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Should she accept this second chance?

Three years before, Selina's brief and disastroaisiage to Ashley Dent
had ended in divorce. Now he had turned up andwessuring her to marry
him again.

"If you thought I'd gone out of your life for googlpu were wrong," he
informed her menacingly. "l don't give up anythimighout a struggle.”

Circumstances had changed and Selina was foroamhgider his proposal.
She had never stopped loving him--but could shecowee the terrible fear
that had ruined her marriage the first time?



CHAPTER ONE

SELINA was in the bathroom when she heard the letterditie rfollowed by
the third of the newspaper hitting the hall floBhe went on cleaning her
teeth vigorously, her slanting green eyes fixedhenreflection. It was time
to make an appointment with the hairdresser, sloelel@é. Her hair was
growing out of the style she preferred. Althoughe dlisually had it
professionally styled once every couple of mongie washed and set it
herself on heated rollers to get the casual, Idashion she liked, the
red-gold curls sweeping down around her high-chee&t face to soften a
faint angularity of profile.

When she had rinsed her mouth she stepped on tbatieoom scales,
surveyed the swinging needle with satisfactionntheoved towards the
bathroom door, tying the belt of her loose silk pgar more tightly.

She paused in the hall to pick up the newspapen tree mat, put it under
her arm and went through into the tiny kitchen, gang. She was up earlier
than usual because she had been able to get smegn for once, but she
still felt slightly sleepy. Opening the refrigeratshe took out a jug of
chilled orange juice, poured some into a glassickwd off the percolator
which was hitting its glass dome excitedly, sligliwe of bread into the
toaster and sat down. Her movements all had d delderation. She did
this every morning and had cut every unnecesséargnaantil the whole
process only took a few moments.

Taking a sip of her orange juice, she casually#igopen the front page of
the newspaper and glanced at it. As she took imidi@ headline her hand
began to shake. The glass fell to the floor, shatiesending a stream of
orange juice seeping over her fluffy white slippers

'No!" she whispered huskily, shaking her head ia@omatic, unconscious
gesture of rejection. 'No, it isn't true ..."

Feverishly she skimmed the story, her lips trengplas she read. An
aeroplane had crashed in the mountains of Pefing#éveryone on board,
including three people whose names were world-fandbere were small
photographs of the three, but it was on the separtdre that her eyes were



riveted. The colour had slowly drained from herefaatil she was as white
as the wrapper she wore. Her toast popped up uetedrange juice
soaked the white fur slippers, ruining them forrewéer lips were parted,
murmuring a name.

When the telephone in the hall rang she jumpeceribl, brushing a hand
across her eyes. Her fingers came away wet. Fanaant she sat quite still,
taking a deep breath, then very slowly she walkedimto the hall and
picked up the shrilling receiver.

'Yes?' Her voice sounded rusty, as thought shddrgdtten how to speak.

'Selina, it's Roger. Have you seen today's newspagi@' The voice was
hurried and anxious.

'Yes,' she said dully.

There was a pause. 'Are you all right?' The questame sharply. 'It's quite
a shock, isn'tit? | couldn't believe it until telad it a couple of times. Would
you like me to come over? | can get the morning off

'‘No," she said flatly. 'There's no need to do that.

Are you sure? Look, they won't mind when 1 tell theéhat my sister's
husband has been killed in an accident...'

'Ex-husband,’ she said. 'We were divorced, Rogehusband.’

'Well, yes," he said uncomfortably. '‘But it musi s a shock to you.'
'Yes.' The admission was made huskily. She wisled/duld get off the
line. The tears just would not stop and she wasdfhe would break down
unmistakably any moment. She did not want even Riogenow how badly

this had hit her.

'If you hadn't divorced him you'd be a very wealthiglow," Roger said
wistfully.



'For God's sake!" Her voice broke and she flush#d sudden shocked
anger. 'How can you think about money at such a2lm

'It's only human to realise that Ashley must hafedomeone a great deal of
money,' he said, half in deprecation, half in def& 'l see Clare Leslie died
in the crash, too. So she won't be getting his mowhat was she like?"

'‘Beautiful,” Selina said on a harsh note she cduddmtrol. It was absurd
that she should still feel that deep, bitter pahjgalousy. It was three years
ago and now he was dead, and the fact of a workdhioh Ashley no longer
existed was intolerable.

'If Ashley fell for her she would obviously be saimieg special,’ Roger said
casually.

Roger had always been totally without sensitividglina thought angrily;
apparently it never occurred to him that every wbel said might be
pressing on an unhealed scar.

'l must go,’ she said calmly. 'I've got a lot totdday.’

'Oh," he said, surprised. 'l just wanted to chemkwere okay.'
'l am, thank you,' she said carefully.

‘After all, you're my kid sister," he said brightly

She laughed slightly at that. She had never be&ntabstay angry with
Roger for long, even though she was well awarehbdtad a selfish streak
in his nature which made him occasionally incregiddllous and unaware
of the feelings of other people. They had to stogether. They had no one
else in the world but each other. They had beesutiir so much together
and it had welded them into a strong unit. Roge&vkhe could always rely
on her.

'You've got that the wrong way round,' she poirdetl "You are my kid
brother. I've got the edge on you, remember. l'enelldest.’



‘Same thing,' he said lightly. 'Pity about the mgrtbough. | could have
done with a miracle.’

She picked up the hint at once, as no doubt heskpécted her to. 'Roger,
you haven't been gambling?' Her voice held panicadarm.

He ignored the question. 'l suppose Ashley worveHeft you anything in
his will? For old times' sake? | mean, he was pi&@tizy about you and you
were the one who wanted the divorce. He may nog ladtered his will.'

Her temper flared. "You don't think I'd take hismag, even if he had left me
any? | wouldn't touch it with a bargepole I

'Sis, you've got to be kidding," he gasped. 'Dakt like that!'

The vehemence in his voice made her alarm growng#o 'Roger, how
much do you owe this time?'

'‘We'll talk later," he said. 'l must fly. See y@&is,' and the telephone went
dead.

Selina replaced the receiver slowly and stoodrggadown into the black pit
of time, remembering things she had thought buneeaver.

Ashley ...

Her mouth shaped the name silently, a moan wregdiném as she tried to
accept his death.

She walked back into the kitchen, struggling wetars, and stood at the
sink, breathing with the controlled rhythm of thieger. It always helped to

force down emotions. After a while the ragged ageased and she turned
away to pour herself a cup of coffee.

He had never married Clare, apparently, althougy ttmust have been
travelling together. It could not be a coincidetita they were both on that
plane. Presumably one marriage had been enoudtsiitey. He had been a
wary, sophisticated bachelor when they met, hisyewstinct suspicious of



matrimonial entanglement. No doubt their brief &wetlish experience had
confirmed his low opinion of that state, as it Hed own. She knew she
would never marry again; her months with Ashley hreatie that certain.

Two cups of coffee later she felt able to get drdssShe dropped the
uneaten slice of toast into the bin, washed updaisd! up, put the breakfast
things away. Despite her misery it helped to stmker usual morning
routine. She liked to keep the flat tidy and belmgsy would stop her
thinking.

She unconsciously chose a quiet grey dress to \@eaagted colour which
reflected her mood, and made up carefully. Shejistdinished when the
telephone rang again. She hesitated before ansyierlhhad just occurred
to her that some journalist with a long memory rigave dug her name
and address out of his files.

But it was Freddie, his voice filled with warm camne. 'Angel, if you don't
want to go on tonight, that's fine by me. I'll findeplacement.’

'No, thanks, Freddie,' she said. 'I'll be fine.'

'Sure, baby?' Freddie knew her too well not to ginesv this would hit her.
She had begun to sing at Freddie's Place as algohobsixteen, a scared,
ambitious, shivering teenager in a borrowed drdsswdidn't quite fit her

properly. In the last three years her career haltyraken off. Her agent had
got her some exciting bookings, including a long ftast winter in a

Christmas pantomime in a northern seaside resartwas not talking of

jobs in America, and she felt she was beginningaie a name for herself.
But she always did a few nights at Freddie's Plam& and then, for old

times' sake, and she was glad she was singing dhéne moment. Freddie
was the one person who really understood how dhalfeut Ashley.

'l go on, Freddie," she said firmly. 'l wouldar be working. It will help.’

‘Just like the lady says," he murmured. A pausal \Bay for him to go. I'm
very sorry, Selina. | admired the guy.”



'Yes,' she said huskily.

'l would have rung you earlier, but | thought itwid be best if | gave you
time to get aver the shock.'

'It was a shock,’ she said, understating the case.
"You can say that again! Seems incredible thatdessd ...'

Her breath caught in a spasm of raw agony, anddigagicked his tongue
apologetically.

'‘God- I'm sorry, Selina. I'm an idiot.'

'‘No," she said, recovering herself. "You said whes in your mind. It seems
incredible to me, too." And the finality of it wagrse than anything. There
would never be another chance to see him, heaoiee. She had- thought
for years that she could not bear to set eyes ttersagain, but now she
knew that never to be able to do so was far wdrsere had always been a
wall between them. Now there was an abyss she cmver cross.

When Freddie had said goodbye she walked intoittgergsroom. The flat
had a view of the Thames. She had taken the leaserf years. At first she
had barely been able to afford it, but now she fiveaebng money easier and
was glad she had risked taking such an expensivpifit because she fell in
love with the view.

Today the river was as grey as the autumn skyc®filocks, church spires
and distant factory chimneys gave an irregularregitp the horizon. A few
seagulls skimmed along the choppy water, theiroyelbeaks a splash of
brave colour against the prevailing greyness. TWwariies barges chugged
past, tarpaulin-draped. A police motor launch swrownd to follow them,
a uniformed officer standing in the prow with bindars levelled along the
river.Another' normal day for London, Selina thoudfitterly. Nothing
much happening. Everything quiet. And Ashley Dgitd somewhere on
the snow-covered slopes of a South American mowntas black hair
blowing in an icy wind, among the splintered wreggaf an air crash.



She always did her shopping in a busy supermarkatby, searching
carefully along the shelves for the best buys. Bae had the sort of
upbringing which encourages thrift, and it was hihshe found it hard to
forget now that she was earning quite well.

She stopped for a cup of coffee afterwards in &ydirightly lit cafe,
wincing at the gaudy surroundings which seemed ntbes usually
intrusive today.

On her way back to the flat she passed a postercrAsh! The headline
leapt out at her. She averted her head, her retiygol swinging smoothly
against her pale face. Although she wore a furrtred coat the wind made
her shiver, and her hands and feet were ice-cold.

Outside the block of flats she met a neighbour stopped to have a chat,
her curious eyes admiring Selina's coat. "Whergawavorking this week?'
she asked.

‘A nightclub in Mayfair,” Selina replied coolly, ane she was the object of
gossip among her neighbours.

'Really?’ The other woman's eyes widened. Justi@saSvas walking away
she was suddenly called back. 'Ooh, | forgot repmrter was here looking
for you. He's gone now.' The avid eyes assesseddaén. 'Didn't say what
he wanted.’

Selina went into the building, her heart sinkingreporter ... no prizes to
guess what he wanted. They had dug up the divaperts, of course.
Ghouls!

She ate a light lunch of salad and cottage ch#e=se settled down to read a
book for an hour. It was difficult to concentrate the pages. At four her
agent rang to have a chat. He had seen the pdperdyut he was only

marginally interested. 'Any of the press been ad@uhe wanted to know.

She told him that she had missed one, and he madecammittal noise.

'‘Can't make up my mind whether the publicity woh&lgood or bad," he
said thoughtfully. 'You weren't known when the dne went through.



People probably think you've always been single-e-mtage. A divorce ...
well, we'll play it by ear.’

When he had rung off Selina looked out of the win@d the darkening sky.
Her slender shoulders shook as the tears came, &gaishe pulled herself
together and switched on the television. Anythiragwetter than thinking.

Mindlessly she watched a very unfunny comedy shben sat through a
long current affairs programme, reluctant to getng switch off.

At last she sighed, forced to do something. Shddwget to Freddie's a little
early tonight. The flat was becoming claustrophabid she needed to get
out of it.

Two hours later she was in her cubbyhole dressomn at Freddie's Place,
slowly applying her make-up, when Freddie put l@adround the door.

How's my princess?' He was a short, thin man of, fifith greying hair and
a clever, shrewd, lived-in face which could keegeeret better than a safe
and had very little to learn about life.

She smiled at him, fluttering her curling blackstaleyelashes. "You tell
me," she said, very lightly.He surveyed her inneor, his sad monkey
eyes kind. "You've done a great job with the caygrPrincess,' he told her.
'Still sure you want to go on?"

"You make me feel haggard,' she said, with a fosreite.

"You look as ravishing as ever,' he shrugged. i@eis

'And inside?"'

'I'm sorry, Selina." He came forward to lay botmd& on her slender
shoulders, his palms warm against her naked gkimn 'up, kid.'

She smiled at him, screwing her head round to lgokto his eyes. 'I'll be
fine.'



'Sure you will," he said. 'There's a packed housdhere, ravening wolves
to the last man. When they see you in that dréslsalVe to put up iron
railings to keep them off!"

'‘Good business,' she smiled.

'‘Good of you to come,' he said. 'l know you getdyatffers. | wish | could
match them, but | don't make that sort of money.'

'l know what you make," she said gently. "Thisoisdld times' sake. | owe
you more than | can ever repay.'

"You don't owe me nothing.’
'You gave me my start in the business."

'l should have been shot," he said. 'Giving eelikid of your age to those
wolves of mine.'

'l was grateful—still am. | needed the money.’
His eyes were serious. 'Yeah, | know. And he'slsgleding you white.’

She flushed angrily. 'Freddie! Don't talk about Bolike that. It isn't fair.
He means well.'

'Sure he does. When are you going to realise, honey

that brother of yours is addicted to gambling? ki and truly hooked.
As long as you keep feeding him the bread he'lplgaambling.’

'l know,' she said, sighing, her head sinking ondlien white neck. '‘But
what can | do? You know what happened when | reftiggay.’

‘A few beatings like that and he might lose theityabreddie said without
confidence.



‘A few beatings like that and he might not livergproach me,' she said
bitterly. 'Roger can't take that sort of treatméfe. had too much of it as a
little boy.’

Freddie sighed deeply, shaking his head. 'Thatattegr of yours was a real
bastard, one of the worst. The day he died | dedlarpublic holiday.'

Selina was white with terrible memories, her greges fierce and savage
against her pure skin. 'Don't remind me!" She stopdwith a rippling
movement and faced him. 'Time to go on.’

Freddie stared at her in riveted admiration. 'Havesdthat damned thing
stay up?'

'Will power," she grinned. As she moved towards dber her slenderly
curved body rippled sinuously under the skin-tigletck silk dress. There
was no back to the gown, and very little front. Thack silk cupped her
breasts, half revealing them, then curved in toweast and down over her
hips and thighs.

'You forgot your gloves,' said Freddie, picking rtheup from the
dressing-table and tossing them to her.

Selina made a face. 'l do that every night!
'Freudian slip,’ Freddie teased.

She grinned, sliding her fingers into the glovesey came halfway up her
arm, giving her nakedness a strangely exciting &bitgn

She walked out on to the small stage in darknesgrghe was positioned,
leaning against the small white piano, a spotligltked her out. The
audience burst into applause, then quietened. &théér back to them, her
golden skin glowing like a peach under the blutliglowly she turned to
face them, her body swaying sensuously, the loackigloves emphasising
her smouldering sexuality. The pianist began ty plad she started singing.
When she began to strip off her gloves, with lesumprovocation, the
audience erupted into wolf whistles, stamping tHegt. Selina moved



across the stage, twirling a glove, and threwtib ithe darkness. A hand
came up to catch it. The audience laughed and letliiaggain. 'More,’ they
shouted. 'Morel'

Optimists! she thought, finishing the song. As sbek her applause,
smiling, her eyes swung round the semi-circle afisnfaces and froze as
through the smoky darkness she saw a face ..nmg gnsmiling face, with
heavy lids half lowered against cigar smoke, stgedy eyes that stabbed at
her across the room, and a hard, controlled bigus¢mouth.

Selina slid slowly and silently to the floor.

When she opened her eyes again she was lying otinghesofa in her
dressing-room. She sighed, frowning. What had haggb® Suddenly she
remembered and began to struggle up.

A hand pushed her back. She stared upwards, a oy coldness
washing over her. No ghost, she realised, statittgeaall, lean figure. The
thick black hair was tinged with silver and cutareonine fashion down
past the ears, brushing the white collar of histsiihe broad shoulders
fitted superbly beneath the well-cut dinner jacket.

"You—you're alive,' she stammered.

He inclined his head.

'‘But the crash ... no survivors, they said ...'

'l was never on the plane. | had to alter my areamgnts at the last moment.’
'Oh ..." She was wordless. There seemed no possif@nse. The deep,
singing relief made her feel sick. She lay backaliiing hard, taking in his
presence as if it were a fragrance. Then she th@iglomething and looked
up. 'Clare?'

'She was on it,' he said succinctly.



'Oh ..." she said again, quivering. 'I'm sorry.'
'‘Are you?' The question was contemptuous.

‘Yes!" Her reply was low and angry. She staredimtwith bitter dislike.
Already the grief of her reaction to news of higitlewas being converted
into the old hostility, as though his physical gmese provoked a chemical
reaction she was unable to control.

'You loathed her," he said flatly.
'Not that much," she said. 'Not enough to be gtessdead.’

His eyes narrowed. 'As you were at the news of eatld no doubt,' he said
unpleasantly.

She made no response to that. Not for worlds weghedhave him suspect
her real reaction. She swung her feet down to thargl to sit up, only to
find her head going round.

'Stay where you are,' he said roughly, pushindhek against the cushions.

'Don't touch me!" The words flew out before sheldatop them, breathless
with panic.

His body tensed. His smile grew savage. 'Sorryfdigotten you were
untouchable." The grey eyes slid down her bodipmirg her insolently.
'Out there in the spotlight they see a different, gion't they? You've
changed your act since | last saw it. | couldnlielbe it was you at first.
Who's been giving you lessons? Every movement sdosgex ... that
swaying walk, the black silk dress that revealsh ¢f a lot more than it
conceals, the way you smiled at them."

'Shut up I' Selina muttered in a smothered voieading her head to hide
her expression.

'What's the matter, Selina?' he asked silkily. oot ashamed of the way
you sell yourself to the audience, are you? Daog'ttd kid me it wasn't



deliberate. Every movement was carefully thoughtama rehearsed. When
you started taking off those gloves the temperasthia up in there. They
were breathless with excitement. Every damned dtieean was imagining
the rest of your clothes' coming off.’'

'Damn you!" she said furiously. 'Stop it!

'l was as mesmerised as the rest of them,' he edavgnoring her protest.
'‘But | had an advantage over them. I've seen all ytothes come off,
remember, and the memory was tantalising.’

She flushed scarlet and leapt to her feet to face her eves hating him.
"You bastard! Have you forgotten Clare was killedyoyesterday? What
were you doing out front tonight?"

'Clare and | split up over two years ago,' he daiwelly, the grey eves
freezing over. 'Not that it's any of your busindss, strictly for the record.’

"You don't change, do you?' she whispered, statihgm. 'You always used
to say ... another woman, another day ... yourdat@motto!

'We neither of us change,' he said flatly. His eyatched her closely. 'Do
we, Selina?’

'Who's the latest woman in your life, Ashley?' shtorted to avoid the
guestion in his eyes.

He shrugged. 'At present, no one.'
She laughed. 'Do you expect me to believe that?'

'Why should | lie?'His tone was casual. 'You wotildive a damn if | had a
whole harem, would you?"

'I'd be sorry for them,' she said.

As if her reply stung him, he turned away. 'Get outhat dress," he said
crisply.



For one split second she was in a state of minglasi, her eyes widening,
her body gripped by terror.

Ashley turned back and saw her face, his eyes wigetoo, then a grim
look came into the powerfully moulded features.

'‘Get changed,' he said flatly. 'I'll wait outsidelaun you home."
'I'd prefer to take a taxi," she protested.
‘Too bad.' His mouth set like a trap. 'l want t& ta you.'

'‘But | don't want to talk to you,' she said huskilye've got nothing to say

to each other".
‘After three years?' he asked harshly.

‘After an eternity,’ she said, her voice low.

'Surely you can bear to sit in a car with me for fieinutes,’ he bit out.
'No," she said, her tone stark and uncompromidicgn't.'

There was a silence. Selina looked up and foundiefstatching her out of
narrowed, intent eyes. Some-thing in his look mhade flush hotly. She
turned her back on him, pretending to rearrange tthegs on her
dressing-table, her red-gold head bent to examsreall doll Freddie had

given her years ago, and which she had kept enee sis a mascot.

'Close the door as you go out,” she said drilydoh't want any more
uninvited visitors.'

He did not answer and he made no move, althoughsséeed intently for a
sound. Dry-mouthed and nervous, she smoothed ddietd &f the black
dress. 'Goodnight," she said, about to turn arrd sien down.



Then she felt him right behind her. A flare of tertit her mind, like
lightning splitting a dark sky. One hand clamped lteck against his body
while the other moved to her zip.

'Don't ...I' Her smothered cry of protest came lowtarily, but his fingers
had already slid the zip down until her dress begdall away from her.

She grabbed at the material, just as his handecphltr arms backward to
tether her in position. The black silk rustled &gitito her feet.

'Not quite as gracefully as it could be done,'did sardonically. "You look
better without your clothes on, though.'

In the mirror his grey eyes met her frightened, rangreen ones.
Deliberately he bent and pressed his mouth agharsbare shoulder. She
felt it like a searing burn and gasped.

'Don't,’ she whispered, shivering uncontrollably.

He released her arms, but only in order to slidgehlainds round her body,
warm against her silky under-slip, until they cuger breasts, his mouth
searching along her white throat, his eyes stilling hers in the mirror.

'l hate you to touch me,’ she flung at him savagkhate it!

'Do you, Selina?' The question was unsteady anbigh moved along her
uplifted neck towards her chin. She was rigid agfalmm, her throat flung
tautly back to avoid his kiss, deeply aware thatvae moving towards her
lips.

'Stop it,' she groaned, shuddering. 'Please, #top i

His head came up. The hard, masculine face grekedas he stared at her
in the mirror, taking in her tense position, thstdste in the green eyes.

"You little bitch," he bit out between teeth whartapped together like a steel
trap. 'Some day I'll throttle you!" The strong browands encircled her
throat as if he meant to fulfil the threat therd #men. Selina began to shake



so violently that her teeth chattered, and his bdell away to catch her
shoulders.

He whirled her round in a sudden movement that nnedénead as well as
her body spin. She moaned in protest as his mautteaown, cruel and
punitive against her lips, parting them forciblyenadanding her surrender
because he held her face between his two handénbess crushing her
cheekbones and allowing her no room to, escape.

For one second her soft mouth trembled into an lingiresponse and she
groaned, then she made herself stand passivelyisimgip, while he
descended from hot passion to a sensuous pledusdjps coaxing un-
availingly against hers.

When he finally released her she stumbled to thehwmasin and leaned
against it, fighting down waves of nausea. Ashtayesl at her, then walked
to the door and slammed it behind himself.

Weeping, Selina stumbled back to the couch andfeit> her whole body
limp with the aftermath of tension.

There had been so many similar scenes during lonieir marriage. It had
begun on the first night of the honeymoon. She perduaded herself that
because she loved Ashley she would be able to godgh with all that
marriage would mean, but on that first night steised how much she had
fooled herself. During their brief engagement hed hidssed her
passionately, and although she had been tense wdrehe did, she had
wanted that close warmth and been able to respghdn he came into her
bedroom in his pyjamas on their wedding night he: tat found a yielding,
passionate bride but a demented, terrified anis@itching and biting
whenever he tried to come near her. He had beepletety at a loss. He
had begged her to explain, and her halting stanomnemeds had tried to
give him some glimpse of how she felt, but she iatcfelt able to tell him
the whole truth, and so he had never really grasyeat lay behind her
instinctive dread of sex.

W'hen the weeks went by and the situation was unregplAshley had
become angry. He tried to force her to see a dobtdrshe refused. She



could not even bear to talk about the ice barnener mind which came
down whenever a man came too close.

At some point along the bitter road Ashley lostgasience. Selina woke up
one night to find him in her bed, a little out asmind with drink and
repressed passion. She fought him off and he slahwueof their house,
saying he would find another woman as she was lnwito sleep with
him. That night Selina took an overdose, and hamed later to find her in
a coma. She was dangerously ill for weeks, and wdiencame out of
hospital it was to find that he had left her.

He visited the club where she was singing some svéatier with Clare

Leslie in tow. A ravishing blonde, Clare was quitevziously infatuated with

Ashley, and his ardent attentions made it plaihhleavas already her lover.
Selina knew perfectly well that he had brought €ldrere that night to
make the situation clear to her. She saw her smlicext day and divorce
proceedings were set on foot.

Ashley arrived at her flat the morning the divopagpers were served on
him, his face dangerous with rage and emotion.

When she tried to shut the door on him, he kickegen and forced his way
past her.

"What the hell does this mean?' he demanded, wdkismgapers at her.

Selina had drawn her negligee around her, facingdefiantly. 'What does
it look like?'

"You're divorcing me?' The words were incredulolissuppose you're
planning on massive alimony!

'l wouldn't touch a penny of your money,' she stishing deeply.

Then why? In God's name why?' His face had chaagdt looked at her,
and with a shrinking dismay she recognised the thakcame into his grey
eyes. 'Selina ..." he had said hoarsely, his hantrg towards her. 'Don't
do this!'



She had shrunk back against the wall, biting hger |i
'I'm sorry, Ashley, | should never have married .yibwas a mistake.'
‘A mistake!" Bitter fury made the words sting. "Yioigid little bitch!

She had gone deathly pale at the insult, but benthkad, accepting it
without retort.

After a pause he had said huskily, 'If it's Clarey don't need to worry. |
only wanted to make you jealous.’

She shook her head, her throat burning. It istéreC..." Then she had
looked up at him, sighing. 'lIt's me, Ashley. I'mrgolt will be best to end
our marriage quickly and cleanly. I'm the one tanhé. If you prefer to
divorce me, I'm willing, but I thought it would leasier if | did it this way ..

"You don't love me," he said harshly.

She hesitated for a moment, unwilling to lie yebkaing she had to if she
were to end the barbed wire tangle of their lives.

Then she had said quietly, 'No, Ashley, | don'elgou.’

He had sworn then, his voice savage. 'You marriedanthe money and
then couldn't go through with it? Is that what Itm believe? There's
someone else? You're in love with another man? Seliha, there has to be
a reason.’

She weakly shook her head. 'Please, just go ...'

‘Just go?' The words were spoken on a groan ofigalypain. 'No
explanations? No apologies? Just go?'

''ve said I'm sorry, and | mean it. | was very mgdo marry you. | regret it
bitterly.'



'I'd like to kill you," he had said quietly, almoss if he were talking to
himself. 'But why should | waste any more of mg kin a frigid little cheat
who couldn't even go through with her own lies pretences?’ And he had
walked out of the door and out of her life withampther word. Until now

When her tears had subsided Selina sat staringthing for a long time,
obsessed with unhappy memories. A sharp knock @addlor made her sit
up, wiping her face awkwardly with her hand.

'If you aren't out of there in two minutes I'm caigniback in,’ said Ashley.

She knew him well enough to know he meant it. @gttip, she washed
briefly, expunging all traces of her tears, thea Btrriedly changed into her
usual clothes, hung her black dress carefully sindnger, found her coat
and was just about to walk towards the door whevag flung open.

He looked her up and down, his mouth twisting degly. 'Back to normal,’
he said. 'You should have been an actress, S¥lmahave a natural ability
to put a lie over.'

'l don't need your company,' she told him. 'Why'dgou leave me alone?"

'My car is outside,’ ignoring her protest. His hataimped down on her arm,
propelling her forward.

Short of struggling with him, she had no option taubbey. As she passed
the office Freddie looked out, his brow creasedneasy curiosity. From

the way he glanced at Ashley, she saw that Frealtéady knew that the

report of Ashley's death in that air crash had Hatse. Freddie's monkey
eyes were concerned as they met hers.

You O.K., Princess?' he asked.
'She's perfectly all right," Ashley told him abriypt

He had never liked Freddie, blaming him for Sesinavolvement in show
business. The two men had been hostile from the sta



'I'd like to hear it from her," said Freddie, dimsj at once. He looked at
Selina. "You look as if you could do with a stiffrtk. Come in and have one
with me.’

Ashley's grip on her tightened. 'Come on,' he saudhing her on along the
passage. A few of the customers had appeared &drtlead, laughing and
shouting, and Freddie was forced to go towards tioeshepherd them back
to the front of the club. They were not allowed lbbaere. While he was

occupied with them Ashley hustled her out of thekbdoor and into his

long, silver-grey limousine.

She reluctantly sank into the front passenger gedling her coat around
her. He slid behind the wheel, slamming his dood, started the engine.

'l live ..." she began, but he cut her off withlmatking at her, his voice crisp.
'l know where you live.'

The traffic had thinned now, of course. The theatosvds had largely gone
home. The pavements were sparsely populated, ansldiv spitting rain
had driven most of the late-night salesmen awaydobrways, where they
stamped their feet and blew on their fingers wttiky waited hopefully for
someone to buy hot chestnuts or hot dogs. A fewalgers ran across the
road, leaping like dervishes in their excitement.péliceman calmly
strolling along his beat looked round at them irroa-eyed observation,
then walked on, seeing that they were only playirggfool. The road was
blurred with the yellow reflections of street lampsrainy tarmac.

"Your career is going well," Ashley commented,dyss intent on the road.

'Yes,' she agreed quietly. "'Thanks to Tom Kegaer'ddient was a livewire
of a man, always spawning new ideas, always ototil@ut for some fresh
avenue of approach. Selina had heard him calledrupslous, but to her
Tom had always been kind and rigidly honest. Shiedeen with him now
for three years and she had no complaints at all.

'If you always sing the way you did tonight yo@hd up a star,” Ashley
murmured drily. 'l could have lit a cigarette witle man sitting next to me.



| thought he was going to burst into flame when y@ak off your gloves.
Whose idea was that routine?' He glanced at hewsigs, his eyes sardonic.
‘Not yours, | bet.'

‘Tom's,' she said briefly.
'Clever fellow. It's dynamite. The merest whispkaatrip tease ...'
‘It is not strip tease!" she protested, flushintiyho

"You certainly teased that audience. They werengjor a lot more to
come off ... which, of course, was the intention.’

