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"Face the truth. You want me as | want you."

Saul Ackerman changed his girlfriends as often eghanged his shirts.
Rich, successful and attractive, he had no shomdgeomen waiting to
share his life. And he assumed that Fenella wathanin a long line of
empty-headed lovelies who would jump at his biddBigt Fen wasn't what
she appeared to be.

And there was a reason behind her masquerade....



CHAPTER ONE

THE group of photographers and reporters outside tgelyhexclusive,
highly expensive West End restaurant snapped tntaih as the taxi
rumbled to a halt.

"You were right, they did follow.' Fenella wriggletbng the seat, closer to
Alex, her golden eyes smiling wickedly into hisipping into a warm
Cornish drawl as she tacked on, trying to help homsen up, 'Brace
yourself, me 'andsome!" Picking up languages hadyas come as easily as
breathing, so regional dialects were an absolutielieo and Alex grinned
back at her.

'I'm always right, sweetheart, you should know thahow. Come on, let's
strut our stuffl' He had his hand on the door ret¢ebut despite his jokey
tone the interior light picked out the lines ofsem around his mouth.

Fenella felt her own lips tighten. At fifty-five Ak was still a handsome
man, his considerable talent as a light entertatiérery much intact. She
didn't know how Saul Ackerman, that hard-nosedrmss mogul, had the
gall to try and put him down. And out.

What would he know about anything? Alex's talentsveaeative; Saul
Ackerman wouldn't know anything about that becauisehead would be
stuffed with columns of figures, and big profitsre¢he name of the game.

But her triangular, cat-like smile was firmly inggle again as she stepped
out on to the pavement and simply stood theranithated by the soft lights
beneath the awning, one slender hip elegantlytitievard, her honey-gold
head tipped slightly to one side, her slumbrousigleyes almost taunting
the jackals of the Press as Alex paid off the drive

Her height gave her an advantage—helped by theutalisly high heels
she was wearing—and the tight sheath of her lowegahing dress gave an
elegant emphasis to the width of her white shosldée black silk clinging
lovingly to understated yet exquisite curves.



As the taxi slid away the activity among the wajtiRress men became
frenetic as they recognised her companion. HaviojoWed Saul
Ackerman's party from the theatre, got photograghd,possibly comments
from him and the leading lady he was squiring, thag probably decided to
call it a day. There was only so much they coultkrimom a first night, a
brilliant young Cornish playwright and a leadinglyavhose name was a
household word on both sides of the Atlantic.

Her smile firmly in place, Fenella swayed over ti@Xs side, felt his arm
snake possessively around her narrow waist and ¢ to flinch as the
flashes exploded around them.

"You were at the opening, Mr Fairbourne?'
'What do you think of VisionWest's new boy genius?'

'‘Now Ackerman's consortium has the franchise dosgmiyour programme
continuing in the same format?"'

Questions were bitten out thick and fast and Fargdive Alex full marks
for his performance. There was no sign of thatitenas he picked his
answer, his voice as smooth and rich as ever.

'l would hardly call Jethro Tamblyn a boy, but Becertainly a genius. As
you know, Vision West has him under contract tadpice two new dramas
for us a year, which will, of course, be sold te tietworks. A scoop the
board is justifiably proud of.'

This was common knowledge, safe stuff. VisionWesd had their own
camera crew outside the theatre, making sure emeriyothe west country
knew that their regional commercial television istatwas backing the
Cornishman to the hilt, Saul Ackerman, the chairpatending the first
night, wining and dining the author, his wife, aMésta Faine, the
glamorous leading lady, in high style after thefpenance.

'‘And will the networks continue to bugvening With Alex Are you worried
by reported falling ratings?'



'Darling,’ Fenella interjected with a tiny pout amthanufactured shiver. 'Do
we have to hang round here? It's cold.’

It wasn't. The mid-May evening was unseasonablynaranything, but

she wasn't going to see Alex savaged by this miob.nSoved subtly closer
to him, as if seeking his warmth, his protection.the whole of her
twenty-five years she couldn't remember needingwvanting a man's
protection. But she would do anything to save Atexn having to answer
that particular question.

And then a voice, coarser than the rest, heavy salacious overtones,
drawled out, 'Couldn’t your wife make it tonighteA? Did you leave her
tucked up in bed with a good book, in case she peahyour style?'

Fenella felt Alex's arm tighten around her waisi gtared at the reporter
who was pushing a notepad under her nose. Shetkegvinad a job to do, a
living to earn—but did they have to be so despieabl

‘Jean is visiting her mother in Edinburgh,’ Aleiddsancomfortably. 'Now, if
you don't mind--'

But they were like hounds on the scent and onkesfitbayed, 'And you are
a keen theatre-goer, Ms--? Or is it Mrs? Or arejyustia wannabe?'

The voice persisted as Fenella refused to giveaere. 'A model, perhaps,
just itching to break into television?'

'Oh, Alex--" Fenella hid her twitching mouth againkis broad,
dinner-jacketed shoulder just as the flash ligktdaed again.

Alex said toughly, 'That's enough. Go hassle somedse.’ And he swept
her forward into the luxurious foyer.

A breathing space, if only brief. While Fenella et heartbeats back under
control Alex's deep blue eyes raked her pale fattedeep concern.

"You all right, sweetheart?"



'I'm fine." Golden eyes sparkled into his. "You dian me what to expect. |
think | could get hooked on living dangerously!

And there was no time to say any more becausewey being whisked
through to the main restaurant area, all soft imghtand wickedly
sumptuous decor and potted plants like a miniagaic jungle flanking
delicate Japanese silk screens painted with galdagons with glittering
ruby eyes.

And full of beautiful people. And the table they r@edeferentially

conducted to was within spitting distance of Sackéyman's party. If she
looked to the left of Alex's shoulder she wouldgdb&ring straight into the
chairman's face.

A quick, encompassing glance told her he had evane presence than she
had realised when Alex had pointed him out to heing) the interval back
at the theatre. Somewhere in his mid-thirties, bd the type of hard,
slashing features that could never be overlookad.iBwas more than
merely the striking combination of a strongly mdeél bone-structure,
thick black hair and piercing silver-grey eyesvits the sheer unadulterated
power of the man.

She didn't look his way again. She concentratefllex. A tiny muscle was
twitching at the corner of his mouth and that dmppened when he was
nervous. Gently, she laid her hand over his.

'Don't worry, everything will be fine. | promise.’

'Of course it will.' There'd been only a momentaegitation preceding his
answer and then he was smiling into her eyes anadaseback to being the
urbane, self-confident man she loved. 'Now orderething fabulous, Fen,
my darling, and we'll have the best champagne ter.of

'Well..." She could hear the note of doubt in heice and deplored it. But
the menu she'd been handed was almost too hednoydpand nothing was
priced. 'Can you afford it?" Which was even mor@la®ble, but she
couldn't help it.



'Look on it as payment for services rendered anddlyet to come.' Alex
leaned back expansively in his chair, the lookimdyes, the play of that
smile across his mouth making her understand whmevohad literally
thrown themselves at him during his live stage qrentinces a decade or
two ago, why his records had once regularly featumgh in the charts.
‘And if | can't afford it, Jean can.’

'Say no more!' Fenella buried her head in the m8he.was famished. And
it was common knowledge that Jean was fabulously $he'd inherited a
fortune from her father and was due to inherit hapwhen her mother died.
Not an event Jean was anticipating, Fenella knetthe old lady was over
ninety. So the price of a meal in a place sucthsswouldn't cause Alex's
wife any hardship!

'Has Ackerman noticed us yet?' Alex asked quietlys@on as he'd given
their order. 'Too obvious if | turned round. | dowant him to think our
being here was anything other than coincidencelébtged forward, trailing
a finger down the side of her face. 'Look overteirttable in a moment or
two; make it natural. | don't think there's a mathie room who could have
failed to notice you, sweetheart.'

Fenella wasn't so sure about that, but she knewvdbble Alex had gone to
to discover which restaurant Ackerman intended tiogbhis party to
tonight in time to reserve a table himself.

Strangely unwilling to meet those silver-grey eysise waited until the
champagne was brought to their table, breaking hagir tintimately
whispered conversation. Then slowly, as if wansngiething to do while
Alex's attention was no longer given exclusivelyhter, she allowed her
eyes to wander idly over the animated group at Bakérman's table.

Vesta Faine was as lovely close to as she haddrestage, her dark beauty
enhanced by the dramatic lines of the white sdtireogown, her vivacious
chatter obviously holding Jethro Tamblyn in thrdlhe playwright was
leaning forward, his arms folded on the table rhggedly striking features
animated as he listened to every word. He lookatileshad been running
both hands through his dishevelled, wiry chestrait for at least a couple
of hours. In contrast, his wife looked out of hepth in her unimaginative



chain-store dress, her pale blue eyes fixed ankioas her famous
husband. Had she married the boy from her own Gbwillage when he'd
been nothing more than a struggling, impecuniougwonly to find him
leaving her behind? Would she be able to withstiwedpressures of his
newly found fame?

Aware that these idle musings were merely delatangcs, she reluctantly
glanced at the head of the table. Saul Ackermarpnasably just as riveted
by the actress as Jethro was. But she met the-sfes head- on and the
mocking awareness in them made her face go hot.

She looked away quickly, expelling the breath <hntt realised she'd been
holding, dipping her head on the slender stalkesfrieck, feeling the long
ornate drop-earrings brush against her skin, iestgathe desire to remove
the irritants. She had only worn the outlandisihgbkito soften the effect of
her starkly modern hairstyle. Cut very short ifite shape of her head at the
back, it was long on top, falling forwards into aney-gold fringe that
brushed her eyebrows in a heavy, well-defined curve

'Well?' Alex arched a brow. 'Have we been noticed?'

Hastily banishing any trace of discomfort or wassdrom her eyes, she
gave him her most brilliant smile, the discreettedulighting making her
shoulders gleam like oiled satin above the riclthlsilk of her low-cut

dress as she leaned forward, her voice low anthaé as she told him,
'Yes. | don't think anyone, even someone as tuvisglined as Saul
Ackerman, could fail to recognise your impressivefife!'

'‘Never mind that." The blatant flattery left himsialy unimpressed. 'The
bastard knows every line on my face' It's you | tWam to see, Fen. | want
him to recognise you when he sees you again.' dlelter hand, rubbing his
thumb across her knuckles. 'l want him so he ¢aké his eyes off you.'

Involuntarily, her gaze slid to the other table dredt breath caught in her
lungs. Even through the thick veiling of her loraykdlashes there was no
mistaking the speculation in those flat silver ey®aul Ackerman was
leaning back in his chair, making no attempt noyoio in the conversation



that was flying around his table, the fingers oé dvand idly playing with
the stem of his wine glass as he watched her yieis ennerving.

Two thunderous heartbeats later Fenella draggeattestion back to Alex.
It would appear that his wish had been granted efmlan would know her
if he saw her again. Something fluttered inside beyasts, something
uncomfortable and alien. Vowing not to look Sauké@agnan's way again,
she made a determined and happily successful dfioftirt with Alex
across the table but could make little impressiothe superb meal she had
been hungry for only a short while ago.

What a waste of Jean's money, of good food, sheednat herself. She
didn't know what was the matter with her. She wddde thought it would
have taken very much more than the impudent st#rasstrange man to
deaden her always hearty appetite.

'Won't you introduce me to your companion, Alex?'

Fenella didn't have to look up to know whom thatedelonged to. It was
cool, authoritative steel, very slightly burred kvdry, amused confidence.
The fingers that held the fork she'd been usingugh her food around her
plate started to shake. Very carefully, she putitif@ement down as Alex
hurriedly pushed back his chair and stumbled tddes

'Saul. How's this for a coincidence! | saw youhs theatre—only had to
look for Vision West's camera team--' His expansivile was shaky round

the edges, the sudden pinkness of his face empimgie beginnings of a

sagging jawline, the pull of gravity that was wrigkthe face that had had
women of all ages drooling in the aisles. He wa&ingaa too conscious

effort to straighten his shoulders and pull in $tiemach muscles, Fenella
noted, her heart twisting with anguished love.

Ackerman, though, had no need to try to projecin@age. There wasn't a
superfluous ounce of flesh on that tall, aggres$giveasculine frame. Not
even the suavely styled immaculate dinner-jackatdcdisguise the potent
rawness of this prime male animal, she thought digust, hating him.



He had a cruel mouth, she decided, refusing taltiliaway from the eyes
that were consciously and compellingly holding bem. He was totally
devoid of compassion, sympathy or understanding. uftrowned head of
the consortium which had recently made a succe$sfufor the Vision

West franchise, he had more clout than was goodiior Already his

business empire encompassed publishing, an airle@munication

systems; he had forgotten the meaning of compasgiohe had ever

known it in the first instance—and would break pdarling Alex without a

second thought.

'How did you rate tonight's performance, Miss--@tWhbriefly, his cold gaze
spiked towards Alex, reminding the older man ofribglected introduction.
No one, especially someone he had already put dasvia has-been,
neglected his commands.

'Fenella Flemming—my—my niece.' Alex went crimsshifting from one
foot to the other. He couldn't have looked moratlease if he'd tried.

'Fen, sweetheart, this is--'

'l know who it is, darling,’ she cut in, soundinyéd, the downward twist of
her mouth, the golden glitter of her eyes letting tknow she wasn't
impressed, catching her breath a split-second ¢eteshe saw the gleam of
pure cynicism in the blackly fringed silver eyds scornful knowing curve
of his mouth as he repeated softly,

Your niece? But of course—who else could she pbsbe?’
Which meant, of course, that he didn't believeiitdne instant.

She held his eyes with cool defiance. 'We enjoyeel performance

immensely, didn't we, Alex?' She wished he wouldlsivn, stop fidgeting

from foot to foot. But maybe no one, but no onéydaen in 'the Presence’
She made a mental note to ask him some time andaéet icy cold as that
cool voice commanded,

‘Then why don't we discuss it? Join me for coffee ®randy and I'll
introduce you to the author and Vesta.'



No mention, Fenella noted sourly, of the authorfe wPeople wouldn't
count with him unless they were famous, at thedbfheir own particular
ladder.

'Some other time, maybe.' Fenella rose languidljdnfeet, her eyes on
Alex. He was probably itching to take up the inti@a but not even for his
sake could she endure to spend a moment longeckerAan's company.
One delicate brow rose and disappeared beneathlbssy, honey-gold
fringe. 'lt's time we were tucked up in bed, isf'tdarling?' Her mouth
curved in a slow smile that couldn't be misintetgde 'Excuse me just for a
moment while | freshen up before we leave." Andhtheot giving her
courage chance to desert her, she made herselimec®&aul Ackerman's
icy stare. 'So nice to have met you, Mr Ackerman.'

And she walked away, heading for the rest-roomshat rear of the

restaurant, threading her way through the tableaye@as never before of
the way her body swayed within the clinging condired the black silk

sheath, uncomfortably sure that the monster'swges following her every

inch of the way.

The door closed behind her with a soft, expensiwal tand she leaned
gratefully against the cool, aqua wallpaper, hegértips to her throbbing
temples.

What had started out as a fun, if mentally chalilegpg@vening had ended on
a quite different note, a note she couldn't reddffine—even if she'd wanted
to. From the moment she'd learned what the chaiwhafision West was
planning to do to Alex she had disliked the mant 8eing him, meeting
him, had affected her more strongly than she haglao@ed for.

Shuddering, she pushed herself away from the wedlk#fected a few minor
repairs to her make-up in front of one of the softt mirrors. Saul
Ackerman was nothing to her, simply a man she despiHe was planning
to axe Alex's programme, strip him of his self-\mdp toss him into an
empty, financially barren future.



So it was perfectly natural that she should distite man so intensely.
Sheer, gut-wrenching hatred was something she leadrrexperienced
before. No wonder it had a strange effect on her!

Relieved that that was sorted out, she droppedipgstick into her slender

evening purse and snapped the clasp with a defiakt The sooner she and
Alex were out of this place, back in the flat, addogether with all the time
they needed to chew over the evening's happertimgbetter.

She marched out into the silent, thickly carpetedridor and almost
scurried straight back in again when she saw Ackamnmaiting for her, his
face blank.

Sinkingly prepared to brazen it out, she gave him ghost of an
acknowledgement and stalked past him. But, leveningself away from
the wall he'd been so casually leaning againsth&mnsl shot out, clamping
around her upper arm, dragging her to a teeteraig Her breath froze in
her lungs as she swayed on her impossible heetsditance he was lethal
enough; at such close quarters he was pure poison.

'Do you make a habit of grabbing every passing fe®&he managed to
sound frosty but she was boiling inside, her terafee rising through the
roof. How dared he waylay her? Touch her?

'Do you make a habit of being rude to strangersZduntered, his mouth
indenting sardonically. 'Or is it only me?'

'l don't know what you mean." She glanced pointeatlythe hand that
manacled her arm. Hislooked strong and lean arldadginst the whiteness
of her skin. 'Please let me go; you're hurting.'

'l don't think so." There was a trace of wicked bumin his voice, making it
richer, deeper, too intimate. 'l might touch thedm® before | buy, but |
never damage them.'

And what the hell did he mean by that? She haeaksng suspicion but she
wouldn't give him the satisfaction of asking. Areérte was far too much
exposed flesh above the low-cut bodice of her di@ggve her any hope



that he had failed to register the increase oftdreath-rate. And he was
certainly looking, those silver eyes making a thgto scrutiny of
everything exposed or otherwise.

Quickly putting a lid on her temper, she made dddffort to pull away,

hating the way the pressure of his hand increasetkediately, loathing the
way his touch made her feel. As if she was buropgiside. With outrage.
What else?

Those wandering eyes fastened on her hps and isteslthier head quickly,
scanning the emptiness of the lush corridor, wiglainvhole horde of other
diners would come through to use the facilities.

'What do you want?' She made herself sound coot,rexthing he had to
say could possibly interest her, and heard himHaagvarm sound low in
his throat. She hadn't expected that and, jush fmoment, it threw her, so
when he said,

"To know who you are, for starters. There's muchenyou could supply me
with, but that can wait,' she was unguarded entaigrn again and seek his
eyes, her own wide beneath the thick golden fringe.

"You know who | am. My uncle--' her tongue trippecer the word but she
ploughed quickly on before her teeth started tdtehan her head '—Alex
introduced us. And if you don't mind, he'll be wagt I--'

'‘But | do mind," he cut across her. 'l didn't saallthat old chestnut. What
kind of fool do you take me for? And the thoughttioht delectable firm
white flesh tangled up with the folds and wrinktésin ageing pop star does
not bring tears of joy to my eyes.' The voice wdgitely sharper now, the
silver eyes glinting like the edge of a bright staade.

"You're obscene!' He made her feel literally llnt—Alex is in his prime!
Pop star doesn't come into it, ageing or otherwise.

She threw her head back, the better to glare bjprealong the length of her
nose, unaware that the defiant gesture affordedammnimpeded view of



her long, slender throat, the tantalisingly revealgper curves of her
breasts.

'He's a highly talented, all-round entertainer. #dl needs is a new vehicle
for those talents, but you're too blinkered to geé&he drew in a great,

shuddering breath, almost sobbing with the hatefgnof being held so
near to that vibrant body. She had never encouht@mnan who exuded
such power. It came off him in waves, swamping her.

But she wasn't going to drown in such a potentgielithout struggling,
and she ground out between her teeth, 'VisonWaststhe only TV
company in the land. There's not a damn thing stgp@m from moving on
and up—going where he'll be appreciated!

'Such loyalty. | envy the man his ability to earhhie said grimly. The hand
on her arm dropped away and his face was rigid,eles bitter as he
subjected her to one lancing look before he tumedhis heels and strode
away.

Fenella knuckled her mouth, her eyes anguishedasvatched the door
back into the restaurant swing to behind him. Obg,Ghe had probably
killed off any faint hope Alex had had for his praghme! She, with her big
mouth, had finally wielded the axe that had beewehiag over his head
ever since Saul Ackerman's lot had taken overrdrechise!

And even an abject, squirming apology would do wody Ackerman's
mind had already been made up. He simply hadn‘agmind to burying
Evening With Aleyet. All she had done was drive the final naiha coffin
with her outspoken tongue!

She didn't know how she was going to tell Alex wétae had done.



CHAPTER TWO

'I'M SORRY, you probably wanted to join Ackerman's party,néla
mumbled unhappily as the taxi sped towards Hamgs#dax hadn't said a
word since they'd left the restaurant and, in vid\Wwer rudeness in refusing
to accept his boss's invitation, was probably deepdretting ever having
let Jean talk him into this.

'‘About as much as a sharp kick up the backsidegk Aighed gloomily,
giving her hand a gently reassuring pat. 'We weth brilliant, all evening,
but | doubt if we could have actually sat down witlem and socialised
without giving the game away. We need a whole loade confidence for
that.'

'l expect you're right," she conceded, sagging lamzknst the upholstery
and closing her eyes. But she didn't feel any teserable. Alex didn't
know what had been said out in the corridor andditie't know how she
was going to tell him.

'We achieved what we set out to do—one of the &eaabloids will pick
up on the "scandal" and splash it all over the tfrpage. And I'll be
famous— or rather, notorious—for all of five minsiteAnd Ackerman
himself saw us together. So the old has-been whoe opulled
record-breaking female audiences with his sex-dppéhbe judged to
have refined some of his touch,’ he said, soundimgd and
uncharacteristically cynical. '‘As they say, everd haublicity is good
publicity. | thought Jean was mad when she camwvitip the idea but |
think we were even crazier to go along with it.'

Fenella couldn't argue with that so she said ngthBut as soon as they
were back in the flat her aunt Jean had bought withinor part of her
inheritance from her father she drew the curtamte long living-room,
poured her uncle a large slug of whisky and poitietat the telephone.

'Phone her now; she'll be dying to know how evenghwvent. I'll lay a
penny to a pound she's sitting up in Edinburghegqoadnvinced we didn't



have the bottle to go through with it because sagniv around to make sure
we did.’

Easing her feet out of her ridiculous shoes, sitlegaodnight and left him

to it, confident that a nice long natter with hiseawould cheer him up. She
hated to see him so depressed. She thought the wibdoth of them; in

some ways they meant more to her than her own ganéfich was why

she'd agreed to go along with the crazy scheméarfitst place- much
against her better judgement.

The guest bedroom was furnished with Jean's unkailsta. stamp of elegant
style and home-from- home comfort. Six years agoeenwher uncle had
been signed up for the hour-long, prime-tirs@ening With Alex—a
combination of his light-hearted interviews withlet®ities from the
entertainment world, plus a couple of comedy sket@nd, naturally, half a
dozen of his own songs performed in his own inibigastyle—the couple
had bought a house on the outskirts of Tavistodletoear the main studios
in Plymouth.

But Alex had missed London and when Jean had reddier inheritance
she had immediately bought this flat, which thegdisvhen he wasn't
recording his show.

They were a devoted couple, and it showed. And flesin had stated, was
half the problem. The viewing public saw him as aldte-aged pipe,
slippers and comfortable old cardigan man, neven sswywhere without
his equally middle-aged and unspectacular wife. Nbthey could see him
as a bit of a dog, some lovely young thing on his as they emerged from
some rackety night-spot or other, then people msghip and take notice,
and his female audience might again tune in tglnsv and realise he hadn't
lost all the sex-appeal that had drawn them iniadadroves in the first
place!

And it might have worked, too, if she hadn't wretkeerything by the way
she'd reacted to Saul Ackerman, she thought wegrdglding out of the
en-suitebathroom packaged in an old towelling robe astsrerd a light
knock on her bedroom door.



'She's put us to the top of the class!" Alex wadisgnnow. He looked
relaxed and a good ten years younger. He and J&hndver spent a night
apart in the whole of the thirty years of their maege and he was missing
her.

When Jean had stated firmly that she would visit &ged mother in

Edinburgh—alone—Ileaving the field clear for him'tasbehave' at home
he had almost vetoed the whole idea, she remembiereihg herself to

return his smile.

'‘Good. How is her mother?' She had only met thdaalgl once, years ago,
and remembered her as being quite alarming, andahén't have changed
much because Alex pulled a face as he told her,

'As intractable as ever. She still stubbornly refu® make her home with us
and insists that "Young Elspeth” can look after. H¢pung Elspeth" must
be knocking eighty!" He puffed out his cheeks iasperation. "Talk about
the blind leading the blind! But never mind thaad's given me a whole list
of things we have to do, places we have to be aee®hall we chew them
over now, with a nice mug of drinking chocolate wyuld you rather we
left them to the morning?'

‘They'll keep,' Fenella told him with a sick smikefore they worked out
tactics for the coming two weeks she would haveotdess that they would
be a complete waste of time. After her outbursbanl Ackerman earlier
this evening Alex's programme would be trashed—natten what

happened! No need to depress him tonight. Tomomeuld be soon

enough.

'We did it, sweetheart!" Alex bounced into the kén, his arms full of
newspapers. 'This one's a blinder!" He droppeddedotabloid on the table
in front of her. 'Any coffee left in that pot?"

'Plenty.' Fenella made a gulping sound in her thiwéen she'd crawled out
of bed half an hour ago the flat had been silestieBing her uncle to be



safely asleep, she'd sat at the kitchen tablekidigncoffee and trying to
decide exactly how she would tell him of her rumwiith his boss.

It wasn't going to be easy, especially as he wakilg so pleased with
himself, delighted now because the plan to kick bawok into the public eye
seemed to be working.

'Well—aren't you going to read it?' He had pulled @ chair opposite her,
cradling his coffee-cup, his eager grin and boyishinpled blond-streaked
grey hair reminding her of how attractive to wonaemliences he had been
in his heyday.

Feeling sick inside, she unfolded the paper andhenfingers over the
newsprint. Foreign wars, the balance of paymenigiti@nd the latest
cowardly ERA bomb attack had been relegated tonasfguare inches of
print, the majority of the front page sporting thement when the cameras
had caught her hiding her mischievous smile in Algacket. It came over
as a snuggling embrace, Alex's arms curved pretdgtaround her slinkily
clad body and the huge caption read: "Has-BeenGt#8*

'Don't look so shattered!" Alex grinned, swingitng tpaper round on the
table-top, and read out the article, with plentyhgsterical expression.

Alex Fairbourne, whose top-spot TV show is to bedw<or so
rumour has it—pictured outside one of London's nestlusive
restaurants, finally sheds his dull-dog image. Higely young
companion coyly refused to state her name or basindaybe his
wife could throw light on the identity of the MysyeMistress? But
poor old Jean, we hear, has been conveniently li@chi® the wilds
of Scotland. Did she go willingly, or was she pu¥he

'Grief! "Mystery Mistress"! How tacky can you geE&nella giggled. 'But
Aunty's not going to like that "poor old Jean" bit.

'She's going to love it," Alex contradicted. 'Amace when did you ever call
her Aunty?'



Since never, Fenella admitted, her face straighteout. Alex, her mother's
younger brother, and Jean had always seemed nkeraui older brother
and sister. It had nothing to do with their agegrento do with their
boundless capacity to enjoy life. Only people agp@tially optimistic as
they could have devised such a scheme when facedtiae persistent
rumours—plus a very definite hint from Saul Ackermhimself—that

Evening With Alewas to be axed. And, what was more, put it inexpce.

And now she was going to have to tell him that sti® had promised to
help, had thrown a ten-ton spanner into the works!

'We'll put in an appearance at Tinkers tonightexAtiold her, pouring more
coffee for them both. "You won't have heard of ilewhong is it since you
were last in England? But it's the night-spot @& thoment,' he burbled on
jovially. 'The newshounds are always sniffing amurwaiting for
something to happen. Only a couple of weeks age tvas a deplorable
fracas involving a minor Royal and a lady whosalergials are far from
being unimpeachable. One of the pack earned himséi¢ a scoop that
night. Since then there's always someone hangiogndr waiting for
something they can blow up into a scandal.' He @di$iis chair away from
the table. 'Now, what shall we have for breakfast?'

'Wait; there's something you should know," Fensiad heavily. She felt
awful. She'd let him and Jean down. She hadn'hégpy about the idea of
putting on a deception for the sake of the moréegdttound Press but once
Jean had talked him round Alex had been just asusrastic as his wife,
pointing out that Fen was the only answer—parthef family, utterly
trustworthy and, almost as important, she lookedpidut.

'‘Well?" Alex prodded. 'What should | know?'

