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A Perfect Family - but shocking revelations and hedache lie just
beneath the surface of their charmed lives.

Saul Crighton was every woman's dream - head dfriginig law firm,
devoted single father to three young children, dhd sexiest man
alive...perfect marriage material!

Even Tullah couldn't deny that Saul made her Heatér. But, even though
she was tormented by erotic fantasies about hirtalTwas determined to

resist his family's matchmaking plans. Saul wasbuss, and she wasn't
interested in becoming his wife, or his mistressh@aul made it plain he

wasn't looking for either! Suddenly, this elusivearmhad captured her
interest...



The Crighton Family

BEN CRIGHTON: Proud patriarch of the family, a strong- mindedrelater in
his seventies, determined to see his dynasty thardeprosper.

RUTH CRIGHTON: Ben's sister, a vibrant, mature woman, now happiwited
with the man she was tragically separated fromndyttie war years.

DAVID AND TIGGY CRIGHTON: Glamorous couple, heirs to the family
fortune. David disappeared some years ago aftayarshospital. Tiggy has had to
make a new life for herself, away from the family.

OLIVIA JOHNSON: Warm-hearted and independent young lawyer who's
devoted to her husbaif@ASPAR, an American law tutor, and baBynelia. Years
ago, the family hoped Olivia and her cousin Saulild@et together. Now a close
friend of Tullah's, Olivia plays matchmaker betwderlah and Saul.

JON AND JENNY CRIGHTON: Steady, family-oriented couple. Jon keeps the
Crighton law firm running smoothly, and Jenny ipatner in a local antiques
business.

LOUISE and KATE: Twin teenage daughters of Jon and Jenny Crigihtow, at
university, they are spirited characters determioegb their own way. Louise, the
elder twin, has a passionate crush on Saul...

MAX CRIGHTON: Son of Jon and Jenny, a self-assured, sexy, ssfile
ambitious lawyer who married his wif®IADELEINE, a gentle woman and
daughter of a High Court judge, to advance hiserare

JAMES CRIGHTON: Charming, easygoing lawyer who becomes friendg wit
Tullah.

TULLAH RICHARDS: Beautiful, talented lawyer who has sworn off rog®n
and devoted herself to her career...until she nt&mt$ Crighton.

SAUL CRIGHTON: Tullah's new boss, and a teasingly charismatic. rHa's a
single father to three children, but isn't lookifty a wife—although his entire
family want him to marry again!



CHAPTER ONE

Tullah reached tiredly for the receiver as thepietene started to ring. She
had just walked into her flat. Despite the fact tine company she worked
for was cutting back on both taking on and prongstaff, the amount of
work passing over her desk seemed to increase e\ryOfficially she
finished at five-thirty but tonight, just like eweother night for the past six
weeks or so, it had been gone nine before shellydiefa work. But not for
much longer... Thank goodness.

‘Tullah Richards,' she announced softly into tleereer in the faintly husky
and rather sensual voice that her friends teasesduaded far too sexy for
the determined career woman she proclaimed heoskH.

‘Tullah! Wonderful. I've been trying to get holdyafu all day. It's still on for
this weekend, isn't it?'

Tullah smiled as she recognised the voice of Qligae and Olivia had
worked together a few years earlier and had rerdagoed friends even
though Olivia was now married with a small daughded living in the
Cheshire countryside, whilst she had remained indbo determinedly
pursuing her chosen career path. But not for mangdr. By an odd quirk
of fate, she, too, would soon be moving to Haslawic

'Yes, if it's still OK with you,' she responded@divia’'s question.

'We're looking forward to it," Olivia assured h@vhat time do you expect to
arrive?'

'‘About five, | think. I'm supposed to be meeting tiep from the relocation
people at one and we're going to go round seveoplepties they've picked
out for me.’

'Properties...that sounds very grand,’ Olivia téase
Tullah laughed. 'l wish," she agreed. 'Actually lalready told them that |

shan't be able to afford anything much more expensihan a
single-bedroomed flat, or preferably a small cataathough | understand



with the influx of new residents from Aarlston-Beckrelocating to
Haslewich, property locally is at something of ampium.’

'Some of it is,’ Olivia agreed. 'l think initialtiiere was a feeling amongst the
upper echelons of Aarlston- Becker that they'dlide 8o exchange their city
semis for seven-bedroomed country mansions angiexrages, complete
with paddocks for ponies and Gertrude Jekyll-sgdedens. However, the
reality hasn't been quite like that. Propesgtgheaper here, but... There are
some very pretty little houses in Haslewich its@lfeat-Aunt Ruth already
has four new neighbours on Church Walk where shesliand we've
certainly been handling a big increase in conveganc

'What will happen about your London flat, by they®a

'Oh well, I've been quite lucky there. Sarah, thiklghare with, is getting

married and she and her new husband are buyingumeaat least I'm not
having to hang fire waiting for a buyer, althoughrtpof the deal when
Aarlston-Becker offered me the job was that theyulocover all my

moving costs, including any bridging loans | migked, plus making sure |
got a mortgage.'

‘That's my girl." Olivia laughed. 'l must say I'mally looking forward to
your moving up here. It will be like old times.drct believe sometimes that
it's over three years since | left the companymBich has happened. Caspar
and I've married and we've had Amelia, the pradtagreally become busy
this past year and Uncle Jon and 1 have been ¢galdout taking on a
gualified legal assistant or even possibly a falicétor.'

'Mmm...well, you certainly did make the right deors leaving when you
did," Tullah assured her darkly.

‘The amount of cutbacks we've been having are frugtetening.’
‘They'll be sorry to lose you, though,' Olivia meted. 'l must say | felt

awfully proud of you when | heard that you'd beaadrhunted to join
Aarlston-Becker.'



'‘Along with a good dozen or so other people,’ Tufkdt bound to point out,
‘and only because they'd decided to relocate téel#ash almost at the last
minute instead of going ahead with their originddng to move their
European divisional headquarters to The Hague Isecabe British

incentives were so much better.’

'Well, you're certainly going to be working for ist- class international
organisation,’ Olivia told her enthusiasticallykhow how impressed my
cousin Saul has been since he joined them six magb. Like you, he, too,
was head-hunted by them when they first relocated-&

'Saul," Tullah interrupted her, an unusual sharpreegering her normally
soft husky voice.

'Mmm...he's one of my cousins, well, perhaps ars#oo even a third on my
father's side. I'm never quite sure with our taddémily history. You may

not remember him although he was at the weddingtlaadhristening, as
well. Tall, dark and—'

'Handsome," Tullah supplied grittily, adding treaotly, 'So far as | can
remember, Olivia, you have at least half a dozesorsg and third male
cousins who could answer that description.'

'Maybe," Olivia agreed and then her voice softesligthtly as she continued,
'‘But there's only one Saul.'

'If only," Tullah muttered sourly under her breafhen raising her voice so
that Olivia could hear her, she remarked, 'l doaerer him—vaguely.

Very dark, rather autocratic and quite the gallast| recall. He made a big
fuss about making sure everyone knew what a goibeérfdne was, but |

seem to remember it was your Aunt Jenny who agtusdemed to be
spending the most time looking after his childiehought that his side of
your family lived in Pembroke,' she added disddlgfu

‘They did...they do. It's just that since Uncle Hug virtually fully retired,

he and Ann spend a good deal of their time travgbibroad. Uncle Hugh is
a keen sailor and, well, to cut a long story sHeatyl is divorced now and he
thought it would be better for the children to graw in an environment



where they had close family ties, and in fact thas the clinching element
in his taking this job with Aarlston's. Quite awoidence, really, both of you
working for their legal department but then, of ® it is a huge
multinational organisation.

‘There was quite a lot of local antagonism towatdsm when they first
moved into the area. Aunt Ruth said it remindeddievhen the Americans
arrived during the Second World War, orihey had the benefit of silk
stockings and chocolate to ease their way intectmemunity.

'‘Aunt Jenny was saying the other day that she'ddreathe local grapevine
via Guy Cooke, her business partner—his widespréadily are
Haslewich, you should know. They've been here figimh the word "go"—
the general consensus of opinion tends to be ioufagf the influx, or at
least the boost to the local economy that it brivgh it.'

'Mmm...well, it's good to know | shan't be facingetlocal eviction
committee,’ Tullah told her ruefully.

Olivia laughed. 'You? No way. It's going to be Igpveaving you to stay for
the weekend, Tullah. I'm really looking forwardito

'So am |," Tullah confirmed with a smile.

Once she had replaced the receiver, though, she'twamiling. Saul
Crighton. She hadn't realised thetwas living in Haslewich now or, even
worse, working for Aarlston-Becker. She knew, ofise, that Olivia had
something of a soft spot for him although she cotildnderstand why. By
all accounts and from the gossip she had overheta@livia and Caspar's
wedding, Saul had come very close to breaking themcold-bloodedly
trying to persuade a then very vulnerable Olivi@ inaving an affair with
him, even though he had been married at the time.

And if that wasn't bad enough, Tullah had also beard the same two
people discussing the fact that one of Olivia's ngpueenage cousins,
Louise, was in all likelihood also a victim of Sgukgotistical and grossly
selfish need to boost his flagging self-esteenméndnly way he apparently



knew how—flattering and seducing young, immaturd aunlnerable girls
into having affairs with him.

Tullah knew all about that kind of man and she kn@ew, just what sort of
devastation they could wreak, just what kind oftlaumd self-loathing they
could inflict on their victims. Shehoulddo. She after all...

But it was pointless harking back to the past. Isebvery firmly closed the
door on that particular episode of her life whee slad come to live and
work in London. The young girl who had fallen seeimsely and so dam-
agingly in love with the married man who had cotdizledly fed on her
naivety and inexperience, her belief that whendid ke loved her and his
marriage was an empty sham, he truly meant it,ongdr existed. How
could she? She had been damaged beyond repargyeesby the trauma of
discovering just how much her lover had deceivedl lne learning that not
only had he no intention of leaving his wife buatthlso, far from being the
love of his life, she was actually just one in agplong chain of affairs he
had lured his victims into over the years.

If she was honest with herself, she could see havit wasn't so much her
youthful love and adoration that still festered mleewn inside her, but the
humiliation he had wrought, the self-hatred, thea@mess of her own
foolishness and gullibility.

His wife had told her wearily at the time that thdyreason she had not left
him was because of their children.

‘Theystill need him even if | don't,’ she had told &nlttiredly, and Tullah,
aware humiliatingly of how much she missed her dather since her own
parents' divorce, had to bite down hard on herobotip to prevent herself
from crying like a child herself.

Over the years she had come into contact with a goany men who

suffered from the same egocentric needs as thewhanhad hurt her so
badly—shallow, vain creatures, possessed of a dauaglg alluring charm

that could all too easily deceive the vulnerabld aaive and so far there
was no doubt whatsoever in her mind that Saul @ighvas yet another
example of the breed.



She remembered that he had asked her to dancesparCand Olivia's
wedding, frowning down at her from his admittedtypressive height of
over six feet when she had refused as tersely langhty as a child.

She could remember, too, watching Olivia fuss duser, explaining when
she saw Tullah watching her that he had been gbimogigh a bad time and
that he carried a heavy burden of responsibility.

He and his wife...are separated, she had explamdittle uncomfortably
when Tullah had made no response. Tullah had sdidng, not wanting to
cause any discord between Olivia and her by infogtier friend that she
was not surprised. After all, she had just oventhedrout Saul's attempt to
seduce Olivia away from Caspar.

It had been Max Crighton, another of Olivia s cagsion and Jenny's elder
son, who had explained the whole situation to her.

'Saul likes 'em young...he's at that age," Maxtbl&tiher cynically. 'Mind
you, he's not exactly the faithful type. No soohad he realised that he'd
lost Oliviathan he started making a play for my sister Louise.

She had spent a good half an hour listening to ®igotaining the intricate

interfamily relationships that existed between vaeious members of the
Crighton clan. He himself was quite obviously verych a man who liked

to flirt, but Tullah had found his frank and opédteapts to engage her in a
subtly sensual exchange of banter far more healtityeasy to deal with

than, to her mind, Saul's much more sinister andetranded pseudo
sincerity, especially when she had seen Louise;dlish limbs and soft,

trembling mouth, watching him with her heart in legees. No, she hadn't
liked Saul Crighton a bit...not one tiny little bit

"You're looking very thoughtful and broody," Caspammented to his wife
as he walked into the kitchen, put down the esbkaysad brought home to
read and went over to table where she was standitake her in his arms
and kiss her. 'Mmm...that was nice."'



'Mmm...very,"” she agreed, telling him, 'l spoke ubdh earlier She's
definitely coming up this weekend.’

'‘Ah, now | understand. It's the thought of doinigtée bit of matchmaking
that's turning you all broody, isn't it, and not--'

'‘Well, Tullahis twenty-eight, just the right age to settle dov@ljvia told
her husband defensively. 'And she's so motherly...'

'Motherly?' Caspar gave a shout of laughter as iBealised his wife's
friend. 'Is this the same Tullah we're talking afotiullah with the figure
that's straight out of every man's fantasy... soheee/ between Claudia
Schiffer and @aywatchbabe? The same Tullah with those wonderful, dark
gypsy eyes and curls and that gorgeous pouting mtbat makes her look
SO provocative and yet at the same time somehow mdnerable and less
knowing, if you know what | mean...and—'

'‘Caspar,’ Olivia warned.

'Sorry," he apologised unrepentantly. His eyes kigoh as he admitted,
'Perhaps Wasgetting a trifle carried away...but you have tongdhat no
one would ever think she's a highly qualified lawy@he looks as though
her sex-appeal rating would be through the roofenher 1Q—'

'‘Caspar!’ Olivia warned more darkly.

'OK, OK...calm down. You know perfectly well thalyrtaste runs to sassy
blondes with flashing eyes and... All I'm tryingsiay,' he added patiently, ‘is
that stunning and sensual and very, very sexy fiutlay be, but motherly...'

‘That's just because you're judging her on theshayjooks," Olivia told him

severely. 'As you've just said yourself, shaighly qualified. She actually
started working in a small professional practiagj know, but the trauma of
dealing with so many divorce and custody cases$agioér so much that she
decided to switch to industry instead. Her own ptreplit up when she was
in her teens, and from what she's told me aboutstispect it had a very
traumatic effect on her.’