Selina had disliked the act when Tom suggesteit it very same reason,
but Tom had insisted and gradually she had grownstomed to doing it,

although she still had a habit of forgetting toetdke gloves on with her so
that she had an excuse for cutting that part ofrthgine. She wished

desperately that she had forgotten tonight. Shedeaply sorry Ashley had

seen her sing. It was lucky she had had no adwaan@ng of his presence
in the audience or she might never have gone ah. at

He spun the car left into the road in which shediand drew up outside the
flats.

She undipped her seat belt and put a hand on trehdadle. 'Thank you for
the lift,’ she said quietly. ‘Goodnight, Ashley.’

He made no reply, but his long, lean body uncodede slid out of the
driver's door and stood up, slamming the door keehim.

Selina got out, too, her heart beating in angrygaicross the car she faced
him, her colour high, her eyes wide and bright.

"We've got nothing to say to each other, Ashley.n&\eer had. Please, don't
start another row.'



'l thought you might like to give me a cup of caffehe drawled, watching
her with his cold grey eyes. The wind blew backiak strand of silvered
black hair and he raked it down again with one hand

She shivered. 'I'm sorry—I'm tired.'

His eyes narrowed menacingly. There's a lot ofinistied business
between us, Selina. One day you've got to face lfhyadu thought I'd gone
out of your life for good you were wrong. | donivg up anything without a
struggle.’

'It's three years since our divorce,' she criedhhads clenched at her sides.
'I'd forgotten you. Why bring it up again now?’

Suddenly dark red colour invaded his face and alelss nostrils flare in
temper. 'Forgotten me?' The words were flung badkea fiercely. "You
damned little liarl’

She walked hurriedly away across the pavementjrigeadrm behind her,
his long strides covering twice as much ground.I8hged to run, but dared
not do so.

It would be an admission of some sort.

She reached the door of her flat with Ashley closkind her. By the time
she had got her key into the lock he was at hex. 8tie turned on him, her
face pale.

Will you go away and leave me alone?' Her voicelthed with sick panic.

He stared back at her, his face filled with angonfused emotion. 'How do
you manage to make me feel like this?' he askednharlow, thickened

voice. 'You give me nothing, absolutely nothingt yean't stop wanting

you."' His hand reached out, almost pleadinglypteh her arm. 'Selina ...'
He whispered her name hoarsely.

She took the chance to slide into the flat whilentas off balance. As she
began closing the door he leapt at it, kicking pewo again. She shrank



against the wall, shivering convulsively, her haoggo stop him touching
her.

‘No ... don't ... please ..." Her own voice sourdegh and unfamiliar in her
ears.

Ashley stood totally still, watching her, for a memt. Then he made a
sound of self-disgust and anger, turned on hisshead walked out of the
door.

Selina crouched, tears on her cheeks, listenirigei@cho of his departing
footsteps, then she closed the door and walkednetically to her
bedroom.



CHAPTER TWO

HE was at the same table the following evening. &efiaw him as she
turned to face the audience and her voice falterezfly, not enough to

alarm the others in the room, but sufficient to maishley's unsmiling

mask lift in a brief sardonic smile. He was pleagedet that reaction, she
realised, and pulling together every ounce of hér power she forced

herself to go through her act as if he were nosgme The enthusiastic
applause which followed did not include him, sheéedp with one quick,

nervous look. He was leaning back in his seatassgbf whisky in his hand,
his frown giving him a menacing look.

He managed to evade the people backstage and fdilewto her
dressing-room, but she had taken the precautidocking her door. His
irritated rap made her stiffen on her dressingetabool.

‘Let me in, Selina, or I'll kick up such a rackkat you'll regret it!" he
threatened through the door.

She would have ignored him, but she was worriedibBbreddie's reaction.
Freddie took things personally. He might actuatjyto throw Ashley out,

and she knew very well that Ashley could do Freguigsical harm if he

cared to try. He was a powerfully built man wittvitdd temper when he was
aroused.

As she unlocked the door he came through it witlisé and halted to look
at her.

Wearily, she asked, 'What do you want, Ashley?’
His silent look made her flush. She turned badhketodressing-table and sat
down, continuing to cream off her stage make-ug Wwends which only

trembled slightly.

We've said all we have to say,' she told him, pgelhway her false
eyelashes.



'Why do you wear all that stuff?' he demanded, Haeds thrust in his
trouser pockets. 'You don't need it. You're lowslithout any make-up at
all.’

She felt her pulses quicken and hated herselfefactng. 'Please, Ashley,'
she said quietly, 'just go, will you?"

'Have supper with me tonight,’ he said casually.

His offhand tone did not convince her. She turretbok at him directly.
‘There's no point,’ she said patiently.

He stared at her, as if weighing up what to sayt.ném only over in
England for a couple of months,' he said softlyill'Whurt you to have
dinner with me?'

'It would be disastrous,' she said.

'Why?' His eyes watched her as if trying to readfaee.

She shrugged. 'You know why.'

' don't.’

'Of course you do! she snapped, angry becausddeb@éempted her despite
her realisation that it would only lead to a newntng of the screw of pain
which had given her such hell before.

Ashley held up both hands. 'If | swear not to toyolk? Won't that make
you change your mind? A quiet, friendly meal togethHow can that do

any damage?’

It would feed her tormented passion for him, slwgint resentfully, but he
must never guess that.

‘A meal in a public restaurant and straight backotar flat afterwards, alone
in a taxi, if you prefer it," he urged as she laed.



Her eyes probed his face anxiously. She wantedytgas to him. The need
to be with him was eating at her and she was taakwe refuse. 'All right,’
she sighed.

His eyes lit triumphantly. 'I'll be waiting outsid@e said, leaving.

When Selina came out of the club she saw him |lgaagainst his sleek
silver limousine, watching for her, his dark haiffled by the night wind.
She had a flashing vision of that dark head on aintanside in the
wreckage of a plane, and winced. At least he whskte. She could bear
anything but his total extinction...

He wore a dark lounge suit tonight, the jacket ofmeshow the matching

waistcoat across which a gold watch chain glitteféx watch had been his
father's, she recalled, and he always wore it.h&smgalked towards him she
could feel those cold eyes flicking over her possety. He straightened as
she joined him, his chin on a level with the toghef head. She looked up,
flushing slightly at the look in his eyes.

His chin was slightly darker than usual, the farate of stubble visible at
such close quarters. She felt a frightening desirein her fingers over the
rough skin.

'l thought we would try the new French place roth@lcorner,’ he said.

‘That sounds very pleasant,’ she said, trying todo¢ and collected. It was
hard with his physical presence dominating herettesught.

As if Ashley had realised why she was staring,Hasd rubbed along his
chin. 'l forgot to shave before | came out," hel sSéim sorry.'

'I hadn't noticed,' she lied.

His eyes teased her. 'No? | thought you were gfattie lowered his face
and briefly moved his chin against her soft chee&king her body tingle
with sudden awareness. The sensation was exciithgut being alarming,
and for once she did not jump away.



Without comment he handed her in to the car andngotthe driving seat.
They shot round the corner and parked at the faoéthe narrow Mayfair
street, outside a small white-shuttered restaurant.

When the proprietor took Selina's coat, Ashley'sangé ran
comprehensively over the pale cream dress she vaosample but well
styled linen dress. His eyebrows flickered. 'A ctetgdy different girl," he
commented. 'l like you in the black silk, myself.’

She felt her cheeks burn. 'That's a stage owffig'said quickly.
His mouth quirked sardonically. 'Naturally,’” he ded blandly. 'You
wouldn't be seen dead in it outside the club. ghhigive men the wrong

idea.’

She looked down at the table, fiddling with the \neailver knives and
forks, pushing her glass away towards the centre.

There was a silence, then he said heavily, 'I'mysdihat was uncalled for
and | promise it won't happen again.'

He handed her a menu and leaned back, studyingrteehe held. She
glanced down the items and sighed, mentally discgmtiost of them as too
fattening. Ashley glanced at her over the top efrhenu.

'‘Something wrong?'

She smiled faintly. 'Only that | must choose cafgfar I'll put on pounds
with all this delicious food.'

The grey eyes flickered over her again, one daokvhiising. 'l don't see
why you need to worry. You're too thin, if anything

'I'm thin because | watch my diet," she said.

The waiter appeared again, bowing, and Ashley gidrat her. 'What do
you want?'



Selina ordered melon, steak and salad, and heggtiahher, saying to the
waiter. '‘Make that two. | might as well watch metjitoo!"

When he had given the wine waiter an order, heguiakp the aperitif they
had both chosen and sipped it, considering her foemeath his heavy
eyelids. Nervously she tasted her own, licking liEs with the tip of her

tongue as she grew more and more aware of his gaze.

At last she glanced at him, her chin lifted, bubbe he could say whatever
was on his mind the waiter reappeared with thest iourse and they began
to eat.

The meal was simple, but beautifully cooked and@méed, and she enjoyed
it. She rarely ate out, preferring to save monel/tane by cooking at home,
and she almost never drank wine. Ashley kept reessglefilled without her
noticing it, and as the meal progressed her chgekg slightly flushed and
her manner relaxed a great deal.

He kept the conversation light, discussing newudljects which could not
bring them on to dangerous ground, and Selina ftnvenself laughing as he
told her a story about an American acquaintance hatbhad gold fillings
in his teeth and been mugged in New York and rolafedem.

'Poor man,’ she said, sobering. ‘It couldn't haenlfunny at the time.’

'Far from it," he agreed drily.

Their coffee arrived and he watched lazily as staed cream and sugar to
his. "Your memory is good,' he said softly, watghiner add three lumps to
his cup.

She felt herself flush betrayingly. 'l suppose @swust an instinct,’ she said
to cover herself.

'I remember you take it black without sugar,’ Aghdeawled.

She dropped saccharine into her cup without reglyih gather your
businesses are doing well, she said into the Kitence.



'l don't complain,' he agreed.

'How many hotels have you got now?"

'My accountants could tell you,' he said drily.

She sipped her coffee slowly, her eyes on a lapgshanging on the wall
beside his head. A man walked past, halted, stardeer and then said
pleasantly, ‘Good evening, Selina. How are you?'

She looked up in surprise, then her face softesegtha recognised a pianist
who had sometimes accompanied her but who was rmkivg as a solo
act. 'Hallo, Don. How are things with you?'

'Fine," he said in satisfaction. 'I've missed ybaough.’

'I've missed you,' she said, aware in every nefvesbley listening to them.
She did not need to look at him to test his readiicthis incident. She could
feel his silent anger with every nerve end in rahb He had always been a

jealous, possessive man.

Don glanced at Ashley and did a visible double-takene met the steely
glare of those dangerous grey eyes.

His throat closing on a swallow, he said uncertaitwell, nice to see you,
Selina ..." and moved off.

Selina glanced across the table. Ashley was stlhihg back in his chair,
his posture casual, but his face was black ang figh temper.

'Who,' he enquired with visible control, ‘was that?
‘A friend of mine,' she fenced.
‘Clearly," he snapped.

'He used to play the piano for me," she added Iguiet



'‘Why did he stop?’

She looked down at her half empty cup of coffeeughing without
replying.

'‘Let me guess,' he sneered. 'He fell for you inganay and you gave him
the hands-off treatment.’

It was close to the truth, although Don had beendecent to need any
'hands-off' warnings. He had hinted once or twilcen quietly faded out of
her life.

Ashley turned his head and beckoned the waitee bilh' he said calmly.
Selina finished her coffee, refusing a second citp ashake of the head.
Ashley signed a cheque, handed it to the waitegéantted at her. 'Shall we
go?'

As they got into the car she realised that thelquesiy balanced truce they
had attained for a while that evening had been keddy the encounter
with Don. Ashley started the engine with a roas, éyes brooding on the
road. She became deeply aware of the muscled¢logh to her own, of the
strong hands on the wheel, the physical tensiomatimay from him as he
drove.

He parked outside her flat and leaned on the wineelchin resting on his
hands, looking at her sideways. "Thank you foredening," he said coolly.

‘Thank you,"' she said uncertainly. To cover hevmesness she glanced at
her wristwatch. '‘Goodness, it's well past midnight!

‘What happens at midnight? Do you change into apum' he asked
derisively.

'l usually go to bed,' she said, still trying teeag lightly.
'‘And always alone,' he said sardonically, his mawikting in a cruel smile.

Her temper flared. 'Would you rather | slept wittimeone?'



The grey eyes narrowed. 'We both know the quesiparely hypothetical,
he drawled. "'The man hasn't been born who coulgayeinto bed with him.'
A pause. Then, 'Or has he?' And now his voice \Wgistly unsteady.

Selina opened the door. 'Goodnight, Ashley.’

She was half expecting him to follow her, but to redief he stayed in the
car, and as she entered the building she hearehlgise roar and then the
violent racing of the throttle as he zoomed awawmdhe street at top
speed.

He rang her next morning to ask her to have lundgh Wwim, but she
invented a polite excuse. She dared not allowheimome a habit—that was
how she had got into the mess in the first place.

His voice was dry as he said, 'How about suppenh

'I'm sorry,’ she said on a sigh.

‘Lunch the next day?' his tone cooling rapidly.

‘Ashley, | ..."

'Or supper? Or lunch the following day?' His vogmped at her as he
added, 'Name your own time and place, Selina. IDmi outright that you
don't want to see me.'

She took a shaky breath. 'l don't want to see gbie,'said unsteadily.
There was a crash which hurt her eardrums. Ashéelytung up. Selina
slowly replaced the receiver and went into thengjttoom where she was
busy polishing every surface she could find. Iplkélto let off steam. If she
didn't keep busy she would break down.

For several days after that she heard and sawngpdhiAshley, and decided
that he had given up. She was not even certainhgtad wanted to see her

again in the first place. His manner indicated that still found her
desirable, but whether anything remained of the lbg had once felt she



could not guess. At times she had even suspectddrélienge was the
stronger motive at the back of his mind, a desirkurt her as she had hurt
him. Love, as she knew from her own experiences ¢t necessarily die
because it is mingled with hatred. At times shedashley, at others she
knew she still loved him. Perhaps it was the saonéniim. Perhaps hatred
was more powerful than love. She could not guessihwas with him.

Roger came to see her one morning as she finiséreokbakfast. When she
told him earlier that Ashley had not been on thenp| and was alive, she
had been surprised by the genuine warmth of hisesgpon of relief. Roger

had never been fond of Ashley, but then it is ngleasant to hear of the
violent death of anyone whom one has once knowh wel

When Selina admitted him to the flat she noticed ke looked rather pale.
He was a little taller than herself, with similal@uring, his thin face faintly

weak in feature, his eyes restless, their colourenidue than green, his
mouth soft and self-indulgent. He was always wedisded; he had good
taste. Today he wore a young executive dark grieywdth a blue shirt and a
quiet silk tie. His hair was lighter than her owaripck of it falling down over

his pale temples.

'So how did Ashley enjoy reading his own obit.?ak&ed with a frivolous
grin, sitting down to pour himself a cup of cofftem the pot on the
breakfast table.

'He didn't say,' she murmured, seating herself sippdim and resuming
her meal. 'Have you eaten? Would you like some tad marmalade?”

'Mm, thanks,' he said, sliding a slice of bread ithie toaster. He glanced at
her. 'Has he altered much?"

She did not want to discuss Ashley, but she saivRbger was determined
to do so. 'He hasn't changed at all,’ she saidowdfh that was not strictly
true. 'Why are you here, Roger? Why aren't youaur yay to work? Is it
money? A gambling debt? Tell me the truth. How isatithis time?'

'‘Bad," he said heavily, stirring his coffee. 'Sajizyou don't think | would
come to you again if | wasn't desperate?’



Her sigh hurt. 'l thought you were cured. | musalfeol. You told me you'd
stopped gambling and | believed you. You havekédsne for money for
months ... why did you start again?'

"You don't know how I tried," he said, his voicetable. 'l never went near
the tables for weeks, but one night | had to eaie client and he insisted
on going to a club. | had to play to keep him compaHis mouth twisted in

a petulant, wry smile. 'He could afford to loseouldn't. | went on and on

"You always do,' Selina said bitterly.

He hunched his shoulders and looked sullen. Hedcoaler bear to be
blamed. He hated to admit he had done anythinghwtoald be criticised.
He had the stubborn pride of the weak who when takkyfall all the way,
having no safety net to catch their folly.

'If you help me this time | swear ..." His voicegha, but he could not inject
any note of confidence into his oath, and the waadsd off miserably.

'Oh, Roger,' she sighed pityingly, looking at hinthaunhappy eyes. 'Why
don't you ask for help from one of the societieowahe organised to help
gamblers? I've read about them somewhere. Theystade your problem

'I'm not sick," he said furiously, '‘Or mad. | canpsgambling whenever |
like. | stopped for weeks—I told you. But now I'm a winning streak. No
one goes on losing for ever.'

'You do,' she said.

'If that's how you feel,’ he said angrily, getting, but he could not go
because he had no one but her to go to, anyway.

He sat down again, burying his face in his handsodgh his fingers his
shaking voice whispered, 'l've got to have the ngpoel'm done for.'



'How much is it ?' Selina asked despairingly. Shly dlad four hundred

pounds in her savings account. She had been piittavgay steadily over

the last few months in the hope of financing atwiphe United States when
Tom got her a job out there. It would have to gevduld be a wrench, but
what choice had she?

He hesitated. She looked at him with deep anxiety.
'Roger, how much?' Surely he could not owe more ghiew hundred?
‘Ten thousand pounds,' he whispered.

She went white. 'Ten thousand!' Her voice was ohaieus. 'But ... | thought
they never let you owe that sort of money?"

He bit his lip, his face as pale as her own.Bbrrowed from my firm.’
'Oh, God!" she moaned.

'l thought I'd win it back, but | went on losingbbrrowed three thousand,
and they let me go on without saying anythinghentlast night they said |
had to pay by tomorrow or ..." He covered his fagd shaking fingers
again.

"You're mad!" she exclaimed. 'You're out of youndhiWhere on earth
would | get that sort of money?' She stared wiklthyhim, 'Roger, I've got
four hundred pounds—that's all. And no bank woaltllme a sum like ten
thousand without some sort of assurance that dopay it back.'

'If I haven't paid them by midnight tomorrow théxill me," he told her
feverishly. "You know what happened last time, #mat was only a few
hundred pounds. This time I'll never walk againeyrsaid so ..."

'Go to the police,’ she said, her voice tremblingll them about the threat.’
His face broke into manic laughter. 'The police? yao want to make

certain | end up in the river? If | went near aip®istation they'd break me
into tiny pieces.’



'Why do you do it? Why? | don't understand.' Selatared at him in
bewildered misery. "You know the consequencesygetdon't stop.'

"You've got to help me,' he begged, grasping hedfidYou can't just let it
happen!

'How? What can | do?' she demanded in hopelessidesp
He took a deep breath. 'Ashley,’ he said in a mdffloice.

She pulled her hands out of his grip and stoodhrpmly. ‘No! | can't. |
won't.'

'He's my only chance,' Roger insisted. 'He wouldwdn miss the money,
and he would do it for you ...'

She looked down at him with unwilling scorn. "Yonokv what you're
saying, don't you?'

Roger flushed slowly, his eyes dropping.
'If 1 ask Ashley for the money he'll own me,’ slagshoarsely.

Roger shifted uneasily. 'Sis ... Sis, I'm sormyoluldn't have asked you, but
... I'm terrified ... | couldn't take another beatup. | couldn't!

The contempt left her face and her mouth softeseddenly she no longer
saw a well-dressed young man of twenty-two. Sheasahivering little boy
in shabby clothes with dark bruises on his thinybadd terror in his eyes,
and she remembered a pallid, dying woman who bebgeduskily, 'Take
care of Roger ... promise you'll take care of Roger

She moved round the table and bent to kiss theotdps head, her arm
squeezing his shoulders. 'All right, Roger, I'k#@shley.’

He lifted his face to look at her miserably. "Ybbadte me for this, | suppose.
| wouldn't ask if | wasn't desperate.’ But alreeglief shone in the depths of
his eyes and the air of strain had left his pate fa



When he had left for work Selina walked to theglene and picked it up,
biting her lower lip. It had to be done, yet it wasysical torture to dial the
number of Ashley's London office. While she waitedthe ringing to stop
her heart hammered furiously against her breastbodeshe felt literally
sick.

She was put through to his office and spoke tcsbdgetary, who told her
coldly that 'Mr Dent is in conference.’

'Will you tell Mr Dent that Selina wishes to speaith him?' she answered
calmly, although her stomach was churning.

When the woman's voice reappeared her tone hackdltér Dent will
speak to you now,' she said very politely.

Ashley's voice was abrupt. 'Well, Selina?'

... 1would like to see you,' she had manageshipevenly, fighting down a
sick apprehension.

There was a brief silence. She could almost haarthinking. Then he
asked slowly, 'When?'

'As soon as possible,’ she said, her voice grotirsggier with each syllable.
'Do you mean in my office? Or privately?' he asked.

'Wherever you like," she said, knowing her tone twasble. She was in no
position to make demands on him.

Again a silence. 'ls this business or social?'dk@a@ in a silky tone which
made her quiver.

'‘Business,’ she whispered.

'l imagined it must be," he said, and she winceusastinging voice. 'How
about now?'



'If—if it's convenient for you,' she stammered.
‘Take a taxi,' he said and hung up.

She knew Ashley too well not to know how quick hasw-he would
already be making a very shrewd guess as to whyvsinéed to see him
with such urgency when she had recently told hitagmrically that she did
not even want to see him at all. Ashley knew aliRRager's weakness. He
had known during their marriage that she helpedeRagth money. At the
time it had been one of the bones of contentiowéen them, but it had
been lost in the more personal issues.

His offices were situated in a glass and concratg@n of London. Selina
had been there during their marriage but neveresiAshley's company
owned a number of hotels, some of which ran casiigsoan attraction for
their guests, a fact which had angered her in #s¢ p

She stood outside, nerving herself for the encaouniteen she walked
through the electric doors into the foyer.

The lift seemed to take a million years. She stateaer own reflection in
the small mirror on the wall. Her face was whiter green eyes as bright as
fire.

Ashley's secretary stared at her appraisingly aswaiked into the outer
office. Maintaining a calm expression, Selina askedsee Ashley. The
woman was in her late twenties, her short dark iatly styled. Her face
was shrewd, unsmiling, competent. She depressegly aok her modern
office console.

'Miss West to see you, Mr Dent.’

'Send her in," Ashley's voice said, his dynamiagnendiminished by the
static crackling on the line.

‘Through the door behind you,' the secretary salichly.



Selina opened the door, walked into the room beyomticlosed the door
behind her.

The office was large, a mushroom-carpeted oblorth windows all the
way along the wall behind the desk. Ashley sateher a leather swivel
chair, remotely authoritative in a dark lounge saitd immaculate
blue-striped shirt.

He watched as Selina walked across the room towhis his eyes
travelling over her from head to foot, taking ire tRussian-style coat she
wore, with its huge dark fur collar, her flame-rbdir and the nervous
brightness of her green eyes.

He gestured to a chair facing him across the wpiddished desk. At his
elbow stood a bank of telephones and a consolethi&eone in the outer
office.

She sat down, swallowing on a lump in her throhe Bad rehearsed what
she had to say, but suddenly the words had deskerednd she was too
nervous to speak.

Ashley laid his hands flat on the desk and leanadkbwatching her
intently. 'Well?'

She sat up straight, unconscious of the fact thiatdrror showed in her pale
face. Her carefully thought-out words had gone.oB&her courage failed
her altogether she plunged into a blunt statemiefiaict

'l need to borrow ten thousand pounds,’ she spidlya'Will you help me?’

His eyes narrowed. He whistled softly under hisatireleaning back, his
long fingers playing with a gold fountain pen. Tgmousand? A lot of
money. Have you any collateral?"

'No," she said huskily. 'But | swear I'd pay it badth the usual interest...
I'm really beginning to earn good money now. Inearyor two | may have
paid it back...'



'What do you want it for?' he asked coolly.

She flushed deeply, bending her head. 'l... calhyau that, I'm afraid.'
'Roger?' he drawled.

Selina lifted her head to look at him without ansng.

His upper lip moved in a cold sneer. ‘Gambling agaie murmured.

'Don't sneer at him," she said, firing up. 'You m&kxough money out of
boys like Roger.’

'People in glasshouses shouldn't throw stonessatiebitingly. "We both
make our living in a less than admirable way. | casinos. You sell your
body.'

Colour ran flaming up her neck and face. Her eyed gage at him. 'You
swine! | do nothing of the sort. I'm a singer!'

'Do you honestly think your voice is that specill? your sexy body that
brings the men flocking into the clubs, poor deuvilseaming of something
you're too damned frigid ever to give them."

She stood up angrily. 'Don't bother about the merdil get it somewhere
else.’

'‘Where?' he smiled sardonically.
'I'll find someone to help me,’ she said despeyatel
The grey eyes narrowed. 'l didn't say you couldave it,' he drawled.

Selina halted, trembling, but knowing she reallg m@where else to turn,
despite her brave words.

'Do you mean that?’



'Of course,' he shrugged. His eyes watched herti®nght collateral,’ he
added softly.

'l told you, | haven't got anything worth offeriag collateral,’ she said on a
note of angry desperation, then she saw the wayasdooking at her, his
eyes running over her in an insolent, possesssteda that brought her to a
stricken silence.

'Oh, | wouldn't say that," he drawled.

'‘No!" she breathed. 'You ... you really are a{fictdss bastard, aren't you?'
Her eyes spat contempt at him.

Ashley shrugged. 'Take it or leave it. I'd say Rogasn't worth the
sacrifice, and knowing you, | realise it would beoaisiderable sacrifice, but
also knowing you, and how you dote on that lithé of a brother, | think
you'll consider my proposition.'

She ought to walk straight out of this over-opuleffice without even
speaking to him again, but the memory of Rogerspeetion held her
there, her eyes fixed on the carpet at her fealy Bhe whispered, 'Well,
what is your proposition ?'

'l give you the money,' he said softly. 'In exchauhget you back.'
‘Marriage?' she whispered huskily. "You want torgatried again?'

He leaned back, his hands now thrust deep intgpbckets. When she
looked up at the hard, controlled face she coutchgéehint of what he was
thinking.

'‘Not exactly," he murmured.

She trembled, her hands clenching. 'l... see.’

'I'm sure you do,' he said drily.

'And you think I'd agree to that ... that disgugtsuggestion?"



'Up to you,' he said indifferently.

Selina struggled to control a desire to screalrsée you dead first," she said
between clenched teeth.

His smile was derisive. 'I'm sure you'd like to.'
She turned and walked out of the office, letting tloor slam behind her.
The secretary stared after her, then glanced atd¢ised door with a curious

expression.

When Selina got back to her flat Roger was waitorgher. He looked up
eagerly as she let herself into the flat. 'Wel&?akked, his voice trembling.

She bit her lip, tears in her eyes. 'Roger, I...'

'He wouldn't lend it to you?' Roger looked at hehorror. His face grew
petulant, accusing. 'You were tactless with himu¥ieren't nice enough ...
if you'd been nice to him he would have given yloei thoney ... | know he
would! Ashley was always crazy for you, even afgyeur divorce. You
could have twisted him round your little fingerydu'd tried hard enough.'

She pressed her hands to her burning cheeks. 'Rlogesffered me the
money, but...’

'He did?' His eyes shone eagerly. 'Oh, thank God!

'l couldn't take it,' she interrupted desperately.

He stared, without comprehension.

'He ... his ... terms were ... unacceptable,’ H#masered.

'Oh, for God's sake!" Roger shouted, running igdrs through his hair.
'What did his terms matter? I'd do anything, amghio get the money!"

'Even go to bed with a man you hate to have tooci?yshe asked hoarsely.



Roger groaned, tears running down his face. 'Simssorry ... I'm sorry ...

I'm a rotten devil... I know how ... | know whatibes to you.' He pulled her
close, her head against him, and stroked her Baie. yielded, weeping
bitterly, and they stood in silence for a long whil

'Life's a swindle, isn't it?" Roger said at laatnfly. 'What have we ever got
out of it, Sis? We were warped when we were kidsh lof us, by that...

that...'

'‘Don't even mention him,' she moaned, stoppingrtusth with her hand.

'Have you ever told Ashley why you can't bear tadaeched?' he asked,
cuddling her.

She shook her head.
'Don't you think you should? He'd understand. Argyauould.'

She pulled away, sniffing like a little girl. 'Nbdon't want him to know. |
can't bear him to know.'

'Oh, God, what a mess!" Roger sighed weakly.
She looked at him, rubbing the back of her handsacher eyes. 'Roger, if
you went away they wouldn't be able to find youl ave you my four

hundred pounds you could take a plane to America.'

He grimaced. 'They'd find me sooner or later. Anglduld take too long to
get a visa.'

"You could hide until you had one,’ she suggestal{o Scotland or into the
country.'

He looked at her unhappily. 'Sis, they'd get youdid.'

She stared incredulously. 'Me?"



‘They threatened me with that already. They knawuld never let them
hurt you. If | vanished they'd come looking for yodis eyes were sick.
'They said it would be a pity if your pretty facaswuined by acid.'

She shuddered. 'Roger!’

While they stared at each other in silence thers av&nock at the door.
Roger started violently. He turned to stare atdiber with petrified eyes.

Selina slowly opened it. Two men stood outside.yTivere very broad,
very unassuming and their eyes were deadly. Rager g strangled moan.

One of them looked Selina up and down. 'What atyptatly," he told his
friend. 'Be a pity if she got hurt, wouldn't it?'

His companion smiled quietly at Roger. 'We want maney, Mr West.
Tonight. One way or another we mean to collect.’

Roger backed against the wall, shaking. His face s@ white Selina
thought he would pass out.

She lifted her chin. "You will get your money," stad with no perceptible
trembling in her voice.

They looked back at her politely. "'When?' one asked
'Will you wait while | make a phone call?' she atke
They looked at each other, then shrugged. 'O.K.'

She picked up the telephone and dialled Ashleyshau. To her relief he
answered himself, his voice curt.

'This is Selina," she whispered.
There was a little-silence. Then he said, 'Yes?'

'l... | accept your offer.'



He said nothing for a long moment, while she feltself becoming colder
and colder.

Then he said evenly, 'Very well, it's a deal.’
'W-when can | have it?'

'‘Now,' he said. 'Can you come here and get it?'
'Yes,' she whispered. 'Right away.'

She replaced the telephone and turned back tombenien, who gazed at
her impassively.

"You'll have a cheque for the money later today.'

'We don't take cheques, lady,' he said sneeringly.

Her eyes were contemptuous. ‘Not even from Ashlegt®

Their faces altered. 'Ashley Dent?' They excharsgexther long look. One
raised his brows and gave a low whistle. The ditteked back at her. 'You
a ... friend of Mr Dent's, lady?' A little smileuched his hard mouth.