'l argued with Ackerman last night.' She took thenge, her tongue feeling
like wood. 'In the rest-room corridor, of all placéle accused me of being
rude when he invited us to join his party." She mgtyes miserably. 'And
he was right. | was rude. Then | lost my head acmused him of being
blinkered. | said there was nothing stopping youkivigy with another
company where your talents would be appreciatadsdrry if I've blown
it." She lowered her head dejectedly. 'He didmheaver as the type of man



who would take any kind of rudeness or criticisimdy down. There'll
probably be a letter in tomorrow morning's poslirtglyou your contract
won't be renewed. So carrying on with this--' shekéd the tabloid
disgustedly with her fingernail ' —would be a totaste of time and effort.'

There were two more pre-recorded shows to run befloe end of the
current—and rumoured final—series. He would beemtdarhooks to see if
all this publicity halted the abysmally falling irags. ‘Nothing will save the
show, after what | said. A flicker of public intstdoecause you appear to be
running around with a woman young enough to be gaughter won't alter
a thing.'

She had said as much when her aunt had first edlistr help but once Jean
had persuaded Alex to take the idea on board tretdeen no dampening
their enthusiastic optimism.

And no dampening now, either, she thought desmgyrias Alex hooted,
'Rubbish!" and started to make the belated bretkfdisthat stuff in the

papers this morning had made him see himself atehrity again; he was,
once more, the idol women had scratched each s#was out to be first in
the queue for his autograph, a lock of his hae,dlothes off his back!

'Saul's too astute a businessman to let sometlitegah insubordinate
female affect his judgement. He was probably intd) by the way you
stood up to him. He's used to having females afea not at his throat.
And I'd lay odds you were the first ever to turnmioan invitation from
him!'

'If you say so.' Fenella was too dejected to ardlex might be her uncle
but right at this moment she felt more like hisnghaother. Pushing her
fringe out of her eyes, she laid the table whil@dested wholemeal bread
and scrambled the eggs; she took over as the pimotiee living-room
warbled out and was still half-heartedly stirrindgpem he rushed back in
again, rubbing his hands.

'What did | tell you? That was Saul on the phora-his secretary, mark
you—the great man himself. | am commanded to attkedopen day
tomorrow in my best bib and tucker. And you, myrdean, are likewise



commanded! "Bring your niece", he said!" He bounaeer and ruffled her
hair affectionately then snatched the pan frombilmmer. ‘Good God, Fen,
these eggs are like case-hardened rubber!

But even the ruination of his breakfast couldnfpevihe beam from his face
and she felt a complete spoiler as she pointedidatdoesn't believe | am
your niece.'

'Of course he doesn't. He wasn't meant to, wasBaéPe still wants you
along. Most insistent.’

Fen wanted to ask why but glumly decided she wdultlke the
answer—supposing Alex knew it, which she doubtdte 8sked instead,
'What is this open day? Anything important?’

‘The best news I've had in six months, sweethealtk abandoned all
attempts to eat his breakfast, leaning back antirgpexpansively. 'Part of
the studios will be open for members of the viewpuplic to meet the
regular presenters and the back-room crews. It'anamual thing but this
year the board, in their wisdom, decided to thrayaalen party, issuing the
invitations as if they were made of diamond-studdetd. Much more
exclusive. Backers and advertisers in the main agprinkling of showbiz
names. A few selected members of the viewing puHiney've been
running a competition for the past three monthseiy-five lucky winners
re-ceived a couple of tickets apiece. Not forgettime performers in, and
writers of, the most successful series we produagsn't asked. Not until
today! It's a public-relations stunt, of course—ma#the viewers feel part of
the network. Not to mention making the invited atigers feel important.'

'‘And you!" Fen pointed out with an indulgent smis high spirits were
infectious and at least last evening's piece oémaeds hadn't produced the
backlash she'd expected. That made her conscieses.e

'‘Ab—so—Iutely!" His blue eyes were gleaming likgoghires. 'Clear up,
would you, Fen? I'll phone Jean and tell her thedgnews. The whole
thing's beginning to work like a dream. Oh, anlde-Was halfway out of the
room before he turned '—we'll have to scrub Tinkersght. Pity, but it

can't be helped. We'll drive down to Tavistock tafernoon and be nice



and rested for tomorrow's high jinks. Be sure tokpsomething sexy to
wear.'

By no stretch of the imagination could the simpleap-over amber silk
dress be called sexy, Fen consoled herself as émal& Jean had given
Alex for his last birthday swept over the Tamapi@ornwall.

She had happily dressed for the part she'd beattealiwhen they'd attended
the first night and shown up afterwards at theawsint. But for some
unknown reason she could no more bring herselfassthe part of @mme
fa talethis afternoon than fly. Long sleeves looked desremough and the
narrow belt was tied tightly around her waist tsume that neither the
bodice nor the cleverly draped skirt would gape.

A floppy-brimmed hat in fine amber straw, festoomath huge cream silk
roses, completed the ensemble and, emerging frengukst room in the
Tavistock house, she had blinked in surprise whéax,Alooking very
elegant and Fred Astaire-ish in a morning suit, t@d her, 'You look
fantastic!'

It was probably the hat, she decided edgily, nokilng forward to the
coming afternoon one tiny bit. Certainly nothingdimwith the dress which
covered her from her neck to just below her knsesffactively as a shroud.

'Don't forget to stick to me like glue," Alex saa&tsely as he slowed down
for the turn-off on to a decidedly minor road. 'I'beginning to get
butterflies. I'll need you to hold my hand for tiheason alone.’

He was beginning to look white around the moutim, k@ed, giving him an
narrow-eyed glance as the car swept between hidbesefilled with the

foam of Queen Anne's lace and pink campion. It avdeautiful blue and
green afternoon, as perfect as only an Englisty sarhmer could be, and
everything seemed to be going to plan, so why shihd pair of them be so
uneasy?

'I've suddenly developed a split personality,” befided. '‘One minute I'm
up in the air and thinking all this is a superbatdezspecially when it's
bringing results—and the next I'm wishing we'd nestarted it. Trouble is,



Fen, | can't come to terms with the thought of §edm the scrap heap,
reduced to earning my crust advertising somebdthzen dinners in some
ghastly commercial.'

About to point out that he didn't need to work Bt that Jean's fortune
would keep them both in reasonable luxury for Idiee thought better of it.
Jean loved him to bits and wouldn't begrudge a peras the gifts she
showered on him so lavishly testified. But Alex Hmasl pride. His ability to
keep himself and support his wife was importarttito.

'‘But we won't get anywhere if we back out now. Aledn would clobber us
senseless if we did," he chuckled softly, his meadihging again as he
slowed down, looking for signposts.

Fen had imagined that the garden party would bet ihedome suitable spot
near the main studios and the information that Paklerman's country
home was to be the venue had only added to thdimyggense of unease
she'd been suffering ever since she'd had to ader# was no backing out,
no way of rejecting the invitation to attend.

Though it was more like a royal command, she decatgily as the high
hedges gave way to a wall of rough-grained quasiede and then to a pair
of massive iron gates flung open in well-bred iatrdn. Uniformed men
who looked suspiciously like security guards dieecthem along a track
that branched off from the main gravelled drivatoarea of grassland that
served as a temporary car park.

Big white vans bearing the distinctive Vision Wiegjo left Fen in no doubt
that the television crews would be prowling, gejtthe glittering occasion
on film to be relayed to the viewers through theallnews programme this
evening. And there was well over a million pounasrth of motorised
status symbols lined up on the crushed dry gréssnsted, which meant
that everyone here was a 'somebody’, and thatheenension-reading up
another couple of notches.

Just why had Saul Ackerman changed his mind aniteth\lex along at
practically the last moment? He couldn't have hexbsd thoughts about



tossing him on to the scrap heap on the strengitfef scandal- mongering
write-ups in the tabloids, surely?

Ducking her head as she got out of the car, sherg&thaged to knock her
hat to a rakish angle. Muttering under her bresitle, righted it. She wasn't
used to wearing any kind of headgear; she feltdikeushroom. Hitching up
her skirts, she spindle-heeled her way to Alex wiag pocketing the keys
to the Daimler, her tawny eyes wary as she told, Hishon't want to spoil
your moment of triumph, but have you stopped todesrwhy you're here?
We never thought about the possibility of Ackerniming disgusted by
what he must have read in the papers—he might ant t8 employ a man
who is seen publicly to be cheating on his wife. dild be letting
ourselves in for a highly public snub. Have youutiat of that?'

'Yes.' Alex smoothed down his hair then took herdhand tucked it into the
crook of his arm. 'lt's always a possibility, buteanote one. Publicity and
top ratings are the name of the game, and bedid&sno saint. He's rarely
seen with the same woman twice. Whatever he ignitdhink he's a

hypocrite.'

'Is he married?' Fen spiked her heels into thesgfem some unknown yet
powerful reason she neededto know more about time Agaase of 'know
your enemy’, she supposed.

'He was." Alex gave her a look that carried a bimtnpatience. 'But it ended
very messily. There was someone else involved—traveays was
someone else involved during the short lifetiméhat marriage. Do come
on, Fen!

More cars were arriving, sunlight glittering frofmetr faultless bodywork,
more frivolous hats and sleek-faced men in morswits. Fen gave in and
fell in step beside her uncle as they gravitatedatds a gateway in the
fuchsia hedge, a graceful figure in the amber 8t emphasised the
slenderness of her hips and long, long legs, bligsinaware that each step
she took afforded the onlooker a tiny tantalisitigngse of creamy thigh
and intriguing stocking-top.



Alex's brief words had told her as much as she edhtd know about Saul
Ackerman, and left her even less endeared to ham efore. His poor wife
was well rid of him; Alex had spoken of the margagnding—so
presumably that meant divorce. Because he couteéep his hands off
other women? It certainly sounded like it.

Fen couldn't understand why any right-minded womanted to get

married at all. Why put yourself in a position wéeyour happiness
depended on the good nature and fidelity of one@aenerally speaking,
she liked men, enjoyed their company and valued thendship. But she

would never surrender her independence to on&kretwe what it had done
to her mother and, in consequence, to her. Andheadd enough about
disastrous marriages to make any sensible femalg wa

So footloose and heart-free she would remain, iaecitof the world, a
happily independent lady answerable to no one érgdif.

'Fen!" A sharp nudge in her ribs brought her waindemind back to present
circumstances. Blinking, she focused on the tray ghdisses, the
white-shirted, impassive-faced waiter who heldTihen, champagne in
hand, she took in her surroundings. Acres of erdage¢en, closely mown
grass quartered by stone- flagged paths, partefréiswers cut into the
sward, punctuated by tall trees, their leaves vdrigg softly in the gentle
summer breeze. And, beyond and above the long ssfeeglosely cut yew
hedge a few hundred yards away, the glimpse ofuhwbled roofs of an
impressive Tudor house.

Some country pad, she thought sourly, contrastimgth the humble stone
cottage, the only place that had ever remotely cmmesemble a home, a
bare twenty miles away as the crow flew.

But at least there was no sign of the owner, sgrageful for small mercies,
she told herself, wondering if they could possilmignage to avoid him all
afternoon.

'What do we do now?' she asked. 'Plant ourselvdoiri of the camera
crews and grin?’



'We circulate and give each other adoring glantessaid firmly. 'Drink
your fizz; it might put you in a better mood.' Haigked her along paths and
over expensively maintained lawns, mingling withieas groups of guests,
introducing her simply as Fenella, doing nothinglato dampen the often
openly inquisitive stares she was getting, spemaatyes watching her
every move. She could almost hear them thinkingatieg whether she was
with Alex for love or for money.

There was a lot of well-mannered back-slappingt afl preening and a fair
amount of talking shop and by the time they hadkedrtheir way through
to the terrace beyond the hedge Fen had had mamestiough.

The paving ran along the entire frontage of theetgumeilarly lovely house
and was set with white- clothed buffet tables aadspall perfumed and
punctuated by terracotta pots brimming over wittedy lilies. And in the

middle distance, surrounded by a group of obvigu®pghants, was Saul
Ackerman.

Fen recognised him with a curious jolt right in {hie of her stomach. He
was easily the most impressive male around—the fhhraf sexily
handsome actors she had encountered notwithstanding

Oh, drat it to Hades! She had really hoped she dvtiuhave to see him.
Guilty conscience, she supposed. She had behawdy theat first time
they'd met. Which didn't mean she wouldn't behaweet as badly if there
happened to be a second time. And that wouldr&ldg's career prospects
a whole heap of good, she admitted. But then, sldenever encountered
anyone, male or female, who had aroused her to apach of unthinking
animosity. Her blood boiled whenever she thoughtiwof!

'We could leave now," she whispered to Alex outhefside of her mouth.
"You must have spoken to everyone here.'

Except Saul, and she wasn't about to remind hitinatf She was sick of
being on show, being talked about. Most of the eebpre would have read
at least one scandal-mongering piece of so-catlathalism. Most of the
men, with varying degrees of interested speculatiaa ogled her, while
she was sure all the women were bitching abouinsate their heads. She



was getting paranoid, she recognised, but thattdtbp her wanting to hit
Alex when he scoffed, 'What, and miss out on adit thorgeous food?
Besides, | haven't paid my respects to Saul yeti@keep a high profile. If
Jean were here she'd say the same.’

'‘Go ahead,' Fen told him, feeling tight-lipped. (Mlodeserve a medal if you
can drag him out from under all those female admireShe had just
recognised the lushly sensual, scarlet garbeddigtivesta Faine hanging
adoringly on to his arm. No doubt she was his curtady. Seen twice

already in his company, she must be all set tokbtiea record—if what

Alex had said about the staying power of his lagias true. 'And | need to
go to the loo,"' she grumbled untruthfully. "Whegat?'

'‘Go to the house. You'll find doors if you look fibrem. Saul won't have
Portakabins labelled "His" and "Hers" on his saanbgproperty.’ He gave
her arm a little squeeze. 'Don't be long. I'll getsome food and try to grab
Saul's attention. After all, he did expressly iawbu to come.’

Which wasn't what she wanted to hear, Fen thouglha swayed her way
along the terrace, skirting the lily pots and knofsfestively dressed
personalities with an empty smile fixed on her face

She had no need to find a bathroom—just a bit gitgrspace. And she had
no intention of returning before she had got hénsiegle and calm again.
Alex could manage on his own; she'd done quite gimou

To the side of the house she found a swimming- moohplete with
loungers and white-painted wrought-iron tables. Aedple. Quickly, she
withdrew her inquisitive nose from the trellis alldving roses that formed
part of the pool surround and explored further.

And eventually found just what she'd been hoping ditter seclusion. A
small secret garden, enclosed on three sides byetal hedges, the fourth
side open to a vista of sweeping fields and thekithiwooded river valley
below. No one in sight. Just the sun, the warm awnftthe patchwork of
greens, the song of the birds. Heaven.



Ignoring the stone bench seat, strategically pladed peaceful
contemplation of the breathtaking view, she kickéicher shoes and sank
down on the soft, sun-warmed grass, pulling herdoatn over her face to
shade her creamy pale skin from the damaging rays.

If she weren't so tense she would be asleep wighoonds; she hadn't
realised just how exhausted she was. The past years she'd been
travelling round Europe, flitting from one job toet next like a demented
gnat, enjoying every hectic moment. Eighteen moagts after her father's
sudden and unexpected death from a heart conddlmn,had taken two
months off to get her distraught mother settled hwian old
schoolfriend—recently widowed herself—in Australfend that had been
no easy ride.

She had grieved for her father, of course shehlmdsorrow taking the form
of deep regrets. Regret that he had barely everoadkdged her existence
and, when he had, only because of her nuisance valgelfish man, there
had been no room in his life for anything outside Work as a highly
respected travel writer. He'd travelled the woddagging his wife along
behind him and, much later, the child he had nexpected or wanted. Not
that he'd had to drag his wife, exactly. She'd leerdependent on him, too
besotted, to let him out of her sight! And now thathad gone, her mother
didn't know what to do with her life. So no, thabtmonths spent trying to
help her mother come to terms with the loss shesdoshe would never be
able to accept had not been a picnic.

And a few weeks ago, during one of the frequens ¢alAustralia she made
from wherever she happened to be, her mother tsidiated mournfully,
'When you're next in the UK | want you to arrangethe cottage to be sold.
| couldn't bear to go there again, not without ytaiher. It would kill me.
You can crate up any of his books and papers tieastdl there and send
them out to me. I'd ask Alex and Jean, but you khow busy they are.
Alex has better things to do with his time thanheothimself with my
affairs.’

And so, after a job that had taken her to the BhgMidlands, Fen had
dropped in on Jean and Alex in Hampstead, intentlirgpend a few days
with them before hiring a car and driving down tor@vall, promising



herself that before she did anything about disgpsinthe cottage and its
furnishings she would give herself a full week siynfp laze around and
recoup her energies. Instead, she had found hehselin into playing the
part of Alex's mistress, all thoughts of a muchdeek breathing space
pushed into the background.

Sighing gustily, she wriggled herself into a momndéortable position,
feeling her skirt ruck up around her thighs andaasing. There was no one
to see her, after all. If she was going to havepend the next couple of
weeks racketing around notorious night-spots with tncle, pretending
they were having an adulterous fling, she woulddteeunwind.

She made a conscious effort to relax, to push éviegy out of her mind,
and succeeded, feeling her body go boneless, glelipg at her eyes,
pulling her deeper and deeper...

'‘Can anybody join in, or is Alex the only man whalkowed to sleep with
you?'

The steel-sharp voice cut through the layers adfskes a hand flicked the
silk and straw confection away from her face. Femtrigid with shock,
then wriggled frantically, trying to get uprighttwout sacrificing too much
of her dignity. But a warm hand— a burningly warandd—on her thigh
sent all thoughts of dignity scattering in the ethker temper and
temperature going through the roof.

Not only had her skirt rucked up to an indecentleit had also gaped
embarrassingly. And that lean, olive-toned hand wawved around her
thigh, on the soft white flesh above her stockiog-t

'How dare you?' She slapped fiercely at his haatit blidn't budge an inch.

The pressure of his fingers increased by a fractiod Fen pulled in a

scorching breath, appalled by the electrifying aéinas that spread all over
her body. Then she twisted away, ending up on aed$iand knees, hardly
knowing how to contain her fury when he simply ezt for her, dragging

her down on to the grass, his arms pinioning haeath him.



Down, but not out, she glared into his unsmilingswnd tried to control
her hectic breathing as she rasped out, 'What éladb you think you're
doing, Mr Ackerman? If this is a sample of the way treat your female
guests I'm surprised you weren't locked safely ayemys ago!

And then he did smile, a sweet, slow smile thak toer breath away all over
again, a smile that touched his eyes like the o&ylse moon on a silver sea
and made the harshly modelled planes of his facamséar less
uncompromising.

'l treat my female guests in exactly the way tbeny language leads me to
believe they expect,’ he murmured, his voice at aoivelvet now. 'The
invitation you posed was impossible to resist. Aador what | was doing--'
He moved off her and her eyes went wide and wildyWer body seemed
scorched by the imprint of his, as if she wouldareae able to rid herself of
the way all that power-packed virility had feltiakad crushed her into the
grass! 'l was looking for you. Alex has been gofrantic. And having
found you, pinned you down so to speak, | wasnlingito risk losing you
again.’

He got to his feet, as if nothing had happenedf las tumbled women he
barely knew in the grass every day of the weelylied them and put his
hands... Oh, it was unendurable! And if he toudmedagain she would kill
him!

But she didn't. Because when he hauled her tode¢rénd smoothed down
her wrinkled skirt, pulled together the gaping lmedof her dress and settled
her silly hat on her head, his touch was completepersonal, as if he were
dressing a tailor's dummy, making it fit for thebpa gaze. And that,
strangely, was miff-making enough without his alimoart command,
'‘Come. Alex has something he wants to tell you.idgss if you're missing
for much longer he'll get withdrawal symptoms."



CHAPTER THREE

SauL didn't touch her as he walked her back to theypadt even a hand
beneath her elbow as they mounted the flight afesgieps that led up from
the lower walkway to the pool and terrace level.

Which didn't mean a thing. Because Fen couldn'eimeen more aware of
him if his hands had been all over her. Her bodg Warning, her mouth
suddenly dry, her breath thick in her lungs. Y&t slas shivering, quivering
all over like a startled mare. But that was jusymptom of the tension she'd
been under ever since she and Alex had starteghatliis mad charade, she
informed herself tartly, trying to wipe away the may of being pinned
beneath Saul Ackerman's hard male body, the walgdrid had felt on the
soft warm flesh of her thigh.

But the memory wouldn't go away and she had nesen las pleased to see
anyone in her life as she was to see Alex whendétdimem at the end of the
now almost deserted terrace.

'So there you are!" His face lit up with relieftHbught you'd run out on me,
sweetheart.'

'‘Never!" In her eagerness to reach him and thergafeality he represented,
one of her spindly heels twisted beneath her atyg ®aul's lightning-fast
reactions, the hand that snaked out to steadyh®rented her from falling
in a heap and saying goodbye to what little was défher dwindling
composure. 'If you're this eager in bed I can ustded why he hates you to
be out of his sight," Saul murmured close to hey lea breath fanning her
thick honey-gold fringe beneath the dipping, rasgeh brim of her hat.

Fen shuddered with scalding outrage. She wantedllttnim to shut his
insulting mouth but the words wouldn't come. Hergoe was stuck to the
roof of her mouth. And the hand that had steadedélaxed, just a little,
his thumb making lazy circles on the inside of lhem, scorching her
through the thin silk sleeve. And the most bewilagr the most horrible



thing of all was the way she was just standingetles if turned to stone,
letting him do it. Enjoying--

No! Never!

She slapped that thought away smartly then wenalhover as he released
her arm, his hand brushing her silk-clad bottonit &sll back to his side,
brushing against her so lightly that she could ainmave imagined it.

'Excuse me for a moment; there's someone | must adorief word with,'

Saul said, turning away, his movements very fladd man whose body
packed so much power. And Fen gave him a sounlctaht ten out of ten
for urbanity, for behaving as if nothing had hapgatras if he hadn't foully
insulted her with both word and touch!

'‘Can we go now?' Fen glared at her uncle, unfayeldeoway his eyebrows
shot up to his hairline at her tone. He hadn't belese enough to catch
Saul's low- voiced insult, and the touching hadegon out of sight!

‘Not yet." Alex pulled her out of the way of theitees who were already
dismantling the buffet tables. The party was lomgroShe must have slept
for longer than she'd thought. 'Listen,’ he begaa rush, his flushed face
close to hers, 'while you were missing | had a wuwith Laurence
Meek—nhe's the director of programmes, the man vamput 'em on and
take 'em off. And the only living soul who can swhg decisions he makes
Is--'

'Saul Ackerman,' Fen put in drily, hatred bubblung inside her all over
again at the mere thought of him.

'Dead right. Anyway, Laurence gave me a very sttungthat, after all, my
show mightn't get the shove. His actual words wé&den't go anywhere
else with your c.v., old man. There's a big decisimthe offing and I think it
will go your way."

‘That's great news!' Fen's golden eyes shonedaemibod disappearing like
mist in the summer sunshine. She was really plefsddm. His own show
meant a lot to him—his pride, his self-respect,d@ase of worth. Slowly,



she walked over to the stone balustrading thatatiye terrace and gazed
out over the now deserted gardens, Alex at her sldegood news meant
that soon they would be able to stop the pretefice torrid, adulterous
relationship. She had never been wildly ecstatouathe idea but she hadn't
foreseen how tawdry and besmirched it would makdded. The relief was
heady.

The Ackerman monster certainly had a beautiful hosie decided, the
tranquillity of the scene soothing her. She codldost imagine herself
putting down roots if she owned something like .tlhibnost. She sighed.
No, she couldn't see herself putting roots downadugye, any time. She
couldn't really see the point. There was alwaysetbhmg new over the
horizon, something to draw her wandering feet odwar

'‘And when's this big decision to be taken?' shedsk

'I'm not sure. But soon. And when it's made, eithiay, we can drop this
act.’

'‘But it can't have had anything to do with theiacbe of mind, surely?' Fen
looked at him worriedly. 'One scandalous storyrntp.' Her voice trailed

away. From what she'd gathered, the viewing figime®lex's show had

been falling steadily for some time, and droppikg b stone just recently.
Could their altered decision be based on what aféer, all, simply a piece
of sleazy journalism and salacious speculatiodititi't make a whole lot of
sense.

But Alex didn't care why he had been offered aies@gr;, only that it seemed
that he had. He was smiling expansively, his faodltished. Fen suspected
he'd been celebrating ever since he'd had thatwilk the director of
programmes. The champagne had been flowing likenvatter all!

'Shall | drive us home?' She didn't want to offdnd male pride by
suggesting he might be over the legal limit—weledv—but it was time
they made a move.

She didn't want to face Saul again, not after wieahad said and done.
Especially not after what he had said and done!



'We'll see. Later. Saul's asked us to stay to dirnkve been trying to tell
you.'

'What?' Fen shook her head decisively. ‘No. OH,3to¢ had had more than
enough of his company. Several others would haea levited, too, she
was sure of that. A select few. Definitely incluglithe lovely Vesta Faine!
But she had no wish whatsoever to be part of thte e@round Saul
Ackerman's dinner- table tonight.

'Fen!" Alex looked pole-axed. 'Don't be like thdt'know it's been
difficult—being taken for my mistress, and everwgthi But it won't be for
much longer, | promise, and then we can come clead.it's important to
me; you must see that. We got away with refusisgritation once; do it
twice and | can kiss all hopes of a change of ngimoldbye!" He put his hand
over hers as it clenched and curled around thensumed stone. 'l can't
afford to ruffle his feathers, at least not urtiait decision's been made. And
he might want to discuss it over dinner. Pleasegetieart, try to endure it.
For me?'

It was emotional blackmail and she knew she hachaice. But, just to get
her own back, she snapped out, '‘Couldn't we jligtite we can't wait to get
back to your place and dive into bed?' Saul wouldeustand something like
that—the arrogant, insulting, over-sexed monster...

She saw Alex's face go purple, and knew why whem) fust behind her,
that hated voice said, in a tonelike steel cutthmgugh stone, 'Shall we go
in? We've time for a drink before dinner. And pghaour niece..." his
voice hovered damningly over that word ... wotite Ito freshen up before
we eat?'

He had heard what she had said; no doubt aboutying to hide her

flaming face beneath the brim of her hat, she ladther option but to keep
pace with the two men as they walked towards theséoBut once inside
she could have wept with relief as he introducesl Housekeeper, Mrs
Pringle.

'‘Show Fenella to the blue guest room, Prinny. Aold ldinner for an hour,
would you? Weil be watching Vision West News in then.'



How many others would be watching, too? How marwt@d guests for
dinner? Would they all be wondering what she anekAjot up to in bed?
Wondering if his wife knew exactly what was going?o

Fen felt dreadful. She wasn't cut out to be a emsstreven a pretend one!
Hysterically, she wondered if she could tell the$ekeeper she'd got a sick
headache and was going to have a nice lie-downshowould never get
away with it. Saul Ackerman would be up like a stwosoothe her fevered
brow. He probably knew a few good variations onghme of doctors and
nurses!

Oh, she was getting sex on the brain! she howleteatelf after the
housekeeper trotted off, having deposited hery@esred, in the blue room.
She, who rarely gave the subject a moment's thauagihér busy, restless
life, preferring to be celibate rather than riskcbéng some dreadful disease.
In any case, she didn't know what the fuss wastaSte'd tried it once and
had found it to be about as exciting as readingptuk of a bus ticket.

True, she'd been only eighteen at the time. Eighéewl lonely, during her
first year working for her degree in modern langgagrhe other female
students had all fancied Ray Gordon, but he hakkegiter and it had gone
to her head. She had imagined herself in love hiith and he banished the
loneliness, and she had fancied herself as a modsFrated woman, with a
partner—modern women didn't use words like 'logad 'mistress'. But six
weeks after their first date he had taken her batks flat and into his bed.
And she'd hated every moment of it and had dediuggl after all, she didn't
need a partner, not if it entailed putting up vaththat rather embarrassing
business between the sheets.

She would rather handle her life all by herselfken& how she wanted it.
With her first-hand knowledge of other countriebeit customs and
languages, she could be as fancy-fxee as she chudeshe need never be
lonely while there were places to go, people totpwelile she kept a lively,
enquiring mind in her head.