'Mmm...very probably.' They exchanged long, un@eding looks with one
another. Caspar's own childhood had not been anoe&s passed as he had
been from parent to parent, forced to take a baakas they both remarried
and produced further families, which in his minédrsed to supplant him.

Olivia's childhood, too, had not been without it®lgems. Her father,
David, her uncle Jon's twin brother, had disappke#alst recovering from
a serious heart attack, simply discharging himaetf walking out, leaving
no trace of where he was going or what he intendelb and her mother...

Tania, her mother, after years of suffering froneating disorder, was now
living in the south of England. She had telephoDédia several weeks ago
to tell her excitedly that there was a new maneanliie whom she wanted
her daughter to meet.

'l was thinking of how perfectly one of the Chesteusins would be for
Tullah," Olivia told Caspar.

'‘Oneof them?' he repeated, raising his eyebrows.

'Well, there are so many to choose from,' she disféherself, 'and now that
Luke and Bobbie are married... well, it might jgste the others the impetus
they need. After all, it can't be lack of financsalcurity that's holding them
back.'

"You sound like one of Jane Austen's characteesp@r teased her.

Olivia laughed again. "You mean, "It is a truthwansally acknowledged,
that a single man in possession of a good fortung bve in want of a wife.™
she quoted. 'l was thinking more of tleenotionalneed," she informed
Caspar with great dignity. Now let me see... Tised@mes and Alistair,
Niall and Kit." She ticked their names off on hiegers.

'She can't marry all of them,' Caspar interrupted h

'Of course not," she agreed, giving him a scatlong. 'But | am sure that
oneof them... After all, just think what she's gottommon with them.’



'What?' Caspar invited.

'Well, for a start, they're all members of the sgr@ession,’ she told him,
raising her eyes to the ceiling. 'Honestly, mehkg 8rned to the papers she
had been about to read before he came in, shakinigdad.

'Livvy..." She stared at Caspar as he drew herdygenhim, 'Look, | know
you mean well, and yes, your cousins and Tullahsipbs do have
something in common, but she's a high-flying prei@sal woman of almost
thirty. Don't you think if shevantedto settle down and have children she'd
have found a partner of her own choice by now?'

Olivia bit her lip. ‘Are you trying to tell me thashouldn't interfere?’
'Well...!

'l was only thinking of having a couple of dinnearfes... returning
invitations...that kind of thing."'

'Mmm... | suppose $houldtake it as a compliment thgbuenjoy marriage
and motherhood so much that you want to inflicen, share its pleasure,
with all your friends.’

'l suppose you should," she agreed. 'Speaking @hwldo you remember
how we were talking the other night about it betinge we thought about a
brother or sister for Amelia?"

'What, you're not—'

'Not yet,' she told him demurely. 'But we reallygbtito—'

'Oh yes, we really ought,' Caspar agreed, laugasige turned her towards
the kitchen door and the stairs that lay beyond it.



CHAPTER TWO

'So, have you seen anything locally yet that'sriakeir fancy?' Olivia asked
Tullah eagerly when she returned from the propewings organised by
the relocation agency.

‘Not really, apart from this little moppet.' Tulldwughed as she broke off
from cuddling Amelia, Caspar and Olivia's two-yedt- daughter, to
answer Olivia's question.

'‘Ah well, if that'swhat you fancy, it isn't a house you should béilog for,
it's a man,' Olivia teased her gently.

'‘No thanks," Tullah retorted, the smile dying otiher eyes as she handed
Amelia over to her mother, her full mouth compregdirmly.

‘Tullah..." Olivia began, then stopped as she savlaok she was giving her.
Good friends though they had always been, Tullak tha type who held
herself slightly aloof from others and whom, desplier stunningly
voluptuous and sensual looks, the men in the larganisation they had
both worked for had very quickly learned to tre@&hwvary caution.

Olivia knew the reason for Tullah's wariness of tha&le sex and she also
knew that Tullah didn't like to discuss her lovie.li

She knew that the only time Tullah did let her gudown with men was
when she was with one she knew to be happily atthth another woman.
Because she felt safe with such a man?

'Sononeof the properties was any good, then?' she askegdathetically.

Tullah pulled a face. 'Well, the modern single-loerned flats they showed
me were affordable, but very anonymous, and thiages were either too
large or too expensive or both. There was one,ghou She paused whilst
Olivia waited. 'Well, it just had so many thingsaatst it, and even the agent
said that it had only been included on the lighatlast minute, but...’

'‘But..." Olivia encouraged patiently.



Tullah gave her a rueful look and admitted, 'Bwiass quite definitely a case
of love at first sight.’

'Oh dear,’ Olivia sympathised, 'as bad as that?'

'‘And more," Tullah agreed wryly, ticking points ash her fingers. 'lt's
overpriced, on the wrong side of town for workndéteds a fortune spent on
it. Possibly spraying for infestation of the woodewiring, new
plumbing—you name it. It doesn't even have maiasndge.'

'So whatdoesit have?' Olivia asked, adding helpfully, 'It mistve some
plus points otherwise you wouldn't have fallenitor

'Oh, it does,' Tullah agreed. 'The place is suednby farm land. There's
the most wonderful view from upstairs of the riviéhas a huge garden. It's
one of a pair of semis, the other half of whicbwsied by a couple of elderly
widowed sisters who apparently travel a lot to Aalsd to visit relatives.
The lane leading to it doesn't go anywhere othean th a farmhouse that you
can't everseefrom my cottage.'

‘A farmhouse..." Olivia was looking intrigued araistly excited. 'Where
exactly is this cottage, Tullah? It sounds—'

'It sounds horrendous, | know," Tullah finishedlfer, ‘and certainly not the
sort of thing a sane, sensible, professional wonfamy age should even
think about buying. Even if it were a bargain, whitmost certainly isn't, it
could be months before it's even properly habitable

'Well, you could always stay here.' Olivia offergenerously, and when
Tullah shook her head, she asked, 'So what didlg@urell the agent it just
wasn't feasible?’

'No," Tullah admitted with a shamefaced grin. 'd@man offer....'
Both of them were still laughing when Caspar walked the kitchen and,

of course, just like a man, could not really conmgred the reason for their
combined mirth even when Olivia had explained theason to him.



‘Saul rang while you were out," he told Olivia. "$igoing to be a little later
than planned getting here for dinner this eversogyething about problems
with the babysitter, but he said he'll definitely lrere for eight- thirty.’

‘That's fine. I've invited Saul and Jon and Jeround for dinner tonight,’
she explained to Tullah. 'Which reminds me, youtage—' She broke off
as the young retriever dog lying in its basketranf of the Aga gave a small
protesting yelp as Amelia pulled its tail, genthiding her daughter as she
went to rescue the dog. 'No, Amelia, you're hurtihgssy. You have to be
gentle with her.’

A couple of hours later as she stood in front of fhretty Victorian
cheval-glass in Olivia's best guest bedroom stugllggr appearance, Tullah
reflected that she would much rather simply hawensthe evening relaxing
with Olivia and Caspar instead of having to sit doand make polite
dinner-party conversation. She had met both JonJandy, together with
Saul before and whilst she had liked the older ugo far as Saul was
concerned...

The dress she had chosen to wear had been a sghnbshe had been
coaxed into getting by her mother and sister upnfidampshire for a
shopping weekend, and as she had protested atrtbeshe didn't think it
was really her.

Lucinda, her sister, had shaken her head in her sidterly way and told
her to stop being silly. 'Of course it's you. Thanilla shade is perfect with
your skin colouring and hair and the dress itselfidn't be simpler or easier
to wear. If | wasn't so huge at the moment I'ddveted to buy it myself.'

'Well, you aren't going to be pregnant for eveulldh had countered, but
Lucinda had shaken her head and groaned.

'‘Believe me, at this stage another three monthis fdes for ever, and
besides, | doubt I'lvergoing to be slim enough to wear anything like that
again—or to have the occasion to wear it.'



The vanilla colour of the Ghost dredgl suit her, Tullah was forced to
admit, but she was still aware that the narrowndde, slightly clinging
effect of the silky fabric with its bias cut wastrsmmething she would ever
have chosen for herself.

The dress's round neckline was discreet enoughtheutvay the fabric

moved, the way it clung sensuously to her curvémrtunately she had
spotted a separate jacket in the same fabric, wahiethad also brought with
her. As she slipped it on, she acknowledged thansds going to be rather
hot wearing it.

Downstairs the doorbell rang.

Pulling the jacket around her, Tullah hurried tce tdoor and went
downstairs, expecting to see Jon and Jenny standititge hallway with
Olivia. She came to an abrupt halt halfway downstilag's when she realised
that the first arrival was not Olivia's aunt anctkenbut her cousin!

Tullah.' Olivia's eyes widened slightly and appatieely as she saw her
friend.

'No matchmaking,’ Caspar had told her firmly, beally... it was such a
waste....

"You remember Saul, don't you?' She continued sgiftiom Tullah to Saul,
who was standing next to her.

'Yes," Tullah agreed coolly, pretending not totbeehand Saul had extended
towards her and making sure that she stood ongpesite side of Olivia
from him and just out of eyeshot.

'Yes...well, Caspar's in the dining room, Saulyoti'd like a drink. You
obviously managed to sort out your babysitting fpeoh' Olivia said,
smiling.

'Luckily yes," he agreed. 'Since the custody dasehaving to be a bit more
careful about whom | leave them with...'



As she listened to him, Tullah was glad that neithe nor Olivia was
looking at her because she knew her expression bridietraying her
feelings. What kind of father exactly was Saul tbiok the full weight of the
legal system to compel him to ensure that his yocinigdren were left
provided with a proper babysitter? One read of Hipgacases where small
children were left with inappropriate sitters ar,some reprehensible cases,
no sitter at all, often with shocking consequendiesertainly couldn't be
any kind of financial hardship that prevented Saoin paying someone
gualified to look after his children.

Personally she found it quite wrong that he shahlolose to go out during
one of his children's custody visits instead ofnsjireg time with them and
she was rather surprised that Olivia had encourhgedo do so.

'I'll come and give you a hand in the kitchen,' sffered, shaking her head
when Olivia suggested she might like to join thenrfeg a drink whilst they
waited for Jon and Jenny to arrive. The last tlsing wanted was to have to
spend any more time than necessary in conversattbrSaul Crighton.

'Olivia was telling me that you'll soon be joining at Aarlston-Becker,'
Saul commented to Tullah, shaking his head as Cadfeed to refill his
wineglass. 'Better not," he told the other mam. dtiving.'

Well at least he hasomesense of responsibility, Tullah reflected, althioug
she didn't think much of aman who quite obviousipsidered his driving
licence to be more important than his children.

'Yes, that's right," she agreed, answering histoureand then turning to Jon,
who was seated on the other side of her, to askftime arrival of the huge
multinational locally had had much effect on thmin business.

'Well, it's certainly bumped up our conveyancingrikyoJon replied,
smiling, 'although, as you know, all of Aarlstoirgernal and corporate
legal work is handled by its own legal departméiivia was saying that
you specialised in European law.’



'Yes, that's right,” Tullah agreed again betweenosfuls of Olivia's
delicious home-made vichyssoise. She enjoyed cgdkanself, not that it
was something she got much time for.

‘Tullah spent a year working in The Hague," Oliinformed her uncle,
smiling at her friend. 'Something else you and $&ve in common,' she
added to Tullah. 'Saul worked there for a whileafTtvas how he met
Hillary.'

"Your wife?' Tullah commented coolly to Saul.

'My ex-wife," he corrected her evenly, but he wasking at her, Tullah
noticed, in a way that said he was aware of hetilhipsowards him.

Aware of it, she suspected, but not particularlpaayned by it. But then,
why should he be? By any normal standards, Sauldmo@ considered a
very attractive and personable man, and it washdi@m the way they
talked to him that both Olivia and Jenny had sometlof a soft spot for
him. He was certainly not the type of man who woeleér lack female
company or appreciation, but he would certainly eneliave hers, and
Tullah could only admire the friendly and warm vibgit Caspar treated him
in view of the fact that Saul had deliberatelydrte break up Caspar's own
relationship with Olivia.

'‘Aarlston’s certainly sounds an excellent firm tarkvfor from what you've
told us about them, Saul,’ Jon intervened tactfully

‘They are,’” Saul confirmed, adding, 'In fact, treegicknowledged as being
leaders in the field of sexual equality and theyravene of the first
multinationals to provide not just creche facikti®r the mothers amongst
their employees, but also to introduce paternaldezn the birth of a new
baby as automatic. I've certainly found them vergdyabout the amount of
time I've had to take off recently over the childre@specially with the
custody case.'

'It always amazes me how many men seem to devekipoag paternal
instinct when they're threatened with losing themildren,” Tullah
commented grittily, darting an acid look in Sadisection.



'Fathers can tend to take their role in their akiits lives for granted,’ Jon
agreed peaceably.

Saul said nothing but he was watching her veryatypsrullah knew, and
the look in his eyes did not suggest that it wag land of male desire or
approval that was prompting his visual concentratio her.

Good! If shehad probed beneath the arrogance of his self-confelemd
found a vulnerable spot, so much the better. Shédcstill remember the
anguish her father had put them all through bystirgy on his visiting rights
with them—uvisits that more often than not were @dtgn or, when
remembered, turned out to be miserable afternogentswatching
television in his high- rise apartment, forbiddendisturb him whilst he
worked. But then, of course, it had never beemn teenhpanyhe wanted. No,
what he had wanted was quite simply to depriver thather of it and to
cause as much upset in her life as he could.

Olivia started to collect their empty soup dishesg Tullah jumped up to
help her.

‘There's no need..." Olivia began, but Tullah shbek head, quickly
gathering up her own and Jon's dishes, and themtgas she realised that
Saul had picked his up to pass to her.

The temptation to simply ignore him was so strdmg she was almost on
the point of doing so and turning away when shehbapd to catch his eye.