'My sister is his wife," Roger said, trying to ireps them.

It did. They took a quick step backwards, stariniges. Then the taller of the
two said, 'You never mentioned it before.' His fa@es suspicious.

Selina was weary. 'l have no wish to discuss myiage," she said coldly.
'‘Mr Dent's cheque will be with you tonight." Shayae to close the door.

'‘No hard feelings, Mrs Dent,’ one of them said, ao@ a shade of anxiety
was in his voice.

She laughed ironically and closed the door. Rogadigssly held out his
arms, and she put her head on his shoulder, shguetim sorry, Sis," he
said, his voice shaking. 'Sis, I'll see a doctdill.get help ... | give you my



word of honour, I'll break the habit somehow. Dafiibke like that. Oh,
God, what have | done to you?'

' must go,’ she said, straightening up. 'l sauduld collect the cheque right
away. Will you phone for a taxi for me?"

In the taxi she tried to force herself to be cabut, nerves were leaping all
over her body and she had to clench her hands ke tham stop shaking.

Ashley's secretary was not in the outer officeiraehesitated, wondering
whether to knock on his door, when he opened it.

The grey eyes were enigmatic as they surveyedsherhoped he could not
see the tension she was experiencing, but somaththg slow twist of his
mouth made her suspect he knew exactly how sheSelitting his office
door behind him, he gestured across the the roomhich she stood. 'We'll
go through here," he drawled. 'There's a room wiverean be undisturbed.’

She followed him reluctantly, not quite sure whatreant by that, and
halted in panic as she found herself in what wearty a private suite.

As if unaware of her reactions, Ashley saunterghtds a cocktail cabinet
built into an alcove. Moving behind the bar, heestdd a bottle and two
glasses from the elaborate display inside the gtassed cabinet on the
wall. Selina leaned against the door, breathing ishallow, frightened

fashion, one hand fumbling for the door handle wtshe watched him.
Ignoring her, he poured out whisky into each gkdding soda generously
to hers.

"You look as if you need a drink," he commentetydait last turning to face
her. The sardonic eyes took in her taut attitudd wiocking amusement.
He held out her glass. 'There's no point in stapdiere as if you were
going to bolt. You know you're going to stay.'

She looked at him with hatred. After a pause hedpwn her glass on the
bar counter and leaned against it, sipped his tvenice tinkling against the
glass.



Slowly she moved across the room and picked uglass. She swallowed
the whisky with a grimace. She hated the taste Asatey was right: she
needed it at this moment.

As the warmth of the spirit ran through her venging her a false courage,
she allowed her eyes to wander around the roomadt presumably a flat
kept strictly for the convenience of the chairmamew he needed
somewhere very discreet to entertain. Selina coukline what sort of

guests he usually had up here, and her chin i#tgpessively as she took in
the luxurious decor, with its cream and brown cadoaccasionally lit by a

deliberate touch of gold. The carpet was creant asaf deep underfoot. The
floor-length curtains were striped chestnut anddgdlhe long sofa was

covered in a silk print with a Chinese design ifoaes which matched the
curtains. Pleated brown silk lamps stood on varsurfaces. A stereophonic
music deck took up half of one wall. It was a roomant for relaxation.

‘'Take your coat off," Ashley invited, watching h#fs warm in here.'
'I'm—I'm not stopping long,’ she said huskily.

His eyes pinned her against the bar. 'Take it loéfdemanded tightly.

She flushed, but obeyed. She had no choice. Henlage the terms and she
had accepted them. But she made a nervous pletinier her voice
trembling. 'l— promised | would take the chequekbtx Roger straight
away.'

‘Not until I've inspected the collateral,’ he cdmek as her voice died away.
It was no more than she had expected, but she caltielp swallowing
convulsively. 'Must it be now?' she asked weaklgr byes wide and
terrified.

He finished his drink and put it down with a cragich made her jump like
a startled gazelle. Moving round the bar, he cammatds her. 'On the sofa,’

he said, his mouth biting out the words.

She backed shaking. 'Must you make it so brutddbap?'



He had her by the elbows, smiling unpleasantly dowmher face. 'Hardly
cheap, my dear—ten thousand it a lot of money. réoal'very expensive
toy, what one might call a luxury item. | hope yewoing to be worth it.'

"You ought to know,' she said bitterly.

His smile was cruel. 'Ah, but I'm hoping you'verl@gassomething since we
last met. That act of yours can't be all tease. i@ariage was a perpetual
ice age, but even ice maidens thaw out eventuédiy:ve had three years in
which to gain experience. You must have learnt sbimg." The grey eyes
narrowed watchfully on her face. 'There must haa@nkbmen in those years.'

Selina looked down, her lashes dark against hezlchawilling to let him
know how empty her life had been. 'Of course.’

He gave a harsh crack of laughter. "You god-danhaed
Her head flung up. "What?'

''ve had you watched twenty-four hours a day far past three years," he
said derisively. 'The only man in your life is Roge

She was so astonished that for a moment she caouid stare at him
incredulously. Then she said, "You— you had me ned® For three years?
You must be mad!’

He thrust his hands into his pockets and moved &vwag her. Over his
shoulder he said coolly, 'l could afford it, angtds curious about you.'

'What did you expect to find out?' She tried ttndeh his reasons for doing
such a thing, but could not guess them.

'How you got the way you are,’ he drawled, his backer. "Why you're
locked in that frozen lake you call a body. Youyhave to walk across a
room to have every man in the place dreaming apawit You're beautiful
and sexy, yet you freeze every time anyone comisnibuching distance.
Let's just say | found you as hard to understana @hinese puzzle. | was
looking for the key.'



'‘And did you find it?' she asked lightly, beginnitogtremble a little. How
much had he found out? What did he know?

He turned, his eyes hooded by the heavy lidsirktiou know I didn't. You
covered your tracks too well, didn't you, Selingt lids lifted and the grey
eyes pierced her, probing her expression searghififhat is it you're
hiding? Why don't you tell me? You can trust me.'

She turned away, her lashes sweeping her pale €loeek more". 'There's
nothing to tell.'

She heard him draw a long, sharp breath, but hendidmove. After a
moment he said, 'Very well, let's go back a femryew/hy did you marry
me?'

'Please,’ she said shakily. 'l don't want this ebdiscussion. We've been
through it all before, and it does no good.'

Ashley swore under his breath and she tensed, grgesome violent
action, but he did not move. After another pauseaf e was turning over
what to say next, he said slowly, 'Will you answest one question
frankly?'

'If | can,’ she said cautiously.

His voice was expressionless. 'Is it sex you ctake? Or is it me
personally?'

She gave an unguarded gasp of surprise, tremblittifea Before she had
had a chance to consider the possible consequehaasswering it she
heard herself saying huskily, 'lt—it isn't you parally.’

He moved then, his fingers firmly lifting her chimtil she was forced to
meet the grey eyes head-on. They were unreadable.

'How do you really feel about me, Selina?' he asqedtly.

She ran a nervous tongue-tip over her lips. 'Please



'‘Answer me,' he commanded shortly.

She could not hold the grey eyes. Her lids lowexgdhe said reluctantly,
"You know ... you frighten me ..

'Why?' he pressed.

'Oh, please,' she twisted away from his grip, fiedi of the insistent
guestions.

As if her flight suddenly snapped the control hesvkaeping over his

temper, he caught her back, his hard fingers bititg her shoulders. Her
alarmed, fluttering glance saw that the grey eye®wo longer unreadable.
She recognised only too clearly the emotions whbielzed in them and her
body began to tremble in petrified response.

He stared down into her face, reading her reactanggily. 'ls this how
you're going to honour your bargain?' he askedgalya'l might have
known better than to make a deal with a womanwiie you, I'd remember
that you haven't got that cheque yet, Selina.'

She stood still, looking back at him helplessly.cAiel, sardonic smile
twisted his mouth. "That's better," he said. Hisdsadrew her closer, moving
down her body to press her in towards him. Invaut she clutched at
him to steady herself, and an electric shock fldgsheough her at the feel of
his warm, muscular chest under her palms. Throhghhin silk of his shirt

the heat of his body communicated itself to hems&and a pulsating
sweetness began to throb deep inside her. Shbdatlls of perspiration
break out on her temples. Swallowing, she trieavtiggle away, but his

hands were unbreakable iron links against her hips.

He watched her intently. She could feel the insisfgobing of the grey

eyes even though she averted her face. She wasgvamy. All her energy

was going into fighting her own rising desire. Hmxdy seemed to be a
channel through which a molten lava was flowinge Bhiliness of his body
against hers was inflammatory. She had a terribire to touch him, to

surrender herself to the clamour of her senses.



It was worse, she thought. Three years ago sheéhoaht it could get no
worse, but his absence had managed to feed the ftdrher passion for
him.

Ashley made a low stifled sound and at last shkeddaip at him, shivering.
His face was darkly flushed. They stared at eabhrot

'We'll get married next week,' he said at lastvoise thick.

She stared in disbelief. 'But... you said ..

'l was curious to know how far you would go fortthtle rat of a brother,’
he said furiously. 'l always meant to marry youd #ims time I'm going to
keep you.'

'‘But my career--' she began anxiously.

'Is over,' he said, his mouth biting out the words.

''ve got contracts ..."

'My lawyers will sort it out," he snapped.

'Oh, but ..." Her eyes were panic-stricken. Shedwade here prepared for
seduction, for humiliation, but it had never enterer head that he had
intended anything so drastic as taking over hareelie like this.

'For God's sake, don't argue,’ he said flatly. "Waumt the ten thousand. Do
as you're told. There's still time to pull out bétbargain, but make up your

mind. Either you get the money and | get you, erdbal is off.'

Her eyes lifted to his face in anxious search. Véxactly did he mean? That
she was to give up all her freedom, abandon heecabecome a prisoner?

‘This wasn't what you suggested at first,’ shetpdiout. 'l thought ...'

'l know what you thought," he said with a savagelesniHis head bent
suddenly and before she could move away his moathanushing hers in a



fierce, punishing kiss which bruised her lips anaden her wince, fighting
against his strength. He drew back and staredrahselently. "That's what
you came here to give me," he said icily. The gngss ran down over her.
‘Very tempting it is, too, but | want more thanttfar my ten thousand. |
wouldn't find such a liaison sufficiently rewardiriglon't just want to sleep
with you for a few nights. | want to own you.' Higes insulted her. 'Well?'

Selina bent her head, sighing. 'Very well.'



CHAPTER THREE

A WEEK later they were in a plane flying to the Bahamag Selina was
trying to come to grips with the fact that onceiagehe was Mrs Ashley
Dent. It wasn't easy. She knew that one part ofbn@in did not want to
believe it. Her first marriage to this man had beemmonths of unbearable
torture. She must be mad to try again, especiatignmshe knew it was all
going to be the same again. She hadn't changdue Akd the ring on to her
finger earlier that day her whole body had beekshavith a sense of terror
and total rejection. Ashley's quick, upward glantegse dark lashes
flickering against his brown skin, had warned Heatthe felt the reaction
she was unable to suppress. But he had merely fleavard to touch his
mouth against hers, the brief kiss so light, sdlgehat she had been able to
suffer it without a cry of protest. Then Roger Hashged her, his face
beaming. Roger, in his usual optimistic fashiord heanaged somehow to
convince himself that their remarriage was a matteomance rather than
business, as if his desperate need for that terséimal pounds had no part in
it at all.

Selina had been worried about leaving Roger. Wglahxiety about money
removed, she was afraid he would plunge straigtk beo wild gambling,
fuelled by some secret belief that Ashley would ban out again if he ran
into trouble. Roger was an eternal optimist. Shbesi, turning her head to
look out of the window.

They were flying above cloud level. Below them slogild see the milky
white cloud layer floating like curdled goat's cbegestreaked with blue here
and there, the whole illuminated by a shimmeringytiness from the
invisible sun. There was a dreamlike quality abbwhich she remembered
from previous flights. The plane hardly seemed tiven They appeared to
hang there while the clouds streamed slowly bello&m, moving on an
ocean bed of blue sky.

A stewardess in a neat uniform paused beside skais, bending a bright
golden head in solicitous enquiry. 'Can | get yoything, Mr Dent?’

‘Thank you, my wife will have some coffee," Ashiggid calmly. 'Black,
laced with a finger of brandy. I'll have a whisky.’



The girl smiled. 'Yes, sir.' Her blue eyes survelad invitingly, admiring
his casual, expensive lightweight suit, his opecked silk shirt. Against
the white silk his brown throat had a masculindityrwhich drew the eyes.

When the girl left, Selina looked down at her latieders nervously. They
had not spoken since the flight began.

'Sure you don't want a magazine to read?’ Ashliegdasow, gesturing to a
pile of them pushed into the receptacle on the lohtke seat in front. 'l got
you a selection.’

She moistened her lips with the tip of her tongne his eyes fastened on
the tiny movement.

‘Nervous?'

She nodded, risking a glance at him.

'Of the flight?' His eyes were contemptuous. '@erafards?
Selina flushed revealingly.

His right hand moved to touch hers lightly. 'I'eédtyou, I'm in no hurry," he
said very softly. 'You can relax, Selina. At thedeof the flight there's
nothing to worry about ... just a quiet villa onbaach, lazy days and
undisturbed nights."'

She looked at his face again, her eyes wide. Dichéan what he said? Or
was he lulling her into a false state of confidéh&nce that terrible day
when she had gone to him for the cheque she hadetgaeen him. His
lawyers had swung into efficient operation immeelyato smooth out the
problems their marriage would create, cancellingdngging engagements,
somehow soothing Tom Regan's irate, irritated readb the news, settling
all her affairs without Selina having to do a thirfghe meanwhile had
fulfilled her agreement with Freddie and conceetlabn Roger, who was
euphoric with the threat of a beating up removee.hdd sworn never to
gamble again, but Selina had heard him make suolwdoo often before to
believe it. One evening Roger had had an appoirtmign Ashley, but she



had scarcely seen her brother since then and shasheo idea what had
been said between the two men.

The stewardess returned with their drinks and Se&tuctantly took a sip of
her coffee, grimacing at the taste of the brandy.

'Drink it," Ashley commanded. 'It will help your mves.'
'You make me sound like a neurotic,’ she said, feantfully.

He shrugged. 'In one direction you are,' he pointgdShe bit her lip, unable
to deny it.

After a pause, she asked, 'Why did you want td=eger two nights ago?"
'He didn't tell you?' Ashley demanded, his greysgy®bing her face.

She shook her head. 'Would | ask if he had?'

Ashley grimaced. 'l laid it on the line for him. Maeore gambling. I've put
the word out that he's banned from the clubs. Mbshe London casino
owners are acquaintances of mine—they'll make Rpgesona non grata
in their places. If he shows his face they'll thriow out. He'll get no credit

from anyone.'

Selina sighed. 'Thank you. I'm very relieved.' Meice dropped into faint
bitterness. 'A pity it didn't happen three years.ag

'‘Once our marriage was dissolved it ceased to béusiness what Roger
did," he said harshly. 'Why should | bother to gtop destroying his life?'

'He's weak," she said. 'l think his gambling iscareess. He needs help.'

‘There are places which can offer him help,’ Asimegided. 'I've given him
an address. If he goes there he'll be helped.’

'And if he doesn't?’



'Look, Selina, you can't live your brother's lifer thim. If he wants to be
cured of gambling that's one thing, but if he refu look for help then no
one can help him. The only person who can help Redgemself—don't kid
yourself. I've shut a few doors on him, but there a shall we say less
reputable gambling clubs? They may let him gambléhough they're
unlikely to give him much credit.’

She nodded miserably. 'l realise that.'

He took a deep breath. 'Did he tell you that hetdaly embezzled from his
firm? Part of the ten thousand had to be paid bat&re they found out or
he would have lost his job. If he did that oncechr do it again, and next
time I'm not bailing him out. It would be doing hino favours to let him

think he can always get away with whatever he d8eener or later Roger
has to face up to life without a feather bed tb bakck on. You've always
been there, protecting him from the consequencegat he did—you've

got to let him stand on his own two feet now, ottise he'll never grow up

and be a man.’

She looked at him, her eyes tracing the hard bohee dark face, the cool,
steady eyes, the powerful jaw and level mouth.

'It's easy for you," she said. "You're strong. Ragegt.'

'I've never had a sister prepared to sell hersalf/land soul to bail me out,’
he said sardonically.

She flushed, looking away.

His hand moved to pick up one of hers, liftingatitis mouth, his lips cool
and firm against her wrist and then her palm. "Ehahat you've done,
Selina,’ he said softly. 'Sold yourself to me badg soul. You aren't going
to cheat on our deal, are you?'

Her eyes widened, her hand shook in his grasp.n8heusly moved her
head. 'No,' she whispered.

'‘Good,' he said. 'Go to sleep. The brandy shoulé halped.'



When he laid her hand back on her knee, her epsedaland she tried to
relax. Slowly her weary brain ceased to revolve l&kwhite mouse in an
iron wheel and she fell asleep.

The villa was situated on the edge of a small towithe coast. Surrounded
by luxuriant, well-kept gardens, it had a wicketegavhich led down to a

small private beach not overlooked by any othesskoBehind the town the
steep, forested, mist-shrouded summit of a hik kigarply. The blue waters
creamed on to the golden sands with a gentle sugskound and the

tropical trees in the garden were alive with sroalbured birds.

Selina sat on the long colonnaded terrace statimgnto the garden, a tall
frosted glass in her hand, listening to the cordus®unds of the birds and
sea. They had been here for one night. She hadiberlibly nervous as
she ate dinner in the quiet, stone-floored diniogin, but as soon as she had
eaten Ashley sent her to bed and he had not desturbr that night.

Had he meant what he said? Had he no intentioryiofgt to make love to

her? But then why should he marry her? She didmok she could stand a
prolonged cat-and-mouse game, knowing that one,rsgner or later, he
would demand her surrender. The very prospect rhadstomach muscles
tighten intolerably.

A step on the terrace floor made her stiffen. Sineed her head and found
him lounging against the open french windows, a@gla his brown hand,
watching her.

'Do you like the place?' he asked casually.

'It seems very pleasant,’ she said cautiously.

He smiled without humour. 'Don't be too enthusastill you?'

'l haven't seen enough of it yet,' she protes@alld we go into the town
today?'

He shook his head. 'l don't think so."



She frowned. 'Then what are we going to do?"

He shrugged. 'Laze around here in the house, ogatden lawns, on the
beach ... I've been working hard lately. | neecbmmlete rest." His eyes
skimmed her face penetratingly. 'So do you, byldb& of you— you're as
tight as a drum. You need to relax, let the worlét 8y. There's no need for
us to do anything special. Just soak up the suricagdt everything else.’

'l haven't got much in the way of beach wear,'shd, her lower lip caught
between her teeth.

‘All you need is a bikini," he said drily. 'Dordlltme you didn't pack one.’
His grey eyes moved slowly, lingeringly, down hedi. 'l like that dress,
but there's too much of it. Go in and change inbikani.'

Selina moved restlessly, twisting her glass betweanfingers. 'l haven't
finished my drink yet.'

‘Then finish it and change later," he said eagipjng her at the small table
beside the terrace wall.

She put down her glass and stood up. ‘It doesritemadll drink the rest
later.'

His expression was mocking. 'Running away so s8ehna?’
Her pulses quickened. 'You asked me to changepaihéed out.

He smiled, and the lazy charm of his glance brougiw colour flooding
into her face. 'So | did,' he nodded softly.

She went back into the house. Her bedroom was@ tmol, shaded room
at the land side of the villa. Trees grew closedeethe tall windows. At
night the white shutters were fastened over thedows to keep out the
local insects, including the mosquito, which coulteak such havoc on
white skins unused to the climate.



Selina looked through her clothes and found henhikesitating for some
time before with a sigh and a shrug she undressedlal into it.

She considered herself nervously in the mirror. TKgan had insisted on
paying for her to make trips to a local beauty salhere she could have
both sauna and sun lamp treatments. In conseghenckin was already a
smooth golden brown which looked very good agaimstrief white bikini
top, and she was quite used to wearing the bif§til. she knew it would
take a great deal of nerve to walk out on to thete again and face Ashley.
She felt almost naked.

Why on earth did his gaze make her shake in thaaemssing way? Why
could she nervelessly parade in front of someoke Tlom Kegan or
Freddie, yet feel sick and terrified at the thoughAshley looking at her
like this?

Remembering a white terry towelling robe she hatked, she looked for it
quickly and slid into it. It was very short, jugtaching the top of her bare
brown thighs, but somehow it covered her suffidietd allay her nervous
dread of going out to join him again.

When she walked out on to the terrace it was aoleméx to find it empty.
Ashley's glass stood empty on the table next tdbisfull one. There was
no sign of him.

Sighing, she sat down and picked up her glasswisgjust finishing the
cool lemon and mint drink when Ashley came backwds wearing black
swimming trunks and carried a large towel over ams.

'Very practical,’ he mocked, his eyes on her blaighs. '"You can use the
robe after your swim, it will save using a toweloMl dry in the sun
anyway.' He produced a large bottle of sun tamitotiSee, I've thought of
everything!

'‘Are we going down to the beach?' Selina turnedhkad and gazed into the
garden to avoid the necessity of looking at thealassmasculine body, her
heart beating fast as he came closer.



'Yes,' he told her. 'Come on.' His hand touchedeftsow, lifting her, and
she obeyed without question, following him down $keps into the garden.

The violent colours of the bougainvillaeas flameduad them as they

walked down the concrete path, the heat assauhmigeyes. The flowers

were incredible: purple, crimson, orange, theirglatamens curling like

bright tongues coated with thick pollen, the fletdgves and petals soaking
up the sunlight.

A fountain played in a shady patio, the crystalpdraf water floating
upward, irradiated with sunlight, then tumbling bamwn again to begin
the same cycle once more. Within the white spragiabow of colour
seemed to be centred as the sunlight split thefjetater into sparkling
fractions of light.

Lush dark green trailing vines coiled around thémga Ferns sprouted
coolly in their shade. Within the little oasis aftscoolness was trapped
during the day while beyond the trees the sun gedr@and flamed on the
golden sands. The flowers were exotic, unfamil@@wildering in their

variety and brilliance. The hibiscus blared in &tatrumpets beside the
vivid yellow cassias, each centre holding a jewkelizop of dew in the
morning, the residue of the dew collected earlefiole the sun came up,
still held in those flaming cups like precious wine

They went out through the wicket gate on to thesaAdhley spread his
towel and glanced at her. 'We can share it," hgestgd, tongue in cheek.
'‘Or you can lie in proud isolation, if you prefer,’

The towel was wide enough for two, yet she inwaldgitated, knowing
she dreaded being too close to him. Aloud she 8aehlly don't mind.’

He grinned, his eyes teasing. 'Liar." He stretdhietself out on the towel,
donning dark glasses, his arms crossed behindahisheéad.

Selina slowly sat down on the very edge, as farydwean him as possible.

"Take off that damn robe,' he commanded.



Her fingers trembled as she undid the belt andrgidarms out of it. When
she looked at him she could not tell whether hewatshing her or not. His
head was laid in such a way that he might justtéeng) up at the sky. The
lenses of his glasses reflected the sun too byigiutining them into mirrors
which flashed back at her, defying her eyes.

She uncoiled, lying down on the edge of the tov#lddenly his hand
moved, making her jump, but his fingers offered ther bottle of sun tan
lotion.

'Rub this into my back, will you?' he demanded elguturning on to his
stomach.

She took it reluctantly, staring at his lithe brovdigure. Her tongue
moistened her lips nervously.

Ashley appeared to be settling down to sleep, aik Head cradled on his
folded arms, his face turned away from her to ade.sThe firm, strong
back muscles were relaxed.

She slowly unscrewed the top of the bottle andetihgpome of the lotion into
the palm of her hand. Swallowing, she moved towhnason her knees and
sat back on her heels beside him, nerving hemsétitich him.

'‘Get on with it," he said suddenly, without lookirgind.

Selina licked her lips nervously. Did he suspectatvfeelings he was
arousing in her?

Moving her hand towards the small of his back,Ishéhe Iotion spill on to
the brown skin in a cool trickle.

'Mmm ..." he murmured, 'that's good."

She lowered her hand, braced for the impact offitsatouch, but even so it
made colour flare in her cheeks and she was ceh@imust hear and
comprehend the thick intake of her breath as hem iest came into contact
with his flesh.



His skin was warm and smooth beneath her handb&g@n to smooth the
lotion in, her fingertips and palm working in aatitar motion upwards to
his shoulder blades. Her eyes fastened on himngelee small dark hairs
which roughened the surface of his skin, every poitiny line visible to

her at such close quarters. She felt the musclesiaesv rippling under her
hands and that involuntary muscular response sgithges thudding.

By now she was unconscious of the quickening ofolmar breathing, or of
the stilled, held breath of the man she was toughin

Suddenly he turned his head to face her, brealengt of the spell which
had held her. His features were oddly pale andhsttia but his expression
was masked by those mirror-like glasses and shetaaglistraught to
notice him too closely.

'I'd better turn over,' he said lightly. "You migig well finish the job.’

She hesitated while he slid over on to his backtdwth holding her lower
lip between their surfaces.

He seemed to fall back to sleep again, thoughatmss flung out to either
side, the palms open as if to absorb the sun.

After waiting a moment, torn between fear and ardds go on touching
him, she tipped the lotion out into her palm onagerand began to massage
his chest. He was breathing regularly, as if asléep face relaxed, the
jawline tender, the mouth partly open, the cheekb®smoothed out of all
angularity.

The vulnerability of that masculine body lying watlit movement under her
hands was stimulating her buried desire for himr ldges flickered

restlessly over the long, lean body. Even in reposehad a powerful
sexuality. Her fingers smoothed down the thick dadir on his chest,
excited by the wiry roughness of it against henski

Her eye suddenly caught a flicker of movement be:kttve mirror lenses and
she tensed, sitting back. Screwing the lid firmék on the bottle, she lay



down, her head turned away from him, strugglingetgain an even rhythm
of breathing.

The sun poured down over them like molten gold. Stnend of the blue sea

came rippling on to the sand. A few seabirds witkaled cried above the

foam- capped waves. Her trembling began to subk&tepulses eased. She
took a few slow breaths, staring up at the bluepgn

When Ashley moved her heart leapt. She turned, dyess wide and

apprehensive. He had the bottle in his hands. Sitehwd without speaking
as he unscrewed the bottle and tilted it over pped hand. Thick, creamy
lotion poured out.

She sat up, protesting hoarsely, 'There's no nekd..

Wordlessly he pushed her back against the towekesuthed beside her.
The mirror lenses hid his eyes. She dared makanttwef protest, though, as
he began to smooth the cool lotion on to the palden skin of her midriff.

Her heart was beating so wildly she knew he muat lieShe held herself
stiffly, unable to relax, watching him with the reuanxiety of a trapped
animal.

Slowly the long fingers slid up to her shouldersftlg moulding her
muscles, finding the hollows and defining the shapder throat, their
touch caressing. When they wandered down towaelsuiift rise and fall
of her breasts she sat up again, huskily sayirag; 'N

Again that imperative hand pushed her back wheefitbe one slid beneath
her back. Panic was fluttering in her throat likeill bird. She struggled to
get up again, but his hand held her down while dthaér intrusive hand
deftly unhooked her bikini top.

Her eyes closed helplessly. 'No," she moaned, dad moving from side to
side.

He knelt over her, anchoring her with his kneesjemvhe freed her breasts
from the bikini cups, his fingers lightly caressing



There was a pause, during which her drumming putssse it impossible
for her to guess what he was doing, then sheleltbolness of the lotion
smoothing into her nipples, and a long groan fortslf out of her, despite
her attempts to stifle any response.

His hands ceased their movements, the palms cup#en breasts in a
warm caress. She could feel him watching her. idsrremained shut, only
her lashes stirring against her cheek to betrayWwareness of what he was
doing.

One of his thumbs moved suddenly, stroking across ripple, and
surprised another sharp sound of pleasure outroHo¢-cheeked, shaking,
she opened her eyes and dared to look at him. driee$ totally hid his
expression. His mouth was hard and firm below tinegance of his long
nose. Helplessly she stared at that mouth, murmuahickly, ‘Please ... | ...
can't we swim now?"'

His lips twisted sardonically, but he stood up, ch@ttg her without
comment as she hastily re-hooked her top and jdimagdher head averted.

'Race you into the water,’ he said suddenly, tgron his heel. Selina
followed him down the hot sand into the water, sbiag through the

shallows. Ashley struck out strongly, but she #abbn her back, staring up
at the incredibly blue sky, obsessed with what justl happened on the
beach. Suddenly strong hands pulled her down. Shearmed, half

laughing, unafraid out here in the water. His nakedy wound around

hers, they rose again into the sunlight, her watleanvoluntarily clutching

at him, her long wet hair flicking across his snglimouth.

Their faces were very close. The grey eyes laugitedhers, full of friendly
teasing. 'You were a tempting target, dreaminggtamthe top of the water
... suppose | were a shark? I'd pull you down myoair and gobble you up
bit by bit.'

'l dare say you would," she retorted. 'l alwaysvkry@u reminded me of
something ... a streamlined, exclusive shark!'



He rubbed his salty wet cheek against hers, hissheked close to his head.
As he turned his face their mouths brushed softjgirest each other.
Suddenly the blue sky and the blue sea stood btdl. arms tightened
around his neck; his hands tightened on her nakdg.lheir mouths met
with the explosive rush of a tidal wave. Her eyiesed tight, Selina clung
to him, her lips opening to his. The kiss deepearadl took fire. Her heart
was racing.

Then she was free again, rolling with the foam-pesbwave, and the streak
of his powerful body cutting through the water ahe& her was the only
reminder of what had just happened.

She waded up the beach, shivering slightly. Astlay wrapping himself in
the towel, a few grains of yellow sand clinginghs wet hair.

‘Lunch now," he said, without looking at her.

She picked up her robe and slid into it. Had thatmant of utter freedom
out in the sea been a dream? For the first tinmeirife she had given in to
the sexual urges she dreaded, and it had beerhdarating as riding the
white surf.

The maid, Joanna, lived in a small flat above @u@age next to the villa with
her husband, Amos, and her two children, Abram Sauc, two tiny black
mites with eyes as big as lollipops and grins ateveis melons.

Amos took care of the garden and the various odld pround the villa,
while Joanna saw to the cleaning and cooking. WWhenilla was not in use
they were free to do as they pleased so long gddloe was kept in constant
readiness for occupation.

Joanna served the meal cheerfully, singing as gkt to and fro with
dishes. If she was curious about the fact that theéyot share a bedroom
she had given no indication of it.