So why did sex keep raising its contentious head?iNothing to do with
Saul Ackerman, the way he had touched her? No,oafse not. She
despised and hated the man.



Tossing her hat on the graceful half-tester beel sslanned the room sourly.
Blue. A misty, pale blue combined with soft greysl@ream. Very tasteful.
Rather fine antiques, too. But, what was more ® ghint, an elegantly
appointed bathroom with every-thing a female gudght need to help her
freshen up for the fray. For fray it would be, stoeknowledged as, twenty
refreshing minutes later, she reluctantly madenssr back downstairs.

Not knowing where to go, she stood for a few momamthe centre of the
huge, jonquil-scented hall. There were big bowlthefdelicate, late spring
flowers everywhere. And there was an undertone esfstvax, too, and
carefully tended great age. The mellow panellingnsed to surround her
protectively and the lovingly polished antique fitwre looked like old and
valued friends. It was a house that had lived thhobistory, sheltering
many souls through the ages, and it seemed to melder, offer her a
gracious, gentle haven...

‘Through here, miss.’

Fen blinked rapidly. It wasn't like her to come @aler fanciful. In fact, it
was unheard of. She was probably the most levaldteperson she knew.

‘Thanks.' She summoned a wavery smile for the lkeeper who had just
come through one of the doors, a tray of used géaissher capable hands. 'l
was a bit lost.'

Lost in a load of nonsense, she informed herselferingly. A house was a
house, when all was said and done. Nothing to hetesvy-eyed about!
Trying not to look as apprehensive as she feltagpgoached the door Mrs
Pringle was patiently holding open for her. Frora ttumber of the glasses
on that tray there must be quite a crowd througiheth

Bracing herself to endure more speculative lookslaaded questions, Fen
took a deep breath and sailed into the room, hes gging wide as she saw
Alex sprawled comfortably in a leather club chaiglass in his hand, Saul
on a two-seater sofa, and not another soul.



Alex was too intent on the TV set to have noticest but Saul got
immediately to his feet, motioning her to the sadehe moved to the drinks
tray.

Fen's eyes raked the room for somewhere else tansitdecided that
perching herself on the edge of the hard-backed dakr by the
bookshelves, removing the stack of what looked hikgh-quality trade
magazines in order to do so, would look childistidyensive.

She had nothing to be defensive about, she askarsdlf, sinking down on

to the sofa. So she wasn't going to act as if site h was a comfortable,
booky room, very relaxing, and the fact that slindihave to face a horde
of other guests was an enormous relief. She toeKltite of champagne
Saul handed her with a cool murmur of thanks anidhea him top Alex's

whisky glass to the brim and wondered just whatas about the man that
made her come out in goose- bumps whenever shedaakhim.

He had discarded the jacket of the formal suit Hesén wearing this
afternoon, removed his tie, and the crisp whiteiabf his shirt skimmed
wide, hard- boned shoulders and the dark, closagitrousers emphasised
his tall leanness. He was a sexy-looking brute gsimaitted, taking a gulp of
champagne to moisten her dry throat. He had thedda man who would
never take no for an answer, had probably nevertbhadven try. He
blatantly exuded that type of arrogance.

Perhaps that was what made him appear so dangetbasand the way he
moved, the way his eyes seemed to be able to reggnthinside her head and
read her thoughts, the way the hard mouth couldexnig, unexpectedly
smile and make the recipient believe the sun hadecout, shining
brilliantly just for them, on even the darkest,ahiest of days.

But the threat he posed was not to herself; howddbbe? As far as she was
concerned he was no threat at all! No, it was A& had to think about.
The threat to his programme, his standing in thereainment world. So she
would try to forget the brute's insults and do best to be cool and polite,
and eat his wretched dinner and say goodnight aadlgye very nicely, like
a well-brought-up young lady. For her uncle's sake.



She shot the object of her concern a frowning l@old he caught it as he
momentarily looked away from the screen, lifting lglass in an absurd
salute and grinning foolishly. He was drinking tan much. She would
definitely have to drive him home. She wished Jeare here to take him in
hand. His hoped-for reprieve had gone to his healdkaocked out all his
common sense!

As Saul joined her on the sofa Fen braced hendit tried to touch her
again she would scream! But he simply topped updmampagne and
concentrated on the small screen.

Fen sipped and tried to convince herself that tteelte of electricity
between them existed only in her imagination, tetminute awareness of
him was a perfectly natural reaction to the inshéihad heaped on her. She
had every right to be wary of him after the thihgshad said and done. But
once dinner was over they could leave and she woarldr have to see him
again.

On that comforting thought, she, too, concentraiedhe screen. After the
commercial break the second half of the regionalsnprogramme began
and she watched without much interest the shatsemhbers of the viewing
public being shown around some of the studios. émlg when the scene
shifted to the garden party did she begin to siaugh take notice.

As an exercise in corporate back-slapping it way well done. Loads of
famous faces looking as if they were having a widdl@ time and the
director of programmes explaining just how manyitxg packages the
viewing audiences could look forward to in the fetuBut in the
background of many of the shots she could see lheard Alex, she
clinging to his arm as if glued to his side and—boof horrors! —every
step she took revealed an outrageous glimpse sfded stocking-tops.

And she had congratulated herself on managingeassdso demurely! Her
face on fire, she surreptitiously tugged at th#draus wrap-over skirt and
hoped she had imagined the wicked, low chuckleeasiue.

'‘Marvellous publicity!" Alex slurred as the creditegan to roll. 'Great idea
of yours, ol' man!'



And not bad publicity for him, either, Fen thougburly. There wouldn't be
many viewers who would have missed the sight okAairbourne with a
doting dolly on his arm, flashing her legs and smgildotingly into his

handsome, distinguished face.

'The idea was a collective one," Saul said disrebgi But there was not a
hint of the expected censure in his tone. He sadifdently amused,
indulgent even. Fen wondered what he was up tousedae didn't seem the
type to suffer tipsy maunderings from an undertieagly.

‘Shall we go through?' Saul rose to his feet, pmgss bell-push discreetly
hidden away at the side of the stone fireplacaniigrwill be serving
dinner.’

She would be now, Fen thought tartly. The housedelad probably been
waiting, like an athlete on the starting-block, fost such a summons.
Putting her glass down on a side-table, she notibdwid shock that it was

empty again. How many glasses of champagne hadjdped her way

through? How many times had he silently toppedhireg up?

And Alex was definitely unsteady on his feet as|Smered them into a
small, intimate dining-room that had open Frenchdsivs leading out on
to the terrace. And throughout the beautifully serand prepared meal Saul
kept the wine flowing.

One glass was all Fen allowed herself and Saulnsited, had scarcely
touched his. Was he deliberately trying to get figests drunk? she
wondered hysterically. But what would be the point?

Whatever his host's intentions, Alex was definitelyder the weather.
Twice she had kicked him under the table but itnftachade a scrap of
difference to his alcoholic intake. She would hawv@our him into the car!
That was if she could ever get him to stop talking!

And it was all Saul's fault! He was the one who pigng the wine, leading
poor old Alex on to talk about past triumphs, tleéebrities he'd met in his
long and—up until fairly recently—successful careéte was being
manipulated, made to feel feted and important.Wwewmd have dearly liked



to shove one of those dratted wine bottles rightrd&aul Ackerman's
throat!

She didn't know what he was up to, only that it wasiething despicably
devious, and she was proved horribly right whemiog through with the
coffee, Prinny was instructed in that 'won't takefar an answer' voice,
'Show Mr Fairbourne to his room, would you? He'd Adong day.' He got
to his feet with a movement that combined ease mitipose and helped his
almost paralytic guest to stand upright. 'That'gight with you, Alex? |
wouldn't want one of our star performers to fdiraath test.’

'His' room! Thus implying that the housekeeper kraalvn the guests would
be overnighters. Oh, the tricky bastard! And Alexdshothing, not a word,
just gave her a cross-eyed, fatuous smile befaggsting out behind the
stone-faced Mrs Pringle. He would fall asleep répgahat ‘'one of our star
performers' like a litany, she just knew he woule poor old love. Saul
Ackerman had been using him, playing on his inggear And she thought
she was beginning to understand why!

So when Saul turned back to her after closing dwe dehind his inebriated
guest and his housekeeper she was already ondter fe

‘Thank you for dinner, Mr Ackerman.' Never let Himable to accuse her of
having no manners again! 'I'll collect Alex in tm®rning. About eleven?’

Her uncle wouldn't have surfaced much before ttienstate he was in. And
by then Ackerman should be about his business,pstgnaround, playing

God around one of his business enterprises. Thghivaglare she gave him
belied the way her heart was thumping about. Hstren would tell her

whether her suspicions were true, and the tinyzeinomoment of utter
silence was straining her composure to the limit.

And then that breathtaking smile, those moltenesjlynagnetic eyes. Fen
shuddered, pulling in air, and Saul said softhgiHunnecessary, Fenella.
You'll be staying, too. Or hadn't | mentioned i moved closer, his
nearness intimidating. She stood her ground, hde prot allowing her to
give way. He knew damn well he had mentioned nd shing. 'l wouldn't
like to see you up on a drink-drive charge, either.



One insult too many! Fen's nostrils flared. Helyealas despicable!

'I'm within the legal limit,"” she snapped at hingt rs0 sure about that,
though. She'd had one glass of wine with dinnerdowtidn't be positive

about the amount of champagne she'd gulped dowie wihney'd been

watching that programme. And she felt perfecthacleeaded. In any case,
if she had any doubts at all, she was perfectlypgmed to drive to the

nearest lay-by and sleep in the car.

'‘Debatable.' His purring voice underlined her ownlats and her eyes fell
from his. Immediately, she felt more sure of hdrdéé couldn't make her
stay. But, 'Sadly—or not—it depends on the way lpak at it--' the fingers
of one hand brushed her thick fringe away from dngrs '—Prinny has a
streak of Puritanism a mile wide, so, for the sak#he proprieties, you and
Alex have separate rooms. Not--' his fingers st/ the side of her face,
feathering along her jawline '—not that he wouldrbach good to you
tonight.'

Fen choked. She felt as if she was drowning inaéigit. All down to the
way he was touching her, his insults. Not that loeile/ think of them as
insults, of course. Everyone was supposed to letieat she was having an
affair with Alex. But that didn't excuse him!

She jerked her head away but he moved closer, laskr, and she found
herself backed against the table with nowheretelgm. About to tell him
she had no intention of staying under the sameasdfim, she opened her
mouth to yell at him and found the words pushedaio her throat as he
laid a silencing finger against her lips.

And she didn't know whether her stunned and sleatterability to move a
muscle was due to the way her senses were swimahithg intimacy of his
touch, or the way he imparted conversationallyt he warn you against
refusing my hospitality again, Fenella. You wouldwant me to feel
insulted, would you? It might make me take my ustierdable feelings of
pique out on your "uncle". And that would be a skasspecially after I've
convinced Laurence Meek that we should reconsiderdecision to cut
such dead wood d&vening With Aleput of our schedulings. Shall we take
our coffee out on to the terrace?'



CHAPTER FOUR

ALMOST spitting with outrage, Fen flounced down on to avfethe
sumptuously upholstered patio chairs and watchad @at the tray of
coffee things on the white-painted wrought-ironéabVhile he poured, she
brooded.

Out-and-out blackmail. Do as | say, or else...

Do as | say. And no Brownie points for guessing tithat might be! He
probably thought she was a career-mistress; hadregeavith Alex, fancied
her, and decided he wanted a piece of the actionirficself!

She remembered precisely how many times he hatiéduwer, and where,
and how. Her skin tingled, all over her body, ahd was sure her face had
gone scarlet. And if he so much as laid one firmgeher she would scream
the house down. Hadn't he imparted that Mrs Pritngld a mile-wide
Puritanical streak? She would come to her resauelysshe would? In any
case, she would scream her lungs out until she did!

But he didn't attempt to touch her, or make anyhemrinsulting remarks
about bed. He put her coffee in front of her, aftecream and sugar, which
she stiffly declined, and sat down opposite, legnrack and looking
enviably relaxed.

'So—tell me something about yourself.' No tracsteél in his voice now. It
was liquid gold as it trickled into her conscioussiemaking her nerve-ends
tingle all over again. And he sounded as if he tualy interested, and that,
she assured herself, was simply a trick of thes®aswomaniser's trade.

But, what was worse, she almost wanted to tallitg relax with him in the
soft, flower-scented evening. But only almost. Sfssn't that much of a
fool. And, in any case, the desire, if indeed iswzere, had come fleetingly
into being merely because she was sick and tiredeofleception, the part
she was playing.



'Why?' The question was baldly put and cold, lgthim know she wouldn't

be that easy to trick. She braced herself for aasie return to her far from

subtle put-down and found herself gaping at hiomfihoxed, as he told her
softly,

'‘Because I'm interested; why else would | wantrtovk anything at all?' In

the mellow light spilling from the open French wavas behind them she
could see the amused slant of his mouth. He shifteca more comfortable,
fluid position, his long legs stretched out in frofhim, the diluted light out

here on the terrace painting the austerity outi®fnmemorably attractive

features. He looked completely, utterly lazy, coteely at peace with

himself. In complete contrast to the slashing autfgan she'd come to
expect. 'Or maybe intrigued is the more appositedywbe suggested, his
eyes drifting in her direction, silvery and sofddpeguiling. 'Whatever." A

minimal shrug that barely moved the soft white fabnat covered his hard,
wide shoulders. 'l want to know all there is to wnabout you.'

He was, she recognised hollowly, beginning to faestei her. And that didn't
feel comfortable.

‘Then want must be your master. How many timesshacheard her mother
say that? Every time she had childishly tried tggie her way past the
blinkers that had effectively cut out everythingee her own daughter,
enabling her to concentrate her entire attentiorhen slavishly adored
husband.

Fen smiled fatalistically at the memory, and ttadtened the rebuff, made
her voice marginally less tart as she added, Thegally very little to tell.'

‘That can't be true.' He lifted his arms and crd$sem behind his head, the
watchful silver eyes never leaving her face. 'Lkitk off with where you
live, shall we? You must have a bolt-hole you gavteen you're between
lovers.’

Anger shook her like a rough hand and the onlyghivat kept her in her

seat was the memory of the reluctant promise shede to Jean. She'd
agreed to help Alex by going along with this hateharade and she wished
to Hades she had flatly refused.



'‘Nowhere special,' she mumbled, finishing the ¢hster coffee and placing
the wide-bowled cup back on its saucer with a hahith shook with all
that pent-up inner ire. And that was the truth lneeashe went where her
work took her, never stayed anywhere long enougméke anything
remotely resembling a settled home.

‘Then let me put it another way." Suddenly, he émbtaut and dangerous,
and the thread of steelwas back in that honeyead/simie. 'What will you do
and where will you go when Alex tosses you out?dAtedispense with the
polite fabrication of a blood tie, don't you thinkhere was no hint of
laziness in his pose now. He hadn't moved a mustlbe still looked like a
tiger ready to pounce and snarl and rend her apaud. he will ask you to
leave, you know. You are simply an aberration. iPaiown to the male
menopause, if you like. One thing is for sure, tftouDeep down he's
devoted to Jean. He would never leave her. But, tfransure you already
know that. Women who—attach themselves to much rpldearried
men—preferably men in the public eye with money tiorow
around—usually know the score.’

Not even for the sake of Alex's career would sheymiwith this! She
stumbled to her feet.

"You assume far too much! | take it I'm to uselthee guest room," she said
harshly. 'Goodnight, Mr Ackerman. | wish | couldyskd enjoyed the
evening. But | haven't.'

He was on his feet just as suddenly, moving in en blocking her way.
This close, he was far more than merely disturaimywhen he touched her,
his hands closing round her elbows, she knew shielig'o have moved even
if she'd wanted to. Her head was spinning, her #gky and she raised
wide, disconcerted eyes to his as he reminded iliely,s'You haven't
answered my question. What will you do? Where wolll go when Alex
comes to his senses?’

It had been on the tip of her tongue to ask whatenam think Alex was her
lover. Silly question! She knew exactly why he dinel readership of a few
trashy tabloids thought that! She was going to havevatch her tongue
around him. The trouble was, his hatefulness demsything sensible out



of her head. Glaring at him, she amended glacigfat makes you think |
have lovers in the plural? Maybe Alex is the oné anly. Have you thought
of that? And take your hands off me."

He ignored her request, his eyes gleaming in hasleled face as the
pressure of his fingers increased just a little.

'How old are you? Twenty-four? Twenty-five? Dol tme you reached
that age in a state of blissful chastity, Fen, beed won't believe it. Not
with your looks, that aura of sexual excitement gatry around with you.
Plenty of men must have made a play for you.' Hiker was suddenly
huskily seductive and she shivered uncontrollabhgonsciously lapping
her dry lips with the tip of her tongue, a reveglgesture he didn't miss.
'Don't tell me our ageing pop star was the firshrngau allowed past first
base.’

He was crude. He was a devil. And she hated him!

'It's none of your damned business, is it?' Hee taas passionately acid.
'You deliberately made Alex drunk, forced us toydtare--' She broke off
jaggedly, her words choking her, and he gave alaofjh and pulled her
slowly against the hard length of his body, hissstding around her as he
said with a fierce tenderness that utterly bemuinszd

'He made himself drunk. He's been under a lotrafrstrecently. The guy
was celebrating. Why should | try to stop him? Pbaby..." One of his
hands slid up to cradle the back of her head, gagorward to rest against
the hollow of his shoulder. 'If you thought I'd fid to make him incapable,
just to get you alone and jump on you, forget @doh't operate that way.'

Didn't he? Had she misjudged him? No, how could Isnee done? She
hadn't forgotten the insults he'd handed out, éivea had. And what was
she doing here, staying so passively in his arnesithing in the subtle male
muskiness of him?

Alarm bells jangled in her brain and her mouth wdnmytas, agitatedly, she
wrenched her head back, dragging herself awayassked crossly, 'Just
how do you operate?’



'‘Ah." His eyes gleamed wickedly. 'Have patienceu'Ndind out." Slow
words, softly spoken, slow, soft movements of laads as they slid down
to prevent her wriggling attempts to distance Hgrpeessing against the
small of her back, anchoring her lower body to mh@&sculine jut of his
pelvis.

Fen's eyes went wide with shock, her body goirgltostill. The heat of all
the world seemed concentrated in that one regipliogly concentrated.
She simply couldn't believe such a sensation plesstbuldn't believe the
scorching heat that seared through her loins andenteer ache with
something she had never experienced before, forbgrgto recognise
instinctively that the only way to assuage thateaslas to press her body
closer to his, closer...

‘Let's say, for now, that friend Alex is walkingvary thin line indeed and
you would do well to remember it. Shall we have encoffee and resume
our conversation?'

She heard his words as if from a great distancendngh he released her she
felt disorientated, her veins still running witliefiand anguish. It was as
much as she could do to stay upright and, morefongcessity than desire,
she sank back down on to the chair and inwardlgemihim for being such
a bastard.

He was as good as telling her that he called alstiots and, until a decision
had been reached on Alex's future with Vision Welsg supposed he did.
And yes, she would do well to remember it. She Alledt had come this far
with their distasteful charade, and she, personblyl endured much that
she would have preferred not to. It would be aradipyyg waste of effort if
she were to tip the balance the wrong way simpbabse she wasn't tough
enough to handle a man who, for some reason ofohis, seemed
determined to throw her off balance.

So she would grit her teeth and try very hard adid hostile. Grit her teeth
and try to smile. And think of her uncle.

'So where did you meet Alex?' he asked neutralie 8atched his hands
slide over the coffee-pot and wondered, chaoticallyat it would feel like



to have his hands move so gently and so explotatoxer her. 'It's cold,' he
told her lightly, his mouth curling knowingly, extcas if he could read her
thoughts. 'Shall | ask Prinny to bring fresh?’

'Not for me."

She sounded breathless. She shook her head toitctedt he sank down
into the chair beside her, not opposite, as betord,prompted, 'Well?'Fine
brows peaked above golden eyes, and then she reanetinble had no right
to question her, of course, and she had every tmhefuse to tell him
anything. Except that the wretch held her uncleddgssional future in the
palm of his hands.

But how to answer?

Stick to the truth. She wasn't an easy liar. Thigkback quickly over the
years, she told him, 'On a beach in Jamaica. |fa@ling around in the

water. Topless. | asked him to play with me." Sonmer devil made her
add, 'How could he resist?' And she saw his eydsagk and hard, the tiny
movement of a muscle at the side of his mouth.t#ftetold him the truth

and it was too bad if he didn't like it.

What she didn't tell him, had no intention of t&linim, was that she'd been
six years old at the time, splashing in and owiva¥es wearing a pair of
navy blue knickers.

Her father had rented an old plantation househi@e months, presumably
to get to grips with the book of the moment. They&kn living out of
suitcases for as long as she remembered. Havietladshome, for three
whole months, had been quite an experience indwnglife. And meeting
her uncle and aunt for the first time, down themetlzat lonely beach, had
been quite an experience, too.

Real family. Even at that tender age she had stbfipeking of her parents
as family at all. They had always excluded her fagrer wrapped up in his
work, her mother wrapped up in him, perfectly conte hand her over like
an unwanted package to whoever could be hiredemupded, to keep an
eye on her for an hour, a day, or a week or two.



And her uncle and aunt had come halfway acroswhkl to see her, tired
of merely hearing about her in the scrappy and veoasional letters from
her mother. It had made her feel beautifully impott And for four lovely
weeks they had played with her, cuddled her, made she had proper
meals at regular intervals, tucked her up in betitald her stories until she
fell asleep. For the first time in her young lifeeshad felt she mattered to
someone. When they had returned to England shgrieadtd.

And if the little she had told him merely servedémforce his low opinion
of her morals then what did she care?

But he said, his voice deceptively mild, 'Did iteevoccur to you to keep
yourself? You spend your life skimming around thald, from what | can
gather. Yet you're highly intelligent, fluent irxdanguages'

'Who the hell told you that?' She was appalledhieathould know even that
much about her. The fact that he knew anythingllamade her feel
threatened! Quite why that should be so she cdwdork out, and now
wasn't the time to try, especially when he reaahgdor her hand, took it
and turned it palm upwards as if trying to seefotrre in it.

'‘Alex, who else?' He gave her a glinting underblogk and she snatched
her hand away. So he'd been plying her uncle wiisstions as well as
strong liquor while she'd been innocently freshgnip. 'Does it matter? It's
not a state secret, is it?"No, of course not,ssi stiffly, and got quickly to

her feet. '‘But what | do with my own life is my lhosss.'

'It could be mine, too. Think about it while | watku to your room.’

'How can | think about it, if | haven't the leadea what you're talking
about?' she came back hoarsely, wishing quite keplgl that she'd never
allowed herself to get into this mess.

The house was utterly silent. Just the sound af theasured footsteps and
the thunderous beat of her heart. She was quiteh®imust be able to hear
it and would put it down to raging sexual excitemen something just as
degrading. And he said softly, a smile in his vplGd# course you do.' His
hand slipped round her waist as she stumbled omishgly weak and



unsteady legs at the top of the stairs. 'I've diyesaid you intrigue me. And
as I'm always honest, or at least | try to be atliinit that | want you.' His
arm tightened around her waist as he swung hedramd the way his eyes
probed hers, as if he could see something thatavascret even from
herself, took her breath away. 'And if you'll sfmetending you don't feel
the same we could begin to make progress.’

Fen was stunned, almost too dizzy to speak. Butshed herself, pushing
at him with her hands bunched into fists.

'Stop mauling me! Is this how you get your womer®wbnder none of
them can stomach your company for more than a eafafiays!

For a moment he looked nonplussed and then he digrilely, subduing
her useless struggles by wrapping his arms aroancis mouth a whisper
away from hers as he murmured, 'Don't believeh&lrumours you hear,
Fen. You know nothing about my private life. Buuywill, you'll be part of
it." His voice thickened. His hands shaped her pasig to her shoulders
and down again, cupping her taut buttocks, scogchar skin through the
silk of her dress. She was boneless and breatlgjielsly; and confused. She
didn't know what was happening to her, why she khallow him such
liberties. Quite probably, she thought wildly, sik&s going mad!

‘Shall | show you how much you want to be part gflife, Fen?' His voice
was a seduction in itself. She tried not to hear but that was impossible.
'Shall | prove it to you, beyond any shadow of d@uHis lips brushed hers.
They were sweet, like honey, burning like a flarfBae thought she was
going to die. 'Shall I, Fen?"

She moaned thickly. He had relaxed his hold onltiethody brushing hers
from her breasts to her thighs. It was torment.oR ef deep repudiation
built up inside her, making her voice disgracefulick as she managed,
‘No! Don't!’

He thought she was easy, anybody's—providing thee pras right! And

the only way she could get herself out of this futemess was by telling
him the truth, spelling out exactly how she andxAtt@d set out to get him
back in the public eye, convince everyone that lasnit a boring old



has-been but a man in his prime, capable of attgeind holding female
attention.

She had never liked the idea but never, in heresitldightmares, could she
have imagined it would rebound on her like this!

Just being seen with Alex at fashionable nightspoid restaurants would
have been enough to boost his image and titilla¢eimterest of female
viewers. That was what Jean had said. And now Vawkt had happened!

But she couldn't run the risk of explaining to Saig¢ would believe, quite
rightly, that he'd been made a fool of. And his mmoental ego would
demand revenge. Nothing would save Alex's prograifthat happened!

And what would save her if she didn't? she thowglily. The hateful man
only had to touch her to take every last one ofdesises by storm, to drive
her customary cool composure deep underground akd her forget every
single one of her firmly held principles.

He terrified her!

"You're quite right, Fen.' He released her, hisdsasliding away slowly,
with aching reluctance. 'Not with Alex under thengaroof." He made an
abrupt, dismissive gesture with one hand. 'Whendtuared it with him I'll
move in for the kill.' The same hand lifted to ksdowly over her cheekbone
to the corner of her mouth. His silver eyes gleamad lips curving
wickedly. 'I'll make you admit you want me as mashl want you.'

Fen twisted her head away, her heart thunderingilaessly as she tried to
armour her self-betraying senses against the sthweat of his touch, the
things he was saying. And she saw him smile, in@gaas if they were
sharing a delicious secret, her eyes going widé witmething that was
shamingly more than disbelief as he opened the tothre bedroom she'd
been given, flicking on the lights and then walkengay without another
word.

Jerkily, she dived into the room and closed therdiocking it behind her.
She was shaking all over, her breath coming ingdggneven gasps.



Relief, she told herself a little desperately. Jhstt. Relief that she had
survived this evening relatively unscathed.

The man was a devil; she wouldn't be at all suegdrif the elegant,
hand-crafted leather shoes he wore covered cleath f

Normally, of course, she would have been able talleahim with as much
cool indifference as she handled any man who toemhake a pass at her.
Saul Ackerman wasn't in any way special, or difieré&nd the fact that he
had sent her haywire, made her experience sensatitat were as
previously unknown as they were unwanted, was ngtho do with him
personally. It was the situation that was out efribrmal, the games she and
Alex had been playing, her inability to put himesgght about her morals—or
supposed lack of them—without landing her unclehi@ soup. That was
why the loathsome Saul Ackerman had been ableakesher composure.
Nothing else.

'We have to leave. Right now, Alex,' Fen hissed mgr uncle's ashen face
as she smartly exited her room. 'If Mrs Pringleecsfyou breakfast, refuse.’

At the mention of breakfast Alex's face turned kcdée shade of green but
he did manage, 'But Saul— I can't just walk ouhwitt--'

'He left hours ago,' Fen said tightly, wishing bacle could make himself
move just a little faster than a geriatric sndieSvas sure their host had left
just before nine. She'd been awake for hours, &ex graining until they
ached. She'd heard firm, decisive steps moving dibrcorridor outside
her room at around eight and three-quarters ofcam later the sound of a
car engine, tyres scattering gravel on the drivad Ahen the drone of
vacuum cleaners, then nothing until those slow, mdhimg steps
approaching her room.

And who knew when Saul was due back? She couldo# him. She
wouldn't face him! As far as he was concerned & wa&ase of out of sight,
out of mind. And the sooner they were off his prssi the sooner she
would be able to forget his very existence.



