Reed," he added. 'Or is that somethingl'elsmistaken about?'

Her head jerked up unwarily, and she met his ingze with unguarded
eyes. She had thought she had averted a crisishieutound at once she
hadn't. 'l— no—that is, | didn't like to," she staered, furious that she had
let him disconcert her once again. 'l mean— youares father. And—and
we hardly know one another."'



‘True." Reed was reluctantly prepared to be beeretohnd she breathed a
little more easily. 'Nevertheless, | think I'd fdtter if you could dispense
with the formality. If we're going to be friends seems unnecessary.'

Helen forced another smile, and then the maid daawk with her toast and
some fresh coffee, and for several minutes sheabigsto divert herself by
dealing with her breakfast. But she wasn't hundngleed, it took an
immense amount of will-power even to lift the bt toast to her lips.
Perhaps she should have ordered scrambled eggshainght uneasily.
Maybe she could have swallowed them without sucéffamt.

‘Tell me about your daughter,' said Reed suddemg, she was forced to
acknowledge him again. He had finished his breakfas/, and instead of
resuming his appraisal of the previous d&yreancial Timesas he usually

did, he was lying back in his chair, watching h&hwinnerving speculation.

God, where was Jon? she fretted desperately. $hinlag she wanted to do
was discuss Alexa with him.

‘Um-there’s not a lot to tell,’ she mumbled, hewthdull of the toast she
was trying unsuccessfully to swallow. She turnedhead deliberately and
looked at the Sound. "You are lucky living hereagime seeing this view
every morning.'

Reed barely cast a glance at the dark blue watd¢he day. His interest was
still trained on herself, and she realised thabéyg evasive she was only
deepening his curiosity.

'She's called Alexa, isn't that right?' he remayledahost as if Helen hadn't
said anything, and she was just arming herselafmther bout of verbal
fencing when Jon came slouching into the room.

Her relief was almost palpable, and it took an erars effort not to get up
from her chair and throw her arms around him. Hawvevalmost
immediately she realised that something was wrand,Jon confirmed this
opinion by throwing himself into the chair opposated propping his head in
his hands.



'Do you have any aspirin, Dad?' he asked thicklye 'got the most
God-awful headache!

Reed pushed back his chair and got to his feet.slire we'll have some
about here somewhere,' he said, and although Heaeged another look
with Helen his attention was distracted. 'Just auta. I'll have a word with
Laura.’

He left the room and Helen, who had been gazidgmatwith anxious eyes,
left her seat and went round the table to him. W¥8ltaused this?' she asked
softly, massaging his neck muscles. 'Too much clagme?’

'Hardly,' responded Jon drily, lifting his handdaver one of hers. 'lIt feels
like a migraine. | guess riding the bike withouyamades could have done
it."

'What a shame!" Helen squeezed his shouldergeite ainything |1 can do?'

'‘Well, | have heard that sex can help,' he answiasingly, looking up at
her with an obvious effort, and Helen pressed imgrefr gently down upon
his nose.

‘You're incorrigible, do you know that?' she extlad, making a face at
him, and Jon was just reaching up to pull her he@an to his when Reed
came back into the room. Immediately, Helen jerkadk, and Jon gave a
grunt of protest as his father came towards them.

If Reed had noticed the little tableau that wasigpe@nacted in his absence,
he gave no sign of it. Instead, as Helen withdeeher own side of the table,
he poured some of the orange juice into a glagssahit down, together

with a couple of tablets, in front of his son.

‘Take them,' he said, standing over Jon as heoditlgura says her mother
swears by them.'

'‘Laura’'s mother's a witch," declared Jon grumgly, he took the tablets
anyway, grimacing as he did so.



'Whatever, she's usually right,” Reed respondedlgvihe also said you
should rest for a while, to give them time to work.

Jon groaned. 'l can't do that.'
'Do what?'
'Rest.' He sighed. 'What about Helen?'

'Oh, honestly--' Helen began to protest that she pexfectly capable of
entertaining herself, when once more Reed intexene

'I'll take care of Helen," he assured his son fyrriiil will give us a chance to
get to know one another better. Isn't that rigleled?'

'‘Oh—right," murmured Helen unwillingly, and therrded a smile to her
lips as Jon looked at her for confirmation. 'Realfpu go and get some
rest.’

Jon pushed himself to his feet again with an effgvell, OK,' he said. 'If
you're sure you don't mind--'

'She'll be fine." Reed gave his son a gentle posiards the door. ‘Go on.
We'll see you later.’

Jon gave Helen one last rueful grimace before hepthe room. But it was
obvious he was relieved to be going back to bediciMivas great for Jon,
but not so great for her, thought Helen, trying teoteel envious. Now all
she had to do was convince Reed that she couldctakeof herself for the
next few hours. The last thing she wanted was fior to feel he had to
entertain her. The less time they spent alone hegethe better.

Resuming her seat at the table, she lifted heeeeffup to her lips, hoping
Reed would get the message and leave her alonshBuwtas wrong on two
counts. One, her coffee was cold, and two, Reetbdgd any hopes rhe
might have had about escaping to her own room Yapga&asually, 'It looks
as if I'll have to take you sailing myself. Wheruyre finished there, join me
down at the dock.'



CHAPTER SIX

OF couRsE Helen protested. She said there was no needded o feel
responsible for her, that she couldn't possiblg tag his time, and that, in
any case, she had things she wanted to do—budntta@lo any good. Reed
insisted he had promised Jon he would look afterdred besides, he was
looking forward to taking the yacht out.

"You can crew,' he said, pausing in the doorwagl, amen she objected that
she had never done any sailing before, he asseretthdt it was a piece of
cake.

'l suppose that's why Jon capsized, the last tienednt out,' she retorted,
stung into instinctive retaliation, but Reed ontyiled.

'It wasn't this yacht he capsized,' he told hesrtoitly. 'And in any case I'll
be with you.' He paused. 'Bring your swimsuit. Atah't be long.'

His arrogance infuriated her, but there was notshmgcould do. And, when
she eventually made her way down to the jetty,febad Reed loading a
can of petrol into what appeared to be a launch ait outboard motor.
With his hair rumpled by the breeze off the waserd a smear of oil on his
cheek, he looked little older than his son, andrslaésed unwillingly how
easy it must have been for the sixteen-year-ol@hit be attracted to him.
Compared to the boys she had known at that timeyust have seemed so
cool and sophisticated—only she hadn't used wakasdophisticated in
those days. To her, he had been exciting, and s8,the dangers he
represented had only added to his appeal.

He looked up then, and saw her, and his lips taliatehe misinterpreted her
troubled expression. 'This isot it,’” he declared drily, straightening and
holding out a hand to help her aboard. 'She's aedhaut there,' he added,
indicating the yachts moored some distance fronstigee. 'These waters
are too shallow, and too rocky.'

'l see.’



Helen accepted his assistance to climb into theclaubut she extracted her
hand from his as soon as it was humanly possiblé bamped down on to

the plank seat at the far end of the boat. Buhhed was still tingling, even

after she had stowed the canvas bag containingandeswimsuit and her

protective cream down at her feet.

If Reed noticed her withdrawal, however, he gavesiga of it. Hauling a

wicker basket into the launch after him, he cabtid line and started the
motor. Then, seating himself beside the tiller,goeded the fast- moving
little boat out to where a cluster of masts bobtedhe tide.

Helen spent the time it took to reach the yachdireathe names of the craft
that were moored offshore. She saw lots of femafees, like~elicity, and
Aurora, as well as cuter appellations suchStimgray, Dream Trademgnd
Sea FeverShe wondered what Reed's yacht would be calleche8ong
classy, she expected. She couldn't imagine hinngadl boatSassy Alicepr
Match O'Man. No, she speculated wisely, more lik&riadne, or
DesdemonaSomething with a classical connotation.

She was wrong—which was only to be expected, shegtht crossly, as the
launch nudged the hull of a vessel willtcean Tramgpainted on its side.
She should have known that one thing Reed Wyatinetsas predictable,
and she sighed a little heavily as he stood upgs both the basket and the
can of oil on to the larger vessel. And it waschlarger, Helen saw, with
some anxiety. At least forty feet in length, witbek, racing lines. How on
earth were the two of them going to handle it?

Reed noticed her look of trepidation then, andrggth 'What's the matter?’
he said. 'Are you wondering how you're going toajeiard?’

In fact, that particular obstacle hadn't occurredhé¢r, and she shook her
head. 'lt seems so—big,"' she murmured, making temat to get up from
her seat. 'Don't—don't we need Jon, too?'

'To sail it, you mean?' suggested Reed, securm¢atmch to the mooring
mast. 'No. It's possible to sail it single-handadually. What's wrong?
Aren't you a good sailor?’



'l don't know,' replied Helen honestly. 'I've netrézd.’
'‘But you can swim.’

It was a statement, more than a question, but Heddded indignantly. 'Of
course.'

'OK, then.' He regarded her tolerantly. 'Let's go.'

She stood up unwillingly, the misgivings she hadutbeing alone with
Reed combining with a sense of unease about thidevgxpedition to turn
her legs to jelly. Stepping clumsily over the cerdeat, she made it to the
end of the boat where he was standing, tryingaabtice the fact that their
combined weight caused the side of the boat t@dmdously close to the
water. It was funny, she thought; she could swinthese waters without
turning a hair, but the idea of falling out of aab®eemed intrinsically
dangerous.

'‘Now," said Reed, taking her hand again, 'stepdhd gunwale, can you?
That's the side of the boat,' he added, for heefitefThen, you'll be able to
climb aboard.'

'Will 1?"

Helen couldn't prevent the doubtful rejoinder, &ekd chuckled. 'Don't
worry," he said. 'l won't let you fall. I'll be hgybehind you.'

That's what worries me, thought Helen uneasilytlisttime she made sure
the words didn't pass her lips. Instead, she cdrated on following his
instructions, trying not to remember the last tshe had felt his strong lean
body close to her own.

In the event, it proved easier than she had aatieth Or perhaps she had
wanted to prolong those moments when his arms éad feaching past her
on to the deck, Helen acknowledged unsteadily. &t in a short space
of time she was standing on board theean Trampand the fascinating
sights all around her were a welcome compensation.



Until then, she had not realised how interestingvatuld be. She had
watched the craft using the Sound from her bedraendow, of course,

and envied their owners' skills in avoiding onethro But now, she was
actually part of the activity, and it was infinjgghore exciting to be out here
on the water. She almost felt a sense of gratitadeeed for bringing her.
Except that gratitude was something she reservegdople she could
respect.

‘All right?' asked Reed casually, going forwardctst off the lines, and
Helen came abruptly down to earth.

'Fine,' she agreed, glancing nervously about hew thiey were completely
alone, and that realisation robbed the scene ohratits previous glamour.

Yet, in spite of her misgivings, Helen couldn't gdensense of well-being as
the elegant vessel moved slowly away from her nrmgoWVith Reed at the
wheel, and the twin engines providing power uritéyt were clear of the
other craft moored off Palmer's Sou@tean Trampruly belied her name.
She wasn't a tramp at all, thought Helen, gazimgibber. She was a lady; a
beautiful, graceful lady, whose sleek lines andspeld paintwork gleamed
brilliantly in the sun.

Beyond the dozens of small islands that litteresl ghteway to the Great
Sound, Reed switched off the engines, and the ydichéd on the tide
while he hoisted the sails. Helen, who still hacgg®s of round-the-world
yachtsmen and women in her mind, had expectedatue a rather arduous
operation, but once again she was wrong. All thekdeinches were
hydraulically powered, and only the touch of a tmttwas needed to
accomplish the task successfully. She understoedwioy Reed had been
so confident of handling the yacht single- handdgkre was no hauling on
ropes—orsheetsshe amended ruefully. She had to get the jargg, rif
she was going to tell Alexa all about it when sbhelgpme. Everything was
automated, and technically advanced.

But what was she going to tell Alexa? she wondemdmentarily
distracted by the prospect. She could hardly s&yur Daddy took me
sailing,’ could she? Apart from anything else,acafs Alexa was concerned
her father was dead.



The yacht was picking up speed now, and Helen whkgenl to abandon her
anxieties in favour of keeping her balance. Not tha boat was tipping
over on to its side, or anything revolutionary liket. But it was catching
the wind, and pitching a little on ihe waves, andrg time the yacht lunged
her stomach lunged accordingly.

She hoped she was a good sailor. It would be tdmaemssing to be ill in
front of Reed. But her knowledge of boats was kahito rowing craft and
pleasure steamers. Which was hardly the best eqperifor someone in her
present situation.

Abandoning her stance by the rail, she felt her afayo the cockpit. Reed
had a chart spread over the wheel, and didn'tugokhen she reached him.
But he had evidently heard her approach, and,rghis head towards the
stairway that led down below decks, he said, 'Dowant to make us some
coffee? The galley's forward of the main cabin. Wdind what you need
down there.’

The idea of leaving the heaving deck to grope abeldw did not appeal to
Helen at all, and she gripped the roof of the whee$e with desperate
fingers. What was it her father used to tell her&aN the horizon, was that
it? When everything else was rising and falling tforizon was always
blessedly steady.

'Hey—are you all right?’

Reed had realised she was not moving, and now bdogking at her with
some concern. She was probably as white as theinteont of him, Helen
thought impatiently. Was she forever doomed to lmihated in front of
this man?

'I—I just feel a bit unsteady, that's all." It wasodest distortion of the truth,
but she couldn't admit to feeling seasick. Goodniey were hardly any
distance away from land.

'l see." Although she hadn't been entirely honett iim, Helen had the
depressing feeling that Reed knew exactly how sieefeeling. 'Well, don't
worry," he told her reassuringly, 'this rough patebn't last. Once we've



cleared Spanish Point, it gets smoother. Believe hies is just the
turbulence caused by the Soundictv is fairly land-locked, meeting the
open sea.'

Helen nodded, understanding, but not wholly comethof his logic. And
where was Spanish Point, for heaven's sake? shdensth How much
longer would this choppiness go on?

'‘Come here,' he said, after a moment, stretchibdgpistarm towards her, as
if he had sensed her trepidation. And, althoughved® sure it was not the
wisest thing to do, she took his hand and allowiedtb draw her into the

cockpit. 'Now,' he said, bracing himself behind, ke the wheel. That's
right. Hold it gently, but firmly. Give a little,ld don't let it spin out of your

hands. OK. Have you got it? Right. Now, you're amicol.'

'l am?' Helen was so intent on holding on to theetlthat she forgot about
her queasiness. There was something so exhilaraltiogt actually having
control of a boat of this size, and as the hutleslicleanly through the water
she began to understand the fascination peopléraddgor sailing.

'l guess you like it,' remarked Reed over her gieniland Helen was so
excited by the sense of power she was experiernhaigshe forgot to be
offhand.

'Oh, yes!" she exclaimed, turning her head, anal Wished she hadn't when
she realised how close he was. Although he wasadtky touching her, she
could feel the heat of his body at her back, andmahe turned her head his
face was only inches from hers.

Helen was mesmerised, her green eyes caught atbdyhlels amused gaze
in a moment of shared communion. She wanted to &eky—she knew
sheoughtto look away—but she couldn't. For that fatefudsed, she was
totally helpless, in the grip of emotions too bagcbe controlled by
conscious thought. Instead @#kting round @again, and giving her attention to
steering the vessel, she continued to stare at Retghd, and his teasing,
humorous expression gave way to a questioning awase



The ground seemed to be tilting beneath her featddénly, it was
impossible to keep her balance, and she knew t@nitegense of incredulity.
What was happening to her? To both of them? shedered wildly, half
prepared to believe it was all in her mind. AndntiiReed lunged past her
and grabbed the wheel.

Immediately, the world righted itself, although ttieck heaved a little as
Reed fought to bring the yacht back under con&ot, as Helen struggled
to keep her balance, she realised, with some disthay she had been
responsible for what had happened. In her stugciriation for Reed, she
had allowed the wheel to spin, and without his swehction the vessel
could have turned over.

'I'm sorry,' she said miserably, as Reed anchonedwheel and went
forward to secure the boom, and he lifted his Heagive her a wry smile.

'It was my fault," he said, checking the sails vétpractised eye. 'l should
have realised sooner what was happening.'

'You can't blame yourself,' she exclaimed, anditaeghtened to come back
to her.

'Oh, | can,' he assured her drily. 'It was youwstfirme at the wheel, and |
should have known better than to distract you.'

Helen lifted her shoulders helplessly, feeling¢b®ur invading her cheeks
at his words, but Reed seemed indifferent to hezainfort. Was it possible
he hadn't been conscious of her reaction to hirex&ndered unsteadily.
Had she only imagined his awareness?

'Well—I was stupid, anyway,' she muttered, pushieg hands into the
pockets of her shorts. 'Um—shall | make that coffe@?'

Reed shrugged. 'If you think you can?'

'It is calmer now,' Helen explained, indicating 8moother waters around
them. She licked her lips. 'Sugar, but no crearthasright?’



Reed's lips twitched. "You noticed.'
'Hmm.'

Helen didn't stay to debate yet another exampleeobwn weakness, and,
going forward again, she carefully descended tihgpamionway. She found
herself in a teak-lined cabin, with areas set dpatvoth dining and sitting.

Comfortably cushioned banquettes flanked an obl@ide at one side,

while soft leather armchairs provided a luxuridusng area at the other.

The galley was beyond the main cabin, as Reed hatj and it was

provided with every conceivable appliance. Thers wanicrowave, and a
dishwasher, as well as a fridge-freezer and a aegoven. When she
checked inside the cupboards that lined the walg, found china, and
glassware, and canned and freeze-dried foods &fralk. Like the rest of
the boat, it was lavishly equipped, with no expesizared to make it more
efficient.

A chrome-plated tap ran fresh water into the eleé&kttle, and all she had
to do was sit back and wait for it to boil. Whilkedid so, she took the
opportunity to explore a little further, and beyotiet engine-room she
found two more cabins—one a double, and the othtdfwith twin
bunks—and two bathrooms, or heads, as she knew wieeg properly
called.

It was certainly a beautiful boat, she admittesning her fingers over the
rich Sanderson fabric that had been used to dngltuxurious duvet in the
double cabin. No minor detail had been omitted,areh the showers in the
bathrooms had gold-plated taps.

The kettle was boiling when she got back to théegabnd in her absence
the wicker basket Reed had hauled aboard the yathtbeen set on the
marble console. It meant he had brought it downlenvéine was exploring
the sleeping cabins, and she sighed impatientlyeathought that he might
think she was nosing into his private apartmentficW she was, she
acknowledged ruefully. She had just hoped he wdiulahal out.



Deciding there was no point now in wishing for impossible, she took two
ceramic mugs from one cupboard, and spooned instéfieie from a jar she
found in another. The coffee smelt delicious, aftdraadding sugar to
Reed's she looked for some milk for her own.

She found tiny pots of long-life cream in the fredgand, determinedly
ignoring the wicker basket and its possible comstesite put the two mugs
on a small silver tray and carried them up thestai the deck.

'Mmm, great,' said Reed, taking his mug and swaitigva mouthful of the
steaming liquid. 'Just what | needed.’

Helen half smiled, and propped her hips on theedareof of the cabin as
she drank hers. In spite of her misgivings, theras wsomething
companionable about sharing a cup of coffee, andvsts beginning to feel
almost relaxed. But she had to mention somethingtavhat she had been
doing below-decks, and licking her lips she saittaardly, 'By the way, |
hope you don't think | was being nosy just nowelam—when you brought
the basket down. |—er—I was just curious about—albloel layout of the
rest of the boat.'

Reed regarded her steadily. 'l know.'

'l wasn't looking into drawers, or opening cupbsai anything like that,’
she added, feeling compelled to expound on herespibn. ‘At least, | was
in the kitchen—I mean, the galley—but | had to fitlet cups and the
coffee.’

'I'm not complaining, am 1?' Reed shrugged. 'In @ase, you're welcome to
look around as much as you want. Apart from thé¢hkrahandcuffs and
whips under the bunk in the spare cabin, I've gtiiing to hide.'

Helen's jaw dropped, and then, as she realisedalseeasing her, a smile
spread over her face. But their shared amusemesttozadisturbing to

sustain, and, looking down into her cup of coffée snurmured, 'l just

didn't want you to feel that—well, that | was orfétmse awful people who
can't help poking their noses into other peopliésra.’



'l never thought that for a moment,’ replied Re#tlys finishing his coffee,
and setting the mug aside. He paused. 'Did you tpebasket?'

'‘No!"
Helen's denial was instinctively defensive, andjiiened. 'OK, OK,' he
said placatingly. 'l just wondered. You could haayway. It contains our

lunch.'

'Our lunch?' Helen stared at him now, and Reedined! his head.
'But—what about Jon?'

‘Jon will sleep for at least four hours,’ repliedeld evenly. 'Those tablets
Laura gave him weren't just painkillers. They caontasedative, too.'

'‘But-' Helen was aghast. 'Does he know that?'

'l guess so. He has taken them before.’

'Oh." Helen took another sip of her own coffee, aodsidered what this
meant. Not just a morning spent in Reed's compauythe better part of a
whole day.

'Is the prospect so daunting?' Reed enquired naaviHalen lifted her head.

'l beg your pardon?’

‘The idea of spending the day with only Jon's oldnnfor company,’
declared Reed drily, and Helen shook her head.

'I—I just thought—we were going out for—for a coepdf hours," she
admitted, her slim fingers massaging her coffee-cup

'Well, we can do that,’ said Reed, indicating tbastline that paralleled
their course. 'That's Pembroke over there. Wewaritack, and be home in
less than an hour.'

Helen hesitated. 'Where—where were we going?'



Reed bit down on his lower lip. 'A bay | know, awvfeniles out of St
George's,' he replied at last. 'But—no sweattuitth this thing around.’

'‘No." The word was out before she could prevenant] although Helen
could hardly believe she had been so recklessasttao late to retract it.

'‘No?' Reed, who had been looking up at the mastheddneasuring the
force of the wind, now looked at her instead, argdeH felt the spread of
heat all over her body.

'Well, it seems—ungrateful,’ she said uncomfortabtyt knowing how to
answer him, and Reed groaned.

'Hey, changing your mind | can take,’” he exclaimedefully.
'‘But—ungrateful I'm not a charity case, you know.'

‘That's not what | meant," Helen was getting maoi raore embarrassed. 'l
mean—I am enjoying myself.'

'Oh, thanks." Reed grimaced. 'You have the peKeatk of putting me
down.'

'‘No." But Helen could feel a smile tugging at hemdips now, and Reed
compounded her self-betrayal by grinning at her.

'How about if | say, you're making an old man veappy?' he suggested
irrepressibly. 'It's not every day | get a charceake a beautiful girl out on
my boat.'

But Helen sobered now. The connotations of thiestant were too painful
to ignore. 'I'm sure that's not true,’ she saideting his teasing gaze with
suddenly guarded scepticism. 'Don't underestimatesglf, Mr Wyatt. |
don't think that's your style.’



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE bay where Reed anchored timmpwas small and deserted. Which
was remarkable, considering this was the heighitt@holiday season. But,
he told Helen, it was usually possible to find wmle somewhere on these
islands. The whole coastline was scattered wittuded bays and coves.

An attractive proposition, if you wanted seclusitmpught Helen wryly,
still not convinced she had made the wisest datisiagreeing to spend the
whole day with Reed. But, so far as Reed was coecershe was Jon's
girlfriend, and despite what had happened eartierddn't think he would
do anything to betray his son. As to what had hapgéen years ago—well,
she supposed that had been at least partially Wwerfault. She was not
excusing him, she reminded herself tautly, but ingtltould alter the fact
that she had been attracted to him, and let hirwkhh@\nd, although he had
taken advantage of her, she had not been an umyvdticomplice.

The trouble was, Reed was an attractive man, anbbtiger she spent in his
company the more she became aware of it. Whichpr@sably why she

was making excuses for him now, she thought imp#yieBut, she argued,
if she really thought about what she was doing,vsbeldn't be able to go
through with it, and putting the fact that Reed Wasfather of her child out
of her mind was the only way she could functionnmalfy.

But was she functioning normally? the insistentceanside her protested.
What on earth was normal about treating Reed lideaent, caring human
being, when he had played such a destructive roteer life? She should
have told him who she was as soon as she got Béee.should have
confronted him with the consequences of his behaviBhe wondered how
he would have reacted then, if she had accusedohseducing her. She
doubted she would be here now, pretending to émpgompany.

She sighed. The trouble was, she wasn't pretendimigcompletely, she
admitted unwillingly. And she couldn't have tolcetihruth—not when she
arrived;not everShe had too much to lose; more than he wouldlevaw.
She could not run the risk of losing Alexa, howeuefair to her daughter
that might be.



The bay Reed had chosen shelved steeply away feickla-shaped wedge
of coral sand. It meant he could anchor the yadtminvswimming distance
of the beach. And, because the bay was small weey not far from one of
the rocky headlands that jutted out into the watlen knew, from past
experience with Jon, that the waters around thkesrteemed with fish, and
she wondered if Reed had snorkelling equipment aard Not that she
wanted to go snorkelling with him, she remindedskHrseverely. So far
and no further, she thought, tipping her face ughésun. She'd be civil to
Reed, but that was all. Anything else was purenitga

Thinking of Reed, she looked around, and found Be tugging his polo
shirt over his head. It left his silvery blonde mstianding on end, and he
raked lazy fingers over his scalp to straightelt @lso exposed the muscled
expanse of his chest, with its slight covering wf-sbleached hair, which
arrowed down into the waistband of his shorts. Rdk too, the fact that it
was not only his face, arms and legs that werededrsun-tanned. His body
was, too, his shorts hanging low on sharply angipd.

'So,' he said, tossing his shirt aside, and Heléckty averted her eyes, 'Do
you want to come swimming before lunch?'

Helen took a steadying breath. 'Um—I don't knotwe' smurmured, wishing
she could be as unselfconscious as he was. 'l tdim&ther sunbathe.'

'If that's what you want to do,' he remarked flagulling off his trainers,
and then going forward to squat down beside a los&einto the polished
deck. Opening it, he unravelled the rope-laddet wes stored inside, and
dropped the end of it over the side. 'OK,' he sstidjightening and looking
at her again. 'I'll see you later." And, steppimgrahe rail, he dived into the
water.

Helen stepped forward at once, ridiculously anximuassure herself that he
had surfaced, but when his sleek wet head appedrede the water she
quickly stepped back again.

What now? she wondered, feeling the sun hot onsheulders, even
through the cotton of her top. Now that the boat bpped moving, the
heat was quite intense, and she knew if she intttoletay on deck she



would have to put some cream on her skin. Buh@asame time, she knew
it was pretty pointless to put cream on her shasldeshe did intend to go
swimming. It would be more sensible to swim filwhd put the cream on
later.

A glance across the water ascertained the faciRbatl had swum ashore,
and watching him wade out of the shallows and wgikhe white sandy

beach she felt a sense of envy. She could be dbiaig she thought

frustratedly, pressing her lips together. And wioy?nWhat was she afraid
of? Only herself!

With a clenching of her teeth, she unbuttoned tttk top and dropped it on
the deck. Her shorts soon followed, and she perohdtie edge of the roof
to unlace her boots and take them off, too. Thelijng the hem of the
panties of the swimsuit down over her buttocks vsaked to the side of the
boat.

As she dived into the water, she couldn't helprsse®f relief that she had
chosen to wear a fairly modestillot, instead of one of the bikinis she had
brought on holiday with her. At least it could l&ied on to stay in place.
And, when they came back to the boat and she habange into her dry
swimsuit, which was a bikini, she would simply jput her clothes as well.

The water was cool at first, but deliciously saftleer heated shoulders. It
was the first time she had ever swum in really deafer, her outings with
Jon always starting from the beach and seldom viegtéar from the shore.
In consequence, it was a whole new experienceshediucked and dived
delightedly, revelling in the new-found freedom.

It was a pity Reed wasn't with her, she reluctaatignowledged. It would
have been fun to have someone to share it withshiknew it was just as
well. It was hard enough to hang on to the pas.ditin't want to think how
she would react if he ever chose to test her hotesentment.

She surfaced again, and looked towards the beasmdd Bppeared to be
stretched out on the sand, and she watched hima few moments before
kicking her legs and swimming into shallower watehe told herself she



just wanted to find out where the shallower watgdn, but even after she
was able to touch bottom with her toes she kejaing.

And, because the only sound was the sound of thempshe wasn't really
surprised when Reed heard her splashing aboutsaing. 'So, you decided
to swim, after all,"” he commented, drawing up awgednd resting his elbow
on it. 'What are you waiting for? Aren't you comiaghore?’