Selina was surprised to find herself extremely mynghe hours in the sun,
followed by that short swim, had given her an appeShe devoured the
melon, steak and salad with appreciation, bringisgnile of pleasure from
Joanna and wry comment from Ashley.

After lunch, at his suggestion, they both tookest on their beds since the
heat of the afternoon made the garden somewhamfodable for a few
hours.

Selina changed into a brief yellow sun dress witim tstraps over the
shoulders. She lay down on her bed and found 1t &adrift into another
light doze. The stiliness of the garden outsideWiedow was conducive to
relaxation.

Someone entering her room made her blink, her ftyieg open. Ashley
stood at the side of the bed, watching her with tmogperturbable
expression. He had changed too, and was wearihgdigcks and a cream
T-shirt.

'What do you want?' Her tone held alarm and at drcemouth turned down
at the corners.

"You said you'd like to go into town," he remindeat. 'l thought we could
combine it with a shopping expedition. You need edmach gear, don't
you? And so do .’

She flushed, swinging her legs off the bed. 'Ohaihyou. Yes, | would
like that." She began to look for her sandals hleutvas on his knees in front
of her already, sliding the sandals on her barg Feg hands deft as he did
up the buckles.

‘Your legs are incredibly long and beautiful,’ ledsin an almost neutral
tone. His fingers slid lingeringly over her ankbsd moved up her calves.
"You're going to get very brown while you're hefew did you get this tan
in London?'



'Sun lamp,’ she said huskily. It was impossiblm#ke light conversation if
he insisted on touching her in that sensuous,atistry fashion, yet she
dared make no protest.

He stood up, and she rose too, which proved a kaissince it brought them
far too close for comfort. His eyes observed thgressions flitting across
her mobile face, one dark brow lifting in sardoocemment.

"You're going to have to get used to seeing meur pedroom,’ he said in a
conversational tone. 'I'm going to be around altime. You needn't jump

like a frightened rabbit every time | come near \though. I've no intention

of raping you.'

Selina flushed hotly, her lashes lying dark agaimest sunwarmed cheek.
'l—didn't expect...’

'Oh, yes, you did," he drawled mockingly. 'You'eeb expecting it ever
since we got here. | thought | explained clearlgwegh ... I'm in no hurry to
consummate our marriage. You can relax. | don't twam enforced
surrender. Sacrificial relationships have neveaated me.’

She stared at him, her eyes wide in puzzled eng&uy... our bargain ...’

'l didn't say | never intended to sleep with ydwe,'said coolly. 'Just that I'll
do it in my own good time. There's no rush.’

She looked at him through her lashes, ludicroushtated by his
composure. Although she was terrified of the mom&hen he would
demand that she honourtheir bargain, she was pitatde should be so
casual about it. What had happened to the oldafice urgency with which
he used to besiege her? Was it possible that ivhiaidhed?

Softly, her tone testing out his reaction, she,saidu've kept your side of
the bargain. | have no intention of refusing togkeene, Ashley. You have
the right to take what you paid for any time youniio.'

She was astonished by the look of fury which apgmkam his face. The
lines of his jaw tightened. The steel grey eyesewie bits of ice as he



stared down at her. 'Do you think | don't know ?haut | remember what it
was like before. I've no intention of forcing arieed woman to accept my
lovemaking.'

She should have left the matter there, but cohgraer pride was pricked by
the biting tone of his voice and the coldness engley eyes.

'Perhaps it will be different here,’ she said gofier eyes widening in bright
green invitation.

She heard his breath catch and saw the coldnestadf his hard face.
His hands caught her by the waist, drawing her tdsz&dim. As the hard

masculinity touched her she knew that this was shathad wanted ever
since those moments on the beach. Her heart qudkedrowning her

gualms. She let her hands slide round his neckd themselves into the
salt-stiffened strands of his black hair, her bowlting against him. Ashley
stared down incredulously into the uplifted faces, éyes probing hers. As
he did not move any nearer she stood on tiptoemioerth lightly brushing

his, and with triumph heard the deep groan whished against her warm
lips.

Then his mouth came down hungrily, parting her, lgp®d the stark impact
of his desire for her swept her away like a stramflood water, his hands
moving sensuously over her back to press her cl8s#reless in surrender,
she arched herself towards him, her eyes shutitigitt abandon which had
never touched her before. The first bruising demaindis mouth slowly

softened to a sensuous coaxing, bringing her shiumpgt a realisation of
the reality of her feelings. She knew she did nanwthis to stop. She
wanted him to go on kissing her, touching her titis. She had wanted it
with increasing desperation for days. While herybtet him mould her

between hard, desiring hands her mind sought f&Wgrifor the moment

when her totally unexpected reactions had beguhf@amd the answer at
that moment when she had read of his death initloeash.

Wasn't that the moment when she had realised #@rakokie for him was
stronger than her fear of the demands of his b&hg’had not had time to
consider that reaction before he had appearea alub that night, but now



she knew that part of her grief for his death haeithe dull realisation that
she had never shown him how much she loved him.

Her mind came back from its exploration of her deelings to a leap of
awareness of his, finding herself being lowereth&bed by his demanding
hands.

His mouth covered hers again, one hand moving dowwouch her breast in
a warm, caressing movement which made her gasp brelkiss.

When the hand slid down under her dress, movingagher, the dark hair
on the back of it roughly caressing her skin, slneeg sharp, panic-stricken
cry, pulling away from him.

'Don't fight me, darling," he said hoarsely, hotdhrer still with the weight
of his body. 'Don't be frightened ...’

‘Let me go!' she exclaimed fiercely, strugglingseape, the hard power of
his body making her old fear rise up redoubled.

He pulled her head round, staring down into hesghies face cruel. 'You
can't do this to me,' he said thickly. "You arousegldeliberately, you little
bitch!'

'I'm sorry," she quavered, tears rising to her eytethe impossibility of
explaining the confusion of her feelings; the stjlegbetween love and fear
exhausting her.

'Sorry?' His voice was savage. In a sudden vicimesement his hand
slapped across her face, sending her head spinning.

Still dazed, Selina broke free briefly, only to kavm pull her back against
him, his body deliberately brutal as he used hiesor strength to force her
to lie still. His hands took hold of her dress piiy the front of it, and she
gave a short, choked scream which died under tighistg savagery of his
mouth. He kissed her endlessly, his mouth explotiregsoftness of hers
without compunction while his hands moved over tughlessly, making
her body yield to his touch as helplessly as heantimo



Then suddenly he stopped, turning his face intomkek with a harsh groan.
'Oh, God, Selina, what the hell am | doing to yduRy in heaven's name
did you incite me to lose my head?' He lifted lasd, his nostrils flaring
white against the dark flush of his cheeks.

Wet-eyed, pale, shivering, she forced herself tetrtiee accusing grey eyes.
'You made me do that," he said heavily. 'Admitihot, you made me do it.’
'l admit it,' she said in a low, shamed tone. domry ...'

He stared at her, probing her eyes. The tears begtail faster, running
down her cheeks in a stream. Ashley sat up aneghier up against him,
his hand lifting her hair, winnowing it through Hisgers.

‘All right," he said gently, ‘there's no need tepeGod knows why you did
it, but there's no harm done.’

'I'm sorry,' she whispered, turning her face intodhest, hearing the leap of
his heart as her cheek rested against him. 'l ixgsluld explain.’

'Selina, | know," he said flatly. 'l know about yatepfather.'



CHAPTER FOUR

ALL the colour left Selina's face. White and shuddgraine faced him, her
widening eyes trying desperately to read the esmasn his direct gaze.
His face told her nothing of his reactioAscool, unyielding mask, it hid his
thoughts entirely. She thought feverishly, guess$iog he had heard the
truth, yet recoiling from what he would say next. -

‘That night | had my chat with Roger,' he said ftdlg 'l did what | should
have done years ago—I asked him about your lifereefve met. He was
reluctantto talk, which made it obvious that theres something | ought to
know.'

She drew a long hard breath, her hands linked lhegeit her waist to stop
them trembling too much. 'You ... you didn't thesaRoger, did you?'

The grey eyes flickered. 'l didn't have to, butduld have choked the life
out of him if it was necessary,' he said, and bethire level tone lay a
seething violence which startled her. He was sifenta moment, then
added, 'No, | just made it clear to your dear kepthat if he wanted any
further help from me he had to co-operate.' He gcedl. 'To do him justice,
he seemed to understand that it was in your beseists for me to know the
whole truth.’

‘The ... whole truth?' Her voice was rough.

Ashley's face became a cool mask again. 'He tolthendare bones of the
story. The rest of the details | filled in with thelp of a newspaper file.'

A hard spot of crimson had sprung up in the cemitieer white cheeks. She
drew away from his protective arm and sat downtenedge of the bed
suddenly, as if her legs could no longer support her head bent like a
little girl's, her red-gold hair falling down oveer bare neck in a glittering
swathe.

'So you know,' she whispered in a thread-like vosie felt very tired, as if
she had run a long hard race and was now freellapse at the tape.



"Your stepfather was a brutal animal, who usedeat lip both Roger and
yourself whenever he got drunk," he said quietig, dyes fixed on the
bright, bent head. 'He beat vour mother up, tod,shre was petrified of him.
Roger told me you used to hear her crying in herdam.'

Her body shook as if with silent weeping. "Yesg sthispered. 'It was ...'
The words stopped abruptly and she swallowed aarghrsob.

'His treatment of her made her ill," Ashley wentoainefully. 'She started to
stay in bed all day.’

'She got thinner and thinner," Selina whispered,tasherself. 'She was like
a fading ghost.'

Ashley pushed his hands into his pockets, his mgtth. Very cautiously
he went on, 'Then one night...'

'‘No!" she moaned, shaking her head. '‘Don't"

'We have to talk about it,;" he said roughly, hiesfilled with pity as he
watched her.

She relapsed into silence then, her slender boglydgring with shock.

"You were sixteen,' he said quickly. 'He came hdnueker than usual, and
after beating you up until you were semi-conscioasried to rape you.'

Selina gave a low moan of horror and disgust, wirgpber arms around her
body, her head still bent. She was shaking so Iarteeth began to chatter.

Ashley pulled the white coverlet from the bed anadpped it around her,
registering without comment the violent shock whighher body as his
arms touched her.

Walking back across the room, he drew out a wickair and sat down in it
facing her. 'Now that | know, wouldn't you liketik about it?’

She shook her head rapidly.



'Selina, you have to talk. This has been festanngpur mind for years. |
want to cut it out—a quick, clean operation. Tedl averything, particularly
the parts you don't want to remember.’

'l can't,’ she said huskily.

"You can if you try," he pleaded. 'You've got thsemeone, to get rid of the
buried memories you've been carrying around fotdarlong.'

'l don't wantyouto know,' she wailed.

'Me especially?' he asked intently, watching hehwarrowed eyes.
She nodded dumbly.

'Why not, Selina?'

Her eyes lifted at the tone of his voice, and lasef tightened at her
expression.

'You can't imagine | would blame you?' he askedlgeiror the savage act
of a drunken brute?’

"The court seemed to think | was to blame,’ sh& sa&ir voice catching. 'The
defence counsel kept hinting that I'd wanted .he $topped again,
shuddering.

His face darkened. 'l know the way they work,' &ie sCourts often seem to
think the woman is as much to blame as the man.'

"It was ... like being attacked again ... this tim@ublic with a room full of
people looking on,’ she stammered.

He half moved as if to come over to her, then $mdk, his hands clenching
at his side impotently.'I'm not going to do thaytw, Selina,' he said gently.
‘I'm just going to listen while you tell me aboutlim on your side.'



She took a deep breath. 'Roger was asleep whehen he ... came home.
He came into my room, but | ran away from him.dught he meant to beat
me up again. | ran downstairs ... he came afteamaekept hitting me and
hitting me. He knocked me to the floor. | was Hddized. | lay there, not
even realising what was going on, until | camend found him touching
me."' Her body shook violently again, her teeth temetg. 'l screamed. | was
lucky—the man next door had just got home from niglork, and he
knocked at the door. He—my stepfather swore at dniioh told him to go
away, but | went on screaming, so the man next Hoxke the window and
climbed in.'

Ashley moved across the room tensely, pulling hesecto his chest, one
hand moving through her hair. 'All right ... it ght, Selina.’

As if she could not stop now she had started, st& wn, 'l couldn't have
stopped him, he was too strong. He was hurtingmtleat horrible way and
| couldn't move ...'

Ashley's arm tightened. His face was pale. 'Butéxer actually ...'

She interrupted. 'No, he was stopped in time, luthen | felt just as
unclean as if he had ... and as guilty ... espga#ter the trial. When it was
all over my mother died. Roger and | changed ounenand Freddie found
us a cheap lodging. We had to hide or the autksritvould have taken
Roger away from me. | worked in the club to earmeyoto keep Roger. I'd
promised my mother ...'

'‘And your stepfather died in prison?’
'Yes,' she said briefly. 'He caught pneumonia, geeg.'

His hand stroked her hair softly. 'No wonder yourfd sex so terrifying.
Why in God's name didn't you tell me the truth?’

'l couldn't bear the idea of you knowing,' she $aigkily. 'l wanted to forget
it ever happened.'



'‘But you couldn't," he said flatly. 'Why did you mame, Selina?"l... | loved
you," she said wistfully. "That first time we metthe club you weren't like
so many of the men who tried to date me. Your hahdis't wander. You
were gentle and ... and controlled.’

He grimaced. 'Controlled? That impression soondadein't it?"

She flushed. ‘It was my fault. You got angry with.iid let myself drift into
a daydream.'

'‘And on our wedding night the truth blew up in rmguarded face,’ he said
with a dryness he could not disguise.

'l tried to stop myself fighting you, but every gnyou came near me my
reaction was automatic.’'

'‘And understandable," he murmured. 'You were migntald physically
scarred by what happened, first on that night,latet in the court. If only
you'd told me this years ago, we would have bo#nisaved a lot of grief.’

Selina nodded wearily. 'lt was very wrong of menarry you. | knew | was
frightened of the physical side of marriage, blet Imyself believe it would
be all right with you. | was afraid that if you kme&bout what had happened
you'd feel differently about me. In court peoplarstl at me ..." She closed
her eyes, fighting down a wave of sickness. 'Faryéused to dream about
those curious, knowing eyes ... endless nightmale®st as bad as the
others.'

'Do you still have nightmares?' he asked.
'Only occasionally,” she said faintly.
Ashley was silent for a while. 'Now that | do kndwow do you feel?'

She lifted her face, her eyes wide and filling vagionishment. 'lt ... isn't as
bad as I'd expected.’

He smiled at her. 'l told you it wouldn't be. Notgiever is.'



Her lashes fell and she smiled slightly. "You'verbevery kind, Ashley.
Very understanding.’

'Did you really think it would make any different@ehow | thought about
you?' he asked huskily.

'l was afraid it would," she admitted. 'lt mightveabeen at the back of your
mind all the time ... an unspoken suspicion aboeitan uneasiness.’

He lifted her chin with tender fingers so that Bges met his, and she saw a
smile in the depths of his grey eyes.

‘There's nothing at the back of my mind but a wslsee you become a
whole woman,' he said softly. "You were frozen lestw childhood and
womanhood by a brutal act. You've got to take fivel step, Selina.
Outwardly you're a shatteringly lovely woman, mgide your head, as we
both know, you're still a frightened child. We'reing to help you take that
step, but gradually, bit by bit, as naturally asauld have happened in your
adolescence.’

She turned her face confidingly into his hand, ragther cheek against his
palm. 'l want to ..." she whispered shyly.

Ashley's breath caught and a passionate darknessigrhis eyes. But he
moved away from her. 'Give yourself time. Let tbdiment settle.’

A rattle at the door handle made them both jumghlé&sgave her a grin.
‘Joanna,’ he whispered. 'Wondering what the hellewaning in here with
the door locked at this time of day!

Crimson stained Selina's face. 'Oh, dear, whatah enust she think?"l can
imagine," he said mockingly. '‘Come on, we'll go dodhat shopping. We
can both do with a walk." His hand was extenddtetand unfalteringly she
placed her fingers on his palm.

They walked down to the town centre along narrave$a passing donkeys
and busy workmen, pausing once to admire a smedlegaset with white
waxen datura bells, their branches interlocking rmwad¢ting a thick virginal



bower around the thatched house. The hills belmadawn were darkening
around the rims as eyening settled down. A coaleeze blew in across the
sea. The heat slowly sank as the sun sank intbahzon.

'It's so unreal,’ Selina murmured, gazing up ihforested hillsides. 'Too
much of everything. The sky is too blue, the seadalm, the flowers too

thick and bright. It's like a mad fairy world whehengs grow like the magic

beanstalk overnight.'

'Perhaps you need a little dreamy unreality," Askbad. 'A space to breathe
in for a while.'

'Perhaps we all do," she agreed. 'Even you, Ashley.
'Oh, I know what | want," he said coolly.
She looked at him in wary curiosity. 'What's that?'

He grinned at her, his jawline unyielding. 'I'lllitgou one day when I've got
it.'

'Not before?"

'Certainly not before," he said. 'Don't you knoe tid saying ... tell a wish,
lose a wish?'

'No, | never heard that before.’
He laughed. 'Hardly surprising. | just made it up.’'

'l remember that when you blow out your birthdalgeceandles you mustn't
tell anyone what you wish for as you do it," shid saoughtfully.

'‘Same thing,' he agreed. 'It's unlucky.’
They found a modern shop which sold beach geall soets and Selina

wandered around it, buying straw beach sandalsudyggreen beach hat
with a wide brim, a large capacious straw beach livegl with plastic to



protect it against spillages. Ashley joined hefhwvéatpackage as she left the
shop, and she looked at it curiously. 'What's that?

‘A present,’ he said.

'For me?' Her eyes widened.

He slid it into her beach bag. 'Open it later.’

They sat down at a table under a striped umbrelbaadered a long, cool
glass of iced orange juice sweetened with a cormoaf more tropical

fruits.

A young man in jeans and a gaudy T-shirt strolledtpstopped, stared at
Selina closely and after a moment came up withligepemile.

'l know it's an old line, but don't I know you?'

She regarded him with unconscious hauteur. 'l dbimik we've met,’ she
said coolly.

He looked hard at her, smiled briefly at Ashley aadt, 'I'm sorry, but |
think we have ... I'm on holiday here from Lond¥ou sound English. I'm
sure London is where I've seen you before.’

Ashley had been guardedly indifferent for the fiestv moments, but the
young man's persistence had begun to annoy him.

'My wife says she doesn't know you," he said fitnfiljnat should be good
enough for you.' He stood up, giving her his haWde must get back,
Selina.’

'Selina!" The young man's voice rose with excitetm@at's it ... you're
Roger's sister!’

She turned back, her face changing. 'You know royhier?’



'l work in the same office," he said, laughing. whkes about the same age as
herself, a tall, fair healthy-looking young mantiwa smooth tan and direct,
friendly eyes.

'How extraordinary,' she said.

‘Small world, isn't it?" His grin included Ashlewho did not return the
friendliness. 'You're on holiday too, | take it2 glanced at Ashley again
with the uncertainty of a strange dog in a housere/they don't like dogs. 'l
suppose you wouldn't have a drink with me? I'venbeere a week and |
hardly Know a soul. This isn't the height of thes®, and most of the
people at my hotel are middle-aged. I'm dying farhat with a friendly

soul.’

Selina glanced at Ashley enquiringly. His face wseidike polished teak, his
eyes cold. 'Sorry," he said bluntly, 'we're in ayatio get home." His hand
insistently pulled at Selina's fingers and she delnpelled to move away
with him.

'‘Goodbye," she said, with a smile at the younghgea 'Nice to have met
you.'

'Perhaps we could meet again,' he said eagerlgn'wbu aren't in such a
hurry. I'm staying at the Lorelei Hotel. My name R&il Webster." He

followed them, his eyes pleading with her. 'Howatitomorrow? Just for a
drink? As | know Roger?'

'We'll ring you,' she said gently.

He stood still, watching them walk away. Selinanad back to Ashley
accusingly.

"You weren't very nice to him. | thought he was @ea. He did know
Roger—it wasn't just a line.'

'I'm here to enjoy myself," Ashley said curtly,ttmmake idle chit-chat with
a homesick young Lothario who hasn't the mannersdlise when he's not
wanted.'



She flushed angrily. 'That's unfair! He did recegnmne.'

'He took one look at that desirable body of yourd he was sunk,' Ashley
said tightly. 'It was just pure luck for him thag hctually did know Roger.
He was hoping for an excuse to get into conversatith us long before he
found out who you were.’

"You have got a nasty mind!'

'l have!" He laughed angrily. 'l think we can assumy cure is beginning to
work, Selina.’

She flushed. 'What? What do you mean?'

"You know what | mean. That's the first time I'véee seen you react
encouragingly to a pick-up attempt. Usually you chahem off with a
boat-hook, but just now you gave him the greent lighm the start.'

'l did nothing of the kind!" Her cheeks were buikle was walking so fast
she almost had to run to keep up with him.

He halted and looked down at her, his grey eyegefans. 'You know
damned well you did! He fancied you, and you wéattdred. It must be the
first time ever. Well, get this, and get it goodI'm not standing around
watching while you test out your newfound intetiesthe other sex on that
halfwit!"

Selina was flaming with fury by the time he finishéwer eyes sparking
angrily at him. "You're out of your mind! All | didias try to be polite to a
friendly stranger, and you have me in bed with him!

'If I thought there was any real likelihood of thidtbreak your neck, Selina,’
he said very softly and menacingly.

Their eyes met in a long, silent war. Her breatijapeto come fiercely. Her
veins were throbbing with a new delirium. Then liéd away and strode
on, leaving her to follow him.



They got back to the villa flushed and out of binedtshley walked through
to his own room and slammed the door. Selina marame hers and did
likewise. Joanna, setting the table in the diniognn, chuckled to herself as
she moved about. All this afternoon locked in thxdroom, and now they
came home like two enemies! Selina heard her \®rggng incoherently in
the kitchen as she was changing her dress.

With cool deliberation she selected a dress sherdwadly worn before, a
slender apricot sheath which fitted her body likglave, the neckline
moulded to her breasts, suspended from two fragjips of silk, the waist
curving in and then out again to cling softly ta Bm hips and down over
her thighs to end at the knee, in a shimmering-frou of layered tulle
alternately apricot and pale cream.

She made up with as much care, smoothing her fdwmdaver her skin
with careful fingers. Her lipstick was a slightlariter shade of apricot; her
eyeshadow a muted sage green which emphasisedlthe of her wide
eyes.

When she came out on to the terrace, swaying cancrgiletto shoes,
Ashley was sipping a drink by the wall. He turnedwally and his eyes
widened.

Selina joined him, her lashes lowered while sheched him through them
discreetly.

'Can | have a drink?'

He poured her one and put it into her hand. The wach of his fingers
made her pulses flame.

She sipped her drink, the ice clinking againstglass. He stared out across
the darkening garden. A moon as big as a dinnég plas swimming above
the sea, its whiteness reflected on the misty wafinre air was warm and
slumbrous. She felt the atmosphere affecting herase

'l wonder what Joanna has for dinner tonight?' ableed lightly. Tm
starving.'



'‘Good,' said Ashley, his tone abstracted.

He wasn't even aware of her presence, she tholagiing at his hard
profile with angry hostility. She had gone to soamtrouble dressing up for
him and now he wouldn't even look at her | Shelfiedt hitting him to get
his attention.

Joanna came out on the terrace, her expressionednausl sly. ‘Dinner's
ready on the table,' she told them in her liltisamnd voice. 'Cold table
tonight.'

That's fine," Ashley said calmly. "You can get ham@&mos now, Joanna.
Thanks.'

She grinned at him, her dark eyes filled with seleneghter. '‘Okay, sir!"

They went through to the cool dining-room and ttfudir seats at the table.
Silver-branched candlesticks flickered between thmtwisty red candles
slightly smoking. A bottle of white wine was chilg in a bucket of ice,

swathed in a white damask napkin. There were c@dtsnof various kinds

arranged in slices on a flat platter. Cheese, sahadfruit made up the rest
of the meal.

Ashley lifted the wine out and poured some into dug glass, sipped it
thoughtfully, then poured Selina a full glass. 8tached him pour his own
and settle the bottle back among the ice with aaring sound.

He turned back to her, lifted his glass and saitlyséro the future.'

She blushed and drank, a faint smile in her eyppafently his anger with
her over the meeting in the town had completelyegon

They ate in silence for a while until Ashley sal@here's something
missing.' and got up to leave the room. A few maséater the sound of
soft music filtered through from the next room, drelreappeared with a
mocking smile, resuming his seat.



A curious trembling began in the pit of Selina'snsach. Was all this
candlelight, wine and soft music leading up to stidua? He had said he
would give her time, had promised to be patientHeuhad not been patient
or kind this afternoon when she was merely politeatfriendly young
stranger. His reaction had been jealous, posseasi/eiolent.

It was the dark streak of sexual violence in himohlalways frightened her,
that implicit sexual promise in his lean body amdvprful hands made her
shiver.

It was true that one part of her mind wanted toehlawn touch her. She
found him deeply attractive, just as she always bhad the three years that
had elapsed between their last meeting and themirésd brought about
some alteration in her reactions towards him.

When he was passive, allowing her to kiss him withoying to respond,
some blockage in her mind seemed to clear and estenie possessed of a
fevered desire for him. But as soon as he cametarld took the initiative,
the old fear came rushing back.

It was the threat of sexual violence that terrifiet every time.

He had finished his meal and sat back, eyeing hegnetically. She
flushed, wondering absurdly if he could read hemanBut all he said was,
"'l make the coffee."

'Let me,' she said, jumping up too quickly. Hert@larashed to the floor,
shattering, spilling food everywhere. Her cheeksrnbd with hot

embarrassment. 'I'm sorry ..." she muttered, didogn to pick up the
pieces.

‘Leave it," Ashley said angrily, pulling her to hieet. 'And stop saying
you're sorry. I'm sick of the word!

She looked at him anxiously. 'l can clear it befomeake the coffee ...'

‘Joanna can do it tomorrow. That's what she's floaid



'l can't leave it there all night,’ she protestedismay.

'Why not? We'll make the coffee together," he saidpelling her towards
the kitchen.

She moved about, making the coffee, while he askeshthe cups. When
they brushed against each other her nerves fldttenel his glance grew
more and more sardonic, until at last he caughtblyethe wrist and said
tightly, 'Stop it, Selina!’

'What?' She looked at him in confusion.

'Stop working yourself into a lather every timednee near you," he said
scornfully. 'l thought we'd got past that by nowoute been as jumpy as
hell all evening—that's why you smashed that pla¥#u're as
panic-stricken as ever. Why?'

She tugged at her wrist, held in that implacabip. grdon't know, but you
aren't making it any better by manhandling me ..

'Manhandling you?' He laughed harshly. 'You domibw what you're
saying! If |1 did what | want to do right now youtthve something to be
frightened about.' His eyes were leaping with &éisehe looked down at her.

She froze, her lips parted in stunned apprehensim,. Ashley," she
whispered, shivering.

'For God's sake,' he muttered, pulling her wristhsd she fell towards him.
"You're driving me out of my mind ...'

She put out a hand to push him away, but his,dreecame round her so
tightly that she was crushed against him, her dmeht back to lift her face
towards his.

He held her like that, staring into her shiftingrvous, flickering eyes.

‘You're so beautiful, Selina,' he said softlyallshe fire in your hair? Or is
it frozen inside you waiting to be called into #fe



She stared up at him, her eyes helplessly fixed®hard, cruel, irresistible
mouth.

It moved lower and she moaned, her lids closinghtat the sight.

Then his lips touched her, and her body shookaffifst touch, as if he had
set a match to her and sent her flaming into ovldithout even knowing it
she gave a tiny sigh of immense pleasure agaiesinbuth, and her body
yielded to the hard pressure of his, her hand angeund his neck to
touch his hair. His kiss flared demandingly, paytiver lips. The desperate,
undiminishing hunger of his kiss fed on her unwiliresponse, draining all
her energy, all her resistance, until she was welgkig against him, her
senses leaping with insistent desire.

The bubbling of the percolator passed unnoticed. hdinds slid over the
apricot chiffon, caressing her, sliding the thiraps down so that he could
bend his head to kiss her bare shoulders. She swayeaning half in
protest, half in ecstatic pleasure.

He moved one hand round to her back and she heardi slide down.
Then her dress fell away and she stood in her filrhige slip, confused and
trembling, but still unresisting. Ashley lowered iiead again to spread his
plunder along the golden smoothness of her shaildeher half-exposed
breasts. She could feel the urgency growing inkide Against her body
his heart was thudding as if he were dying.

'Oh, God, | want you,' he muttered hoarsely, hee fauried between her
breasts. His hand slid up to stroke her, moviniggtween her flesh and the
thin material covering her. She felt his fingersdio her nipple. It hardened
beneath his touch and she moaned again, trembling than ever.

Then suddenly there was the click of straw sandalghe floor in the
dining-room and they sprang apart, their facetdsand dazed.

Selina picked up her dress and fled through the o the terrace. She ran
along the terrace into her own bedroom and sankdowthe bed.



She was torn between hysterical laughter and w#dast Joanna had come
just at the wrong moment. Or the right moment?

Whichever it was, she had come just in time to titinevitable progress
of their lovemaking. Selina knew with fatal certginhat in another five
minutes she would have been past recovery.

She flung herself down on her pillow. 'Oh, Godg sfoaned into it huskily.
'l don't even want him to stop ... | wish Joann@ndlihave such a strong
sense of duty!"



CHAPTER FIVE

AFTERa while she got up from the bed and hung up ressdWould Ashley

come in search of her? She knew from her own atbligseger that he must
want to go on from where they had left off. Shaestaat herself in the

mirror, her wide, slanting green eyes feverishiglhir against the pallor of

her skin. Her lower lip trembled. She wanted hintéme ... and she was
terrified he would. She wasn't ready yet. It wasgoon.

If he came .,. would she resist him? Or would #ve¢et, pulsating hunger
flood over her, drowning her fear and bringing altotal surrender?

Already she could feel the familiar tightening oérhmuscles, the
involuntary stiffening of her limbs at the thougtithim making love to her.

How was it possible to love and hate at the same?iPart of her seemed to
melt in golden pleasure at the thought of Ashlegsds on her. The other
rose in angry rejection, hating him.