'I'll drive," she asserted firmly as she chivviel@¥Xdown the stairs and out
into the sunlight. He groaned and screwed his slygsagainst the glare but
Fen growled, 'If you don't hurry I'll leave you beand you can darned well
walk home!" treating him like a naughty child besaghe could be tougher
and more determined than most when it was a maittegr survival.

And although she wasn't prepared to question Hdameklosely she knew
that her survival depended on never seeing Sautriytkn again!



CHAPTER FIVE
TomoRROW couldn't come soon enough!

Fen finished the dusting and mooched through ihtoKkitchen to make
coffee, wondering whether to spend the day in tomsimply curl up with a
good book.

Apart from being an ancient market town nestlingnfartably beneath the
frowning mass of Dartmoor, with a history stretchback a thousand years,
Tavistock, as she knew, had a fine covered panmieket where one could
buy anything from a cushion to a cod fish and, awene temptingly, there
was a newly opened and exceptionally good boutiquep Jean had told
her. And Fen itched to go shopping. She alwaysutien she was miserable
or on edge. Other women might munch through powohdkocolate, or fall
on the gin bottle; she went shopping.

But she couldn't really afford to indulge herselft and stay solvent, and
her next job wasn't until the end of June whenwhe due in Milan to
translate a book of children's modern fables intmligh for an Italian
publishing company. The trouble with accepting omlgrk she really
enjoyed was the occasional shortage of funds. Wdocihd mean that if she
didn't harbour her resources she might have to teke stint of private
language tuition, her least favourite means ofiegrher bread because it
meant staying put for longer than she was comftatalith, she thought
gloomily as she waited for the kettle to boil.

So shopping was out. And in any case, there wasason on earth why she
should feel despondent and edgy, was there? Shalardetween them
had sorted everything out.

She'd been very near to panic when she'd drivenringe away from Saul
Ackerman's home yesterday. She who never panickled,took life and
turned it into something that suited her, who dedt bwn thing and was
accountable to no one, panicking because a masaitie wanted her! She
dismayed herself!



She would have preferred to drive through the aften to reach the relative
safety of Hampstead. But Alex, slumped in the pagseseat had groaned
pathetically, 'Not Hampstead. | can't sit in the foa hours. We'll stay in
Tavi. God, | made a fool of myself last night! Héflink I'm a lush. Did he
say anything to you? No—don't tell me! | need to lgack to bed. And
quick. It'll be a week before | feel human again!

So the Tavistock house it had been, and was, aexisAdlire prognosis had
proved incorrect because when he'd come down &kfast this morning
he'd looked perfectly human again, his heavy elesonly sign of his
unaccustomed drinking session.

'‘Am | forgiven?' He'd accepted his toast and coffgk chastened gratitude.

'Of course. You're entitled to kick over the traoese in a while. But I've

been thinking..." She had been, all night, or ssegmed. 'l don't believe
there's any point in our going back to Town agait daunting the

fashionable night-spots on the off-chance we'lpbetographed together. |
know we said we'd give it a couple of weeks befala off the face of the

earth and you went back to Jean. But--'

'l know."' He cut her short and patted her hand sactbe breakfast-table.
"You never liked the idea, but once you'd agreed tlrew yourself

wholeheartedly into the part and for that alonenJaad | will always be

grateful. And | agree with you. I've no stomach iionow, either. And,

whatever decision is reached regarding my fututé Wision West, more

scandalous publicity isn't going to make a jot iffiedence.' He swallowed
his orange juice and then his coffee and pouredsdlinanother of both,

looking better by the second. 'I'll drive into Plyuth this morning; I've an
idea there's a board meeting and there's a chautevill be there. | need to
see him and apologise for my lapse and the wayefvavlthout so much as
a thank-you. I'd offer to take you along, too, bdabn't think it would be

wise. From the way he was questioning me aboutlyewther evening I've
got the feeling his interest is more than merebdaenic. | told him as little

as | could, of course, without seeming to snub lBot. the less you see of
him the better, | think.'



He was getting ready to leave, pulling on his gatket and patting his
pockets to find his car keys. And Fen went verl, stishiver icing its way
down her spine.

'What do you mean?' Her voice came out soundimgytin
Alex shook his head at her wryly.

'It's not hard to tell when a man fancies a wonfr@m, only you're such an
innocent, you probably wouldn't have picked it Apd despite his looks,
not to mention all that wealth and power, a flinghahim is not what I'd
prescribe for you. He's tough and he's bitter. tNettype | want around my
little girl.’

'‘And never seen with the same woman twice," Feplggpstiffly, feeling
sick inside.

A relative innocent she might be when it came tiriate relationships with
the opposite sex, but Saul had left her in no datlail that he wanted her
and meant to have her.

But she couldn't tell Alex that. He was as protextf her as if she had been
his own daughter and he would go straight to Sadlaadmit the deception,
tell him that his niece was not that kind of womams not the type to
indulge in lustful flings between the sheets witly anan who cared to ask.
And in doing so he would make Saul feel a fooljraportuning fool, and
could wave any hopes of a renewed contract awagh8avould cope with
it on her own, make herself scarce until Alex hackived the decision the
director of programmes had promised. And she wasally listening when
Alex answered her.

‘That's more or less true. But it doesn't mean $lesping with them. He
keeps his private life to himself. Even when higmage was breaking up he
didn't betray a thing. And on the day after hisenified he was back in
harness as if nothing had happened.’

Then, seeing the sudden, stinging attention, tinenstd pallor of her face,
he shrugged. 'That's hearsay, of course. I'd newetr him until the



consortium he headed won the franchise. But it cofnem a reliable

source." He smiled, attempting to lighten the aphese. ‘Not that it

matters. You're not likely to see him again. Anéreif you did, forewarned
is forearmed, as they say. So." He straightenetiehi¥Vhat are you going to
do with yourself today?'

His wife was dead and he hadn't blinked an eye! tWhd she died of? A
broken heart and disillusionment? He was more ¢haex-mad bastard- he
was evill Gathering herself, Fen began to stackugexd breakfast china,
forcing herself to answer lightly, 'I'll get my tigs together—I'll pick up the
stuff I left at Hampstead in a week or two—and farear. | thought I'd go
down to the cottage and clear it out, ready toitpom the market. I'll drive
down tomorrow.'

Out of that devil's way. Always presuming he'd mesinat he'd said about
squaring things with Alex to leave the way clear lion to show her how
much she wanted him! The ratfink! The evil, calldmsse!

'No need to hire a car, Fen. Save your moneyrlie you down. A couple
of days on the coast sounds good to me, toooHla@ut any business at the
studios and then we can both lie low. I'll give ywband at the cottage, see
you're properly provisioned and drive up to Edimbuuntil Jean's ready to
come back. We'll both come down and pick you upmwyau're ready to
leave.'

So no, she couldn't wait until tomorrow.

She stared broodingly at the mug of coffee on tbekwgurface. She didn't
want it, so why had she made it? Then the phorngaad she went through
to the sitting-room to answer it, relieved becaslse had something to do. It
was probably Jean and they could have a nice lattgm But dismay sent
her stomach plummeting down to her shoes and bagkta her throat as

Saul Ackerman said, 'l need to see you. I'll piok yp at eight this evening
and give you dinner. It's up to you whether youAdétx where you'll be.’

'No." She snapped the word out without having toktlabout it at all. His
arrogance took her breath away. She would havenséminthe receiver
down because just hearing him speak put her indilrivut he said quietly,



'l have something to discuss with you, regardingxAdnd his future with
VisionWest, and | refuse to do it over the phorighEo'clock.’

'‘No." But this time not quite so decisively. He Waseatening Alex's future,
through her. She didn't have the right to refusksten to him, regardless.
Not when it was her uncle who would have to payphee. But dinner?
Probably not here in Tavistock, either, but inrihare intimate setting of his
lovely home. 'Lunch,’ she temporised.

'If you say so.' He sounded faintly amused, ag iladd been tuned in to the
thoughts that had scurried through her brain, &edpsished in warily.

'‘And not at your home, either.' She couldn't staruk alone with him there.
He shouldn't be allowed to live in such a breatinigly lovely place. It
waslike plucking a perfect blossom and finding myhblack spider deep in
the heart of the scented petals.

‘Scared, Fen?' She could hear him smiling, damh'Biam't be. I'll pick you
up in a couple of hours.'

Which would make it around one o'clock, she thowghthe line went dead.
She wiped her sweaty palms down the sides of hesjel'here was no need
to feel quite so nervous. He couldn't make her tlurgg she didn't want to

do.

But telling herself that didn't help because hedlagady forced her to agree
to have lunch with him! Groaning, she wondered Wheshe should use the
next couple of hours shopping for something forpgupThere was nothing

in the fridge. But she felt far too unsettled tmcentrate on buying meat and
vegetables. Besides, her hair was a mess and neegathg, and she had to
ferret out something suitably restrained to wear...

She didn't have a lot of choice but she eventisatyled for black leggings
topped by a loose-fitting, silky black T-shirt thegme down to her thighs.
She looked, she congratulated herself, like a bdanpnd the spiky black
heels she was wearing merely emphasised the difeteven the sex-mad
Saul Ackerman could find a black beanpole alluring!



Not bothering with make-up—just a hint of coppeyned lipstick—she
flicked a comb through her newly washed hair, thiekt golden fringe
bouncing against her eyebrows. Then she was ag asashe would ever be
for the coming ordeal.

But, as the fingers of the clock in the guest rounoved nearer to one, her
heart began to hammer against her breastboneidraach tying itself in
knots. And she knew she wouldn't have been quisentétrvous if he hadn't
told her not to be! She didn't trust him, with vggod reason. And although
she had no idea what he wanted to discuss—or oaBely in that it was to
do with Alex's professional future—she tried to d¢orhherself with the
thought that there was very little he could dododver a lunch table, in full
view of all the other people around.

But even that small solace was denied her whelntberious ring of the
doorbell had her stalking fatalistically down thaiss. He handed her into
the sleekly expensive perfection of his car anduged to a tote bag on the
back seat.

'l had Prinny pack us a picnic. | thought we'd gdaithe edge of the moors.'
And he whisked her away before she could begirbjecb.

Slumping in her seat, Fen wondered when luck wetdd running with her,
instead of against her. The way he looked did, legther. A soft-as-butter
fawn leather jacket covered a black T-shirt andysiitting black denims.
The formal authority of the hard- eyed businessatgiad been sloughed off
along with his impeccable formal suits, making tappear younger, more
approachable. Someone she could relate to. Like?Li

Utter nonsense! How could she ever come nearitgylsuch a man? A man
who hadn't turned a hair when his wife died. E¥eheair marriage had been
on the rocks he should have felt some grief anteteg

She slanted him a withering sideways glare and ldaligr breath. It was
still there, all right; all the authority in the wd was stamped on that
austerely impressive profile. How could she havagmed that the casual
clothes could make a scrap of difference?



She looked away quickly, not seeing anything thiotlge window at her
side, brooding darkly to herself as he negotiatedistock's one-way
system. And only when they were heading for thenopsad did she
negotiate a shaky way through the atmosphere oéliaviably forceful
awareness that smouldered between them in theatgioonfines of the car
by muttering at him, 'I'm not dressed for trampimgthe moors. And I'm not
hungry, either. So why don't you pull into the next-by and tell me what
this is all in aid of?" She had no intention ofrsfieg the long afternoon with
him on the empty moors, with only the silent anduely sinister standing
stones to keep them company, the great purple massbe high moors
crowding against the skyline, shutting her in. Whtm.

Fen shuddered with chilling remembrance.

She'd been fourteen and too adventurous for hegoad. Six years before,
when she'd been around eight, her parents had bthgltottage on the
Cornish coast, west of Polperro, largely, she belie because Alex and
Jean had hounded them into having somewhere that lmwsely be called
a home base, for her sake.

Until she'd finally cut loose from her parents,eatd fend for herself, she
had spent several weeks each summer there. Soreetieneparents had
come along, too, and sometimes not. It dependediwether her father
could tear himself away from wherever he happeadztton the planet. But
Alex and Jean had always been there, without éaitl they'd made it a
family holiday, reinforcing the bonds that had béerged on that beach in
Jamaica.

But for a few weeks of the summer when she wagdeuarthey'd all been
there together. The atmosphere between her angdients hadn't been
good. In fact it had been rotten, with her fattagting the law down and her
mother backing him up and Fen alternatively ragingulking.

They had decided she was to spend the next twcs yieaan English
boarding-school, spending her holidays with Alexd alean. Fen hadn't
objected to that part. But boarding-school? Staymgne place for two
whole years?



Moving from place to place with her parents, frobuctry to country as her
father researched his travel books, had become&vagrof life. Attending
local schools wherever they happened to be, pickipmtanguages with no
trouble at all, she had never known any thing atse the foundations had
been well and truly laid for a footloose existerfglee would never put down
roots, and certainly not in an English boardingesth

Out of humour with the whole world—even the pegtie loved most in the
world, Alex and Jean, had been on her parents-sstte had taken the bike
she kept in the shed and had set off at dawn @ntbors. Bodmin Moor.

She hadn't bothered to check the weather forecaske extra clothing. All
she'd been interested in was a day of freedom, dwway the adults who
seemed set on making her do the thing she leaged/ém do. But freedom
had turned into a prison when the mist had comengalgorientating her,
turning Bodmin into a vast tract of isolation arahder.

It had been long, cold, miserable hours later leeétie had stumbled on to a
deserted and definitely minor road, more by lucknty judgement. Too
exhausted even to think of tackling the long ridenlke, she had trudged on
until she'd stumbled across a roadside cottageandter’d begged the use of
a phone.

It had been Jean who had fetched her in the LangfR@eomplete with
blankets and forceful remonstrances. Didn't shednow foolhardy it was
to go so far on her own? Bodmin, too! Even if bg time she'd cycled there
she hadn't had the energy to penetrate much betyhenddges of all that
wildness, it had been a stupid thing to do! Dighé¢ care that they had all
been worried witless because she'd been missimggllleaving no clue to
where she might have gone?

"You're fourteen years old and capable of making wovn decisions—or so
you keep telling us!" Jean had remarked sternlgt Wou behaved with
about as much common sense as a four-year-old.t@aayt you think the
adults who care about you know what's best for yoture?'

Fen had known what she was talking about, of couféat wretched
boarding-school. And although she had doubts abewuparents, she knew



Alex and Jean loved her and cared about her fuBoeon that day, she had
given in, accepted parental dictates. And, amagjrigldn't regretted it.

But she had been left with a fear of the moors. thedDevon moors would

be much the same as the Cornish Bodmin. And becgaskhad ignored

her request that they stop at the next lay-by socwdis whatever it was he
wanted to say she repeated, 'l don't fancy a modrtake and a cheese
buttie. Please pull in to the side of the road.’

'‘Any time now,' he promised soothingly.

A sneaked sideways glance revealed the amused afuinik mouth. She'd
been right he was laughing at her. Finding hectstries funny because he
had every intention of doing exactly as he pleaard,planned. Regardless.
She shuddered, and put the reaction down to mesofi@nother time,
another moor.

But Dartmoor today was smiling, rolling green amdbgoeneath the endless
soft blue sky and Saul eased the car off the roddba to a narrower, stony
track, then, where the track dipped, off on toghert, springy grass, and cut
the engine, turning to her.

‘The best of both worlds—just for you. The beneditshe view and the air
without having to walk more than a yard on yourrfoch heels.’

Twisting her reasons for objecting to the outingg had to know she
wouldn't willingly share a thing with him—a view pécnic, whatever.

He was a manipulator, almost too self-assured taelievable, and the only
way she could hope to combat him was to stay exattere she was, glued
to the leather upholstery, until he recognisedftitiéity of having brought
her here and headed back to Tavistock.

But now that the car was stationary it was impdssib stay cooped up
inside with him. Impossible. The smouldering awasswas growing,
assuming terrifying proportions. With a soft an¢peid gasp she reached for
the door release and scrambled out, taut as a bogvas the early summer



sun stroked her tense body, pulling in steadyirgthrs while she waited for
him to join her.

'‘Couldn’t be more tranquil, could it?' He cametémd beside her, carrying a
soft woollen blanket and the bag. Even wearinghigiiest heels the top of
her head only reached a fraction above the levehisfwide, rangy
shoulders. She took a teetering step away, herthbi@aming raggedly
despite all her attempts to stay calm and in cariifivas he trying to impress
their isolation on her? Only a few hundred yardaywfrom the road she
knew was back there somewhere, they might as wedllbne in the great
sprawling loneliness of the moors. He had no needammer home the
obvious!

"You said you had something to discuss,' she pbioig, turning away as he
draped the rug on the ground and shrugged ousdéhther jacket. The soft
black T-shirt clung altogether too lovingly to Imspressive torso. He was in
peak condition, superbly fit. She couldn't look!

'So | have. But let's be civilised about it, antfeat." She felt his eyes on
her and shivered.

She wouldn't be able to eat a thing, but the mbeetsed to push him into
telling her what he had wanted to talk to her apbitnve more he would resist.

Just for the hell of it, just to let her know heswa charge. Now and always.

No, not always, she contradicted herself. Only luAtex's future with
Vision West had been decided. When Laurence Meéktale his decision
Saul Ackerman wouldn't see her for dust!

Grudgingly, she sat on the very edge of the ragirgg into the distance, and
he said softly, 'l don't bite, Fen. Or only wheovywked.'

She shot him an unguarded look from beneath hegdriand met that
mocking, slanting smile, felt the power of thodeesi eyes latch on to her
own and couldn't look away, not even when he addmuh- ingly, 'So try
not to provoke me. At least, not until we've edten.



'l..." Her voice was too thick, her mouth too dsye couldn't get a word out,
couldn't look away. Did he fascinate every womanntet... ? Did he have
that much power... ?

'Drink this.' He put a can of Coke into her nergslaands, dealing with the
ring-pull for her, his fingers touching hers, sdong them. Fen pulled
away, her golden eyes mirroring panic, and hisesmds carelessly amused
although, she noted shakily, his eyes were specelat

She moistened her lips with the tip of her tongigsperate to find the words
that would make him understand he didn't impress drescare her. But

nothing would come and she lifted the can to hentimchiding her hopeless
inadequacy, unable to murmur even the smallestadieagement when he
handed her a fat Cornish pastie wrapped in a higaety napkin.

She had made a scathing reference to cheese bittiegrivately had
expected his offering to be more of the caviare @mampagne variety. But
the simple, wholesome food was not going to makechange any of her
denigrating opinions of him.

But she did begin to relax, just a little, helpgdabcheery greeting from a
group of hikers who came down the track, heavy datdttering on the

stones. She watched them tramp away, and eventivbgihad disappeared
into the distance she no longer felt quite so teolarelaxed enough now to
draw her knees up to her chin and squint sidewayzaal as he flopped
down full-length on his side, propping his dark ¢hagp on one curving

hand.

'Do you have any deep feelings for Alex at all?kéd with impeccable
politeness, his question took her breath away. fbush moment she had
been beginning to unwind, enjoy the play of the s@frm air on her face,
the silence which had, to her retrospective ashomént, turned
companionable and easy.

How to answer? Truthfully, or in character? Beaiimgind the scandalous
lies she and her uncle had planted inside Sawdd,l@d the fact that after
tomorrow the so-called affair would be over, witleRgoing to Edinburgh

to be with Jean once he had helped her settletieatottage, proving to Joe



Public that his heart belonged to his wife, andone else, Fen opted for
answering in character.

'He's quite a guy. Great fun, and sexy with it&Tords tasted foul in her
mouth, and she couldn't look at him. If their stlezhaffair was supposed to
be a thing of small substance, as it must be & to 'return’ to his wife
after so short a fling, then she couldn't admintre.

It was an utterly hateful situation to be in! Anéae doubly so when Saul
said, a tinge of deep disgust in his voice, 'Haigmtoo old for you. But |
suppose that doesn't matter to you, so long aamslow you a good time
and pay the bills.'

"You're disgusting!" Fen rounded on him furiousmembering, too late,
that she and Alex, aided by the gutter Press, bhathpt idea in his head. He
wasn't to blame, they were!

Her eyes fell, thrown into confusion by the densgieam in that clever
silver gaze. And she mumbled, dropping her chihdo knees again and
sheltering her bright head with her arms, 'It'slikatthat. You can't begin to
understand.’ And that was the truth, but feebley Wasn't she telling him
to mind his own damn business? Why wasn't sheistalback to the car
with her head held high, demanding to be taken batéwn?

Suddenly, Fen didn't understand herself at alliandhde her feel confused
and miserable; there was a wretched lump in heathforbidding any hope
of vocal reaction, when he said softly, 'Then madesunderstand, Fen. Tell
me how itis.'

She simply shook her buried head, her eyes tigtittged against her
leggings-clad knees, and when she felt the brudhsofingers against the
exposed and vulnerable nape of her neck she wenshrck.

It had to be shock; nothing else could explain whg endured his touch.
Endured the caress that found the sensitive hdlleland her ear and slid
down the fragile curve of her neck to tuck in behehe neckline of her
T-shirt. Shock that set up the quivering chain tieacinside her, holding
her weak and immobile, then making her gasp asms snaked around



her, pulling her down on to the rug beside him,pkeg her there by the
power of the ruthless need she saw glinting irelpes.

Fighting back shameful excitement, she said huskigt me go, damn you!
and saw his mouth curl in a tight feral smile asamswered with dark
menace,

'Only when you really want me to.' And he slid hand beneath the hem of
her T-shirt, gliding upwards to close possessiwlgr one firmly peaked
naked breast and then its twin, his thumb rollieiingly over her
revealingly taut nipples, his actions making helyfunderstand where his
words had failed.

Fen moaned, her mind in anguish. That decidedlgpaddent mind of hers
rebelled at the thought of his effortless sexuahmation. But, with his own
special brand of dark, masculine magic, he maddemeale body crave to
surrender to his potency.

'Don't fight it, Fen," he murmured, those silveegyeavy-lidded now with
desire. His hand smoothed a honeyed track downtbeesoft swell of her
stomach, which feathered with a treachery that heat¢he traitorous need
deep inside her beneath the waistband of her lgggifMou want me; your
body gives you away. Tell me you don't and yotdltelling me you're a
liar.'

‘No!'

Her head thrashed heavily, spilling bright hairiagiathe soft dark wool of
the rug, her body alive with shaming pleasure dneath rushing out of her
lungs as he brought his dark head down to hersnbisth a statement of
male sensuality, his kiss a foregone conclusiomesvhispered heavily,
'‘Don't turn a simple physical attraction into aetvact drama, Fen. There's
no problem. Leave Alex and come to me.’



CHAPTER SIX

THE kiss seemed to go on forever. It was the onlyitseden was breathless
and giddy and the more thoroughly Saul kissedthermore her lips clung
to his, aching for their repossession when he lgrigfed his head, inviting
her, or so it seemed, to drown in the slumbroughdepf his suddenly
darkened eyes.

There was, she recognised with a tiny gasp, coepdéisical rapport
between then, a drugging sensation of onenessrtadé her whole body
ache for his possession. Madness, but a magicalesadhat had nothing to
do with logic. Her fingers tightened on his shousdeligging into hard
muscle and bone, and he dipped his head, readinghégsage, and her
eyelids fluttered down on a sigh as his mouth bedshers, tantalising,
teasing, opening her lips and sipping at the ismeretness.

She had never felt like this before, weak anddildth wickedly desirous
sensation, clinging to him as if he were the omglity in her universe.
Nothing had prepared her for this. Nothing. Ceijamot Ray's clumsy
lovemaking. That had left her feeling nothing bumbarrassment and
distaste, leavened just briefly with regret, a lmhsadness, because all that
talk of love, of the physical wonder that couldstxvetween a man and a
woman, was nothing but a fable, designed to trepgtiilible and insecure
into forming a contract that would ensure the stalvof the species.

But this magic, this need ... ?

'‘Can you lie to me now?' he asked thickly, slowlgdking the kiss, and she
shuddered, clinging on to him weakly, not underditagy, not yet. 'Face the
truth. You want me as | want you. The moment we, met bodies knew.

There can be only one outcome, Fen. Admit it.'

'Oh, God..." It was like the voice of a drugged vaoimnor a dying woman.
And his eyes were eyes you could drown in, soft laamly and deep. The
austere lines of his face were gentler, his slashwouth warm now with
passion, and her pulses leapt with response, hamgneildly as she



belatedly fought against his sexual domination,gfduto find her lost
reason.

'‘Leave me be!" She twisted away from him, all teéthination she was
capable of injected into that one writhing movement

He was a devil! He had reached into her psychelaadvered all that latent
sensuality. She had been blissfully unaware ofeitsélf but one look,
apparently, had led him straight to its simmeringec He had picked up
vibrations she hadn't known were there. It was daakic, a knowledge he
had reaped with one look from those clever eyeiegad and used to trap
her.

It couldn't be endured!

She scrambled to her feet, tugging her T-shirt backlace, her breath
coming in painful gasps. But he was right therehvher, his big body

brushing hers, his voice husky with amused deteatiun as he asked her,
'Why? Why fight the fascination?'

Fascination. Was that what it was? Her eyes datkeméopaz. Had she in
her ceaseless search for all the reasons she diateldnd despise him been
covering up the fact that she'd found him fascimgafrom the moment she'd
first set eyes on him? Oh, dear God, was that alh#tose protestations had
been about?

She was beginning to think she didn't know herael&ll, and she was
beginning to shake. He placed his hands on heddéi, his thumbs gently
rotating against the curve above her collarboned Ame thought he was
preventing her from stalking away, then he was akist. The leashed
strength of his hands wasn't stopping her. He Iheld within his dark
thraldom. She couldn't have moved if her life hagehded on it.

'‘Give me one good reason why you shouldn't moveith me." Warm
sunlight drew chestnut glints from the dark thicksef his hair, highlighted
the pure silver that gleamed through curling daghkes and emphasised the
passionate curve of his mouth. Fen shuddered,irighhe instinct to lean
into his body, curve her arms around his neck ahgrinciples go hang.



But she knew what he meant and, what was worset idh#éhought. She
was the type of woman who sold herself to the lsgbalder, preferring to
live off a man rather than tie herself down to atire job. Footloose and
fickle, trading on her looks. She was trapped ateb of deceit she, Alex
and Jean had woven.

There was only one way to go, even if it did meaawould be digging the
pit of deception deeper with her own tongue. Shetbdake it because she
couldn't tell him the truth, not yet. And she wautchave an affair with him,
even if she had wanted to— which, she hastily a&skurerself, she
didn't—not while he thought she was nothing moesth high- class tramp!

‘Alex," she said, forcing speech through stiff Jigsreason enough.’

She felt his body stiffen. And although his mouthsvetill smiling his eyes
went hard.

'Such loyalty. I'm impressed. It's rare, in my exgece.' He was no longer
smiling and his hands dropped from her shouldessptouth twisting in
curling contempt as he bit out, 'What about thealiyyAlex owes to his
wife? Or doesn't that count? If you have any fedifor him at all you'll tell
him goodbye, send him back to Jean with his tawben his legs. He'll go
of his own accord sooner or later.'

'So you keep telling me,' she flung back acidly.oTeould be bitter and
twisted; he hadn't cornered the market on conteaiibter, and she tacked
on, 'Would you be so desperate to see them reuniiten didn't want to
take me away from him and install me in your bé&e@bably not.’

Her eyes flickered and fell beneath the shock ef honesty, and even
without looking at him she couldsense the charegd the ebbing of tension
as he gathered himself to soften her up for tHe kil

She wasn't going to give him that opportunity andrbled stiff-leggedly

away, back to the car, and he followed her, sloyelyremorselessly, and he
pinned her with cold, ungenerous eyes, all thesibeaess back in his voice
as he explained, 'As you won't listen to what ysenses tell you, or to
simple logic, let me put it another way. I'm frédex isn't. Sooner or later



he'll go back to his wife and you will have to stapking for another man to
pay the bills. You might not find one. You mighteevhave to start working
to buy your bread. Move in with me and you wonitédnto look. And in case
you should feel guilty about giving him the pusbnd be. I'll throw in a
cast-iron contract for him as my side of the bargai

‘That's blackmail!" she scorned, and leant weakjgirest the gleaming
bodywork of the car. Her eyes glittered suddenlighwears and she blinked
them furiously away, her breath catching in hewodhras he admitted
smoothly,

'Exactly.’