Helen splashed her feet in the shallows. 'lt'shofy’ she said obliquely,
lifting her shoulders. 'It's all right for you, boty skin burns.’

'Yes.' Reed picked up a handful of sand, and ketifit through his fingers,
before saying thoughtfully, 'You do have very fskin, don't you? | once
knew a girl who had skin like yours.' He frowneshé was English, too.'

Helen's knees trembled, and she wished now shendnael left the boat.
Surely there was nothing about her that was famiitiaa swimsuit. He had
only seen her nakeéce. thankfuly, Reed seemed not to have noticed her
consternation. He appeared to be deep in thougttrealising she had to
distract him Helen uttered a sudden cry, and kickedhe water as if
something had startled her.

Immediately, Reed sprang to his feet, but her fibtaaghter caused him to
halt, uncertainly. 'Crabs,' she exclaimed, hurryimgxplain herself before
he jumped into the water to help her. 'Ugh!" Sheegarealistic shake of her
shoulders. 'l don't like crabs anywhere near ntee' gaused, to allow her
words to sink in, and then added firmly, 'l thilkdo back to the boat. It's
really too hot to sunbathe.’

'If that's what you want.' Reed's eyes droppedisvddbwn the whole length
of her body, and then, as if he suddenly didné ihat he was thinking, he
turned away. 'l may do the same.’

It wasn't exactly what Helen had had in mind, the sould hardly forbid
him from boarding his own yacht. Still, she did bavfew yards' advantage,
and turning she plunged back into deeper water.



He overtook her long before they reached the lzoat,Helen's legs lost all
co-ordination when he slowed to adjust his padets. In consequence, she
took an unwary breath and filled her lungs witht sater, and she added
coughing and spluttering to her other humiliations.

'‘Come on—I'll help you," Reed said, hiding his aemsnt with difficulty.
But Helen spurned his offer of assistance.

'l can manage,' she choked, testily, catching bbttle ladder hanging over
the side of the yacht, and forcing her feet onh® bbottom rung. Then,
ignoring the pain in her chest, she made a wob$temt to the deck, her
legs as weak as water as she climbed over the ralil.

Reed followed her up the rope-ladder, and as healbbksto move rather
more agilely than she was he reached the decksaalynds after her. And,
although Helen would have preferred to escape &dfrthe heads to get
changed, his presence made that impossible. Ihigdsoat, after all, and as
she realised belatedly that she hadn't even broaigbtvel with her she
knew she had to ask before taking anything fortgihrBut he beat her to it.

'I'm sorry," he said, as she struggled to compesself, and for a moment
she could only stare at him, uncomprehending. [&oeghing at you,' he
explained, squeezing the moisture out of his Faut you did look funny,

floundering about like that. | thought you werediing, at first, but then |

realised you were in real trouble.’

'l was not inreal trouble,'retorted Helen shortly, pulling the securing band
from her braid, and tugging angry fingers througdr bwn hair. 'l just
swallowed some water, that's all. Haven't you eloere that?'

'Of course | have,' said Reed soothingly. 'Everymaee | just don't want you
to think | was making fun of you.'

'‘Weren't you?' demanded Helen tautly, forgettindyer anger, that she was
supposed to be avoiding any controversial argumants Reed sighed.

'‘No," he said flatly. 'No, | wasn't.'



'Like hell," retorted Helen rudely, turning awaytReed's hand on her arm
prevented her escape.

''ve said I'm sorry,” he reminded her tersely, filgers around her
quivering biceps both firm and cold, and Helen shed.

‘All right,’ she said, realising she had gone @ but although she tried to
twist her arm free he didn't let her go.

'It's not all right," he contradicted, looking dovat her reddening flesh
between his fingers. 'What is it with you? Whytighat | have to be so
careful not to offend you? For God's sake, I'murokasonable. Why can't
you act like a normal woman?'

Helen took a deep breath. 'And how woulth@mal woman act?' she
retorted, not knowing how else to answer him, aegds eyes darkened
until they were almost black.

'Well, perhaps like this," he said, jerking her &ods him, and she sensed
that in that second they had crossed an invisifée Until then, he had been
in command of the situation, and, although sheliesh the one who had
started the argument, Reed had always been inatoBut suddenly the
tenor of their exchange had altered. In that fatefoment, the realities of
their situation ceased to exist. They were justa and a woman, and when
Reed's mouth came down on hers Helen was incapbpleventing it.

His arms went around her, hauling her close agaissivet body. And, in
spite of the fact that his skin was cold to herctgtheat was pulsing from
him. She knew she ought to protest, to stop himprevent what was
happening from going any further, but she didntit bhen. As his mouth
moved hungrily over hers, she felt herself respogda blind, instinctive
reaction to forces that were stronger than she knew

It was strange, she thought unsteadily, as herdhsmetad helplessly against
his damp chest, how the subconscious refused ltmnfdhe dictates of the
conscious mind. She was sure she had stifled #len@s Reed had once
aroused inside her, but she was wrong. With hissaraund her, with the



lean strength of his thighs pressed against héwes, hemories were
inescapable— and almost as seductive as they ledsoelong ago.

Only she wasn't a naive teenager now. She was aawowho was not
unaware of the demands of a man's body. Partigutad man's body. And,
when the moist pressure of his tongue sought ¢atngr mouth, she forced
herself to press her lips together and turn hed la@zy.

He let her go at once. It was as if her enforcéasad had brought him to his
senses. Wiping the back of his hand across hishmbetput some distance
between them, making an effort to calm himself beefooking at her again.

'Hell," he said at last, smoothing both hands over hisl lasahe spoke,
plastering his hair to his scalplhatwas not meant to happen.’

Helen, who was not half as controlled as he appigrassumed, managed a
slight shrug. 'These things happen,’ she murmunsteadily, desperate to
regain some sense of balance, but Reed's angressipn decried her

attempt to escape the consequences.

'‘Not to me,' he contradicted harshly, his moutbraitiding line. 'For God's
sake, Helen, what kind of man do you think I am?’

Helen could have told him, but she kept her moutht,snot least because
she was devastated by the realisation that shetileso vulnerable to him.
She had to remember that, as far as he was concéney hardly knew one
another. If she started acting as if somethinglierhad happened, he was
bound to get suspicious.

'It doesn't matter,’ she said at last, when it imecapparent that something
was required of her. 'Look, we—provoked you. Can't we just forget it? It
isn't that important.’

'‘Can you?'

Reed's face was half contemptuous now, but whétlagicontempt was for
her, or himself, she couldn't be certain.



'Please,’ she said, realising she had to defusesttuation before it got
totally out of hand, 'it was just a— a momentargraftion. On my part, as
well as yours. All—all we can do, is—put it out@ir minds.’

Reed regarded her with a speculative gaze. 'Antywil tell Jon what
happened?' he enquired flatly.

'‘No!" Helen's response was rather more forceful 8t could have wished,
but she couldn't help it. 'What— what would be ploent of that?' she asked,
less aggressively. 'I mean—it's nothing to do Wibh, is it?’

'Isn't it"" Reed arched one cynical brow. 'Oh—wtia hell"' He turned
away. 'How did we get into this situation?'

Helen took a steadying breath. 'I'm cold,’ she,sand although she knew
the shivery feeling she had was coming from insatker than outside her
body, she effected a convincing shudder. 'Couddke ta shower?'

Reed looked at her over his shoulder. 'Of coutse,tonceded, with an
indifferent gesture. 'You do know where the batmeare, don't you?'

'Yes.' Helen bit her lip. 'l won't be long.’

Amagzingly, the water in the shower was hot. In fabe could have had it
scalding hot, if she'd wanted. And she was tempiedeed, if she had
thought it was possible to burn the memory of Retmlich from hekin, she
would have done it. But, of course, it wasn't polesilnstead, she adjusted
the heat to a temperate forty degrees, and allahegulsing jets to rain
down upon her body.

And there was something infinitely soothing abaiainding there, letting
the water stream unheeded over her head and shaufie tipped her head
back, and let the spray beat against her closddisyEven so, she couldn't
wash her thoughts away, and the unbelievable awsaseof what had just
happened was always present.



But how had it happened? she asked herself bleldkly. had she let herself
respond to him, however fleetingly? She hated Hidn't she? She despised
him for what he had done to her, and to Alexa.

She opened her eyes again, and tried to re-evdh&ggtuation. At least she
had stopped him before anything irrevocable happesiee thought with
some relief. And he had only kissed her, for gosdhesake. She was
over-reacting like mad, to what had been—in actyalia simple mistake.

A mistake!

She reached for the plastic container of showethgelwas suspended from
the wall of the cubicle with shaking hands. Openinghe discovered it had
a distinctly masculine fragrance, and she guesteslas Reed's. But,
although the idea of using his soap was not appgeadhe decided she didn't
care what it smelled of. So long as it did the jehe thought grimly,
scooping a handful into her palm.

She lathered her arms and legs with rather mowatetian was strictly
necessary, but she still couldn't erase thoughtiseopossible consequences
of Reed's actions. Even though she told hersdiiithe had never set eyes
on him before this holiday, she would be actindedéntly, it didn't help.
Shehadset eyes on him. She had slept with him, for Gsakg! And she
had a daughter to prove it.

But he didn't know that, a small voice inside her argugdd if shewas

over-reacting to what had happened, so was he.N&tiy'themade light of
it?

Why hadn'the laughed it off? And why wabke behaving as if something
disastrous had happened?

Helen shook her head. She didn't want to think aB@ed's reactions. His
behaviour was not her concern. It was her ownrigslshe had to get into
perspective, and she wasn't making a terrificatlgdyjob of it.

She finished soaping her body, and then let thaeysgleanse her skin. She
watched the rivulets of water running from her Bteand thighs, pooling in



the tray at her feet, and then disappearing throlglgrille. She waited until
the water ran crystal-clear before turning off tdwyes. Then, stepping out of
the cubicle, she wrapped herself in one of the lmigerald bath-sheets she
found stacked on a rack.

Towelling herself dry, the truth, which so far shad avoided facing,

refused to be ignored any longer. There was ong explanation for the

way she had reacted, and although she might netitikit had to be

confronted. No matter how unreasonable it mightrselReed's kiss had
done more than just initiate a response from hehatd ignited some

dormant fuse inside her, and while it was possib& the way she was
feeling now had nothing whatsoever to do with wied happened between
them ten years ago, the fact remained that whaatteatted her to him then
attracted her still.

The mirror above the small Vanitory unit reflectd@ confusion she was
feeling. How was it possible that she could fegl atraction towards a man
who had taken their previous association so lightpw could she allow
his kiss to mean anything to her, when he didréneemember her name?

It was a painful revelation, and it was difficuét put on her clothes and
prepare to join him again. Once more, she wasamptsition of wishing she
had never set foot on this most beautiful of isanBow simple, in
retrospect, her life in England seemed.

Reed had evidently followed her example, and takshower. When Helen
emerged into the main cabin, she found him in ttexgss of preparing
lunch, but although he was wearing dry shorts lientod bothered to replace
his shirt.

The polished wood dining table was set with pla@tsnand silver cutlery.
The fragile stems of wine glasses reflected ishising surface, and Helen
concentrated on the table to avoid looking at Regolverful torso.

'l hope you like smoked salmon," he said suddesiyealing that, although
he had not actually looked in her direction, he aasre of her presence.
And taking her cue from him, Helen hesitated onlgament before seating
herself at the table.



'Mmm, | love it," she replied, as he set an icesh dif butter beside a crusty
wholemeal baguette. 'This looks nice,' she addedydod measure, almost
as if the idea of sitting in this confined spacéwihim, and eatingnything,
did not sound like anathema to her.

‘That's good.'

Reed looked at her then, a long considering loak Helen deflected by
refusing to meet his eyes. But she was aware thashook his head
somewhat grimly, before turning away to take albaif white wine from
the fridge.

'Do—er—do you need any help?' she ventured, afteoment, wondering
if he had forgotten to put out the rest of the folodt Reed made another
negative gesture.

'l can manage,' he assured her drily, uncorkingbibtde and filling her
glass, before setting it down on the table. 'Try Wine. | think it's been
chilling long enough.’

While Helen sipped her wine, Reed produced a wkateked salmon,
sliced and scattered with capers, on a silver #ayooden bowl was next,
spilling over with a crisp salad, and tub of sdfeese that looked white and
creamy. Evidently, when the master of the housea$dr a picnic lunch,
nothing was too much trouble, she thought irreléya@ertainly, this meal
bore no resemblance to any picnic she had eveapépBut then, she was
not in the habit of sharing her food with someoirieReed’'s unlimited
resources.

'Help yourself," he said now, sliding on to the dpagite opposite, and
pushing the smoked salmon towards her. He pickethepottle. 'More
wine?'

'‘Oh—no. Not yet.'

Helen slid her fingers protectively over the rimhefr glass. The wine was
delicious, and she could feel it releasing at leddtle of the tension inside



her. But, because of that, it was dangerous, amthati no intention of being
caught off guard again.

'‘As you like." Reed filled his own glass, and wattther as she made a
complete hash of trying to lift a little of the skeal salmon on to her plate.
‘Do you want me to do that?'

Helen sighed, and put down the serving fork. ' yeouldn't mind..."
' don't mind,' he replied, in a completely neutrailce. 'Give me your plate.'

A few moments later, the plate was set in fronthef again, the salmon
glistening appetisingly on a bed of salad, withreagyous portion of cream
cheese for garnish. There was more than she wawie given herself, and
she couldn't help noticing that he was not hal§soerous when it came to
his own plate. Indeed, he seemed as lacking intap@es she was herself,
and she found herself wishing she could say somgtto alleviate the

situation.

'Will—er—uwill we be going back after lunch?' shékad at last, unable to
think of anything else, and Reed's mouth compressed

'Immediately after," he assured her briefly, segniinfind the wine of more
interest than the food. 'Don't worry. Despite yauokiety, you're perfectly
safe with me.’

Helen took a deep breath. 'I'm not anxious,' sloéaded, and although the
words sounded defensive, it was true. No matter inaiiely it might seem
in the circumstances, she did trust him. But whetthat trust was based on
her knowledge of his love for his son, or from soaotker source, she
couldn't be absolutely certain.

'No?' Reed questioned now, regarding her with secegticism. 'Forgive
me if | find that hard to believe.’

Helen bent her head. 'That's your problem,’ sttbtaatly.



'Yes, it is.' Reed's fingers drummed on the tabteafmoment. 'Or rather,
you are,’ he addeédypically. He paused, and then continued softly, ‘Because we
have met before, haven't we, Helen? As soon aghtd you, it all fell into
place.’



CHAPTER EIGHT

HELEN jumped out of the launch as soon as it nudgegethe And, leaving
Reed to see to its mooring, she walked quicklyhgopath to the house. He
called her name once, but she pretended not to Bé& needed to get
away—not just from him, but from everyone. She mekd little space to
marshal her thoughts, to consider what she waggdoido. But, most of all,
she needed some time to cope with her emotions.h&tebeen fighting
tears for far too long, and she needed the refishedding them.

But not yet, she thought resignedly, realising @as waiting for her on the
veranda. Evidently he was feeling much better, simel reflected on the
irony that it was she who had the headache now. Fndiasn't alone, she
saw, running a nervous hand round the back of &ek,rwhich was damp
with sweat. A girl, probably someone of Jon's dgelen estimated, or
younger, was seated in the rattan chair next tq hitm of Coke dangling

from her fingers, and one bare leg draped proveelgtover the arm of the

chair. And, as she was wearing only a silky vest skimpy satin shorts,

little was left to the imagination.

'Where have you been?' Jon exclaimed as Helenegoen getting up and
going to meet her. With a humorous expression bgliie belligerence of
his words, he put his arm about her shoulders pand to kiss her.

It took the utmost effort for Helen not to turn lace away from his seeking
lips. As it was, his mouth only grazed hers, byigily Jon didn't seem to
notice. 'l was beginning to think you'd left meg' femarked, hugging her
against him as they walked towards the verandaydncknow what time it
is? It's half-past four!

'l know. I'm sorry.' Helen thought those words wkeeeoming an integral
part of her vocabulary. "Your— your father took sading. It took longer to
get back than we thought.’

'No kidding?' Jon's response was sardonic, bugrhile softened the impact
of his words. 'Well, anyway, | haven't exactly befsolate. Susie's been
keeping me company, haven't you, Susie?'



The girl shared Jon's smile, but the look she besticon Helen was rather
less friendly. 'Any time," she conceded, runningrist-tipped fingers
through her spiky blonde hair. 'We go way back,der, Jon?'

'As far as it goes,' Jon agreed easily, forceeéttéiklen go as they climbed
the steps to where Susie was sitting. 'Anyway, suglaat do you think of
my lady? Didn't | tell you | had impeccable taste?'

Helen stepped quickly aside when he would hav@sthis arm around her
again, cringing at the callow introduction. Thissaa side of Jon she had
never appreciated, and it was galling to think wls noticing it now, and
comparing him with his father.

'Hi.'

Susie's greeting was less than enthusiastic, anenHpiessed she was
disappointed that theitete-a-tetehad been interrupted. Helen knew a
moment's impatience. She wondered how long Jonbkad entertaining
her, and whether the headache he had had thatmgonad been not as
debilitating as he had made out. She couldn't hetghink that if Jon had
not abandoned her to his father's mercies, shedwoodl now be in the
position she was in. In consequence, her sympatve® definitely
strained.

'So what's up with you, then?' Jon enquired pengglgt when Helen made
no attempt to be sociable. 'Oh, | know. You'reifegguilty for leaving me
alone for so long."'

'l am not feeling guilty,’ retorted Helen between teeth, although the truth
was, she was—if not for the reasons he imagined.

'Well, OK." Jon's teasing expression disappeaRad, in case it's of any
interest to you, yes, | am feelingh vetter." He paused, and then added acidly,
'l can see you're just dying to know.'

'Oh, | am.'



Helen sighed, wishing she could sound more convgndsut it was difficult
to speak objectively when all she could think abeas how long it might
take Reed to tie up the launch, and follow heraihé house.

"You don't sound it,’ declared Jon accusingly, éidgpa martyred air.
'‘Anyway, if it hadn't been for Susie, I'd have dpanpretty miserable
afternoon. And | was worried about you, if you mkisdw. You could have
fallen overboard—drowned—anything!

| wish, thought Helen cynically, and then stiflbéeé inegative thought. There
was no future in feeling sorry for herself now, dmew, and if not for
herself, for Alexa, she had to control her fears.

'I'm sorry," she said again, trying to inject soen@otion into her voice. 'Of
course | care about how you feel. But | wasn'thow you'd make such
a—such a swift recovery.'

'Perhaps not.' Jon shrugged. 'So—where did you go?"

'Where did we go?' echoed Helen blankly, castingraous look over her
shoulder. And then, realising they were waiting #or answer to the
guestion, she forced herself to concentrate. 'Oh—some bay, near St
George's.'

'Coral Cove?"

Helen licked her lips. 'That could be it. | donftokv. It—er—it was very
pretty.'

'Yes, it is.' Jon was looking distinctly less hlestiow. The land shelves
away quickly from the beach, doesn't it? And yon aachor really close to
the shore.'

‘That's right.'

But Helen was in no mood to stand discussing itatmeShe desperately
wanted to get away before Reed put in an appearandalespite her efforts



she was amazed Jon couldn't see the duplicity nirfdoe. But then, why
would he? she reflected bitterly. He trusted herd Ae trusted his father.

'What did you think of the yacht?' Jon asked navd she had to drag her
attention back from the brink.

'Oh—it's beautiful,’ she exclaimed, and then, sgadj there was one way,
however humiliating, to get out of this, she add&Ut I'm afraid |
discovered that I'm not a very good sailor. —emwals seasick.’

‘No!'

Jon was instantly sympathetic, the last of higahility giving way to
genuine compassion, but Helen didn't want his pity.

'Yes,' she said, effecting a rueful grimace. 'lmmsge that's why you thought
| was so unsympathetic. Quite honestly, | still ‘tl/deel totally normal.'
Which was the truth.

'Oh, baby!" There was no way of avoiding the hug dJave her then, and
Helen managed not to flinch from his embrace. 'Vdidn't you say so
straight away? Wait until | speak to the old madhhave something to say
about his seamanship!

'Oh, no—please.' Helen felt a wave of perspiratibeak out on her
forehead, and what little colour she had desertad 't wasn't his fault.
Honestly.'

And it wasn't. But she could hardly tell Jon thasens why she had felt so
nauseous on the way back. Being seasick had beebddy's way of
rejecting a situation that was rapidly becomingeiietisible. But how long
could she hide her feelings from him?

'Well, anyway, after what he's had to say abouthanigation in the past, |
shall definitely say something,' Jon insisted, igng. 'l guess he told you |
turned the last boat over? Yes, | somehow thoughtduld.'



Helen managed a faint smile. 'Well, that's yourbpgm," she murmured,
pressing her hand against his chest so he wasdfdaeelease her.
'However, if you don't mind, I'd like to go up anave a shower. I'm feeling
rather hot and sticky.’

'OK," Jon acquiesced. 'Where is Dad, by the way¥tDell me you had to
swim home?'

'Of course not.' Helen could legitimately look behiher now, and her
heartbeats accelerated at the sight of Reed coapnthe path from the
dock. 'Um—here he is now. I—I'll leave him to tgtu all about it." She
turned to the other girl then, obliged to make saeffert to be polite.
'Er—nice to have met you, Susie. Maybe I'll see ggain some time.'

'I'm sure you will," promised Susie pleasantly, that expression in her eyes
belied the innocence of her words. 'I'll look fordido it,' she added, but

Helen hurried into the house with the distinct iegsion that she and Susie
were not destined to be friends.

However, Helen forgot all about Susie when shelreddhe sanctuary of
her own apartments. Closing the door, she leaninsigthe panels and
closed her eyes, welcoming the coolness of the vem@inst her back. It
was such a relief to be alone at last, and shellegpa weary sigh before
pushing herself away from the door, and walkingossrthe floor. The
carpet was springy beneath her feet, and, tugdinigeo boots, she curled
her toes into its soft pile. The compensationfeffltesh, she thought wryly.
Surround yourself with enough physical barriersy gou began to think
you were spiritually unassailable. But you wereniEventually,
something—er someone-scaled the defences you had put up, and tore
them down, leaving you weak and defenceless. Asve® now, she
acknowledged dully. As she had been ever since Restk his startling
statement on the yacht.

She had been totally unprepared for it. But thenanyone ever really
prepared for the worst? she wondered. You think oy but when it
happens you soon realise you aren't. Until thésha! had had to cope with
was her own sense of grievance against Reed, wamakeflection did not
seem half so terrible as she had made it. But sadgenly, she was faced



with a whole new set of circumstances, and the kefypectation that
sooner or later Reed might put two and two togethrat realise he was
Alexa's father.

Of course, it hadn't happened yet, and perhagvegmvould. But could she
take that chance? Certainly, she had not had trttarik of that when Reed
had first made his accusation. Her initial reactiaa been dulled by what
had gone before, and she was still fighting thédioas attraction his kiss
had inspired. Indeed, she had been trying so labedhave naturally that,
even when he'd said what he had, she didn't imnedgieomprehend what
he was implying. But Reed had been determinedstiashould...

'l said—we have met before, haven't we?' he regeateshe shredded the
smoked salmon on her plate. 'Years ago. In Londban exhibition at the
Korda Gallery, if | remember correctly.' He stagcher grimly. 'Was that
why you were so anxious to deny the fact that yad worked in an art
gallery—however briefly?'

Helen couldn't answer him. For four days she hauh ltieing in fear of his
remembering who she was, and, now he had, shepeasidess.

'l knew there was something familiar about you ¢betinued, watching her
with dark, assessing eyes. 'But— your hair washibeigthen—redder; and
you were— well, not so slim.’

Puppy fat, Helen could have told him bitterly, &® tmemories came
flooding back. She had been heavier in those dagispreasts fuller, her
hips rounder. Which had made her look older, shaiteldd. Reed had
obviously assumed she was well above the age cfecwrwhen he... Of
course, she could also have added that having ya drab having to hold
down a job as well as look after it refined the yedesources. And she
didn't regret losing the weight. She would probdtdye done so anyway, as
she got older. As for her hair—well, she did us®r@ng shampoo these
days, that, over the years, had muted its brileanc

'l am right, aren't 1?" Reed asked now, takinglp glihis wine, revealing by
his actions that he was not as calm as he wouilHir to believe. 'Say
something, for God's sake!'



Helen thought about denying it, but she quicklycdigled that notion. She
had the feeling that she would arouse more suspigyorefusing to admit
the truth than by being at least partially honest.

‘All right,’ she said. 'We did—know one another@rBut, as you say, it was
a long time ago."'

‘Ten years at least," agreed Reed, his brows dgawgether incredulously.
'My God! And you weren't going to tell me, were Yowhat kind of a fool
do you think I am?"

Helen stared at him. What kind of a fool didethink he was? He had a
nerve.

'Why do you think | should have told you?' she d¢eted, her nails digging
into her palms. 'You didn't remember me. You diéwén remember my
name!'

'l didn'tknowyour name," Reed retorted harshly.
You did--'

'‘No." Reed's jaw hardened. 'My memory may not lgpoas as it used to be,
but if I'd known your name I'd have remembered it.'

'‘But you must have.'

'Why must 1?" His brow lifted. 'If you remember, rointroduction
was—unconventional, to say the least.'

And it had been. In spite of herself, Helen couldigény the surge of
merriment that rose inside her at his words. Buw#s a hysterical
merriment at best, that caught in her throat araipehoked her. Besides,
this was no time to have hysterics. His explanatiat made her think, and
she didn't want that. She didn't want to considat $he might not even have
told him her name. And that if she hadn't...



'l don't suppose | thought names were importaatyvant on wearily. 'Not
then, at any rate. And afterwards, after we—waeall frad gone.’

"You expected me to remember yours,' put in Hekfertsively, and Reed
sighed.

'l suppose that's true,’ he admitted. 'But as he@ethe exhibition at the
gallery, | suppose it was easier for you.' He pdu#etually the gallery was
owned by a friend of Tori's. That was how | caméeanvolved.'

'Oh." Helen was momentarily silenced. So Victawa, had played her part.
Thank God, she hadn't kept in touch with Bryan korde knew nothing
about what had happened to her afterwards.

'Had you forgotten that?' Reed asked now, and Haleugged. It was easier
to pretend than to answer him. But if she had hdapatiwas the end of his
guestions, she was mistaken. Reed was determinbdvi® his pound of
flesh.

'So why didn't you say anything?' he demandedsliae you were hoping
that | wouldn't remember.’

"There was Jon,' said Helen quickly, moisteninglipst 'l—are you going
to tell him now?"

Reed's long fingers massaged the stem of his wass.gThen he lifted his
head and looked at her again. 'Do you expect nie to?

'l don't know. | don't know what you're going ta do 1?' Helen was feeling
slightly sick. 'l suppose you think | shouldn't basome.’

'Where?' Reed's lips twisted. 'With me today? (B¢anuda?'
"Why—to Bermuda, of course.'
'‘But you didn't know, did you?' he pointed outyriTori told me about the

mix-up over the surname.' He paused. 'Would youe haame if you'd
known Jon's name was Wyatt?"



Helen couldn't look at him. 'l—probably.’

‘There are you, then.' Reed made a sound of ftisstraSo, life serves up
these little difficulties from time to time. We jusave to deal with them.’

Helen hesitated. 'H-how?"
Reed sighed. 'How do you want to deal with it?'
'I've told you—I don't know.'

'‘No." Reed took another mouthful of wine. 'No, yaon't, do you? That's
why we're having this conversation, | suppose.’

'I'm sorry.'

Helen spoke tensely, but she wasn't really sorrgl,fee knew it. She could
tell from the way he was looking at her, and inespf herself she felt a shaft
of apprehension penetrate her stomach. Dear Gaat, wduld she do if he
touched her now? He could. It might amuse him tsooAnd she didn't
really know if she had the will to resist him.

'So,' he said, 'let me get this straight. The reason you didn't tell me who
you were was because of Jon?'

'Yes." It was an easy answer.

'What if | say | don't believe you?'

Helen caught her breath. 'It's true.’

Is it?’

‘Yes. In any case——

She broke off awkwardly, thinking better of whaedtad been about to say,

but Reed wouldn't let her gatvay with that. 'In any case—what?' he
prompted evenly. 'Go on. I'm listening."'



Helen heaved a sigh. 'You—you were married.’