She opened a drawer and got out a nightdressjrignig on the bed in a
filmy, drifting heap. Then she walked through te ghower, stripped and
stood, her arms lifted to her red-gold hair, slowdywolving under the
caressing needles of warm water. She felt sticklywarclean. She felt that
the water washed away all the dark memories, tisenyiand the fear. The
water soaked her hair, turning it dark. Her slermbety slowly relaxed in the
warmth, her eyes half closed in sensual enjoyment.

When the door to the cubicle opened her eyes fleen@nd she stiffened,
her hands instinctively taking up a protective post angrily saying,
'‘Ashley, get out!

He was ready for bed too, wearing a short blacle robd at the waist
beneath which she saw black silk pyjamas.

But although her eyes quickly flicked over him,isdgring that fact, it was
his face which made the real impact. The grey ey@® burning on her
slender nakedness. He was pale and grimly intenjaw tight, his mouth a
thin line.



'‘My God, you're beautiful,' he said thickly.
'Please ... she whispered, shaking. 'Go away I'

Slowly he undid the belt of his robe and shrugged af the garment,
shedding his pyjamas at the same time. As he miowvealds her she gave a
short scream of unmistakable terror, cringing aagainst the tiled wall.

He took a deep breath, his face darkening with.rd&gw heaven's sake,
Selina, don't be a little fool!" His hand jerked i@rward into the spray of
the water.

'I'm not going to force you,' he said at her é&fie'te going to take a shower
together. What's wrong with that? We swam togettbday, didn't we? You
weren't scared then.'

She lifted her head, her eyes closing as the waterdown her face,
flattening her hair to her head. Her foot slippedtbe wet tiles and she
grabbed at him to support herself, feeling an ateshock as her hands
touched the smooth wetness of his shoulders.

The water ran down his dark head, flattening hisdwthat he looked like a
seal, his eyes mocking her gently. His hands dtidilg down her body,
arousing pulses everywhere they touched.

'It's so long since | saw you like this," he mwdterglancing down at her
whiteness against him. 'You're not frightened n@are you? I'm not
threatening you with anything but a kiss or two.’

She lifted her face, closing her eyes againstritrasion of the water.

She heard him laughing at her. A drop of water s@d to her closed
eyelids, and Ashley moved closer, his tongue tads progress from the
corner of her eye to her mouth. She moaned, hes afiting round his
neck, as his lips closed possessively on herswhtber ran down their faces.
She felt it on her lashes, her cheeks, her earxeTivas nothing between
their bodies but the cool trickle of the water. Haésds were hard against her
back, pressing her closer to him.



His mouth moved across her face. Against her eandrenured, "You know
perfectly well | want you like hell, but you caroptshivering every time |
come near you. | shan't try to force you. Whenegwerre ready you only
have to say the word. | want you to want me too.'

'‘Ashley," she whispered, feeling guilty becausechdd see what she was
doing to him.

He lifted her into his arms, her wet head againstdmoulder. 'I'm not
complaining,’ he said, grinning down at her. 'I'ettipg somewhere this
time!'

Reaching up with one hand, he turned off the shothien carried her into
the bedroom, stood her on the floor and envelogednha huge white bath
towel. She watched him, laughing. "You're drippafigover the carpet!
‘Too bad," he said cheerfully. 'I'll dry you.'

'l can dry myself," she protested.

He halted, a hand on her towel. His eyes danceckimgly. "You won't
enjoy it as much as | will," he told her.

She blushed and he laughed again. 'We're marriég.aMouldn't | see you
naked?'

‘Joanna might come in ...'

He made a face. 'That woman is a pest!'

Her lashes lowered and she dimpled.

He pinched her cheek. 'Never mind Joanna. Givehatetdowel.'

Selina permitted him to unwind it and stood, pleasibly, while he dried

her thoroughly. While he dried himself she slidoidter nightdress, but
occasionally her eyes wandered helplessly to tditdeaglance at the hard,



masculine body so close to her. The dark hairpthecled toughness, sent
shivers down her back.

Ashley got back into his pyjamas and robe ands#th® edge of her bed, his
hand beckoning her. Reluctantly she went to himwasl pulled down on
his knee.

"You'll get used to me in time," he said gentlyplsing her cheek with one
finger. 'l want to be so much a part of your Ikt I'm almost invisible.'

He would never be that, she thought secretly, rerbeging the wanton
longings which had crept over her as she lookéuisabody.

'‘Now you can get to bed and sleep deeply,' he %d.needn't be afraid of
anything, certainly not of me. I won't hurt you/iSa ... I'll never hurt you.'

She put out a tongue tip to touch her dry lips.&yss narrowed on the little
movement.

'l wish you wouldn't do that," he said roughly.
She blinked, taken aback. "What?'

He leant forward and delicately touched her mouth the tip of his own
tongue. 'That..." he whispered.

Deep in the pit of her stomach a strange achingteghe wanted him to do
it again. Her eyes slid up to his face, their egpi@n revealing.

Ashley made a deep, protesting sound. 'Don't laokealike that or all my
good intentions will fly out of the window!" He &td up, letting her slide on
to the bed. 'Goodnight, Selina," he said firmly|lkivey to the door.

She turned out the light and climbed into bed. @ete: the garden there
were strange, unfamiliar noises. She lay listenmthem, unable to sleep.
Frogs were croaking somewhere; a bird hooted likaraklaxon. The sea
whispered and whispered eternally under the hugectbsilver moon.



In the morning Selina was already at the brealé&dde when Ashley came
out on to the terrace to join her. His eyes quicklyd her cool expression.

‘Good morning,' she said politely.
His smile was mocking. 'Did you sleep well?"

Despite her resolution to be calm and controlledignpresence, she began
to blush. 'Yes, thank you,' she said crossly. {2id?’'

He buttered a roll. 'No," he said casually. 'l haly pleasant dreams,
though.'

She bit her lip. He was going to make it hard fer,lshe saw. She had
betrayed herself last night. Despite his protest tie would be patient, she
felt he was rushing her, and the giddy uncertaoftyner own feelings
needed time. She loved him, she wanted him, bsitefdid let him make
love to her she was afraid the result would bestiree as before, and she
could not bear that.

'‘Can we go to town again today?' she asked.Kkdtb see more of it.'

He lowered the roll as he was about to bite intdhie grey eyes narrowed.
'Why do you want to go into town?'

'Why not?' she shrugged, pouring herself a cupfiée.

'l don't want your young admirer following us ardumhat's why not,' he
said tersely.

'Oh, don't be absurd!
'Is it absurd? You liked him. Do you think | didnttice?'

"You made a fuss about nothing,' she protestegasipolite, nothing more.’



You didn't see the smile you gave him,' he retbrte
She looked at him through her lashes. 'Jealousgisonous.’
Ashley's face tightened. 'I'm aware of that," hd shortly.

She was suddenly sorry she had provoked the argulea had done it to
distract him from his teasing,

but now she wished she hadn't.
She looked down at the table, her finger tracing@e on the cloth. 'After
all, I haven't asked you any questions about theevoin your life. Don't

tell me you've spent the last three years readogdand playing tennis!

He was silent. She looked up quickly and found kiaring at her with an
odd expression.

'l gathered,' he said carefully, 'that you didnitcim care how I'd spent the
last three years. Or with whom.’

A pang of savage jealousy shot through her. Shkeeb@way again. 'I'm
curious, naturally,’ she said lightly.

'‘Curious?’ The word was edged.
'It's only human.’
'Not jealous, though?' he asked sardonically.

Selina felt hot colour creeping into her cheekshyg¢hould | be?' she
asked, but her voice came out huskily.

'You tell me,' he said.

She shrugged uncertainly. 'Jealousy implies possedgidn't own you.'



'Didn't you?' The question was flung at her sawadbBb you think | found
it easy to forget you?'

‘There was Clare," she pointed out.

He laughed bitterly. 'She was just a diversion rméamake you jealous.
We parted after a few months.'

'Poor Clare,' she said sadly, remembering herddeath.

'‘Don't waste your pity on her. She wasn't emotignatolved. | wasn't the
first man in her life, or the last.'

"You were booked in on the same flight,' she pairmaet.

‘Sheer coincidence," he shrugged. 'l cancelledligiytfbecause I ..." His
words broke off and she looked at him quickly.

'‘Because you what?'

He grimaced. 'If you must have the truth, my pevdétective had told me
Roger was in deep water again. He'd been keepirgean both of you and
he knew about Roger's debts.’

Her mind worked swiftly and she stared at him inmgaccusation. "You
came back deliberately!

He nodded. 'l wanted to be around when you needed m

"You always meant to buy me back,' she said sldwdyyoice shaking. "You
waited for the right opportunity. You knew Rogersa@und to get into big
trouble one day.'

His face was blank. 'Yes," he said. "You might all know the truth. That is
just what | hoped for—that you would need a lot mbney really

desperately. | told you once—I never give up whatvh. You're mine. |

knew the only way | could get you back was thro&®gger, so | played a
waiting game.'



Selina looked at him with hatred. "What a coldbledddespicable thing to
do!

His face was unreadable. 'Knowing this doesn't ghamything," he said. 'l
came through when you needed me. If | hadn't beeme t what would have
happened to Roger? Or would you have sold youisslbme other wealthy
businessman?’

The tone flicked her like a whip. She was whitehwage. 'l loathe you,' she
said shakily.

'l thought you were intelligent enough to taketitgh," he said. ‘A pity you
aren't, isn't it?'

There was a slap of sandals behind them and Je@gpeared. Telephone,’
she said cheerfully. 'For you, Mr Dent."

‘Tell them I'm out for the day," Ashley said tautly

‘They say it's urgent,’ she told him.

'Is it long-distance?' he asked irritably.

She shook her head. 'Right here in town. A Mr Caetipb

Ashley stood up. 'Very well, I'll take it." He maVvacross the terrace with
long strides and Selina turned back to her breakfi@s appetite gone.

When Ashley returned he was grim-faced. He lookdteacoolly. 'I've got
to go into town on business. You'll have to stayehentil | get back. |
shouldn't be too long."

'‘Can't | come with you?' she asked resentfully.8¥\dm | supposed to do
here all by myself?'

'Swim," he commanded tersely. 'Sunbathe. For GgaKe, Selina, there's
plenty for you to do around the villa for a few heu



'‘But | want to go into town anyway,' she pointed. ou

His jaw set angrily. 'Too bad—you're staying hekedon't want you
wandering around a strange town on your own.'

She stood up, her eyes spitting fire at him. 'Tae that we're married
doesn't give you the right to order me around!’

'Yes, it does,’ he said flatly. He took hold of byow and hustled her back
into the villa, into her bedroom. She dragged ket,fstruggling, protesting
in a muted way because she did not want Joanneatcthem.

'Where's that parcel | gave you?' he demanded.

She had forgotten it. It was in the bottom of treedvobe, still wrapped, and
Ashley's brows jerked together as she produced it.

'l see my presents really excite you,' he snapgaildn't you even have
opened it?"

She was sorry she had not done so and to propigt@nwrapped it there
and then, exclaiming with pleasure at the bikire $bund inside. Briefer
than any she had ever worn, it was a smooth credonred cotton printed
with tiny orange flowers.

‘Thank you, Ashley," she said, turning, to smildiat, sorry that they had
had another of their arguments.

'Put it on," he said, his tone demanding.

She flushed, eyeing him. Did he mean to stand taedewatch? His mouth
quirked "sardonically and he walked across to thelow, turning his back.

'Is this better?"

Rapidly Selina changed into the bikini, feelingvers as she told him he
could turn round again.



His eyes drifted over her appreciatively. 'Now caamnd thank me properly,’
he drawled, extending a hand.

Obediently she crossed the room, deeply consciduthe grey eyes
watching her. Ashley pulled her against his body laent his head. The kiss
was coaxing, rather than violent, and she fountiardship in returning it,
even when one of his hands moved softly along hdriffnand cupped a
breast. 'You're ravishing," he whispered against meuth. 'Beautiful,
beautiful Selina ... can you blame me for wantm@eéep you captive here,
just for my eyes?’

'Do you have to go into town?' she asked idly fimgrers twirling one of the
buttons on his shirt.

‘Unfortunately, | do," he said with regret. 'Thiap Campbell is involved in
a hotel deal I'm negotiating, and | can't afforéti@nd him. He heard | was
staying at the villa from a mutual friend in theatets, and as he's on the
island for a week he thought he would give me g.ride grinned. 'He isn't
aware I'm on my honeymoon, of course. I've managé&eep our marriage
discreetly out of print.’

She looked at him, frowning. Was he ashamed ofrthegiage? Why didn't
he want the papers to know about it?

'‘Are you going to keep me a dark secret from allryloiends?' she asked
pointedly.

He looked at her in surprise. 'You wouldn't wantrieet Campbell. He's
rather a dull chap, although very friendly. The @assion of his life is his
daughter, Renata.'

‘That's an unusual name,' she commented.

He grinned. 'Her mother was German. | believe tmaais a German one.’

'‘And is Renata Campbell a beautiful Teutonic bldhdae asked, her voice
edged.



He looked down at her, the grey eyes narrowing. 'Dietect a note of
asperity in your voice?"

Selina flushed. 'Just curiosity.'
'Of course,’ he said mockingly, 'I'd forgotten. Yewever jealous.’
She looked away. "Will you be back for lunch?'

'I'm not certain,' he said. I'll try to get awayt bmay have to stay until after
lunch. Campbell will think it odd if | refuse.’ Hesyes mocked her again. 'He
probably thinks I'm here with a lady friend.’

'I'm sure he has good reason for his suspicidms tetorted tartly.

Ashley laughed, his smile full of sudden charmré&@a, my darling, you're
beginning to sound like a jealous woman, and. yawldn't want that,
would you?'

He moved to the door before she could reply. Pgusirsurvey her again,
he grimaced. 'You don't know how much | hate todéepou. You're totally
delectable in that. I'll be back as soon as | cgrag/ay.'

Then he had gone, and Selina found a large batéltoae sun tan lotion
and a paperback, and wandered out into the villdega There was a pretty
floral-upholstered beach swing on the lawn. Curlipgon the cushions, she
read her book, enjoying the peace and tranqudlityhe morning.

Stretching lazily, she glanced at her watch ancdhdot was nearly lunch
time. Joanna came out on the terrace and grinnieer at

"You look nice and lazy,' she called in her soficeo'When do you want
lunch, Mrs Dent? | get it whenever you like. Mr Deot coming back?'

'If he isn't here we're to start without him," sa&d. 'I'll just have salad and
fruit, thank you, Joanna.'



Over the meal she talked to Joanna about her faanity her life on the
island. Feeling like a short nap, she then walkedrdto the beach and
stretched out on the sand, her new beach hat ghhdmfrom the worst of
the midday sun.

Then footsteps crunched along the sand near hertwshed lazily, a
welcoming smile breaking out on her mouth, expectinsee Ashley. It was
not him, however. Her smile wavered as she recedritse young man they
had met the day before.

'Oh, hello," she said uncertainly.

His friendly beam widened. 'Hi! Remember me? We imehe town. I'm
Phil Webster.'

'l remember," she said politely. 'You know my bestliHe stood looking

down at her, warm admiration in his eyes. 'l wishkhown Roger had such
a pretty sister,’ he said frankly. 'l would havkeakfor an invitation to meet
you.'

She laughed, amused by his directness. 'l am rdary@u know,' she
pointed out. ‘In fact, we're on our honeymoon.'

His eyes widened. 'Good lord? Really? What a ctbsere!’
'A close shave?' She was puzzled, but still amusesv do you mean?'

'If I'd met you before you met your husband it midie us on our
honeymoon,' he said cheerfully.

Selina laughed, her eyes dancing. 'You take atagifanted, Mr Webster.'
He caught on at once. "You don't think you wouldeh&ancied me that
much?' He sighed. 'l suppose I'm not any sort ehpetition for your

husband. Bit awesome, isn't he?'

‘Talking of my husband,’ she said gently, 'he mighback any minute and
if he found you here he might be angry. This isiegbe beach, you know.’



Phil Webster lowered himself beside her, unabashiedwon't be back for
quite a while," he said confidently.

'How can you be so sure?"

'l saw him starting to eat an enormous lunch atLtbrelei Hotel," he said
brightly. 'He was with a bald- headed old chap andabsolutely stunning
peach of a girl ..." His eyes swivelled to catcliraés expression. ‘Not as
lovely as you, mind you," he said hastily. 'Butldgaqueen material, all the
same.’

Her stomach turned over jealously. 'lt is a businesich,’ she said, and
wondered why she felt impelled to make excuseséhiey. If he wanted to
have lunch with a peach of a girl that was his @b not hen. She didn't
care if he had lunch with a dozen assorted beawggmgs. But why hadn't he
told her that Renata Campbell was with her fathethe island? He must
have known. Was that why he had dashed off at aentsnnotice?

Phil Webster was gazing, entranced, at her bikhne you going to swim?'
he asked. 'Would you mind if | join you?'

She glanced at his T-shirt and pale blue jeansteéH@au got swimming
trunks with you?'

He nodded. 'Under this.'

She shrugged. 'l suppose it doesn't matter.' WoyldhAshley expect her to
wait here alone while he lunched with stunningsginlVhat was sauce for
the gander was certainly sauce for the goose!

Suddenly for some reason the prospect of aroussgpalousy was not an
unpleasant one. It satisfied some urge in her tospuhim for having left
her to lunch with another woman, especially a snmpeach of a blonde.
Clare Leslie had been a blonde. Selina had hatedrhsight, envying her
the uncomplicated sexuality which could respondgbley without fear or
shame.



She stood up and walked down the beach, the samthwnder her feet.
Wading into the blue, blue water she heard Phihingp down behind her,
muttering as the soles of his feet came in contéttthot sand.

They swam out together lazily and then turned amfted on their backs,
their arms spread wide to balance themselves. dbleess of the water was
refreshing.

'Have you ever noticed how white people's legs loake sea?' Phil asked
her, gazing at her slender body with open pleadsré.an optical illusion,
do you think? Or is it the salt in the water?'

She dived and swam towards the beach, saying @reshoulder, 'I've no
idea ... race you!'

He followed and drew level with her, grinning at s he shot ahead.

He was waiting as she ran up out of the wavesyes bright, his dripping
hair falling over his temples.

'Do | get a prize?' he asked impudently. 'Racesldhadways have prizes.'

She scooped up a piece of odd-coloured seaweethi@vd it at him. 'Yes,
here itis.'

It wrapped itself around his face, and while he wageeling it, laughing,
Selina ran past him up the beach, snatched uphel tind bolted for the
wicket gate.

Phil caught her as she reached it and his arnmaliad her waist. 'That was
a filthy trick," he said lightly. "You owe me a Kior that.'

She was suddenly angry, her eyes turning to greerdiamonds as she
looked up at him.

But before she could speak, another voice bit auagely, "What the hell is
going on here?'



Phil released her, going pale. 'Sorry ..." he staredy eyeing Ashley
nervously. '‘Just ... just fun ... Then he turned @anished like a rabbit.

Coward, she thought, watching his disappearingéiguth scorn. He had
left her to face the music. She turned and lookédshley, her heart turning
over at the look on his face.

She had not seen him so angry for days. The olénde was back in his
eyes. He was poised like a rattlesnake for thetksl whole body tense and
savage.

Selina looked at him wearily, pushing a tremblirgntt through her wet
red-gold hair. 'l found him on our beach,' she sa&ivously. 'He hasn't been
here long.’

'Long enough,’ he bit out. 'What would have hapdehehadn't arrived so

inopportunely? You're alone with him for an houtt.can't have been much
longer, because | saw him in town an hour and faalgal and it would have

taken him some time to get out here ... but tladits takes, apparently, for
him to get around to kissing you without even aetokesistance on your
part!'

'He hadn't kissed me,' she denied quickly.
'He was going to!'
'l wouldn't have let him," she said.

‘That wasn't how it looked to me." Ashley's voieepened into black fury.
‘'To me it looked as if you were standing theretingiit.'

"That's not true!" Her face grew flushed.

Ashley strode over to her and caught her by thstwhis fingers cruel. 'l
must be insane,’ he said, as if to himself, stantmher face. 'While | play
Patience on a monument and wait for you to turméy some little swine
comes along and you drop into his eager hand likeegpeach ...’



'‘Ashley, that's unfair!"

Her words were ignored. He scooped her up intoahmss and walked
rapidly up the garden to the house with her. Jo@anae out on the terrace
and beamedat them, then looked puzzled as Ashéschiessly passed her
and carried Selina through the open french windmwser own bedroom.

His foot slammed the door hard behind him. He strtal the bed and
dumped her unceremoniously on it, then moved bathke door and locked
it.

'‘Ashley ..His name strangled in her throat. Sheedtat him in shock and
dismay as he began to take off his clothes, hik fdae angrily set.

Scrambling off the bed, she turned and boltedHerntindow, intending to
climb out on to the terrace, but he was behindoeéore she reached it. His
hands were merciless as he pulled her back agaimstShe jumped in
shock, feeling the hard naked flesh touch hershbwvas turning her round
to face him, his fingers locking themselves into di@mp hair.

'‘Don't do this, please,’ she begged weakly. 'I'm.we&hat will Joanna think
.... Then, on a wild cry of protest, 'No, Ashley I

His mouth took relentless possession of hers, mgatier lips. His hands
were everywhere, touching her desirously, his fitige caressing, and a
sudden shiver of response ran through her. Wheharids unhooked her
bikini top, and then the briefs, she only moaneuditlig her protest purely
habit. From somewhere deep inside her a tidal wagexual yearning rose
and crashed down, drowning her fear.

As if he sensed the change, his touch softenednWibkdifted her into his
arms, his hands beneath her knees and back, sleenoadtempt to escape,
her face turned upward for his searching kiss,hagrds locked round his
neck.

He laid her on the bed and slid down beside her,nmuth finding her
breast. The warm, lazy seductive movement wentnohoa until she was



totally mindless, her hand going to the back ofdask head to hold him
there.

He moved up to kiss her mouth again, and the waiesspre of their bodies
grew. She felt herself overtaken by a deep, persisiche which could only
be satisfied by surrender. Blind with a passiontsmnever known before,
her mouth opened against his, her hands touchmghdently.

‘Tell me you want me," he whispered against hertmolwant to hear you
sayit...

'l want you,' she admitted weakly. She had forgottew this all began. The
rage, the savagery, were forgotten. All she knewthvat for the first time in
her life she was lost to everything but the burrdeghands of her own body,
and only Ashley could ever satisfy them.

His long sigh seemed to drain him. For a momentalgethere, his face
against her throat, breathing hard. She could hisaneart beating so fast
she was almost frightened. Suddenly he pulled algapjng over her on his
elbow.

'l said | wouldn't force you,' he said huskily. igs your last chance. I'm not
beyond reason at the moment, but if you aren‘acesay so and I'll get out
of this room before | lose control again.'

She looked at him, her tongue tip touching her lolpe trying to discover
her own reactions. For a moment she had forgotterything but him. Why
had he stopped, putting doubt back into her traibiend?

'For God's sake, Selina,' he burst out harshlyingiat her pink tongue as it
caressed her lip. 'Make up your damned mind, laggd'lmad!’

She half closed her eyes to shut out the disturthamigness of his face. 'How
can | think when you look at me like that?'

His breath caught audibly in the back of his thrt#elina,’ he groaned. 'Oh,
God ..." His mouth lowered to hers again, so figrteat she gasped. The
burning kiss set a torch to her own feelings, magkier quiver in helpless



response. Against her mouth he whispered, 'Ddin'seane this time ... my
darling, let me love you ...'

Before she had time to consider anything he begadass her shoulders,
covering her with light butterfly kisses that tdigad and excited her. When
his mouth moved lower, whispering her name betwdsses, she was
thrown into a vortex of unexpected, unknown sengydier head thrashing
from side to side, her mouth open in a moan ofqulea

The savagery of sexual possession which she haayaligared so deeply
seemed a world away from this expert, deliberateiat@gon. The brushing,
teasing softness of his mouth drove her insanerlifiga darling," she

whispered crazily, utterly lost to everything bet thove for him.

Suddenly her body stiffened, all that warm, respanselaxation torn by
pain. Icy waves of panic broke over her. Ashleyaith was on hers, but the
softly yielding body which had provoked his invasigas suddenly fighting
tooth and nail for freedom. She sobbed as shegledgher nails raking his
shoulders, her body tossing beneath his in biggection. She lost all
consciousness of him as the man she loved; he weslyran aggressor, a
cruel, faceless enemy whose assault drove heterrar.

She moaned out pleas for him to stop, her voic&ethavith fear and hatred,
but now he was as blind in the grip of primitive @ian as herself. His

hands held her savagely beneath him, pinioningfladmg hands. She

could hear the thudding of his heart against her,gasping agony of his
breathing, and above them both the hoarse voicepghing her name again
and again.

Then she was free, shivering, sobbing, filled witbredulous rage. She
rolled away from him, hating him as she listenedhi®breathing slowing
from that fierce, ragged intake of air to a slowgthm.

After a moment he touched her shoulder gentlyshetshrugged his hand
away. 'Don't touch met'

'Selina ..." he pleaded gently.



'l hate you,' she whispered. 'Don't ever come meaagain or I'll kill you!

He was still for a while, then he spoke quietlyn'sorry it happened, too,
Selina. | didn't mean it to happen like this. | med you not to play with my
feelings. Yesterday afternoon and then again tanigiu deliberately
invited me to make love to you ...

'‘No!" she cried furiously.
'‘God, what do you think I'm made of? Stone?'
"You hurt me,’ she accused in a low, bitter tone.

He groaned. 'l know, my darling. There was no waguld avoid it. Next
time ...

‘There'll never be a next time. I'll never let yiouch me again,” she said
fiercely.

He spun her round contemptuously. 'We made a bargamember? |
would have gone on being patient for as long &sok, but I'm not the sort
of man who'll stand by and watch his wife flirtimgth another man,
especially when she isn't even prepared to makm#rgage a real one!

"You promised you wouldn't force me to do anythidgin't want to do,’ she
reminded him.

' meant it,' he said grimly. 'But that was befbrealised you were trying to
get some sort of sexual revenge on the whole nealbégtantalising me and
then pulling back before the brink ... you thougbi had me just where you
wanted me, didn't you? You behaved like a naugltyd cwatching
something squirming on a pin.'

‘That's a vile thing to say!
'Is it?' His eyes were deadly. 'Ever since we guélyou've been indulging

in some pretty cold-blooded teasing. You enjoyedchiag me go up in
flames, but you had no intention of getting caugtibe conflagration.’



"That's not true!'

'Isn't it, Selina? Can you deny that you teasedaortée point of madness
last night, knowing perfectly well that you nevetended to let me go
further than a few kisses?'

She was flushed and angry now, yet inwardly comfutewas true that it

had given her a sense of power to see that dakkoijeassion in his eyes, to
hear him breathe hard as he kissed her. She hatbiided to tease or
provoke him, though. In fact, she had been jusixaged herself, her whole
body on fire under his touch.

"You're just counter-attacking, to make me forgpet way you broke your
word,' she accused.

'It never occurred to me until | saw the way yooost there, inviting that
young puppy to kiss you," he said bitterly. "Yobekn playing the same
game with him, | imagine ... a pretty sick gamen'tigou think? And just

now, you were responding passionately until | tgok. If you'd been as
frightened as you claim, you would have stoppediang before | got to

that point.'

'l... hadn't expected it to hurt so much,' she,dad eyes miserable.

"You mean you hadn't expected | would get that i@ said bitingly. "What
was the matter, Selina? Did you actually get keldarried away yourself for
once? Did your iron control slip just long enough me to be beyond the
point of no return?'

'Stop it!" she said furiously. 'I'm not like that.'

‘Aren't you?' His lip lifted in a sneer. "You'reigg to have to prove that to
me, my dear.’

Wondering what he meant, she watched helplessig asood up and began
to get dressed again. Shamefully she felt her bease in sudden awareness
of his powerful sexuality and. hurriedly looked gweom the muscled
virility of his lean body.



He finished dressing and stared at her grimlyhhisds deep in his pockets.
'‘Look in the mirror and you'll see a woman who'srbenade love to very
passionately,' he said. 'And that's what you ayedear. What we did wasn't
disgusting or ugly; it was natural and beautiful a&t of love.'

'We did?' she questioned involuntarily, and regreitedas too late as she
saw the tide of dark red that ran up his face,sea that her words had
stung his masculine pride.

‘All right," he said tensely. 'l was solely respbies for what happened, if
that's how you prefer to see it. You just lay themmd suffered my disgusting
attentions. But if you now imagine that you've ilidtl your side of our
bargain, let me disillusion you. Ten thousand psunduld be an exorbitant
price for the pleasure of making love to you just®, enjoyable though the
process was ... | intend to exact full payment frgon, Selina." The grey
eyes flickered over her, from her pink mouth, &rd moistly bloomed from
his kisses, along the naked curve of golden shouldeast and thigh,
making her wince at the bitter mixture of conterapt deliberate sensual
desire he allowed her to see. "You belong to mawn you." The tight
phrases were bitten out savagely. 'I'll never ¢et get away from me again.
From now on I'll take you when and how | choosel, you'll submit without
protest." The grey eyes lifted to her face agaiiglg challenging her to
argue. 'ls that understood?'

'‘Am | expected to enjoy it, too?' she asked biterl

Ashley bent and jerked her to her feet, his hangeslcCrushing her against
him, his mouth savaged her, deliberately usingyewence of force. She
struggled, trying to pull her head aside, but thenkiss altered and grew
slow and seductive, coaxing her bruised lips ajad, to her chagrin and
self-disgust she could sense herself weakeningpresng, wanting him.

When at last he lifted his head there was triunmpéwviery line of his body.
The glittering eyes mocked her. 'Yes,' he said iyskou will enjoy it,
too.'

Flushed and trembling, she pulled the sheet frombkd and wrapped it
around herself, her head bent to avoid his gaze.



'We're going out to dinner tonight," he said, watghher. 'l thought it best to
mention our marriage to Mr Campbell and he askecthéat you. Wear
something special." He glanced into her wardrolsuady. 'That yellow
thing will do.'

Selina looked at the apricot dress hanging justiéenthe open door. 'l wore
that last night.'

'l am well aware that you did," he said softly.iMooked enchanting in it, as
you know very well." Turning away, he strolled ke tdoor, unlocked and
opened it.

'Will Mr Campbell's daughter be there tonight?' abked.

He glanced back and a mocking smile curled his I\ss," he said lightly.
'She will.'



CHAPTER SIX

THE Lorelei Hotel was a large white rambling buildiragher reminiscent of
American Colonial style, with tall pillars supporti the terrace roof,

palm-leaf shaped wicker chairs grouped around &bless, green lawns kept
fresh and cool by a hidden sprinkler system, flovsexds a riot of

unbelievable gaudy colour and a general air of dp&ithout purpose and
meaning even for the tourists grouped around ttge lautdoor swimming

pool.