'‘But you don't even like me!' she wailed, confubgdhis calmness, the way
he opened the car and tossed the rug and the &idggtth held their lunch on
to the back seat, not even looking at her nowtmyotg to persuade her with
the dark power of his physical persuasion.

'So?" A black brow drifted upwards in cool derisidHow can | like
someone | can't respect? That's the one thing'lt gae you.' He held the
door open, waiting for her to get into the passesgat but she stood where
she was, the shock of the insult making her fedlsd®'d just been flattened
by a ten-ton truck.

Wildly, her eyes searched his features, lookinggam for some hint of
redeeming sanity behind his motivations. And when ddded drily,
'However, | am sure you will find compensationsy sense of outrage was
complete and she slid her long legs into the cdriiormed him haughtily,

'Don't bank on it. You may be used to buying yowmen—it's probably

the only way you can get them. But | can't, and ‘tydme bought. Or

blackmailed. And if you ever manage to grow a heavier begin to

understand that there's more to a relationshipahgunck tumble, give me a
call and I'll see if I'm available.'

And that, she decided with a strange dredging semsaround the region of
her heart, was that. Judging by the thick blackngié as he drove back to



town, he would never even contemplate having angtto do with her ever
again.

'‘Now, you're sure you'll be all right? You've getgything you need?"

'Of course I'm sure." She had space and freedoraditalde, which was all
her muddled mind craved at the moment. Fen leaoedafd to kiss her
uncle's cheek, moving back from the open car windswhe started the
engine. 'Drive carefully. And be sure to make aaroight stop—no trying
to drive to Scotland in one go!'He grinned at N&fe'll phone you in a
couple of weeks, when we're back in Tavi. And wadine and fetch you
just as soon as you've finished here.' And themdsegone, the car bumping
up the precipitous, narrow lane which had grassvigrg all down the
middle and big shaggy hedgerows that encroachestloer side.

They had been at the cottage for the best pawofdays and he couldn't
wait to get to Edinburgh to be with Jean. They Inasidsed each other
dreadfully. Although childless, theirs was a mageanany would envy.

The exception rather than the rule, Fen dismissedasily as she waved
him out of sight.

Frowning, she kicked a pebble along the dusty teauk stuffed her hands
into the pockets of her jeans. Although her unele tnied not to let it show,
she knew he'd been worried about the renewal ofdmsract. Saul hadn't
attended that board meeting, he'd confided, sata'hbeen able to have a
word with him and convey his apologies for the wagy'd driven away
from his home without so much as a thank-you. Bd keft a note with his
secretary, and hoped that would suffice.

And Fen hadn't had the nerve to tell him that shewkSaul had absented
himself from that meeting, and why. That he hachsplee time with her,
trying to persuade her to become his mistressrinffe cast- iron contract
for Alex as an extra inducement. And how could gbssibly confess that
the scathing things she'd said to Saul meant thmahewed contract was
about the last thing Alex could look for?



It was all down to this fatal fascination, she lated. If Saul hadn't seen her
with Alex and—and lusted after her, believing leebé some sort of career-
mistress who could be bought, provided the prickamditions were right,
then none of this would have happened.

If he had simply seen her with Alex, read the sedoubk reports in the
Press—and hadn't fancied her himself and got dk mad rampant about
it—then he would have just shrugged it off, beligyiAlex was not such a
dull old stick as his ratings seemed to confirmtovad the ensuing
publicity for the 'old has-been' with those colghical eyes, and everything
would have gone the way they'd planned it.

And she wouldn't have been affected, wouldn't hdigeovered that she
could respond so blindly, with such wild, instivetipassion to a man's
touch. She would have continued to walk happilptigh her independent
life, relying on no one but herself for a singleraathing. But now...

But nothing!

Firming her mouth, Fen sliced all thoughts of Sackerman, of what he

had done to her and the way he had made her iigiai out of her mind and

pushed open the wicket gate set in the overgrowallesia hedge that

surrounded the tiny garden and breathed in theteggersalt-tanged,

sun-warmed early morning air. She had a job tordbsie was going to get
on with it.

The stone cottage was built low, backed into tlreegrillside for shelter,
huddling beneath its sturdy slate roof, and lookdogn on the small rocky
cove where once the local people had wrestedragliof sorts from the sea.
The tiny village itself was a scant half a mile gwap the steep narrow
track, taking advantage of the shelter of the gemtboded hills and hidden
from view. The only indication that it was there svdne odd plume of
smoke from some of the chimneys, curling up throtinghtrees.

In a way it would be a pity to see the cottage ,ssie thought as she pushed
open the front door and stepped on to the grelas sibgranite that covered
the entire ground floor. She had spent some woulderteks in summer
here as a child with her uncle and aunt. Thosedagd had been the one



constant in her younger years, the cottage themabe that had ever come
near to resembling a permanent home.

But no one had come near it during the last coapiears except Jean and
Alex, who had driven down from time to time to ckem it. Her mother
would never come again and she, Fen, had no uselase. Besides, she
couldn't afford to buy it from her mother.

During the past couple of days she and Alex haedaihe little house,
flinging the windows wide and sweeping out the wofshe accumulation
of dust. And they had stocked up with enough prowussto last for at least
two weeks. If she ran short of anything she only teaclamber up the lane
to the village. So she had nothing to distractffen the task in hand.

At the head of the twisty, uncarpeted stairs sH&ewddnto the room she had

chosen to use during her stay here. As a childhalldoeen consigned to the
box room, little bigger than a cupboard, while Jaad Alex had had what

had been grandly termed the guest room. This rocadnbeen used by her
parents whenever they had decided to spend tintehegithere during those

long-ago summers, and even now she felt an interlop

But that was nothing to get maudlin about. It wathing new. She had
always felt an interloper in her parents' lives.atbhe should be getting
depressed about right now was the heap of clasagrsastacked guiltily at
the bottom of the old-fashioned wardrobe!

When Saul had dropped her off in the centre of Jtack, at her terse
request, she'd had nothing more in mind than akduig to the market to
buy fish for supper. Only somehow she'd got sideked and had ended up
in the boutique Jean had told her about, and,thte ef mind being what it
was after what had happened up there on the msloeshad predictably
gone on a wild spending spree. Her bank accountdamel empty and she
would have to hunt around for a private tuition.job

And it was all Saul Ackerman'’s fault! If he hadyot her into such a turmoil
she wouldn't have succumbed to the panacea of smshlopping. He ought
to be shot!



Muttering to herself, and still too guilty even ttunk of unpacking those
carriers, she stuck her head in a dusty cupboatdagan to sort through
her father's books and papers.

Unknown hours later, she was still at it, the tirgne knew her mother
would want kept stacked in a neat pile on the floeady to be taken back to
Tavistock to be carefully packed for the long oeasjourney, the rubbish
pushed into a bin bag. And this was only the sthitt

Wearily, Fen pushed her dusty fingers through hegé and sat back on her
heels, frowning just a little as the oncoming soohd car engine broke the
drowsy afternoon silence.

Not a local, for sure. If the villagers came dowrtlte cove they came on
foot, although they rarely did, seeming to prefee busier delights of
Polperro or Looe. So it had to be a car full ofith@y-makers, though they
were rare in this quiet area. Few of them ventuhedugh the winding

tangle of narrow lanes to the village above, aeddttecipitous track leading
down to the tiny cove was enough to put anyone off.

Not giving the hapless adventurers another thowstlet got stiffly to her feet
and tried to ease her aching back. It was timeafbreak. Her throat was
parched. And she was halfway down the stairs whenregistered the
silence again. The car had stopped. Or backed apdlye track. Then she
sighed resignedly as someone pounded heavily agh@door.

Lost. Looking for directions. Or, as had once hayguk asking if they could
get a cup of tea. And whoever it was they neednihd so irate about it. It
wasn't her fault they'd landed up at the back gbhd instead of in some
bustling holiday centre!

'I'm coming,' she muttered under her breath apthmding began again,
and tried not to scowl as she covered the distemtee door in a few long
strides and pulled it open. The Cornish were kndamtheir friendly
hospitality and she didn't want to let her adomednty down by appearing
to be anything less.



But her hastily assumed friendly smile died thetdeghen she saw who
was filling her doorstep, his elegantly cut bussesit and gleaming
handmade leather shoes looking totally out of pgagnst the backdrop of
exuberant escallonia.

"You!' Fen knew she sounded as if she was beiaggied, but couldn't help
it. After the things she had said to him she hacenexpected to see him
again. But whether she had secretly hoped to seadain was brought into
guestion by the way her heart wrenched painfulside her, her pulses
pounding out a wild drumbeat that made her gaspreath, made her toes
curl in her sensible canvas shoes.

He gave her a cool look, his features frozen. Aisdvhice was pure ice as
he drawled, 'So Alex learned some sense and detideahduct his affair
out of the limelight." His narrowed eyes pierced thterior of the cottage.
‘Secluded—even for a love-nest. Where is he?' igped the question out,
almost rocking her back on her heels, and when seebvered she dragged
in a very firm breath and set her mouth in a shriaigngiving line.

How could she have wondered if she had secretly beping to see him
again? He was nothing but a waste of space as fsite@was concerned.

Alex had once told her of an ancient Cornish sgyihgt the devil never
ventured to cross the Tamar from England into Cathfer fear of being
caught and put in a Cornish pastie. Well, theyehb&rong. The devil was
here, on her doorstep! And if she had her way sbeldvmake him into
mincemeat!

'Well? he prompted impatiently, his brows thundgtiogether in the face of
her obduracy. 'Where is he?'

'‘Not here.' Her response was as clipped and cadi@asould make it but her
voice fractured as he brushed past her, stridibg tihe living area and
glaring around as if he expected to find Alex cangrbehind one of the
shabby but comfortable, overstuffed armchairs.

'You can't just barge into my home without so masha by-your-leave!
Being around him was giving her lots of practiceewht came to huffing



and puffing she thought, half hysterically, as sbted the way one strongly
marked brow drifted elegantly up towards his ha&liShe braced herself to
receive his scathing comment.

'So he set you up here, did he? Got the deedy stédshed away, have you?'
Cool eyes raked over the homey surroundings, tek sif logs Alex had
carried in yesterday and piled up for her besigeaipen fireplace. 'I'd have
thought a penthouse apartment in the glitter ofditg lights would have
been more to your taste. But | can see the atbractf complete
isolation—from his point of view.'

Fen had had more than enough. True, she had giwververy reason to

believe she was no better than she should be, dmitlvere any need for him
to insult her so often and so heavily? It was,d&da&ded, pulling herself up
to her not insignificant height, high time she pun right on one or two

things.

'‘Alex isn't here, so you're wasting your time anohen And this house
belongs to my mother. | am here, at her requesgjetat ready to go on the
market. And I'm asking you to leave.’

Which earned her a long, level look, an almost iroggtible softening of
that slashing mouth as he told her softly, ‘Andriot going."'

Which left her floundering, almost admiring his éfaced arrogance as she
sought for a way to make him. She could always phon the police to
come and evict him, and she would have done ietten't for her uncle and
Saul's position of clout at Vision West! As it wabe was left with nothing
to say except a grouchy, 'What is it you want?"

She held her breath, a band tightening around &aert las the very walls
seemed to close in on them, enforcing a dreadfuhacy, the air she was
trying to breathe becoming a warm, smiling siglwatked amusement as,
long, unendurable seconds later, he said predictabu know what |
want. I've told you often enough.’



CHAPTER SEVEN

'How did you find this place?' The question cameayua rush. Well, she
had to say something. They couldn't just stand, leteging at each other!
The fraught silence, the way Saul was looking at he if he had just
accepted delivery of a new piece of property, wasdding Fen's nerves
into tiny protesting pieces.

"It wasn't difficult. Alex didn't bother to coveishtracks." Saul patted the
breast pocket of his suit jacket, his smile unrmegvier all over again. 'He
left phone numbers and addresses where he coutdrtacted during the
next fortnight with Meek's secretary. | tried hdnest. | imagined the
Edinburgh address was insurance. He can't havetbeesure of you, can
he? He couldn't be certain of where he'd be, andusd be fairly desperate
to hear that decision.’'

He walked further into the room and Fen shuddedred held herself stiffly,

refusing to let him see how his presence affecezdBut he didn't come too
near, seemingly more interested in the few framedkexeolours on the
walls, bought from a struggling and not very tadehartist in St lves simply
because Jean had felt sorry for him.

'l heard Jean went to Edinburgh when your affathwaier husband first hit

the headlines. One of the tabloids stated she'd ank to her mother.' He
still seemed far more interested in the paintitgsitin her, or in what he

was saying. His wide shoulders looked supremelgxesl, his dark head

tilted slightly to one side, as if he was tryingsee more in the watercolours
than was immediately obvious at a casual glance.

Fen didn't trust this sudden mood of relaxatior, $bft reasonableness of
his tone. And she knew she was right when he swaungd on his heels, his
eyes almost crippling her with their searing silveensity as he shot out the
guestion, 'Did he go to Jean in Edinburgh?’

She nodded, unable to look away from those glitteayes. Her heart was
hammering like a wild thing. It would be a very ¢ptime indeed before she
allowed herself to get into a situation like thggan. An eternity, in fact.



But never mind, she fretfully consoled herselfaishort while it would be
common knowledge that the straying Alex Fairbounas ‘reunited’ with
his wife. So letting Saul know that her uncle wiasady on his way back to
Jean wouldn't hurt, surely?

She wanted the whole misguided deception over ané @ith so that she
could get on with her life without Saul Ackermarrbvaly branding her as
some kind of high-class prostitute. She wantede@able to tell him the
whole truth, but she couldn't. Not yet. Not untibt decision had been
reached.

Not that the truth could make any real differenisecause the wicked,
almost overwhelming attraction between them wagitg anywhere. She
just hated the way he viewed her. And somethinigeofturmoil must have
shown on her face because he, the pitiless, foitpdrpm somewhere and
he asked, with just a softening trace of compassizid he go because he
wanted to, or did you push him out? It won't beydasyou to admit it if he
walked out on you and left you standing. But I'dgibateful for the truth.’

Fen stared at him blankly. What possible differecoeld it make to him?
She pushed her hands into the pockets of her digjgans as the wish that
she weren't looking so unkempt and grubby camefilte blue.

"The decision was mutual,’ she said, sounding hiess, catching his frown
of impatience when he thought she wasn't goinghswar. 'We parted on
friendly terms." And that was no lie. A couple @fyd to help her settle in
here and then he'd be off up to Edinburgh. That wiaat they'd planned.
And she couldn't remember a time when she and hele thadn't been
friends.

And then, catching the gleam of triumph in his eys®e saw the trap she
had lobbed herself into. She should have been quick the uptake and
burst into tears, and wailed, and said Alex haddd$er out because he had
grown tired of her, and that she would never getr ay and her heart was
breaking. And would he please go away and leavalbee to grapple with
her grief...

Instead...



‘Then it seems you and | have a whole lot of tgkmdo.'

Which wasn't what she wanted to hear. Because hawhie thought her
‘affair’ with Alex was over he would see no reagty he shouldn't take the
older man's place. She should have thought of that.

Suddenly the room seemed airless, despite thedoreeving the curtains at
the open windows. Fen set her teeth and walkeddeysinking down on to
the wooden bench seat which, together with theipi@ile, took up most
of the space in the tiny front garden.

She could hear the rush of the stream as it rdsemday to the sea, deep in
the gorge below the narrow lane, hear the genilanser sound of the sea
itself as it murmured on the sandy shore and laggredhst the rocks. But
the hypnotic sounds, the warmth of the sun agaokstl her body through
the cotton shirt she wore and shimmered green alddagjainst the opposite
hillside, failed to soothe her.

Nothing could combat the spiralling inner tensitirg feeling that she was
being stalked by an expert hunter; that the predeatd marked out his prey;
that it was only a matter of time...

So when he followed her, as she had known he wthid,rge to scream at
him and throw things was almost uncontrollable. B gritted her teeth
and took hold of herself and, carefully not lookatdhim, suggested, 'l think
you should go, don't you? | can think of nothingrveed to talk about." She
held herself rigid with frustration because as xer@se in self-assertion it
wasn't going to cut any ice with Saul Ackerman sinel hated this feeling of
shameful impotence.

'‘Can't you?' His voice was a dark drift of warm aement, raising the fine
hairs all over her body. He arranged himself imfraf her, half sitting, half
leaning against the table, his long elegantly tdas stretched out, almost
touching hers.

Giving away more than she knew, Fen twisted hes &gay, tucking them
safely out of his reach beneath the bench, flustariger hairline as she saw
the slow white grin that told her he'd noted hesdajerk reaction.



'Relax," he instructed, the silver eyes all smilew. "We'll talk when you're
ready. There's no rush.'

Her ability to relax went out of sight when he veaisund. But she couldn't
admit to that. It would reinforce his opinion tlinet was in total charge; that,
with the odd shove and push, he could make herlddgever he wanted her
to do.

And they both knew what that was!

Forcing her eyes away from the terrifying appediisfface, she fixed them
on the horizon, the glimpse of bluey green seadbald be seen from here,
glittering through the V-shaped opening betweenajygosing hillsides of

the gorge where they ended in high granite cliffs.

"You might have all the time in the world, | havérshe told him stiffly. 'I'm
not here on holiday, but to work.'

'Doing what? Sweeping chimneys?' The lazy curlisfvoice told her he

hadn't missed her filthy appearance, and he souasleflit didn't matter,

and suddenly it didn't matter to her, either, semwhe tacked on, 'If you're
working, maybe | could help," she shot straightkb&er mouth tugging up
at the corners,

'What, in that suit?"

‘That could be remedied. | could be home and baitk & change of
clothing in an hour.’'

In that car, she didn't doubt it. But why couldifie get it into his skull that
she didn't want him anywhere near her?

"You'd be wasting your time.' She got to her fpedtending to stifle a yawn,
tapping her fingertips delicately against her petifeeven white teeth.
Maybe if he thought he bored her senseless he wgalcaway. His

over-developed ego wouldn't be able to take t@aly’ | know which of my

father's books and papers my mother would likestepk



She skirted him, trying not to look wary, more ttnehf expecting him to put
out a detaining hand. But his voice alone stoppadohogress back inside
the house. He didn't need to touch her at all.

'So you were telling the truth. Alex didn't set yop here. The cottage
belongs to your parents?’

'My mother. | do have one, believe it or not. Irdiccome down in a shower
of rain.'

'l didn't imagine you did.' He pushed himself te feet, his movements, as
ever, contained and elegant. 'More like a show&xpensive perfume and
starshine—despite the char-lady disguise. | thoyghtwere lying, trying
to paint the love-nest with an acceptable and hprat of respectability.'

'l know you did.' Fen sighed. Would he always thirad things about her?
A kept woman, a husband-stealer, a liar. Her sofithnquivered but she bit
down hard on her lower lip to stop it. What didniatter what he thought of
her? She headed for the door, but he was thereebleéo, barring the way.

'‘And she's not here? Your mother, | mean." Narrogyexs fastened on her
mouth. The quivering started up all over again Bed quickly dipped her
head, staring at her feet because it was easiarwa#ching the way he
looked at her mouth—as if he was about to possegthi his own.

The temptation to lie, to say that yes, she wayg wauch here, taking an
afternoon nap, and would be waking at any momaesttjrig down the stairs
to demand an introduction, inviting him to tea aaling his head off, was
very strong because it might just get rid of him.

But she knew she wouldn't lie to him, not even byssion as she had done
in the past. Why deliberately set out to merittiadise truly dreadful things
he thought she was?

'She lives in Australia. Why the interest?’

'‘And your father?' He ignored her taut questiomp$ying another of his
own. Fen gave him a bleak look. Did he never gpe u



'He's dead.'

'I'm sorry." The flare of sympathy in his eyes Wl last straw. She didn't
want it and wouldn't accept it. In any case, it tmtde completely spurious.

'Don't be. We were never close. As far as he wasaroed | was nothing

more than a nuisance. Save your sympathy for myhenoShe's having

difficulty coming to terms with life without himiShe snapped her mouth
shut, her face flooding with angry colour.

What in the name of sanity had made her soundkaffthat?

Her sterile relationship with her parents, partciyl her father, was

nobody's business but her own. She had never dsduswith anyone, not

even with her uncle and aunt, because they had theem whenever Alex

could spare the time from his busy schedule, watctihe uncomfortable

relationship at first hand, doing their best to pemsate whenever they
could. There had been no need actually to sit dawehtalk about it.

So what had possessed her? Why tell him?

'Excuse me.' Her voice was as tight as she coukéibdYou're in my way.
I've got work to do. Close the gate on your way'out

She had no very clear idea of what his reactionlavba. But she certainly

hadn't expected him to take her at her word. Skieelpected... She didn't
know what. But not the sound of his car turningha lane, the engine far
too well-bred to sound in the least bit laboured asared away up the steep
incline towards the village.

She hadn't expected him to go, to give in withofight—no matter how
laid-back and half-hearted that fight might haverbeSuddenly aware that
she was standing stock-still in the exact centrihefroom, listening to the
silence, she gave herself a mental shake and héad&dipstairs.

So he had lost interest. So what? So deep joy lsamtktheavens—and all
that stuff. She wasn't at all sure she could hawstdd herself to keep him at



arm's length if he had decided to put on the pressa subject her to his
own special brand of arrogant, devilishly powegatsuasion.

He had come here, or so he had made it seem, vatexpress intention of
talking to her. About what he hadn't said, but sloeild have guessed it
would be more of the same—precise and, to himat|dogical reasons
why she should become his mistress. But he hadvidlibut making her
listen to a single thing.

Except that he had got a darn sight more out ofthan she had ever
intended giving.

Fen shivered, suddenly cold. She walked over takiest of drawers and
began to go through them systematically. It wastetsk she relished, but it
was the least she could do.

'We never left anything much in the way of clottesthe cottage," her
mother had said, and had added with a poignhantyh#thmade Fen's throat
close up, 'But if you come across a blue and waptdted silk cravat, send it
on to me. | gave it to him for good luck. He wasameling a series of talks
for radio, in London. When they were done we carmowrdto spend a

weekend at the cottage with you. It was the lasetive were all there

together, you remember? | think he must have tdfehind; it isn't among

the rest of his things.'

She had made it sound as if finding that cravat was of the most

important things in the world, one more piece ofmoeabilia to add to the

collection that kept her in close, almost physioatch with the man she had
loved above all else.

Fen knew she would never love anyone with thahsitg. She would never
leave herself open to that kind of destructionedf. s

In any case, she hadn't found it, not so far. ddds and ends, stuff they
hadn't bothered to pack and take away, tatty old geat might come in
useful on their next flying visit.



Only there hadn't been another flying visit, foy af them. Fen had been
busy making her own life and her father had beengda lecture tour in the
States, her mother with him, of course.

Sorting through the drawers and dressing-tableerr@om they had always
used when they'd been here only seemed to reinfancgrowing sense of
isolation, something she'd believed she had conertas with many years
ago, when she'd learned and eventually acceptédeither of her parents
had ever wanted her.

So the recognition that she was hungry came ased @ excuse to finish
up for the day, to carry the bin bag of discard&mloready to be disposed
of, to decide what she would have for supper wklie was having a
shower, and perhaps eat outside and watch thetsunse

Dragging the unwieldy plastic bag out of the romine started down the
stairs and was halfway down, the bag bumping behangwhen he stepped
into her line of vision and said, 'Let me help you.

Fen watched in stunned silence as he took the nemggstairs two at a time,
took the bin bag from her suddenly nerveless fiagerd carried it down.
The formal business suit had been replaced by yédates and a black shirt,
making him look too magnificently male to be tr@fe was too shocked by
his unexpected reappearance to make a sound amdhehasked, 'Where
do you want me to put it?' she could only chew enbottom lip and walk
slowly down, clinging on to the banisters becauselégs felt too weak to
support her.

Silently, she opened the cupboard underneath thies shnd watched,
wide-eyed, the play of muscles across his bacledseht to push the bulky
bag into the confined space and straightened tbose the door.

Quickly, Fen stepped back, away from him, her hgiarhg an unexpected,
treacherous leap as she recognised the unpal&abkbat she was glad he
was here. Actually glad!

Which made her a fool.



'What are you doing here?' She didn't want to leaged to see him, to
experience this shuddery awareness of him, totféglsweet sensation of
relief because he hadn't, as she had told helsgllfinterest in her.

"You must have known I'd be back.' His eyes slierdver ashen face, noting
the compression of the soft mouth, as if she wadlswing back the words
she really wanted to say, the tension that heldtdlerslender body very
upright, very rigid. And he said with a softnesattburprised him, 'We were
going to talk, remember? But as | said, there'seab hurry. We've got all
the time in the world.’

All the time in the world.

He made it sound so simple, as if they were tw@@egetting to know each
other, putting the vital physical attraction thet ffor each other on hold
because if the relationship were to grow and flluit would need to put
down roots, have something stronger and more mgfutito feed on than
the transient desires of the flesh.

She gave him a bleak look. It wasn't like thatco@irse it wasn't. All he
wanted from her was her body in his bed, to be us¢itihe grew bored and
moved on to someone else. And, by all accountd)duea low boredom
threshold where his women were concerned. Anddhe when it came,
would be nothing more than a hundred and one reasby he should take
Alex's place.

Or what he believed to be Alex's place.

She didn't want it to be like that. She didn't wianhave to listen to all those
'reasons’. And she felt nothing but a sagging frelieen he said briskly,

'Why don't you go and freshen up while | put suppethe table? | brought
the makings with me, courtesy of Prinny.’

Not trusting her voice, Fen shrugged and turnedyathe sweet relief that
flooded her making her feel giddy as she went bag&tairs. She had
expected him to resume his attempts to get heotenm with him. And she
would never have put him down as a man who woulstevame. He would



decide what he wanted and go right ahead and takeei wouldn't be
interested in the waiting game.

His unpredictability worried her, but she wasn'ingoto waste her energies
tying her brain in knots as she tried to solveghgma, she decided as she
stood under the shower, sluicing away the grime¢hefday. She would
simply be grateful for the respite, for the relamatof the pressure he'd
exerted on every former occasion and pretend, §domag as the strange
truce lasted, that they were two intelligent, matadults who were capable
of enjoying each other's company. Time enough tobgek on her high
horse if and when he began to try to pressurentetrhis bed again.

She rough-dried her hair and pulled on a pair of-wern, clean jeans,
topping them with a baggy, fine wool sweater. Andnd bother with
make-up. Why go looking for trouble?

And her lack of prinking seemed to have paid offdaese the smile he gave
her when she ventured back downstairs was nicefragntly, nothing
sexual about it at all, and nothing to take excepto in the brief appraisal
of his eyes as they took in her appearance.

'‘Better now? Ready to eat? I've put it outside—tditslovely an evening to
waste.'

She followed him, almost as if she had no will leffther own. And why
argue? The evening was lovely, gold-shot with céggy-shell blue and rich
amethyst, the chunky picnic table set with foufed#nt kinds of cheese, a
crusty granary loaf and a bottle of wine. He hadkenl a bunch of
asparagus spears and they ate it dripping witlebatid Fen said, cutting
herself yet another slice of the crumbly ChesHbelicious. I'd have put
you down as a smoked salmon and cold pheasantwitarnperhaps a few
guail eggs on the side.’

She was remembering the simple picnic on the mooos,and felt herself
go warm all over as he refilled her wine glass mamdarked softly, 'Perhaps
life still holds a few surprises, Fen. | wouldréve expected to find you in
such isolation, cleaning out cupboards and covemedust." His eyes



gleamed, rivalling the stars that were putting imagopearance overhead.
'Maybe the preconceptions we both started out metd rethinking.'

No 'maybe’ about it! He thought she was a higtssctart, and he couldn't be
more wrong. But he couldn't be blamed for that, 8fmght. She was
beginning to feel uncomfortable now, which was ty,gbecause up until
this moment she had been enjoying the evening aasdcbmpany,
marvelling in the fact that she had never feltedaxed around him before.

But could her preconceptions about his charactevdyeoff mark, too?

Unconsciously, she shook her head. No, of courseH®was rarely seen
with the same woman twice; Alex had been quitenitefiabout that. And,
even worse, his affairs had continued right throbghmarriage. And he
hadn't turned a hair when his wife had died, whic@dmde him worse than
heartless.