' Werebeing the operative word.' He hesitated. 'l hopg'rg not thinking
what | think you're thinking." He regarded her qically, and when she
didn't elucidate he went on, 'l didn't have a wifexplain my actions to, if
that's your opinion of events. Diana and | hadtggh months before |
attended that exhibition. As I'm sure Jon's told,yshe left me for an
American football player. Someone who—in her wordbdn't
immediately think of a computer when she mentiobed!"

Helen swallowed. 'So you say.'

'So | know.' Reed groaned. 'Why would | lie abad@t It can easily be
proved.'

'Well, it's nothing to do with me.’

'Isn't it?' Reed looked sceptical. 'l rather thdugbu thought it was." He
rested his elbow on the table, and cupped hisichims hand. 'So, what is
the reason for the way you're looking at me? 4f nitbt that, it has to be
something else.'

"You're imagining things.'

'‘Am 1?' He picked up his glass again, and lookdteabver the rim. 'What if
| say: think it has to do with what happened that nighH#&paused. ‘Do you
want me to apologise? It's a little late, but l'nitg prepared to do it, if it will

do any good. You shouldn't have walked out on na&ad quite sober in the
morning.’'

'You—bastard!

Helen would have got up then, but he wouldn't &t his hand imprisoning
hers on the table. 'l knew it,;" he said grimly,sh& gazed at him with
hate-filled eyes. 'l knew there had to be a reastashook his head. 'But
just tell me—how was | supposed to know, hmm?' Héd off as she had
done earlier, but, unlike her, he didn't need aynpting to continue when
she didn't answer him. '"You should have told me,said, thwarting her



efforts to get free of him without too much difflgu 'l realise you won't
believe this now, but | don't make a habit of séumyaoirgins, however
willing they might appear.'

"You're right,’ said Helen harshly. 'l don't bebeyxou.’

'Why not?' He gazed at her consideringly. "You nhaste known | was
attracted to you. For heaven's sake, | still amdatBhwhat all this is about,
isn'tit? If I hadn't touched you just now--'

'I don't want to talk about it.'

'Well, damn you, | do." He ground out the wordeck—if you and Jon are
going to have any kind of a future together, yod &have got to get this
settled.'

'Get what settled?"

"This whole situation,' said Reed heavily, relegsirer arm now. And,
although she could have left the table then, sbe'tdiinstead, she stayed
where she was, rubbing her wrist to restore trmutation.

Reed poured himself more wine, and she noticedystliimconsequentially,

that his hand was not quite steady, clatteringnéek of the bottle against
the rim of the glass. It made him seem more vulsleraomehow, and

although she didn't want to feel any compassiorhiior she couldn't help

the feelings that rose inside her. And, as mudhitie them as anything, she
said, 'You—actually expect me to stay here?'

'On the island? Yes. What else can you do?' Resalgh compressed. 'If
you haven't told Jon about us yet, you can hardlganow.’

Helen's hands clenched together in her lap. 'l—etbul

'l don't think so." Reed looked down into his glasiet unless you want to
sever your—relationship completely.'

Helen bit her lip. 'We don't have that kind of—at@nship."'



'So what kind of relationship do you have?' Reeguerd flatly. 'I'd be
interested to know.'

'It's nothing to do with you.'
'No. So you said before.’
Helen frowned. 'When?'

‘This morning.' Reed's lips curled. "You practigdit my head off for
suggesting you might know if Jon was still in bed.'

'Oh, yes.' Helen had forgotten that.

'However, it does surprise me," went on Reed lgvélmean—there have
been other men in your life, haven't there?'For @ment, she didn't
understand him, and her face suffused with indigoafour. But then, the
realisation of what he meant, and Alexa's parthis, tsobered her. She
couldn't arouse his suspicions now, by resentingtwie saw as simple
logic.

'Yes,' she said now, looking down at her handsrdwas—someone else.'

‘Justonesomeone?’ he enquired sceptically, and she krsemdden desire to
smash her fist into his sardonic face.

'Oh, go to hell!" she choked unwisely, scrubbing kmuckles across her
cheeks, and she was frustrated to hear the begr&gmor in her voice.

'No doubt I will," he countered, lifting his har@lmassage the muscles at the
back of his neck. 'But, for now, | suggest we tng anake some effort to be
civil with one another.'’

Helen shook her head. 'Why should we?' she demadadrbingly aware
that his action had exposed the growth of hair tlestled in the hollow of
his armpit. 'What good will that do?' she addedhuauit really thinking what
she was saying, anguished by the wave of heatwihatthreatening to
consume her.



'It might just persuade my son that you don't mayeguts!" muttered Reed,
aware of her eyes upon him. 'You're not a convmeictress, Helen. | was
already having doubts about you.'

'So what?"

She refused to let him see how his words distutsrd but Reed took her
answer differently.

'So," he said savagely, ‘it may be ten years sieeneant anything to one
another, but--'

'We nevermeant anything to one another!'

'—but, believe it or not, there are some thingsualyou | just know. Call it
a sixth sense, extra-sensory perception, anyttondige. The fact remains,
| did make some impression on your life, or you ldati be acting as if I'd
raped you! All right. | know what | did was wronigiit you weren't exactly
fighting me off.’

Helen gasped. 'You flatter yourself.'
‘Do I?'

He was surveying her rather wearily now, and shewkthat she had to
distract his attention, before he saw somethingemmeyes she would rather
he didn't see.

'‘And you're bloody arrogant,’ she said, sayingfitls¢ thing that came into
her head. 'l suppose it doesn't occur to you tiktthiat | might have wanted
to forget that particular incident in my life, do&® Oh, no. Even after ten
years, you still think you're unforgettable!'

‘That's not what | meant, and you know it,' Reedlamed indignantly. 'My
God, I've never considered myself any great cdielieve me! And, as far
as the past is concerned, we both know now thapesignged association
between us would have been totally impracticable.’



Why?'

The question should never have been voiced, b again her tongue was
running ahead of her brain, with disastrous conseces.

'Why?' Reed echoed the word wryly. 'Well—I shoudavér thought that was
fairly obvious.'

Helen stiffened. 'Because we are from differentkemunds?' she asked
scornfully, but Reed only shook his head.

'‘No,' he said, leaning towards her. 'Don't be na¥a heard what Luther
Styles said the other night. I'm Jon's father, 'at@n knew | was too old for
you then, and | should have had more sense. Yotiimaus thought so, too.
Or you wouldn't have walked out on me, would you?'

Helen's teeth tore into her lower lip. She hadkedlout' on him, as he put
it, for reasons she couldn't begin to explain t@ hiow. For one thing she
had had her parents to think about. Even withogitaibvious connotations
of what had happened, at sixteen she had beemfinaid to face what she
had done.

‘At least | know why you've been treating me like devil incarnate,' he
said suddenly, emptying his glass with one deffemitrish. He tilted his

head back and looked at her. 'You never forgave diaeyou? Will you

believe me if | tell you | never forgave myself?"

Helen couldn't take much more. 'Can't we just forgbout it?' she
exclaimed at last. 'Please—I don't want to thingudlit any more.'

‘All right." Reed tipped up the wine bottle, fouitdvas empty too, and
scowled. 'But | want to ask you one more thing.'

Helen pressed her knees together. 'What?'

He pushed the bottle and glass aside and stretaneds the table. Without
giving her time to guess what he was about to @ocurved his fingers



about her throat, and she gazed at him in horrohiashand slowly
tightened.

'l want to know why you walked out on me," he saial she thought for a
moment that history was about to repeat itself.yQhis time, he wasn't
drunk, just determined. 'What happened?' he dendaridiel I— hurt you?'

'I—I--" She could hardly speak, and as if justisag his own strength his
fingers relaxed. 'Yes." The word was choked. "igs) did," she lied
unsteadily. And then, tearing his hand from heiknshe scrambled off the
banquette. 'l want you to take me back now,' she@tioarsely, and leaving
the table she crossed the floor, and stumbled wwp dfairs of the
companionway.



CHAPTER NINE

OF coursg that was when she had been sick, Helen rememlrener
halting by the french doors that led out on tolbecony; not on the journey
home, as she had let Jon believe. For what hadeskkke hours, she had
knelt against the rail of the yacht, emptying hengach into the translucent
waters of the bay. She had gone on retching loieg @ifere was nothing left
inside her to bring up, and running a hand ovefflaemidriff now, she felt
the ache of muscles that had been badly abused.

And what had. Reed said that had been so shattafteg all? Why had she
been so upset because her masquerade was ovea3nt as if he had
threatenetb expose her to Jon. On the contrary, he hadisaiganted to
put things right between them because of Jon. hadtwasn't exactly what
she had wanted to hear, and she didn't know why.

And why had he wanted to know why she had left Kuat night? It wasn't
as if he had cared, one way or the other. She hadght—no, not
thought—hoped, expecteldelieved she would see him again, when she'd
left the hotel in the early hours of the morning kiad known where she
worked, after all. She had told him about the waag letting him think she
was supporting herself at college. But, six weelter] when she'd
discovered she was pregnant, he was not aroundhade't been around
since that fateful night, and because of what heggpaned her parents had
insisted she give up her part-time job.

Initially, she had never told anyone, not evengeagents, who Alexa's father
was. She had let them think it was someone fromwiine bar, who had

taken her out and taken advantage of her. It waerthat way. To have
explained that she had been seduced by a man rsesdyteen years her
senior, a man her father could have traced, woaNe fbbeen too humiliating.

Instead, she had insisted on having her baby, laeyad agreed to help
her.

She had half believed Reed must have been maitidtd been some
solace when she was feeling particularly low. &rti excuse what he had



done, but it did explain why he had never triedde her again. And, at that
time* she had clutched at any straw.

It was obvious now that he had had no such commitnse she should have
been feeling even more anger towards him; but somehe wasn't. In fact,
she felt empty inside, and it wasn't just a physioadition, she admitted
ruefully. It was as if all her life she had beentimg for this moment, and
now that it had happened it was just an anticlimax.

Of course, there was still Alexa to consider. Bueast her identity was no
longer in jeopardy. Reed evidently assumed thaer aheir brief affair,
there had been a procession of other men. It Wiagyéo havehim think
it—but it afforded her daughter some protection.

She sighed. Fate was a funny thing. Just whenhaught you had your life

in shape, something happened to distort it. Iften’t met Jon in that bar in
Germany, she wouldn't be here. And if she hadrfkedbat the wine bar in

Kensington, she would never have got to know Bigarda.

She sighed. Of course, to be absolutely fair, dhaulsein't have been
working in the wine bar. She really hadn't been efbugh to work on
licensed premises, but if she hadn't been theree@ould not have asked
her to help out at the Korda Gallery on the evemihthpe party. And if she
hadn't gone to the party, she wouldn't have metiRee

It was because Clive, who owned the wine bar, wiziead of her father's
that he had agreed to take her on. She had onlyeddhere evenings, of
course. During the day, she had attended the $ecaktarial college.

And, as it happened, the wine bar was next dottret¢orda Gallery. Bryan
Korda was a regular patron of Clive's, and overféhemonths she worked
there Helen had got to know him quite well. Witk Bhcouragement, she'd
visited the gallery, and because she became iteergsit he had spent a lot
of time teaching her about art. In consequenceherodd occasions when
his receptionist was absent due to illness, odags, he had asked Helen to
fill in for her. She couldn't always do it, natdyalHer college work had
always come first. But during her own holidays, amwdthe occasional
evening, she had taken him up on his offer.



That was how she'd come to be there on the fawfehing of the
exhibition. Clive had been asked to cater for teng and, because casual
waiters were not that easy to come by, he had bduksitation in asking
Helen if she would mind helping out.

Helen remembered she had been delighted to ddé.Had been quite
excited at the prospect of attending the partywiratever capacity, and
Bryan Korda had promised she would have plentynoé to enjoy herself.
Looking back now, she suspected everyone had thehghvas attracted to
him, but that had never been a factor in theirti@ighip. Even though he
had been no older than Reed, she had never thofighin in that way.
Indeed, until Reed came along she hadn't had nmietest in men, young
or old, even though, working in the wine bar, shad thad lots of
propositions.

The night of the party, she had left home earlydlp Clive set up the bar in
the gallery. She had worn a new outfit, she remeethe red polyester shirt
that looked like silk to her uncultured eyes, atatk velvet trousers that
had accentuated the length of her legs. Of colms&jng back now, she
recognised the fact that the clothes had madedog&rdlder than she was,
but Clive had approved, and she had felt good.

The drinks had been set up, with Clive's barmachiarge, and the buffet
tables had been laid with finger- food of all kindBhere had been
hors-d'oeuvre of shrimp and caviare, quiches, velents filled with spicy

meats and chicken, sausage rolls, bacon rolls atsddf rich pies and
tartlets. There had been a side of ham, a smoketbsashe remembered,
her stomach curdling a little at the thought, an@@aormous bow! of punch,
whose fruitful origins had been lavishly splicedwium.

The guests had started arriving at about half-gi&asbut it was nearly seven
before Reed appeared. Helen had known the minutadharrived, because
Bryan went rushing off to meet him, and her firbingse of her nemesis
had been across the heads of the other guests.

Of course, she had not expected to meet him hekselhad been the guest
of honour, and, although Bryan could be charmingmthey were alone, on
occasions like this he tended to panic. Besidesresdlly had had nothing to



do with the exhibition. She was just a kid Bryamrid it amusing to
cultivate. Not someone who deserved a personaldattion.

All the same, Helen had found her eyes drawn todRegmin and again
during the evening. She didn't really know why. &8ryhimself was more
conventionally handsome than his visitor. But thieael been something
about Reed that attracted her, and she'd watcleeddmen who warranted
his attention with an undeniable feeling of envyhéel seemed so worldly,
so sophisticated, she reflected now. As well dsdal lean, with clothes
that fitted him in all the right places so that yware left in no doubt as to
the width of his shoulders or the muscular powehisflegs. And, whereas
Bryan got all hot and bothered in situations likist Reed evidently took it
all in his stride. He was polite and well-manneteglsmiled frequently, and
if he wasn't a connoisseur he certainly knew enalghut art to convince
his attentive audience.

Helen sighed. She had been so naive then, shehthimaatiently. For the
first time in her life, she had encountered a mdmse personality had
overridden all her preconceived ideas about seterAdll, he must have
been in his early thirties at that time, with aragutheekbones, and deeply
carved grooves beside his mouth. Not at all thd kinman she would have
expected herself to be attracted to. And yet freenmhoment he walked into
the room she had been aware of him, and she hait ligtit the urge to put
herself within his charmed circle.

But she had met him, she remembered ruefully, thowgj in the way she
would have wished. She had been circulating ambeaguests, offering a
tray of champagne cocktails, when one of the oMsnen had backed right
into her.

Remembering it now, Helen still cringed at heriatireaction when the
woman had barged into her. She had had no hopavofgsthe tray from
disaster. The woman had been tall, and much maeliduilt than Helen
was. In addition to which she was teetering onctittiusly high heels, so
that she lost her balance, and tried to grab Hébtesave herself. In
consequence, they all went down—Helen, the trag the woman.



Of course, it caused an immediate uproar, with [gedpdging out of the
way of spilling champagne and flying glass. Bryashred across to see what
was happening, and looking up into his infuriatedef Helen knew he was
going to blame her for what had happened. It didgl} to discover that the
woman who was presently being helped, protestmdner feet was none
other than Lady Elizabeth Benchley, one of theegg most generous
patrons. Nor that most of the liquid had fallen e back of Lady
Benchley's gown, which just happened to be a Digyireal.

'I'm so sorry," Bryan was saying, over and ovelirgggs Helen extricated

herself from the tray, and scrambled to her f@état girl is so clumsy, you

wouldn't believe! What can | say? She should neage been allowed near
a tray of drinksi'

‘Are you all right?'

It was as Helen was standing staring, red-facedBrgan and Lady
Benchley that she heard the low attractive voicgregsing her, and her
breath caught in her throat.

'I—I think so," she got out, turning jerkily to 'abim, and Reed touched her
waist with a steadying hand.

"You're not cut, are you?' he added, the distracit of a smile tugging at the
corners of his mobile mouth. "You both went downyehard.’

Helen's lips quivered. 'l know," she choked outuanontrollable tide of
mirth rising inside her now that she could see tirdy Lady Benchley's
pride had been dented. 'Oh, God! Bryan's goindltonie!

'I'd be more inclined to kill him first,' remark&ked drily. 'He appears to be
loading you with all the blame."

Helen sobered as she met Bryan's angry eyes. "Wellvas my fault,’ she
murmured unhappily. 'Oh, lord, do you think LadynBRley will expect me
to compensate her for a new dress?"



'‘She may send the bill for its cleaning to theaggll but it wasn't your fault,’
declared Reed flatly. 'l saw what happened, andwstiieed right into you.'

Helen swallowed and looked back at him. For a feamants she had
forgotten who she was talking to, and now, reaijsitnat she had said, she
felt the hot colour stain her cheeks once again.

'‘Um—well, thank you," she said uncomfortably, awé#rat Bryan was
unlikely to take her word for it. 'l—er— I'd bettgo and get a brush and
dustpan, and clear this mess up.'

'l help you,' said Reed, squatting down and beumig to gather the larger
pieces of glass on to the



tray, and Helen was gazing at him disbelievinglyewlBryan observed
what was happening.

Excusing himself from Lady Benchley, he came acrtmsshem, his
expression one of utter condemnation. 'What thedeelyou think you're
doing?' he demanded of Helen. And then, to ReedWWhitt, really, there's
no need for you to do this.’

Reed straightened. 'l was just helping your assistat.' He pushed his
hands into the pockets of his suit jacket. ‘Accidemill happen.’

'This was no accident,’ retorted Bryan, turningkbimcHelen. 'It was rank
carelessness! Hasn't anyone ever told you that w&re carrying a tray of
glasses you don't go bumping into people?"

1 didn't—

'Don't you dare deny it! What are you saying? Thatly Benchley
deliberately caused you to knock her down?'

'No, of course not, she backed into me--'

'‘Nonsense! You obviously weren't looking where yoere going,’ Bryan

informed her coldly. 'l should have known bettertho allow you to help

out on an important occasion like this. Well, y@an@o and get your coat,
because you're fired! Do you understand? | donfitw@ see you in this
gallery ever again, do you hear me? And," he adulting his lips close to
her ear, 'l shall have something to say to Clive rtlext time | see him.
Something about the dangers of employing understajé'

'l think you're being a little hasty, Korda," Raeterposed at this point, but
Helen didn't wait to see if his intervention didyagood. She was hurt, and
humiliated, and as she pushed her way throughhtioag of people, who

had been watching the display with undisguisedosits, she was sure they
all blamed her for what had happened.

Stan Macdonald, Clive's barman, caught her arnh@e$rished past him to
collect her belongings. 'Hey— what's going on?asieed, but although his



tone was not accusatory Helen could only shakenbad. Her eyes were
burning with the effort of holding back her teaasd, grabbing her black
jacket from the office, she hurried out the door.

In the alleyway that ran between the gallery amdaine bar, she stopped to
blow her nose and recover her composure. She cogdrhome in this
state, and while she was tempted to go and tele@hat had happened she
was very much afraid he would have little sympatbry her. And when
Bryan was through complaining about her, she dilimik she'd have a job
at the wine bar either. Clive wouldn't want to rigking his licence, and the
few pounds a week she had earned to supplemefdrthly income would
be forfeited.

She sighed, hunching her shoulders against thateaigy. It was so unfair,
she thought, pushing the damp tissue she had b&eg back into her
pocket. She had not been to blame. Not entirelyywag. And, as
humiliation gave way to indignation, she thoughtvhonjust Bryan had
been. He hadn't seen what happened. He couldiit jedge the situation.
It was just that Lady Benchley spent a lot of momethe gallery, and he
was afraid of losing her favour.

The only bright spot of the evening had been mge®aed Wyatt, and she
had been too shaken up to really appreciate it. Redhad been nice, she
remembered wistfully. Much nicer than she had etqebcactually. Even
though she had considered he was an attractiveeardier in the evening,
she had consoled herself with the thought thatcheda't possibly be as
distracting as he looked. But he was. He had prewdx the only one who
had cared about her feelings, and she shiverditeatihen she remembered
how she had felt when he touched her.

Of course, he had only been polite, she told hiegheinly. She shouldn't
attribute anything personal to what had, after sillpply been an act of
kindness. He had probably felt sorry for her, stwight gloomily. She had
made an absolute fool of herself.

Sniffing, she glanced quickly about her, to make=sw one had observed
her bout of self-pity, before starting off towarthk® main road. It was still
fairly light, the warm summer evening only reludtamgiving way to night.



It was early, too. Barely nine o'clock. She hadtodd parents not to expect
her before eleven o'clock at the earliest. Bryath pi@mised to get her a
minicab, as Clive usually took her home.

Realising she would have to make her own arrang&smiis evening,
Helen decided not to call a cab. If she was to hesgob, she couldn't afford
to spend money on cabs when it wasn't absolutetgssary. The gallery
was just off Kensington High Street, not far frorart§ington Gardens. She
could walk to the nearby Underground station, ake the Tube home to
Chiswick.

Pushing her hands into her pockets, she startedatl, ignoring the
occasional whistles and cat-calls that came her ay father wouldn't be
especially pleased about her travelling on the Tarbger own at this time
of the evening, but it couldn't be helped. She siggen and a half, after all.
And, as Clive had always maintained, she lookebte&n at least.

She had gone about a hundred and fifty yards wherresalised a car was
slowing its pace to match hers, and she autombticedved away from the
kerb. There were plenty of people about, and shenvaxactly scared, but
she had always been taught to be cautious, anagguing did go on.

However, the car—a low green Mercedes—stopped,aanthn got out.
'‘Can | give you a lift?' he .asked, his voice urniakable, and Helen gazed
disbelievingly at Reed Wyatt.

‘A lift?"' she echoed, swallowing her astonishm&tih-where?'

'"Wherever you like," replied Reed humorously, alsmlaying about his
lips. 'Home. To a restaurant. You choose.'

Helen stared at him. 'A restaurant?' she repeatdmind latching on to
that almost incredible suggestion.

'l thought you might be hungry," he said. 'l gugss didn't get a lot of time
to eat back there.' He nodded back over his shouldiemble pie wasn't on
the menu.’



'Wasn't it?" Helen couldn't prevent the cornerd@f mouth from tilting
upwards. Then, in an effort to normalise the situmt she added,
"Well—thank you for your support anyway. But theras really no need for
you to feel sorry for me. You shouldn't have lé party. | can make my
own way home.'

Reed, who had been resting his arm on the car doar,slammed it shut
and came towards her. 'I'm not doing this becadsellsorry for you,' he
said, and although he wasn't touching her Helenatelif the air between
them were vibrating with energy. 'I'd like to tajau for supper. Will you let
me?'

Helen took a shaky breath. 'You're parked on doyéllew lines,’ she said,
not answering him. '"You're not supposed to parkauble yellow lines.’

'l know." But he didn't sound interested. "WellAIWou have supper with
me?"'

Helen moistened her lips. 'Where?'

'‘Anywhere. Whereveyoulike.'

Helen hesitated. 'l—I've got splashes of champagnmy trousers.'

'So?'

'So, are you sure you want to do this?"

‘Yes, I'm sure.'

He was looking down at her with eyes that were sehhdarker and more
intent than she had imagined them to be. And heas&mg her to have
supper with him, she thought incredulously. It Wke a dream come true.
Only it wasn't a dream, and she wasn't altogethiex she could handle it.
After all, her experience with men was so limitadd it was obvious he

thought she was older then she really was. She ereddvhat he would say
if she told him she was only sixteen. She thougbtlsxew the answer.



'Is it such a difficult decision?' he asked nowdaing her cheek with the
knuckles of one hand. 'l thought we were friends.’

Friends!Helen breathed a little unsteadily. What did heambey that? And
she had thought she had exaggerated that encawvetethe broken glass!

"You can trust me, you know,' he added softly. Hoha rapist, or a sadist, or
someone who takes advantage of innocent young waanenyou did give
me the impression that you liked me.'

'l did?' Helen gulped.

'Yes.' Reed pushed his hands into his pocket$,gsléaving them free he
might be tempted to touch her again. "You've beattling me all evening.
Or was that just my imagination?"

Helen caught her breath. 'How do you know that?’

'How do you think?' he countered. 'I've been waiglyiou, too.’

Helen shook her head. 'l—don't believe you.'

'Why not? Compared to most of those old tabbidkene, you were like a
breath of spring.' He smiled. 'That hair—it's lkélame.'

Helen put up a nervous hand to touch her hairtlaga withdrew it again. 'l
don't know what to say.’

'Say yes,' he urged her huskily. 'Before | getr&ipg ticket.'

Helen's lips twitched. 'I—all right,’ she said, twef she could mentally talk
herself out of it. It was rash, and unwise, andtadl other epithets she had
ever been warned against, but it was too late riélwe had committed
herself, and nervous excitement bubbled insideabdre led her to the car.

The car itself was sleek and luxurious, smelling leather and the
indefinable essence of Reed's habitation. It wakeady mixture of
aftershave, soap, and Scotch whisky, combinedtivéltlean male scent of



his body. He settled Helen in the passenger seath&n walked around the
car to get in beside her, giving her a lazy smd#ole starting the engine.

'So," he said, pulling out into the traffic of Kemgton High Street, 'what's it
to be? The Ritz? Or Colonel Sanders?’

Helen gave him a jerky look. 'Not—not the Ritz gsteclared firmly, not at
all convinced he wasn't teasing her. 'Just—someavhielinary.'

'OK."' Reed grinned at her. 'Somewhere ordinary.'it i

In the event he took her to a Japanese restaumahe basement of a hotel
in Park Lane. It wasn't what Helen would have chtedinary. The hotel
itself was very well known, and although the Jaganestaurant did not
demand a formal standard of dress, it was nevedbalery different from
any of the eating places she was accustomed toligiteng was diffused,
andsubdued, and they sat in a cushioned booth that tiy@m total privacy.

With Reed's assistance, Helen ordeieggpanyakisteak and lobster, with a
clear vegetable broth to begin with, and a shammte sorbet for dessert.
She drank sake—which Reed told her was rice wine-tH® first time in
her life, and made a creditable job of using hepsticks. Reed himself, she
noticed, ate very little. But he did have sevaatazukis—or cups—of the
potent rice wine, and every time she looked at st found him looking at
her.

Because of this, and because she was nervous, tééted more than she
should have done. But she couldn't help anticigatwhat her mother and
father would say if she told them she had acceateidvitation from a man
she knew nothing about, and in consequence she o@adewhole new
identity for herself to fit her surroundings.

Not that she had really lied, she consoled herseif. But she had allowed
him to think she had a place of her own—albeit @$iter—and that she
was paying for herself to attend secretarial celldry working evenings at
the wine bar.



The waiter brought lemon tea at the end of the pagal, glancing at her
watch, Helen was relieved to see it was only haltppen. Her parents were
not likely to worry about her much before midnighhey trusted Clive to
see that she got home safely.

Permitting herself a covert look in Reed's directiblelen couldn't help
feeling some amazement that she was here at &lc&hd imagine how
Lady Benchley would feel if she knew that thaitresswas dining with the
guest of honour. And Bryan, too. She doubted helavbelieve it.

All the same, she wished Reed would tell her somgtabout himself. He
was fairly reticent about his own background, aalthough she had
guessed from his accent that he was an Americahatheot told her what
his occupation was, or where he lived.

'Did you enjoy it?'His question startled her, ame sealised with some
confusion that for the past few minutes she hach ls¢&ing at him quite
openly.

'Oh—oh, yes, it was lovely," she conceded hurrietty-er—it was very
kind of you to invite me. Thank you very much.’

Reed's lips parted. 'Now you've made me wish | hadked,' he remarked
drily. 'You don't have to thank me like a politeldhl've enjoyed it, too.'

Helen flushed. 'I'm not a child," she protested, Reed inclined his head.

'‘No," he said. 'Perhaps not.' His eyes drifted dimihe rounded swell of her
bosom; and, intercepting his gaze, Helen was em&sed to discover that
her breasts were clearly evident beneath the silkterial of her shirt. "You

just sounded like one for a moment,’ he added,stedforced herself to
meet his amused gaze. 'It's my advanced yearselthat effect on young

women.'

She was sure he knew exactly what effect he hadong women, but she
didn't know how to answer him. She knew he wasngdser, but she had
no experience of how to deal with it. Or him. Ih&d been his intention to
put her at her ease, he hadn't succeeded. Onnlraigo now that the meal



was over, she was intensely aware of her own immntytuand how
desperately she wanted to keep him interestedrin he

'Don't look so worried," he murmured now, and $foeight how frustrating
it was to be so transparent.

'I'm not worried,’ she insisted, but she was, am#irfew it.