'It looks like a film set," Selina said idly, stagiaround her as she stood on
the terrace facing the pool. Among the people $pgsin the bright blue
water she saw Phil Webster, and she knew thatwadneafrom the way he
very carefully looked the other way. Ashley's brogdpresence at her
shoulder was clearly too much for him.

‘Your ... friend ... seems determined to pretendldesn't see us," Ashley
drawled derisively. 'You seem to collect cowardby®. He reminds me of
your brother.’

'Discretion is the better part of valour,' she saittugging. 'l imagine he
feels embarrassed.’

'‘As well he might," said Ashley. 'If he comes ngau again I'll break his
neck.'

A voice greeted them and they both turned. Selaas passed briefly over
the middle-aged man who came forward with outstesdchands to touch on
his companion with a little thrust of nervous apesion.

In that one comprehensive glance she saw enoumjitrease her anxiety.
Renata Campbell was a glowing, golden girl withagfglue eyes, elegant
long legs and a warm, caressing smile which at thisment was
unmistakably fixed on Ashley.

'‘Mr Campbell, may | present my wife. Selina, tldr Campbell, who has
been kind enough to ask us to dinner." Ashley hadhlnd beneath her
elbow as he made the introduction, and the slgbgsessive gesture left no



doubt in the minds of the other two people pretiithe regarded her as his
possession. There was something in the way he Sieside her, constantly
aware of her, that reinforced the implicit declematof ownership. She was
deeply conscious of it herself, and saw Renataig, lmarrowed glance
harden on her.

Lifting her chin, she smiled and shook hands with@&mpbell, turned to
repeat the process with Renata. The other giriigl neas limp between her
fingers and quickly withdrawn.

'We had no idea Ashley was married or we would néawe got in touch
with him," said Mr Campbell, his bald head shinwigh the heat. He had
Renata's blue eyes, slightly protuberant in hig casd a kind, warm smile
which softened the otherwise aggressive cut ofdatures. 'Renata always
accuses me of being obsessed with business, bntledmaw the limit at
butting in on another man's honeymoon ... | askedand your husband to
dinner, Mrs Dent, so that | could apologise in parsand after tonight we'll
vanish from your lives, | promise.'

'l hope you will do nothing of the kind," Ashleytuened with equal
formality. 'When we fly home | shall be very hagpysee you visiting us for
dinner very soon.’

Mr Campbell laughed. "You're a very forgiving méshley. | don't think |
would feel too kindly to anyone who interrupted hgneymoon, especially
if my wife was as lovely as yours!" And he smileédbalina admiringly.

'What unusual hair," Renata said softly. 'I've meeen that particular colour
before.' Her eyes were cold as she stared at Satihahe implication was
clear— she meant that she suspected Selina'sohaer artificially coloured
to that shade of red-gold.

Selina smiled coolly at her. 'Thank you," she saitth extreme courtesy,
pretending to believe it to be a compliment.

'Shall we go in and have an aperitif?* Mr Camplasked quickly, as if
nervous of what his daughter might say next. ‘MentD may | have the
pleasure?' He crooked his arm, smiling, and Selwaed to join him.



Renata softly slipped past her to take Ashley's laetween her two hands,
smiling up at him invitingly. It was extraordinayought Selina, how that
smile could change. When it was focused on Ashieyas like a naked
electric light. The warmth vanished, however, wisée turned to look at
Ashley's wife. Had Mr Campbell's presence on tHant been purely
coincidence? Or had Renata been aware of Ashlessgepce here, if not of
his marriage? Had she in fact deliberately purshied here with the

intention of getting to know him better? It musivbdeen something of a
shock to her to find out that he was married.

The cocktail bar was dimly lit and exotically deatad with potted palms,
conch shells, fishing nets draped across the watls starfish and pearly
pink shells fixed among their folds, and a genanabf unreal native colour.
Mr Campbell fussed over Selina, seeing her comitytaettled in a deep
white leather chair, while Renata slid down on tbigh-backed leather
couch opposite, patting the place next to her witimile at Ashley, who sat
down next to her, his thigh obviously pressing blem leg. Briefly his
glance flickered to Selina, taunting her, but shthdvew her own gaze
before it had met his and turned to smile at Mr Glaefi.

A waiter materialised, bowing, and Mr Campbell asker what she would
like to drink.

‘That dress is really something,” Mr Campbell sasdthe waiter moved
away. 'What colour would you call that?'

‘Apricot,’ she said softly.
It suits you,' he nodded. 'Same colour as your.'ski

She laughed. 'l shall be the colour of that woo@nwve get home, the sun
is so hot here.’

He considered her. 'With your colouring you sholilda out in the sun too
long, you know, although you're so brown | donpase it will matter
much.’



Renata was murmuring so softly to Ashley that $elould not hear a
word, but the undisguised intimacy between the divthem was making
her seethe angrily. He was doing this deliberately.

The drinks arrived, and she sipped hers carefisiigriing to Mr Campbell's
voice without really hearing what he said. Her wehdbeing was
concentrated on the two opposite them, althougmskier once glanced in
their direction. Antennae she had not known shegssed picked up every
tone of voice, every slight movement between thana she was deeply,
bitterly angry with Ashley for the way he was beimgv

They eventually ordered their meal, sipping theimkks and quietly
discussing the menu, and ten minutes later a waiitered to invite them to
take their places at the table.

As they walked through the bar into the more bhglit dining-room
Selina’'s eyes caught the glance of a stranger sathesroom and for one
split second her body was wrung by a sensatioewaflsion and shock.

The thin, brown face and silvered hair, the airaathority undisguised
beneath a lightweight suit, were hatefully familiarher, and her widened
eyes conveyed as much to the man watching hersatiresables.

Then she turned away to follow her party to thaiplé, allowing Mr
Campbell to fuss over her once more as she sat.ddamhands shook as
she shook out her napkin. Her lips were dry wittidgin appalling tension.

Ashley, glancing at her, frowned, his eyes narrgwhie looked around the
room in a swift, searching glance, then looked batkher, his eyes
searching, demanding an explanation. Selina cadtthe draining of her
colour. Her fingers were icy cold and shook asgifygped the edge of the
table.

Swallowing, she managed to begin her meal, althaghhad never felt
less like eating. The food tasted like sawdust had throat closed in
revulsion as she forced it down.



During the second course her attention was caulgbhwhe man at the other
side of the room stood up and moved towards thblet Her nerves leapt in
terrified anticipation, although she never oncekbxbat him- He slowed as
he neared them, his eyes fixed on her averted fsldey laid down his
fork, staring at her in hard enquiry.

The tall, thin man paused beside their table, s d¢ixed on her.

For a few seconds longer Selina tried not to tunth l@ok at him, but his
insistence was unavoidable. At last she slowly mdaver head and their
eyes met.

Pulses were beating painfully at her throat andstwiler wide, terrified
eyes pleaded with him.

He bowed, his face expressionless. 'Good eveneld)e&§ he said calmly.
Without even looking at her companions he then rdasgay and left the
dining- room.

She looked down at her plate, her lips shaking. I®tesv that Ashley was
staring at her, and she did not need to look atthikmow the expression in
his grey eyes.

Renata Campbell was alert, picking up the tensidheatable. 'A friend of
yours, Mrs Dent?' she asked softly.

Selina forced herself to look up. A wide, mirthlessile moved her mouth.
‘Not exactly," she said huskily. 'l ... | met himce, years ago.’

"You obviously made a deep impression,’ Renatahkedigvith the tinkling
sound of ice.

'I'm not surprised," Mr Campbell said, smiling [flyaf 'His face is familiar.
What does he do, Mrs Dent? He isn't an actor,?dHeshas that sort of face.’

'He was rather dishy, in an austere sort of wagridga commented. She
looked sideways at Ashley, her long mouth curved teasing smile. 'If |
were on my honeymoon | think I'd resent the waystaged at Mrs Dent.



Underneath that unbending exterior | got the imgioes he fancied your
wife, Ashley.'

Selina was trying desperately not to let her eyestmshley's. She could
feel his insistent gaze in every nerve of her bdlyt when he spoke his
voice drawled calmly. 'If I got worked up about gwenan who looks at my
wife I'd be in a permanent lather,' he said.

Renata laughed. That's a very civilised attitua! not sure I'd like my
husband to be that complacent.’

Selina was not fooled by Ashley's light dismisdalhe subject. She could
feel the impact of his anger although their eyagenenet.

The waiter hovered to refill their glasses, and aoow the subject altered to
a discussion of the localscenery. The meal progtessremonially. Selina
managed to eat some of the food placed beforeaweare that lack of
appetite on her part would draw down comment. She gvateful to Renata
now for holding Ashley's attention. At least while was talking to the other
girl he was not watching her in that remorseleshitan, and she had time to
consider the cruelty of fate which had brought than here tonight.

The fact that he had not only recognised her, botembered her name,
appalled her.

He must have an incredible memory. Surely she mmage changed out of
all recognition in the years since they last me& e had known her at
once. As she had him, of course, but she had muehtey reason to

remember him in graphic detail, and to hate himeriban any man she had
ever met. The cold, probing cruel eyes, the slggiger on his pale mouth,
the beautiful remorseless voice were all bittedyniliar to her. She had

dreamt about him for years. For a moment, seeimggeross that room, she
had felt she was falling back into those hellisghtimares, and perspiration
had broken out along her spine.

They finished their meal at last and Mr Campbelhgked at his watch. 'Now
| realise you two have already spent a great deaim@ on us, but I'd be
grateful if you have a last drink with us beforaiyeave.'



Ashley sounded tense as he replied. 'That's vexy & you, but..

Renata broke in swiftly, 'Oh, please, you canyegd The night's still young
and they have a marvellous band in the Grotto Rddrare's absolutely no
one to dance with me and | was hoping you wouldtw@dance for a little
while.'

Selina risked glancing at them, and saw Ashleyrgjatown into the other
girl's wide, appealing blue eyes. A faint smilevad his hard mouth. 'How
can | resist such an invitation?'

Absurdly, Selina was torn between jealousy ancehrfg of relief. She was
not looking forward to being alone with Ashley. Hjsestions would be
unavoidable and she did not want to talk aboutstinenger who was so
familiar to her.

The Grotto Room was octagonal in shape, lined thighsame white leather
couches as the bar, but with the centre of the rdeared for dancing and a
raised dais at one end on which a small group dficrans were playing

rhythmically. Half a dozen couples were dancing, fnost of the couches
were occupied with people drinking.

They found a table and sat down. Mr Campbell clilckis finger and thumb
towards the circulating waiter and he hurried oRenata stood up again,
saying, 'Order for us, Daddy,' and her hand pudiedshley. 'Let's dance,’
she said frankly, her eyes full of warm invitation.

Selina resented the way she slid into Ashley's antsmoved away with
him, her slim body curved against him, the goldeadhclose to his cheek.
Over her shoulder Ashley stared back at Selinal&@ied away, her lashes
resting on her brown skin.

"You mustn't mind Renata,' said Mr Campbell, &litthcomfortably. 'She's
spoilt, I guess, but she doesn't mean any harmjusSheaturally flirts with
any good-looking man she meets.' His eyes weregpbt. 'lIt doesn't mean
a thing!'

'Of course not," Selina said quietly, forcing aifgosmile.



Their drinks arrived and she sipped at hers, watrthe band rather than do
what she wanted to do, which was watch Ashley. \8teld not give him
that satisfaction. If he wanted to punish her bstifig with Renata she
would make sure he never caught a look of jealau$yer eyes.

Mr Campbell was talking about the hotel businemsghing as he described
his latest venture, and Selina listened courtegglymind only partially on
what he said.

The music ended and Ashley and Renata returndtettable to claim their
drinks. Renata was flushed and smiling, obviousgll wleased with her
dance. 'You dance better than any man | ever smetfold Ashley, her hand
resting on his thigh.

Selina could not help staring at that slim browndaHer glance lifted to
Ashley's face and met the narrowed gaze of thegyey. He made no effort
to move away, or to dislodge Renata's hand frontelgis

The music struck up again and Renata put downlhss gstanding up with
glowing eyes. 'Shall we?'

'‘Renata!" Mr Campbell looked shocked. 'Ashley'sewifay want to dance
this one.'

Renata's lower lip pouted. Her eyes looked at Selith acute dislike. But
at that instant a newcomer appeared beside the taiblface guarded as he
looked down at Selina.

'May | have this dance?'

Her whole body tensed as if at a blow. She lookéuina helplessly, longing
to refuse yet not daring to do so. Slowly she st@o@nd walked with him
to the dance floor.

As his arm slid round her waist she shivered, cauga nightmare terror.

He looked down at her, his other hand taking hé&msn't look at me like
that,' he said in that beautiful, cold voice. 'bitnhow you must view me,



but I've wanted to see you again for years toytmll how sorry | was to have
to treat you the way | did.’

She was somehow moving with him, her body autorabyi¢ollowing his
smooth movements, Tensely, her voice hoarse, stie'Aee you actually
apologising to me, Sir Daniel?"

'Yes,' he said gently. 'And trying to explain. &iswhe obvious ... indeed, the
only line of defence ... and | think you must haealised that my client

himself put it forward most strongly. | was notesuwvhether he was telling

the truth at first. | kept an open mind.’'

'l was only sixteen,' she cried mutedly, her greges blazing at him. 'How
could you believe such a wicked lie!

He smiled wryly. 'My dear young lady, age was naghto do with it.
Adolescent girls are notoriously provocative. Itsygssible he was telling
the truth. That was all | needed to know. In ortterepresent my client
adequately | had to destroy your evidence.'

"You nearly destroyed me,' she said bitterly.

Their whispered conversation was so intense, sdienab, that the other
dancers were glancing at them curiously, and shéée cheeks burn as
suddenly she met Ashley's icy, watchful gaze froievafeet away. He was
dancing with Renata again, their bodies movinglase harmony, but she
guessed that he had been observing her and haeep&st some time. Had
he overheard their words? Did he know who Sir Dlamgs? He had read a
report of the trial, she remem-bered, and mighalt&ir Daniel's name as
defence counsel.

Looking down at her, Sir Daniel said gently, 'By #nd of the trial | knew
you were innocent, my dear. It was quite obviousnty as it was to the

jury.’

Selina looked back at him, her eyes filled withitigare memories. 'Have
you any idea what that did to me? Those staring ey¢he curiosity ... the
endless questions? | felt ..." Her voice broke sifgking.



'‘As though I'd raped you publicly?' he asked guietl

Hot colour ran into her face, and she stared upmat starting. 'Yes,' she
whispered hoarsely, trembling.

He had steered her to the edge of the dance fMmw. he put an anxious
hand under her arm and helped her through a dimnang into a quiet
corner of the lounge. Most of the guests were eitiiéng or dancing. The
lounge was empty. Sir Daniel gently pressed herantorner of a couch in
an alcove and sat down beside her, his thin haslsg on his knees.

Selina closed her eyes, leaning back against thde upholstery. Her
mind was in echoing confusion. After a while Sirr&'s quiet presence
was recalled to her and she opened her eyes t@atdok. He was watching
her carefully, his face concerned.

'l understand, you know," he said, smiling sliglatyher. 'Did you imagine
yours was the first such case | had ever handledhélast, indeed? The
reason | remember you is chiefly because of yotraexdinary beauty, and
your tragic circumstances ... your mother's deathiog so soon after the
trial, the way that beast had beaten both you awd lgrother.'

'He was vile," she said hoarsely. '"Why did you talkecase?'

He shrugged. 'l can't choose my clients on a patdmsis. | dislike most of
them, indeed. When | defend a murderer, do yolkthdo it because | like
him, or necessatrily believe in him?'

'Why do you defend such people?’ she asked angrily.

'‘Because they have the same rights under the lamyd®dy else,’ he told
her calmly. They have to be defended. As my cBergipresentative | am
speaking on his behalf. | plead the case he wisteeto offer the court. If
my client rejects my advice | am helpless, singedhly his voice.'

'You make it sound very plausible,’ she said, anigegause he had
impressed her with his argument when she had wantédte him as she
had hated him for years.



He smiled at her, and she had the strangest semsdtihat smile, as though
he had the ability to read her mind and sense dugrychange of mood or
feeling. He had such a quiet, restrained mannapeéking. It contrasted
oddly with his cold, driving savagery in the coodm. He was almost two
separate, quite distinct personalities in one bddys gentle, civilised
man—a and the cruel, silver-tongued sadist who had wddpiper with his
tongue and left her defenceless and humiliatecbimt of a courtroom full of
people.

'I've hated you for years," she said abruptly.

The pale blue eyes showed no flicker of surprissdgined you would do,'

he said softly. 'Your eyes were very revealindghatttme. You make a good
hater, Selina. | looked for you after the trial—amted to apologise.' He
smiled oddly. 'It was the first time I'd ever bgmrsonally concerned in that
way. | surprised myself. | found that your mothadhdied and you had
vanished, taking your little brother with you. Holid you manage to live? |
worried about you for a long time.'

She sighed, her face filled with poignant thoughtiriend helped us ... he
owned a nightclub and he gave me a job."’

Sir Daniel's brows drew together in a forbiddingeli which was
unpleasantly familiar. 'l see," he said thinly.

Her green eyes mocked him. 'You're jumping to assiohs, Sir Daniel.'

For a moment his face was expressionless, thearanaiig smile suddenly
warmed the cold, austere features. 'I'm very relielo hear it, Selina. You
see, remembering your circumstances and your agnézaks, | feared at
the time that you might come to grief in a way lulbhave regretted very
much.’

She was amused by his careful phrasing. "You tholdybecome a scarlet
woman, Sir Daniel?’

A flicker of amusement passed over his face. 'Sbimgtlike that. What
actually became of you?'



'l became a singer,' she said. 'But now I'm married

He leaned back, looking at her closely. 'Whichlef two gentlemen you
were with tonight is your husband?'

She lowered her eyes, her lashes sweeping herrtehdek. 'Guess, Sir
Daniel,' she invited teasingly.

‘I hope it's not-the gentleman who could give mre fjears," he said drily.
It isn't,’ she said, smiling at him through heshles.

He leaned towards her, his eyes fixed on her f@asé&range glinting light in
the pale cold eyes. 'You're even lovelier thanrhember,’ he said, his
beautiful voice like smoke, whispering insidiousBixe never been able to
get your face out of my head, Selina. You've halime for years. | knew in
my bones that one day you would walk back into ifey The only thing |
regret is that it's taken so long ..."

A movement beside them broke them both out of thenge quivering
trance which held them. Selina started, her slgrdmeen eyes widening in
shock.

Ashley was lounging there, his face enigmatic,greyy eyes riveted on her
face in a probing disection of her feelings whitte snstinctively tried to
elude by glancing down.

'If you're ready, Selina,' he said coldly, 'l thiitlk time we left. Come and
say goodnight to our hosts.' The tone was so cthifly she felt like running
away instead of standing up to face him, but sliertwaoption but to obey.

'Won't you introduce me to your husband, Selina®?' C&niel asked
courteously.

Staring at the floor she mumbled an introductiéshley, this is Sir Daniel
Ravern. Sir Daniel, my husband, Ashley Dent."



Sir Daniel's eyebrows lifted curiously. '‘Ashley D&nThe surprise in his
voice made Ashley's hard mouth tighten. He heldchauithin, finely shaped
hand. Slowly Ashley extended his own, his manngtialding. 'I've heard
of you, of course, Mr Dent," Sir Daniel said pdifte

'‘And I've heard of you,' returned Ashley, making statement sound like a
deadly insult.

Sir Daniel glanced at Selina, one brow flickerimgsilent enquiry. She
looked up, sensing his glance, and met his eydwutitcomment.

'I'm only here for a week," Sir Daniel said coolly.would give me great
pleasure if you would lunch with me one day.’

Ashley's lips parted to show cruel white teetm ‘Sure my wife would be
delighted to renew the acquaintance, but I'm afoaidtime is very limited.
We're flying home very shortly.’

She looked at him in astonishment. He did not apaeare of her surprise,
nor of her eyes on him.

Sir Daniel shrugged elegantly. His silvered fair ngas gleaming in the soft
lighting, making him look younger than his actuaays. He must be
forty-five, Selina realised, if not more, but heah frame and expensive,
well-cut clothes disguised his age.

Ashley moved away, a brief peremptory gesture ngpkirclear that he

expected her to follow him. She sensed that heswaangry that he could
not bear to touch her. Bending her head in weasignation, she turned to
go. Sir Daniel offered her his hand and after atfaesitation she held out
her own, and to her surprise and shock he liftéd itis mouth, kissing the
back of her hand with a Gallic gesture which seeargdely natural to him

despite his austere appearance.

She shivered at the touch of the cool mouth, pyllwer fingers away
involuntarily, and their eyes met.



Then she followed Ashley like a sleepwalker. Mr @@l and Renata
were at their table. The blonde girl's avid, cusiayes observed Selina
intently as she approached. Ashley made their falidwief, his face and
voice formally polite.

Selina dreaded the moment when they would be dtogether. She knew
he was going to ask questions and make cruelgbitmments. She could
sense it from his withdrawn manner, and the praspas unendurable. Sir
Daniel's unexpected appearance had thrown hetuntmil. His deliberate,

calculated attack on her in the courtroom had lseéorm of intellectual

assault she had not been capable of understandirggisting at the time,
but it had left her with an indelible impressiontom. She remembered
reading that the victims of torture sometimes failnmen erotic secret
relationship with their torturers, the more potémt being buried in the
mind. Her feelings towards the man whose cold, gavguestions had
degraded and insulted her had been complex aintlee Itlis face and voice
had haunted her dreams for years. She could nayalwemember her
dreams on waking, but she knew that the feelinghem had not been
entirely distasteful, and her angry reaction to bemn secret attraction
towards him had been a purely conscious emotione&# her conscious
mind her unconscious had fostered quite differealimgs.

She did not understand the twisted snake of hettienso She only knew
that some hidden part of her mind had respondexthexously to that
penetrating stare, those pale firm lips which coulter such cruel,
destructive words. She had hated him, as she told But she had been
deeply aware of him too, and she had to resolvertdsadue of old pain
before she could for ever, put her past behind her.

Ashley's silence as they drove back to the villes warelief. Selina had
dreaded an outburst of jealous questions, butadske drove in silence,
staring at the road, his face expressionless.

The villa was quiet and dark. Joanna would be athwith Amos and her
children, she reminded herself, as she followed&ysimto the building.

'l think I'll go straight to bed," she said, humbpausing in the corridor
outside the kitchen.



'l think not, my dear," Ashley said tersely, hisgersgripping her upper arm,
making her wince. 'We have some talking to do,tdau agree?'

He switched on the light in the kitchen and prageéher into the room. She
stood by the tables her head bent, in an attitdidenoinine weakness, the
slight body drooping, the hair tumbling across pla& fragile neck.

'Sir Daniel Ravern," Ashley said, dropping the nasykable by syllable.
"You've never mentioned him to me before.’

'He defended my stepfather,’ she said huskily.

'I'm aware of that. According to your testimonydanhat | read in the
newspaper, he crucified you in the witness box. téeight you let him
walk off with you without a protest. How much didwysee of him all those
years ago, Selina?'

She lifted her head wearily. 'Don't, Ashley I

He moved closer, his eyes contemptuous. 'Don't wAak for the truth? |
heard the last part of your intimate little tetéete. When he was admitting
that you'd haunted him for years, that he coulgkttyou out of his mind ...
what couldn't he forget, Selina? That he cross-a@xadnyou brutally?
Surely .not? There must have been some more imimatasion to
remember for him to be so obsessed by a sixteen-giekgirl.'

She looked at him with dislike and cold exhaustitviou wouldn't
understand if | explained.’

"Try me," he said hoarsely.

'No," she said simply. 'l can't begin to make yoderstand.’
'Why not?' His voice was bitter.

'‘Because | don't understand myself,’ she said.

He stared at her. "You don't imagine I'm goingevk it at that?'



She turned away. 'You'll have to," she said. 'loh talking about it any
more. I've had enough for one night.'

For a moment Ashley stood quite still where he was,face a mask of
conflicting emotions, then he followed her down tberridor to her
bedroom. Selina slipped inside and bolted the déehanged on it with his
fist-, his voice burning with rage.

'‘Let me in, Selina, or I'll smash it down!

'Do what you please,’ she said indifferently, giirig off her clothes without
taking any notice of the noise he was making, laisds pounding on the
door.

She walked naked into the shower and turned stamding under it briefly,
her flesh tingling under the cool water. Drippisge took a towel and began
to dry herself. Ashley had stopped banging on thar,dshe noted without
interest. She picked up the filmy drift of her nigiess and dropped it over
her head, then slid into bed. She was totally numbaring about Ashley's
whereabouts and feelings. She longed for sleep antralmost sensual
desire. She wanted total unconsciousness, escape Herself and the
tangled motives of her unwary emotions.

Her brain shut down completely. She relaxed, mswllend empty. And
sleep came.



CHAPTER SEVEN

She slept until almost midday in a sleep which alase to coma, so deep
that when she woke up at last her body was achitigtiae tension of long
hours of immobility and dreams she could not resalthe daylight but
which made her wince as she tried to remember them.

She showered again and dressed in white trousersadow, sleeveless
shirt. The villa was utterly silent. When she wartb the kitchen it was

spotless, but there was no sign of Joanna. Selatererself some coffee,
wondering where Ashley was, but feeling no imputstok for him.

When his step sounded behind her she visibly jungmedher whole body
stiffened as if in expectation of a blow.

'I'll have a cup of that coffee,' he said cooliftirsg down at the table.
She made no reply, but she poured him a cup andduo give it to him.

His grey eyes ruthlessly searched her face, séediglitale pallor, the dark
shadows under the green eyes, the trembling afvleet, curved mouth.

As she placed the cup on the table his hand shidbaake her wrist and
hold her, pulling her against his thigh. 'Now cornttes reckoning," he said
menacingly. 'If you thought you would escape itHiging in your room,
you were mistaken.’

'l was asleep,' she said, angrily aware of pleasutee hard muscled feel of
his thigh against hers.

'Now you were going to explain about Sir Daniel Bawvto me," he said
tightly.

'l was not going to do anything of the kind,’ sa&lsa hot flush staining her
cheeks.

'l think you will," he said between his teeth. 'Citave have to beat it out of
you?'



'Is force all men ever understand?' she cried Bngri

His grip tightened, wringing a low cry from herwant to know, Selina,' he
said. 'l intend to know. You might as well tell meonce. You ought to
know that my tenacity usually gets me what | warthie end.’

'However low you have to stoop to achieve your ¢t said scornfully.
His face darkened. 'Don't speak to me in that tone!

'What do you expect? You're bullying me. Let gou¥e hurting my wrist!'

For a moment he stared at her, a muscle jerkimgsicheek. Then he flung
her hand away with an angry, savage gesture.

Selina moved away and got her own cup of coffeledean and sipped it,
her lids half closed.

Ashley swore under his breath. 'Why won't youns? Do you want me to
put my own construction on the way you behavedragit?’

"You didn't exactly behave like an angel yoursslig¢ said.
'What's that supposed to mean?’
"You and Renata Campbell,’ she flung, her greea Bymg to flash at him.

He was still, his glance intent. 'Ah, Renata, &id softly. ‘Lovely, isn't she?
A golden rose.’

'‘And so easily plucked,' she said bitterly. 'Noharn in sight!'

He grinned, leaning back to survey her. 'Carefu}, darling, you sound
jealous again.’'

'Isn't that exactly what you wanted?' she askedrhyt



His eyes altered. A sweet, demanding smile caneetidm and her heart
missed a beat.

'‘Are you admitting you were jealous?' he askedysoft
She made no reply, her eyes held by his, theiresgion only too revealing.

Ashley put down his cup and stood up, drawing bener feet. His hands
bore down on her, pressing her close against himhands warm and
possessive against her back, their heat burniogigir the thin cotton shirt.
She sighed, too weary to prolong a struggle, abdhgited to his embrace,
leaning her forehead on his shoulder.

After a moment he tangled a hand in the wild remle dpair and pulled her
head back firmly, exposing her face to his seaghze.

'No fight left in you, my darling?' he asked unsliga

Submissively she lifted her mouth. He stared at trging to probe the
secrets in the shadowed green eyes. She was g@dttling, her body
passive against him, and a frown drew his browsttoay.

'Damn you,' he said raggedly. 'l don't want to mlake to a doll. What are
you thinking about?' Then, on a savage note objesl, 'Who are you
thinking about?’

'I'm not thinking at all," she said truthfully.

He swung her up into his arms. The dark face gldmudn at her. "Then I'll
have to make you think," he said tautly. 'And abuoat’

He carried her into the bedroom and laid her onlib@, as he had the
previous day, but this time Selina did not attemoptun away or struggle.

Limply passive, she watched as he put his han@ietshirt and undid the

buttons one by one, kissing her skin between eaehHdis hands slid under
to unhook her bra, sliding it down over her nakledusders, then she heard
his breath catch and he laid his dark head agaardireasts, his face turned
to nuzzle their smooth whiteness.



"Your skin is so white there, against the tan afryghoulders and arms,' he
said huskily. 'Selina, tell me you want me, tell yo& belong to me ...’

She sighed wrenchingly. ‘At the moment | want najHiut peace,’ she said
tremulously.

His angry muttered reply made her wince. He satwgb looked at her,
pushing a hand through his black hair. His faciakoles were tense. The
strong jaw was clenched as if to control some angggtion.

'l thought | hated it when you fought me like ajfriened animal,’ he said.
'‘But this is worse ... for God's sake, what's wramigh you?' Then,
inexorably, 'Is it Ravern? It is, isn't it? You dggd totally when you saw
him. You've been like this ever since. What wasveen you two?' He lifted
her in his hands, shaking her vigorously, her reldtgair tossing to and fro
against her bare shoulders. 'Tell me, damn you!niel’

'l don't know," Selina whispered weakly.

He stopped shaking her, staring down into her éye#i.me the truth.”l am
... Idon't know ... He was cruel to me and | hdted. But I've dreamt about
him ever since. When | saw him last night it wae lialling headlong back
into a nightmare.'

He frowned, watching her. "You find him attractivie@ asked coolly. 'Is that
it?'

Hot colour ran up under her skin. 'l ... | don'oln...'

‘There must be something," he said. 'l could fedleiween the two of
you—an invisible thread between you.'

"There's something so ... personal ... about baiogs-examined like that,'
she whispered. 'It... it's ...’

'Intimate?' he asked levelly.



She lowered her eyes, biting her lower lip, noddstightly. When she
glanced up, Ashley was watching her expressioniess eyes unreadable.