The cynical comprehension she could see there wsrtterting but
nowhere near as disconcerting as his easy but chlisdy determined, "You
sit down. I'll take care of these,' as he neatipad the tables on her and
stood up, towering above her, or so it seemed. dfiydelieved her of the
dishes she was holding and then, turning away fremtold Olivia warmly,
"That soup was delicious. You'll have to give mericipe.’

'Oh, it's simple enough, really," Olivia startedassure him as they both
headed for the kitchen. 'Just so long as you'vaglgicent blender.’



'Saul's really determined to give the childrensblst home background, isn't
he?' Jenny commented when the couple were boibf earshot. 'l really do
admire him for what he's trying to do.’

'Why is it that when anan'sa single parent he gets so much more sympathy
than a woman in the same situation?' Tullah askilyg 'And Saul isn't
even a full-time single parent.' She fell silenttlas kitchen door reopened
and Saul and Olivia returned.

Tullah could see that she had surprised Jennytla liy her antagonistic
remark but she was growing irritated hearing Sardrgso much praise that
he patently did not deserve.

'Did you get much chance to visit any of the mussewnhile you were
working in The Hague?'

'Some,’ Tullah responded dismissively to Saul'stjoie. She had made up
her mind not to respond to the man's conversatiovaitures. The longer
she sat and listened to the others, the more asharevas of the high esteem
in which they all, but most especially Jenny and/i@] held Saul, and for
some reason that made her all the more determmédltl on to her own
antagonism towards him.

Why, after all, should a man be praised simply beeahe took on the
responsibility of his own children for one weekandour or whatever it
was that Saul's access arrangements allowed faf ten he apparently
couldn't bring himself to spend the whole of hmdiwith them but instead
found someone else to take care of them for hithatche could come out to
dinner and bask in the admiration and affectioniefemale relatives. Some
father!

She could well remember her own father doing muah sgame thing,
leaving them with his mother, their grandmothertlenpretext of having to
see someone about business.

Tullah...I was telling Saul in the kitchen justwwabout the cottage you saw
this afternoon. Tullah's fallen in love with a @gé she viewed earlier
today," she explained for the benefit of the othétts—'



'It's completely out of the question,’ Tullah imtgited her quickly, ‘and
totally impractical.’

'‘Sometimes it does us good to be impractical,dalge ourselves in our day
dreams... our fantasies,’ she heard Saul sayimgy &re, after all, an
important part of what makes us human.'

Tullah felt a small frisson of sensation run dower Bpine but when she
looked at him to refute what he had said she sathiawasn't looking at her
but at Olivia...and she was quite openly smilingkoat him.

Tullah's head ached. She felt tired and very mucdra of the fact that she
stood outside the tightly knit and obviously vetgse family network that
bonded together the other five people seated rtmthble with her.

'When does Louise finish university for the yea®2iul asked Jenny
apparently casually.

As Tullah stiffened with shock and disgust to H&anl questioning Jenny so
carelessly about her daughter, a girl who must lbeost twenty years
younger than Saul himself and whom she had heastrided illu-
minatingly as having a very intense crush on Sshe, saw that Jenny was
looking uncomfortable, as well, her glance strayimdner husband before
she responded quietly, 'Officially not for anotliew months although she
did say she might come home earlier. Apparently hetutes finish a little
ahead of the official end of term.’

It was obvious that Jenny was ill at ease discgdser daughter with Saul,
and no wonder, given what Tullah knew about theasibn between them.
In fact, Tullah could only marvel at both Jennysbkearance and Saul's
breathtaking arrogance and obvious disregard fumnyand Jon's feelings as
Louise's parents.

All'in all, Tullah felt relieved when the eveningélly came to an end and
Jon and Jenny got up to leave. Shortly afterwaddsl|ining a nightcap,
Saul, too, announced that he must go.



Caspar offered to see him out and whilst they vgenee Tullah followed
Olivia into the kitchen to help her clear up.

'Saul's a darling,’ Olivia began warmly as sheestitio stack the dishwasher.
'l just hope...wish..." She stopped speaking assateTullah's expression.
"You don't like him, do you?' she asked her frignaktly.

'I'm sorry, Olivia," Tullah apologised. 'But no,dbn't. | know he's your
cousin, a member of your family but..." She toaeap breath and lifted her
head, forcing herself to meet Olivia's expressibshmcked dismay. 'He's
everything | most dislike in a man, Olivia. | kndhat you...that you and
he..." She shook her head awkwardly. 'l mean)gogtat the way he left his
children tonight to come here. A man like that adtedeserve to be a father.
He—'

Tullah..." she heard Olivia interrupting her istdled warning voice, but it

was too late. Tullah followed her gaze and, turmimgnd, saw Saul standing
behind her in the open doorway, a tight, furioushgry expression on his
face.

'For your information, theonly reason lleft my children as you so
ill-informedly put it to come here tonight was basa Olivia asked me—'

'Saul," Olivia intervened pleadingly, Tullah didnhean...she doesn't
realise—'

'On the contrary, | realise all too well," Tullabjected curtly.

'l came back to check if it was still all right teave Meg with you on
Monday night," Saul asked Olivia, totally ignorimgllah.

'Yes, of course it is. Caspar will collect her frechool and bring her back
here.'

Saul turned to leave and then seemed to hesitatend to look at Tullah
scathingly before saying quietly, 'l hope you praeebe rather more
thorough and responsible in your attitude to yoarknthan you appear to be



in your attitude to your fellow human beings,’ blelther coldly. '‘Because if
not...'

'‘Because if not, what?' Tullah challenged himinigther chin. He might be
above her in status in the company, but his invokmt with the
transatlantic side of the business meant, thankfthiat they were hardly
likely to come into much contact with one another.

'l must go, Livvy,' Saul said, ignoring her oncermdl promised Bobbie I'd
be back before twelve. She and Luke want to spentedime with Aunt
Ruth and Grant before they fly back to Boston.'

'Yes, | know," Olivia returned. 'l think it was waerful the way Ruth and
Grant made a prenuptial agreement to each spemdaiths of every year
living in one another's country.’

‘A decision worthy of Solomon," Saul agreed witrsraile. His smile
disappeared as he turned back towards Tullah aredrga a small, terse nod
of his head before saying curtly, ‘Good night.'

Tullah barely waited for the door to close behinaul$ departing back
before saying huskily, "Would you mind if | went tgpbed, Livvy? I've got
a bit of a headache and—'

'No, no, you go up,' Olivia assured her. Tullahiter antagonism towards
Saul had disturbed her but still she couldn't agiskfor it or take back what
she had said.

An hour later as she snuggled up in bed next tgp&alivia told him
sleepily, 'l can't understand why Tullah is so gotastic towards Saul of all
people. He really is one of the nicest men youdewer meet. Uncle Hugh
used to say that it was just as well Saul decidegbtinto industry because,
despite all his professional qualifications, hetjuoesn't have that
aggressive hard edge you need to make it to thagepbarrister. Luke's got
it, of course, and—'



'Mmm...she does seem to have taken rather a disliken,' Caspar agreed,
kissing the top of her head before adding reasglyrifit's just as well you
didn't havehim picked out as a possible father for the childreu'ye
decided Tullah wants to have.' He chuckled athbedght.

'Saul and Tullah... No, that would never work,v@lideclared, laughing.

'Daddy...'

'Mmm..." Saul responded, bending down to tuckaysturl off his younger
daughter's face. She had been crying in her stey@igrip of one of the bad
nightmares she had started having whilst she veggngtin America with

her mother and Hillary's second husband. Havingemndker gently from it

and calmed her down, Saul watched her tenderlyadight from the small
child's lamp as he waited for her to go back tisfinrvhatever it was she
wanted to say to him.

"You won't ever go away and leave us, will you?'

Somehow he managed to resist the impulse to shatalp out of her small
bed and hold her close.

'Well, sometimes Ho have to go away on business,’ he responded calmly
and matter-of-factly, 'and sometimes you go awag, when you leave to
stay with Mummy, but | promise you | won't everaway from you for very

long, poppet.’

'Do | really have to go and stay with Mummy evehdbn't want to?'
Saul's heart sank.

He had tried his best to explain to the childreat ttihey were Hillary's
children as well as his and that she loved themvesmted them with her.
The older two, Robert and Jemima, had understoed #wugh they had
both forcefully expressed their desire to stay with. With Meg, however,
it was proving much harder to explain that it wasjost a legal requirement



that her mother had access to her, but also hiscmmmiction that at some
stage in their lives all three children were gdimgvant to have contact with
their mother and that if he acceded to their dasow not to have to visit
her, then not only would he be guilty of deprivitlggm of an emotional
bond he believed they needed to have, but ultiyakedre could possibly
come a time when they would blame him as an addttheir father for
allowing them to make a decision they were at preseo immature
emotionally to make. And it was for that reasom,tfeir sakes, that he had
been at such pains to keep his divorce from Hillang the subsequent
custody case as unacrimonious as possible.

As it was, it would be a long time before he fortja telephone call he had
received from Hillary three months ago, hystericaémanding that he fly
over to America immediately and collect the childigecause they were
destroying her relationship with her new husbanilp Wwad demanded that
she make a choice between the children of herrfiestiage and him.

Predictably, being Hillary, she had chosen him.tiBert, Hillary had never
been a particularly maternal woman. They had ndrinepetuously and
without really knowing one another, and Saul $gilt guilty about the fact
that despite knowing how ill-equipped emotionalljl&ty was to cope with
two small children, how resentful of them she fak, had given in to her
desire to have a third child to try to mend thailihg marriage.

But much as he might regret the reasons for Maxgiseption, Meg herself
he could never regret, and he was determined twatvould never know
that in many ways she had been the final nail endbffin of her parents’
faltering marriage.

'l never wanted children. | don't like children,illaty had stormed
petulantly at him during one of their all too freuoni rows.

And Saul was ashamed now to remember that he hatiated equally
bad-temperedly. "Well, you certainly don't seerfike mine.'

His. Well, they were certainly his by law as well astgh.



'‘But how will you cope?' Ann, his mother, had askad anxiously when he
had initially told her of his decision to fight féull custody of die children.
'l do what | can, of course, but...'

'Look," Saul had told his mother, 'you and Dad hawe own lives to lead.
We all know how much Dad is looking forward to retg. I'll manage, don't
worry.'

And so far he had, but theveeretimes, like tonight for instance, when his
regular babysitter couldn't make it and he wasddno swallow his pride
and turn to his family for extra help.

One answer, of course, would be to employ somedhgrhe to live in, but
he didn't want the children to feel that he wakaffing them onto someone
else and he certainly didn't want them to starikimg that he didn't either
love or want them and especially not little Meg,ontad come back from
the States so heartbreakingly insecure and clingy.

'Did you have a nice time at Auntie Livvy's?' Mesked him.
'Very nice, thank you," Saul fibbed.

When Olivia had telephoned him to invite him over flinner and to tell
him excitedly about her friend who was relocatiogvbrk for the same firm
as him, reminding him that they had previously bwh at her and Caspar's
wedding and Amelia's christening, he had had nenation or warning of
what the evening held in store.

Yes, he remembered Tullah. What red-blooded hetgtad man would
not? She had the kind of looks, the kind of figutteat was instantly
appealing to the male psyche. There was somethiogt ahat combination
of thick, lustrous hair, creamy skin and wondesfudurvy body that
suggested a sensuality, a lushness that had aofar instant and dizzying
effect on male hormones than any bone-thin, mexdiddd model-type of
woman.

What man looking at Tullah's full, soft mouth aret leven fuller and softer
breasts could resist imagining what it would be lik lose himself in the



sheer pleasure of touching her, caressing heingisger, making love with
her?

Politically incorrect such thoughts might be, butywere undoubtedly an
important part of what made a man a man, and td'sSaund at least,
tolerably acceptable as long as they remainedaiastt and controlled in
the male mind. But then, as he had discovered hbnigillah had her own
inimitable way of ensuring that any private maletésies involving herself
were very quickly squashed.

Perhaps it was the shock of the contrast betweeadft, feminine lushness
and apparent warmth of her body and the antagonesnost aggressive
sharpness of her manner that had made him feehksmn taback by her
obvious hostility towards him, or perhaps it wanly a rebel male gene of
vanity because she was so plainly dismissive anteogptuous of him. He
didn't know. What helid know was that he had a hard time fighting with
himself not to respond to her aggressive and spikedarks both as a
defendant and a protagonist.

And the problem wasn't confined to the fact tha wfas simply a friend of
Olivia's. There were other complications. She waisgto be working for
the same organisation and...

Meg made the little snuffling sound that meant i@ had finally fallen

asleep. As he bent down to gently kiss her cheektack her in, Saul

wondered wryly what on earth he had done to offlatel so much that she
insisted on sending him so many problems.

First his marriage to Hillary and then the probleenwas currently facing
with Louise and now this. Tiredly he made his waclkb to his own
bedroom, throwing his robe onto a chair before pughack the covers and
getting into bed.

It was ironic the effect a bad marriage—a bealdtionship—could have on
you. He now actually enjoyed sleeping alone. It waslief to wake up in
the morning without Hillary there next to him, baththem ready to begin
the next round in their ongoing battle.



Wearily he closed his eyes.

Saul groaned pleasurably in his sleep, inhalingepdsensual breath of the
delicious scent of the woman in his arms; she sdeibt of some expensive
designer perfume but of her own special, deeplyirigra and intensely
erotic scent. He had been aware of it &ed all through dinner and had
ached then to do as he was doing right now, bregthithe scent of her; he
tasted it on his lips as he kissed the soft cufieeothroat, nibbled his way
along her jaw towards her mouth.

Her hair was a heavy, silky dark cloud of satirtrse$s where it lay against
his skin as subtly perfumed as the rest of her,ansrs as rounded and
smooth as the intoxicatingly female contours ofthrelasts. He deliberately
delayed allowing himself the longed-for pleasuré&isesing her mouth.

Drawing his lips along the velvet softness of Imererr arm, he felt her whole
body quiver as he gently caressed the inside oélbew with the tip of his
tongue until she wrenched her arm away from hinwtap both of them
tightly around him and begged him to make lovedp'properly.’

'Properly...what do you mean properly...what isppry?' he teased her
huskily whilst she pressed herself closer and eleser to him, the hard
points of her breasts pushing against his skinjrdgihim insane with their
sensual demand for attention.