'l meant what | said, you know,' he told her gentigtching her troubled
expression with lazily sensual eyes. 'l have erjoyhis evening.
Particularly the latter part.' He smiled. 'You di a favour, you know, by
giving me an excuse to leave.'

Helen wet her dry lips with a nervous tongue, urraved the provocation in
doing so. 'l can't believe that," she said, foldivey napkin into a rather
uneven oblong, and he lifted his immaculately ckltbulders in a
dismissing gesture.

'Why not?' With his eyes on her mouth, he shiftelibérately towards her.
His weight depressed the cushion only a coupladias from her hip, his
dark- trousered thigh a bare hand's breadth fra Hel be a fool if | didn't
find the company of a beautiful woman more excitimgn that of a group of
boring old fogies."

His breath wafted over her, only lightly chargedhnalcohol, but Helen
couldn't prevent the shiver of anticipation thatl lown her spine as he
continued to look at her. It trembled on her tongoesay she wasn't a
beautiful woman, but she knew, instinctively, ttiat was not the thing to
say. Besides, did it really matter whether she besutiful or not? He had
said she was, and even if he was only being gadlamtshouldn't contradict
him.

'How—how long are you planning staying in Londorshe asked
instead—anything to distract his attention fromféuet that her knees were
guaking, and he frowned.

'I'm not sure. A few days. A week, maybe.' He was-oommittal, and her
heart palpitated when he lifted one of her hanaimfthe table and cradled it



between both of his. 'Such white skin," he saghtly stroking her knuckles
with his thumb. 'Some of the women | know would afortune to have
skin as fair as this.’

Helen quivered. 'lt—it's not such an advantageg sbntured weakly.
'I—burn very easily.'

'Yes.' Reed looked at her face now, and Helen ceedgdher own reflection
in the strangely heated depths of his grey eyesn'see that.'

'Oh--' She put up a nervous hand to her cheek,

feeling its hectic colour without needing to seeatwith looked like. It was
the bane of her life that she blushed so easily,rmtt now, she was sure,
her face must be shining like a beacon.

'Don't look like that." Reed lifted one hand, amddhed his thumb against
her cheek. 'lt's quite refreshing to meet somedme lasn't learned to hide
their feelings. Am | embarrassing you? Is that wby're so intense?"

Helen moved her face helplessly from side to sitéou're—not
embarrassing me,’ she denied, although in truthihgheght he was. Though
perhaps not for the reasons he imagined. Just lbeaghim like this was
enough to turn her limbs to fire.

Reed withdrew his fingers from her face with evideztuctance, brushing
her mouth as he did so. She wasn't sure if hitauas deliberate or not, but
her lips parted almost automatically, and whendseimed his examination
of her hand again she could still taste his skim@ntongue.

'Relax," he said, turning her hand over to exp@sehlm, and Helen drew
an uneven breath. 'I'm only holding your hand,” ddded softly.
‘Considering what I'd like to do, I'm being verybtio-spirited.’

Helen felt like saying he wasn't just holding hand. He was doing more,
so much more, than that. But, once again, she lepopinion to herself.
After all, how could she tell him that when he tbed her she felt the
repercussions from the top of her head to the sflbsr feet...?



'‘Can | get you anything else, sir?'

The Japanese waiter's polite enquiry was an unwecmtrusion, and

Helen wished he would have chosen some other motmémterrupt them.

Reed was presently employed in tracing her lifelwith the pads of his
fingers, and her body felt as if it were meltinglatdissolving beneath that
Sensuous caress.

'What?' Reed's response was resigned, but he tisbnad as irritated by
the waiter's intervention as she was. 'No. No,n'tdtink so," he continued,
looking to Helen for her confirmation, and she dhber head. But, as he
had, at the same time, pressed her palm downus tauscled thigh, Helen
was in no state to make any coherent judgement.

'If we could have the check,' Reed suggested sriyatimost as if he were
indifferent to the touch of her hand on his leg. lHed his own hand
slightly, as if testing to see whether she wouldhdiaw hers given the
chance, and when she didn't he gave her a mind#zgadhile. "Thank you.'

‘Thank you, sir.'

The waiter departed, and Helen had the feeling ithéhose few, hardly
private, moments their relationsthpd altered substantially. Not that she
had taken advantage of the situation. Despitedbethat she would have
liked to flex her fingers around the taut musclésis thigh, she hadn't
moved. Indeed, she was finding it incredibly dificto believe she was
actually touching him so intimately, and when hekied at her again she
couldn't withstand his intent appraisal. Usingébieuse of reaching for her
bag to remove her hand, she gave him what she vogped confident smile
as she put a little more space between them.

'So that's it, is it?" he murmured, lounging on ¢hshioned bench beside
her, his eyes dark and intent. 'l guess | havake you home.'

Helen swallowed. Visions of them drawing up outdiée parents' house in
Chiswick, in the big Mercedes, filled her with atarFor one thing, she had
told him she had her own place; for another, hiieiawas bound to hear the
car, and look out of the window.



'Of course, you could invite me in for coffee," d@pended, lazily. 'In fact,
that might be a good idea. Black coffee, | meam.re, if not for you.'

Helen shook her head. 'l—I couldn't do that."'
IOKlI

His eyes narrowed a little and, realising how rtide had sounded, Helen
struggled to find a convincing explanation. 'l medrdon't live alone.’ That
sounded bad, so she added quickly, 'That is—I shetith a girlfriend.’

'Ah." She wasn't sure whether he was convincedogrbut at least that
guarded look had left his face. 'So— that won't do.

'‘No." Helen felt terrible. 'I'm sorry.’

'‘No sweat.' He shrugged, and reached in his pdoketis wallet as the
waiter reappeared with the bill. He extracted alitreard, and a handful of
notes. 'OK?"

'Yes, sir.'

As the delighted waiter pocketed his tip, and tduk credit card away for
notification, Reed drummed his fingers on the tabls indulgent mood
seemed to hawdisappeared, and Helen imagined he was thinking @wha
bore the evening had turned out to be. And it idsea fault.

She sighed. It would have been nice to have hdaca pf her own to invite
him to, she thought wistfully. But until she wagtgieen her father was
unlikely to permit it. Besides, until she had apg®pjob she couldn't afford
to support herself. What she earned at the wingvbaldn't even pay for her
clothes.

Conversely, there was no way she could invite Redter parents' house.
She could just imagine their reaction if she brdwugiman home who was
more their age-group than hers. She'd never betaldenvince them that
she hadn't encouraged him. And they'd be bourtuin& the worst, because
he wasn't like them.



She sighed again. It had been such a wonderfulimye8he had never
enjoyed herself so much with anyone, and he haad Is®enice, and
considerate. He had treated her as an equal, éhetgaatronising her. And
when he held her hand, her limbs had turned torwate

She looked at his profile—the narrow cheekbonesl e thin-lipped

mouth. His lashes were long, longer than hersaskaowledged ruefully,
and paler at the tips, like the bleached silveilieege of his hair. His hair
was longer than average, too, alternately brusbugy or tucking beneath
his collar. It made her want to touch it, to sliter fingers through its silky
strands, and scrape her nails against his scalpmBat of all she wanted
him to touch her again, and if they left the restatinow the evening would
be over.

He turned his head then and looked at her, andnHabeuptly lost her
breath. She didn't know if it was extrasensory @etion or what, but
something had attracted his attention, and shelntiideem to get any air
into her lungs. Her eyes were ensnared by hisydradever he saw in their
depths made his eyes burn with sudden fire.

'We could have coffee here, in the hotel,’ he wedtuafter a pregnant
moment, and Helen's mouth felt parched.

'‘Could we?' she got out through stiff lips. 'Um—adht.'

If Reed was surprised by her instant capitulati@didn't show it. But he
did hesitate a moment before saying softly, 'Y ostne?'

'Why not?' Helen gave a nervous shrug of her sleosl&he had committed
herself now, and she wasn't about to reveal heraimanty by changing her
mind.

Reed watched her for a few more seconds, and trese m gesture of
assent. '‘Good,"' he murmured, and then the waitee @eack with the slip for
him to sign, and Helen gave a sigh of relief.



CHAPTER TEN

HER relief had not lasted long, Helen reflected naayving the window to
sink down wearily on to the side of the bed. If flad known then what she
knew now, she would never have accepted Reedsiiori.

Or would she? If she was perfectly truthful, sheuldchave to admit there
was an element of doubt. It was all very well thimgkabout what she should
have done, but would she have done it? She haddoegoung, she thought
ruefully, but it was hardly an excuse. She had kmake risks she was
running, and yet she had still gone ahead wit8titl accompanied Reed to
his suite, on the unlikely pretext of sharing a piotoffee.

She sighed. Of course, when she accepted his afffeoffee, she hadn't

known exactly what he meant. She hadn't known leanguest at the hotel,
or that after ten o'clock the only place they colédle coffee was in his
room. She had assumed there was some lounge, affee shop, maybe,

where they could continue their conversation. Betdoffee shop had been
closed, and the crowded bar was not an option.

Even so, she acknowledged honestly, she could tedirsed to go upstairs
with him. Reed would not have caused a scene. Wwastnot his way. She
could have made some excuse and left the hoteteTed been plenty of
taxis waiting outside. She had seen themney came in, before the valet

had taken Reed's Mercedes for parking.

But she had done none of those things. And why?asked herself now.
Because she had had too much pride? Because shi Wwadted him to
think she was too young, or too silly? No. Helewseld her eyes, and tipped
her head to rest on her shoulder. She hadn'tiefhdtel because she hadn't
wanted to leave Reed. It was crazy, considerindnadeonly known him for

a few short hours, but she had been totally infatliavith him.

Looking back, Helen realised she had not reallyeustdod the dangers of
what she was doing. In spite of what had happendtia restaurant, her
experiences with men had not led her to believeetivas any situation she



couldn't handle. Oh, she had been naive, therenva®ubt about that. But
then, she had never met anyone like Reed Wyattdefo

Of course, he might argue that he hadn't been Igxactcontrol of his
actions either. After all, he had been drinkinglyacontinually all evening,
and a combination of champagne, Scotch, and sakeheualy a rational
choice. Indeed, she remembered, he had swayelk aviten he first left the
booth, and his arm about her shoulders had besmels for his sake as for
hers. Could he have driven her home in that camdishe wondered.
Somehow, she doubted it.

Even so, riding the lift to the twelfth floor haddn a daunting experience. It
was after eleven o'clock, and she spent the tinmuleding how long it
might take her to drink a cup of coffee and get doithe result was not
favourable, but it was too late to think of thatwo

Reed's suite of rooms provided a brief diversiohe Bpacious lamplit
apartments, furnished with Edwardian elegance, wengimpressive. And,
although the huge bed, visible through an openwapr was hardly in
period, the huge sitting-room, with its separatenirdj area, was
unrestrainedly luxurious.

‘Take off your jacket," Reed advised, taking off énvn jacket and loosening
his tie, and Helen, who had only put her jacketirothe lift, reluctantly
complied.

The coffee arrived as she was folding her jacked, @acing it neatly on a
high-backed chair by the door.

Evidently the service in the hotel was excellent Blelen stood awkwardly
to one side as the waiter carried the tray intortioen and set it down on a
low mahogany table. Reed, who had been helpingdiirtes another drink
from the tray of decanters set on a bow-fronteccauy thanked the man
handsomely, and the waiter went away with a smutgon his face. Helen
wondered what he was thinking, and didn't likestpposition. She was not
unaware of what interpretation he must have puthensituation, and she
felt her colour deepen.



'‘Aren't you going to to sit down?' Reed suggestédlyn indicating the
velvet-covered sofa, and Helen nodded. But sheeddadrself in one of a
pair of matching armchairs, and let him think whatliked of it.

A half-amused expression on his face, Reed finishedScotch in the
cut-glass tumbler he had poured himself, and thessed the room. Seating
himself on the sofa, he spread his legs, restisfanearms along his thighs.
'So,' he said, indicating the tray in front of hibon't you want to do this?"

'Oh." Helen coloured anew. It hadn't occurred tatihat the tray was closest
to the sofa, or that she might be expected to dbeveoffee. She had been
so intent on carrying this off, without making aofmf herself, that she
hadn't considered the practicalities of the siaratiOh—all right.’

Reed shifted obligingly to one side, his arms altmgback of the sofa on
either side of him, straining the buttons of higygsilk shirt. His skin looked

very dark between the buttonholes, Helen noticefiyre she dragged her
eyes away from his body, and concentrated on k&r ta

'Er—cream and sugar?' she ventured, perched adtesof the sofa with at
least two feet between them. 'Or would you like litaek?"

'How do you think I'd like it?' Reed asked huskaynd although the double
entendre was not lost on Helen she chose to ighore

'l don't know, do I?' she responded nervously, Redd made a careless
gesture.

'‘Guess.’

'Well—Dblack, | suppose,' she conceded unwillinglyd Reed pulled a wry
face.

'Do you think I'm drunk?*

'l—why—no.' Helen was getting more agitated byrhiaute. She finished
filling his cup and pushed it along the polishedfate towards him.



'Perhaps you'd like to help yourself,' she addeittjqy the cream jug and
sugar basin beside his cup.

Reed forbore to make another obvious comment, aidrHried to apply
herself to pouring herself some coffee. But herdsashook abominably,
and she almost jumped out of her skin when Reent [&award and
removed the offending utensils from her hands.

'I'm not drunk," he told her softly, imprisoningrtands in his. 'At least, not
enough to blind myself to certain conclusions. Tikithe first time you've
done this sort of thing, isn't it? | should havaliged sooner. | guess the
alcohol has dulled my perceptions a little.'

Helen shook her head. 'lt doesn't matter--'

'It does matter.' His lips twisted. 'l should taje home right now. And |
will, just as soon as the caffeine clears my head.'

Helen had never felt so juvenile. In spite of adlr refforts to appear
confident and mature, she had failed. He was pigbaishing he had
chosen someone else to take home from the partya Nwolish teenager,
who didn't know her own mind.

'Hey,' he said now, and she realised he was litlifg her hands, ‘don't
look so down. It's not the end of the world. Wehad a very pleasant
evening, haven't we? At least, | have. | don't katwwut you.'

'Oh, I have. Of course | have," exclaimed Helenibdly, gazing up at him
with troubled eyes. 'And | don't have to go homet {&t. Not unless you're
tired of my company.'

Reed expelled his breath rather noisily. Thatt iswactly what | was

saying,' he said, avoiding her gaze, and lookingrdat her hands crushed
between his. 'As a matter of fact, it's my decidioriake you home, not
yours. | shouldn't have brought you here. It wasangood idea.’

Helen swallowed. 'l see--'



She tried to draw her hands away from him then,hmitands tightened.
"You don't see,’ he said thickly, lifting his heéadook at her for a moment,
before averting his eyes again. 'You don't sed.aflaat's the trouble.’

‘But--'

'Ssh," he sighed, and then, almost as if it wagaghis will, he lifted her
hands to his face, and pressed his lips to herktasic

She shuddered then, the touch of his mouth aghersskin sending a hot
rush of fire through her veins. She had never egpeed such a shattering
sensation, and when he turned her hand over actdadiher palm with his
tongue she trembled all over.

She guessed he had felt the betraying responseradbddy, because he
released her then, reaching for his cup of coiad,swallowing half of it at
a gulp. Then, after giving her a brief regretfidmgte, he got abruptly to his
feet.

'Have you finished?'

His almost curt enquiry was hardly encouraging, Hefen now knew why
he was determined to take her home. It wasn't Isecha found her naive
and immature. It was because he was attractedrtdAhd that knowledge
gave her the courage to look up at him and say,Néo| haven't.’

He came down beside her again with a rush, buthvehehat was because
he was angry with her, or because he simply Iasbhiance, she was never
sure. All she was sure of was that he was mucren¢ather now, and his
lazily sensual indulgence had given way to a rapatience.

'It's late," he said, and his voice was low andasilbe. 'Let's not make this
any more embarrassing than it already is.'

Helen put down her cup, taking care to see it tdatter in the saucer. "All
right,’ she said, not quite confident enough taargith him. 'I'm ready.’



But now it was Reed who didn't move. Closing hissfor a moment, he
raked his fingers through his hair as if he wagam. And, watching the
play of emotionsacross his face, Helen felt a lptahrealistic sense of
responsibility.

'‘Are—are you all right?' she ventured, touchingdhe®ve, and Reed opened
his eyes to find her looking at him with undisguisexiety.

'‘Am | all right?' he echoed half ruefully, and thas if her innocent enquiry
had driven him over some brink of his own makirgghasped her arms just
below her shoulders and jerked her towards him.

His hands slid down to her waist as his mouth foers, his fingers hard
and possessive as they moved against the sheetiahateher shirt. But
although Helen was aware of their arousing touckas the heated pressure
of his lips that filled her senses, the hungrylstrg of his tongue that drove
her lips to part.

A momentary panic gripped her as he thrust hisuengto her mouth, but it

didn't last. His fingers were stroking her midrtfs thumbs rubbing ever so
gently against the undersides of her breasts, andbbdy refused to

comprehend what her brain was telling her. In soemeote corner of her

consciousness, she was aware that what they warg Was dangerous, if
not totally wrong, but she simply refused to acklealge it. The way Reed
was making her feel was so wild and sweet andigtibke that all her bones
were melting, and her skin burned like a flame.

'Oh, God,' she heard him moan against her necknbigh leaving her lips
to nuzzle at the heated hollow beneath her eartddit brushed against her
flesh, his tongue finding the little curves andyams of her ear, and Helen
trembled uncontrollably when his hands sought thellsen fullness of her
breasts.

Her heart was pounding, the blood singing in hes esith a muted

resonance. It filled her head, deafening her touttgeent warning of her
conscience. So long as he was holding her, cagedsen, causing the
innocent reactions of her body to respond to hishipshe had no mind of
her own, and acting purely on instinct she slidfiregers into his hair.



He had drawn back a little then, she rememberdahaadedging her own
part in her downfall. If she had shown him she wawilling to go any
further, if she had struggled with him, or meretked him to release her,
she knew now he would have let her go. So—he hadnacience, she
reflected somewhat bitterly. But it hadn't beesty enough to make him
take control of the situation; it hadn't been sgremough to stop him.

And at the time Helen had been too bemused byalhew and disturbing
sensations she was feeling to think of herself. héigs had felt so smooth
and vital to her touch; his scalp, and the warmtmars of his ears, an
unfamiliar intimacy. Her hands had moved againstreck, beneath the
silky length of his hair, and she had felt the efiehad upon him.

The moment for withdrawal had passed. Even thouggdfhad made some
hoarse protest against her mouth, he was as miieé atercy of his body's

needs as she was. And, looking back now, she edahsw much of an

influence the amount of alcohol he had drunk hatl ha

Not that she was excusing him, she thought impt#yiehle must have
known how innocent she was. Heavens, she hadmitlev@vn, before that
night, that there was a point beyond which sherttadontrol.

With his teeth tugging insistently at her lower, lipis tongue playing

sensuously with hers, he had torn the tie from rddus neck and dragged
the two sides of his shirt apart. Then, taking ohleer hands he'd brought it
to his chest, and she'd felt the coarse brushsdiduly hair against her palm.

After that, things had become a little blurred. Seenembered Reed
loosening the buttons of her shirt and exposingftaectional cotton bra.

She remembered her own regret that she hadn't Wearing something
more glamorous, but Reed hadn't been interestednderwear. With

infinite patience, he had urged her to loosen ihgle clip that secured her
bra, and then his eager fingers had taken its place

Even now, Helen could remember the spurt of pleashe had felt when he
eased her back against the cushions of the sotasdihsation, which had
emanated from her stomach, and spread down intihigrs, had expanded
when Reed touched her nipples with his lips. Wit tbngue laving the



tight areola, he had suckled gently at each rosk,phis teeth lightly
grazing the taut, sensitised flesh.

Somehow—the details of it were confused now—he teadoved the

remainder of her clothes, and, although it hadbesn cold in the hotel
room, wherever his tongue touched she felt thenassl of air against her
overheated skin.

She didn't know exactly when he had carried hertiné bedroom. She did
remember noticing that the bed had been turned dxywihe efficient staff

at the hotel, but Reed had paid no attention tonmtly folded sheets.
Depositing Helen on the bed, he came down quickkide her, and only
when she felt the hair on his chest, teasing hellew breasts, did she
realise that he was now as naked as she was.

However, it was when he moved over her, when hightecrushed her
down into the soft mattress, that she knew a mosm@aiise. The totally
unfamiliar pressure of a flat, muscled stomach stastling enough, but
when he eased one of his legs between her thightekla mindless panic.
His tumescent masculinity, throbbing against hey, lwas unbearably
daunting. And yet it was exciting, too, and shendiknow how to handle it.

But her panic hadn't lasted, she conceded drilyif 8ansing her tremulous
uncertainty, Reed had found her mouth again wghips, his tongue urging
her to participate in its possession. Slowly, mevitably, her fears had
subsided beneath its hot persuasion, and whenahéehrned her lesson
well and entwined her tongue with his, his reachad driven all hesitation
from her mind.

Of course, Helen remembered bitterly, there had nbeene
other—minor—complication, but Reed had not let tfete him. His
discovery that she was a virgin had caused hinites & savage expletive,
but it had been too late then. Looking back, shppesed it was
unreasonable to imagine that he might have beentalsitop at that critical
moment. Nevertheless, it was easier now to blamre for what he had
done.



Not that he had done much more than penetratentinied folds of her flesh
on that occasion, she acknowledged. Her tightresd, his own urgent
desire, had accomplished his needs in less thaty théconds. With a
helpless groan at his own lack of control, he heaivd back from her,
spilling himself needlessly on the white linen dhee

She supposed she could have left him then. Indéeghouldhave left him
then. Apart from the fact that technically she vmaslonger a virgin, a
circumstance that was hardly original in a girlhefr age even then, she
doubted she had conceived. It was always possibtmurse. Nothing was
certain. But somehow she didn't think so. It hddeén too quick. But she
didn't leave.

. Initially, it would have been difficult to do s&keed was slumped half
across her, and aside from that she felt curiowslgk and exhausted. So
exhausted, in fact, that she closed her eyes, ard she opened them again
she knew she must have been asleep. Her bodyofd|tapoler than it had
done before, and although she felt chilled and oigrahe was quite alert.

She thought Reed must have been asleep, too, leesdngs she tried to
move out from under him he groaned protestinglyt, Bike her, he
awakened, blinking sleepy eyes in the lamplight] gazed at her half
unseeingly, before burying his face between heaidise

She felt his stirring arousal instantly, and tliiset she was determined not
to give in to him. But, somehow, when his sleepyithdound hers, and his
hand slid down between her legs, the demands o$ithation no longer
seemed so distinct. Whereas before she had békarstiawkward, now
she was totally relaxed, and his questing fingeaslena nonsense of her
resistance. Almost without her volition, her legdaged to allow his
probing exploration, and she moaned words agaiissligs that she had
never used before.

This time, when he eased himself inside her, thhex® none of the tension
she had felt before. The sharp jabbing pain thatéf her feeling weak and
helpless didn't happen. All she felt was a warnfilfoént, and an aching
need to accommodate his demands.



But it was her own demands that eventually sentttenbling over the
brink of total surrender. This time, it was hersattion he sought before
his own. His initially gentle possession, and teespasive brush ofhis lips,
had inspired an urgent need inside her, and itshas Helen remembered
now, who had begged him to go on.

And he had, Helen conceded, with an involuntaryeshof recollection. He
had driven them both to the edge of insanity, tamé time again, before her
feelings had splintered into a dizzying arc of plea. And, if he had
thought of withdrawing from her then, she wouldrave let him, her legs
and arms wrapped around him in a positive frenayatight...

Of course, the accusations had come later. It le@eh bwo in the morning
when Helen left the hotel, and by then she was pagdpn an aura of
self-recrimination.

Perhaps she had slept again, she wasn't sure haditsive was sure of was
that Reed hadn't stirred the second time, wherhatlescrambled out from
under him. He had been sound asleep, she recallesl,of his legs
imprisoning hers within the intimacy of his thigh#nd, although she had
had to shift it, and him, to slide off the bed Ha&l only burrowed against the
pillows and slept on.

She had dressed in the exquisitely appointed gittioom, rescuing her
clothes from where Reed had dropped them earlleat fiad been the start
of her doubts and confusion, she remembered. Bvagythad looked so
different to her then.

Picking up her panties from the floor, she haddgittle sick, and degraded,
and what had previously been a sense of joy be@aswmurce of shame.
There were smears on her legs, but she didn'ttstajash herself. She was
half afraid he might wake up, and she didn't waat to happen. She needed
time to adjust herself to her feelings, before & him again.

Only she didn't see him again, Helen reflected némd, until today, she
had blamed him for everything that came after. ibally enough, her



parents had not found out what had happened. ldat for once, her father
had been asleep when the taxi had deposited kiez &bnt door, and if her
mother had heard her come in she had refrained fnemtioning it. If her
mother had been awake, she had probably thougavi® her daughter the
hassle of having to explain where she had beeetdather. And later on,
when Helen had discovered she was pregnant, no bomeshe had
remembered the tumultuous events of that night.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

To HELEN's relief, Reed did not join them for supper thatremg. When
Jon asked where his father was, Victoria irritaddglared that he had gone
into town, and as she was in no mood to humounéghew the atmosphere
at the table was decidedly chilly.

Not that Helen felt very hungry. Even though sheé had next to nothing all

day, her appetite was virtually non-existent, dmel\was glad that Jon put it
down to her earlier sickness. He probably assurhedvss just a bad sailor,
she thought ruefully. Which was a pity really, besmauntil that scene with
Reed she had enjoyed the day.

Enjoyed the dayMer choice of terminology momentarily staggered. he
How could she have enjoyed anything with Reed V@yBtit the fact was,
she had, and that was half the reason she wasdesdishe did.

At least Susie—whoever she was—had gone homehshegltt gratefully.
Holding her own against that young woman, who weteminined to stake
her place in Jon's affections, was not somethiedgelh capable of handling
tonight. Susie had been too shrewd, too knowingpat, and until she had
herself in control again Helen could do without #ggravation.

Jon, however, was another matter. There was naliagohim, and in spite
of all her efforts she couldn't go on treating lsisnshe had before. Reed was
there, between them, as he had been from therfostents of their arrival.
And what then had been a cause of some alarm wasarfolly fledged
feeling of raw panic.

Not that she really feared that Reed might tell dbaut their association.
Somehow, that was not an issue. Reed would dongpthihurt his son; she
knew mat. what Was truly troubling her was her own part in whadh

happened.

And she didn't just mean the events of ten yeaos sige acknowledged
unhappily. She couldn't forget how she had reatitatiafternoon. All the
time she was taking her shower, she had wondered s¥te would have



done if he had kissed her again. There was no poiptetending she had
been indifferent to the hard possession of his maut

'Shall we go into town after supper, too?'

Jon's question jarred her into an awareness adureoundings, and Helen
struggled to keep the betraying colour out of haref But, just for a
moment, she had been imagining how it would fedghk® a shower with
Reed, and her palms were still clammy from the ita&le conclusion.

'Um-" She tried to think sanely and sensibly, kfutwas practically

impossible with the moist proof of her arousal daogtween her thighs.
'Um—no," she got out at last. 'No, | don't think Boyou don't mind, |1 am
rather tired, and | thought | might have an earght'

'OK." But Jon was regarding her with curious eyasd she wondered

exactly what he was thinking. He couldn't posskgpect that there was
anything between her and his father, could heZ3éal's sake, she had done
nothing but respond to Reed's kiss.

'l should have thought last night's visit to towouM have satisfied your
desire for entertainment for the time being,' Viicdmbserved sharply, and
for once Helen was glad of her caustic interventiinleast it gave Jon
something else to think about, and she made an &éffswallow a piece of
fillet steak.

'You should be thanking me," Jon responded caflglespparently
indifferent to his aunt's feelings. '"You wanted fity for the gallery, didn't
you? Well, with my assistance, you got it.'

'Not that kind of publicity, thank you,' retortedctoria, ringing the bell for
the maid to come and clear the table. 'Thoughd dayyouget the publicity
you deserve.’

That stung, and Jon took an angry breath. 'Don'cyiticise me he snarled.

‘Just because you think | spoiled your little seird/hat's the matter? Didn't
Luther make the grade? | heard you'd been chasiegtam, like a bitch
in--'



‘Jon!’
'How dare you?'

Helen and Victoria spoke simultaneously, but Jad [iile heed to either of
them.