So she wasn't going to let herself get all relaxad receptive. She
swallowed the remains of her wine and hardenecdéart. The devil was
simply trying another tack, trying to get her tever her guard. She wasn't
going to forget what he wanted from her. This nseitly-softly approach
wasn't going to get him anywhere. But her hearsadsa beat when he told
her, 'When we were on the moors you said somethatgnade me stop and
think—when I'd cooled down, anyway. You were quiight. I'd been
treating you like a commodity. You deserve bettaant that. I'd like to
apologise.’

It took her a few muddled moments to recall what Bad said to him.

Something about contacting her if he ever develapééart! And that in

direct response to his cutting comment that hedtoulike her because he
didn't respect her, his insulting offer to pay béls and keep her if she
agreed to give Alex the push and move in with him!

So maybe he had had a rethink, decided that thaelyruirect approach
wouldn't work. Did he really think she was incapabf working that much
out for herself? Did he think she had fluff betwéd®em ears?



'‘Apology accepted.' She gave him a meaninglesssanill wondered why
she felt betrayed. She got to her feet. 'An apolalgg a delicious supper.
Aren't | the lucky one! Who could possibly ask foore?' She walked the
few paces to the wicket gate and held it operhifiktwe can call it quits
now, don't you? Goodnight, Mr Ackerman.’

For a long, agonised moment she thought he wasgygdoirstay exactly
where he was. But he did move at last, uncurlimgseif from the bench
seat, coming towards her, his features unreadaliteeigrowing darkness.

And when he reached for her she wished he had dstayere he was
because then she could have slipped inside theehbasred the door and
closed all the windows, and left him there, knowangat it was like to be
outmanoeuvred for a change.

But the capacity for coherent thought left her bras his arms dragged her
roughly into the lithe hardness of his body, and thoment his mouth
touched hers she was lost in the wild passion ith&ted in each other.

Lost. And consumed by the fiery invasion of hisgoe, drawn deeper and
deeper into a dark whirlpool of drugging sensatidhis was what she'd
once believed a kiss should be. Magic and mayhémoléd into one, a

giving and taking, a blending of two people—heart aoul—into one

perfect whole.

And this was what she'd believed could never happéer her short and
monumentally disappointing relationship with Rayeshad cynically
disbelieved all those stories of a romantic loveclwisomehow rapturously
transported the lovers on to a plane where no tseeexisted, where the
need to be together was paramount, as just so wigbful thinking, a lie to
ensure the continuation of the species, at bestewdt worst, to subjugate
the victims and make them lose their precious ierddpnce.

She had believed it to be a lie because she halbdlshe had loved Ray.
And there had been no rapture, merely discomfaltciep embarrassment
when she had lain in Ray's arms.



But now, wrapped in Saul's arms, his body presggahat hers, his hot,
hungry kisses blocking her mind to everything exdés wild need, she
was not so sure about that. Perhaps she hadnd Rag at all. Maybe she
simply hadn't wanted to be alone any more.

But she wasn't sure about anything, was she? Hovd ahe be, when she
responded, body and soul, so completely to a manhal as good as said
he despised her?

She moaned softly, in distress and confusion, auisSfeverish, possessive
mouth gentled, drawing slowly away, just a breatfaya And he searched
her wide and frantic eyes in the glimmer of starehhis fingers weaving
through her hair, his mouth made tender by passsdme asked her thickly,
'Did | hurt you? I'm sorry.' He leaned forward,itakher swollen lower lip
between his teeth, nipping gently, his dark voicg &as he told her, 'l want
you so badly. It makes me behave like an uncoetiolioy. And | can't
remember when that last happened, Fen.’

'‘No!" She could hear the brittle thread of coninohis voice and knew that
the check on his desire was only just manageabhid.i&that thread broke,
snapped by her own unbridled response to his pgdsien nothing on this
earth would prevent him from becoming her lover.

She wouldn't be able to stop him. She wouldn't iastop him!

'Please go!" she pleaded wildly, snapping her baak on her slender neck,
pounding his wide, rangy shoulders with her fi$tdon't want you here—I
don't!

She was sobbing with panic. Dry sobs that toreeatttroat. She couldn't
believe she was acting this way, she who had alwags so together, so
self- assured and calm. She was behaving hystigriaatl couldn't help
herself because, at some deep level of consciosissies knew her whole
future was on the line. Allow him to make love &r lonce and she would be
forever changed. Nothing would ever be the samaaga



"You don't mean that." There was a hint of ste¢h@nsoft dark voice as he
captured her flailing fists and held them tightyaast his chest, drawing
her closer. "You know you don't.’

She could feel the heavy beat of his heart thrabglwhite knuckles of her
clenched hands and the temptation to unfurl hgefis within his iron-hard
clasp was enormous. She needed to lay her palnmsage chest, touch his
heartbeats. But she was fighting for her own swavand she forced out
shakily, 'lI've never meant anything more. Justgety from me. Stay away
from me.’

Saul went very still. Fen raked his face with widpprehensive eyes but it
was too dark now to see his expression. But shes kieewould be furious.
And then he released her and her hands fell tgides, and his voice was
perfectly calm, not one trace of anger there ashe told her, 'Still playing
games, | see. Let me warn you, though, such gaamelsecdangerous. A few
moments longer and | would have lost control anthing would have
stopped you from becoming mine.'

Idly, he trailed a finger down the side of her fatacing from the fine flare
of her cheekbone down to her jaw, lingering foriry tmoment before
dropping away. It was as much as Fen could do ¢ogmt herself from
shuddering with delicious reaction to that linggriseductive touch.

'Maybe you like to play it rough? Is that whatsi? iDo you goad a man until
he is out of his mind and takes you by force? Legyiou free to pretend
that none of it was your fault, that you were dime Is that the way it was
with Alex? Did the act of subduing you make himlfgeung and virile
again? Did it make him feel responsible for you?hkst the way you get
your men to pay your bills? Let me warn you againdeh't operate that
way. And | don't force my women. You'll come to bexause you want to,
because nothing can keep you away.'

'l hate you!" She turned away, her eyes brimmint vé@ars, but he walked
past her to the gate, his voice very assured asrhed, his hand on the
latch.



'‘No you don't. You just hate the things | make yage. And just
remember—I'll be back. And | don't want you seeihex again. Ever. And
you won't, not unless you want to ruin what's ¢éthis career.'



CHAPTER EIGHT

FEN really didn't know what she was doing sitting deshim in this car,

being whisked away to heaven knew where. Some plagtral, he'd said,
and, like the idiot she was now convinced she rhastshe'd once again
allowed him to dictate terms.

It had been—and still was, of course—a beautifutmmg. But she'd woken
feeling as if she was smothered in dull grey rainds and hadn't been able
to get herself into gear and dive into the chorbgwwere her reason for
being here at the cottage, and had spent a coudpleows aimlessly
mooching, miserably wondering what was wrong wigh. h

She very rarely felt depressed and was almost revarioose end. There
was always something to do, even if that sometiviagymerely relaxing and
recharging her batteries. So just why she shoulbéleng as if she was a
thousand years old she didn't know.

But when Saul strolled up the garden path, lookisg he owned the place
and everything in it, including her, she sudderntyiaced that the sun was
shining, the sky a cloudless blue and the vergaheoharrow lane awash
with wild flowers.

‘Truce," he'd said, smiling the smile she was beggto find irresistible.
'I'm taking you to lunch. Not my place, or yourseutral ground, equal
terms.'He'd parked himself on the bench seat, taptatally relaxed. 'Get
ready. And don't take ages; we don't want to wamstee time than we have
to.'

Equal terms? He was far too confident and surem$élf. And of her. She
didn't know where equality came into that kind qtiation. But somehow
that didn't seem to matter quite so much as itduae.

A fleeting query as to why she was giving in artting him tell her what to
do was all she had allowed herself as she'd tratfethe stairs she had
trudged so heavily down a couple of hours earl@hat the heck? She



hadn't been achieving anything, had she? Simplgging herself around
the place, not doing anything anyone could callatety useful, looking
and feeling like a very long, very wet weekend.

She was obviously not in the mood for clearingtbetcottage. She would
work better after a short break.

And she hadn't questioned the way she'd divechiocarriers she'd felt too
guilty to unpack until now, tossing the garmentst@nthe bed, her bright,
glossy head tilted to one side as she considenmegibkedness.

Her mouth curving, she'd selected a one-piece érsuand top in swirling
psychedelic patterns in soft amber and cream vigthgwoints of scarlet and
russet. The sleeveless bloused bodice had a coopgameckline and the
trouser part was softly pleated around the waist lipline, narrowing
dramatically to tight ankles.

Slipping on the highest heels she owned, she'dadithis way and that in
front of the mirror, pleased with her purchase etreugh she knew she
should have resisted the temptation. The garmesn‘'tvaght for a pootle
round the countryside but that wasn't at all imgatrtoecause the elegant
lines, the softness of the fabric and the styldigguised the leggy length of
her and the boyishness of her figure, and that wia&t mattered. And
wearing it made her heart lift and that was niceabee it was such a
contrast to the way she'd been feeling up until.now

Up until Saul had arrived, a mocking voice insigd# head reminded. But
Fen blithely ignored it. She was only too glad slas feeling great again
and didn't much care why.

They had left the coast behind and Saul had d#ieldpart from a few easy
comments as they'd passed through a series ofddidiliages, sleeping in
the midday sun. And Fen had been content with ttetause when they
talked they usually ended up fighting, but as #esovept down into a deep
tunnel of green where the hedgerow trees met er@moverhead curiosity
began to wriggle around inside her brain.



She knew, only too shatteringly well, how he coumlake her feel when he
touched her, but that was all. She knew nothingualile man himself
except what he had allowed her to see, the ligleumcle had told her, and
what she had learned from the few rather soullesgazine articles her
uncle had kept and which Jean had given her to védaeh trying to
persuade her to take part in the charade thatdublddr to the mess she was
in now.

Was there anything remotely redeeming behind thsknoé the ruthless

predator, the mask of the man who set out to get Wb wanted, who was
direct to the point of insulting rudeness when &easit his needs, and his
terms?

Was there a warmer, more caring and considerateactiea somewhere
behind that mask? There was only one way to findand she asked, 'Did
you really mean it when you said you'd see Aleatger ruined if | saw him
again?'

Without realising she was doing it, Fen held hexalh and silently prayed
that she wouldn't be disappointed. She wantede gi@sperately, for him to
deny that he could ever really be that coldly ekl no matter what the
circumstances.

‘Can it matter to you? Now?'

He sounded bored and she gave him a frowning sigeglance. So much
for not wanting to be disappointed! Now that heorshaffair' with Alex
Fairbourne was over she could have no furtheresten the man. That was
the way his mind would work. Did he lose all intgran and concern for his
women as soon as the door had closed behind thtemhafd kicked them
out?

Of course. What else?

She shot him another dark look. They were deeptr time seemingly
endless green tunnel now and the undergrowthy lightle him look
sinister, poles apart from the charming, charistcnatiaracter who had
walked up to her this morning and declared a truce.



Heigh-ho, she thought with a deep and dreadfulrfgedf resignation, yet
another bitter fight was obviously in the offingnd she informed him
cuttingly, 'Of course it matters. Whatever my fauit and according to you
they're legion—I'm a loyal soul.’

She sat squarely in her seat, staring straightthlaeal allowed him to make
what he liked of that. A ten-round verbal punch-sipe had no doubt. And
so was quite unprepared for the bleakness she rediid voice when he
remarked, 'If you're worried about his future, youst care a hell of a lot for
him.'

So why wasn't he plain angry? Or conceitedly rupbmthe fact that he
would make a far more satisfactory lover than Akairbourne? Much
younger, more virile, far wealthier, and free!

Fen didn't know, and she wasn't going to ask becshis didn't really want
yet another fight on her hands. She had come aldtig him because,
strangely, there had seemed to be no choice aed,@ere strangely, she
had wanted to be with him. And then they crestdillaand emerged into
sunlight, above the deep wooded valley, and evenytthanged back to the
way it had been before she'd asked about AlexsecaNo darkness, no
undertones, merely simple enjoyment as he toldgeetly, 'Arguing the
toss is pointless. Why spoil a relaxing holiday@xd capabilities alone will
determine his future career with Vision West. B f@r as you're
concerned, Fen, he's ancient history." He gaveatmdeways glance that
was so uncharacteristically gentle and warm thatdes curled in her shoes
and afrissonof some sensation that was entirely new to heklad its way
all down her spine. And then he added levelly,geohim; he's back with
his wife, which is where he should be. You've gostart getting your own
life together, decide what's best for you. I'lldilahelp, if I can.'

Help? By installing her as his mistress? A huge ltleat would be! If she
were ever to be so foolish she would never surtheeinevitable parting.
She hunched her head into her shoulders, loatihiegvay her thoughts
were leading her, telling herself that she wouldemebehave in such a
self-destructive fashion. And he couldn't make d®anything against her
will. So she would waste no more time brooding aliou



She got her thoughts back in order as they passardtive brow of the hill
and swooped down over a hump-backed stone bridgehwdrossed a
shallow stream that chattered in its stony bedthec, in the green hollow,
stood a white-washed stone inn, all alone, notlaga, hamlet or church
tower in sight.

Fen mentally crossed her fingers. If Saul realllamevhat he said and her
uncle's future rested on his talents, then evargthiould be fine. He had a
lot to offer, and hopefully the big bosses would deat. For all she knew
there had been no reason for him to put himsetfienpublic eye quite so
drastically.

But desperate problems called for desperate sokjtiand poor Alex had
been distraught over the prospect of having hignamme axed. And to be
on the safe side maybe she should phone him and lwar to stay well

away from Cornwall—and, by implication, her—untilat decision had
been reached. Saul hadn't actually said he had@nirio carry out that
threat...

‘This is where we eat. | booked a table." Saulce#se big vehicle into the

car park and Fen squashed the thought that helmaustbeen very sure of
himself. He always was, and as she couldn't chdragestate of affairs she
wasn't about to grumble about it. It was too nigkag and she was feeling
really relaxed, despite her disquieting thoughtulthe seriousness of his
threat and his ominous offer to 'help’ her.

They weren't the only customers, she noted. Plafimyher cars, which was
probably why he had thought it necessary to botdbke in advance. And
although she tried not to she did flinch a litttelee took her arm to lead her
inside. Really, the touch of his firm, lean fingersthe bare skin of her arm
was far too disturbing. It made her think thinge shdn't want to think.
Which was why she didn't make a single protest wieeocalmly instructed,
"You can tell me all about yourself while we eaknbw next to nothing
about you, and | intend to see that remedied.’

‘There's not a lot to tell." She sounded blithel ahe was. If telling him
about herself meant she didn't have to listen ltthake reasons why she
should become his mistress now Alex had returnekigovife—always



presuming, of course, that that rather troubledh@ge still occupied his
mind—then she would talk until her jaw dropped off.

He would probably die of boredom before then, thougompared to his
power, position and wealth her doings would seesllyoinsignificant.

But there wasn't a hint of boredom in the inteligsilver eyes as they
lingered over a lunch that was fabulous enougtxpdaén why the isolated
inn was full to capacity.

'So that's why picking up languages came so n&umyou.' He smiled as
he poured cream into his coffee and stirred raflelst. '‘Did you mind not
having settled roots?'

Fen lifted one shoulder in an elegant shrug. Skddld him more about her
life than she had ever told anyone. It hadn't bdifficult, strange to say.
Confiding in him seemed to come naturally and is&aelief not to have to
watch what she said. She wasn't used to lies azeitdall the false attitudes
that had clouded their relationship—if such it abbke called— from the
moment their eyes had met over that restaurarg tadatk in London.

'‘No, not really," she answered truthfully. ‘Maybditte, sometimes. But
travelling round the world became a way of life digit so that even when
we were settled some place—for two or three morsidng—| started to get
itchy feet, even though | might have made a whoteof new friends at
whatever school | was attending. | was the firgigbexcited when Dad had
to move on. Oddly enough, my mother didn't likevéling. But her life
began and ended with Dad, and she went where hie @ece she's able to
come to terms with his loss I'm pretty sure sh®limore content with a
proper, settled home.'

'She never wanted to make a settled home for y@au#'put in quietly, and
she shook her head, smiling easily because hentgalack of interest in her
had long since ceased to hurt.

'She never wanted me, full stop. Neither of theth ivas an encumbrance.
That's not to say they failed in their duty," sle¢éettded. 'l was adequately
educated, clothed and fed.'



'‘But not loved," Saul said astutely, and Fen bit tomgue because she
couldn't explain about the visits from Alex and dend, later on, the
Cornish cottage where they had spent the long surhoiglays with her.
Her uncle and aunt had always made time for heghiaher what a loving
family life was all about.

But she couldn't tell Saul that. Not yet. But sloeld tell him, 'Don't feel
sorry for me. | was happy. | spent four years arfimg-school here in
England and then went on to get the qualificationeeded to set up as a
freelance commercial translator. And during thauetil only rarely saw my
parents—we met up for short holidays at the cott&pe you see,' she
informed him with a glint of mischief in her big &er eyes, 'l am capable of
being totally independent and earning my own livingon't need a man to
keep me.'

It was as far as she dared go towards putting tght about his wrong and
insulting supposition that she made a career ohewfg a kept woman, but
she could have bitten her tongue out when she sa&yhs go bleak, caught
the thread of bitterness in his voice as he beakdne waiter over for the
bill, remarking, 'So your affair with Alex was basen something deeper
than his ability to pick up the tabs. | wonderhat explains your almost
virginal and strenuous efforts to keep me at akemgth?'

Fen could have kicked herself as she watched teéthansaction with the
credit card. Why had she reminded him of her supglggorrid affair with
Alex Fairbourne?

During the past couple of hours they had talkethag had never talked
before, developing a closeness she would haveviedlienpossible to
achieve before today. And she had spoiled it wittvathoughtless words,
brought all the bad things crowding in again, anéw she was going to
have to suffer the aftermath when they left the imrdeep silence, the
happiness suddenly drained right out of the day.

And by the time they were back at the cottage sag iwady to burst into
tears with tension. And telling herself that thiasapar for the course, that
things couldn't be any different and they would aJe end up at each



other's throats—given the type of man he was aadype of woman he
thought she was, but wasn't—didn't help at all.

'I'm sorry. I've been behaving like a spoiled bFat.give me.’

He had pulled the car into the narrow parking s@ddbe side of the small
house and Fen stared at him, battling with a sems#lhat was akin to
shock. Saul Ackerman actually admitting he washie wrong? Actually
apologising?

Cutting the engine, he twisted round in the drive€at, his mouth indenting
wryly as he confessed, 'l don't want to face tloe tfzat you could have any
deep feelings for Fairbourne.' He lifted a hantbtech her cheek. ‘Can you
understand that? | want to be the man in your Mere each day | want
that.'

The touch of his fingers scorched her skin ancelyes brimmed with tears.
For one crazy moment she thought she was fallingua with him. She
couldn't bear it! And that melting tenderness dedgpose silvery eyes was
purely imagination. Of course it was. Just the affef looking at him
through a haze of stupid tears.

So she turned her head away abruptly and whenitig'lsaok, let's walk
ourselves into a happier mood, shall we? Come dowime beach,' she was
out of the car like a shot, glad of the distractibecause if he'd said he
wanted to be her man, one more time, she couldhagk ended up saying,
Oh, yes please! instead of, Oh, get lost!

The narrow track dipped steeply down towards tledime, reaching the

level of the rushing stream a hundred yards onkmd, and the going was
difficult in the type of heels Fen had chosen tarkybut even so, when Saul
scooped her up in his arms, she had to protestmEwdown. | don't need

carrying.'

'Stop arguing, woman. At least give it a try. Yoight find you like it." His

arms tightened around her, giving her fair warrttmgg he had no intention
of doing as she asked, and, her body pressed selglo his, Fen wound
her arms around his neck—simply to feel more seaimurse—and gave



up the fight. And maybe, just maybe, he was ri§hte could so easily give
in entirely and let the dark tide of his passiomyeaer where it would.

But she wouldn't. She would find herself fallinglave with him, needing
him to make her complete. And that would be a &ty thing to do. She
valuedher freedom and independence far too muciskdosing it to any
man, especially a man who had no heart.

At last he released her, sitting her down on topnaf of the tumbled granite
blocks that had once formed a quayside of sortsglaut of living memory
fishing boats had tied up here, trawling in and @uthe narrow cove to
wrest a living from the sea, their catches hauledhe steep track to the
sheltered village in rough carts pulled by wiry g But other cargoes had
come this way, silently at night...

'When | was a child, | used to come down here sonest when everyone
else was asleep, trying to imagine it the way ituldohave been when
smugglers slipped in under cover of darkness,teh&ded nostalgically.

Her eyes were smiling as she looked out over thle bay, the sunlight
dancing on the azure sea, the golden sand, thietlbaigs even managing to
soften the intimidating aspect of the great graiités. Difficult to imagine
muffled hoofs of burdened ponies, the dark shapesem as they silently
unloaded casks of brandy and tobacco, bolts of silk

'‘And did you succeed?' There was warmth in hisev@is he sat in the
sun-warmed sand, his back against the block ofitgrahe was sitting on.
He had removed his footwear and his eyes were alagainst the glare of
the sun as it bounced back off the water and Fexag skipped a beat. The
light picked out the forceful lines of his spectiacdeatures and showed, far
too clearly, the softening of the severely sculgieds of his mouth. But
even so she recognised—felt—the pulsing throb ofdathat was such an
intrinsic part of him.

Her throat closed up. Every time she saw him thgdaescalated and the
more approachable and human he seemed, the wagyse $he would do
well to remember that.



'All 1 succeeded in doing was scaring myself halfieath,' she confessed
and, in spite of her determination to sound amusetl at the same time
impersonal, she only managed to sound breathless.

'l can imagine." One of his hands moved lazily ¢snove one of her
impossible shoes and then the other, and his fingere still idly stroking a
delicately arched instep as he added huskily, Were a lonely child. |
don't like to think of you being lonely. Or afrdid.

Fen closed her eyes on a sudden pang of anguigtheDieally mean that?
Did he? Or was he simply shooting a line?

And did it matter?

Frantically, she pulled her foot away from the dpegrotic drift of his
fingers and dropped it to the hot golden sand.

'l thought we were going to walk?' She pinned adbight smile to her face
and knew how empty it was. She was nearly cryisgls

‘There's no mad hurry." He caught up with her Igpiragged-breathed
strides in no time at all. 'We have all day—ancaiht, too. We could stay
down here and watch for your eighteenth-centuryggtaers. They won't
frighten you if I'm holding your hand. So takeatsg.' His arm went around
her shoulders, comforting, warm, promising... Hesught briefly that no,
nothing would frighten her— not even a ghostly bahdmugglers—if he
were holding her hand. But how could she takesyeehen he appeared to
be doing just that? She knew him well enough noknow that when he
appeared at his most relaxed he was at his mogedaurs.

She must be mad to be here with him at all. Shevkmeat he was like, what
he wanted from her. So why was she here? Why wsisa'telling him to
take a jump? After carefully avoiding any hint lbétemotional in her casual
and decidedly platonic friendships with the opposiex ever since her
farcical affair with Ray, why did every cell in héody leap with wild
response every time Saul came near her?



They had reached the edge of the water, their fsee making sharp

footprints in the wet sand, and to escape the wrabte feeling of

closeness engendered by the casual weight of misweound her shoulders
she bent and scooped up a pebble and with a flidkeo wrist sent it

skimming over the bright and glittering sea. Sheeeted the performance,
like a mindless automaton, until he caught her dotine waist with both

hands, swinging her round, drawing her into hisybod

His bare feet were planted wide, and the jut ofhifbones burned her up,
made her heart beat too madly, her breath leavkihgs in ragged gasps.

'Fen--' His silver eyes were limpid beneath allsiathick black lashes, his
body told hers just how much he wanted her and fslieintolerable
excitement build up inside her, feverishly expagdimtil it met the fierce
need she felt in him, and he smiled at her, slodvsameet, sharing a secret,
and his voice was thick as he told her, 'Don't keeming away. | want you
in my life; you know that. But perhaps you don‘blanthat | won't rush you,
or try to make you do anything you don't want to 'l take things at
your pace—and if that means nice and slowly, tlierine by me.’

The hands that had dropped and were now splayessatrer buttocks
curved gently and pulled her more firmly into hisdy, his hips moving
with a slow suggestiveness that threatened to biemmind.

And it was that very threat, that very real dangee, knowledge that she
was within a hair's breadth of throwing all cautionthe four winds and
matching his seductive movements with wilder anataaly willing ones
of her own that gave her the strength to tug higpsehfully away and grate,
'‘One day you're going to learn that you can't abMagve everything you
want. You've never known failure in your life, hayeu?'

A cold little wind whipped up out of nowhere, tasgiher hair around her
face. Fen brushed her fringe out of her eyes aakdlat him. He looked
shocked, as if he wasn't used to being told hedodiutave exactly what he
wanted. It was high time he learned that lesson #ngdunch her message
home, she added, "You were born knowing the wods your oyster—your
father founded the hugely successful publishing mamy you inherited,
and the profits from that helped you to buy infaiéng airline and make it



a legend, and the profits from that helped you gnabmajority of shares in
a highly competitive communications business asH taut enough cash to
secure you the top position in the Vision West cotism!" Fen shuddered
with reaction, folding her arms around her tautiidhbody. A cloud had

covered the sun but she knew that wasn't entiedpansible for the way
she suddenly felt so icily cold.

"You have done your homework.' He wasn't smiling.

'It's not classified information,” she shot badkhére have been enough
articles written about you.' Lacy ripples of colelswater were washing
over her feet and she turned to head back acreskeiich, but his hands
came down on her shoulders, swinging her round. Aseyes were bleak
as he told her, 'There are other types of faillties' voice was abrasive.

'Where human relationships are concerned I'm dgktn at the bottom of

the class.’

Fen caught her breath and she went very still, ngakio attempt now to
move away. That he should admit to any kind oufalwas utterly new in
her experience of him. His hands gripped her sleyalds if she were the
rock he was clinging to as he floundered in deeplied waters, and she
knew, with a clarity that was almost painful, titatould be fatally easy to
give in to him, let him take what he wanted fromr Hmecause she
desperately wanted to answer the need she sens$ah,ino comfort him
and take away the sobering look of bleak pain skeis his eyes.

'Do you want to talk about it?' she asked gentlyyimg closer to his body
warmth because the wind from the sea was stronger oolder. But he
gave her a puzzled glance from clouded silver bgésre he shook his head
roughly, as if to rid his mind of his own particuldevils, and then was
definitely back in control again as he answeredh\wiisky confidence,

‘There's only one thing | want to discuss with yéer, and that's our future
relationship.' He dipped his dark head and lightlyshed her lips with his.
'‘And there will be one; make no mistake about that.



He eased her closer to his overwhelming male stneagd she went
without a murmur and the way her body turned tamuescent flame in his
arms was completely inevitable.

She gave a fluttery sigh as their breath mingladifaa mouth moved over
hers with a slow, drugging sensuality that made feet as if she was
melting, melting into him, becoming one with him.

And nothing else existed. Nothing but the quivemegd deep within her as
it called out to the primitive arousal of the hardle body pressed so
closely to hers. And she was lost, abandoning lietoahis, the molten fire
in her veins consuming her as she felt the incebaseidity of his heavily
beating heart, the gasp of hunger that came froep dewn in his throat
when she instinctively twined her fingers in thektblack hair at the warm
nape of his neck and responded feverishly to lsis. ki

A deep shudder rocked through him as his handsdeduier pliant, eager
body, his touch a mixture of impatience and heegtking tenderness. And
as she moaned his name, her body squirming adamst a riot of blind
sensation, she admitted all over again that shelagasHer independence
had been surrendered to him, and it wasn't impgntexh any more.

'‘God, how | want you, Fen!" His voice sounded raggearved of oxygen as
he reluctantly broke the drugging kiss, cupping theshed face with his
hands, the flame of desire in his eyes meetinghanding the slumbrous
passion in hers. His mouth twisted in a quirky smiis thumbs moving
roughly over her delicate cheekbones, his harckefsmgwining in the bright
softness of her hair. 'If you don't put an endhis t won't be able to stop
myself taking you here and now.’

With the waves already swirling around their ca®ésbubble of laughter

broke inside her as she slowly, unconsciously, kineo head. She couldn't
help him, could she? She was already lost in tpe tf world- shattering

sensations she had never believed existed.