'Stop talking and kiss me," she whispered, her pasistently turning his
face towards her own, her lips already parting....

'Mmm..." Saul stroked his hand down the side of bwty, trying not to
allow himself to linger anywhere, not even on tagrswarmth of the inside
of her thigh when she trembled as he caresseddierl'm going to kiss you
all right, Tullah," he told her thickly. She gaue#her soft, protesting moan
and writhed eagerly against him. 'I'm going to kisa until that deliciously
soft, irresistible mouth of yours is—'

'‘Daddy...daddy. Wake up. | feel sick....'



Reluctantly Saul opened his eyes and blinked dgagqulht his son.
'l feel sick,’ Robert repeated urgently. 'I—'

'Yes, all right...come on...." Saul was alreadyisrfeet, swinging Robert up
into his arms and hurrying towards the bathroont \witn.

Robert had had a very severe bout of infant gasteoéis as a baby, so
severe, in fact, that at one point their doctor Wadned them that he might
not survive. He had, but with the legacy of a digessystem that was
acutely sensitive. They made it just in time.

Saul knew from experience that Robert's boutsakingiss were wrenching
but thankfully short-lived.However, it certainlydked as though he wasn't
going to get much more sleep tonight, which propatdsn't a bad thing,
given the nature of the extremely erotic and extiaarily inappropriate
dream Robert had woken him from.

The subconscious was an odd thing, a very odd thiagdecided before
firmly banishing the enticing, lingering image Imgnd had conjured up of
Tullah lying voluptuously naked in his bed, stilamn from their shared
lovemaking.

That he should have dreamt about her at all wagbadgh, but that he had
been enjoying the dream so much, had been so arbysg so determined

to hang on to it that he had fought against wakipgand responding to
Robert, was even worse.

He couldn't remember the last time he had hadandhi&e that. In fact, if he

was honest with himself, he couldn't remembgry time he had been so
intensely and so physically aroused. Not even with—

'‘Daddy...'

'It's OK, Robert.'

Sternly rebuking himself for his thoughts, he twre minister to his son.



CHAPTER THREE

'‘And I'll keep my fingers crossed that the offeu'y® made on the cottage is
accepted,' Olivia promised as she gave Tullah alggehug.

As she returned it, Tullah was guiltily aware oé tfact that she had not
exactly been the perfect weekend guest. It wernhagher whole credo for
living to be manipulative or underhand in any w@ke couldn't pretend to
share Olivia's rose-tinted view of her cousin Shut,neither did she want to
leave without at least making some attempt to expéaOlivia why she felt
SO antagonistic towards his type.

'Livvy, about last night,” she began a little awkalg. 'l realise that you
probably thought | was overreacting with Saul and—'

'Well, you did rather surprise me,’ Olivia admittedfully as she interrupted
her. 'You're certainly the first woman I've eveiolm to react to Saul in
quitethat way.' Tullah opened her mouth to point oat tt least one other
woman must share her animosity towards him, otlseiie wouldn't be
divorced, but before she could say anything, Oliwas continuing

cheerfully, 'Mind you, it's probably just as wellhe situation's difficult

enough at the moment with Louise deep in the thobes intense crush on
him.'

'Yes,' Tullah sympathised readily. 'l appreciatat tthat must be an awful
situation for...for her parents. | could see hostréissed Jenny looked last
night when Saul asked her when Louise was comimngghio

All the distaste and disapproval she felt aboutl'Sdehaviour in not just
allowing but actively encouraging Louise's crusthon showed in Tullah's
voice as she spoke.

'It's typical of the kind of man that the Saulglig world are that he didn't
even think twice about how he might be offendindporting Jon and Jenny
by introducing the subject of Louise. It was obwdhat they weren't at all
happy with the situation and who could blame them?



'l mean, Iknow he's your cousin, Livvy," Tullah told her fierceler
emotions darkening her eyes as she remembered l@Wwasl felt for the
older couple the previous evening. '‘But what kifidnan...what kind of
decent, caring, mature man who feels good abowdifras a man and who
feels really at ease with his masculinity, his sdity, experiences the need
to keep on massaging his ego by seducing a stfiggumger and younger
naive girls?'

As Tullah paused for breath, she saw that Olivia lwaking rather shocked.

'I'm sorry," she apologised contritely. 'l know,aofurse, that you probably
don't share my views and that your opinion of Sallound to be different
from mine especially in view of the...the relatibipsyou and he—'

‘Tullah, Saul and |—' Olivia began, only to bredkin maternal concern as
Amelia, who had been playing quite happily a fewdgaaway in the garden,
let out a frightened cry. '‘Oh no! She's probabying to catch another bee,’
she told Tullah. 'Amelia darling...'

'Oh dear,’ Tullah sympathised as they exchangethandrief hug and
stepped back from each other, leaving Olivia feegd and rescue both the
indignant bee and her small daughter whilst Tudjahinto her car.

'l think I've discovered why Tullah is so antagaicisowards Saul,’ Olivia
commented to Caspar over dinner several hours HEileah had left.

'Mmm... You mean theris a reason and it isn't just that she's a woman of
incomparable taste and good sense who couldn'tiulprefer me?' Caspar
joked.

'‘No, I'm afraid | cornered the market in that parar brand of good taste
and sense,’ Olivia informed him gravely, trying tmgiggle.

'Oh well, go on, then. What deeply traumatic reaties behind her
aversion?'



It isn't funny, Caspar,' Olivia warned him. 'Aa# it isn't when you know
about Tullah's background. Her parents divorcednie was in her teens,
and very shortly after that an older man...a farfrignd, in fact, on whom

she'd got a massive crush, instead of realising &t she was really
looking for was a father substitute, someone tatther gently and give her
the nonsexual love her father had deprived hedetjded instead to use
Tullah's innocence and naivety to boost his owgdiag ego.

'She was only sixteen at the time and she belibeddved her. He told her
that his marriage was over, the usual kind of thamgl of course, she fell for
it and she now seems to have jumped to the totalyg conclusion that
Saul is doing exactly the same thing to Louiseh@srhan did to her.'

'‘Ahh...I'm beginning to see daylight. You put hight, of course,’ Caspar
commented as he helped himself to a second heffhipgdding.

'‘No...Amelia tried her latest bee-catching trickdoe | could and then by the
time I'd rescued the bee and calmed Amelia dowmagtoo late. Tullah had
left. Do you really think you should eat that?' sh&ked her husband
conversationally. 'All that cream will be loadedhvecholesterol, and you—'

'l need the energy,' Caspar told her. 'Or havegy@minged your mind about
enlivening our incipient beekeeper's life witht#di bit of sibling rivalry?'

‘Not at all,’ Olivia responded, adding provocatyyébut if we're going to do
that, | can think of far better uses to put thaton to....'

'Such as?' Caspar invited.

'l thought you weren't going to make it," Olivianmmented warmly to Saul
as he and the children joined them in the depastiouenge.

The whole family had gathered to wave Ruth and Guoérior their regular
biannual visit to the States.

After fifty years apart with each believing the etthad betrayed their love,
they were now happily reunited, and in keeping \lith spirit of the mock
prenuptial agreement both of them constantly tetdsedther with, they had



fallen into a pleasant routine of spending threentm® in Haslewich
followed by three months in Grant's home town imiNEngland.

It was Bobbie, Ruth's American granddaughter amccbesin Luke's wife,

who would miss them the most, Olivia acknowleddeat. this trip a very

special concession was being made for Joss, Jodeanty's younger son
who had always been especially close to Ruth, vagether with Jack,

Olivia's own brother, was being allowed to go witle older couple and
spend some time with the New England side of thelja

'Mmm...I was afraid we wouldn't make it,"” Saul @sged after he had
hugged Ruth warmly and shaken Grant by the hawteR had another bad
night.'

'Oh dear, is he...?"

'He's fine now,' Saul assured her, anticipatingdusstion and nodding in
the direction of his three children who were huddlea small group with
all the younger members of the family, includingsland Jack.

'What with Robert's sickness and Meg's nightmayes, can't be getting
much sleep,’ Olivia sympathised.

'‘Nowhere near enough,” Saul agreed ruefully, ‘astdust because of the
kids.'

But when Olivia looked questioningly at him he slynphook his head.
There was no way he was going to enlighten everesamas close to him
as Olivia about the fact that his sleep had beakédor not just by the
children but far more disturbingly by dreams abbat weekend guest,
dreams of such intense sensuality and sexualittyitf@e hadn't been a
mature man in his thirties he would have blushezl/en have recalled them.

'Oh, Gramps...I so wish | was going with you,' Bieblvailed, hugging her
grandfather tightly as the notice flashed up to gt their plane was
boarding.



‘Thanks a lot," Luke, her husband, teased her liyefaoking round for
someone to hand their baby daughter to whilst hefaded his wife.

'Here, let me take her," Saul offered, deftly tgkihe child from him and
expertly settling her comfortably against his skleulas his own Meg sidled
up to him and slipped her small hand into his.

'‘Can | have a look at Francesca?' she asked hishd@studied the sleeping
baby, Meg informed him chattily, 'My friend Grace school, well, her
mummy's going to have a baby. Will we ever havew baby, Daddy?' she
asked him, crinkling her forehead.

'‘Don't be stupid, Meg. Only mummies can have badmneswe...'

Saul grimaced to himself as Robert overheard ttwiversation and spoke
scornfully to his younger sister.

'I'm not stupid,” Meg responded heatedly, ‘am &’

Jemima, his elder daughter, eyed them both witfadsir. His little Jem,
Saul called her, and in many ways he felt thabtleak-up of their marriage
had been the hardest for her to cope with. At eglid was mature mentally
for her years and just beginning to grasp the qaino&the intricacies of
adult relationships and to know that adults wereimfallible.

He had always felt that she was more her mothkil@ than his, and it had
surprised him to discover how passionately anchsely she had wanted to
return to England and to him.

'‘Our mother won't have any more babies,' she irédrhver siblings sharply.
'She doesn't like children.

Saul caught his breath.
What Jemima had said in essence was the trutlarifilidnotlike children

and she had already informed him that since her mestand did not like
them, either, she had decided to be sterilised.



'‘Something | should have done before | married 'ysloe had told him
starkly and more than a little bitterly when shel lvdformed him that she
wasn't going to contest his having full custodyraf children.

'She loves you,' he told the three of them noviheg watched him. And how
could it not be true? Hillary might néke children but surely she must love
her own. What mother could not do?

At eight, seven and five, their three had, he astkbeen conceived too
closely together for a woman who was not partidylanaternal. He
accepted, too, that the larger part of the respditgifor them in their early
years, especially Jemima and Robert, had falleHibbary.

With Meg it had been different; their last-ditchtespt to rescue their
marriage and cement it together with Meg's conoepthad been a
sanity-threatening mistake and grossly unfair tgMerself.

Six weeks after her birth, he had arrived homeaftegnoon, prompted by
heaven alone knew what paternal sixth sense, daHiliary on the point of
leaving for America—without the children and with@apparently having
any intention of telling him what she was doing.

Later that day, having failed to persuade Hillarghange her mind, he had
gone to pick the children up from the child-minded had promised them
mentally then that even if he might have faileddsisband and a lover, he
would not fail them as a father...a parent....

'When is Louise coming to see us again?' Meg dsitexdwhen they were on
their way home. 'l like her.'

'She doesn't like you," Jemima sniffed disparagiri§he only comes round
to see Dad, really.’

‘Jem..."' Saul warned her, glancing in the rear-yrawror to give her a stern
look whilst he monitored Meg's quivering bottom lip

They were just so vulnerable...all of them in tltkiferent ways. Meg with
her fear of the dark, clinging to him, Rob who tgbtuthat boys shouldn't



cry and who made himself sick instead, and Jem,..brave, cynical
Jemima who wrung his heart with her studied andsohheartachingly
fragile defence of contemptuous disdain mixed \aitger.

Listening to Tullah on Saturday night had remintied of Jemima.
Tullah...

Don't start that, he warned himself. You've gotugioproblems without
going looking for any more.

'It's amazing to think Louise and Katie's first y@a college will be over
soon,' Jenny reflected to Jon as they drove hoome $eeing Ruth and Grant
off.

'l know," Jon replied.

'l was hoping that now Louise is at university dretart to grow out of this
crush she's got on Saul. He's been so good aho&hé worries me
sometimes, Jon. She's so headstrong and so simgied

‘Tell me about it," Jon returned dryly. 'She's @gkion all right, through and
through.’

'I'm afraid she's going to have a hard life ahddueo if she doesn't learn to
bend a little," Jenny sighed. 'It's hard to belitheg she and Katie are twins.
At times they're so different temperamentally.’

‘Not so hard, surely," Jon commented. 'Look at ®awvid me."'

Jenny glanced at her husband. After all these yaradsall that David had
done, Jon still put his twin ahead of himself ewdren he spoke about him.

'Do you think we'll ever hear from him again?' Siesl, referring to the fact
that while recovering from a severe heart attaacksJbrother and Olivia's
father had simply walked out of their lives withauty explanation. That



was over three years ago now and they still hdd@dtd anything definite
from him.

'Who knows? For Dad's sake, | wish and hope wéldavon't admit it, you

know how stubborn the old man is, but I think hepgcts that it wasn't just
the pressure of Tiggy's illness that made Davigide&@Ve can't risk telling

him the whole truth, of course, but he's changedesDavid left. He's still as
stubborn as he always was, but now it's as though dlinging to that

stubbornness like a crutch he needs to supportetingh instead of using

it like a stick to beat the rest of us.’

Jenny laughed.
'‘Benis getting older,' she reminded her husband.
'‘Aren't we all," Jon retorted feelingly.

'What are we going to do about Louise?' Jenny mdddm. 'The last time
she was home she made a positive nuisance of hesgielSaul, inviting
herself to go and stay with Hugh and Ann like @ad then... And now with
Saul living so close, it's going to be even worse.'

'She'syourdaughter,’ Jon told her tongue-in-cheek, addingkavirtuously,
‘and it's a mother's duty.’

'She'syour daughter, as well," Jenny lost no time in retal@tconcluding
triumphantly, 'and as you've just said yourselie sh quite definitely a
Crighton. All joking aside, Jon, we're going to kaw do something... say
something. If it was Katie, for instance, she'ditified at the thought of
anyone knowing how she felt, but on the other hemelwould never pursue
anyone the way Louise is pursuing Saul.'