'‘And while we're, on the subject,’ he added, astig's face turned purple,
'‘what makes you think you have the right to stopfroen attending the
opening anyway? You may think igsur gallery, but it wasnyfather who
financed it, and I'm his son.’

'l sometimes wonder,' declared Victoria unforgiyalaind Helen, who was
not used to this kind of family feuding, wished sloaild just disappear.

'‘Well, | am," said Jon coldly, his lips curling ¢emptuously. ‘And this imy
house. What's more, it'll belong to me one day.eMéw you!" And, tossing
down his napkin, he pushed back his chair and wlatke of the room.

'More's the pity," muttered Victoria to his retiagtback, but the words
were barely audible, even to Helen. As far as Jas goncerned, she was
never going to win an argument, and she had eviddetided to cut her
losses while she could.

However, Helen guessed she was not going to fofggveo easily for being

a witness to her humiliation, and the arrival @ thaid to clear delayed her
opportunity to leave. Instead, she was forced tdh&re until the dinner

plates were removed, and a pudding offered. Anthoagh she refused
anything else, Victoria didn't.

There was silence for a while after the maid hdt tlee room to get
Victoria's creme bruleeand Helen was just wondering if she could excuse
herself anyway, when the other woman spoke again.

"You're very pale,’ she remarked critically, andandelt like a fly on a pin.
'‘Are you sure there's nothing wrong with you? | ensthnd you were sick
this afternoon.’



The soft option, thought Helen wearily, realisingctdria assumed she
could say anything she liked to her and get awdly i And why not? she
reflected bitterly.

So far, she had done what she could to avoid apleasantness. But what
did it matter? Whatever happened tonight, in leas two weeks the Wyatts
would all be history.

'I'm still not pregnant, if that's what you're imiplg," she said at last. 'And,
for your information, pregnancy doesn't usuallyseafternoonsickness.'

'‘Don't you patronise me!" Victoria didn't like angtaliation. 'l know all
about pregnancy, Miss Caldwell. My sister-in-lawvda that.'

Helen sighed. 'I'm sorry." She had no real wishrguewith Reed's sister.
'‘Anyway, this afternoor shecrossed her fingers within the folds of her
napkin '—this afternoon, | was seasick. I'm aftardnot a very good sailor.'

'‘Ah." For the first time, Victoria regarded herhwd little sympathy. 'I'm not
very keen on boats myself. Not small ones, at Iedke pulled a wry face,
and briefly Helen saw a trace of Reed in her suddenour. 'l did take a
cruise once, to the Caribbean, and that was vesy Biut yachts and sailing
dinghies—well, they're something else.’

'l agree.’ Helen forced a smile to touch her Ilgrg] for a few minutes they
shared a mutual reminiscence.

And then, as if realising who she was talking ta;tdtia's mood changed
again. 'Reed took you out, didn't he?' she said, iarwas almost an
accusation. 'Where was Jon?'

'Oh--' Helen had been expecting this, but it st#isn't any easier to deal
with. 'Well, Jon had a headache, a migraine, Ikhand—and Reed was
kind enough to—to offer.’

'l see.' Victoria's nostrils had flared a littlela¢ mention of her nephew, but
Helen's use of her brother's Christian name wadeetlly more disturbing.



'He's a very kind man, my brother. And generous ®ometimes too
generous for his own good.'

Helen wasn't sure what she meant by this, and slse¢empted to ask if the
gallery, which had been acquired with Reed's morm&mne into this
category, but she didn't.

'Of course," went on Victoria, with somewhat leggrassion, 'I'm sure |
don't have to tell you not to get the wrong impi@ssbout Reed. | mean,
since he and Diana split up, there have been wonteive practically

thrown themselves at him, and it all gets so— enalsamng.’

Helen stiffened. 'What are you suggesting?' shdaemed. She had
determined not to let this woman upset her, bgtwas too much.

‘Nothing. I'm not saying anything," Victoria asslir@éer firmly. 'My
goodness, you're Jon's—friend.' There was justaiinéest pause before the
word 'friend' was articulated, and it infuriatedléte 'l was merely making
conversation, that's all. For heaven's sake,' sist leer eyes towards the
ceiling, 'why is everyone so jumpy tonight?'

Helen could have said she had only herself to bldrother people took
exception to her words. Victoria's line in smalktavould have tried the
patience of a saint. But, once again, she didiictoria chose to fret about
her relationship with Reed, why should she disiilnsher? It might not do
her any good, but it wouldn't do her any harm.

The maid returned with thecreme brulee, and, deciding that
self-preservation was more important than good renm this instance,
Helen made her excuses and left the dining-roore. déin't know where
Jon was, and she didn't particularly care. Shewasited to be alone.

She slept intermittently, her desire for oblividiwiarted by a series of bad
dreams. The most frightening of these was one wReesl took Alexa away
from her, and she awoke in a sweat, her nighti&isty to her. He wouldn't
do that—hecouldn'tdo that—could he? But the truth was, she didrowkn
And Reed had the resources to do whatever he wanted



Of course, there were other dreams to distract theygh not in any
practical way. Dreams where she and Reed were abgsther, which in
many ways were just as frightening. She didn't wanthink of Reed
touching her, and kissing her, and making loveeig but she couldn't seem
to help it. And she was up at six-o'clock, leanowger the balcony ralil,
wondering how she was going to get through the nid days.

But, for once, Reed made it easy for her. He wdbkalte when she went
down for breakfast, and Jon, who was, informed degelessly that his
father had left the island.

'He's taken the early morning shuttle to Atlarita,added, silencing Helen's
immediate fears that somehow Reed had found heandtwas on his way
to London. 'Some directors' meeting, so Aunt Vegssade flicked an
indifferent glance towards the other occupant ef tdible, and Helen was
relieved that at least they were being civil to @m®ther. 'He'll be back
tomorrow, or the day after,’ Jon appended, ladiiraple syrup on to his
pancakes. 'Now sit down, for goodness' sake. | riiexgeen you since
supper.'

"You mean, she didn't go into town with you?' exoked Victoria, staring at
him in surprise, and Helen subsided into her clmaping this was not the
start of another argument.

'‘No," said Jon now, speaking with a mouthful otlsti pancake. He
swallowed and licked his lips before filling his atb again. 'l went on my
own. Got any objections?'

You were very late back,' observed his aunt cogllyposely averting her
eyes. 'Anyway,' she had evidently decided to awicbnfrontation, 'it's
nothing to do with me.' She lifted her shouldedssingly. 'So, what are
you two going to do today?'

'l don't know." Jon looked to Helen for inspiratidivhat would you like to
do, sweetheart? Go out on the bike again? Or sheBat

'Well, in my opinion, as—Helen," Victoria obviousyill found it difficult
to use the other woman's name, 'um—as Helen waay'twell yesterday,



perhaps she ought to stay out of the sun todag//ralrmured. She smiled at
the young woman seated opposite her. 'Actuallygn'tcthink our climate
agrees with her.'

You hope! thought Helen cynically, realising nothinad changed. For a
moment she had been deceived into thinking thatoviec cared about her.
But it wasn't true. She was just using her to spoiats over Jon.

‘Actually, | love the climate," she retorted, befafon could think of a
suitably caustic response. 'And I'd like to go ontthe bike. We could go
into Hamilton, if you like, Jon. Didn't you tell méhere was a glass-
bottomed boat we could take a trip on?’

Jon's brow lifted. 'l thought you didn't like bo&tee queried. 'At least, that
was my impression yesterday afternoon.' He gava beasing grin. 'Didn't
you say something about being seasick?'

‘That was different--' Helen was beginning hastitizen Victoria intervened
again.

'l think your father said something to upset h&rg declared, proving she
was not beaten yet, and Helen thought she couldsguénat the other
woman was thinking. But Victoria's suspicion thiae snight have made a
pass at Reed and been repulsed couldn't have bebarffrom the truth,
and it was infuriating when, for once, Jon chodediteve what his aunt was
saying.

'Is that true?' he demanded, pushing the remaofdes breakfast aside, and
staring at her. 'Did Dad say something to upset?y@eod, not another
attempt to blacken my character!

'Of course not.' Helen cast Victoria a frustratedkl ‘It was nothing like
that. | told you. | wasn't very well--'

‘Are you sure?"

'Yes, I'm sure.' Helen sighed. 'Jon, your—yourdathas—charming.' The
word nearly stuck in her throat, and she thought honic it was that she



was having to defend Reed to his son. She hesitatedment, and then
added rather recklessly, "Your aunt's afraid | nigtve misunderstood your
father's kindness, that's all. Apparently, some erhave got the wrong
idea.’

‘The wrong idea?"

Jon was looking blank, and, meeting Victoria's srgage, Helen guessed
she had put her foot in it once again. 'Yes,' she wearily, struggling to
find the right words to extricate herself. 'Becabseoffered to entertain me
while you were getting over your headache.'

Jon frowned. "You mean—he came on to you!

He looked flabbergasted, but no more so than hig, abhough Helen
couldn't take the time to enjoy it. 'No,' she saehvily. 'Aren't you
listening? Your aunt thinks | might have—embarrddsien, or something.’

Jon's lip curled. "You're not serious!" he exclalpaaldressing Victoria now,
and Helen hoped she had not said too much. Yot lwanestly think that
Helen might be interested in Dad! Lord!" He shoakltead disparagingly.
'He's far too old.'

Victoria said nothing, much to Helen's relief, addn rolled his eyes
towards the ceiling. 'You're crazy, do you knowtth&e declared at last.
"You still see every attractive woman as a poteétiigeat. Well, though it

pains me to say so, Vee, | don't think you needadoy about Dad finding

someone else any more. He's not going to boot ygso you can relax. He
may still admire a beautiful woman.' He stroked llaek of Helen's hand
with possessive fingers. 'But I'd say your tenuas wretty much secure.’

"Your father has never booted me out,’ retortedtovia, but just her
indignation was affected. And Helen could only fedlef that the crucial
point was passed. 'In any case, I'm going to tllergd she told them, and,
getting up from the table, she tottered out ofrtteem on her ridiculous high
heels.



Helen breathed more easily after she had goneciedlyeas Jon chose not
to continue with that particular line of discussiétowever, when he took
the opportunity of their being alone together toneoround the table and
perch on the edge of her chair, she was less aatitigs

'Mmm, you smell delicious,’ he said, nuzzling hair twith insistent lips,
and although Helen would have preferred to dislduige she didn't know
how to do so without causing another argument.

Even so, there were ways to dampen his ardounnaitebd of participating
she deliberately buttered herself another piedeast. 'Well, I'm hungry,'
she declared, when Jon protested, and althoughppetite had never been
smaller she proceeded to eat it.

'So am |," retorted Jon, rather ruefully. '‘But ofdy you. So, when are you
going to admit it? We were meant to be together.’

Helen made no response, and the appearance ofaitepmecluded any
more serious conversation. But Jon's youth had rneeemed more
pronounced. Sooner or later, she was going to havell him that they
didn't have a future—not together, at least, shadght unhappily. If Reed's
reappearance in her life had done nothing elsehéor it had certainly
defined her feelings for his son.

Perhaps she should tell him the truth, she reftecn, not the whole truth;
not about Alexa; but maybe she should explain shatand his father had
once—what! What could she say? If she admitted they had deen
lovers-Lovers! The word stuck in hehroat. They had slept together, that
was all. Love hadn't come into it. Neverthelessshé admitted they had
once known each other in that way, would Jon unded® Probably not,
she decided bleakly. Indeed, he might even make tladl right
connections—or in her case, all the wrong onexkriéev what she was like.
She didn't— sleep around. And if he put the daigsther...

In consequence, she said nothing, and, during ¢le few days, she was
relieved of the necessity of making any decisionthlReed away, she
could almost pretend that she and Jon were simplyatiday, without the

spectre of the past overshadowing the presentadtasowardly, she knew,



and she hated deceiving Jon, who had always beammsaderate of her, but
what else could she do? And, apart from the probténevading any
emotional entanglements, they were good days. Hwm a lot, and
played tennis on the grass court at the back didlise. They even went out
on the glass- bottomed boat, and Helen glimpseittla ¢f the island's
history in the rusting wrecks that lay offshore.

It was the nights that were harder. Now that thages of the past had
reasserted themselves, it was difficult not to plet scene with Reed over
and over again in her mind. The trouble was, thesrsbe thought about it,
the more she blamed herself for what had happéinleald been easy to load
all the responsibility on to Reed when the charafdser ever seeing him
again had been so remote. But now, having met gmmahaving seen for
herself that he was not the monster she had imdgshe found it infinitely
more difficult to ignore her own guilt.

Reed came back on Wednesday evening, a day laer\ctoria had
predicted, and it was Thursday morning before Helas obliged to see
him. She thought she and Jon had passed his cHregswere being
chauffeured into town on Wednesday evening, butsh&ln't be sure. The
fact was, as soon as she had learned that Reenlvés way home, she had
persuaded Jon to take her dancing, and they had thgeevening at a disco
at one of the larger hotels.

Consequently, she went down to breakfast on Thyrstd&ning feeling a
little like a prisoner going to the block. She hadidea how she was going
to handle seeing him again, and it was obvious Yhetoria would be
watching her every move.

As it happened, however, Victoria was the only perat the breakfast
table, and Helen took her seat with some reliefeAst she would be sitting
down when Reed put in an appearance. It was goirggta lot easier to
greet him from the comparative safety of her chair.

'Where's Jon?' asked Victoria, and Helen wishedtehkl ask where Reed
was with the same confidence. 'lI'd have thought he'down to see his
father, as he's been away. Particularly after gourtdast night.’



'Well—I'm afraid | was mostly to blame for thaid Helen, helping herself
to some strong black coffee. 'l wanted to go dapcamd | didn't think his
father— would mind.'

She finished with a little rush, as the catch intheoat almost threatened to
betray her, but Victoria was unaware of her disartiEvidently the fact
that Reed was home was more important, and shdynoéoked her tongue
impatiently, as if to say young people could newetrusted.

'‘Anyway," she observed, 'Jon should have knownebettknow Reed
always acts as if it's not important, but it mustdalling for him to know
that the only time he sees his son is when he veamething.'

Helen drew a careful breath. 'l don't think I--'

'What?' Victoria stared at her. 'Don't you thirik &nything to do with you,
is that it? Didn't Jon tell you it's not his own mey he's spending? You
surely didn't think he earned enough to supportskifnn the lifestyle to
which he's become accustomed, did you? For goodsales, Reed even
paid for your air fares—and for everything else'dd&ought since he's been
here.'

Helen swallowed. 'I'm sorry. | didn't know that.’

'‘No. Well, that's typical of Jon. He spends evesprny he earns, and then
sponges off his father.'

To Helen's relief, the appearance of the maid pdsd any response she
might have felt bound to make, but all the samagas disturbing to think
that Reed had actually paid for her to come ou¢.h8taying here, she felt
she owed him enough already, and although thetisituavas out of her
control she wished Jon had told her he was sharastf.

She ordered toast, when the maid asked her whaialid like to eat, and it
was almost an anticlimax when Reed came into tbemras the maid was
departing. 'Just coffee,’ he said, in answer toshaling enquiry, and then
greeted Helen and his sister with an all- enconmpgs%ood morning.'



Helen answered him politely, pouring herself somange juice to fill the

pregnant silence. She guessed she and Victoria lbare remembering

what Victoria had said, and added to this was len aneasiness about
what had happened on the yacht.

She had expected Reed to be dressed for the difite,covert glance in his
direction was all she needed to revise her opirtitia.blue collared shirt
had short sleeves, and his shorts were denim tsitiaéfinitely not the kind
of attire he would wear to go to business, andrehksed she had been too
optimistic. However, a second glance informed hat he didn't look at all
well, and she wondered if his business trip hadhbmeere arduous than he
had anticipated.

'‘Aren't you going in to the bank?' exclaimed Via@piadvertently asking
the question Helen would have liked to ask. 'l titduhere was a board
meeting this morning. | thought that was why yomeaback last night,
instead of waiting for this morning's flight.’

‘There is, and it was," said Reed, somewhat tiréadkng his seat at the end
of the table. He picked up the copy of the previdag'sFinancial Times
that was lying by his plate, and glanced at thedleas. 'But you're right:
I'm not going in to the bank. Not this morningJesist. Now—could | have
some coffee?’

As Victoria was pouring coffee into one of the ffaggold-rimmed cups,

Helen permitted herself another look in Reed'sctiva. For once, he

looked his age, she thought, and it was discomgetti discover she cared
enough to be concerned.

However, it was even more disconcerting when hbedihis head and caught
her gaze upon him. Until then, she had succeedeasaiting eye contact,

and her surreptitious observation of his movemieatsgone unnoticed. But
now he had intercepted her studied appraisal, asdeyes darkened

disturbingly as they bored into hers.

‘Are you all right?'



It took Helen a moment to realise Reed was taltortger, and when she did
her face betrayed her sudden consternation. 'l-g-lbear pardon?’

'l said, are you all right?” Reed repeated even¥ou got over
your—er—indisposition?"'

'Oh." Helen swallowed. 'Yes. Yes, I'm fine now,rkgou.' She paused, and
then, realising something more was required of $tex,added politely, 'Did
you have a good trip?'

Reed's mouth drew in. 'Passably," he conceded.tierd just as dutifully,
'What have you and Jon been doing while I've beeaya | expect you've
seen most of the island now, haven't you?'

'Most," agreed Helen, smiling rather tensely atritedd who brought her
toast. The—er—the weather's been wonderful.'

'l thought you'd found it a little too hot for coanf,’ put in Victoria abruptly,
apparently deciding she had been silent long encédter all, you're not
very brown, are you? A little red, perhaps--'

'Her skin's too fair to tan," Reed remarked, betdeten could think of a
civil response, and both women were taken abacknTturning to his
sister, he continued, 'By the way, Styles waseagitport last night, when 1
landed. He was apparently on his wayW&w York. | didn't know you'd
arranged some Press coverage for him in the States.

Now it was Victoria's turn to go red. 'l haverstie snapped, regarding her
brother with accusing eyes. 'And you know it." 8wk a deep breath. 'How
do you know where he was going, anyway? | caniebelhe volunteered
the information.’

'No. | asked him," replied Reed pleasantly. 'l tadkeaf out of your book,
Tori. I've noticed you don't hesitate to speak yoimd, when you consider
the situation warrants it.'

Victoria grunted. 'So, why didn't you mention isiaight?'



'l didn't think of it." Reed shrugged. 'Believeoit not, | do have more
important things on my mind than Luther Styles.’

Victoria gave another snort that sounded like 'hioimput she didn't
contradict him. And Reed's timely intervention hativerted the

conversation from Helen, for which she was gratefulgave her the

opportunity to finish her breakfast in comparaw®nymity, and she made
sure she did nothing to draw attention to herggsdiira



CHAPTER TWELVE

JON came into the morning-room as Helen was leaviegdble, and it was
embarrassing when he tried to kiss her in fronhisffather. However, as
Victoria was close on her heels—evidently prefeytio be alone, to brood
over what Reed had told her—she had an excusep@sst him. Forcing a
smile, she told him she would see him later, arfidhien alone with his
father, hoping her apparent insouciance in doingwsald not prove
indiscreet.

Victoria disappeared into the library and, leftier own devices, Helen
went out of the house and down to the jetty. Eveth&s hour of the
morning, the sun was hot on her back, and she Vaasshe had chosen to
wear an outfit that afforded her shoulders soméeptmn. Despite the fact
that the jumpsuit's legs were cut off at mid-thighe cotton top was
conventional, with wide, elbow-length sleeves. Hogreremembering that
Jon had bought the suit the day before in Hamilktelen felt less at ease.
After what Victoria had told her, she couldn't hefondering whether
Reed's money had paid for it. And Jon's commeat, it8 warm, peachy
colour exactly matched her skin, seemed ratheowali that was true.

The motor launch was moored at the jetty, and sitged it impatiently

with the toe of her boot. It bobbed on the watet,the picture didn't please
her. It reminded her too vividly of her nervousn#ss morning Reed took
her out on the yacht, and right now thinking of ®&&es the last thing she
wanted to do. Nevertheless, she wished she hasecthis offer. He might

never have remembered who she was if she hadnit apehole day in his

company.

Pushing thoughts like these to the back of her nshd started off along the
dock. The sun had bleached the stone, and it vibagliant white beneath
her feet. Everything was clean and bright in Berayihe thought moodily.
Except herself, that was—and the thoughts she ntdtifle.

Beyond the jetty, rocks formed a natural barrierthie sea's incessant
erosion. Trees and shrubs grew close to the wadds, too, seemingly
indifferent to the shallowness of the soil, andngbs of flowering cacti



made an exotic splash of colour. In fact, there e@sur everywhere she
looked, she reflected ruefully, and she wishedvetie able to enjoy it.

Alexa would have loved it here, she knew, realisirgdaughter was never
likely to visit Bermuda now. Not with her mother ahy rate, Helen
amended. What she did when she was older was nmatkog Helen could
realistically predict.

Not liking the direction her thoughts were takiktglen pushed her hands
into her pockets and hunched her shoulders. Butghlken't deny the fact
that one day Alexa was going to become curious tabeufather. Right

now, it didn't seem important, but how long wouldttlast?

She had picked her way to the water's edge, andpesmhed on a rock,
gazing out at the Sound, when she sensed she wasger alone. It wasn't
any sound he had made, but rather the extra-semsyogption he had
spoken of that caused her to turn her head, and sie saw Reed she got
quickly to her feet.

'Um—where's Jon?' she asked at once, looking bepandexpectantly,
almost as if she thought Jon were hiding in thesr@ut it appeared from
the careless lift of his shoulders that Reed wasegland her pulse raced in
concert with the hammering of her heart.

'l guess he's finishing his breakfast,' Reed dedlat last, turning his palms
towards her in a gesture of obeisance. 'Does item¥at wanted to speak to
you. That's noverbotenjs it?'

'I—no." Helen licked her lips. 'No, | suppose not.'

'Oh, your generosity overwhelms me!' Reed's tong blatantly sardonic,

but he didn't look at her as he stepped acrosstties towards her. ‘Mmm,
this is a pleasant spot, isn't it?" he addednfletomes wish | had more time
to enjoy it.’

Helen tried to regulate the intake of air to hergs, but with him standing
barely an arm's length away, it wasn't easy. \wouldn't have appeared
rude, or childish, or both, she would have likedkeep a safe distance



between them. But with the sea behind her, andhigrroute back blocked
by his lean, muscular figure, she felt out of heptth, and helpless.

Realising the most sensible course was to behaweatlst, she shook her
head now and glanced about her. 'Um—surely you Hawé to work all the
time," she said rather breathily, as if that wée anly topic on her mind.
'My—my boss says, you have to learn to delegate.’

'Oh, | do delegate.' Reed turned his head to lodleg and she wished she
had kept her mouth shut. 'But | spend a lot of tiragelling to the various
branches of the bank. And | guess | use my wordoagpensation.'

As compensation!

Helen swallowed. 'l see." It was safer not to méieeobvious rejoinder.
Their situation was unreal enough as it was.

Reed's expression altered then, and, watching thehis teeth came to
draw his lower lip between them, Helen was not sees. It seemed
obvious that he was not deceived by her attemgvation, and she looked
down at her feet to avoid his knowing eyes.

‘Are you in love with Jon?'
Helen caught her breath. The question was so uoteg#at for a moment
she could only stare at him. Then, gathering hés,vghe said unsteadily,

"That's none of your business.'

'l know it's not.' Reed scuffed the toe of his shgainst the rocks. 'But I'd
like to know anyway."'

Why?'

Helen needed some time to regain her composureyrdass she could
defuse this situation there didn't seem much pisgfehat.

'Why do you think?' he asked now, and she coutdeitent her disbelieving
gaze from seeking his yet again.



'l—don't know,"' she said, rubbing her moist palngsimast her thighs.
'‘Because—because you're his father, | suppose.’

'‘Ah, yes." Reed's lips twisted. 'What other reasonld there be?' he
observed, but it was not a question. 'Perhaps lymk I'm having second
thoughts, about approving of your relationship.'

Helen hesitated. 'Are you?"

Reed looked at her wryly for a moment, and thenloag brown fingers
through his hair. 'Perhaps,' he conceded. 'I'veghbabout it a lot.’

Helen moved her head quickly from side to side.lMso have |, as it
happens,' she admitted honestly. 'And you don& baworry. | know what
| have to do.'

'Do you?' Reed regarded her firmly now. 'l wishh&ll | did. | wish my
situation were as simple as yours.'

Helen swallowed. 'As simple as mine,’ she echoathat makes you
think--?"

'l did go back,' he said abruptly, and Helen's $agged as he drew a harsh
breath. 'To the wine bar," he added, as if sheeteady elucidation. 'l went
back. But you weren't there.'

Helen gulped. 'You're not serious!" She could &éeelave of hysteria rising
inside her. 'Oh, God! Do you expect me to beliema?/You didn't go back
to the wine bar, and | despise you for pretendimg ¢id.'

'I'm not pretending.’

'Oh, please--'

Helen turned away then, her arms pressed acrossitieff as if to quell the
sense of nausea she was feeling. That he sholgditdl bare-faced lies, she

thought sickly. That he would even think he coulake her believe he had
cared enough to come back.



He was lying. He had to be lying. Despite Bryan d&os threats about
reporting her, she had continued to work for Cfimealmost six weeks after
the night she had spent with Reed. And he had remrae back. Dear God,
hadn't she looked for him in every face that cante the bar? Hadn't she
cried herself to sleep for weeks, when he hadipeaged? Eventually, of
course, she had had to accept that she had beeh dliat a man like him

took his pleasure where he found it, with no thdughthe consequences.
But that hadn't stopped her wanting to see himmagad she had gone
through hell in those weeks, before she'd lodti@le.

Then, when she'd found out she was going to havddiby, her puerile
fantasies had given way to raw panic. She'd beemgoand she'd been
unmarried, and the feelings she had been nurt@ioinBeed had no longer
seemed so romantic. That was when her parents loaggto be such a
tower of strength. And, even though they had beehly her refusal to tell
them who the baby's father was, they had helpedapgorted her through
those difficult days.

Of course, years later, she had told them the.t¥itien Alexa had reached
school age, and Helen had been old enough to fdrbrdfather to do
anything about it. And then it had all seemed Bkeh a hackneyed story.
The pathetic confession of someone who should kawvavn better. But
they had never reproached her for it, even thohgh inust have wondered
where they, themselves, as parents, had gone wrong.

'Helen--'

His use of her name caused a tiny draught of dartdhe nape of her neck,
and she realised that, while she had been rememgbtve past, he had
closed the space between them. He was standingoedimd her now, and
even as she became aware of it his hands curvaitlligver the shrinking

flesh of her upper arms.

'Please--'
It seemed to be the only word she could articukatel, although she would

have liked to use some stronger expletive to gatthirelease her, her brain
seemed frozen.



'Relax," he said softly. 'For God's sake, donafio@id of me! | only want to
talk to you. To set the record straight.’

‘There is no record to set straight,” said Hel&fystmoving her arms to
evade his hands, and with a weary sigh he let beBgt he didn't move
away.

'l did go back to the wine bar, but--' as she begamotest again '—we won't
go into that now. Nevertheless, it's relevant tatvfm saying. However
unlikely that may seem.’

Helen closed her eyes. 'l don't want to talk albloigt-'

'‘Well, 1 do." She heard his harsh intake of bredtbrd, what did you
expect? You can't believe something like this cappen, without there
being repercussions. Since—well, since we spokb@gacht, I've thought
of nothing else.’

'Really?’

Somehow, despite her agitation, Helen managed ttegue sarcasm into
her tone, and as if her attitude had angered hiedRbifted impatiently.

'Yes, really," he muttered, and she could senséetigon in his taut body.
'‘And, whether you believe me or not, you're gomggten to my side of the
story.'

Helen's hands clenched at her sides. Damn hinthshkight, she didn't want
to listen to anything he had to say. He was toordplausible, that was the
trouble. Even after all these years, there wasaspiairt of her that wanted to
believe him. And that was what frightened her most.

But she couldn't let him know that, and adoptingratifferent stance she
lifted one slim shoulder. 'Well," she said, gazing across the Sound, as if
anything he had to say were of little interestéo, lyou have had three days
to think of an explanation.'



‘That's not true!" Reed swore then, and it was as/ifrom the words he
used that he had no trouble in thinking of expkgivYou just don't want to
understand, do you? My God, did you honestly expeetto remember
every detail of what happened ten years ago isplaee of a few minutes?'

'l—don't—care,’ said Helen carefully, but Reed wasprepared to believe
her now.

'Don't you?' he snapped, and when his hands grippe@rms again and

jerked her back against him, she was left in ndbtithat this time he was

not going to be ignored. 'Well, that's too bad.&ese you are going to hear
what | have to say.'