She knew she could break away now, walk back atchesseach, and he
wouldn't try to prevent her. But how could she? Badn't the will-power.
Or the desire to move out of his arms. Slowly, slreher hands down his



body, from his wide shoulders to his narrow waastd felt him go quite
still, as if he was trying to leash and controltdit rampaging need.

Fen knew she was playing with fire, but she'd alydaeen burned out of all
recognition by his devastatingly hungry kisses,,dmelng lost, she had
nothing to lose, and he gave an anguished groandeagfjed her more
closely into his arms, as if he would absorb heatybimto his if he could,
smothering her face with the fierce passion ofagith.

Slowly, stumblingly, they moved together, clingibfindly to each other,
inching through the water towards the sand, beybadeach of the rapidly
incoming tide. Nothing could part them now, Fenwrkat and accepted it.
She was committed to him. There was no going bidoknow.

Not until an incoming wave, much higher than thst,rewept over them
with a deluge of cold water and left them clingingether, gasping with the
shock, and when he had his breath back Saul laugteter big wide eyes
and told her wryly, "You know what they say abobiuaket of cold water?
Well, it's true. But don't expect the effect tat o long.' He took her hand
and tugged her back up the beach. 'Let's go andrget'll share a hot
shower and warm towel with you, any time."'



CHAPTER NINE

FEN eyed the colourful, sodden garment on the bathrfioar without a
great deal of interest. It had cost far more thenuld sensibly afford and
the sea water had ruined it. But she couldn't raisen a tiny flicker of
annoyance over the extravagant loss.

Still shivering, she stepped under the shower anthé hot water chase the
goose-bumps away.

Her body still ached for Saul and no matter howdatly she congratulated
herself on her lucky escape the wanting wouldnagay. So it was just as
well he hadn't—as she had feverishly expected—tedion sharing the
shower with her but had simply asked, 'Have youierd could put my
things in? And a towel? And you'd better get ouyair wet clothes.'

An expectant and delicious shudder had snaked ghrdwer and she'd
almost presented him with her back and the buttbas would need
undoing, but he'd misread her reaction because d¥sed blandly, 'A
shower should stop you shivering; don't hang arojust show me where to
go, first.’

So she'd pointed him at the lean-to utility-roomewenthe washing machine
and drier were housed, handed him a towel and goteke that shower.
And all the time wondering if he would try to talkp where they'd left off.

But even though he'd said he'd share a hot shavdewarm towel with her

any time—and sounded as if he couldn't wait'—henhadade any attempt
to join her.

Which meant she should be shouting, Hallelujahingjvthanks for the
deluge of sea water that had dampened their aadwlsaved her from her
hormones.

Only the soaking in cold water hadn't dampenedahndour, she thought
crossly as she stepped out at last and smothersdltheith a towel. She
actually still wanted him; at least, her body did, matter how strenuously



her mind dispatched all those cool and logical ways about allowing
herself to become involved with him.

Saul only wanted one thing: her body in his bedl in& tired of her and
moved on to the next female to take his fancy. & Ieen brutally honest
when he'd spelled out his needs as far as she emaemed, had said not
one word of love or commitment. And that wasn'td@mough for her; it
never could be.

But it didn't matter, surely it didn't? His lack afly genuine, lasting feeling
for her was neither here nor there. She would nmake love with a man
unless she truly loved him. And she would neverletself fall in love

because she valued her freedom and independendeofanuch to put

herself willingly into that kind of trap.

That Saul's touch, his kisses, had demonstratédtiaasexual magic she
had believed to be a myth was, in truth, very medded only served to show
her that her experience with Ray Gordon had beaméortunate mistake.
But that didn't mean she had to make another, e@meherself by allowing
all the normal feminine needs and desires she btiléth up since she'd said
goodbye to Ray to lead her to indulge in a soréfa@iravith a man who had
openly admitted he couldn't like her because he'didspect her.

Pulling on an old pair of jeans and a soft woolrtslshe congratulated
herself on sorting everything out to her own satigbn. It wouldn't take
long for his clothes to dry and when they had sbeld/send him on his
way, with a word or two of polite regret regardingr recent thoroughly
wanton behaviour.

She could put all those rapacious responses ofloevs to the wine she had
drunk with the lunch he had given her. And hophket he believed her.

But the sight of the wood fire crackling in the teavhen she opened the
door to the sitting-room brought a wreathing sroleer hps and she said an
enthusiastic, 'Oh—how nice!" without stopping tankh looking at him
without thinking, either, and then wishing she hablecause wearing just
that smallish towel wound around his narrow hipg] aot another single
thing, was a sexual hammer-blow of the very sevdiad.



All the need, the aching, the wanting came floodwagk, saturating her
with the shattering desire to fly into his arms,o¢her that superb and
almost naked body with hungry kisses and recapgheescstasy that had
recklessly whirled her into the world of the mathey had made together
down on the shore.

Fen gulped, her throat feeling tight and painfutlas turned away, afraid to
let her eyes dwell on all that tempting masculiridy one moment longer.
Her body was a traitor, and she didn't know howt bedight it. But she
tried, oh, how she tried!

"Your clothes should be ready soon.' She couldtheanumbling grumble of
the drier from the other room. 'Would you like & Hank while you wait?'
And now she could hear the violent drumbeat of esgirt as his voice
drifted over her like a cloud of lazy velvet.

‘Not now. But you can feed me later.’

How late was later? Just how long did he intenstay? Unwanted ripples
of agitation skimmed over her skin. How could skletim to go—without
a hint of ferocity? How could she tell him she wasnierested in his plans
for their short-term future without betraying tteef that her wretched body
had very definite and insistent ideas of its own?

'It's too comfortable here to think of moving. $#e if my clothes are ready.’

He passed her on his way out of the room. Shetdiook at him; she
couldn't. Expelling her pent- up breath, Fen walkedhe window and
looked out. The English weather was living up sréputation, blue skies
and sunlight obliterated by thick grey cloud, reeming in from the sea on
a scudding wind. Saul was right; the little roomsygin the light of the fire
he had made, made the outdoors easy to avoid.

To insist that he left would perhaps be too extrestee told herself,
watching the rain blow inland in great grey swathsvould be foolish to

place too much vehement importance on his offemstall her as his
mistress. Better—if the subject were to be broadgain—to state politely
but very firmly that she had no intention of becoghis mistress, now or



ever. She could even smile while she said it, stltehterself, trying to feel
like the calm, sophisticated adult she had alwayj®eed herself to be.

And she would try to make sure he didn't touchagain. She now knew her
own weaknesses where his kisses and caressesameereed. Mind over
matter, she instructed herself staunchly, bracergdif to turn and behave
naturally as she heard him walk back into the room.

He was fully dressed now, thank the lord, in drgriimpled trousers and
shirt, and he said, his straight mouth quirkingf && understood her relief,
and the reason for it, 'Happier now?' and thentahgent, sinking down on
to one of the comfortable armchairs, his endlegs #retched towards the
hearth, 'Do you mind having to sell this house?niglou tell me it's the

only remotely settled home you've ever had? And\whahappen about the
furniture—are you going to have to dispose of ttai?”’

'‘No." Fen didn't know whether to tell him to minid bwn business or not.
Not, she decided, perching on the edge of a chaintas the identical twin
of the one he was sprawled in. Being contentioasrad him didn't pay off.
'Whoever buys the cottage can have the furnishthgsvn in with the
purchase price, to use or dispose of as they fitifMother's no use for it--'

'l would imagine not—Iliving in Australia. But youThe softly insistent
guestion hung on the air, demanding an answer.d&mt know why he
was subjecting her to the third degree—especially a topic as unexciting
as old and rather battered furniture.

But she would answer because she would do all shiel ¢o avoid another
fight, because to have that type of tension stggimough the air wouldn't
be at all sensible. And against all her wary exgémts he wasn't pressuring
her now; it was her own treacherous body which daisg that, every
centimetre of her flesh burning with the need tarbleis arms again.

She was just going to have to hide that sorry stbadfairs from him so she
answered, hoping she sounded cool but pleasaetnéver had much use
for material possessions. Enough clothes to fibaple of suitcases is all |
need. Anything else gets in the way and slows yawnd



'‘And ties you to one spot?' he inserted, watchiegffom hooded silver
eyes, his arms crossed behind his head as he ldlagé in his chair.

'Exactly,’ she agreed with cool precision, but pe¥carious composure
disintegrated, making her face burn as he enqaiseately,

‘The way you were brought up turned you into a veaed did the lack of
parental love lead to a need for emotional indepead, too? Is that why
you move from lover to lover—to assuage your obsi@hysical needs
without emotional commitment?’

His question took her breath away. How dared helyinghe was a

promiscuous trollop? Who the hell did he think has® All set to launch

into a scathing denial, plus a blistering countések because his morals
were highly suspect, when all was said and done resmembered that he
had cause to believe it and felt a chill slideatsy through her skin.

She couldn't tell him the truth, not yet, not uatdlecision had been reached
about her uncle's future. And even when she didshé did—would he
believe her?

She couldn't make an answer and she couldn't sisiighere, his mesmeric
eyes probing right into her soul. So she said, dimgnwooden, 'You wanted
me to feed you. Excuse me..." And she pushed hensiedbf the chair and
into the kitchen, asking herself what she thouglet\was doing, offering to
give him supper when all she'd wanted was for lirgd and leave her in
peace, give her the space she needed to get asendinumental physical
attraction.

It had been a knee-jerk reaction, she mourned. @atpto get away from
him and his probing insulting questions, she hasged at the excuse of
preparing a meal without thinking it out.

And her tactical retreat hadn't achieved a thingpbse he was right behind
her, big and dark and much too masculine, his vdigeas he remarked, 'A
subject you don't want to pursue, | take it. Nowarry; I'll root out your
motivations some other time. What are we eating?'



His words, if she had any say in it! she thougttedy. His close proximity
in the small kitchen, the mess she was in—a melssradwn and her uncle's
making—made her want to relieve the stress sheuwdsr by lashing out.
At him. But she controlled the dangerous urge aaid singraciously,
'‘Omelette. And only by helping do you get to stayhe kitchen.' She dived
in the fridge and came out with a bag of mushroo¥f@i can peel and chop
these.'

'Whatever you say, little cat. Things might be eliéint later. In fact | can
guarantee they will. But for now, at least, youfre boss.’

His eyes were laughing at her and her breath cibggier throat. She felt
punch-drunk whenever he looked at her and she disiee'd been

determined enough to give him a glass of wine &mdl $iim back to sit by

the fire, out of her way. Because the hands tha¢ wew busily preparing

the mushrooms were beautiful, strong, deft andwsEn#\nd try as she

would she couldn't stop thinking of the way they h@aade her feel as they'd
stroked her body into mindless capitulation.

And what had he meant when he'd said things woelldifferent later? She
wouldn't give herself three guesses because sbadgliknew the answer,
and quite how she was going to be able to fight bom and her own
instinctive response to him she didn't know. Bué'dhcome up with
something. Somehow.

Edgy, and showing it, she thought self-disgustediythe plates she was
sliding into the warming oven rattled together likastanets. And Saul
would know it, too. She sometimes felt he knew dyawhat she was
thinking, how she was feeling, as if there wer@adbetween them. Which
was nonsense.

Not looking at him because she couldn't bear tdlsespeculative smile in
his eyes, she got on with what she was doing, h@wigg uneasiness
responsible for the song and dance she was makitige simple chores.
And it was Saul who actually eased the tensionwlaet gripping her by the
throat, eschewing the formality of eating at thblda finding trays, the
modest stock of wine Alex had insisted on brindwege for her, selecting a



Valdepenas and ushering her through to the sittioga where they ate
from the trays on their knees in front of the fire.

And it was Saul who removed the plates they hadHed with, poured her
more wine, revitalised the fire with an armful afydogs and drew the
curtains against the darkness and rain.

Strangely enough, she felt secure with him, like.tBust the two of them
and a strand of unforced conversation that ranged topics that were as
diverse as they were interesting. And with his darend of devilish ease he
had seduced her into total relaxation, so that exatn one alarm bell
sounded when he asked smoothly, "What will yourdbvahere will you go
after you've finished here?'

Fen shrugged dismissively, her tawny eyes like g@ikls in the firelight,
lazy and warm. She twisted the stem of her wineggtowly between her
long, slender fingers and told him, '‘Look for a wayearn my next crust
and, when I've found it, go to wherever itis.'

She was too contented to be bothered to tell hanher next scheduled job
didn't start until later in the summer, in Italy; that, due to her own
extravagance, she would probably have to find sbimgtto fill the gap.
And she was totally unprepared for the harsh rdspi® voice as he
admitted, almost reluctantly, as if the words hadrbtorn from him against
his will, 'l worry about you. Don't ask me why, Féut | do.'

It was then that the treacherous feeling of relaxahe had so cleverly
induced flew right out of the window, and her heads thudding like a
steam- hammer as he said through his teeth, "Whgound the world like a
gypsy when | can offer you a roof over your head abed to sleep in? You
know the way we are together—one look, one touchvee both go up in
flame.' He went to straddle the hearth, his eydsalad frowning, his mouth
a straight line, and cut off her automatic protegh an impatient slash of
his hand. 'Don't even think of trying to deny itdte it when women lie.
Together, you and | could make magic, Fen. And kmoaw it." His mouth

twisted in a smile that held no warmth, no humdtinis may not be the
most romantic offer you've ever had—I don't beli@veressing basics up
with pretty words to make them seem more palatablet+need someone



permanent in my life. Not just anyone with a befaliface and endless legs.
| need you. And I think you need me."

Could he hear the thunder of her heart in the suddence of the room?
The things he said made her want to cry. She gtippewine glass until her
knuckles went white and he took it from her, p@gtindown on the hearth,
his movements taut, as if he was under some Kirstrain.

Fen closed her eyes as anguish surged througiNeed him? How could
she possibly need him?

If she agreed to what he was suggesting she woaldushing the

self-destruct button with a vengeance. So now wagiime to haul herself
together, finally to get things straight, let himokv that in no circumstances
whatsoever would she agree to become his livedp. lAnd she looked at
him then, held the intensity of his narrowed eyas farced a vinegary note
into her voice as she derided, 'Why should | neaal?yWhat could you

possibly offer that | couldn't get from any oneaofiundred other men in a
hundred other places?' and watched his face gbwiiin rage.

But he was good at controlling it, she had to diire that, because his tone
was perfectly level as he came back, surprisinggliever again, 'l said |
wanted to help you, and | meant it. You need someortake you in hand,
and | could do it. I understand why you are the waty are. You must have
loved your parents when you were a young child, yyndwould have felt
deeply hurt and insecure when you discovered yaenitewvanted.'

Even before he moved she knew he was going to tbecrand she did
nothing to stop him when he took her hands in his@ew her to her feet.
How could she stop him when every fluttery bedtefheart was telling her
how much she wanted to be near him, to feel hid bady burning against
hers, to know again the way his mouth felt aganess?

But the touch of his hands around her small waiat woose, almost
careless—as if he knew she had lost all will tdfigim, that he held her,
now and always, with the simple power of his preserknew, with that
wicked insight of his, that his being near her veasugh to subdue the



waywardness in her. He was masterful, he was mhgiwas spawn of the
devil...

He held the dreaming, desire-hazed gold of her gatbethe silver intensity
of his eyes and the tone of his voice alone toldoiiéis heightened need as
it deepened to a husky caress.

'Without knowing that they did it, your parentsgatiyou to back off from
any emotional commitment. | could teach you to ghat commitment, help
you to learn that giving doesn't mean losing, ginahg can only help you to
grow as a human being.'

Seductive words to match the light, seductive tooichis beautiful hands.
She felt as if she was drowning in warm honey. @ees$, so soft, so
tempting...

Biting down hard on her lower lip to remind hers#iat the devil was

well-versed in saying the things that poor misgdidertals wanted to hear,
Fen queried, just to set the record straight, bexée couldn't care for her,
not the essential her within what he saw as thdenobter packaging, "You

said you wanted me in your life. So how permansntérmanent?' And,
without knowing she did it, she held her breathd A&xpelled it on a pang of
pain as he told her what she now knew she hadnteddo hear.

'‘Nothing lasts. I've learned that the hard waypimse | mean for as long as
we both want to stay together. We would be gooettogy, good for each
other, and you could learn what it's like to putvdoa few roots. You've
already seen my home. It's a happy house, Fenwéald be content there.’

There. With him. Oh, she could be happy, blissfidty if things were
different. If he loved her, if he wanted her foways...

As soon as she'd walked into his home she'd hadttargest feeling that
the place welcomed her, that there, if anywhere,cstuld put down roots.
But there would be bitterness, too. And fear. Bdtiuding whatever joy
was on offer because sooner or later he wouldfireer and ask her to go.
She would never put herself through that type df he



"You want me to replace all those one-nighterst'leuth went hard as she
fought the overwhelming need to agree to anythimgdid, everything he
said. 'Feeling your age, Saul? Is the chase getbagnuch for you and
losing its thrill?' She tried to pull away; whatewkstance she managed to
put between them would be welcome—far more tharcaweé, it was
vitally necessary—but he refused to let her eschmehands tightening
around her body, making her go rigid with distress.

'l don't go in for one-night stands, if that's wiyau're implying. | never
have. Sanchia was the expert in that field.'

The bitterness in his voice caught her unawarésctent curiosity easing
the rigidity from her body as she asked, 'Who isch&a?'

All the tension that had drained from her seemeklaiee entered into him
because the big body so close to hers was tautitaiibw, his voice hard
and clipped as he answered shortly, 'My wife, paste. She died.’

The wife whose death had, by all accounts, left tutally unaffected. Alex

had said something about that short-lived and tembimarriage—that there
had always been someone else in it, muddying theerstaShe had

automatically assumed that Saul and his womanisatgbeen responsible
for the breakdown.

Had she been wrong?

This tension, this bitterness, seemed to suggesdt she had and she
searched his closed features for some further lmliiéne turned away, his
hands releasing her. And, far from feeling gratéfukhe respite she had so
recently craved, she deeply regretted the chilliisgance that he had put
between them and said quickly, with instinctive pathy, 'Do you want to
tell me about it?'

The ruthlessly handsome face was hard as he faseddain, the black
brows frowning. Then he shook his head, as if et leached a decision,
and took the two paces back to her again, his lmtearing as he told her,
'Do you know, Fen, I think | do?' He took her hahid,lean fingers twining



with hers. 'My marriage isn't something | discusger.' His tone was dry.
'‘But I've got the feeling | can break that rule you.'

He sank down into the armchair and would have téezrwith him but she

wasn't stupid enough to let herself get that clasd compromised by
dropping to the hearthrug by his feet. Her palmsavdamp with sweat, her
pulses racing. Was he breaking his own rules bedaeishought she was in
some way special to him, worthy of his confidenc€?was this to be

another of his master-strokes?

One of his hands was resting on her shoulder, tioag fingers burning
through the fine wool of her shirt. Fen stared itite fire, at the yellow
flames licking around the logs, her mind in turm@&he ought not to crave
his confidences—they would only burden her furtineth this fateful
feeling of closeness, the closeness that seemegraw with sneaky
inevitability each time they encountered one amothe

She should never have invited him to talk aboutnhériage. She should
have told him it was getting late and asked higdoWould she ever learn
sense where he was concerned?

No. She answered her own question with a delidatelder as his hand
gently stroked the nape of her neck. No. Nevemd&mown deep shame she
was as weak as water when his terrifying sexualienagme into play. She
leaned back against his knees, despising herdelfigapable of acting any
other way, and heard the abrasive note in his vasdee told her, 'I'd never
considered marriage as a viable option before | Saichia. | was an
achiever, and proud of it, and | couldn't fore$eeday when a woman could
take even a small part of my mind away from my bess career. Being
married, | always knew, would mean that there wourddvitably be
circumstances when my wife would have to take fitate. So | played the
field—never anything serious and no hearts broken.’

'‘But that changed when you met your wife," Fen ipudlully, hating the

feeling of being hurt. Why should his admissiont tha had once loved a
woman so deeply that he had willingly relegated rhisteoric career to
second place cut her like a sharp-pointed bladegh&lshould sensibly feel



was a mild surprise that the hard man was capdbdmy kind of tender
emotion.

‘No, not at first. It wasn't a case of love attfsght. Far from it.’

She heard him drag in a sigh. His fingers wereiptawith the lobe of her

ear, but absently, his mind obviously far away. Eeound her teeth and
stared blindly into the fire. His mind might not twe what he was doing, but
hers was!

The soft and tormentingly erotic—even if mindlessegsure of those
sensual fingers was responsible for the rising tfldever through her
blood. And if there had been any strength leften limbs at all she would
have scrambled to her feet and walked away, aveany &l that danger, but
her rioting feelings went unnoticed by him becabge voice was dull,
showing no emotion whatsoever as he went on, 'haeat a party. She was
South African, paying a visit to the old countrydtay with an aunt and
some cousins in London. | barely noticed her. Tlerstarted to run across
each other socially quite regularly, and | begapag more attention. She
wasn't beautiful—she was barely even pretty. Aelitbo short, a little too
plump, her blonde hair too fluffy. Nothing like tlmen I'd dated up until
then. She would never turn heads but she made imedhhome-cooked
Sunday lunch, gardens and apple pie and babiag$emes.' He shifted his
knees apart, his hands going to her shoulderdtle ker between them, his
fingers resting lightly on her collarbone. 'Andsitddenly occurred to me
that | was missing out. I'd amassed a fortune kagni using it. All at once
| wanted to hunt for a house | could make into enphave children to
inherit what | had made. Quite suddenly marriagensa sensible. And
whenl made my wedding vows | meant them becaussite of what you
may think, | do have some integrity.'

But he hadn't said he'd loved his wife, Fen thoughta note of ignoble
exultation as she trawled backwards and forwardsigh his words. Then
she flattened the feeling because she knew it dhttumatter. Mustn't
matter. And she asked, sympathetically, she hdBedyhat went wrong?'

'What always goes wrong with dreams? You wake @gnewnally,' he said,
the bitterness back in his voice, self-derision, tnd that showed her how



badly he'd been hurt, and she dragged her lowebdiveen her teeth,
thankful he couldn't see her face. 'I married bHosion and had to try to live
with the reality. There was nothing sweet and whohee and domesticated
about my wife. She was rotten with disease andlibease was sex. Any
man, any time, anywhere. | tried to get her to speddified help, tried to
make the marriage work and although she was alwaitably contrite
when her indiscretions were discovered it wouldemdoe very long before
she got involved with another man. She didn't kibevmeaning of love,
only lust. I was never enough for her and | latscavered, after her death
in a road accident, that her parents had shippeldaoi to England because
the scandals she was creating back home were begdmpossible for
them to live with.'

'I'm sorry." Fen couldn't think of anything elsesay. And what use was
'sorry'?

'Don't be." He was leaning forward now, his hegupitig so that his dark
hair mingled with the gold of hers. 'l lived thrdug and came to terms with
it.

Kept it all private, as far as | could—but I'm glaobld you. | was married,
and it was a total failure. | wanted you to knovaw\.." He drifted into a
silence that was thick with things unspoken andtfed to find all the iron
resolve that seemed to run away and hide whenevesal close.

But the pads of his fingers were stroking the uppewes of her breasts,
branding her through the soft fabric of her skarigd her pulses raced out of
control and a great sob built up in her lungs bseashe now knew the
reason behind his bleak statement touching on &isiré in human
relationships.

He'd been talking about his marriage, blaming hifrfee the breakdown
when it hadn't been his fault. Just as she hadt lea@ll the wrong
conclusions and heaped all the guilt on to his witeulders.

'Shall we just forget about it?' he was saying,fihgers of one hand busy
now with her shirt buttons, and she found the sgfenof will from



somewhere to drag herself to her feet and say lriglathless haste, the
words tripping over each other,

‘That's the most sensible idea I've heard in a tong! And the second is a
nice hot cup of coffee. Stay right where you atkgét it." And she rushed
into the kitchen as if the devil himself were om heels.

And he was, she thought as she subsided weaklpsighe work surface.
Oh, he was! Insinuating himself right into her hear

'Oh, knicker elastic!" she growled under her bremghshe made a shaky
attempt to fill the kettle. How could she havethes happen? In spite of her
long-held determination never to fall in love, theeated of her freedom and
independence, he had trapped her. She had fallelovaen with Saul
Ackerman and she would never be her own woman ag&ie prospect
didn't bear thinking about!



CHAPTER TEN

SHE would get over it, of course she would, Fen assherself with more
fire than conviction as she made the coffee. Shdduvrave to, if her chosen
way of life were to make any sense, be at all &diker.

All she had to do was act her heart out, not let ven get a hint of what
she really felt. If he even guessed she had falléove with him he would
move in on her with all the deadly charisma atdosimand and she knew
she would never be strong-minded enough to fight hi

Frowning at her still-shaky hands, she loaded squared her shoulders
and dragged in a very deep breath.

She would be bright and breezy, letting him know glas quite definitely
her own woman, and proud of it. But not unsympathet course, because
by taking her into his confidence, when he had neventioned the true
misery of his marriage to another living soul, lagl bestowed on her a very
special kind of honour.

But she would remind him of all his own affairs|liéaving on the death of
his wife, and, in doing so, remind herself, ram fiogts firmly into a brain
that seemed to have gone temporarily on the blink.

And she would definitely keep distance between thewen if it meant
drinking her coffee while she walked backwards time room. It would
be fatal if he touched her.

Swallowing the lump of utter desolation brought by the crippling

knowledge that she would never again know the liiskis kisses and
caresses, must send him away and never see him abaicarried the tray
through to the sitting-room, gave him a cup anddearhim the cream. Then
she took her own cup to the far side of the room s&t on one of the



straight-backed chairs that stood beside the ggete table under the
window.

'‘Don't try to look prim, Fen. It doesn't suit you.'

He was regarding her with something that lookedpisizusly like
amusement. And tenderness? Whatever—it curled de=. tShe looked
quickly down at the cup in her hands and the semym drift of his voice
enclosed her, and a sweet stab of desire shaftgulidside her; his voice
alone could beguile her, and almost did as he cameth softly. ‘Come
here. Come to me.’

The temptation to obey was wickedly strong, and twabe resisted. She
knew only too well what would happen if she wenpvahere near him. He
wanted her and she loved him and the equation aagedously explosive.

Putting her cup down on the table at her side mxthe trembling of her

hands was a certain giveaway, she gazed at alpgyonhd his head and told
him with a lack of heat that did her credit, 'l itdse your mistress. So do us
both a favour and don't mention it again.’

'‘No?'

He didn't sound disturbed by her statement aneé¥es were clouded with
suspicion as she flicked a look at him throughlashes. A hint of a smile
played round his slashing mouth and she could Hdemened in the look in
his eyes.

'‘No!" She shook her head then dragged herselfliegeShe was beginning
to get too vehement and that wasn't the way sheplaamhed to play this
scene. She had to stay cool and in command ofittretien. If she lost her
temper then things could get out of hand. 'l knohatwou think of my
morals, but | don't hop in and out of men's bed$ &g got springs under
my feet, believe me. And by all accounts the wormneyour life don't hold
your interest for longer than yesterday's newsgapanean,’ she tacked on
hastily in case he thought she hadn't believed & we'd said about the
reason for the breakdown of his marriage, 'the woyeel've had since your
wife died.'



'‘Ah.' He shook his head slowly, his eyes glintil#&jl three hundred and
sixty-five of them—one for each day of the year."

Fen swallowed painfully. She wasn't getting the sage through. He wasn't
taking her seriously. He had talked glibly about heing a permanent part
of his life and had gone on to admit that meanty dat as long as they
wanted to stay together. Which, in turn, meantl inatigrew tired of her. He
wouldn't put up with a mistress who was beginnmgdre him.

And she didn't want to be his mistress, always wond if today was the
day he would tell her the time had come to sphe #anted... she wanted...
what she could never have, and she would do wedirteember that and act
accordingly, she growled at herself. And told hirarentartly than she had
ever intended, 'l won't be one of a long, long.lifra sure you meant your
offer to flatter, but I'm going to have to declinéven though being with
him, close to him in every possible way, was the tmng her poor silly
heart craved above all else.

His face was tense as he got to his feet and watkedrds her with slow
deliberation. And his voice was biting as he thiaw, 'Sanchia died four
years ago. And the last woman | took to my beditedfter an affair that
lasted for a little under a week. That was mora tiwao years ago. | have a
normal man's needs but | found that | took litthg in such cold couplings.
You won't be one of a line—long or short. You aad will be, unique.
Satisfied?"