'When you dreamt about him," he said slowly, 'véhatctly did you dream?’

She had to look away again, shaking her head muteyhand lifted her
chin, holding her head so that she could not log&ya

'You dreamt he made love to you?'
She gasped, shaking, 'No!"

His eyes cruelly observed her, his face like sthe you sure, Selina?' he
asked in that level tone.

'l can't remember," she admitted. 'They were t@ngf dreams and | didn't
want to remember them.'

He sat up, his face turned away from her. She &k lon the pillow, her
eyes closed. Then his voice broke in upon her thisuggain.

‘Tell me the truth. Did you ever confuse him witbuy stepfather, in these
dreams? Was it sometimes him assaulting you?'

Selina moaned, her head turning from side to sidglént rejection of the
idea. Ashley placed a hand on either side of hadlaad leant over her, his
face close to her own, the grey eyes boring intpreading her thoughts.

'l knew there was more to it than you were prepacetell me,' he said
carefully. 'Well, there's one way of driving himtoof your head..." His
mouth came down hard, taking hers by storm, therstu¢hless drive of his
demand making her yield herself up, her lips pgrtialplessly. She gasped
at the savagery with which he kissed her, but des$wr weariness her body
awoke from its dormancy and pulses began to beadiiums in her throat
and wrists and body. His tongue tip touched hewningpinsidiously along
the dry line of her lips. Groaning, she let herdsamove round him, her
palms against his back.



Defdy he undid his own shirt and slid out of itliGe lay with half closed
lids, watching him submissively as he stripped. Whe came back to her
again it took him one minute to ignite the sensuaiger lying beneath the
surface of her mind. His coaxing, seductive kisspgmed as she came to
life under his expert hands, and their mouths masleder in exchanged,
equal passion.

As before, he began to cover her with those bligtit unsatisfying kisses,
tormenting and arousing her, until she was frantib pleasure, her slender
nakedness on fire, the low groans she uttered sogind her as if some
other creature made them.

Then he raised himself above her, his face strgrupde, his eyes blazing
with triumph. 'Say it now," he demanded thickly.

She did not need to ask what he wished her to saydigue was already
obeying him, moaning out her desire for him, murmyrhis name
passionately.

As he possessed her she caught her breath, theteekip in a weak sob of
sound which was more pleasure than pain. His maugtht on caressing
hers, and gradually a bitter tension wound up msker, tightening
unbearably until she thought she would go maddfdtnot stop.

Hardly knowing what she was saying, she told himwhnted him. 'l love
you, | love you,' she whispered in a dry, scar@lgible voice throbbing
with desire.

Her eyes were shut tight, her head thrown backgesiure of intolerable
excitement. She could feel the aching tension altweg jaws and
cheekbones, and when again he lifted his headte at her she knew what
he saw; the unmistakable mask of total desire, inkithg, frenzied,
feverish.

'Oh, God, you're so lovely," he said hoarsely.

'Don't stop,’ she begged, her mouth parted impibyin



His lips moved down to take her mouth again, beteas his kiss deepened
she felt the taut cord of her hunger snap, andfelhshuddering into an
abyss of endless satisfaction, taking him with Aegainst her mouth he
groaned out her name again and again, his breattigthmic and
guickening, his heart thudding against her as iédndd scarcely control it.

The silence afterwards had the quality of a sumafternoon, warm, lazy
and totally restful. Selina could feel every indhher own body in a new
way, conscious of muscle and skin, nerve and siewd most of all
conscious of Ashley's relaxed and heavy nakedngams her, his face
pillowed on the rise and fall of her breasts.

When at last he moved to sit up and look at hemsigeso shy she could not
meet his gaze.

'‘Now tell me you don't want me," he said, his tanexpectedly savage.

She opened her eyes at that, frowning. Surely leevkmow that she loved
him? She had told him so again and again while &&waking love to her.
Why was he so angry?

The dark face was filled with brooding as she lab&eit. 'All those years of
frustration," he said bleakly. 'Wanting you likdlzad driven mad because
| couldn't have you. | should have taken you messily, but instead you
kept me eating my heart out while you nursed yasire for revenge on the
whole male sex.'

'‘Ashley," she whispered, her eyes pleading with him

His eyes were contemptuous. 'Well, now the tableswned, my darling.
You want me and | know it now. You're going to day every hour of
misery you put me through. You're going to eat ybeart out with
frustration and desire. You'll have to learn to,gglina. I'll make you beg
every time.'

'‘Don't!" she exclaimed, wincing at the look in fege, the sound of his
voice.



'"You stripped me of every ounce of pride, do yowkrthat?' he asked
hoarsely. 'For three years | had a private deteatigtching you. Can you
imagine how that made me feel? If I'd had any pladel would have put
you out of my head and salved my hurt esteem waitmemne more
available, but I couldn't even do that. No womaokkx desirable to me. It
had to be you or nothing. When you rejected memade it impossible for
me to forget you. You knew that very well. That ast what you wanted,
wasn't it, my darling? It pleased you to think o€ ras consumed with
unsatisfied passion, didn't it? It was the reveymewanted.’

'‘No," she whispered. 'No!" Her face was utterlyteshiner eyes despairing.
His words made it plain that, desire her thougldide he also hated her.

'Oh, yes,' he said, the words grinding out betwsrteeth. 'You enjoyed
being the candle to my moth, Selina. You liked \watg me flame
helplessly against your brightness, unable to esoaget what | wanted."'

'Stop it, Ashley,' she moaned. 'How can you bagel2 When just now | ...

"You finally surrendered?' His voice was icy. 'Htasccurred to you yet, my
darling, that that has set me free?'

Her eyes stared at him, widening in pain and disbhéWhat do you mean?'

"You understand me very well,' he said drily. 'L g@dhat | wanted in the
end—I told you | always did. You finally wanted ras much as | wanted
you. Doesn't it seem logical that having had yosasfactorily | should no
longer want you?'

She closed her eyes to shut out the cruel masksdiabe. A swimming
sensation was creeping over her body. She gav# atssngled moan and
her limbs relaxed.

When she regained consciousness she was lying themeaheet, her cold
body growing slightly warmer. A movement beside bHezw her dazed
eyes. As she saw Ashley she winced, her lips sgakin



'You'd better stay in bed all day,' he told herligod¥ou're quite white. I've
got to go into town to see the Campbells. Joanhlacaine over to look
after you.'

Selina made no movement, uttered no sound, herstégaag at him dully.
He was a total stranger again, and she felt lost.

After waiting for some comment she never made,hnegged. 'I'll see you
later,' he said, moving out of the room.

She lay there staring at nothing, trying to dragsék out of the cold pit of

despair. Then gradually anger grew steadily ins&teHis bitter cruelty had

come as such a shock after what had precededeath&th to admit in all

justice that her own treatment of him in the pagihhexplain it, but she

could not excuse it. Ashley had treated her likeoman of the streets, his
attitude one of total hostility. He hated her. 3ia&l to face the fact. Her
abject surrender had completed the alienation #isé lpad begun. Between
them they had destroyed their love for each other.

But what did he mean to do? He had not been vesar cn the point. He had

said that she would have to beg for his love at,fthen he had said he didn't
even want her any more. Which was the truth? Weis thharriage at an end?

Had he gone to Renata Campbell tonight? Was hegoileave her?

The golden afternoon sun flooded across the femtyrically beautiful that
it made her tears rise again.

The telephone began to shrill beyond her room.H&laed Joanna answer it,
the low murmur of her voice. Slipping out of be@liBa put on her wrap
and went out to see who was calling, hoping wittigt it would be Ashley.

Joanna was just replacing the receiver. She tuamedlooked surprised
when she saw Selina standing there. 'Why, you'rekaw.. Mr Dent said
you wasgoin' to sleep all day.' Her eyes twinkleldney, you must be tired
out!’

Selina flushed at the amusement in the dark f&gbo'was that on the
phone?' she asked anxiously. 'Was it A— my husbBand?



'‘No, Mrs Dent, ma'am, it was a gentleman ... SmiBlassomething or other,
he called himself. | told him you was not to betutised, just like Mr Dent
said.’

'Oh!" Ashley had thought of everything, she thougtterly. He might not
want her any more, but he did not intend her tosespeak to Sir Daniel.
That streak of possessiveness ran deep.

Joanna eyed her reflectively. "You going back td, iddrs Dent?’

Selina shook her head. 'No, I'm going to get inydamkini and have a swim,
| think.'

Joanna chewed her lower lip. 'Mind if | pop backie? | was in the middle
of the ironing when Mr Dent asked me to come osad if you're feeling
better you may not be needing me.’

‘That's all right, Joanna. I'll be fine by myseffélina said quietly. She went
back into her bedroom and changed into her bikin@n wandered down to
the beach and stared across the blue sea withwéyels contemplated an
empty future. Kicking the fine soft sand with hard toes, she stood at the
water's edge, feeling the cool salty waves trickler her feet. She was half
tempted to walk out and never come back. Even invoest moments she
had never felt quite so desolate and lonely. Slikahaays had Roger to
worry about in the past. He had been the spar tchahe clung in the
shipwreck of her life. His need of her had kept#févat. However sick and
horrified she had been years ago she had knowhahéo look after him.
and it had been his desperate need which had $&vdbm falling totally
beyond hope. Now Roger was an adult and far away frer, and she had
no living human being to care for, no one who ndeatewanted her.

The blue sea stretched to the edge of the horimosty in its furthest

reaches, with the late afternoon sun a blurred ggoldoin wrapped in

opalescent wraiths of cloud. It was exquisite, &umpty, and echoed her
own feeling poignantly.

What was Ashley doing now? Making love to Renatanfizell? Teasing
her, flirting with her, dancing with her?



She turned restlessly, to twist her mind away feuth thoughts, and found
herself under silent observation.

Sir Daniel Ravern stood a little way up the bedobking curiously out of
place in this setting, his lightweight dusty whstdt flawlessly pressed, the
creases knife-edged. The wind lifted his silvery feir with a caressing
motion. His face was as austere and remote adubesba.

He moved down towards her slowly. 'l had the masibts feeling, while |
watched you, Selina,’ he said as he joined hegyotlthe idea you were
thinking of killing yourself.’

It was typical of him that he should speak so Blurthe smiled drily at
him. 'l was,' she said, equally direct.

The cold eyes surveyed her again, very intentiynyw
She shrugged, her slender shoulders lifted in &lesp gesture. There was
no point in trying to explain.He glanced around fi®ach. 'A paradise,' he

said. 'Where is the serpent, Eve? Is it myself?'

She couldn't help smiling, although the smile wasamy. 'No, Sir Daniel.
Don't ask me any more of your clever questions—s@ea

'No cross-examinations?' His tone was as dry aswer'l rang you earlier,
but your maid said you were asleep. But | saw ymsband swimming in
the hotel pool with Miss Campbell, so | deduced that it would be quite
safe for me to come out here to see you.'

'We have nothing to say to each other, Sir Daniel.'

'Possibly not," he said in his beautiful clear eoitthink we had a time and
place, but we missed it.'

Her eyes widened as she stared at him. What o e@te mean?

His mouth twisted wryly. "'When you were sixteendsathirty-six," he said.
'l was on my way to getting my silk. | was a Q.Qen | was forty. | never



had much time for women. Not that | didn't enjogitlcompany, or desire
them occasionally, but | didn't wish to waste mgrgly in amatory pursuits
when | had a career to build. I'm not trying to $dgll in love with you
during those days in court, but | never quite gt gut of my head. You had
an unusual purity of feature, a vulnerability, whidound moving.’

She flushed. 'Thank you.' The dry tone with whiehplaid the compliment
was touching.

'Had you been older, or | younger, | would have hef stone unturned to
find you," he said casually. 'As it was | was lgaHteful that you were lost to
me. You would have been a distraction | couldritrat’

Selina laughed, her slanting green eyes fillindwaitnusement. 'l think you
mean it as a compliment!

He smiled, the cold eyes lighting up. 'If you kneve better you would
know | do. Anyway, the chance was lost. But nowahimo tell you just one
thing ... if you ever need me, come to me. Youritlfmy address in the
telephone book. Don't be put off by my housekedpeave your name and
where | can find you. If | can ever be of any dssise whatever, | shall be

very happy.'

‘Thank you," she said, indescribably touched nowe Boked at his face
curiously. 'What makes you think | may need sudpMe

He looked away across the blue sea. 'The way ymdghere just now, like
a lost and desolate child ... and the way your andlspoke to you last
night.' He held up one thin, finely shaped handntvI ask no questions. If
you wish to confide in me, | shall listen, but Indowant you to think I'm

prying, merely that I'm there if you should need'me

She nodded, her red-gold hair blowing in the wintaware that her face
had a soft sadness which made her look both vidleeeand lost.

Staring across the sea, she said huskily, 'l wsdeam about you for years.'



He stood very still for a while. Then he said ggnilhat's quite a common
experience, I'm told. Psychiatrists say that itie tunconscious mind
attempting to make sense of an otherwise unacdepaperience.'

Selina turned her head in quick surprise, herllaiwing across his lips in a
scented golden strand. 'You mean it happens to pdaple?'

He smiled. 'So I'm given to understand. It hasstime sort of reasoning
behind it as the transfer of affection to a docharing the time he's treating
a patient. The intimate relationship involved safs a pseudo-sexual
response. Patients and legal clients both tendltonf love with the men

they're dealing with.'

She laughed, flushing. 'l see.’

He smiled again, wryly. 'I'm being totally honesgainst my own interests,
Selina. | would like to let you imagine your dreaaisne were unique and
very real. | would like to believe you remember @ clearly and as
pleasantly as | remember you. But honesty forcestonéell you the
opposite. You were very young, your mind was ptdistic. You received a
distinct impression from me ... and it clung omdafter it would otherwise
have faded. If you'd met me five years later ireottircumstances it would
probably have left you totally untouched.’

She smiled at him. 'You have such a clear, logiwald, Sir Daniel. Thank
you.'

He grimaced. 'Please, don't thank me for anyth¥fogi've cost me a lot of
sleepless nights. | bitterly regret having takeat ttase, never more so than
now.'

She looked down. 'Thank you." She looked at hirmflzeneath her long
lashes. 'If we're being honest, | must tell yout tiry dreams weren't
pleasant.’

He looked at her shrewdly. 'Nightmares, you mean?’

'Sometimes.'



'And other times?'

Selina lifted her lashes slowly and the green esyaded at him. 'l think
you've already guessed the answer to that.'

He flushed deeply and his face betrayed a suddeartanty. Then he
moved away abruptly. ‘Goodbye, Selina ... remembgou need me, come
to see me.’

'‘Goodbye, Sir Daniel,’ she said gently, knowingsbeld never go to him.

He paused, looking back at her, his face slightstfwl. Then he came back,
his skin reddened. He put a hand lightly underchén, turning up her face,
and bent forward. She did not move away. The Kkisss wentle,
undemanding, more of a farewell than a kiss ofipass

She watched him walk away up the beach, his shiosgson the fine sand.
Then she turned and ran into the water and swanmmtmuthe blue, suntinted
water, diving like a dolphin and turning head okeels, or drifting lazily in
the warm and buoyant waves. The sun slowly sankdiarthe horizon and
with a rush it was dark. The fine steely tips @rstglittered in the purple
mantle of the sky. Selina drifted about, her arrabbling at the water,
staring up at them, reluctant to go back into tha.\Out here she felt free of
all the angry, tangled emotions of her life. Sheldstay out here for ever,
she told herself. She would never come out of &ae s

If I were a mermaid, she told herself idly, | woulddmb my hair with a
golden comb and sit on a rock luring sailors tartdleom. Mermaids had no
hearts. They could not feel as humans did. Theysjwam in and out with
the tide, like living seaweed, experiencing lifélvaiut being hurt, and their
voices were unearthly and alluring.

Dimly at the back of her mind she knew she wasgdolishly. She felt
delirious, as though she were touched by fever. tHeughts wandered
vaguely.



It hurt too much to think. This was much betteis thzy emptiness of mind
and body. I've committed myself to the deep, sieeaaud to the stars and
the dark rolling waters, and laughed.

Then across the sea and die distant, pale sands Aahtey's voice, filled
with anger and panic and shaking anxiety.

'‘Selina ... Selina ... for God's sake!'

She could see him as the waves lifted her on al ®kearm water. He
stood holding her towel in his hands, his whitetslnvague blur, staring out
towards her. Then he threw down the towel andstheclding his clothes as
he went.

She dimly heard the splash as he hit the sea. yé=r lead closed now and
she was conscious of a growing desire to let hiesggt down, down into
the warm enveloping waves. Of my bones are coralenshe murmured
through lips which felt swollen and shapeless.

Ashley's voice drifted to her again, but the ragtgat in his tones barely
penetrated her tired brain. Salt was lapping geattlyer lips. She made no
attempt to swim towards him. In fact, she felt agrg resentment that he
should disturb the soft shrouding peace which wagiing her with his
human panic and cries of pain.

When he reached her she was totally pliant, hes slyat, the wet red-gold
hair trailing on the water like some tropic weed.

Ashley took her round the shoulders and beganitdtr towards the beach
with an urgency which increased as he waded ugdhd, dragging her, a
dead weight, after him.

His violence brought her out of her safe tranceigbing and spluttering,
salt water streamed out of her nostrils and mopthnful, degrading,
humiliating.

Weeping, she lay on her stomach, arms outstretaseldnp as a drowned
doll.



Ashley lifted her into his arms, pushing back thieky wet hair with an
ungentle hand. His hand slapped her across hehtadeand her eyes flew
open. She moaned protestingly.

Why ...

His dark face bent over with hot flame sparkingrirbis eyes. 'You little
bitch, did you think I'd let you escape from mereuedeath? | would have
followed you and found you even if I'd had to hyati through the halls of
hell. Do you understand?' His mouth violated hee ssalty lips, kissing her
with a desperation which awoke her at last intealisation of where they
were and what had happened.

As he drew back his head she looked at him sagllystin her eyes. 'Don't
hurt me any more, Ashley. Please, don't hurt menaone ...'

He looked at her in silence, his face white. Thé&h wsound like a moan he
lifted her in his arms and began to walk up thecheaith her clutched
against his naked chest.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE following morning she was up before the terraces Waoded with
golden morning light. She had slept lightly, henchunable to stop turning
round and round within the confines of an inesclphliure, seeking some
way of escape. She could not bear the prospeciviolylwith Ashley,
knowing he hated her, yet she could not face tha af leaving him again.
She was chained, the prisoner of her love for Meronly escape route had
been tried, and she had failed. Ashley had clokat door to her in the
future; she knew she would never again try to wlierder to get away from
him. There had been an element in his angry voiluetwhad got home to
her. His threat of following her even beyond ddst made her shiver with
fear, believing him. He had meant it. His desirerfvenge was powerful
enough to encompass his own death in order to pineis and she knew she
could never bear to think that* she might be theseaof Ashley's death. She
would have to stay here, bearing the full load «f hatred, and the
realisation was terrifying.

She made herself coffee and found some fruitpgittin the terrace in the
first brightness of morning to stare out acrossghelen to the distant blue
of the sea. The mist hung heavily out across thenvshimmering like shot
silk, its pearly wreaths troubled by the blue antigf the morning.

A white sail moved lazily out from the coast. Salsaw a boy moving on
the deck, his orange life-jacket a splash of bragiour.

A footstep on the terrace floor made her stiffemt $he did not turn her
head. Ashley sat down beside her, his eyes fixdaeomlear profile.

'‘Good morning,' he said warrily.

She turned her head then, her eyes veiled by Fedr bnight lashes. 'Good
morning,' she said in a voice as cool as the mgrmiist.

His mouth tightened. 'How do you feel this morningf?e question was not
idle, she could see that. Last night they had saitling to each other after
their return to the villa. He had carried her i@ room, while Joanna
clucked and exclaimed anxiously around them, anoldsher on the carpet,



shivering weakly, while Ashley stripped off her inik ignoring her faint
moaned protest. His hands had been rough as htetanighoroughly with a
warm towel. Glancing at him just once she had $eereatures taut with
rage and had known that he kept his lips tightlytsb bite back what he
wanted to say to her. He had dropped her nightdreses her head and
pushed her into bed, drawing a warm coverlet oeestill shivering body.
Then he had left the room without a backward gladoanna had tiptoed in
with a cup of hot milk five minutes later. Selinagkv Ashley had ordered it
for her, just as she knew who had told Joannaitg lbver two aspirin to take
with it. Obedient as a child, she had taken ths pihd drunk the milk. Then
she had lain in the darkness wishing she had diethahe warm, soothing
sea.

Now she said to him quietly, 'I'm fine, Ashley.’

His eyes probed her face, trying to find some chmkhe defences she
erected against him.

She was very pale, and there were shadows undgrélea eyes, but her
expression was calm and remote.

As if the remoteness angered him, he said bitidg¥gll, that's reassuring.
You tried to Kill yourself last night, but this mong you're fine! Have you
any idea how | felt, coming back to find you miggimnd Joanna totally
unaware of your whereabouts?'

'She knew I'd gone down to the beach,' she prateste

'Oh, she knew that—hours before, she told me. $b&t'done off home and
left you there, despite my instructions to hereefxan eye on you I'

'It wasn't Joanna's fault,’ she interrupted. 'Siterio idea ..

'No," he jumped in tightly, 'how could she susykat a girl who was on her
honeymoon might try such a stupid, cowardly trick?"

Selina flushed at that, her eyes dropping to thketd'm sorry ..



'Sorry?' The fury in his voice was like a whiplaStou're sorry, are you?
You're going to be a great deal sorrier, believé me

'‘Something else for you to add to your long lisgaEvances against me,
Ashley?' she said bitterly.

He drew a shaky breath. 'l ought to wring your hleck

'Why don't you?' Her eyes flew upwards to defy Hltrwould save us both
a lot of trouble.’

His grey eyes savaged her, his lips drawn back fristeeth. 'l can think of
more satisfactory ways of punishing you,' he sigjlallty.

'‘Why didn't you leave me out there?' she demaraiggkdly. '"Why force me
to come back to this?'

'‘Because you aren't wriggling out of things thailgamy darling,’ he said,
his voice biting. 'l want you under my eyes.'

'So you can watch me suffer, Ashley?"

That's right," he snapped. 'l want to see youptdpn the same hell you
consigned me to for three years!

'‘And after three years do | get a parole?' shedalske with a cold smile.
His hand snaked out to catch her by the upper hisrfjnger tips digging
into her so hard she knew she would have bruisgs tiext day. 'No parole,’

he said between his teeth. 'The sentence is EHnd'

She swayed, her face quite white, and stood uplegsibse with her, still
holding her, his eyes fixed on her face.

'What was Ravern doing here last night?' he denthafler a moment.

She blinked, looking up at him through her lasHaaniel?'



His mouth hardened. 'Oh, we reached Christian ndasesight, did we?'
She shrugged indifferently. 'He came to tell me stbrimg.'
'What?'

"That if | ever needed him | only had to ask,’ shiel, knowing perfectly well
that it would infuriate him, and not caring.

'Was that before or after he kissed you?' Ashleyaideled.

Her pallor was lost in a wash of bright pink. Sbeked at him, her eyes
wide in surprise. 'How ..

'‘Amos told me," he said grimly. 'He saw you onlibach with a man. When
| got back and started looking for you, Amos memie having seen yo.u.
His description fitted Ravern to a T.' His smilesmanpleasant. 'lt was
charming to be informed by Amos that my wife haérenaking love on
the beach with a complete stranger!

She sighed, 'Amos exaggerated. Sir Daniel kissedanelightly, just once
... a brotherly kiss. You wouldn'l have objecteglafi'd been there.'

'Do you want to bet?'

'Dog in the manger, Ashley?' she asked lightlyintyto get the discussion
back off what she felt to be dangerous ground.

His rage was terrifying. He shook her angrily, hends on her slender
shoulders. 'You belong to me. No other man is &véwuch you again. And
you needn't consider Ravern's suggestion ... ifryauaway to him I'll find
you if | have to tear London apart. There's nowherthis world you can
hide from me, Selina."All this for revenge?' stekeal, watching him
through her lashes.

That's right," he said flatly. 'l want to watchuyliving with the knowledge
that you can't have what you want ... and you dotwze, Selina, we both
know that, don't we? | want to see you go insarth fustration, as | did.



You're going to think about me night and day wil're frantic.' His hands
drew her nearer, and she tensed, unable to resistAim desire for the touch
of his body against her. As she helplessly liftedtread his mouth lowered.
A long sigh of hunger drifted from her parting liptis mouth poised above
hers, he watched her relentlessly, his eyes féraght.

Slowly his mouth came down. Her lids fell. Her aronsved round his neck
and she whispered his name. 'Darling, oh, darling .

The fleeting brush of his kiss sent fever burnitang her veins. She stood
on tiptoe to pull him back towards her, curving d&f against him,
breathing so fast her face became suffused witbucol

But he withdrew inexorably, and when at last shenggl her eyes in a chill
of disappointment, his smile was cruelly triumphant

"You see what | mean?' he mocked. He took her handsinwound them
from their clinging grasp of his neck, pushing desay. 'Go and change into
your bikini," he commanded. 'We're going on thechéa

In her bedroom she wept, crouched on the bed.sAtslae washed her face
and changed into her bikini, then went out to jashley. He had changed
too, and was wearing his swimming trunks. She cawtdavoid a swift,
desirous glance at the hard brown body walkingdeelser, even though she
knew that, with his sixth sense where she was ¢arde he was at once
aware of her feelings, and mocking them silentlghviiis sidelong glance.

They sunbathed and ate, swam and rested in thergeai the rest of their
honeymoon. The long, sunny days were not so hamakty Selina thought,
but the warm tropical nights were unbearable. $ksetd restlessly in her
bed, unable to stop thinking about Ashley, and ddr&dows deepened
under her eyes. Each morning he would inspect hee fwith those

merciless cold eyes, as if each new shadow onknemgere welcome to

him.

Although she tried to keep away from him there weravoidable moments
of bodily contact, and she knew that each timetaese awareness was



perfectly comprehended by him, and pleased hinwéldd give her a brief
mocking look, his dark brows lifting in silent conemnt.

Once he forced her to dance with him after dinher, slender body held
tightly against him in a contact half heavenly fhadolerable. Deliberately
his hand moved over her back and she could nogss@ trembling sigh of
pleasure. She felt his mouth harden into that cpahted smile, and drew
away from him at once, only to be pulled back witha word, her body
yielding to the hard pressure of his hand.

The days seemed endless to her. She could nofawdite holiday to end.
Beautiful, paradisal though this place was she di@vays remember it
with pain.

On their last evening Ashley again demanded thadsimce with him after
dinner. Joanna had gone andthe silence in the wala eating at Selina's
nervous awareness of him. They circled to the mumsgilence, her head
close to his shoulder, her cheek almost touchiaghirt. She could feel the
warmth of his skin through the thin material arsidden desperate desire to
press her open mouth against him grew in her, ngakém stumble over his
feet.

'What's wrong?' he asked mockingly, looking dowheat
'l must be tired,' she stammered. 'l think I'lltgdoed.’
'l don't think so,' he said indifferently. 'l waydu to dance with me."’

'For God's sake, Ashley," she burst out, then stppeeing the sardonic
light in his eyes sparkle at her.

Stiffening, she pulled out of his arms and movesatals the door, but he
was behind her before she got far, his grip comnmgndPulling her back

against him, he lowered his cheek against herdigsisoftly brushing her

ear. 'What do you want, Selina? Say it!' Despitestreiggle, he turned her
round to face him, his hands slowly stroking heckband waist until she
was too weak to protest. He lifted her chin witke dvand, smiling coldly at
her. 'Is this what you want?' he asked, his moudking nearer.



'Yes,' she moaned, her eyes unable to move frotmettee firm outline of his
lips, the implicit sexual promise of their touchdose at last.

This time the kiss was not a brief, tantalisingdouHis mouth possessed
her, sending her up in flames, and she groanedirngpolhe back of his head
to keep him there, her response an abject andradsurrender.

Suddenly he pulled away, his face dark red, hiathreg so uneven that she
knew she had not imagined the way his heart hadrbegrace against her
as the kiss deepened.

He looked at her savagely, his mouth snarling witloword, then turned
and left the room.

Selina stood there, shaking, with a deep sensatisfaction growing inside
her. Ashley might hate her, but his desire for et not vanished, despite
what he said; that much she knew for certain ndve. Sispected he had not
meant to kiss her like that. He had been carrieaydwy his own emotions.
The realisation was comforting, giving her a newpdéor the future which
carried her buoyantly through the remaining hotaithe villa.

Selina was sorry to say goodbye to Joanna, whdéeoime something of a
friend during the last few days, but she had brolgh a present on their
final visit to the town—a gay yellow silk scarf vahi Joanna seemed very
pleased with when Selina gave it to her.

The flight back to London was quiet. Ashley seerabdorbed in his own
thoughts, hardly aware of her. She flipped throtlgh magazines he had
bought her and stared out of the window at thedsahrough which they
flew before soaring up into the bright blue leviebae them.

London looked grey and chilly. It was raining agthdrove through the
crowded streets. Selina shivered in her lightwetgdt, remembering the
halcyon blue of the island with regret.

Ashley's flat was a penthouse overlooking one efrtyal parks. He stood
in the teak-floored drawing-room, swinging the keyind on his brown
finger, watching her as she looked shyly arounddloen.



'l thought we'd eat out tonight,' he said abrupBwut this afternoon | must
call at the office to see what mail is waiting fae. I'll only be gone for a
few hours. Can you amuse yourself here while I'ny&@NV

'l could go shopping,' she said. 'l need a few kthelgs.'

'‘No." His dissent was categoric. 'Stay here.'

Her eyes lifted angrily to his face. 'Am | a prisopAshley?’

His mouth moved in a taut smile. 'Yes,' he saidati't trust you out of my
sight. Don't try to leave, because Stow will hawers to stop you.'

Stow had been hovering in the wide hall when theled. A large bald
man with a shuttered face, he had inspected Sélirdly as he was
introduced to her. Her offered hand had been ighomeaking her feel
foolish. Ashley had described him as his 'Jack bftrades': butler,
chauffeur, valet, handyman, willing to turn his Haa anything that offered.
'So Stow is my jailer?' she asked him now.

‘You've hit the nail on the head," Ashley retortedlly.

'Are you sure you can trust him with me?' she askaektly.

Ashley's hard flush showed that she had hit hegyetabut the dangerous
look of the grey eyes made her wish she had heltbhgue.

'Stow dislikes women," he said bitingly. 'l shoutdry your charms on him,
Selina. He's immune.'

'Like master, like servant?' she muttered.

His fingers bit into her soft chin, raising her de@re you trying to provoke
me, my darling?' he asked silkily.