Jon nodded his agreement. 'It's a pity Ruth's gtonige away while she's
home. She's very good at that sort of thing. Ofseuthe best thing would
be for Saul to find himself someone else...get irrdragain.’

'Saul marry again?' Jenny frowned. 'Do you thinkvoealld? It hit him very
hard when he and Hillary broke up. | remember heiting me at the time



that he felt as though he had failed. Not jusefhiHillary and himself and
the children, but his parents, the family, his upging and his
beliefs...everything. He as good as said that dwenwing he didn't love
Hillary any more he'd have been prepared to coatimith the marriage for
the sake of the children.

'What did you think of Olivia's weekend guest, bg tvay,' Jenny asked her
husband in amusement. 'She was very anti Saul, v&E?"’

'Was she?' Jon asked, a fatuous semi-glazed express/eloping his face.
'l didn't pay much attention to what skaid,” he admitted, grinning at
Jenny.

'It's just as well you're the one driving this tdenny warned him, 'otherwise
I'd be tempted to push you odthyis it that when a man sees a more than
averagely pretty girl he immediately forgets thdte's also a fully
functioning, intelligent and equal human being?"

'l didn't forget,” Jon protested in a mock-injurxhe. 'Obviously she's
intelligent...and very highly qualified, but you'vgot to admit that
she's...well, she's...’

'Sexy," Jenny suggested with dangerous sweetness.

'Sexy." Jon rolled his eyes. 'That's like descglime Grand Canyon as a
valley. She's—'

'Stop drooling, Jon," Jenny advised. 'It makeslgol senile. Mind you,' she
added fair-mindedly, 'l have to say that she caoness very much to me as
a woman's woman. Hardly the type to flirt or make of her, er, assets.'

'No, she was a bit on the serious side. StillntMn Haslewich will probably
help her to ease down a gear or two. By the waynvare Max and
Madeleine next due to visit?' he asked.

Jenny gave him a shrewd look.



Max, their elder son, was a fast-track barristethva prestigious set of
London chambers. He was also the epitome of hieubavid with most of
his faults and several more of his own thrown iddAo that the fact that he
was a handsome and highly sexed young man maaiadvery sweet but
rather plain young woman whose sole claim on Hisctibns was the fact
that she was the daughter of a prominent High Jadge with a Law Lord
for a grandfather.

Include in the recipe the highly volatile ingred®f a young baby, whom
Max made no secret of not having wanted, and skwech and
well-connected female clients whom, if the gosdipyt had heard was
correct, he had been equally open about not onlgting but actually
havingand it was no wonder that Jenny should feel hartlstart to sink at
the thought of Max coming into contact with Tullah.

He would lay siege to her, of course, because guitely he was that kind
of man, but thankfully Tullah had not struck hettlae kind of woman who
would come anywhere near being tempted to respond.

As he heard her sigh, Jon looked at his wife witliakle in his eyes. 'Well,
it certainly isnt from me thayour son andyour daughter get their
high-octane sex drives,' he told her virtuously.

Jenny's mouth had started to form a round O ofttablbefore she realised
he was teasing her, but once she did she simplgdai him and said softly,
'‘Oh no? What about last night, then?'

'What about it?" Jon asked innocently, but he washing slightly and
Jenny shook her head as she reminded him, 'l wiasntne who had to lie
to Joss and Jack that | needed an extra hour inbbeduse I'd got a
headache.'

‘No. But you still came up with me,' he reminded. he

‘That was my duty as your wife," she retaliatechify. 'After all, a man of
your age...a headache could be...could be...’



'‘An excuse to get my wife into bed so that | coodke love to her," Jon
suggested softly, adding, 'Welbnight we won'tneedan excuse, will we?
We've got the house to ourselves.'

"Twicein one week,' Jenny mock protested.

'What do you mean, twice in one week,' Jon grovdack. 'We went past
that last night!

'Well, that's the last of them.’ Sitting back om heels, Tullah smiled as she
looked across the neatly stacked boxes at her méitmanks for coming to
help me.' She shook her head as she added ruéfuliyl no idea | owned so
much stuff.'

'Well, you can't get to nearly thirty without acculiating some possessions,
her mother responded.

Tullah gave her a wry look. "You're just sorry thdbn't happen to number a
husband and a couple of children amongst mindaisit?' she teased.

Despite the break-up of her first marriage aftelidh’s father had left her
for his secretary, Jean had remained incurably nbicyanarrying a second
time when Tullah was in her early twenties aftararlwind courtship with
a man she had met whilst on holiday.

Tullah liked her stepfather, who adored and dotether mother. He was a
kind, gentle man whose first wife had died ten gelagfore he and her
mother had met, and was nothing like her father.

It isn't that | wish you were married, darlinggah told her now. 'It's just...
well, 1 can't help feeling if your father and | étddivorced and if that
dreadful man hadn't—'

‘The divorce wasn't your fault,” Tullah remindedr,hiand, as for that
dreadful man... | should have realised what héyreads instead of being so
gullible.'



'Darling, you were sixteen,' her mother protestgtlll, perhaps now you're
moving out of London you might meet someone nice.'

'l doubt it. Haslewich is Crighton territory anddging by the—"

'‘Crighton territory?' Jean looked puzzled.Tullaluglaed. 'Sorry," she
apologised. 'Just my little joke. Olivia Crightoa she was then, whom |
used to work with, lives in Haslewich. Her familgroe from the area.’

'Olivia...oh yes, you went to her wedding.'

'‘And her daughter's christening. She invited mst&y with her last month
when | went to Haslewich to meet the relocatiomage

After getting to her feet, Tullah went into the shk@chen of her soon-to-be
ex-flat and started to fill the kettle.

'Oh? You don't sound as though you enjoyed it. Dithe two of you get
on?'

'Oh, we got on. It's just that Olivia has this dousof a sort. There are so
many of them, I'm not quite sure how Saul slots place.’

Her mother came to join her in the kitchen. 'Deéaiffme, darling, if that's
coffee you're making,' she instructed. 'Bditois Saul?'

Tullah hid a small smile. Her mother was, if notb#e, certainly
disarmingly difficult to sidetrack.

‘Saul is...Saul,’ she told her uninformatively, pog the boiling water into
the coffee mugs. As she handed one to her motheradded quietly, 'He's
another Ralph...only worse."'

Tullah paused and frowned before taking a sip oth&ee, then explained
the situation.



'He's got children of his own, three of them, twdsgand a boy," Tullah
eventually finished by saying. 'So you'd think gsmeent he'd understand at
least some of what Jenny and Jon must be feeling.'

'What's he like? Is he good-looking?'

Tullah studied her mother warily. Sometimes, evew,nJean's astuteness
still had the power to surprise her. Maternal mdtior simply a personality
trait? Tullah wasn't sure. She only knew that st fiever been more glad
of anything than when her mother had told her geththt she had guessed
what was going on with Ralph and had invited Tutiakell her all about it.

The pain of discovering that she had been cheatéwt-she was not loved
by Ralph—might have faded long ago along with hem cadolescent
feelings for him, but the humiliation, the anguitie guilt she had suffered,
were still there even if time had tempered themesshat. To know that her
mother understood, that she wasn't rejecting het, she believed in her,
had been the only saving grace of the whole squsoée.

'Mmm...I suppose so,' she confirmed noncommittalbyv, but she still
couldn't quite meet her mother's eyes and hadrtodway to pretend to
study the kitchen tiles to avoid looking direcdyhat as she added, 'If you
like the type, and personally | don't. Anyway," sieacluded defensively, 'l
think it's very shallow to be attracted to a man@y because of the way he
looks.’

'Oh, very," her mother agreed seriously and theiespit all by starting to
giggle.

'‘Mother," Tullah reproved, but she couldn't helplisigp herself.
'Well, you areright," Jean conceded when they had both stoeghing.
'‘A handsome face and even a good body aren't waautth unless they are

backed up by-'

'A good brain,’ Tullah interposed sternly.



'‘Well...a kind heart at least,” her mother conalirtBut...is he sexy?' she
asked mischievously.

'Sexy..." Tullah tried to look reproving but faildter eyes gleaming with the
same amusement that lightened her mother's.

All three of them, her sister included, sharedrtre gift of a similar sense
of fun and light-heartedness, linking them in a \itzgt had excluded their
far less good- humoured father.

'Well, hehasgot three children,’ she told her mother mock-oamtly.
‘That doesn't prove anything. Anyone can—'

'Yes, all right. He's sexy," Tullah affirmed anénlifell silent, astonished not
just by her admission but even more by her preWossppressed and
intensely feminine recognition of something thatahyone else, she would
have sworn she had never even noticed.

'So...he's good-looking, he's sexy...and he'shgeetchildren. Tell me again
what's wrong with him," her mother said, havindseit these assets off on
her fingers.

'He's divorced...he's...he's another Ralph andtldon't like him," Tullah
supplied for her.

'Mmm...well, does Olivia have armpthermale cousins?
‘Mother!" Tullah warned.

‘All right," Jean accepted placidly. 'But you cdntétme me for trying. I'm not
getting any younger. | want to enjoy my grandclatdand— All right, all
right... now which of these boxes do you want usttoe for you and which
are you taking with you?'

'I'm going to have to leave most of this stuff wyibu for the time being,’
Tullah told her. 'Until the cottage has been rewiesnd replumbed, I'm
virtually going to be living in one room.’



Once she had got over the shock of having her tdfehe cottage accepted,
what had stunned her even more was the thrill otement and anticipation
she had felt at knowing that it was going to besh&n urban career girl up
until now, her flat had simply been somewhere ¢éegland eat. The thought
of ever wanting some place she could call a 'hérae'been a totally alien
concept, but now she was guiltily conscious ofglessy magazines tucked
carefully away out of sight and the brochures feagugleaming, richly
enamelled traditional farmhouse ovens that shetddaeh to pouring avidly
over ever since she had fallen in love with Olsaarm burgundy Aga.

She had also fallen equally deeply in love withvals two-year-old
daughter, she reminded herself waspishly, buthdn't sent her dashing
out to stare covetously through the windows of bafyipment shops or
to...

Her mother smiled. 'Lucinda is convinced that Staffis starting to smile
properly.'

Tullah stared at her motheHow did she do it? She was sometimes
convinced that her mother was a close relatiorvtbige witch. Jushowdid
she manage to so unerringly pick up on her own wéithought? Carefully
she scrutinised her mother's face. No sign of anig ¢here, but why choose
that particular moment to mention her sister's new baby

'He isn't old enough to smile properly yet," shiented promptly and then
cursed herself under her breath as she caught d#rers jaw dropping.

‘Livvy happened to mention that babies didn't sipitgoerly until they were

at least six weeks old,' she told her defensivehd Stafford is only ten days
old.’

"You smiled from the day you were born," her motbét her serenely.
Tullah gave her a withering look.

'Saul..." her mother mused. 'lt's such a strongyqaeful name for a man,
isn't it? Sort of dependable... reliable...’



'‘Good father material, you mean,' Tullah returneith w&cid sweetness. 'I'll
bet his three children think so,' she added hatlgen they're being packed
off back to their mother just as soon as he carrrigadf them. It beats me
why men like him are always so determined to hangootheir custody

rights. Well, it doesn't, of course. Most of theei they do it just to upset
their ex-wives.'

"Tullah," her mother protested, 'you don't know."'

'l know that he couldn't even give up a few howvayafrom a family dinner
party to be with them,’ Tullah told her fiercelgnd that's enough for me.’

'It's just as well you decided to go into industimgr mother opined. 'If you'd
ever made it on to the Benchyou'd quite definiteyve been called the
hanging judge.’

'Yes, and guess what I'd like to see men like tnd Srightons of this world
hang by," Tullah retorted sweetly.



CHAPTER FOUR
'‘And now [I'll take you upstairs to introduce youdur new boss.'

'‘New boss?' Tullah queried as she started to foltevcolleague who had
been showing her round her new work area.

'Yes, there's been a bit of a reshuffle. Neil Rifidciwho used to head the
department, has been transferred to New York an@lace has been taken
by the ex- deputy head of our international sect®aul Crighton. You'll
like him. It's a bit of a sideways move for Sault he's a single father with
three young children to look after. Our Europeaarapon isn't quite so far
from home as the States if he was needed in angemey.'

‘Saul Crighton..." Tullah couldn't help repeatisghe ignored the latter part
of Barbara's speech.

'Yes,' the other woman responded, pausing as sisseaat the button for the
lift. 'Is there something wrong?'

'No," Tullah assured her untruthfully.

Saul Crighton was her new boss. Had he known ight ®@livia had invited
him to dinner, and if he had known, why hadn't iel something to her?

Why... because he wésatkind of man, that's why, Tullah fumed as the lift
bell pinged and the door opened to admit them. Bslaeingthat kind of
man he would have enjoyed listening to her digdieg own professional
grave.

Well, department head or not, it was ttempanywho was employing her
and not him personally. The company who was emptpytihemboth. But
her self- reassurances had a decidedly hollow fimgah admitted as she
recalled the grim look she had seen on Saul's &scbe overheard her
criticisms of him.



Well, it was too late to do anything about that nbwt despite her straight
back and determinedly lifted chin, her legs feltidedly weak and unsteady
as she followed her new colleague out of the hft down the corridor with
the door at the end of it marked 'Saul CrightomgEtor'.

Director. Tullah swallowed. Olivia hadn't said amyig to her about Saul's
being elected to the Board.

Barbara knocked briefly on the door and then open&he led Tullah into
a surprisingly comfortable rather than an opulerfilynished office
occupied by a smiling middle-aged woman who gred#tedh both warmly
and introduced herself as Saul's secretary, Marsha.

'He isn't here at the moment,' she informed Tulladt, if you'd like to wait
he shouldn't be too long.’

He wasn't. Tullah had barely read more than a eapbparagraphs of an
article on the front page of that dafmancial Timeswvhen the outer door
opened and Saul came in dressed not, as she hadtexpin a formal
business suit but in a pair of snug-fittirextremelysnug- fitting jeans, she
noticed as he walked past her, and a soft whiterahirt with the sleeves
rolled back and open at the throat, his hair dygiotusled as though he had
just run rather walked in a leisurely top-executivenner from his car to the
building.