Helen thought of struggling with him, but she haxtl lexperience of his
strength, and she had no intention of making tlisason any more

humiliating than it already was. Instead, she hiee discomfort of his

fingers digging into her soft flesh, and tried ¢mare the pressure of his
pelvis against her buttocks.

'l—think you'd better let me go," she said, withnasch conviction as she
could muster. Her hand brushed his thigh, and shmked it away
automatically. 'l mean it she added evenly. This—silly.
Someone—someone might see us.'

Reed's breathing was heavy in her ear. 'Who?' tetered harshly. 'Jon?’
He paused. 'Does that bother you?"

Helen took a trembling breath. 'lt—it should—botkeu. And—and there's
Victoria.'

Reed bent his head then, and as he did so hibheshed the side of her
neck. With her hair drawn into its usual braid, slagl no protection from

him, and the feel of his hair against her skin wabearably disturbing.

'What—what if | say | don't care?' he enquired, sinel couldn't be sure, but
she thought his lips touched the delicate contotirer ear.



'You-do care,' she protested, but it was a despeesponse at best. The
longer he held her, the less she wanted him thdego, and it was almost
impossible to prevent her head from tipping towdrdstempting mouth.

'Shut up, and listen," he ordered grimly, thoughht@nds on her arms were
no longer hurting her. 'When | went back to Englayal werenot still
working in that wine bar.’

Helen shivered. 'Wh-when you werdckto England,’ she echoed painfully.
"You mean, you had a conscience about me?'

'‘A conscience about you?' For a moment, Reed sduadedf he didn't

understand her, but then comprehension seemeduo. ddo," he told her

abrasively. 'At least, not in the way you meanidni go back because I'd
had second thoughts. | went back because | waatesdl tyou why I'd gone

away.'

'l—don't—want to hear,’ she moaned, twisting headchback, and then
wishing she hadn't when she encountered the umyiglexpanse of his
chest. And, because his head was still bent towheds her soft cheek
grazed the rougher skin of his jawline. 'Pleassamt you to let me go. |
don't want to hear any more lies.’

‘They're not lies, damn you. It's the truth,’ giaiReed savagely. 'The
morning after—the morning after we were—togethey,lawyer called me

from Bermuda.' He took a steadying breath, and toetinued, "You know

now that Diana and | were separated. Well, he @¢datigell me that Diana
had come over in my absence, and taken Jon bdbk tetates.’

Helen blinked. ‘Jon?’

'Yes, Jon.' Reed breathed unevenly. 'And, beliewe mot, at that time my
son's happiness meant more to me than anything else

Helen moistened her lips. 'But—if he went with Ker-

'He was eleven years old,’ said Reed harshly. itH€tdhave a lot of choice.’



Helen absorbed what he had said. 'l see.’

'Do you?' Reed twisted her round to face him tlag, she was alarmed at
the greyness of his expression. ‘Do you reallyam@ryou just saying that?'

Helen swallowed. 'If it's true--'

"It is." Reed's mouth thinned. 'It took me almesai months to get him back
again.'

Helen nodded. 'All right.’
Reed expelled his breath wearily. 'You believe me?'
Helen nodded again. 'If you say so.'

'If | say so?' Reed stared at her, his eyes datlk fmustration. 'Helen, as
God's my witness, it's the truth. At least tell yoe believe me!’

Helen didn't know what to believe. As she had kafjected, his story had
been perfectly plausible, but she was afraid tosiar its implications. If

Reed was telling the truth, if he had gone baclBéomuda to fight his

ex-wife for his son, where did that leave her? Aod could she blame him
now for not being there when she needed him?

'Helen!
He shook her gently now, his hands sliding fromdieyulders to her throat.
But not aggressively, like that day on the yachtisTtime, his touch was

sensitive, sensuous, his thumbs probing the hollo&snd her ears, his
eyes narrow and intent.

'‘Now, tell me," he said huskily, ‘are you in lovighamy son?’

Helen found herself shaking her head almost inuvaltiy.



'I'm glad." His lips twisted, almost with a trackself- mockery. 'l know
what | did was wrong, but | don't know if | couletdr to live with the
knowledge that you were Jon's wife.’

Helen's throat felt tight. "You—won't—have—to.'

'‘No." Reed's eyes dropped to her mouth. 'Only wiat might have been,
hmm? I'm sorry | hurt you. That wasn't how it wasamt to be.’

Helen's control snapped. 'You didn't hurt me,'dfaked out, putting up her
hands to wrench his hands from her neck, onlydn'tliwork that way.
Instead her hands closed round his wrists and cland whenshe wned

tear-filled eyes up to his face Reed's own redt@iimmbled.
"You said' he began, in a strangled voice, and twrid go no further.

'l lied," she told him, knowing he deserved thehrAnd, aware she had
gone too far to back off now, she added, 'Peoplethdd to defend
themselves. Why do you think | didn't believe you?'

'Oh, God!

Reed's groan was anguished as he tipped her fatde his. His hands
threaded into her hair, loosening her braid, angsicg the fiery curls to
catch the sun. Then, with a feeling of inevitapjlishe saw him bend his
head towards her, and his lips found hers in atimet caress.

Helen's limbs melted, and her hands clutched histwaa desperate effort
to support herself. His shirt parted from his shi@g she dug her nails into
the cloth, and the warm skin of his midriff wasdligilk beneath her fingers.

Reed sucked in his breath then, as if he foundgeneation of her hands on
his flesh as disturbing as she did. And when hersaslipped round his
waist, and her palms spread against the moistwafdis spine, he made a
ragged sound of protest.

But he didn't let her go. And his lips, which morteebefore had been
tasting her lips with infinite gentleness, hardengelceptibly as she



burrowed closer. She was against him now, her tweagshed against his
chest, her stomach and thighs intensely consciduseosolid muscles
supporting her.

His tongue thrust between her teeth, brooking moadleand her lips parted

instinctively. Hot, and wet, and sensual, it toasgession of her mouth as
surely as he had once taken possession of her badyshe was no more
capable of resisting him now than she had been then

His hands moved from her hair to her arms, slithegeath the wide sleeves
of the jumpsuit and massaging the yielding flester inch of her body

seemed sensitised to his touch, and when the Isustivitihe neckline of the
suit parted she didn't attempt to prevent them., Betause she wasn't
wearing a bra on this occasion, her breasts wepeotetted, and Reed's
hands found their swollen peaks with evident sattsbn.

He was kissing her unrestrainedly now, his mouthghy and disruptive,
and burningly intent. He was kissing her as if dos#o had been all he had
thought about for the last ten years, and Helelddeel her senses slipping
far beyond her control. She could feel his arousal a hard tumescent
pressure against her stomach that his thin clottwodd barely contain. And
she knew a mindless need to touch him that wagiongriher over the
brink...

She never knew what alerted her to the fact tiegtwere no longer alone. It
was one of those odd coincidences that she shpeld loer eyes just as Jon
was striding back along the path, away from themdidin't realise she had
seen him. The way he was moving it was a mira@deghe had. Or perhaps
a miracle was not the way to describe it. A disaster seeoheser to the
truth.

With a little moan she dragged herself away froradiien, and it was only
because he was still dazed by his emotions thadtheer. He protested, of
course, and he would have jerked her back intaitmss, but somehow she
evaded him, and pulled the bodice of her suit aches breasts.

‘Jon,' she said, in a little choked voice, the iimestips of her breasts
feeling sore against the soft fabric. 'Jon—was helee added, as Reed



stared at her uncomprehendingly. 'He—he saw us. Hgutdidn't say
anything. He—went back up to the house.'

‘Hell!

Reed's response was succinct and instantaneousjeded's retreat from
reality was halted. As he closed his eyes, anddrdiie scalp with hard,
abrasive fingers, she made a shuddering returensdnses. What had she
done? she asked herself unbelievingly. How hadadloeved herself to
participate in what had been, for him, merely a mseaf demonstrating his
domination? He had wanted to prove a point, antddtkesucceeded. And
because of that, she had to explain to Jon songeshi@ had hoped never to
have to explain.

'l talk to him," said Reed abruptly, but Heleidnit want that. If Reed told
his son they had once been lovers, heaven knew wwtepretation Jon
might make. She had Alexa to consider, and for Akesake she had to be
careful.

'‘No," she said now, buttoning her suit and turramg@y, but Reed was not
allowing that.

'No?' he echoed harshly. 'Why the hell not? Hetb&sow sooner or later.
And I'm the one to tell him.'

'No," said Helen again, stepping round him cargfslb that Reed was left in
no doubt that she didn't want him to touch her.I'kspeak to Jon. | got us
into this mess, and—and I'll get us out of it.’

Reed's mouth tightened. 'Is that how you see thés?a mess?'
'What else?' said Helen tautly. 'Oh, let's notgétit meant—anything.

To—to either of us. As—as you said on the yacht—we are attracted to
one another. But that's all it is. A physical attien.'



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

'‘BuTt why did you really not stay for the whole two weekMum?' Alexa
was sitting cross-legged on the end of her motlbexs while Helen drank
the cup of tea Mrs Caldwell had just brought upea "You never did tell us
properly,” her daughter persisted. 'Did you andhkose a row or something?
Is that why he hasn't been to see us, since yobagpit?"

‘No, I--'

"Your mother told you what happened,” her granderotimterrupted,

picking up a pair of Helen's tights, and drapingnthover the back of a
chair. She cast a thoughtful glance at her daugbéfore continuing, 'That
friend of his—the drummer—nhe's in trouble with thalice.- Jon had to
come back to help him. That's why he's gone to khm

'Oh, Ricky Ellis, yes,' remarked Alexa resigne@ly Helen gave her mother
a grateful look. 'But all the same, you'd thinkdhieave wanted to sewe.|
mean, he said he'd bring me something back. Songetbally super. And
he hasn't.'

'Mercenary article,'" said her grandmother affecttely, ruffling Alexa's
blonde curls. 'Now, come along. Off the bed. Befgye make your mother
spill her tea.'

'I'm not that stupid!" declared Alexa indignanthyt she got down anyway.
' might as well go and get dressed. We are gdiagging, aren't we? You
did say that we could.’

'l promise,’ said Helen, putting her tea aside, pmiting the pyjama-clad
little girl into her arms for an impulsive hug. 'Wpdon't forget to wash first,
before you put on your clothes. And clean your ltedive put your
toothbrush in the bathroom.'

'‘Nana got me a new toothbrush, while you were awsgid Alexa,
grimacing, not altogether opposed to being cuddiatifeeling that she had



to make a token protest. "What time are we leavif@Pknow how hard it is
for Grandad to find somewhere to park, if we dgo'early.'

'Soon,' agreed Helen, wondering if she had eveleadiaughter's energy.
‘Just give me a chance to finish my tea, and | geril get up.'

It is Saturday morning,” put in Mrs Caldwell drilyshooing her
granddaughter out of the room. "Your mother worksweek, and she
deserves a lie-in at weekends. Just because yaou'heliday, that doesn't
mean everyone else is.’

'‘But it is only a week since Mummy came back froeruda,’ protested
Alexa, from the landing, and Helen sighed. '‘Are yauming shopping,
Nana? Sarah Stubbs says there's a new skateboRasebury's. Do you
think Mummy would let me have a skateboard? | wotildse it on the
street; only in the garden...'

Helen's mother came back into the bedroom as heghtier was finishing
her tea, and they shared a wry face over Alexateah 'l really believe that
child is getting more demanding as she gets oldaid Mrs Caldwell
ruefully. 'While you were away your father was guiworn out by her
blether.'

Helen shook her head. 'I'm sorry." She paused. Rriow, if she is getting
too much for you and Dad, you must say. I'd hatetgdfeel you have to
look after her.’

'‘And what would you do if we didn't?' exclaimed Mealdwell at once.

'Employ some stranger to look after her, or havedwmeng home to that
empty flat after school?’

'l wouldn't do that. Have her go home to the flabean.’

'‘No, well—we wouldn't let you employ someone etstake care of her. For
heaven's sake, she is our grandchild. Our onlydgtaiid, | might add. And,

so long as you're working, she's well enough hette us.'

Helen shook her head. 'But if Dad--'



"Your father's not in his dotage yet, young wonfaoodness me, he's only
fifty-eight. And, as the little one doesn't haviather of her own to care for
her, it's better she has at least one stable masauafluence in her life.’

Helen lifted her head. 'Onstable masculine influence,’ she echoed,
ignoring the pain her mother's careless words vatesl. "What do you
mean by that?'

'Well--' Mrs Caldwell did look slightly discomfitetbw. "You have to admit,
she has no other man to turn to. Not on a permdraesis, anyway.'

'You make it sound as if I'm in the habit of paradia procession of
boyfriends through our home,' said Helen tens&here only has been Jon.
Before that, there was no one of importance.'

'Does Alexa know that?' enquired Mrs Caldwell, kezong her confidence.
'l know Jon's young, and your father and | have dwaddoubts about your
suitability for one another, but Alexa did like hi®he liked him a lot. And
now, although you haven't exactly said anything,cae sense that—well,
that something's happened.’

Helen put her teacup aside. 'Are you suggestingaimh| should have
stayed together for Alexa's sake?' she asked evenly

‘Then it's true,’ said her mother, not answering 'Neu and Jon have split
up. I knew all this business about him going to Dark and not having
time to see Alexa was all moonshine. Well, youtsang to have to tell her.
And soon. It's not fair to keep her hanging on.’

'l know that." There was an edge to Helen's voioe,rand her mother
arched speculative brows.

‘There's no need to get impatient with me,’ shéaded, twitching a corner
of the bedspread into place. 'lt's not my fawofir—holiday—didn't work

out. | just wish you'd been honest with us sootieat's all. We could have
done our best to break it to Alexa gently.’

Helen sighed. 'It isn't that simple.’



Her mother straightened. 'lt seems simple enoughetd

'Yes. | expect it does.' Helen rested her elbowsamknees, and dropped
her chin into her hands. 'But it isn't.’

Mrs Caldwell frowned, a trace of compassion entghiar eyes. 'Why isn't
it?' she asked, and smoothing the cover she sbatseélf on the end of
Helen's bed. 'Either you've had a fall-out, or awen't. Are you going to
see him again, or aren't you?"

Helen shook her head. 'l don't know. | don't supsxs’

'S0?'

Helen hesitated, and then, with a nervous glanearts the half-open door,
she said, 'There's something you don't know. Sangethdidn't want to tell
you. But—now, well, | suppose I'm going to have to.

Her mother stared at her. 'lt's something to db Wiexa's father, isn't it?'
Helen gasped. 'Who told you?"

'‘No one told me.' Mrs Caldwell made an expressegige. 'Helen, | am
your mother. I've sensed, ever since you came lihek,something was

wrong.'

'l see.’ Helen ran her hands round the back ofiéek and squeezed. ‘| must
be pretty transparent, hmm?'

'‘No. Just human,’ replied her mother gently. 'So-hatwabout Alexa's
father? Have you seen him again?'

Helen slowly nodded her head. 'He's Jon's father.'

'‘No!" Mrs Caldwell was stunned. '‘But—did you know?'



'‘Before | left England? Of course not.' Helen ladbkedignant now. 'Do you
think I'd have gone to stay with them, if I'd knowa was related to Jon?
No. It was a total shock, believe me! | had no idea

'‘And did he know who you were?' enquired her mqgther voice distinctly
cooler now, and Helen felt a sense of betrayaltferway she had behaved.
To her mother, Reed was still the man who had tedlder daughter. It
would have probably proved impossible to get heempa to see him in a
different light. So it was just as well that sitieatwas not going to arise, she
thought hollowly.

‘Not initially," she said at last, and, realisifgesvould have to explain, she
quickly outlined the details of what had happer@fticourse, she omitted
any mention of her association with Reed. That @auly have clouded the
issue. As it was, her mother was quite preparedeteve that she had
severed her relationship with Jon because of thefaand the fact that that
might only be a part of the story didn't seem toundo her.

Which was probably just as well, thought Helen, eerhering what had
taken place between her and Jon with some misgvifige amazing thing
had been, he had expected her to go on seeing $irh reothing had
happened. And it was only when she'd refused higasituation had become
untenable.

However, when she had first followed him up to kimeise, she had been
quite prepared for a blazing row. She had been tabthink of no other
reaction to what he had just seen, and when sh&wally tracked him to
earth in his room she had already been steelirgelidor a confrontation.

And he had been angry. She had known that as sosimeaopened the door.
But she had soon found his anger was directed towrards himself than
her, and when Helen had stumbled out the facstimtind Reed had known
one another before, he'd actually seemed to fiatlaimusing.

'So you met in London,' he said, nodding his haadf that explained a lot
of things. 'Well, what do you know? | didn't know had it in him.’

‘It wasn't like that.'



Helen tried to divert him. She couldn't have Jankimg that she and his
father had had an affair. There was Alexa to casidnd, although she
knew she was being selfish, she couldn't beartibeght of losing her.

But, as it happened, there was no startling refeglain fact, Jon was more
interested in what was going to happen now, andwiteden insisted that,
in spite of what he had seen, there was no questibar and Reed's getting
together, Jon was relieved.

‘These things happen,” he said, and to her homdr astonishment he
actually tried to put his arms around her. Therkingaa wry face when she
wouldn't let him, he continued blandly, '‘Come oab¥, none of us is an
angel, are we? Except Aunt Vee, of course," he daddalf maliciously,
laughing at his own joke. 'Hey, it's no big deaivesa little, can't you? |
guess the old man got a bit overheated, that¥allre a good-looking girl,
and he's only human. Sure, | was peeved at fireeknw saw you two
together. | mean, it was quite a blow to my egat ylou might prefer the old
man to me. But, if you say there's nothing heavpgon between you, I'm
willing to buy that. We've all got our faults.' paused. 'Even me.’

Helen looked at him then, and, although she believer expression was
anonymous, something of what she was thinking mase shown in her
face.

'Well--' he protested, even though she did not wahear any more. 'l might

as well tell you. That night | went into Hamilton eny own, | wasn't exactly
a good boy myself." And although Helen would halensed him then, he
went on doggedly, 'Susie—you remember Susie, goo?—well, we met

up at the disco, and we had a real good time. Nlgst no recriminations.

Just a good time, that's all. So—who am | to thameusations? I've got my
weaknesses, | admit it. So, what do you say?"

Of course, it hadn't made any difference to whdehribad already decided
to do, but it had made it a whole lot easier. Aod, After realising he was
not going to change her mind, had seemed morewfiang to book them
both an earlier flight back to London. Perhaps &aé tdecided he had had
enough of the quiet life for the time being. Orlpgrs he had thought he and
Reed could both use a period of readjustment. Whagtdhe had made



arrangements for them to leave the same evenirtgHaten had left the
island without having another conversation with &Ree

He had been there, of course, when the servanted#neir suitcases out to
the hire car, but he hadn't said much at all. @fse, he had had no way of
knowing what had happened between her and Jon,skeit strongly
suspected he was glad to see the back of them...

'‘And Jon doesn't suspect--'

Mrs Caldwell broke off now, without finishing heergence, but Helen
knew what she had been trying to say.

'‘No," she said steadily, hoping it was true. But Bad never asked how she
had met his father, or when, and she had certaiotyvolunteered the
information. And their departure from the islanddhi@en so precipitate,
she was sure he hadn't spoken to his father. doRbed was likely to tell
him, she consoled herself thankfully. It was nansthing either of them
would want to discuss.

'So,' said her mother suddenly, revealing she wasa® gullible as Helen
had thought, 'has he changed much? Reed Wyattan.nite'll be older, of
course. And wiser, | dare say.' She paused. 'Whsrdt all curious about
you?'

'‘Curious?' Helen's heart faltered for a momentpigefegulating its beat.
Her face blazed with colour. 'Why would he be cusi@bout me?’

'Well, didn't Jon tell his father that you hadtddigirl?'
Helen nodded. 'Yes.'
'‘And that didn't intrigue him at all?’

'No." Helen took a steadying breath. "Why shodd-t let him think there
had been someone else.’

Mrs Caldwell's eyes narrowed. 'So he did ask?'



'‘Not exactly." Helen realised she had said too mack tried to recover
herself. 'Um—it was just something—something thaswaid in passing,’
she improvised unhappily. 'Er—don't you think wewld be making a
move? If Alexa comes back, and I'm not even ougeaf--'

'How do you tell someone, even in passing, thatwgosiept with more than
one man?' enquired her mother quietly. 'Helen,\ nat be very clever, but
| wasn't born yesterday.’

'Oh, God!" Helen pushed weary fingers into her,haid regarded her

mother resignedly. 'Would you believe me if | slgildn't want to talk about
it?"

'Oh, yes.' Mrs Caldwell nodded. 'I'd believe yodolbelieve you. I'm sure
you don't want to talk about it at all. But we gmur parents, Helen. We
were the ones who stood by you, when you needechast. Don't we

deserve some consideration? Don't we deserve to Wiat's going on?"

Helen sighed. 'Nothing's going on.'

'‘But you're not telling us everything, are youX'sgeted her mother. "You
didn't—you didn't do anything—silly, did you?"

'I'm not likely to have another baby, if that's whau're afraid of," retorted
Helen harshly, and then knew a terrible sensemifition at the pained look
on her mother's face. 'Oh—no. No, of course, |'tidim anything—silly, as
you put it,’ she assured her gently, putting outHaand and squeezing her
mother's arm. 'Honestly, Mum, you don't have amghio worry about.
My—my association with the Wyatt family is over.'

'Is it?' Clearly, Mrs Caldwell wasn't convincedt blelen didn't know what

else to say to her. She could hardly tell her motlveat had really

happened. Even now, she could hardly absorb thetewe that last

morning on the island with any degree of convictienself. She wanted to
forget it; forget everything that had happened,, ainthere was a trace of
panic in her need to put Reed out of her mindcsliédn't bear to examine it
for fear of what she might find.



But, in the days that followed, it became less k33 easy to keep those
thoughts at bay. Time didn't heal, it merely coni@ed the pain, and

although exhaustion sent her to sleep the minutelat her head on the
pillow, a couple of hours later she was wide awak@vulnerable. Of COUrSE,

she told herself she was crazy to allow this tqoleago her, but there wasn't
much she could do about it. The cushion of time Ibeein removed, and
without its comforting barrier her feelings for Rleeeturned in sharp
perspective. Not that she believed the way she rieliv bore any
resemblance to the past. In retrospect, thoselgifdintasies seemed unreal
and immature. Nothing like the shattering waverabgon that had swept
away her inhibitions—and her sanity.

Her only spar in this sea of uncertainty and tuimas Alexa. Reed's
daughter, she thought now, with more satisfacti@ntsense. At least she
had something of him to hold on to, however inglos that achievement
might be. For, having met Reed again, she had dadvise her opinion
about him. He had not been the immoral adventuneried previously
thought him. If she believed what he had told hemé-she was inclined to
do so—he hadn't exactly abandoned her to her fdee.had come
back—albeit too late to do anything to help her—aincbuld be argued, he
deserved to know the truth.

Yet, how much of the truth did he deserve to knmshe asked herself
bitterly. The truth that he had a daughter, as agla son? Remembering
what he had told her of the legal battle he hadv#td his first wife, when
she had tried to take Jon away from him, how csbkliface such a prospect
with equilibrium? Or perhaps the truth that shesbérwas in love with
him? For she was. She knew that now; had sensidféct, from the first
day she arrived in Bermuda.

But neither of these alternatives was an option Wes open to her. She
couldn't play games with Alexa's future, and theguality that Reed might

use her to gain control of his daughter was notsireecared to consider.
She had to accept the fact that Reed was not eath her, and therefore
they had no future together. He had beére-was—attracted to her, but that
was as far as it went. It wasn't the first timeanrhad shown interest in her.



For heaven's sake, Jon had been interested iarfteother men before him.
Just because, on those other occasions, she hao hswering attraction

herself, the situation was no different. For sormason, men found the
combination of her fiery hair and pale skin infelt appealing, and

although she knew she wasn't beautiful she appgrgsessed something
else.

Which didn't make the slightest difference to hesent dilemma, except in
so far as to say, had Reed not been attractedr sl might not now be
suffering as she was. If he hadn't recognisedihlee, hadn't touched her, if
he hadn't aroused such strong emotions inside ligr—f! But he had
recognised her, he had touched her, and the fedtiadhad aroused would
not easily be denied.

Her work suffered, because she found it so diffitntoncentrate, and Alan
Wright got quite irritated with her. He was used relying on her
completely, and when contracts went astray, andretvent untyped, his
usual good humour gave way to frank impatience.

'What is the matter with you?' he demanded, onealfrafternoon about
three weeks after Helen's return from holiday. '6od's sake, if | didn't
know better, I'd say you were having marital proide Alexa's OK, isn't
she? | know it's the school holidays, but your pee@are looking after her,
aren't they?'

'Yes. Yes, of course.'

While Alexa was on holiday, she spent most of heretwith her
grandparents. During schooltime, things were daffier Then, Helen took
her daughter to school on her way to work, andeeitter mother or her
father picked her up afterwards. Usually, they thekto the flat, so that she
was there when Helen got home. But occasionally tteok her to
Chiswick, and at weekends Helen often stayed toere

'So, what is wrong?' Alan protested now. 'Heledor't want to hurt your
feelings, but | do need an assistant who has sotaeest in her work.'

Helen shook her head. 'l am interested ---



'—but not enthusiastic," Alan interrupted drilyvéE since you came back
from holiday, you've lost that elusive spark. Whappened, for pity's sake?
What did he do? I guess it has something to do tdhpop singer you
went on holiday with. | heard you're not seeing kimy more.'

Helen stared at him indignantly. 'How did you heeat?"

'From one of the girls in the typing pool." Alaroked a little embarrassed
now, and he ran a rueful hand over his baldingpsc@lell, that car of his
hasn't been around lately, has it?' he defendedétimAnd what with the
way you've been working, and everything--'

'—you put two and two together and made five?"

Alan sighed. 'Not exactly. Helen, | may be impatiewer your work, but |
do care about you. If you are having some problentis this bloke, and |
can help you with it, you've only to say.'

Helen shook her head now, her momentary indignadispersing. 'lt's
nothing like that,’ she said. And then, because deserved some
explanation, she added, 'We have split up, as yomised. But it was a
mutual agreement. Not something I'm upset over.'

Alan gazed at her helplessly. 'Then what is theenatith you? Helen, you
have to admit, you're not your usual efficient sS€lhu gave me the wrong
figures to take into that meeting this morning, &hdd to spend at least half
an hour ad-libbing my way around the estimate."'

'I'm sorry.' Helen bent her head. 'l—I'm just tireduppose.'

'‘But why are you tired? Aren't you sleeping? If ,nbsuggest you get
yourself to the doctor. A young woman of your agess-ghould have no
problems sleeping at all.’

‘No.

Helen acknowledged his appraisal of her conditiamgd promised she
would go and see her doctor if the situation peedisThen, when he



suggested she could finish early, she collectedbhgrand left the office,
grateful for the chance to get out into the aftemesunshine.

Alan Wright's engineering company was situated meatdington Station,
but Helen caught a bus to Earl's Court, and watlkedest of the way home.
Her apartment was situated on the first floor ofcaverted Victorian

mansion, just off Goldhawk Road. It was not a jgattrly up-market area
at the moment, but it was rapidly becoming so. fispnt, young couples
lived in the building, saving hard to buy homeghair own. And, as all the
apartments had window boxes, which at this timethd year were

overflowing with fuchsias and geraniums, the oldding had a distinctly

winsome charm.

From Helen's point of view, it was a welcome sightany time. It was
home; and, although she knew she and Alexa werayalwelcome at her
parents' home, it was good to have a place of tver.

Of course, Alexa wasn't there at the moment. Steeatéer grandparents'.
Mrs Caldwell was going to bring her over at teatirBat, Helen thought

suddenly, if she took a quick shower and went tecbher, they could

spend at least an hour in the park. It would takentmind off what Alan had

said, and perhaps help her to pull herself together



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

THE buzzer went as Helen was taking her shower. ksstent sound
penetrated even the falling spray of water, anc&hrelghed impatiently as
she clambered out of the bath. She guessed it beuster father, who
finished early on Fridays, and must have decidedritce Alexa and her
mother over to the flat instead of letting themcbathe bus. But he could
certainly choose his moments, she thought, grabditagvel and wrapping
it round her. With her hair wet, and dripping onhir shoulders, it wasn't
easy to feel grateful.