Her tongue tip caressed her dry lips. 'Would | @asbe asked, aware of the
way he watched her slight movement.



'Don't do that,' he said with sudden harshness.

She knew in every nerve of her body that he watdddss her, to lay his
mouth along the line recently touched by her tonglez heart began to race
and she lifted her eyes to his face, probing hession.

He pushed her away and turned towards the ddbbe'ljone for two hours
or so,' he said flatly, slamming out of the room.

She began to explore the flat, enchanted by therparc view and the
warmth and light which filtered through the widendows. There were
three bedrooms, all of them spacious and beautifuthished in a modern
Scandinavian style, with light, polished woods adidcreetly shaded
curtains and carpets. In the kitchen she found Stmwing about with a
large blue and white striped apron shrouding hislypéorm. He looked at
her expressionlessly as she entered the room.

'‘Can | help you, Mrs Dent?' His voice was calm,itpobnd utterly
indifferent.

She had no intention of testing out Ashley's statarnthat Stow would stop
her from leaving the flat. She did not want to brim stranger into their
armed struggle.

'l was just exploring,’ she explained. She lookemlad the kitchen with
delight. 'What a beautifully equipped room! Whétat? An oven?'

'Yes, madam,' Stow nodded. 'Micro-wave.'

'‘Good heavens! They're supposed to cook things wyengkly, aren't
they?'He nodded again. 'Very useful for heatingdrofood," he said.

Selina prowled around, looking at the large dishheasthe deep-freeze
cabinet which took up one corner, the washing nmechind electric press
and all the other expensive and elaborate machimgrigh had been
installed.



‘It must make it easy to run the flat,’ she commenthinking that she could
do Stow's work herself.

As if he had read her thoughts Stow's face clogedvies, madam,' he said
succinctly.

"You keep it looking very spick and span,’ shereffie hoping to propitiate
him.

‘Thank you, madam,' he said politely and with uttddness.

She opened a cupboard and glanced at the contieesturned to look at
him appealingly. ‘Are you very busy, Stow?'

'l am preparing the dinner, madam,' he returnedlgve

'Oh!" She looked at him in surprise. 'Mr Dent ssochething about going out
tonight.'

Stow's face stiffened. 'Indeed, madam? He did mwition that to me. | have
cooked cog au vin. | was just about to preparddahmn mousse to follow
it..." The cool voice was faintly touched with dist irritation.

'Oh, what a pity," she said softly. 'l love moussewonder if | can persuade
him to change his mind and stay in after all? Tight was rather tiring and
| would prefer to eat at home.'

Stow looked at her briefly, his fish-like eyes abhbuman. 'Would you like
a cup of tea, madam?"

'Oh, thank you, Stow, that would be lovely," shie searmly.
He coughed and looked away, apparently taken dipatlike smile she gave
him. 'l—er—have some chocolate cake, if you woutdlecfor a slice,

madam.'

'Home-made, Stow?' she asked eagerly.



'I made it myself, madam,' he admitted.

'I'd love some,' she said. 'l adore chocolate dakesomehow | can never
get the chocolate icing to be as smooth as it shiog/l

'l use melted chocolate, madam,' he said, produzisgperb layered cake
from a cupboard with the flourish of a conjuror wkmmows his tricks are
amazing.

‘That's the most marvellous cake I've ever seba,gasped, staring at it in
genuine admiration.

He turned away to put the plug of the electriclkatito a socket. 'Tea will
be about ten minutes, madam,' he said. 'l willes&rin the drawing-room.’

She knew it was dismissal, courteous but firm, @tieated obediently.

It was hours since she had eaten her light, radlastic airport lunch, and
she was ravenous, particularly since the cold vezathwintry London and
her emotional energy drain had made her appetérée

When Stow appeared with a light table and laid xpegtly with an
embroidered cloth, the tea tray and a slim vasd¢agung one hothouse
rosebud, Selina sighed appreciatively. He leftditting beside the electric
log fire, nibbling at a large slice of his chocelaiake.

Half an hour later he reappeared to remove thetheays, and she
congratulated him again on his cake. The factdhathad eaten two slices
of it made his eyes soften and a smile of gratificeappear on the usually
stony face.

' hope you will be able to eat your dinner, madavas all he said, however.
Teasingly she asked, 'Are you very politely tellmg that I'm a pig, Stow?'
His face broke into an unguarded smile and he ld@kdéer with a new look

in his eyes. 'l would not be so presumptuous, madeenold her with quiet
humour.



She laughed, the sound a lovely lilting echo in qoest flat, and at that
moment Ashley appeared in the door, having retuaratl let himself in
without a sound.

Stow gathered together his discarded dignity affiii iemoving the tea
things deftly.

Ashley leaned in the doorway, staring at her, hisvh black. ‘My God,
even Stow isn't safe with you!" he breathed. ‘tteger seen him smile like
that in my life.'

She stood up. 'Stow is human, like the rest ofshg 'told him lightly.

Walking towards him, she paused to wait for hinmtove aside. 'l want to
dress for dinner,' she said. 'By the way, we ggntbut—Stow has prepared
the dinner. You forgot to tell him your plans aredlchworked hard getting a
special meal for us.’'

His mouth worked in silent rage, then he said BittéSo you were sweetly

sympathetic and made him your slave for life, Izage? God, | should have
known you'd find a way to reach him. You're asdimis as bindweed,

aren't you, Selina?"

'‘May | go to my room?' she asked quietly.

Without a word he stood aside and she went past Initner bedroom she
checked through her clothes to find something newear. He had seen
most of her dresses and tonight she wanted to segaething special.

Her hand halted on the last hanger. A frown toudhedsmooth surface of
her forehead. She stared at the black silk dresgihg there, nervously
biting her lip.

Dare she? She had never worn it privately befdrevals strictly a stage
costume, intended for public consumption at a gilesance.

The revealing style and the smooth clinging maktenade it a dress which
needed great daring to wear. Remembering the walepdiad looked at



her when she wore it on the first evening, whendrae to the club after she
had heard the false news of his death, she wasdwited and alarmed by
the idea of wearing it tonight.

She showered, changed her underwear and used $timeeutira-expensive
French perfume Ashley had given her during theirdymnoon, then stood
locked in mental argument with herself for a fewnamts before she took it
down from the hanger.

She lingered over the last details of her makeagpnervous to go out and
join him, and eventually heard the door open betied and his voice
irritably demanding, 'Selina, why the hell are yaking so long?'

His glance flashed across the room and she satadaegor a second before
a shutter came down and he controlled his expnessio

'‘Well, well, well," he said smoothly. 'Is this acthration of war, Selina?'

His quickness made her flush revealingly. 'l thdugbu liked this dress,'
she said, pretending not to understand his meaning.

He smiled mockingly. 'What a very obvious and petable little bitch you
are, my darling.' He shrugged carelessly. '‘Butat's how you want to play
it, by all means go ahead ... it will be an amusrgning.' He pushed open
the door behind him and waved a hand through tlemiog. 'Shall we eat
this delectable meal Stow has dreamed up for g tinough? After all,
you'll find your game easier to play if I'm softenep by wine and good
food first!

His mockery stiffened her backbone. She gave hsmée as bright and
careless as his own, sweeping past him, her bicklsrts rustling.

Stow hovered behind her chair in the dining-rooratohing anxiously as
she tasted her chicken, relaxing when the red-gedd turned with a flicker
of gleaming curls to smile at him. 'lt's delicio&pw.'

Ashley watched them with an ironic smile. 'Stow bhagays felt that | don't
appreciate his skill as a chef,' he drawled.



Stow straightened reprovingly. 'Will you need mg lomger, sir?' he asked,
his face blank.

‘No, thank you, Stow,' said Ashley. 'We'll help selves to what we want.’

Stow withdrew, closing the door behind him. Selelé her nerves tighten,
but she concentrated on her food without a glahéeshley.

As she leaned forward later to spoon some of Sttighd-as-a-feather
lemon mousse on to her plate she felt Ashley'd,bneoluntary glance at
the whiteness of her breasts above the blackasilit,her pulses raced.

Coming into the room five minutes later with Briedaa plate of biscuits,
Stow quickly inspected the remains of the mousdk wipassing gleam of
satisfaction.

'l hope everything was satisfactory, madam," hd,gaacing the cheese in
the centre of the table. 'More wine?"

‘Thank you, Stow," she nodded, and smiled roundirat 'The mousse
floated on my spoon. I've eaten far too much, bwais worth it!"

Ashley made an irritable noise at the back of hisdt. 'Do you want some
Brie, Selina?'

‘No, thank you,' she said lightly, sipping her wiBke had drunk enough to
make her careless of consequences, and she hamkchatiith some
satisfaction that Ashley had drunk even more. Kesavere bright and hard
across the table as he looked at her.

Stow trod quietly from the room, only to come baézlkannounce that he had
served the coffee in the drawing-room.

'Which means you want us to get out of here, | egpp' Ashley said
grimly, rising from his chair.

'Stow wants to clear and wash up before he golkedg Selina pointed out,
smiling at Stow gently.



'I'm aware of that!" Ashley had a belligerent niotéis voice as he took her
elbow with fingers that bit into her flesh.

The drawing-room was dimly lit by one table lamgide the fireplace. The
log fire glowed with artificial brightness. Stowdplaced the small tea table
beside the couch and the coffee things were laidheue. Sinking down on
the couch with a swish of silk, Selina poured twpg of coffee, added
cream and handed one to Ashley, who had takenhbupaling position in
front of the fire, his arm propped on the mantdishe

She sipped her coffee, one hand tucking back g letck of glittering hair.
Ashley's eyes followed the movement with an intgnshe could feel in
every nerve.

'What do you intend me to do with myself, Ashlegle asked. 'Stow
obviously needs no help. You said you don't wantovork. What am |
supposed to do all day?"

‘The summer's flower is to the summer sweet,’ hengd mockingly.
‘Though to itself it only live and die.’

Shakespeare, she noted vaguely, realising thaiepshés slightly drunk,
his voice thickened by wine.

‘That's hardly much help,' she protested. 'l mastehsome occupation,
mustn't I?*

"You can sit on a cushion and sew a fine seangsaltemockingly.

'‘Be serious, Ashley!

'Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you?' His eyes wdamgerous as they stared
at her. 'Too bad. I'm not playing your game, myideas darling. You'll have

to do better than that.'

She glanced down, her lashes fluttering againsp#te gold of her skin.
"You're drunk,’ she said softly.



'‘Not drunk enough,’ he retorted. 'I'm still firmlg control of myself,
Selina—I warn you.'

She finished her coffee, feeling suddenly chilleshd stood up, her
movement graceful in the close-clinging black silk.

Ashley's cup crashed down on the table and he wassdeet, too, his hand
catching at her arm. 'Where the hell do you thiok'se going?'

‘To bed," she said quietly. 'I'm tired.’

His face worked in confused anger. 'Sit down agam,snapped, pushing
her backwards. "You'll go to bed when | tell yowata not before.’

She sat down, her face flushed with anger. 'Stegtitrg me like a slave,
Ashley!" she exclaimed furiously.

He leaned over her, his eyes on her mouth. "Tiatd you are, my darling.
Haven't you realised that yet? | bought you. | darwhat | like with you.'

She was very still, looking up at his dark featulgsugh the fine curtain of
her lashes. 'What do you want to do with me?' skedin pointed softness.

Dark red washed up his face. He drew back, histibreaming faster.
Shoving his hands in his pockets, he moved batietdireplace and leaned
there, staring at her insolently.

'Pour me some more coffee.' The tone was hardresudting. After a pause
in which their eyes fought silently Selina bent head in mute defeat and
poured him some coffee. He made a curt gestunagBrto me.'

Her lips tightened, but she obeyed, offering hien¢hp. He stared at her as
he accepted it. 'That's better," he said in triunfgbw you see what sort of
wife | want... obedient, meek, submissive.' Hiscediaunted her lightly and
she stared back at him, feeling she would likelép $is smiling face.
Instead she moved back to her own seat on the aeitcbut a word and
poured herself some more coffee. They sipped thréiks in silence. She



stared down into her cup, her retina imprinted wité image of Ashley's
good looks, seeing him everywhere.

Her mind seemed powerless to fight the nagging éubglow the surface
of her calm exterior. She wanted him. Sooner @rlae would succeed in
getting her to admit it openly, to do just whawwented her to do, to beg for
his kiss, his touch, his lovemaking.

When Ashley put down his cup and moved away fromshe thought he
was going to bed, and her eyes followed him in hegselonging. But

instead he moved to a long cabinet and bent t@tsaleecord from those
housed inside. She watched him, placing her own admpn. A gentle

whisper of music issued from the cabinet. He tuihad, then swung on his
heel to hold out his hand to her.

Folding her hands in her lap, she said defiantlyoh't want to dance.' Not
held in his arms, desperately conscious of hidwhigoving against her and
the power of that lean chest. She knew she coutdbear that sort of
proximity for long. He knew it, too. He knew it wiouprovide the spark
necessary to fuel her smouldering need of him. Twese each playing a
dangerous game, walking a tightrope over an alarss$,Ashley meant to
make sure she fell first.

'‘Come here,' he commanded, his face hardening.
'No," she denied him, shaking her head.

'If you make me come over there for you, you'll dmery," he promised
silkily, and the strong hand beckoned her again.

Reluctantly she got up and joined him. His hand sdund her waist. The
long fingers touched the naked flesh of her backsdre felt them tremble,
but when she looked up quickly Ashley's face wasrded against her, his
features tautly controlled.

She moved closer. Fire fights fire, she told hérgekssing herself nearer,
her hand flat against his shoulder. They begair¢tedhe room. His cheek
lowered suddenly to brush against hers, and shetewagted to turn her



mouth just the little way needed to touch the Hamvn cheek. He spun her
round deftly to retrace their steps, and in theess her silk-clad thigh slid
against his and she felt his sharp intake of brdagtberately she turned
her face and her mouth touched his cheek.

With a savage movement he halted and caught hagaipst him with both
arms tight around her slenderness, staring dovenhat uplifted face with
eyes that ate her.

'l hate you,' he whispered hoarsely. 'l hate yomsch I'm going insane ...
kiss me ..." As he spoke the last words on a gneasrought his mouth down
on her hard, burning with a fever the soft partofgher lips could not
soothe, his hands touching her bare back with pesteson he had ceased to
disguise.

The long insistent kiss drugged her into total sislsran. Her eyes closed
tightly to shut out his demanding face and she ggvdrying to think,
sinking herself into a flood of sensual feeling.

When he pulled his head back she was still clinginigim, her hands tight
against his neck, her face tip- lifted, the whitksIclosed over the green
eyes, the soft mouth parted and swollen with passio

The smothering silence broke in upon her and sisedder lids to look at
him. He was watching her, his face tortured.

"You go to my head faster than wine,' he said iateampt to speak lightly. 'l
can't keep my hands off you.'

'Perhaps we'd better dance again,’ Selina suggested

His hands dropped and he stood back, shaking tad.HBlo," he said
harshly.

She moved away slowly, the black silk rippling ottee slender curves of
her body. His eyes followed the movement with ogesire. She moved to
the door and halted, looking back at him with a etweainconscious
invitation.



'I'm going to bed, Ashley. Goodnight.'

He neither moved nor said anything, and after a@ahe went out. In her
bedroom she shed her dress and got ready for bed:.obm was furnished
in luxurious style. The thick cream carpet seenoeehigulf her bare feet as
she walked to and fro, and her eyes admired tharcend gold of the bed,
the matching furniture which was fitted into ondesof the room.

She had her green, lacy nightdress in her hand wlinerdoor opened.
Blushing hotly, she held it against her nakednessgesture of shy dismay.

Ashley was wearing pyjama trousers and nothing. ¢isg face was a
frozen mask as he moved swiftly towards her, smagcthe nightdress
away from her. "You won't need that," he said tliyick

Selina quivered, trying to read the look in theraaed grey eyes.

For a full moment Ashley did not touch her, his®yaoving slowly over
the warm golden skin of her shoulders, the empbédsighiteness of her
breasts with their hard pink nipples encircled bgiat dark aura, down the
taut, flat stomach to her brown hips and tapetmgits. She did not attempt
to turn away, bearing the crucifixion of his staebravely as she could,
deliberately keeping her eyes riveted on his facthat she would not look
at his bare chest.

At last his mouth parted and he gave a harsh mbaxhong desire. 'You
know perfectly well what you do to me, don't yoeJiga? | said you were
my prisoner. The truth is I'm yours—I have beenyiears. Years of wanting
you and going without you. Years of obsessive,idgwhunger which you
would never satisfy. | want you so much | couldairgou in pieces. Hatred
is a mild word for what | feel about you, Selina.'

'It was your decision not to make love to me anyeyishe pointed out
softly.

His teeth snapped together ragingly. 'Don't tornme@t You know why I'm
here.'



'Do 1?' she asked whisperingly. 'Do |, Ashley?'

His hands descended, feverishly touching her, mylher against him so
that her breasts were crushed against the hardhbagschest. His kiss sent
white-hot flame along her limbs, consuming thermhb&he lost all sense of
time, her lips clinging in total response, her hasigaling round his waist to
caress the bare brown back, making their own sersspidlgrimage along
the taut paths of his body until they buried thelwese in his dark hair,
twining among the thick strands.

Without removing his lips from hers, he lifted lagrd carried her to the bed,
lowering her on to it before he slid down beside heés kiss still burning
along her mouth as though he could not bring hifmeedtop kissing her.

'Put out the light,” Selina whispered against hss kher heart thudding
against her breastbone.

'No," he refused harshly. 'l want to watch you.’

Some lingering cruelty in his voice made her maaprbtest, pulling away
from him.

As if inflamed by her denial, he knelt over hemiphing her below him,
with his hands crushing her face between their palHis eyes flared,
glittering at her like the points of knives. Sh&s® tenderness* no love in
his face.

'Do you know what | planned should happen tonight&'demanded. 'l
meant to torment you until you were out of your chihwanted to see you
lost to everything but your need of me.' His momttsted. 'Did you think |
didn't know you were trying to seduce me by weathmg damned dress?
You were too obvious, my darling. | told you it waar, didn't 1?'

'It doesn't have to be," she whispered, her eydplg with him.
'It does if I'm to regain my- self-respect,’ heddaitterly. 'I've danced to your

tune long enough. Now you'll dance to mine. | wamthear you beg,
Selina— nothing less will satisfy me. I've waiteeays for this and even



though it would be damnably easy to let myself tae when you're lying
there begging me with every look of those greesglyf@ not going to touch
you.'

'Darling,’ she whispered again, her hands runnmdpia chest to grip his
shoulders. 'Kiss me.’

'Like this?' he asked thickly, bending forward utiteir lips met.

Selina moaned in satisfaction, throwing her harg$sououch his hair, but
even as her mouth parted hungrily beneath his é& dway. Cloudy-eyed,
breathing fast, she looked up at him.

'Yes, it's agony, isn't it? Sheer bloody hell." Wisice was harsh with
mockery. 'Go on, my darling, show me how much yantme. | want the
satisfaction of hearing you beg as I've begged @oynimes.'

For a second she was pierced with anguish, busdreses were telling her
something Ashley did not want her to know. Eveinaspoke so savagely
his heart was racing so fast it seemed impossibl# fo go on beating, and
although his smile taunted her, his eyes flamet wihaked hunger which
made her heart race.

'Do you know what you did to me?' he asked bitteipu bloody well
emasculated me. | destroyed my manhood over ytbrew away my pride,
my self-control. | despised myself, and | hated fauthe way you made me
feel...’

She saw now that in order to reach him she hagstore his damaged pride.
The long-delayed surrender had driven him almostobdnis mind. Torn
between love and hatred, they would never be abtedch serene waters
until Ashley's pride had been soothed. He neededdvienge on her. He
needed to see her suffer as he had suffered ipaste nothing less would
do. Somehow she had to convince him she wantedStieahad to abandon
her own pride for him. He had to be shown thatdesire beat as hotly as his
own, that he could move her as strongly as she chbie.



She looked up at him through her lashes, seeingreékdess, barely
controlled passion in his eyes, then she raisedobdy until her mouth
touched his shoulder, her lips burning againstskia, her hands running
down his back in a slow caressing movement whictientlae muscles ripple
under her fingertips.

'l want you,' she whispered, burying her face mreck, feeling the pulse
beating hard in the strong brown column under hautim ‘'Take me ... make
love to me ... Ashley, I love you.'

He resisted her, his muscles tightening againssiieen seduction, but she
clung to him, winding herself against him, whispegrisoft invitation,
melting in endless insidious kisses.

'Please,’ she begged. 'Please, Ashley!

She heard his groan of capitulation with a sensaifdariumph which faded
from her mind as he forced her back against tHewsl. In the instant of
possession her body seemed to turn to molten énedth him. There was
no gentleness in their lovemaking, and Selina asiedone. He demanded
and she gave, their bodies a mutual flame of umdghing, desperate
hunger which grew with every driving movement uittiscorched along
their flesh, consuming them.

When she was able to breathe again Ashley movaty lagainst her,
turning his head to gaze into her eyes. They wetlé d¢losed in limp
surrender, her lashes flickering on her cheek.

'l can't believe that really happened,' he saidkihusit was unbelievable.'

The green eyes glinted at him through their goldenof lashes. 'Are you
complaining, Ashley?'

'No, you wasp-tongued seductress, I'm not," heesiniletting the hard
mouth brush against her lips. 'Now tell me you lowe'

'‘Don't you know?' The green eyes opened to teame 'Wasn't | slightly
obvious just now?"



'l want to hear you say it again,' he said softly.

'l love you, | love you, I love you,' she recitedckingly. 'Shall | write it out
a hundred times?'

'‘Be careful,’ he warned menacingly. 'You're verinetable at the moment,
my darling. | shall never be tired of hearing yolmst it.'

'l love you." This time the words were groanedamainst his warm skin, her
kisses adoring him.

'Better,' he said thickly.
Her mouth incited him to kiss her, her lips gentlysed to touch his in a
ghost kiss, brushing him and moving away far enofaghhim to come

down in hungry exploration once more.

As the kiss broke off he sighed. "You're irresigtjbyou know that, don't
you? Every man who looks at you has to want you.'

'Don't be silly," she denied, with a shake of head) fearing the rising of his
jealousy again..

'Oh, yes,' he said obstinately. 'I'll never forgat Ravern said about being
unable to get you out of his head. | knew what leamh You're a walking
invitation to any man you meet. Even when you weneased in ice you
only had to smile and | would feel my temperatuseng.'

Selina smiled. 'ls it rising now?"

'‘Can't you feel it?' he asked huskily.

'‘Can't you feel my heart beating?' she countetadthc

He deliberately laid his hand on the swiftly risiaugd falling white swell of
her breast, and she moaned, her eyes closingtanirsurrender.

' love you," he muttered hoarsely. 'Oh, God, Elgou.’



'Don't make it sound like a death sentence," siteligatly, trying to smile
but moved by the passion in his voice.

'It's a life sentence,’ he said, trying to lighbtémown tone. 'If you knew how
jealous | was of Ravern that evening ... | wasesdfied you might be
attracted to him.’

'How could you think that, Ashley?' She was haltayed, but her eyes
mocked him. 'Don't tell me you don't know you'reamsexier!

'Don't make fun of me, damn you," he said, butaugled. 'So you don't
fancy Sir Daniel? Are you quite sure?'

'l had a slight hang-up about him because of tag'she admitted. "When |
saw him again | suppose | remembered that, butsl twa much yours to
ever feel attracted to any other man.’

'Mine?' His voice groaned out the word. 'Are yoweli®? Mine?
Completely mine?"

'If you aren't certain of that by now perhaps ydike me to prove it all over
again?' she whispered, her smile teasing and mgyiti

'I'll take you up on that offer later," he threadnhis grey eyes smouldering
at her. 'God, darling, you don't know how terrifitgde been in the last

fortnight. | was so afraid you would disappear aghivas jealous of every

man who saw you, every man you smiled at.... Hellas even jealous of

the way you smiled at Stow tonight!

'Oh, Ashley, how can you be so absurd?' Her eyexeadhin light
amusement. 'Stow? Your man of all trades, who hatesen?'

'Even Stow found you irresistible,’ he said obggha 'I've never seen him
so taken by a member of the opposite sex. He wasiyaly fatherly

towards you. Usually he treats all women with atome of icy contempt
and indifference. When | came back and heard yoghimg and saw Stow
smiling at you so indulgently, | almost blew a kdogessel. It may be



idiotic, but | wanted all your smiles, all your hter ..." His breath caught
and his hand curved possessively around her lolegtipaat.

'What are you going to do now? Strangle me?' skedasim lightly, quite
unafraid.

'l used to consider it,’ he admitted huskily, hisgérs involuntarily
tightening. 'There were a hundred different deafilanned for you during
the three long years we were apart, but all of tsemehow ended in my
possessing you and feeling you yield passionately.smiled tautly, the
long fingers relaxing in order to caress her thrdatvarned you | was
insane, a monomaniac whose obsession was a ddesite to possess you.'

'‘And now you have,' she murmured.

Ashley's eyes flared darkly. 'Now | have,' he adreea voice which made
her heart turn over.

'So now you're satisfied?' she asked with a tedBakgr of her lashes, half
afraid even now of the violent passion she saase grey eyes.

'As if you didn't know the answer to that one!" Migce was grim as he sent
a long hard look over her.

"You told me that once you were satisfied you wawddonger want me,' she
pointed out, her eyes demurely lowered.

'J lied, damn you," he said half savagely. 'l warte punish you for the
agony you'd caused me. | think | really was a€dlitttad for a while. But

whatever | said then, | was crazy about you. | @ jealous of that young
fool who claimed to know Roger ... in my right mihavould never have

given him a second thought. But insecurity makes\aaolent. You smiled

at him and I went up like straw. Given half a craid have killed the brash
idiot." His brown hand tightened on her throat.dAhen killed you.’

Something of her old fear of him returned, andlsb&ed at him doubtfully.
'Would you?' The savagery was not dead in him aathimed her still.



His mouth contorted in self-derision. 'After makiluye to you for days,
perhaps,' he said thickly. 'Weeks, years ..." ldisdhmoved down her throat
in a slow caress, his eyes eating her. 'l domiktgou realise how much |
want you, Selina. You smile and my blood turnsite.fYou've put me
through hell ever since we met, but | can't upgaat from my heart. | tried,
God knows. | had a few months of insanity whemeldito forget you with a
dozen different women ..

'Oh, did you?' she asked, her voice harsh with.pain

His smile was tender. 'Oh, | tried, Selina, but yaunted me. In the end |
admitted it to myself and gave up fighting it.udd for the damned reports
that detective sent me. Across the Atlantic | reaery detail of your daily
life as though it were the Bible. | coveted evasap of information | could
get. | fought against a need to see you again.efs flashed. 'l even had
the man take pictures of you secretly ... I've kbptn all. | used to stare at
them endlessly. | papered my bedroom with them. ¥eamed to get
lovelier with every month.’

She was so dumbfounded she could only stare atRiatures of me doing
what?'

'Shopping, singing, walking ..." He shrugged. 'ltleng and anything. The
fellow thought | was a lunatic. God knows whatheught | was planning ...
a kidnap, possibly. Or some sort of nasty revekigeknew you were my
wife once, of course.'

'Oh, Ashley,' she sighed, moved by these new rBuaka

He kissed her hard and briefly. 'l don't supposeerxen thought of me once
... But the grey eyes watched her eagerly as hthpuuestion in a careless
tone.

She ran her fingertips around the hard lines offée. 'l thought of very
little else,' she admitted gently. 'When | heard yeere dead | almost died
myself. It was the most appalling shock to seegmuoss the club that night.
| thought | was seeing things ... my subconscionisjuring you up to

comfort me . ..'



'l want you to have suffered a little," he saitting her hands and pressing
his mouth in turn to the centre of each soft palnseems only fair.’

'If only I'd told you the truth when we first methe said, on a long sigh.

'When | was temporarily sane from time to timedliged there had to be a
reason why you were so petrified of sex. | had etgctive investigate your
past, but he came up against a blank wall. He oduicgice you past your
debut at Freddie's Place because you'd changedhgme.'

'l didn't dare risk the authorities finding us daking Roger away from me.
They wouldn't have approved of a child of his agety brought up by a
sixteen-year-old girl who was singing in a nighikzl Luckily | was able to
pass for nineteen with good makeup, and with Feggldielp | was able to
keep out of trouble.’

'We must deal with Roger when we get back to ngtiAahley said quietly.
‘That young man needs a firmer hand than yourm&el

She looked at him anxiously. 'He had a terriblédtidod, Ashley ...’

'I know," he said gently. 'But like you, my darljrige has to grow up some
time. Will you trust me with him?'Selina leant heead against him
confidingly. 'l trust you utterly," she said.

The dark mask of his face tightened. '‘Oh, Gody¢ Igou,' he said with such
grinding passion that her heart began to race agmrmmouth seeking and
finding hers in a kiss which was an act of possesas deep and total as the
earlier act of love. She gave herself to him withmserve, meeting the
flame of his passion with her own, her pulses @s she felt his body
shake in response.

'Will you forgive me my cruelty on our honeymooh@'asked her tenderly
afterwards. 'l meant to be patient, God knowsst lny head every time |
was near you. | was starving for you. You were ®eely | would have
destroyed myself to get you, but | never meantestrdy you.'



'For a few hours after the first time | hated yashe admitted. 'But | loved
you too, so much that | knew, deep inside me, lthatanted it as much as
you did, and that mutual desire was what love viagbaut. | can't pretend |

wasn't frightened ... | was, darling, but | wanieni to make love to me

again. | think | was half cured when | heard youevgead. The shock, the
finality, of it was cauterising. I'd always wantgau, but I'd been so afraid.
When | thought | would never be able to touch ygaia | knew that even

fear wasn't as strong as love ..

'‘But when you saw me again you still fought me pratested, staring at her
with a frown.

She shrugged helplessly. ‘I know. | think that wlaes last few barriers

putting up a struggle. Once you'd actually made lmvme, and I'd realised
it wasn't so terrifying after all, they went dowiithwa crash, especially as
you hadn't been shocked and repelled by what ymadd about the past, as
I'd thought you would be ... it was partly becaliseuldn't bear the thought
of you knowing all that, that | was afraid to leyself go with you ..."

"You crazy woman,' Ashley murmured, his eyes tendeu couldn't drive

me away from you if you tried, so you'd better ee¢r try. Nothing is ever
going to come between us again. I've got you nowt,lanean to keep you.
For the rest of your life you're going to makeptto me.’

‘Then I'd better start now," Selina said contentenffering herself without
fear to those demanding arms.