Tullah," he greeted her with a smile, extendirghand towards her as she
stood up and reluctantly faced him. 'I'm sorry yethad to wait. A small
crisis at home.'

'One of the children?' his secretary sympathiseterstandingly.

Saul gave her a rueful look. 'In one sense yes. |aiest addition to the
household somehow or other arranged to get hodddidk | hadn't filed.'

'Oh dear...'

'Oh dear indeed,’ Saul agreed dryly, explaininglaiah's benefit, 'l rather
misguidedly promised the children a dog. I'd fotgotwhat sharp teeth



young puppies have and how much looking after tiemd. This one is still
missing his mother and he's very determined tadeatll know about it. He
cries all night, every night.'

You'll have to wrap a ticking clock in his blankefullah informed him
without thinking. He looked quizzically at her amdgked, 'Why, what
purpose does that serve? Intelligent though aniraeds | doubt that a
ticking clock is going to remind this particularegimen that he ought to be
asleep.’

'Maybe not," Tullah concurred coolly, 'buttll remind him of the comfort
of feeling and hearing his mother's heartbeat.'

'‘Ah...yes...of course.' Saul's mouth curled uphslygat the edges.

She had been wrong when she told her mother hgeaslooking, Tullah
acknowledged. This man was more than merely gookitig, he was...

He was another Ralph, she reminded herself stemnlylivorce who
apparently had thought nothing of breaking his rage vows by getting
involved with Olivia and, even worse, encouragirayise.

"That is an excellent idea. I'll have to try tortightherwise—'

'It can't be easy,' Marsha interrupted him witmales 'He'll be keeping the
children awake as well as you.'

'Well, yes...he would have been..." Saul pausedyamd her a shamefaced
look. 'l gave in last night and let him come upstavith me. | think you
could be right about the alarm clock," he told &kll'l woke up this morning
to find that he'd managed to scramble on to thedmeldmade himself very
comfortable, thank you, tucked up on top of the bext to me. That will
certainly have to stop. I've only just been ablgp#rsuade Meg that the
proper place to sleep is in her own bedroom.’

The sympathy Tullah had weak-mindedly been feelarchim evaporated
as she decided grimly that the reason he didn't tiardaughter in his room



was probably because he had someone rather oldevitima very different
purpose in mind to share it with.

What waswrong with her, she chided herself mentally, going alft &ind
gooey just because of the sentimental images hectagired up in her
mind— memories of her own dog at home and the \waysould illicitly let
her into her room despite being forbidden to do so.

''ve just about got time to shower and changereefoy meeting with Paul
and then I'll go over those notes this afternodored fly out to Brussels.'

'l make you some coffee," his secretary annodndeistling out from
behind her desk.

'Please,’ Saul agreed, giving Marsha a smile ttzatenTullah’'s mouth curl
contemptuously and her toes curl in a very differeaction altogetheWhy
was it that her body so ridiculously and stubbomelfiused to acknowledge
what her brain was trying to tell it? she wondeceassly as she felt her
body's reaction to Saul's proximity jolt right thigh her.

She could even smell him, she decided distastefblly it wasn't really
distaste at all that motivated her to take a segklrom him, and the scent
she could smell clinging to his skin wasn't unpégasfar from it. In fact...
She swallowed hard, turning her head away justakensure she was out of
range of that irritating, subtle, havoc-wreakingrid of maleness that was
having such an unwanted effect on her senses.

'We've got a very good team here on our Europedndi things, Tullah,’
Saul told her, 'and | very much hope that youjbgibeing a part of it.’

A welcome or warning? Tullah wondered once he haddad his head
briefly in dismissal of her and stridden by heoihis own private office. He
had left the door open, though, and as she walkstlipshe couldn't resist
the impulse to glance towards it—and then wishedhsun't.

En routeto what was obviously his private bathroom, he tiadarded his
shirt, pausing only to open a concealed wardrolikeroffice's panelling to
reveal the white shirts and formal suits she haeted to see him wearing.



The muscles in his back flexed as he reached tgmtove fresh clothes. His
skin had a warm, even tan and she caught herselfleving just how far
below the waistband of his trousers it actually tydren stopped, aghast by
the direction her thoughts were taking and equatilycked by the way she
was standing gawping. But that was nothing to wéte felt as Saul
unexpectedly turned round and looked at her asgthdie had been aware
that she was still standing there. His expressiaa unreadable whilst she
knew shamingly that hers was #&bo readable as she started to colour up
hotly and had to turn and walk quickly towards tteor in an effort to
escape both his scrutiny of her and her own em&sarant.

'Oh no.'

'‘Something wrong?' Tullah asked Barbara sympatibti@as the young
woman suddenly let out an agonised wail of dismay.

"You could say that," she confirmed ruefully. 'liyet a dentist's appointment
in half an hour, which I'll just about make if lale now, and I've just
realised that the report Saul asked me to let fawe liy four is still here on

my desk. | thought I'd taken it up with the otherfshe wanted.' She gave
Tullah a pleading look. "You wouldn't take it up foe, would you? It's just

if | don't leave now | know I'm going to be latedamy dentist has a bit of a
thing about punctuality. I've already missed myt &g appointments. |

daren't miss another.'How could she refuse? Tu#daknowledged to

herself.

"You're an angel and | promise I'll return the favwith interest,' Barbara
told her fervently, pulling on her jacket and reiaghfor her bag as she did
SO.

Once she had gone, Tullah eyed the report she éfadoéhind with
disfavour. So far she had not had to have too neacihact with Saul and
that was the way she wanted to keep it.



She picked up the report and headed for the carntlah any luck he might
not be in his office anyway. And if he was... If\Was, all she had to do was
hand him the report and leave.

As she walked towards Saul's office, the air- coowing in the corridor
made her shiver slightly and regret that she hadaken the time to slip her
suit jacket on over her thin silk blouse.

His secretary's office door was open, but thereneesign of her at her desk
and no sign, either, of Saul in the room that laydmd it, Tullah noted in
relief as she glanced warily through the open door.

Quickly she stepped inside the room and headedylstréor Saul's desk,
fully intending to simply place the file on it atehve again, but as she did
SO, a press cutting covering an interesting casehstd been following
through the European courts caught her eye andigbenatically paused to
read it. If won, the case would set an importamt peecedent in the field of
international law and Tullah was so engrossed iatwhe was reading that
even when, out of the corner of her eye, she sandtor opposite her
opening, she didn't really register what was hapweuontil she saw Saul
emerge and realised from his still dampened, veayly totally naked state,
apart from the towel he had wrapped around his, liiyad he had come out
of his private bathroom.

His sharp Tullah, what are you doing here?' foldvioy the frowning look
he gave her, did nothing to help the colour burtiagface to subside.

Hastily she tried to look away, to look anywher¢ &uhim—at a body that
she now was very well aware was far too boldly mkse to be openly
paraded in front of her in the way that he was goite must be preparing to
go out for the evening. It was most unfortunate #ee had caught him, a
second time, in a state of undress. And it galkdelven more to realise that
of the two of thenshewas the one who felt uncomfortable and embarrassec
whilst he...

'l...I was just leaving," she announced hurriesigrting to move away from
the desk.



‘No, you weren't,” Saul returned promptly.

Tullah tensed as he walked towards her, looking pas to his desk,
obviously wanting to see what had captured hentdte.

'Ah, the Epsberg case,' he declared. 'Have you fodlewing it?'
'Er, yes...l have," Tullah affirmed.

Why in heaven's name didn't he go and put somkedain? Didn't hkenow,
realise..? She swallowed hard, transfixed to the spot bytvehea later
firmly assured herself had been total astonishraedt not some kind of
weak-kneed and very dangerous female responseetcsitht of that
dark-haired, damp and very strong forearm reacpasg her to pick up the
piece she had just been reading.

'Mmm...so what's your opinion of how the final vietds likely to go?’
'Er, I...!

No wonder he was frowning at her like that. She Wwabaving like a
complete idiot, Tullah recognised furiously. Had thanno sense of...of...?
How on earth did he keep his body so superbly nedsahd fit? He wasn't
some young athlete in his early twenties after all.

To her consternation, she suddenly heard him sagfity as though he had
read her mind, 'Football, with the children.’

'Football?'

Somehow or other, despite her glowing face, Tuliaénaged to make
herself look him straight in the eye.

'Really," she began, fully intending to give hire #ind of verbal put-down
she knew she needed to hear, even if he didn'th&#hé¢o find some way of
reasserting herself and disabusing him of any demight have that she as
a woman might be in any way aware of or arousegify.by him...because,
of course, she wasn't. Not at all...not in thetleas



But before she could finish what she had been atoosdy, Saul continued
affably, extending his arm towards her as he pditdehe fading bruise she
had not even noticed. 'I'm afraid so. | wasn't eoi@ting properly and Meg
missed the ball and kicked me instead.’

Tullah closed her eyes.

He thought she had been looking at Hisuisé Thank God he had
inadvertently given her that piece of informatioeforeshe had said what
she had been planning to say. She gave a smadinfieshiver of relief.

‘The air-conditioning in heris a bit keen, isn't it?' Saul commented.

'Perhapgyoumight find the temperature a little bit more haaple if you put
some clothes on,’ Tullah snapped back at him.

'Perhaps,’ Saul agreed gravely. 'But it wasn't fhyseas referring to.You
shivered,' he added when Tullah frowned uncompingty.

'I'm not cold,’ Tullah denied curtly.

'‘No?'

The thoughtful and very thorough look Saul wasmgviher body made her
tense warily and automatically follow his glancewtvards and then stop

in furious chagrin as she realised the reasonifocdmment.

Beneath her fine silk shirt and despite the faat she was wearing a bra, the
protruding outline of her nipples was quite cleatisible.

The temptation to cross her arms protectively dwaarchest to conceal it
from him was one she only just managed to ressieThim have the last
word and admit defeat galled her intensely but vethsg could she do?

Tell him again that she wasn't cold, that the tw#ts... The truth was what?



That for some unimaginable reason her bdust body, had taken the
decision to sexually respond to him as a man withgiuing her the
opportunity to object cerebrally or emotionallyit®decision to do so.

And why? She didn't even like the man, never mindiastily Tullah fixed
her gaze on the safe and Saul-empty space by thretddis secretary's
office and started determinedly to walk toward$iger mouth had gone dry
and her heart was beating in an idiotic and ridiasly Victorian, fluttery
feminine fashion.

What on earth was the matter with her? she askaelfiecornfully once she
had gained the relative security of the secretarffise, firmly closing the
connecting door behind her as she did so. Theweases gone when the sight
of a man's shower-damp, naked torso had the effestaking a woman
weak at the knees.

Weren't they?



CHAPTER FIVE

"You can forget the gym. This is far more taxinpyjllah huffed as she
stroked the last brush of paint on to her newlyodaied bedroom ceiling.
She looked down enquiringly to where Olivia wasdiag watching her
and asked, 'What do you think? I've given it twatsanow. Will it need a
third?'

'No, it looks fine. Very good," Olivia assured hputting her head to one
side as she studied the freshly painted bedrooraally do like this sandy
colour," she remarked to Tullah. 'lt's very softl amarm and yet not at all
intrusive.'

'It's from the National Trust approved range oflitianal coloured paints,'
Tullah informed her. 'l was a bit worried that iight be too pale at first, but
| must admit I like it.'

She climbed down the ladder and stood beside hemndfrto study her
handiwork.

'So how's it going, apart from your aching back oes?' Olivia teased as
they made their way downstairs and into the kit¢hemch was still in the
process of being rewired.

'Well, as you can see, it's quite definitely gaigobial,’ Tullah told her drolly
and then spoiled the effect of her mock-seriou$yreyp starting to smile.

As they both looked around the kitchen from whitle triginal drab
sixties-style kitchen units had been removed andist the tangle of wires
and pipes protruding from the holes in the plasdiiia burst out laughing.

Ten minutes later when their shared laughter hédidad and they were
both nursing freshly made mugs of coffee, the glgah and his mate who
had just returned from their lunch break stareith@mn suspiciously as they
both greeted his comment that the kitchen might laok much at the

moment but that it definitely had potential withoéimer fit of giggles.



'‘Come on,' Tullah invited Olivia. 'Let's go backstgirs to my bedroom. It's
about the only place that's habitable at the momastthey stood together
admiring the view from Tullah's bedroom window, shesed, 'Every time |
wonder if my decision to buy this place was broughtby a brainstorm, |
come in here and look out of this window."'

'Mmm...I really do envy you this view. How are ygatting on with your
next-door neighbours, by the way?"

'Very well. They're marvellously kind and helpfikeping an eye on the
builders for me while I'm at work and practicalhsisting that | have dinner
with them in the evening. They're off abroad agdithe end of the month
and I'm going to miss them.’

'So life's treating you well and you're very plehsdath your decision to
move here?'

‘Ninety per cent,’ Tullah agreed, adding mildlyptymight have warned me
that Saul was going to be my new boss.'

'l didn't know, not then,’ Olivia defended hersétie only told us about it the
week after you'd gone. It's a bit of a sideways enfor him, really, but |

understand why he's made it. Now that he's gobdystf the children, it's
only natural that he's going to want to be herdliem.’

'He's gotcustodyof the children?’ Tullah frowned. When Saul'sdtgh had
been mentioned on the morning of her introductiorthe company, she
assumed that they must be staying with him on daenebed visit. 'That's
rather unusual isn't it?' she queried sharply. Wife must—'

'Hillary, his ex-wife, was the one who suggestedat tie have full custody,’
Olivia intervened quietly. 'Ap- parently her newrp@r wasn't prepared to
take on three children who weren't his and he ad @gs told Hillary that she
had to choose them or him.'

'And she chosaim?'



Olivia gave a small shrug. 'She was never the makéype and made no
secret of the fact that she resented having thmedl shildren on her hands."

'Poor little things. How awful for them, knowingathneither their mother
nor their father really wanted them," Tullah coutidmelp sympathising
compassionately.