It was only as she ran across the living-room datipat she realised it

couldn't be her father. He didn't finish that eadgd, so far as her parents
were concerned, she'd still be at work for houts $8e guessed it was a
door-to-door salesman, ringing all the buzzerset®itanyone was in. That

made her feel even less sociable, and by the thmeeresached the entry
phone, which was situated in the tiny hall of tka,fshe felt angry and

resentful.

'Yes?' she said tersely, picking up the receivén wiet hands.
'Helen?'

The instantly identifiable voice caused her to difog phone. For an awful
moment she thought she must be hallucinating, laasitcshe hadn't heard the
buzzer at all, or the achingly familiar tones inm bar. She must be having
delusions, she thought sickly; there was no waydRamild be here, in

England, standing outside the door. Apart from laimg else, he didn't

know where she lived.

'Helen?' He said her name again, and the fearshigatvas losing her mind
fled. 'Helen, may | come in? | want to talk to you.

It really washim! Another wave of apprehension swept over her. Way w
he here? she wondered. Dear God, had he foundout Alexa?

'Helen, for heaven's sake, will you answer me?’



He sounded angry now; angry and frustrated. As esthight, she thought
unsteadily. So long as she didn't speak, he cduldrsure it was her.

Hardly knowing what she was doing, she replacegtiae on its cradle,
and backed away from it. He couldn't get in, sHd teerself. The door
downstairs had a safety lock, and unless he hay @ahlere was no way he
could gain entry to the house. So long as shepmesne else, didn't press
the release button, the door remained closed. Atidsatime of day she was
probably the only tenant in the building.

Which wasn't totally reassuring, she conceded fiyefii Reed did get in,
there was going to be no one else around to helpBug¢ why should she
need help anyway? she asked herself impatientlyGeadl's sake, she was
getting paranoiac.

She wished her apartments overlooked the roactdtaht of the house, but
they didn't. They overlooked the garden. And wthilgt was very nice, from
the point of view of not hearing the traffic, it srat very satisfying if you

wanted to observe the entrance.

The buzzer sounded again. It seemed louder nowthbuwvas only because
she was standing right next to it. It rang agaith again, until she wanted to
put her hands over her ears to stop the noise tlherdit went silent which
somehow was much worse.

Abandoning the hall, she ran back across the liviagm and through the
bedroom into the bathroom. Unfortunately, the fla&se not custom-built,
and consequently the rooms led one from anothekirigj up another towel,
she rubbed violently at her hair, and then, drogpime towel she had
wrapped around her, she pulled on her old toweliathrobe, which was
hanging on the back of the door.

Crossing the living-room again, she reached thd, heatd paused
uncertainly. The entry phone was still silent, boé had to know if Reed
was still outside. And the only way to find out ia®pen her door, and step
out on to the landing. The landing window overlodkée front of the
house, and if she craned her neck she would beabée if he was standing
on the path below.



Not that it would do much good, she acknowledgest, brows drawn
together anxiously, as she unlocked her front dibdre had gone away, it
would probably only be a temporary departure. He la@und to come back,
and it was up to her to make sure he didn't findehé@ome. They could stay
at her parents', she thought tensely. If she aexgtathe situation to her
mother, she was sure she would help her. But weh&f a small voice
taunted. Perhaps her mother would take a totaffgrént view.

She latched the door open, and, securing the békrobathrobe, stepped
outside. The rubber-floored landing was cold to hare feet, but she
scarcely noticed it. She was totally intent on h&tag the window, and when
someone cleared their throat behind her she aljmogted out of her skin.

'Reed!" she gasped, pressing a disbelieving hanketothroat, and he
straightened from his lounging position besidedwor. Her eyes darted to
her open doorway, as if gauging her chances ohnegat, but he moved to
block the entrance, and she expelled her breath sigh. She should have
waited to put her clothes on, she reflected, awéiteer disadvantage. Not
that she rated her chances of running away from Bwen though he was
older, he was probably much fitter.

Not that he looked it, she acknowledged, unablpravent herself from

making an involuntary appraisal of his appearahieelooked as if he'd lost
weight; and he looked tired, too, she noticed amsiip The lines that scored
his face accentuated an expression of weary rasignand she felt a wave
of compassion that threatened her common sense.

‘Just what the hell do you think you're doing?'dRa@sked now, adjusting the
black leather jacket he had draped aseshoulder. Its dark pigmentation
robbed his face of all colour, and his eyes betwéeir long lashes were
sombrely intent. 'Why wouldn't you speak to mehdw you knew who it
was.'

Helen moistened her dry lips. 'Perhaps | didn'ttwarspeak to you,' she
said, his anger making it easier for her to renzaiim. 'Wh-what are you
doing here? If you're looking for Jon, | haven& $&m--'



'I'm not looking for Jon,' replied Reed, glanciigough the door behind
him. 'Look, couldn't we go inside? | haven't sliEgtabout thirty-six hours,
and | could use a beer, if you have one.'

INO--'

Helen spoke automatically, not trusting herselhalwith this man. Already
he had aroused her sympathy. What more might hesarih she allowed
him into the flat? She had to think of Alexdexa...

'Why have you come?' she asked impulsively. Shad&dow if he knew
the truth. She would have no peace if she let lorwighout asking. And if
he didn't want Jon, what other reason could he f@aveeing here?

Reed sighed, and sagged against the wall. 'So foudritish hospitality,’
he said, his eyes dark and cynical as they hekl h¢ell's teeth!" He pushed
long fingers into the hair at the back of his negkhy do you think I've
come? To see you, of course. What else? To find thére's any chance of
us starting over.'

Helen's lips parted. 'Starting over?' she echoedyawhile her brain tried
to take in what he was saying. Why on earth shbeldant to see her again,
to 'start over' as he put it, unless he knew ahAtaxa? And if he knew about
Alexa why didn't he just say so?

Panic made her careless. There was no time to #iinkt what she could
do, what sheshoulddo. She loved him. Oh, God, how she loved him! But
she had to protect herself, and Alexa. She codlda'vith him knowing he
had only used her as a means of getting to hishdaug

Before he could divine what she planned to do, daged past him,

squeezing through the doorway of her apartmentpaggsing the door shut
behind her. But she wasn't quite quick enough.bdmted foot blocked the
threshold just as the door was closing. And, alifmoshe fought to keep him
out, his strength was still superior to hers.



'For God's sake!" he swore, as the door slammédd dgainst the wall and
Helen stood helplessly before him. 'Are you cra@y?am 1? | actually
thought you might be pleased to see me!

Helen's body froze. She couldn't fight him any moshe thought
despairingly. Whatever reason he had had for cornerg, she no longer
had the will to deny him. And when he looked at, lasrhe was doing now,
she didn't even trust herself to speak.

He looked at her for a long time, and then, aihing to a decision, he
turned back towards the open doorway. 'l see yaut wee to go,' he said,
his lips twisting with some emotion she could oglyess at. 'Why did | ever
imagine otherwise?' he added, half to himself, laumaching his shoulders
he stepped back over the threshold.

INO--I

The strangled sound she made was barely recogajsald#n to Helen. But
she couldn't let him go. No matter how recklesd ttecision was, she
couldn't let him walk away. Not without telling hinow she felt.

He didn't turn however. He merely halted in therday, as if he was not
actually convinced of what he had heard, and Helempelled into action,
moved towards him. Putting out her hands, she daltiem into fists for a
moment, before gathering the courage requireduchtdim. Then, almost
tentatively, she put her hands on his hips, andhiaeder he gave ran up her
wrists and into her arms.

Breathing shallowly, she stepped even closer, aadiihg towards him she
pressed her lips to the hollow of his spine. Thensof his warm body rose
through the thin fabric of his shirt, and her lipsistened the cloth where
they touched. But it was intensely satisfying telféis involuntary
response, and gaining confidence from the expegieahe slid her arms
around his waist.

He moved then. As her hands spread against thentadles of his midriff,
he made a sound low in his throat, and turned tdsvaer. 'God—Helen!" he
muttered, slamming the door with one hand and caqgfiner nape with the



other. Then, tilting her face up to his, he fourma mouth, and the urgent
pressure of his lips destroyed all coherent thaught

They'd kissed before, but not like this; not blingvassionately, soulfully,

so that Helen felt as if she had no will of her oWnvas as if she had waited
all her life for this moment, and she refused tovalthe complications she
would have to face for letting this happen to ifge¥ with this brief taste of

happiness. The past was dead, and gone, and tlre fuas too uncertain.
But right now she was where she wanted to be, fastiki had to pay for it

later, then so be it.

His hands cupped her face, his thumbs brushingitiderside of her lips,
and causing them to part. Then, when her mouth expemide to the

sensuous demand of his, his tongue slid into tlamacavern, hot, and wet,
and hungrily intent.

Helen clung to him then, because not to do so wbale caused her knees
to buckle. She burrowed against him, her eageomrgtioosening his shirt
from his trousers at the back, her hands slidingr dvs smooth skin. His
skin was moist beneath her palms, and she wishedaiid taste him. She
wanted to wind herself about him, and never let gonand, lifting the sole
of her foot, she ran it sensuously down his muscéfl

He caught his breath, his lips moving from herf&td the scented hollow of
her shoulder. His hands slid inside the towelliathbobe, and as they did so
she felt the trickling dampness of her hair on meck. It brought a brief
moment of clarity, and Helen was starkly remindéter appearance, and
of what a mess she must look. But then he pusleedftending robe off her
shoulders, and a wave of embarrassment took ite pla

'Don't,’ he said huskily, as her hands automagicabbved to cover herself.
'Don't,’ he said again, grasping her wrists, amdvdrg them aside. 'Let me
look. I want to. I've thought of little else foretlpast four weeks.'

Helen moved her head helplessly from side to didave—I can't,’ she got
out jerkily, but Reed wasn't listening to her. Wah infinitely sensual
flattening of his mouth, his hands had moved to leeipbreasts, and when



his thumbs grazed the dusky nipples they offerechdelves eagerly to his
caress.

'Oh, love,' he breathed, not quite coherently, ladheart missed a beat.
‘Touch me," he added, drawing her hands towards duth although she

wanted to look anywhere else her eyes were drawthegaunmistakable

arousal of his body.

But, even so, she hesitated. This was all so nevetpand standing here,
naked, in the hallway of her home, was still tooatral to be borne.

'We—we should lock the door," she said inanelypitig her legs, as if to
bend and pick up her bathrobe, and then thinkingtebeof it.
'‘Some—someone might call.'

'Oh, yes.' Reed's eyes, dark with desire, seemedling to leave hers, but
he turned automatically, and dropped the latch stk set to stay open.
Then, when she still made no move to touch himymiguttoned his own
shirt and tore it off his shoulders, dropping it tre floor beside her
bathrobe and his jacket. Stepping over all of thesrifted her into his arms
and walked into the living-room.

'l want you,' he said, and she had no doubt thatéent what he said. And
she wanted him too, she thought unsteadily. But tmwid she tell him that,
since he had made love to her, there had beenaelsa? That for all she
had a nine-year-old daughter, she still felt agpeeienced as she had that
night ten years ago?

He found the bedroom easily enough. It wasn'taliffi There was only one
bedroom, which she shared with Alexa. His lips tedsa little wryly when
he sawthe two narrow single beds, and for a moment Hiehexw a renewed
sense of panic. She shouldn't be doing this, sbegttt restively. If she
allowed this to happen now, she would never be tbieep here again
without thinking what she had done, and for a sdcghe struggled in his
arms.

But then he laid her on the bed, unknowingly chogsier bed of the two,
and she was lost. When he unbuckled the belt afdngms and stepped out



of them, before coming down beside her, she nodohgd the strength to
resist him. His lean body was too desirable, ttaetive, too familiar and
the brush of his hair-roughened skin against hees wnbelievably
voluptuous.

She didn't need him to tell her to touch him nowe Souldn't keep her
hands off him, and when his mouth found hers agaewound her arms
around his waist and slipped her fingers underwiaestband of his silk
underpants.

His buttocks were taut and smooth, like the restiof, she thought
sensuously, peeling off the pants with unsteadyefia. And he let her. He
let her do anything she wanted, and only when hmgbbing masculinity
sprang into her hands did he utter a groan of ptote

His mouth left hers then, and moved down over loetyb He found the

fullness of her breasts, and took one engorgedenipgtween his teeth. He
bit it tenderly, taking care not to hurt her, arfte smoaned helplessly
beneath that sensual ravishment. Her hands gripgedhoulders as he
moved to tease her other breast, her nails diggig his flesh and

unknowingly breaking the skin.

With a smile of satisfaction, Reed moved lowerl&ed her navel with his
tongue, wetting the tiny cavity fully, before tiat) a line of sweet agony
down to the cluster of fiery curls that nestledha&t juncture of her legs. His
caresses brought a drenching surge of dampness thighs, and her legs
parted instinctively, before she clamped them hjgtagether again.

She felt as if her body were on fire, and yet slhesmt prepared to give in.
The blood was coursing through her veins, and shildhardly hear for its
thundering pressure in her ears, but still shelttedh She ached for Reed to
take her, but she was still naively hesitant, asdf sensing her withdrawal,
he moved back to her mouth.

He was on top of her now, his weight pressing losvrdinto the mattress.
His tongue played with her lips, inviting hers ton him, and when she
tentatively sent it forward he sucked on its sevesitip.



She responded then, reacting almost involuntasiigding her arms around
his neck and anchoring his lips to hers. She cdulggt enough of his
kisses, of the shamelessly erotic possession omiogth, but when she
wrapped one leg around him, too, Reed pressed dovihe pillow beside
her head and forced himself away from her.

'Helen, Helen," he groaned, his eyes glazed arldwdiéin passion, 'l have
only so much self-restraint. I'm trying to be patjdut you're not making it
easy. Don't do what you're doing, unless you wamtarlose control!

Helen gazed up at him, her lips parted and glisgefiilom his kiss. She
found she quite liked the idea that she could nirded lose control, and her
hands slid along his narrow cheekbones, untilingefs were level with his
mouth.

'Perhaps—perhaps | want you to lose control," dhispered, examining the

thought, and finding it incredibly appealing. Herese darkened, and she
parted his lips with tentative fingers, allowin@ithtips to enter his mouth. 'l

think perhaps | want that very much,' she addectlypaudibly, and Reed

closed his eyes against her artless provocation.

He bent his head, and buried his face betweenrbasts, and Helen's hands
slid naturally into his hair. It was clean, andkgilsoft, and slightly
moist—Iike his skin, she thought, with some satistam—and, giving in to
her emotions, she allowed her legs to part.

His thigh was between hers now, the blunt shaftisfmanhood nudging
her woman's core. And Reed, who was not immun&ddrtimacy, said,
'Oh—God!" in a strangled voice.

Then, unable to prevent himself, he pressed in& $kwveet honeycomb.
But, as her muscles expanded to let him in, arsehsed how tight she was,
he uttered a disbelieving groan. There was no githe fact that it had been
years since any man had touched her there, andsRwedis descended as
he gazed into her anxious face.

But then it was too late for questions. Her warrmel|ding flesh was all too
desirable, and Reed was already beyond the poimd cdturn. With a tender



urgency, he brought her to a shattering fulfilmeetonds later succumbing
to his own shuddering climax...

Some minutes afterwards, Helen opened her eyesheAstemperature
subsided, the air felt cool against her damp flbshit wasn't just that which
had disturbed her. She had been drifting, stilt raghe pleasures of her
senses, drugged in the aftermath of Reed's lov&ingyaand reluctant to
admit the waiting world. She hadn't wanted to open eyes. She hadn't
wanted to come down to earth. And, most of all, lshen't wanted to think
about the reasons that had brought Reed to Lormloognsider a future
based on the mistakes of the past. She wantedddrithe present. She
wanted to hold this moment close, for as long asbald let her. To

pretend he really loved her, without any stringacited.

But Reed was not so unwilling to get on with th&t i his life. She realised
his moving had disturbed her, and although all &é done was rest his
elbows at either side of her head, and push hinasketire few inches away
from her, it was enough. He was looking down at hew, his eyes
narrowed, and his expression one of searching egabr&he guessed what
was coming before he spoke, and her lids droppédi®mher eyes from the
expected condemnation in his gaze.

But all he said was, 'I'm sorry," and her eyesedbupwards disbelievingly.
'l thought—oh, | don't know what | thought," he tooned softly, stroking
her cheek with the knuckles of his hand. 'l gue$suhd it difficult to
believe you, when you said there'd only been oherahan in your life. But
now | have to.' He bent his head, and touched bee mith his lips. ‘It's
been a long time, hasn't it? | hope it was as doogou as it was for me."'

Helen drew an unsteady breath. 'Another man®8aid, echoing his words
because her brainmsed o concentrate. What other man was he talking
about? He couldn't mean Jon, unless he hadn'vedliger

"Your daughter. Alexa—is that right? Alexa's fathgarompted Reed,
grazing her cheek with the roughening stubble efldeard. 'l know you
don't want to talk about it, but | want you to kndlwat I'm sorry | ever



doubted you. | didn't mean to hurt you, but when {mve someone you
don't always say the kindest things."

'You—love—me?'

Helen could hardly articulate. Her throat felt gght, and breathing was a
problem. It wasn't true. He was only saying thagéd to Alexa. He didn't
love her. She was only a necessary obstacle.

'Yes, | love you,' Reed repeated now, his murmuassent silenced in her
mouth. His lips moved insistently, possessivelerdwers. 'Didn't | tell you
before? No? Oh, well.' His mouth curved ruefulou've only yourself to
blame. You didn't exactly welcome me with open arms

Helen had to get away from him. She couldn't thetrkight with his thigh
wedged comfortably between her legs, and his lipking a nonsense of
any resistance. It would be far too easy to giyavimle his male beauty was
seducing her senses. Right now, she would haveigpednhim anything,
just so long as he would make love to her again.

Pressing her palms against his shoulders, she npexleshe couldn't

breathe—which wasn't that far from the truth. Arathough he was

obviously reluctant, Reed rolled obediently on i® dide. The narrowness
of the bed didn't make scrambling off it any eadieher haste to get away
from him, she ended on the floor.

‘Hey-

He rolled across the bed to help her, but she gudcked away from him.
The rough twist of the carpet was abrasive agdiastottom and thighs,
but it was more dignified than crawling away froomhand the inevitable
picture that evoked in her mind.

'Helen!'He sat up now, shamelessly indifferent t® ¢wn nudity, and

apparently bewildered by her withdrawal. If she riiainown better, she
would have said he didn't know what was happerang, she had to drag
her gaze away from him, before she gave in oncmaga



The towelling bathrobe was still lying in the hadlyof the apartment, but
the towel she had used earlier was closer to Hamdas still damp, and it
felt clammy as she wrapped it around her, but astlé made her look
decent, even if she didn't feel any better.

'What's going on?'

Reed's voice was puzzled, and Helen thought, iremprently, what a good
actor he was. Anyone listening to him would beimed to believe he was
totally in the dark, and she wondered why he keépipi when she had
evidently guessed what he was doing.

'We—we have to talk,’ she said, choosing the ledginal opening she
could think of. 'How—how did you find out? Did—dien guess the truth?'

Reed frowned. 'l don't know exactly what truth yewalking about," he said,
'but yes. | have talked to Jon. He gave me youresdd as a matter of fact.
Though when | came first you weren't here.’

Helen tucked the towel more securely beneath mes,aand perched rather
awkwardly against the dressing- table. She wansely aware that the
towel barely came to the tops of her thighs, andentwas silly being coy
now, when he had seen and touched every part diduy, the situation was
such that she couldn't relax.

And, as if sensing this, Reed slid his legs overdide of the bed. But when
he would have moved towards her she edged away,alihdugh she
guessed he was getting impatient he stayed whesasieand waited for her
to continue.

'Why—why did you speak to Jon?' she asked nowRa®tl heaved a weary
sigh.

'Why do you think?' he demanded. 'Because | netdeaow that whatever
had been between you two was over. God, when ybiln&eisland like that,
| didn't know what to think.’

Helen swallowed. 'l told you--'



'l know what you told me,' said Reed, with rathentcol. He picked up the
denim trousers he had discarded earlier, and iggadinie fact that he was no:
wearing his underpants he thrust his legs into ti&anding up, he fastened
the button at his waist. Then, with a muscle ofjaig jerking revealingly,
he turned to face her. 'The thing is," he addeteanddy, ‘/needed to see you
again. I've never felt this way about any womanobef not even Jon's
mother, believe it or not. And, although it's takea the better part of three
weeks to get here, you have to remember I'm a it to risk this kind of
rejection.’

Helen stared at him then. 'It's not—rejection--'
'Isn't it?' Reed returned her stare with grim enqui
It looks like it to me. You know, for a moment--'

He glanced back towards the bed, and then jerleddzne away again. 'For
a moment there, | really thought you cared. It shbew wrong you can be,
doesn't it? | actually thought Jon was going téhgeonly obstacle.’

‘Jon?"

'Yes, Jon," said Reed wearily. 'l thought he wasathly person who might
stand between us. But when | spoke to him—wherd am what had

happened ten years ago—it was strange. He was tatsgsipathetic. He
genuinely seemed to—to understand, if that's tji& expression.’

Helen stiffened. 'You told Jon—everything?'

'Yes. Why not?' Reed sighed. 'Don't worry. He'@adly told me that you
and he were not seeing each other any more. Butaligthe was curious.
Why not? It's not every day your father makes d tdohimself over a
woman half his age.’

'I'm not half your age,’ said Helen, getting upnirthe dressing-table and
pressing the palms of her hands together. Somehmwe of this
conversation was going the way she had expectedth@nknowledge that
he had told Jon about their association didn't nzalkesense.



'‘Well, it feels like it,' said Reed now, running thiands round the back of his
neck, and expelling a heavy breath. 'l just wist lgad let me go
before—before any of— this had happened.’

'l—let you go?' Helen breathed uneasily. "Would—ulglojou have gone?"

'Oh, yes.' Reed dropped his arms and levelledkadbder. 'I'd have gone,’
he agreed flatly. 'I'm not a masochist. Do you lstigehink I'd have risked
this kind of torture?'

Helen blinked. '‘But—but what about—Alexa?"

'What about Alexa?' Reed made an impatient gestlire. not an

unreasonable man. | know she's your daughter, &ndw she'll probably
always have first place in your affections. | colile with that. For God's
sake, Helen, don't tell me this has anything tevdlb your daughter. You're
surely not afraid I'd expect you to choose betwesh

Helen was stunned. 'You—don't—know?"

'Don't know what?' Reed lifted his shoulders beenddily, and if there had
been any doubt left in Helen's mind it was instaulispelled. He didn't
know Alexa wasisdaughter. That wasn't why he was here. He hadmec
to take her away from her mother. And, therefdreeihadn't, it must mean
he really loved her

Helen's breathing felt suspended. But only for anmaet. Even as a dizzying
sense of exhilaration swept over her, she felt fingt twinges of
apprehension. If Reed didn't know, she would havéell him, and the
prospect of doing so filled her with alarm. How Waine take it? How
would he feel about her, for keeping it a secrethase years? Oh, it was
easy to excuse herself, on the grounds that she&thaxbwn where he was.
But she had never tried to find him, had even mad to Alexa that her
father was dead.

Reed was putting on his socks now, evidently dagithat her question had
been totally irrelevant. He didn't understand vdiet was saying. His whole
attitude was one of disillusion.



Realising she couldn't allow him to go on thinksige didn't care about him
for a moment longer, Helen moistened her lips. ‘Bedon't go,' she said,
taking an involuntary step towards him, and wherified his head and
looked at her she added softly, 'l do love you. |—

| just had to be sure about something, that'8Mll- will you forgive me?"

The pain and indecision was wiped from his faca siroke, and although
there was still a trace of disbelief shelteringibdhis lashes his reaction
was such that she was left in no doubt as to lssan

'Do you mean it?' he demanded, tossing the bobatldeen holding aside,
and reaching her in a few short strides. '‘Dear Gtelen, don't ever do
anything like that to me again!" His hands cuppedface, and he gazed
down at her as if he still couldn't believe whatvwes hearing. 'I'm never
going to let you leave me again. | don't think lulcb stand another
separation.’

Helen let him kiss her, because she couldn't hedpdif. Her mouth opened
beneath his, like a flower to the sun, and wherhhisds tugged away the
towel she was powerless to resist. The last fewatesihad been too painful
to be borne; for her, as well as for him. She yusnted to forget them. To
obliterate them from his memory.

The sound of a key turning in the lock was likeudden douche of cold
water. It had been early when she got home, and witlathat, and Reed's
arrival, Helen had completely forgotten the timeut Blow, standing in
Reed's arms without a stitch of clothing on hee, talised it was late, too
late to do anything but try and rectify the sitaatiHer mother was never
going to believe that nothing had happened, butwas the least of her
worries. She was more concerned about Alexa, arad glte was going to
think. What a way for her to meet her father! Bethaps it was not such a
bad way for Reed to meet her.

'It's my mother,' she said now, drawing back froee® reluctantly, and
snatching up the dress she had worn to the offiée's brought Alexa,’ she
added, averting her eyes, and belatedly rememb#rengevealing heap of
clothes in the hallway. Oh, well, she thought resd)y, tugging the dress



over her head, and hoping her mother wouldn't aosice had nothing
underneath it. It wasn't as if her mother didreadly suspect something.
And if Reed meant what he said, then they had tet s@oner or later.

Reed grimaced now, but he obediently bent to pgkis boot again, and
she flashed him an adoring smile before going otd the living-room.
Better to attack then defend, she thought, kegppi@gmile glued to her face
as her mother and daughter appeared in the dookwihgt was it she had
once thought about being an actress? Since mdeéied again, she seemed
to be continually playing a part.

'Whose is this coat?' It was Alexa who spoke, mgdip Reed's leather
jacket with a doubtful look on her face. 'Is it &hls he here? | thought you
said we wouldn't be seeing him again. Has he caank?)

'‘No. I--' Helen was more aware of her mother's féo@n her daughter's,
particularly as Mrs Caldwell was carrying her batie and Reed's shirt over
her arm. There was no way she was going to blufirn@her, she thought
wryly. She didn't need a crystal ball to know Mmald@vell had guessed the
truth.

"You should have warned us you had a visitor, Helshne said now,
dropping the garments she had been holding ratbéaidfully over a chair.
'l hope we're not intruding.’

'Of course not.'

Helen bent to give Alexa a kiss, but as she dighs sensed, rather than
heard, Reed come into the room behind her. Stemgig, she glanced
round, noticing with some relief that he had put @re of her baggy
sweaters. At least he looked presentable, she tiostill feeling a little
light-headed at the realisation that he actuallyed¢aabout her. Her
appearance meanwhile probably shouted the truthhat they had been
doing from the rooftops, she thought. And, with heir still damp and
uncombed, her mother's words were definitely ironic



Reed arched a rueful brow in commiseration, andhleeart skipped at the
shared intimacy. Already, some of the strain héichie face, and she knew
an exultant sense of satisfaction.

Then Alexa, who had been watching Reed with somegity, took a
tentative step forward. 'l know who you are,’ skelamed, to Helen's, and
her grandmother's, consternation. "You're Jon'dylaten’t you? You must
be. You look ever so like him!

The bottom seemed to drop out of Helen's stomadlad never occurred to
her before, but of course it was true. Jon did libak his father. But so did
Alexa. The intriguing trace of resemblance hadbesn to Jon at all.

'God!'

She didn't have to hear the word Reed used, apmtiehis sudden sucking
in of breath, to know that her daughter had inaively betrayed the truth.
There was no time now to choose her words, or stisessence of what
she had to say into some acceptable form. Withetf®s telling sentences,
Alexa had revealed her parentage, and they alldsli&e statues as the
silence expanded.

But, once again, it was Alexa who spoke. 'Whats tratter?' she asked.
'What's wrong?' And when no one made any attematsaver her her face
crumpled anxiously, and her eyes filled with tedfhat's the matter?’ she
demanded again, catching her mother's hand, amdhiétregrandmother's,
begging to be reassured. 'Why are you looking fite? | haven't done
anything wrong. He does look like Jon. He does! \&ieyyou all so cross?’

‘They're not cross with you."' It was Reed who amedder, crossing the
floor between them, and squatting on his haunamdont of her so their
eyes were on a level. 'lt's just that your mothet gour grandmother are
embarrassed because I'm here. But don't worrysttdgghtened and looked
down at her. 'I'm going.’'

'You are?'



Alexa still looked weepy, and Helen, who had wattlleeir exchange
through burning eyes, felt the rush of tears bekiedn.

"You—you don't have to go," she burst out tremuigusut the face Reed
turned in her direction was cold and accusing.