He was standing right over her, naked anger irfiduie. She had obviously
touched him on a very raw spot indeed, but shelsheohead speechlessly
yet very emphatically, the wetness of tears onldgres. Only his love, a
lifetime's commitment, could satisfy her. And tBae was not about to get.

And then the anger sluiced from his face, leavirggey and drawn. And he
said in a voice she scarcely recognised, 'Am lyeal unlovable, Fen?'

And during the fraction of time it took her to rakes anguished features
with the pained compassion of her eyes she knevt ndheneant.



He had not meant love in the literal sense. Ratblee, knew, he was
referring to the failure of his marriage, the fadwf the relationship he'd
entered into with the woman he'd spoken of, over y@ars ago now, the
way he'd corrected her when she'd said he'd nexewvrk failure in his life.

And right now he believed that he had failed agwiith her, that he could
never sustain a close human relationship. Andnlphim, she couldn't bear
it. And she was on her feet and in his arms besbeshad time to think, his
totally unexpected display of vulnerability makihgr ache to comfort him.

"You mustn't think that. Not ever!" Her hands lagpbehind his head, she
covered the side of his face with tiny, feathehidtisses, not a single
thought of self-preservation in her mind, only tgbts of him, of what he

was feeling. His skin felt grainy beneath her hgos] it tasted slightly of

salt, and of something that was indefinably maseuli

Fen heard the rough sound as his breath caughs ithitoat, and then his
arms pulled her close and his mouth covered hefevierish possession.
She whimpered, not from panic but from sheer bitigdbleasure, and he
knew that, because his mouth gentled, the predgimer but even more
erotic as his tongue parted her lips, making hewdrin a whirlpool of dark
delight as she clung with wild abandon to the gjrgredatory passion of
his hard male body, exulting in the thrusting ewmcks of his arousal, the
crazed tumult that sang through her blood as hene@ hoarsely against her
lips, 'Oh, yes, oh yes, Fen! then slipped his bameheath the hem of her
shirt, finding her small yet pertly firm breastdadmlding them in the palms
of his hands, caressing the silky soft flesh uslie arched her spine,
mewing softly in her throat until he disposed af §l@irt with lean, impatient
fingers and gave her the wild pleasure she hadnsotously been begging
for, suckling each taut nipple in turn, guiding theect, rosy buds to the
moist wickedness of his mouth with gentle, insiststroking fingers.

Her own eager fingers threaded in the soft sproteykness of his hair, Fen
moaned with the pleasure that was almost a pairkaed there would be
no going back. Not for her. Not ever. Her princgpléhe self-preserving
need to protect herself from emotional damage,pstipout of sight.

Because she loved him as she had never belieweduid be possible to
love any man, and this was right. It was good. &adg.



And while his mouth paid homage to her breastsfitigeers of one hand
dealt with the button at the waistband of her jeaasing them down over
her hips, his hands following, stroking the sakamd of her hips, the slender
lines of her thighs until she thought her heart Mtdowrst with wanting him,
needing him, loving him.

'You are so beautiful, Fen,' he said softly. "Yoe perfection, a hymn of
delight. Every inch a poem.' His eyes devouredumashamed nakedness,
as if storing away the image for all time. And haswall possessive,
demanding male as he growled throatily, 'And yoninee. All mine.’

He swept her into his arms, and she went willinghyth tumultuous

exultation in her heart, her blood singing as heiea her upstairs and
placed her with almost reverent care on the beskimg down at her, his
eyes black with passion as he removed his own iolgtand joined her,
gathering her to the aroused and savage mascutihitis body, covering
her face with kisses, his voice low but triumphasthe whispered, 'From
the moment | first saw you | knew we were meantdach other. And |

knew you'd be mine—willingly, wantonly, wickedly...

And then there were no more words, no need for tween hands and lips
said all there was to say, when body worshippedy dl flesh adored
flesh, when he showed her the meaning of ecstagynbledescription and
her fevered, loving body answered his with glorjausstinting generosity.

Fen woke as the sunlight shafted in through theudamed window and
touched her face, her lids lifting dreamily. Shie fadiant with love and had
lost count of the number of times they had made kaveach other during
the long, glorious night.

What price her freedom and independence now? shiglih dazedly as she
gently extricated herself from a possessively aatjlarm. She belonged to
him, now and for all time, enslaved by a depthaggion and love that was
impossible to deny.



He was sprawled out on the bed, the deep, slovhmnyif his breathing

barely disturbing the olive- toned magnificenceh broad chest. Unable
to resist, she traced the outline of flat male l@ppvith the tip of her finger,

felt him stir and made herself stop what she wasgddf he woke now they

would make love again, and there was a lot sheédady to him before that
happened. So much to clear up, so much to straightebefore they could
move forward into their future.

Momentarily, her golden eyes clouded. How muchriitwould he allow
them to share together? Until they no longer wahbestay together. The
answer was cold, solid fact, but facts could beratt, given a different
perspective, couldn't they?

It would be up to her to make damn sure that hetedato stay with her
always, she vowed with soaring optimism.

Gingerly, she wriggled off the bed and crept ouhefroom, gathering fresh
clothes as she went. She would love him alwayy, with him always, go
where he went. The only freedom she needed nowtimagreedom to
express her love. And if she were ever to beaclhigren she would never
allow her love for him to freeze them out. Betwegbam, she and Saul
would give them the security of knowing they weredd and wanted, that
having them cemented and strengthened their ows, lmaking it grow,
ensuring that there was enough to spill over amdmpass them, too.

Fen pulled her dreaming thoughts up short. Theraldvbe no children
without marriage and she was definitely leapingfascahead, allowing the
blissful aftermath of a night of passionate, glasdove to blind her to
reality.

He had never mentioned the word marriage in comoreetith her. And
why should he? He believed she changed lovergyasary as other women
changed library books. But he might change his grtimeltreacherous voice
of optimism put in, when he learned the truth albwer relationship with
Alex.



Hugging the hope to her, she hustled under the shawet taking time to
dry herself properly, so that the light T-shirt askiimpy shorts she dragged
on clung revealingly to her woman's body.

She felt more alive, more feminine, more meltingbft than she had ever
felt before. Ecstatically happy, too, the only Btigniggle in her mind the

guestion of whether he would want to commit himgelfmanently to her

when he learned that, apart from Ray— who had com&here near

awaking her true potential as a woman—she had baiher lover.

But even that question mark couldn't quell the belab sheer joy that ran
through her veins like champagne. And the sky whslkant blue again,
the early morning sun already warm, and throughdibar she had flung
open she could hear the surf pounding againstibie ss last night's storm
still swelled the ocean.

Utter perfection! And she was humming under heratbreas she took
breakfast things out to the picnic table and whaul added up behind her
and wrapped his arms around her waist, pullingdlaek into his body and
nuzzling his lips to the side of her neck, her hezambled with excitement.

'I'd intended to bring you breakfast in bed. Anddi. And supper.’

She felt the warmth of his breath, the warmth & &imile against her
exultantly sensitised skin and when she twisteddan his arms she felt the
potency of his arousal and almost lost her res@wue.she clung to it, even
when the slow, suggestive movements of his hipsatiened to drag it from
her and fling it to the four winds.

'I've got something | want to talk to you aboudtsHe sounded breathless she
had the perfect excuse. The sweetly tender sensatiber loins was sent
soaring to full, demanding life by the things heswdaing to her, making her
feel.

He smiled, his sinful silver eyes gleaming as hegpsiowly lingering kiss
on her swollen mouth. 'You certainly do have sommgthbut | can think of
better things to do with it than talk about it.'



'No—be serious!" She was flushed, her mouth trergbdin the brink of
laughter, her body trembling on the brink of sonmejtelse entirely, and he
silenced her protest with a series of tiny linkesb&s, assuring her huskily.

'Oh, | am, | am. I've never been more serious. Cbaek to bed. Let's
celebrate the start of a relationship that's gtartge fantastic for both of us.’

I mean it.' Her voice was hoarse as she twisteédbhis arms, her loins
throbbing in time with the hectic beat of her blo6there's something |
need to say to you first.'

'l take heart from that "first"!" He grinned at hérs hands on his hips. He
looked totally magnificent despite the rumpled lo&s, his tousled black
hair and shadowed growth of beard making him loakgerously piratical.
'Go right ahead.’

'‘Over breakfast." She could be firm when she haoktsshe congratulated
herself giddily, hurrying back into the kitcheny Ineart nearly tripping over
itself.

And back with the steaming filter jug, a rack a<$h toast, she edged round
the table, choosing to sit opposite him, her eyecking that everything
was present.

Orange juice, butter in a brown earthenware patelgoDid he like honey?
There were so many things she didn't know about, laind each new
discovery would be a joy. As her eyes met his actbe table she was
swamped with her love for him, too swamped to getoad out as she
shakily poured coffee and chilled juice for themhoand watched him
spread butter on hot toast, the devilishly clelean fingers moving with
uncalculated precision.

Cutting his toast into four equal quarters, onekdaow drifted upwards.
'Well? What's so important, sweetheart?'

The easy endearment took her breath away, imptgeething far gentler,
more loving than lust. Fen grappled for words ad him, her love for him
making her voice ragged, 'Alex Fairbourne is my leneny mother's



brother. Our "affair" simply didn't exist, needléesay. The only substance
it had was in the minds of those people who chodmetieve the salacious
innuendos coming from the Press.’

Up until this morning she had been determined &pkbe truth from him
until her uncle's future with Vision West had befstided. But falling in
love with Saul, giving herself to him, acceptingnhas her lover, had
changed all that. The most important thing now ¥egshim to know the
truth about her. He wouldn't punish Alex for thecelation; he was too
strong a character to indulge in that kind of sphied, even if he didn't love
her, he wanted her desperately, felt some tendefieeder, and she was
sure he would do nothing to hurt her uncle anayugh him, her.

She was watching him closely and he had gone \#iryHis unforgettable
features were quite without expression. His brestkf@bandoned, he
regarded her from dark, sombre eyes.

'And? There has to be more than that.'

There was, and she told him, her voice going thirazeshe realised that
something was going drastically wrong. Told himttHar from being a
career- mistress, she had only had one lover béforeand that fiasco had
happened a long time ago. Told him of her unclefy veal fears that falling
viewing figures meant the inevitable axing of hikow; of Jean's
hare-brained idea to get him back in the public pyesent him as the sexy
heart-throb who had once had women swooning imisles—and could do
again if the female viewers could somehow be pelestido see him as a
mature and macho male who could still attract ahmgazinger woman.

'It was a silly idea,’ Fen conceded weakly, wistiegvould say something,
inject some comment of his own instead of lookih¢ex with those cold,
dark eyes. Even the warm sunlight failed to softenharsh austerity of his
hard, slashing features. 'And once the story gotwausimply went along
with it--'

‘Laughing behind your slender white hand." Hetledttable, his movements
perfectly controlled. His eyes met hers with th@aat of an electric shock.



'‘No one makes a fool of me, not even a woman. Espeaot a woman.
Never again.’'

He was talking about Sanchia, the way she'd aatedgl their marriage.
Fen could excuse his bitterness. But she, Fennbhaedr set out to make a
fool of him. Circumstances had overtaken them attrhade a confession,
until now, out of the question. She had to try tkenhim understand that. If
it was the last thing she did, she had to do that.

But he was leaving, striding down the path as itbeldn't get away from
her quickly enough, and she followed just as sosrher stunned and
bewildered brain allowed her to jump to her feet.

'Saul! He was already unlocking the door of hisazad her mouth went dry
with fear. This couldn't be happening, it couldHdw could he walk away
from her, after last night? How could he do thi©ién?

Her huge eyes pleading, she wrestled with the wigkee, her movements
clumsy and uncoordinated in her panic. He didréneweok at her, and her
anguished.

'l love you, Saul--" was drowned in the hungry dgrafvthe engine as he
backed the car up the - timeline of the track, sengebbles flying,
scattering stones beneath the wheels.

In the grey-green shadow of the rock Fen dabbleddes in the soft salt
water of the pool, watching the glimmer and glitthe refractions of gold
and silver light on the broken surface. She dragged long breath of
sparkling air and tried to relax.

Tomorrow she would be leaving this lovely and sdetliplace forever and
she would never come back. Jean and Alex had ardatogcollect her and
thethings her mother would want sent on to Ausiradnd that would be
that. She would be saying goodbye to a chunk ofpast. And finally,
irrevocably, to Saul.

It had been a week, almost to the hour, since Henladked out on her, too
bitterly angry to listen to another word from hand he'd left her dying



inside, rigid with shock. It had been quite someetbefore she'd felt able to
pull herself together and then, by some miracle lsd found the energy of
twenty, tackling the remainder of the chores likermado, rarely stopping
to eat and only falling into bed when exhaustiorcéa her to.

She hadn't cried, and that hadn't surprised hee. s too empty and
drained to find tears. All the emotions he haddarmto wildly erupting life
seemed to have atrophied.

But who needed emotions, anyway? They only madplpenake a mess of
their lives. She could live without them. She wod&in well make sure she
lived without them!

Wading through the rock-pool, her bare feet found,fwarm sand and she
headed for the line of breaking surf, sunlightifegl on her bright hair,

caressing the bare skin of her long, long legs &tnide tiny cotton shorts,
burning through the shabby, oversize T-shirt tlaabe down to her thighs.

The only crumb of comfort she could pick out of swry tangle of her
situation was the fact that, contrary to the drebtfars she'd had when
she'd emerged from the shock of Saul's reactiometoconfession, Alex
hadn't been booted out of Vision West.

Twenty-four hours after Saul had stormed out Jead phoned from
Edinburgh, barely sounding sane.

'‘Alex can't talk to you—to anyone! He's too hypega bless him! Just
think—a weekly chat show—not a series—weekly! Treegffering him a

long contract. Laurence Meek phoned half an how. ddhey've been
viewing tapes of his shows, apparently. Laurence ba was a natural
interviewer—remember he always did a short celgbnterview slot on

Evening With Alex They've decided he's to host his own chat sha\rew
beside ourselves with excitement...’

At least she could be thankful that Saul hadnnahkis bitter anger out on
Alex; she would never have forgiven herself if kmlhSo there were no
loose ends to tie up now, and there would be fegets. Saul had worked
his wizardry and compelled her to fall in love withm. And, in doing so,



had underlined her former and definitely saner iopithat it was safer and
less complicated to travel through life alone. Fmde and heart-whole.

And she would be that again, she assured herggifiytias she flung a
pebble far out into the surging waves. She wouldSawl Ackerman out of
her mind just as soon as she started out on thefrasr life.

And the rest of her life began tomorrow.

And as for today, she would simply relax and sgakhe sun, try to unwind
and decide what to do with the next few weeks. iugd always stay on at
the cottage—being on hand, she could show any edtise buyers
around—but she couldn't afford the luxury of sutllemess and she couldn't
afford the pain. Everything reminded her of Satithe way he had touched
her, made love to her, the things he had saidiler gleam of his eyes, the
eloquent beauty of his strong, lean hands... Amdphin was fierce. So
staying on here was not the way to cut him outesfrhind.

Jean and Alex had said she could stay with therhitmwas time to take up

her next scheduled job in Italy. But she was todependent to accept
charity, even from people she loved, and their mthenost grudgingly

offered suggestion seemed the best she could loopé¢ the moment. Two
of their friends owned a small hotel near Truro amekre desperately
short-staffed; they needed someone who was willogurn a hand to

anything in return for bed and board and a smallgzecket.

They had made it sound like hard work but hard @aysvork was what her
restless body craved right now; she needed tarfilbed each night too
tired to think. Too tired to dream. Besides, loakiar something in her own
line of work would take too much time. She needeldtinch straight into a
job, no matter if she was over-qualified.

So tomorrow, back in Tavistock, she would get tmer@ phone number
from Jean, check that work was still available,taoha house agent in
Plymouth and put the cottage on their books, and sler hook. And never,
ever look back.



The next few weeks decided, Fen put them out oftlied and tested the
temperature of the water with her toes. Chilly egitoto take her breath
away. No one but the most stout-hearted wouldtiakiee Atlantic breakers
until midsummer.

But Fen wasn't faint-hearted and she stripped dovirer bra and pants and
waded in, letting the rollers and breakers buffat, lalternatively fighting
them and going with them, glorying in the way hessle with the elemental
force of the ocean drained her tired mind of eveng else. And at last,
wading back to the shore, her hair slicked to kall and a million droplets
of sea water glittering on her skin, she felt feg@in. Her own woman
again.

And then everything changed and the illusion oedi@n blew out of
existence because Saul was there, watching hetingvdor her where the
waves creamed against the shore. And it all carok &gain, the wanting,
the loving, the desperate need.

And the fear. The fear of the emotional pain heldanflict, the joy he
could give and thoughtlessly, carelessly take fhmnagain.

A few scraps of wet silk offered no barriers to eéhidehind and Fen
instinctively crossed her arms over her breastshiwwg the small, virtually

inaccessible cove weren't quite so secluded. Iplecload been in the habit
of coming here she wouldn't have gone into the m&descantily clad. If

there were other people around she wouldn't hadetdhvdace him alone,

wouldn't have felt so vulnerable, so much at thecsef what his eyes

alone could do to her...

But she couldn't stand here all day, cold sea veatgying around her knees,
her arms crossed over her heaving bosom as if she some improbably
Victorian virgin. She walked on, tearing her eyesg from his bleak and

unreadable features. But his image was printedeongtina, his tall, strong

frame shatteringly sexy in body-hugging white demiamd a loose-fitting

sleeveless black shirt, standing as solid as otieeoranite rocks, his feet
slightly apart, thrust into the pockets of his desi just watching her.

Watching her...



Her heart was an excruciatingly insistent hammattebing her ribcage,
and her legs felt as if they were made of cottonlwaut she forced herself
onwards, trying to look as if his presence wagweibere nor there as far as
she was concerned.

He had walked out on her a week ago, trailing triss like a black cloud,
refusing even to talk to her despite the wild amvrlg intimacies of the
night before. And she wasn't going to forgive honthat, forgive him for
treating her like a tramp without a feeling to hame.

Always presuming he wanted to be forgiven, of ceutde had probably
come back to give her another taste of his bittertempt. No doubt he
would tell her, in his own good time.

Her eyes sliding sideways, she located the disdaofihing she'd left
above the high-water mark and wondered if she coedath it, pull the
baggy T-shirt over her head before she had to oohfiim head- on. But
no, wouldn't you know it, he had moved since tist feme she had looked
at him, intercepting her line of retreat, his polully intimidating body
directly in front of her as she walked on to firand.

Slowly, her eyes swept up to meet his. She hadriveated to have to see
him again, to increase the anguish, and she didmit to look into his eyes
now, but she couldn't help herself.

His face was as still as if it had been carved froaok; only his eyes gave an
indication of his feelings. Just a dark flash omgthing that might have
been pain. Or anger. Whatever, it was gone bef@esuld pin it down and
make the right interpretation.

He stared into her eyes for a long, silent momeudtlger breath sobbed in
her lungs. It was, she thought with wild incoheesras if he were drawing
her soul right out of her body and into his own.iAshe belonged to him,
now and always, and he had come to claim his psisses

Fen shuddered in aching reaction and the tiny,alevggemovement brought
him to life because he touched her then, takindhbads in his and drawing
them down, away from her body, the silver gleamhisf eyes only just



visible beneath the hooded lids as they claimegaken yet undeniable
ownership of her virtually naked body.

There was no resistance, none whatsoever. Aslaggrresence sapped her
will, left her a victim of his power. She closed leges, trying not to hear the
frantic beat of her heart, concentrating insteadhensound of the sea as it
surged against the shore and boomed among theumgtflocks that
sheltered the cove, on the closer babble and gofdglee stream as it sped
headlong over its bed of stone and sand to mertietia@ ocean.

She was like that stream, she thought jaggedlyhasfslt her body's
betrayal, the peaking of her aching breasts as phshed against the
inadequate wet silkcovering, the hot, hurting magjcthe ache in her
womb... Yes, just like that happily gurgling streahe felt herself rushing
heedlessly towards an almighty, untamable foraegifig herself into wild

and elemental danger, never stopping to consi@eaftermath.

But it needn't be like that. She could stop it reappg. And she would. She
opened her eyes on a snap, meeting the steady,anieseygard of his, and
said thickly, trying to tug her hands out of higagp, 'Let me go. | don't
know why you came here, and | don't want to knolwage leave.'

But he didn't release her, simply took her handswarapped them around
his waist, his own arms cradling her close, holdieg head gently against
his chest.

'Don't fight me, Fen. | made a bad mistake. | gatt, and I'm sorry.' He felt
her shudder of emotion and rained kisses on her Fer neck, and her heart
gave an anguished leap.

She couldn't let him hurt her again. He had walkecy from her, not
giving a damn for her feelings, treating her ashié didn't have any. And
maybe he had thought things over, calmed downgdaniied to come back
for more of what she had so willingly given.

Well, it just wasn't on!



She brought her arms round and pushed at his dasking out verbally,

'‘Come back for another romp between the sheets, y@ay? Nothing better
to do? Well, I'm sorry, | have!" Far better thirtgsdo with her life than

endure the kind of pain he could dole out. Maybe rreed for her was
greater than his reluctance to bed a woman who'tdidgard sleeping
around as a way of life, a woman who might ask domething more

permanent than he was able to give, but, justaheesthe time would come
when he would again walk away. And the second ttheefinal time, would

be far worse than the first. She would never s@rviv

She renewed her ineffectual battering of his chadthe caught her hands
between his own, his eyes caressing her flushecaagdy face, one brow
slowly drifting upwards as she scorned, 'You cotlldmove fast enough
when you discovered | don't make a career out ioigo mistress. Can you
only function with a woman you know you can pay afid no hard
feelings? Are you frightened of the other type—anan who would make
love with her emotions and not a pocket calcula®h®'d be a liability,
wouldn't she? She might start asking for things gouidn't give, like love
and respect and a normal family life--'

'Don't." Amazingly, he was smiling. She saw theveuof his mouth just
before he cut off her tirade with his kiss. A swgbssessive branding that
sent the fight draining straight out of her boaygJing behind a mish-mash
of hopes and yearnings, needs and confusionst'®pnanother word. And
put this on.’

Two long strides took him to the little heap of h@othing and in one
second more he was tugging the concealing T-sht ber head.

‘That's better.' He brushed her fringe out of lygise'We need to talk and |
can't even think straight with all that temptingsh of yours in front of my
eyes. Back to the house, I think.'

Sliding an arm around her waist, he pulled herelasd set off slowly
towards the head of the cove, and she wonderedsiwaywvas letting this
happen, why her will-power disappeared when he aasnd, why her
need for emotional survival, at all costs, becaximet.



The brush of his thighs against her own as thekedalwas torture and
heaven all rolled into one and when his feet drddgex halt she was glad to
stop, too, and lean against him, her legs too wedlold her upright.

'l walked away because my pride was shatteredsaltk his voice thick. 'l
wasn't thinking straight. Can you forgive me?' ldsesl her round, pulling
her into the heat of his body, his hands loopednokher waist. 'Making
love to you had been the most beautiful experiesfceny life, and all |
could think was that you had been laughing at metirteme believe a lie
and thinking what a fool | was. That you must héhvaught me ridiculous
when | started to behave like an amateur psychsiiogie shifted his feet in
the sand making her very aware of his physical sabas his body moved
against hers. 'You see, Fen, | thought | understgmal that | knew
you—really knew why you were incapable of commdtiyourself to one
man, preferred to play the field, never stayingvemgre, or with anyone, for
long enough for any real feelings to develop. Yauwstrhave thought me a
pompous fool. And so | walked out. | didn't wanthar you laughing at
me.'

Fen couldn't bear to see the bleak residue ofipdirs eyes. She traced the
severity of his mouth with the tip of one fingenaging her head.

'I'll laugh with you, never at you. And you werentong. As a psychologist
you were doing fine. | didn't sleep around to stogself becoming

emotionally dependent on one man, | never let a ggamear me. Or only
once, and that was a disaster that simply reintbrog opinion that | was
far better off alone. | never wanted to get like mgther. She was so
dependent on Dad, so much his creature, that thasenothing of herself
left, not even a tiny corner she could give tod¢taid.’

"Yet you made love with me.' He cupped the delicat of her face with
his hands, his eyes watchful. 'Does that tell mghang?'

Fen shivered. She was treading dangerous grounchedad told her that
the night they had spent together had been the Ineasttiful experience of
his life, that hurt pride had made him walk awaynirher in bitterness and
anger. But that didn't necessarily mean he wansxdirh his life for a
moment longer than it took for him to tire of her.



'What do you want it to mean?' she prevaricateslpigg as the ball of his
thumb slowly rubbed the soft pout of her lips.

‘That you've found a man you could live with, tati're not necessarily
better off on your own, that giving yourself doé¢snean losing yourself.

That you'll marry me." His eyes searched hers litiming intensity and his
voice was rough as he added, 'I'll give you twoutes to think about it. |

want you here, and | want you now. But somethimg ieautiful demands a
commitment. You've got two minutes. | can't hold lomger than that.'

Two seconds would be more than enough. Tears shiedme her golden
eyes. 'Do you love me?' she asked, unconsciouseolvistful plea in her
voice.

'‘Always.’ His mouth sealed the statement and Feporeded dizzily,
everything inside her going out of control with shgoy, exploding, and
when he demanded, '‘And you? Tell me you love mk.nie you'll marry
me," she could only cling to him, lost in the closgs of him, her voice a
tiny patter of sound as she murmured his nameatiiematives over and
over again.

And somehow, without her being truly aware of hdwyt had got there,
they were back at the house, the utter silenceavisly midday surrounding
them, and he said as he carried her up the natawase, 'Tomorrow I'll
take you home and install you there. We shall beisthafrom there, despite
the conventions. We'll leave a note for Alex, pahioa the door, and he can
finish up here, do whatever's necessary. But theafetoday, and tonight,
my darling, is ours, and ours alone.'

It was almost dark when they emerged at last fioenigolated little house,

wandering down to the cove, hand in hand, haunydd\e, bemused and

bewitched by it. Fen felt as if she was walkingidream, or in paradise, on
a journey that would go on until the end of hee,lidnd Saul would walk

with her, sharing everything, every splendour and |



"You know,' she said lightly as she dropped todbi sand, gazing out to
where the sea should be to view a blanket of bkl spangled with

starshine, a blanket that whispered softly to fitselts sleep, 'l still don't

really know how this all happened. Loving each gthenean.’

'Fate, my darling.' He dropped to his haunchesantfof her and she could
hear the smile in his voice. "You must have heérd And you can't fight it.
When I first saw you | frankly lusted after you ammlved I'd take you from
Alex. | wanted you in my life, not his—or any othean's. Then things
shifted gear and | started to worry about you, wiaild happen to you and
the rest of your life. | found myself wanting tkéacare of you, teach you
not to be afraid of emotion. Oh, | still wasn'trtking in terms of a lifetime
together—I'd been bamboozled by one woman andtdittlend making
that mistake again. What | didn't realise was thveds already in love with
you, in so deep | couldn't get out, that | wouldédndevoted the rest of my
life to you, despite what I believed to be your iduis past.’

He reached out to touch her face, the touch ofhhisds so tender, she
wanted to cry. 'My heart had already acceptedybatwere an indivisible
part of me. And then when you told me you wereriiatwou seemed |
felt—unfairly—that | had been made a fool of yea#n It took a while to
get that pride under control and admit that youealbe only woman for me,
that being made a fool of, as | sawit, didn't maétéinker's cuss. That, my
darling, is what fate is. So let's drink to it.'

He had collected a cool-box from the boot of hisarad now he extracted
champagne and two tall crystal glasses. And theidigexploded in a
fountain of bubbles, just as Fen's love for himleapd within her heart. He
touched his glass to hers and settled beside lemduth a whisper away
from hers as he murmured, 'To fate. And our lifgetber. Our love.'

'‘Our love,' she echoed, her glass slipping fromhaed, watering the sand
with vintage champagne.

Fen didn't notice the loss as she reached up tdhjgutlark head down to
hers. She didn't need intoxicants, all she neeagedSaul, and he left her in
no doubt at all that he was hers for a lifetiméiadips answered hers with
tender promise.