'Sauldoeswant them,' Olivia corrected her firmly, immedigteBut he also
doesn't want there to be any acrimony between Hiirasd Hillary for the
children's sake.

'He's always held the view that their happinessamdtional well-being are

more important than him and Hillary scoring pointf one another by

fighting over custody. But I've never seen anyos&ct as fast as he did
when he got that phone call from Hillary tellingrhto come and get them
one time the children were staying with her becalmecouldn't cope with

the problems they were causing her any longer.

'l must admit, though, | was a bit surprised whenirsisted that Hillary
should retain virtually open visiting rights, buguppose it does make sense
if you take the long-term view, which typically Saloes.

'He believes there will come a time when the ckidwill want to know
their mother and when, in fact, she may feel shetsvim get closer to them.
He also says that if they continue to visit hewiit take away the mystique
of her being a fairy-tale parent, but at the momahthree of them are
emphatic that they want to be with him. They'rermbto be a bit insecure,
of course, and although he doesn't make an issugeibtan't be easy for
him. Little Meg has the most appalling nightmarf@spbie has a nervous
stomach, and as for Jemima, well, she's always besiightly remote,
watchful child, but | know Saul was very concerradut how withdrawn
she was becoming. That was one of the major reasbp$ie moved here.
He's a wonderful father,' she told Tullah simply.

Tullah gave her a polite smile. Sing Saul's praieesigh she might, Olivia
was not going to persuade her to change her miodtdim. After all, how

good a father was a man, really, when he tried lggennveigle Olivia into

an affair with him whilst he was still married.



'Look, the real reason | came over was to askfypou'd like to have dinner
with us on Saturday,' Olivia announced.

Tullah gave her a suspicious look. 'Saul the savsn't going to be there, is
he?' she enquired waspishly.

‘Nope, he'll be in Brussels on business," Olivisuesd her, ignoring the
sarcasm in her voice. 'His children will be, thoLighey're staying over with
us while he's away. It's only for a couple of ngght

‘They're staying with you. Why doesn't he hire songeto live in? He can
afford it, surely.’

'He can afford it, yes, but what he wants for therto grow up in a proper
extended family environment. That's why he movee lire the first place.
He talked the whole thing over with all of us be&ftwe committed himself to
the move and we all agreed with his decision. Wielmaily, Tullah,’ she
declared firmly, 'and as such we believe in helpomg another out and
being there for one another. That's what famil@s®@h, we may quarrel and
fight but at the end of the day...' She gave alsshake of her head.

'Of course Saul could afford to pay for live-injhand even if he couldn't, if
that was what he thought was best for his childnetd stretch every nerve
and work himself into the ground to make surechbald afford it, but he
doesn't want them to grow up feeling isolated,gifig to him as their sole
parent. He wants them to experience what livinghvio opposite-sex
adults is like, to participate in the natural geved-take of familylife, to see
that adults can quarrel and argue and still wahetwith one another and, of
course, to grow up with the companionship of tieeusins.

'‘Obviously he tries to keep his overseas and ogktriirips as brief as
possible, and generally when he is away, the anldtay either with us or
with Jon and Jenny. When Maddy is up she likesateelthem because she
feels they are company for her Leo and she doesmt him growing up a
spoiled and lonely—'

'Maddy...?" Tullah queried.



'Yes, my cousin Max's wife. They live in London. M& a practising
barrister with one of, if not the most prestigiaeds of London chambers.’
She pulled a wry face. 'He's also not one of mpd@awe people, I'm afraid,
although | shouldn't say that because everyonelsays/ery much like my
father he is. Perhaps that's why in a way... AnyWwshe continued, briskly
catching herself up, 'Max is very definitely thepbgpof Gramps's eye and his
favourite and whenever they come home, they alwtggswith him.'

'‘Doesn't Caspar mind you having Saul's childremyy?' Tullah asked her
curiously.

'‘Caspar? No. Why on earth should he?’
Tullah couldn't quite meet her eyes. 'Well... aftikryou and Saul...'

'Me and Saul nothing,' Olivia exploded, shakinglmead. 'That's the second
time you've brought that up. Look, | admit that wi@aspar and | first got
back together again, hgasa little bit distant with Saul and saw him as
something of a rival. But he soon realised whatrta situation was and
that Saul and I...well, that we'd both reacted ewwmtionally to the
problems we were having to face and the fact thaepyears ago when |
was a teenager, I'd had a mammoth crush on Saudhwie wisely had
largely ignored at the time. Caspar knows now tBaul's and my
relationship was never any threat to my love fon.HWVe'recousins;Tullah,
that's all,' she emphasised, 'and my feelings &ul,3ny love for him, are
that of a cousin. As a matter of fact, he and Qakpae become very close
friends,’ she added with a smile and then demariet, about dinner on
Saturday... ?'

'I'd love to come,’ Tullah accepted.

There was no point in harping on about what sheheaadd at the wedding
about Saul's alleged adultery with Olivia. Oliviawas obvious, genuinely
saw him purely and non-sexually as her cousinvt about Saul? Dide
see Olivia in the same way and what about his sestucf Jon and Jenny's
teenage daughter?



'l saw the most wonderful house the other dayJahutonfided to her friend
ten minutes later as she walked her to her cat.tina | could ever afford
anything like it, not unless | won a fortune on lbieery," she said, laughing.
'It's at the end of this lane." She nodded in ihecton of the track that led
past her own cottage. 'lt's beautiful—an old farog®y all mellow bricks
and old beams with stone-mullioned windows. It'sregot its own small
lake. Have you seen it?'

'Er, yes...itis lovely,' Olivia agreed. 'Actuallyllah...'

'l know." Tullah laughed again. 'Ilt most definitdlgs got potential. And if
the owner just happened to be single and halfweggmtable, | might just be
tempted to make an honest man out of him. Me atfdh®entire female

population of Cheshire into the bargain, no dowdbit¢ added with a rueful
smile, but to her surprise Olivia didn't appeashare her amusement.

Tullah frowned to herself as she watched her frigrde away. She hoped
she hadn't offended or hurt Olivia with her comrmsatiout her relationship
with Saul. She certainly hadn't intended to doasw nor did she want to

pry.

So Saul had full custody of his three children. 8fas still frowning over
the rather different light this cast over her vieivhis personality as she
walked back to the cottage.

* % %

'Hello, I'm Meg. Who are you?'

Tullah, who had gone upstairs on Olivia's institsi to leave her jacket in
Olivia and Caspar's bedroom, paused in some sarfwi®ok down at the
small py- jama-clad figure who had suddenly appareéhe open bedroom
doorway.

'Hello, Meg, I'm Tullah,” she answered. She hadagdniked children and
got on well with them and she had to admit thers s@nething about this
little one that would have touched the hardesdodtshearts.



She had her father's attractive, slightly olivensknd a mop of golden brown
curls allied to hazel eyes with the thickest eymégsand the most endearing
dimples on either side of her mouth.

But along with the curiosity in her eyes, Tullalultbsee a faint shadow of
apprehension, and remembering what Olivia had aagdit the little girl's
nightmares, she crouched down beside her and askedersationally,
‘Shouldn't you be in bed?'

'Well, yes, | should really,” Meg admitted, givihgr a disarming smile as
she explained, 'But Aunt Livvy said that a very@gakfriend of hers was
coming to dinner and | wanted to see you.'

'‘Ah well, now that you have seen me, | think peghwmu ought to go back to
bed, don't you?' Tullah suggested firmly. "Whickilo®m are you sleeping
in?'

‘This one,' Meg told her, slipping her hand intdldhis hand pointing to one
of the other doors leading off the landing. 'Wiblwtuck me up in bed?' she
asked. 'My daddy always does, but he isn't herés kied to go away on
business in a plane. My mummy lives in America,'e shdded
inconsequentiallyWewent on a plane to see her but | didn't likeatndand
Robbie didn't like it, either. We didn't like Palmehat's my mummy's new
daddy,' she explained misleadingly. But Tullahhifte benefit of Olivia's
information about Saul's marriage, knew exactly wdtee meant. Palmer
was, no doubt, the new partner who didn't wantaweehthe children from
Hillary's first marriage living with them.

Tullah found it extremely hard to understand whyvduld, she suspected,
be extremely easy to love the little moppet gazipat her so trustingly as
they walked across the landing together.

When she pushed open the bedroom door Meg hadgtedicTullah realised
that she wasn't the only occupant of the largedmdrwith its four single
beds. The facial features of both the children \ayowatching her silently
bore a distinctive resemblance to Saul, his el@dergtter specifically so,
Tullah decided.



As Tullah guided Meg towards the rumpled bed, whiels obviously hers,
she informed her in a loud whisper, 'That bed tli®fer Amelia when she
gets big enough and then the four of us will bestbgr, but she still has to
sleep in her cot now.'

'She would sleep, you mean, if you didn't keep gamnand waking her up,’
the eldest of the trio grumbled to Meg as she paght in bed and studied
Tullah.

'l don't wake her," Meg defended herself indignanitfjust go and look—"
'‘No, you don't! You were poking her with your fingel saw you.'

'l was just tickling her. She wanted me to.'

'Who are you?' a wary, young male voice asked Mk she straightened
Meg's bed and held back the covers invitingly sd sine could climb in.

'She's Auntie Livvy's special friend,” Meg informéer brother before
Tullah could say anything. ‘My daddy always reasla story when we go to
bed. Will you read us one?' she asked Tullah phegyli her eyes all melting
innocence.

Tullah paused. The other two were still watching imesilence and she
could see a small stack of children's books orb#uside table. Olivia had
already informed her that her other dinner guestsriot yet arrived andthat
there was nothing she could do to help in the kibch

'Well, just a short one," she agreed. "What woold ljke me to read?'

‘This one," Meg announced, diving beneath the beettieve a book Tullah
hadn't noticed.

'Wind in the Willows?'

'Dad reads us a chapter every night when he'sma¢ ho



Tullah turned round from tucking Meg back into Hedsmile at her elder
sister. 'Well, | can't promise to read a whole ¢bgpshe told her. ‘Can you
remember where he got up to?"

'Yes, | can...it's here," she informed Tullah, hogpout of bed to turn the
pages for her.

Jemima stood close to Tullah and she felt thegharpness of her growing
bones and body. Unlike Meg's, her eyes were waltemd wary, her body
slightly tense as though she was already prepaenself for a rebuff.

'You'll have to read slowly,” she advised Tullafieg is too young to
understand all the words yet.'

‘No, I'm not," Meg argued.

'Yes, you are,' Jemima contradicted her flatlyd'Bametimes has to explain
the really big ones even to me," she informed Fulla

'Well, if | read one you don't understand, then youst stop me and [I'll
explain it for you,' Tullah promised gravely, adglirRight, are you ready?"

Ten minutes later much to her own amazement, skewdeeply engrossed
in the story as the three silently listening cheldrMeg was sitting up in her
bed, round- eyed as she clasped the bedclothesdheu, and at some point
in the proceedings, both Robert and Jemima hadcldstbered on to Meg's
bed, where Tullah had fulfilled her adult respoiigibtowards them by
insisting that they were to wrap themselves inrtheilts to protect them
from the cold—not that it was a particularly coidint but still...

When she had reached the end of the chapter, Trdlattantly closed the
book.

'Oh, can't we have some more?' Meg pleaded.

Tullah shook her head. 'I'm afraid not. If | dggotdown soon, Livvy will be
coming upstairs to find out where | am.’



'Uncle James is coming to dinner, as well," Megrmied her. 'He's nice, |
like him. Have you got a daddy?' she asked Tullah.

'Er...!

'She doesn't mean that," Jemima informed her. "8t@atmeans is are you
married? Meg thinks that husbands are daddies.’

'‘Ah...yes, | see." Tullah thanked her gravely. Wb, I'm not married,
Meg.'

'Our mummy and daddy aren't married any more, lsgg? she surprised
Tullah by telling her as she appealed to her gyslifor corroboration of her
statement.

'Mum and Dad are divorced,” Robert agreed stoicaMum lives in
America.'

'Yes, butwelive here with Daddy, don't we?' Meg insisted, &atah could
see the anxiety momentarily shadow all three pdinsatching hazel eyes as
she said it.

'My parents are divorced, too,' she offered gemibnting to reassure them.
'‘And did you live with your daddy?' Meg asked heriausly.

'No, I lived with my mummy, my mother," Tullah eapied.

Several minutes earlier she had heard a car dpvand stop and then the
front door open. Any second now Olivia would be aaognupstairs to see
what she was doing. It was time to bring this cosaton to a close and
remind the children that by rights they ought tarbbed and asleep.

'‘Our mother didn't want us.’

Jemima’s stark, almost cold statement made the $taind up on the back of

Tullah's neck. She could almost feel the tensidwating from the girl's
sharp-boned little body, but as much as she achledld her in her arms and



comfort her, Tullah reminded herself that she vedier all, a stranger to
Saul's children, no matter how much she might emgatwith their
situation.

'‘Sometimes adults have to make choices that dat.seem hurtful,’ she
began instead, carefully searching for the rightdsand yet knowing that
in Saul's wife's place, there was no way...no waallahe would ever, ever
have put her own sexual needs above the emotieealsnof her children.

The bedroom door opened, admitting a strong beartigbt from the
landing and a male figure.

'‘Daddy! Meg shrieked, struggling excitedly oubefd and launching herself
at him.

'What's going on here?' Tullah heard Saul's vasééng mock-sternly as he
caught her up in his arms and by some almost mlegj&ght of hand, or so
it appeared to her, managed at the same timertsféraher to one arm whilst
he held out the other to hold his other two chitdegually close.

‘Tullah was reading us a story," Meg told him.

'Mmm...so | see, and that whser idea, was it?' Saul asked her dryly. 'You
three should be asleep, not badgering Tullah e&oling to you. I'm sorry,’
he apologised to Tullah.

'I'm not," Tullah responded truthfully. 'l enjoyed

She had enjoyed it but now she felt distinctly unémrtable and out of place
and something else, as well. Something she waspaped to acknowledge
or explore. All she knew was that for some reasbeing in this

half-shadowed bedroom with Saul whilst he perchadtlee small bed
surrounded by his children made her feel oddly thieas and quivery
inside, oddly vulnerable and unfamiliarly emotionas though... as
though—

‘There you are.' Olivia's plaintive voice brokeoirthe too heavy silence.
'Dinner is virtually ready.’