'Oh, 1 think | do,' he told her harshly, picking b shirt and jacket, and
walking towards the door. 'Goodbye, Alexa,' he adaéth a bitter-sweet
smile for the child, and, nodding in Mrs Caldwelffisection, he left the
apartment.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN
IT WAS after ten o'clock when the buzzer sounded again.

Somehow, Helen didn't quite know how, she had pezbalexa's evening

meal, sat with her while she ate it, and got hdyed. The little girl usually

went at nine o'clock on a Friday, after the siltyation comedy she always
found so amusing. But tonight Alexa had offeredahgections when her
mother put her in the bath at eight o'clock, indtefeight-thirty, and she
had given Helen an extra-long hug, as if sensiag thhatever her mother
said, something was seriously wrong.

Mrs Caldwell had left shortly after Reed. She aed daughter had had a
short but succinct conversation, during which Helad given her mother a
brief resume of what had happened, both on thedsknd after. And,
although Helen guessed she would have liked to naakemment, her
mother seemed to have known that this was no tormaake judgements.
Indeed, she had been more concerned about Helatéso$ mind, and she
had phoned later in the evening to assure hetsatifall was well.

From Helen's point of view, everything that had geped since her
mother's and Alexa's arrival had been a disaster.sBould have told him,
she kept telling herself over and over again. Asisas he had said he loved
her, she should have told him about Alexa. Nowadid him to find out from
the innocent lips of the child.

Of course, she conceded painfully, there was addcbb thought that

pointed to the fact that she ought to have informiea sooner. If not ten
years sooner, then certainly several weeks. But ¢mvid she have come
out with something like that? And what if he had@tieved her?

No, she consoled herself firmly, there was no was culd have told him
before today. It had been too long.

Too many things had happened. And, aside from amytblse, she had
Alexa's feelings to consider. She couldn't treat deughter like some
inanimate object.



All the same, remembering how Reed had reacteaktdittle girl she felt a
stabbing regret. If only things had been differshig thought. Ironically, if
Reed hadn't been Alexa's father, he would be higheh&r now. But, for all
her agony, she wasn't sorry for the relationshipvds because she was
Reed's child that Alexa was so precious.

It was late when the buzzer sounded. Fourteen esmast ten, and too late
for any casual caller. Of course it could be a wrommber, she thought

without conviction, getting to her feet. But ifMas Reed, she had no choice
but to let him in.

Thankfully she was still dressed, she thought, ileglkdown at her cotton

vest and well-worn jeans. Not the kind of outfiesiiould have chosen to
wear, if she had even suspected he might come Batlat least she looked
respectable, if a little puffy-cheeked. But whatlkcbshe expect, when she
had spent the last hour and a half, since Alexa weebed, weeping?

She hurried into the hall, before he could sourdalizzer again. The noise
was penetrating, as she knew from experience,hanldst thing she wanted
to do was wake Alexa now.

'Hello?' she said, picking up the receiver, and tinne she had to wait for a
response.

'It's me," he said, after a daunting interludee'$ou going to let me in? Or
do | bluff one of your neighbours, as | did thiteafioon?'

Helen didn't answer. She just pressed the buttah rileased the door
downstairs. Then she disconnected the chain fremdtor and lifted the
latch, leaving it ajar, before going back into liveg-room.

She had had the television on, not really watchingut hoping that, if
Alexa did wake, she would hear it and not her motinging. But now she
turned it off, pushing her hands into the front kets of her jeans as she
straightened.

She heard him come into the hall of the apartnaard,close the door. There
was the infinitesimal pausghile he crossed the hall to the living-room



door. Then he was standing in the open doorwayrimgdis shirt and the
leather jacket now, and carrying her sweater irhhisd.

She didn't know how she had expected him to aderAhe way he had
looked at her that afternoon, she had been prefdarednger, passion,
bitterness and resentment, or any permutationtindsn. She wasn't afraid
of him. She knew enough about him now not to nertigeless emotions of
that kind. But the very fact that he had come lssil something, and after
the way he had left her she had to be on her guard.

He leaned against the frame of the door for a moneerd, although her
intention had not been to plead with him, she cdtittklp the desperation in
her face. She was at the end of her tether. Hedikette cards now, both
literally and metaphorically, and no one could dbigyright to see Alexa, as
seldom or as often as he wished.

Her instinct was to stare at him, but she forcegdienot to do so. Apart
from a single, searching glance, she kept her gaeted to the floor at her
feet. She didn't know what he was thinking. He f@asnore expert than she
was at keeping his feelings hidden. But at leastfithzen look had left his
face, and his eyes weren't accusing her any more.

'‘Aren't you going to ask why I've come?' he suggrbst last, his voice low
and perfectly controlled. If he did have somethimgay, he wasn't going to
hurry into it, and Helen's nerves tightened astgsbd to match his mood.

'Why—why have you come?' she enquired obedient#ymifiting herself
another glance in his direction. She thought shiddoe casual about it, but
the sight of him standing there, so remote and preeggezhable, tore her to
pieces. Oh, God, she thought despairingly, sheetekiin so much.

'l wanted to return the sweater," Reed said, tggb@woollen garment on to
a chair. 'Thanks for allowing me to borrow it.’

Helen could have said she hadn't had much choicetthht brought back
too many painful memories, so she merely shrugg¥du—you're

welcome,' she replied, wishing she didn't stamrii¢ha time. But with his
cool grey gaze upon her, she found it difficulbescalm.



'Am 1?' Reed chose to take her words literallyhdve to say that you
surprise me. | get the impression I'm not welcome fat all.’

‘That's not true!" The words burst from her, despier futile attempt to
appear detached. 'That's—not- true,' she said afaiming her words
carefully this time. 'No one—no one asked you &vée'

'Like hell"" She tensed, as he straightened away the door. 'What was |
supposed to do? Accept the fact that you'd beeg tyi me all these weeks
with equanimity?'

'I--' Helen's throat felt constricted. 'l havereen lying to you.'

'‘No." Reed's mouth compressed. 'Literally, | supp@su haven't. | never
asked the right questions, so you never gave ¢ answers.'

"It wasn't like that--'

'What was it like, then?' Reed stared at her bjgeakid for the first time she
glimpsed a little of his true feelings. 'Helen,sths my daughter we're
talking about, for God's sake! Didn't | deservektmw? Were you ever
going to tell me?"

Helen trembled. 'Yes--'

'When?' He ran a hand that shook a little acrasgai, and she noticed he
had shaved during his absence. Not very expertlyelier. There were

nicks and scratches all over his face. It made &®m so much more
vulnerable, and she wanted to ease his pain.

'l—was going to tell you today,' she said steadliyd when he would have
interrupted her she went on, 'l was. It's the trBiit you have to see it from
my side. It may be hard to believe, but—I was dftai

‘Afraid?' Reed stared at her disbelievingly. "Wihiat you have to be afraid
of?"'



'You," said Helen simply, standing her ground. 'l-tHought you
might—take her away from me. You still might. I'mre you can.’

Reed gaped at her. There was no other way to teduis expression. And
then, dragging his scattered witgether with an effort, he shook his head.
'When,' he said, ‘when have | ever done anythimgake you think I'd do a
thing like that? God," he closed his eyes, 'arfibught what we had was
real.'

Helen's jaw quivered. 'lIt was real.i#t real,’ she whispered, twisting her
hands together. 'Oh, God! how can you doubt it? W walked out of
here this afternoon, | wanted to die!"

Reed opened his eyes. 'You wanted to die," hehsaghly. 'And | wanted to
kill you. I thought I'd never forgive you. But—asly see—I just couldn't
keep away.'

Helen blinked. 'You mean—you didn't just come bhekause of—Alexa?"

'Hell"" Reed left the door, and in two strides ta& meached her, his hands
gripping her arms above the elbow, jerking her ofher toes. 'That's some
opinion you've got of me,' he snarled. 'Isn't ft2all I'd wanted to do was
assert my right to see Alexa, I'd have had my lavdyaw up the papers.
That's what | pay him for. And he leaves makinga bf myself to me!’

'Oh--' Helen couldn't go on. The scalding tears tied been threatening
ever since he came through the door wouldn't let ieey ran down her
cheeks and dripped on to her vest, leaving darldgesion the fabric.

'Don't cry!" Reed's anguished response to heredistonly made the tears
run even faster, and with a muffled groan he gathdrer into his arms.

'Don't cry," he said again, cradling her close, langying his face in her hair.

'‘Dear God, | didn't mean to hurt you. | just gehsad, when you won't see
the truth. The only reason | came baclkya! To find out if there's any

possibility of us having a future together.’



Helen sniffed helplessly, aware of the damp patchiReed's shirt beneath
her cheek. But she couldn't believe this was rdadlypening. That, after all
her fears, their love might stand a chance.

Sensing she was making an effort to control hersteReed drew back a
little from her, and rested his forehead againss.h&ou know," he said,
capturing one salty droplet on his tongue and sawgtthe intimacy, 'l
haven't known a moment's peace since you leftshed. If you do decide
to marry me, it will be quite a novelty to sleeglmis again. Or maybe not,’
he teased engagingly. 'But I'd sure as hell enjadirig out.’

Helen lifted misty eyes to his face. 'You're—youasking me to marry
you?'

'Mmm."' Reed scowled suddenly. "You're not goingrioagain, are you?"'
Helen gave him a watery smile. 'Just a little, ppg’

'Why?' Reed tried to sound careless of her andwthere was an element
of anxiety in his words. 'You're not going to tume down?"'

Helen sniffed, and then shook her head. 'No.'

'‘No, what?' Reed had to be precise. 'No—you woafttyrme, or no, you're
not turning me down?'

Helen would have liked to tease him a little nowt the tension in his
expression disarmed her completely. 'No," shetsamdulously, cupping his
face in her hands. 'No, I'm not turning you dowiove you.' She took a
trembling breath. 'So very, very much.'

He pulled her closer then, his mouth finding herhwndisguised relief.
The agony of the last few hours was fragmentedi®yduch, and with the
barriers between them tumbling a sweet sense ofdaimaentered his kiss.

But Helen was ever vigilant of Alexa, in the nexdm, able to wake at any
time and come and see what was going on. And, wgthehe hoped their
daughter was going to get used to seeing her matitefather together, the



idea of her finding them, perhaps half naked onciinéch, was enough to
make her protest when Reed's hand slid beneatietheof her vest.

'OK, OK, I know," he whispered huskily, closing tEges to subdue the
urgent clamour of his senses. 'We can't do anytherg, because Alexa's
just next door. | appreciate that. But just give arminute to absorb it. The
spirit's willing, but the flesh is weak.'

Helen's lips parted. 'Yes,' she said ruefully.ah deel that." She pressed
herself closer for a moment, just to enjoy the sarfssatisfaction it gave
her. Then, when he gave her a wounded look, shie pitlgy on him,
bestowing a brief but sympathetic kiss on his mphéfore pulling away.

"'l make some coffee, hmm?' she suggested, hayarithe doorway to the
tiny kitchen, and after a brief pause Reed nodded.

'Yes. Let's have some coffee," he said, throwisgduket over the back of a
chair, and flinging himself down on to the sofa.alt¢ mine black,’ he
added, looking up at her through his lashes. 'Aefepably decaffeinated, if
you've got it. | don't need any more stimulus insggtem.'

When she came back he was stretched out on thehs®fayes closed. She
thought for a moment that he was asleep, but wherseat his mug of coffee
on the low table near by he opened his eyes.

'Sit here,' he said, shifting across the cushianthat she could sit beside
him. And, when she did so, he reached up and putdnd behind her head,
and kissed her, very thoroughly. 'Just to reassiyself that you're real,’ he
said, letting go of her reluctantly, and floppingck against the cushions.
'Do you have any idea how much | want you—righthégd moment?' He
picked up her hand, and took each of her fingetsriminto his mouth. Then
he bit her little finger hard, and smiled when ghasped in protest. 'It serves
you right," he said unfeelingly. "You put me thradgell"

'l put you through hell"" echoed Helen, indignantiyt there was a tender
curve to her mouth. ‘It wasn't all my fault, yowokn' she added. 'You let me
leave the island without ever telling me how yolt.'fe



'l thought | made a pretty fair job of it when ufod you down at the rocks,’
declared Reed drily, but Helen shook her head.

"You never said you cared for me. |—I just thouglitas a—a sexual thing.'

'Well, it's that, too," admitted Reed ruefully. tBo much more besides. You
should ask Vee. | think I've left her in no doubtta my feelings.’

'Vee—I mean, Victoria?' Helen frowned. 'What do yoean?'

'Well—I have to admit | got pretty drunk, after yand Jon had left for the
airport. Stinking drunk, as it happens. | told \&e was to blame for you
leaving, and then | tore down some of those danmagatings of hers, and
threw them into the Sound.’

"You didn't!" Helen was horrified.

'Oh, | did." Reed regarded her unashamedly. 'lhifeghe hadn't been so
worried about Styles going off to New York withchr, | think she'd have
called the police, and had me arrested.’

'‘Could she do that?'

'Well, she could have tried," said Reed wryly. ;Bastead of that, she told
me | was a fool, and a philistine, or words to #f&ct, and took herself off
to New York on the next available flight.'

Helen gasped. 'Has she come back?’

'Oh, yes.' Reed grimaced. 'A couple of days |aféith Styles. But—it
seems possible that he may decide to move to @itesSpermanently and
Vee's already wondering where she should buy aehous

Helen stared at him. 'She's actually consideriagifey Palmer's Sound?’

'Mmm."' Reed shrugged. 'She's no fool, you know.@ldd already see the
writing on the wall.'



Helen moistened her lips. 'Because of me?'

'‘Because of you.'

'‘But—how-?"

'Look, | got the biggest shock of my life when Jad he was taking you
back to London. She knew that. | guess she knevas only a matter of
time before | came after you.'

Helen bent her head. 'And—what did Jon say?"

'‘When? Today? Or then?"

Helen lifted her shoulders. 'Then, | suppose.’

Reed sighed. 'OK," he said. 'l guess this is a&saafay to spend the night as
any.' His features grew a little harder. 'He lettimak you were as eager to
leave as he was.'

'Well, | was."' Helen had to be honest, however fpailh might be. But,
conscious of his puzzled expression, she hurried trought you'd be glad
we were leaving. And—after what had happened, I—tedito get away.'
'Why?' Reed slid his fingers up into her hair, armind a handful of its
silky radiance round them. 'Surely you knew whabuld think, when you

left with Jon.'

'Well, yes. That's true.' Helen nodded. 'But—I hagme pride, you know.
Or I did," she added ruefully. 'And | thought youtst—wanted me.'

Reed's eyes darkened. 'l do.'
'In a sexual way, | mean.'

'Sodo I



But he was teasing her, and Helen gripped his thiggth squeezed hard.
'‘Anyway," she went on, letting him prise her firggéee and retain his hold
on them, 'l needed to put some space betweerknsw, if | stayed, it was
only a matter of time before—before--'

'‘Go on," he prompted huskily.

"You know what I'm trying to say. As | said befoleknew you were
attracted to me--'

'—and you were afraid | might try and make love/do?"

'No. | was afraid | might let you," admitted Heleonestly. 'And—and | had
Alexa to consider. | could see no way of evernegllyou that.'

'‘Ah." Reed nodded now levering himself up on otew| and reaching for
his coffee. He took a mouthful, savoured it, anehtsBhook his head. 'My
daughter! God, I still find it hard to believe.'

Helen trembled. 'But—you do believe it?'

Reed gave her an old-fashioned look, and theningultis coffee back on
the table, he pulled her down on top of him. 'Dask me that again,’ he told
her gently, tracing the outline of her lips witheproving finger. 'l don't just
believeshe's mine. | know it. | wish I'd made more ofedfort to find you
ten years ago.’

Helen bit his finger. 'So do 1.’

'Mmm." Reed watched her with an indulgent look @face. 'Well, | guess
| had my pride, too, you know.'

'What do you mean?'
'Well, you had left the hotel without even sayir@pdbye. | mean, when |

got back to London, and found you weren't workihtha wine bar, | began
to wonder if you'd left because of me.’



Now it was Helen's turn to tease. 'l had.'

'l know that.' Reed gave a humorous grimace. jBking aside, | didn't find
it very amusing. | mean, | had been feeling prettyen about the whole
affair.

Responsible, | guess. I'd wanted to see you ag@aiprove to you that |
hadn't intended what happened to happen. Besideslly did want to see
you again.

But---' he sighed '—you weren't around, and | gdahtnking it was probably
just as well. That you were too young for me anywafich was true,' he
added, in an aside. 'And, well, | guess | was pm@thical, at that time.’

'‘Diana?' asked Helen softly, and he nodded.

'‘But tell me about you,' he said, his eyes cloudinthe recollection. 'How
did you manage? | guess you went home to Mama, hirima® was your
mother | met so briefly this afternoon, wasn't it?"

Now Helen sighed, sliding her fingers into the ek of his shirt, and
noting their contrast to his dark flesh almost meequentially. 'Well," she
said, not relishing the answer to this particulaestion. 'l had lied to you,
you see. | wasn't living in a bed-sit. | was liviaghome.'

'l see." Reed frowned. 'No wonder you looked sé& siben | suggested
going back for coffee.’

'Do you remember that?' Helen shook her head, padenl another button
of his shirt, pressing her lips to the base ofthisat. 'Well, I—I was only
sixteen.'

'Sixteen!'Reed, who had closed his eyes when she begaramatising
exploration, opened them abruptly. 'My God! Whyrdigou tell me?'

‘To avoid this kind of reaction,' she told him nhyidopening yet another
button, and brushing her lips against the fine baihis chest. ‘'l knew you



thought | was older, and—I wanted you to go onkKimg it. You made me
feel—like a woman.' She smiled. 'l liked that."'

'‘But, sixteen,’ groaned Reed disbelievingly. '"MydGbcan imagine what
your parents thought of me.’

'l didn't tell them who Alexa's father was," saiéléh simply. 'Not until
years later, as a matter of fact. | knew my fatheuld try to find you,
and—and | didn't want you to know.'

'Why not?"

Reed stared at her blankly now, and Helen avergecehes from his taut
expression. 'l thought—oh, | dont know. | didn'tam you to
feel—responsible for me. | suppose | was afraid weve married--'

'Oh, God!
'—and | couldn't have borne knowing that.’

'Oh, Helen!" He shifted then, rolling over and takher with him, so that
their positions were reversed. 'If only I'd knowmg' muttered, burying his
face in the hollow of her neck. 'l deserved to fesponsible. It wasy
fault. | knew what | was doing, but | went aheaghaay. My only excuse is
that it wasn't just the sake that intoxicated me.'

Helen wound her arms around his neck. 'lt doesattannow.'

'It does matter. Apart from the fact that you'vel ba bring Alexa up as a
single mother, I've lost the first nine years of daughter's life.'

'Well—we could have another baby," suggested Hsla&tly. 'I'm sure
Alexa wouldn't mind.'

'Wouldn't she?' Reed lifted his head to look dowmea. '| wonder how she's
going to react to the fact that she's going to haweeparents. | hope she
won't be too disappointed that I'm going to befa#ver, and not Jon.'



'Well..." Helen was rueful. 'lt's going to be quatesurprise to her. |—I told
her her father was dead.' She flushed. 'lt seeheeddsiest way.'

'l see." But Reed didn't sound too distraught. W@l | guess that's better
than telling her | deserted you.' He grimaced. 'Ara/beisn has done me a

favour after all.'

'How?' Helen shivered as Reed's hand slid dowbddy to cup her bottom,
adjusting his body taers, even though their clothes represented an

impenetrable barrier.

'Well," his voice was not quite steady either stodviously made a friend of
Alexa. She might like the idea of being his sisifenpthing else.’

Helen bit her lip. 'He's going to hate me, isn? Néhen he finds out about
Alexa.’

'l think he knows already,' said Reed drily, witntmg his gaze with some
reluctance from the taut peaks outlined beneatttakten vest. 'l told you
he gave me your address, didn't I? Well, I've tberking about what he
said, and | think he's guessed the truth.'

'What do you mean?"

'Well—little by little, he has learned the factash't he? He knew you had
had a baby nine years ago. OK, that's not suchcquerevent on its own.
But ally to that the fact that he saw us togethieaf he knows, as of this
afternoon, exactly when we knew one another befhies not a fool,
Helen. And--' his lips tightened '—he must know ylmin't sleep around.’

'Mmm." Helen shifted so that he could slide ondisflegs between hers.
‘Jon and | never had that kind of a relationshigsdme ways, it was almost
platonic. | hope he won't mind too much.'

'So do |,' said Reed huskily, 'but, right now, dedn't seem to matter. So
long as we're together, that's what counts.'



Helen thought later that it was just as well therdato the bedroom needed
oiling. Without its betraying squeak, she and Regght just have remained
unaware that they were no longer alone. As it waes,door creaked, and
Reed groaned almost simultaneously, but Helen neghém push him off
her and pull down her vest before Alexa reachedtlfia.

'l can't sleep, Mummy--' she was beginning, be&bre realised her mother
was not alone.

She frowned then, and Helen, caught in the actminsbling off the sofa,
cast a rueful look down at Reed. It seemed theviated to spend their
time explaining their way out of awkward situatipaad he closed his eyes
in sympathy, before pushing himself up from thehomss.

'What're you doing?' Alexa asked now, blinking @yading at Reed with
none of her usual good humour. She was evidentlgsipleased to see him
now as she had been earlier, and her jaw clenchiigdrently. In her
striped nightshirt, with her blonde curls touslelde had a decidedly sulky
expression, and Helen didn't know what to say tonadise the situation.

"Your Mummy and | have been talking," Reed inteeceabruptly. 'I'm sorry
if we disturbed you, but we've known each otherafdong, long time, and
we had a lot to say.'

Alexa pouted. 'You didn't 'sturb me," she told lsinortly. And then, to her
mother, 'Why didn't you tell me he was coming?’

'l didn't know--" began Helen unequivocally, anerthshook her head
helplessly as Reed caught her eye.

'It's my fault,’ he said, attracting Alexa's attentagain. 'l didn't tell your
mother | was coming back. Don't blame her; blame Mheshoulders are
quite a bit broader than hers.’

Alexa regarded him doubtfully for a moment, anchtheturned her gaze to
her mother. 'But when are you coming to bed?' emeasded plaintively.
'It's awfully late.’



'l know.' Helen sighed. 'But—but as—Jon's daddg sayg have had a lot to
talk about.’

‘A lot of it about you,' put in Reed quietly, amey both looked at him as he
got to his feet.

'‘About me?' Alexa looked puzzled at first, and theenif remembering their
reaction to what she had said that afternoon, ddedy 'l didn't do anything
wrong. You said so.’

'‘And it's true,’ said Reed gently. He smiled. ‘Ahglou’re worried about

what happened this afternoon, let me explain. | pas—surprised to see
you, that's all. I didn't know you were so—pre®r. what a big girl you

were.'

Alexa looked sceptical. 'I'm not pretty,' she ssedrnfully. '‘Grandad says
I'm too much of a tomboy.'

'‘Well, | think you're pretty,’ said Reed firmly.nd smart, too. You knew |
was Jon's daddy, alter all.

'Hmm." Alexa was looking a little more interesteo\n but it was soon
apparent where her interest lay. 'Am | really pf8tshe asked, with the
age-old vanity of the coquette. 'Really?’

'Yes, really," Reed assured her, ignoring the nesigook her mother was
giving him. 'And tomorrow, the three of us are gpia go out and buy you
the prettiest dress we can find. Then we mightae lunch together at my
hotel. Would you like that?'

Alexa hesitated, and looked at her mother. ‘Can sle asked anxiously,
and Helen felt the momentary press of tears. Heglzr was not used to
treats of this kind.

Money had never been that freely available, anc#®lsnew that as well as
she did.

'If you'd like to," she said now, and she saw thg the little girl's face lit up.



'I'd like to—very much," said Alexa politely, tung back to Reed with a
smile, and Helen could tell from his expressiort tiawas as relieved as
she was.

It was going to be all right, she thought, feelimg fingers slide briefly

between hers, before he spoke to Alexa again. INdtshe imagined that a
shopping spree, and lunch at a grand hotel, woolkstheir problems.

They had a much longer way to go than that, andafoher apparent

acquiescence Alexa could still prove difficult. Boey had all the time in
the world to get it right; and they would, she \gase of it...

Some months later, Helen came into the bathrootineofiouse her husband
had bought in Eaton Square, and perched on theokitie bath. Reed was
soaking in the sunken bath, his silvery blonde damp and tousled, his
lashes, with their sun-bleached tips, dark agilsstheekbones. He looked
well, and handsome, thought Helen with satisfachiefore he opened his
eyes, the months since their wedding putting fleshhis bones and

removing much of the strain from his face.

'Mmm, do that again," he murmured, when she leenoisa and bestowed a
lingering kiss on his lips. 'And again.’

Helen gave a soft laugh. 'No,' she said, as heaapleis eyes. 'l want to talk
to you.'

‘That sounds ominous.' Reed pulled a face. 'l thbygu just went to take
Alexa to your mother's.'

' did.!

Reed had bought the house in Eaton Square sdhthatvere able to divide

their time between London and Bermuda. It meank&kkaw plenty of her

grandparents, and they, in their turn, had alrdssin out to the island for a
long, relaxing holiday. It also meant they saw oo, Oddly enough, he
had adjusted to the idea of Helen as his stepmath®st as well as Alexa
had to him becoming her brother.



Helen thought it was because she and Reed weigpgy bogether. She was
sure that was why her parents had accepted theafié®eed as their

son-in-law without too many reservations. And Read considered their
feelings a lot. He had shown an amazing amounatépce with them, and
with Alexa, who was slowly adapting to the ideattR&ed was her new
daddy. Of course, the physical aspects of theioalsttip had yet to be

explained to her, but that would come in time, aneanwhile she had
accepted him as part of the family. And why notfeHehought, in her more

cynical moments. Alexa's life had changed almoshash as her own had,
and there was no doubt she enjoyed all the loveattedtion.

But now Reed squinted up at her, and said, 'Wel&Ehing's OK, isn't it?'

'Oh, yes.' Helen smoothed the hair back from hisHead with a caressing
finger. 'Are you coming out of here?'

'Why?' Reed caught her hand in soapy fingers, gykd it into the water.
'Why don't you come in?"

Helen's pulses reacted automatically to his tobcih,she pulled away. 'l
can't.'

'Why can't you?'
Helen smiled. 'l told you, | want to talk to you.'
'We can talk in here,' said Reed reasonably, blerH&hook her head.

'I've taken baths with you before, remember?* gliehtim huskily. 'And we
don't do a lot of talking.'

'OK.'
Reed shrugged, and before she could get out afdshe got up, dripping
water all over her. Then, taking the towel she @dssim, he made a

moderate job of drying himself, before stepping @uhe bath.

'So?' he said.



‘You're not dry,' she protested, taking the towehf him and using it on his
chest and stomach, but Reed took it from her asskthit aside.

'l thought you wanted to talk," he reminded herkilys'You're not exactly
going the right away about it.'

'Oh--' He could still make her blush, and Helertgmad up his bathrobe and
gave it to him. 'Put that on, then, and come ineoltedroom,’ she exclaimed.

In their bedroom, she turned to face him. 'I'm—gpant,’ she said
abruptly. She twisted her hands together. 'Doemtter?’

Reed stared at her. 'Does it matter to you?' hedasifter a moment, his
tone guarded.

Helen shook her head. 'Only—only if you're—not happout it.’
Reed blinked. 'lf'm not happy about it?'

'Well--' She spread her hands. 'What's Jon goirgay®@ We've only been
married four months.'

‘To hell with Jon," said Reed impatiently, reachiagher, and enfolding
her in his embrace. 'My God! | thought you wereat@bout it, not Jon.'

‘As if | would be," Helen protested, turning h@sliagainst his neck, and he
groaned.

‘As if | would be,' he countered, drawing back to look imto face. '‘Don't
you know how much I love you yet? So long as yol&ppy, that's all that
matters.'

'‘Oh—I'm happy,' Helen whispered. She took his hartipressed it against
her flat stomach. 'l like the idea that part of y@growing inside me again.
And this time you'll be there to share it with me.'

Reed's mouth took on a sensual curve. 'Yes, | witin't 1?' He paused.
'What about Alexa?'



'Oh, | don't think you need to worry about herilddelen softly. 'Just the
other day she was asking me how long it took teetebaby. Apparently,
one of her schoolfriends in Hamilton had been bogstbout the fact that
her mother just had twins. We probably won't beedablequal that, but I'll

don't think she'll mind.’
'She s a great kid, isn't she?' said Reed huskily.

'She's yours," said Helen simply, and after thateteasn't much more to
say.