'I'll take these three off your hands,' Saul offeteut Olivia shook her head.

‘They might as well stay now and you can have dimn#h us. How come
you're back so soon anyway?' she questioned asfiBaly returned the
children to their rightful beds and tucked themwith a stern paternal
admonition to go to sleep.

'Oh, the meeting was cancelled. It's been resckddsib | decided | might as
well fly home this evening instead of hanging rouBdussels until
tomorrow.'

'‘Come down when you're ready," Olivia advised Hiime got to go and
check on something in the kitchen," she explainedts®e hurried away,
leaving Tullah on her own with the children—and ISau

‘Night-night, Daddy," Meg murmured drowsily, lifgnher head from her
pillow to kiss Saul as he bent over her, and tleelullah's consternation,
she added, 'l want Tullah to kiss me, as well.’

Uncomfortably Tullah edged carefully round Saulhesturned towards
Robert's bed.

‘Night-night, Tullah. Thank you for reading to udég told her lovingly as
Tullah kissed her gently.

She could feel Saul standing behind her, feel Himosat as though their

bodies, their skins, were actually touching. Hecefaflamed at the

treacherous direction her thoughts were taking.thattthey had any reason
to do so, she decided crossly as she followed ®ligck downstairs five

minutes later.

She couldn't even begin to think why her heart saddenly decided it
wanted to audition for a circus act and turn sprdtaly dizzying and
breathtaking somersaults. It was impossible thelh sun unfamiliar reaction
could have been caused by Saul's proximity. Imptssunpalatable and
completely untenable, she decided firmly and thespgd aloud as her foot
missed one of Olivia's uneven stairs and she stéotéll forward.



Instinctively she cried out, but Saul was alreaglsponding to her plight,
quickly reaching out to grasp hold of and virtualying Tullah off her feet
and back against his body as he caught her mid-fall

Shaken and breathless, Tullah could only cling wetkk him as she later
wrathfully berated herself like a sec- ond-rateesd trying for a part in
Gone with the WindOnly she was no dainty, fragile lightweight but a
healthy, modern young woman who prided herself @epikng her
rebelliously feminine curves under control with iterweekly gym
workouts and as many fresh-air walks as she coiildhto her busy
schedule.

But if the strain of supporting hdrpldingher wrapped against his chest, his
body,enfolded in his arms, was imposing any kind ofgatgl strain on him,
Saul certainly wasn't showing it, Tullah acknowledg

Yet, his heartbedtad accelerated a tad, and his muscles had firmedsas h
body tautly braced itself against her weight. Buinf her snugly secure
position against his body with her head tucked gutdiely into the
comfortable space between his shoulder and highatvmight have been
made for her, she could neither see nor feel ameaee of his straining
against her weight.

'l...l...you can put me down now," Tullah startedell Saul in what she had
intended to be a courteous though dismissivehadigbne but what instead
sounded revoltingly coy and horridly breathless.

‘That's just as well because I'm afraid my endwaatd stamina are just
about to give in. They aren't really up to much eyoBaul informed her

dryly.

Feeling mortified, Tullah immediately started tosphuherself away from
him as he carefully set her back down on her owh tewas perhaps unfair
of her to feel that he was being ungallant in ametmg that he found her too
heavy, but she was, after all, a woman and as suify allowed to be a
little illogical if and when she wished.



'I'm sorry if I'm too heavy,' she apologised ingirety once she was back on
the floor and able to take a couple of wary stepsyarom him. She moved
a little bit farther downstairs but this time contrating on where she was
putting her feet and holding on to the stair naiaddition.

'l never said you were too heavy," Saul murmuretido before leaning
forward and almost absently straightening the rdatalar of her top.

Tullah gaped at him, too caught off guard by theamscious intimacy of his
careful, almost paternal touch, the kind of toulel sould so easily imagine
him giving to one of his children, to think to qties his words very deeply.
If he wanted to pretend to backtrack and preteatiib hadn't implied she
was too heavy...

His hand was still resting on her shoulder, higdirnips touching the bare
flesh of her collar-bone.

Upstairs the children had fallen silent, Olivia veiifl in the kitchen and the
other two men in the sitting room. They were cortgdlealone in the still
intimacy of the narrow stairway.

If Saul hadn't meant that she was too heavy, then what exactly hea
meant?

Tullah turned her head towards him, intending t& asd then didn't,
couldn't, as the small action of turning her heigtbdged his hand from her
shoulder, causing it to lodge in the open neckeoftbp.

Tullah froze as she felt the warm, hard imprinBafl's palm and fingertips
against her breast and then frantically tried tib lpack from it.

To her dismay, she could feel the fabric of herdtagsting to give, dragged
down by the combined weight of Saul's hand andowar movement to
expose the upper curve of her breasts. She coaldjuée clearly the sound
of Saul's indrawn breath as he looked down at bdyland she knew that
her angry 'Let go of me' was uttered just thosal w&conds too late. Vital
seconds during which she had said nothisgne nothing, to reject the



presence of Saul's hand against her breast, amdwewse, done nothing to
stop her own sharp pang of physical response to it.

As he removed his hand from Tullah's body, Sauldeoed just what the
hell he thought he was doing. He was an adult, damith surely enough

control over himself to make sure that those badyiray, teeth- gritting,

tantalising mental images he had of Tullah's bsgast her whole body
naked to his touch, to the slow, sensual explanatichis hands and mouth
remained just exactly that.

He hadseenthe look of mingled anger and shock she had gnenas she
stepped back from him just now and he knew pesferedll that the kind of
fantasies he was being tormented with at the momeng most definitely
not ones she would share.

'‘Ah, there you are, you two. | was just coming @oK for you," Olivia
announced, emerging into the hallway below them.

Quickly Tullah hurried down the remaining staircamfortably conscious
of the way her breasts had actually begun to ashta@ugh... As though
what? Not as though she had actually wanted Saauth her, to caress her.

Of course not. What a totally ridiculous thoughtirked her and added to
her existing antipathy towards him that, for whatekeason, his presence
should make her feel so acutely aware of herselfepobody, in such a basic
and sexual way, the ache in her breasts an unctabferreminder of a

reaction to him she would much rather have safsiyjnigsed and forgotten.

'Oh, | don't believe you. You couldn't have dong anch thing," Tullah
protested in between giggles after James had détsdime of the exploits he
and his brother and Chester cousins had got uptteeir shared youth.

'Oh, that was nothing," James said, grinning at'aed if you don't believe
me, ask Saul. He was the one who was detaileckéodiaarge of us during
the long summer holidays.'



'Poor Saul, we all used to drive you mad, didn?v@ivia interposed. 'l can
remember when your parents used to come and st@uednsmead with
Gramps, and the others would come over from Chesigryou'd be put in
charge of us.’

'So can |," Saul agreed feelingly, adding wrylyn ‘surprised | wasn't grey
by the time | was eighteen.’

As she listened to their good-natured teasing & another, Tullah was
conscious of a small sense of envy. Although shehar sister had been
reasonably close and their mother had done hersttitmonake sure that her
divorce from their father didn't affect them toodha Tullah had
experienced the consequences of it very strongéy. stster had been at
university when it happened and Tullah had felywauch on her own, very
alienated, and it was hard not to feel just thtelbit envious of Olivia and
her cousins, of their camaraderie, their senseloinging; of their unity; of
the family history they so clearly shared, of tleeyobvious knowledge that
no matter how often they might quarrel, no matteawtheir differences,
nothing could ever break the bonds of family thaurtd them to one
another.

'l can remember when you taught us to fish," slaech&ames reminiscing to
Saul.

'So can |," Saul agreed grimly, ‘especially thaietiyou ignored me when |
told you to let me take the line and you fell in.'

"You made us all go back to Queensmead and youtweng to dry him off

in front of the Aga when Aunt Ruth came in. Wethtiught she was going
to be cross but she just looked at us and thenJanites to go upstairs and
have a hot bath and get some dry clothes on.’

'‘And then the very next day she took us all swingrand arranged for us to
have life-saving lessons."

'When | think about it, it is a wonder vagdn't turn your hair grey, Saul, or
that you didn't try to drown us all in exasperatianthe very least.'



'‘Don't think | wasn't ever tempted,’ Saul responadigtly.

Tullah couldn't remember when she had enjoyed anirg so much and
she said so to Olivia later when the two of theltaxed over a cup of coffee
whilst the men washed up.

‘James is terrific fun,' she added warmly.

'Yes, heis, isn't he?' Olivia agreed with a satikémile. 'l thought you'd like
him. You must take him up on his offer to show yound the castle at
Chester. It isn't long ago that prisoners weré képt there and it has a
fascinating history.'

'He was telling me that he specialises in medioaimensation claims.'

'Yes, he does. Although you might not guess it flistening to him tonight.
He really is a first-rate prosecutor. Of the twotloém you'd think Luke
would be the one who excelled at that, but Lukealtt prefers to defend,
which reminds me, | must give Bobbie a ring. Sdglag to meet you.'

Tullah looked surprised.

'Her own family background is in the law,' Olivigggained. 'On her father's
side, although he is actually a politician, andBabbie says, much as she
wants to spend these early years at home with Esga¢ she does miss the
faster pace of her old professional life. Jon aatklhoping to persuade her
to join us on a part-time basis in the Haslewiah fpaactice if we can.’

As the men returned from the kitchen, Tullah glahaeher watch and was
shocked to discover how late it was. 'Heavens, $trgo,’ she announced,
finishing her coffee and standing up. 'l hadn'tised it was that time....’

'‘Look, why don't you leave your car here and lehds run you home?"
Olivia suggested as she watched Tullah stifle anyd¥ou could always
come back for it in the morning.’

It was a tempting suggestion, not the least becslusdiad enjoyed James's
company so much over dinner, but just as she wasnva about it, Tullah



happened to catch a glimpse of Saul out of theeraoh her eye. He was
frowning slightly as though he did not find Oligaidea particularly
appealing.

Because he was staying overnight and that woulchiwhan she returned to
collect her car that he would have to see her?

Just what kind of woman did he think she was? Tihé Who just because a
man made the instinctive gesture of preventingfren falling down a
flight of stairs, automatically and stupidly assuirbat his interest in her
was personal and sexual. How ridiculous and howc#ymof the man she
knew him to be. Vanity and self-conceit went ham¢éhand with men of his
type. She should know.

And no, of course she wasn't deliberately windiegsklf up into a state of
defensive antipathy towards Saul. Why should sled t@? She waalready

antipathetic towards him; there was no need for tbefeel she had to
manufacture such a state of mind, or to cling dafesty to it once she had.

'No, there's really no need,’ she assured Jamely fas he started to reiterate
Olivia's offer.

'Pity," he teased, only half-joking as he clas@hdar than shook her hand in
farewell.

To Saul she did very little more than offer the es¢tip of her fingers, her
expression coolly dismissive as she deliberatelpt ks much physical
distance between them as she could, which matehieanore irritating and
ridiculous when, as she settled herself into hefiga minutes later, it was
the hard warmth of Saul's body against hers as$wied her from her near
mishap her body remembered—that and the sensewfityeand pleasure
that had gone with it and with being so close ta.hi



CHAPTER SIX

Yuck... When autumn came she must remember tooget@ne in to prune

the pretty sycamore tree that had been in fullinl@b the side of the cottage
when she first saw it, but that had also filledher gutters with dead leaves
over the years. That was why she was perchingmoftthe ladder she had
gone out and bought for herself earlier that magrior the specific purpose

of cleaning her gutters of leaves so that the ratewwould keep off the

cottage's exterior walls.

Dressed in a pair of jeans and a T-shirt plus agiaieavy-duty protective
gloves, she had climbed the ladder initially witme trepidation but had
quickly discovered that so long as she refrainedhfmoving too quickly
and looking down, her self-imposed task kept herliosy to worry about
being so far off the ground.

'‘Aha! Gotcha!" she exclaimed with relish as shealisred a particularly
thick clump of leaves and debris blocking the fuitith of the gutter. No
wonder there were traces of damp on the spare bednall.

Happily engaged in her task, Tullah was only vaguekare of the car
coming up the lane and even when she heard isstegimply assumed that
whoever was driving it was calling on her next-donerghbours.

It wasn't until she heard little Meg's familiar geithat she realised she was
wrong.

Assuming that Olivia must have decided to call endnd bring the children
with her, she called out cheerfully, 'Hang on, kmming down," and
proceeded to back carefully down the ladder.

'‘Daddy, Daddy, come and look at Tullah!

Daddy!

Saulwas with the children!



Immediately Tullah swung round to look and thenhew she hadn't. If she
was honest, she had never felt particularly corafdet with heights or
ladders and it was only her strong-minded detertiindo be independent
that had enabled her to get up this ladder in itts¢ fplace. But now, the
shock of discovering Saul frowning up at her, camebi with the queasy,
unpleasant and dizzying realisation that she wihgsly halfway down the

ladder, made her suddenly lose her nerve, whileeges widened with
distress as she clung on tightly.

'Don't look down,' she heard Saul instructing hetably as he correctly
interpreted the expression on her fadi! Don'tlook down,' he repeated
even more bitingly as she ignored his instructiod &fted one shaking
hand to her forehead as she tried to fight bacldizziness.

It was the wrong thing to do. Tullah heard both ileanand Meg gasp, their
small faces paling as they looked up towards her.

‘Tullah, put both hands on the ladder. Climb dovawly," she heard Saul
directing her.

Tullah swallowed hard. She cout@arwhat he was saying; skeewwhat
she was supposed to do. For heaven's sake, shiesemibr herself what
she shoulddo, but for some totally incomprehensible reasoa simply
could not do it. There was no way she could walkkibeards down the
ladder...no way at all. And so, instead, she tigetthrn round and then froze
as Saul let out what sounded like a maddened faage.

'‘No! No! No! Stay where you are!’

Stay where you are. Couldn't the stupid man saghhawas exactly what
she was trying to do...that the last thing shedradintention of wanting to
do was to go anywhere? If only she could simplgelber eyes and wish
herself back on the ground, then that was exadiptwhevoulddo because
there was no way...no way at all she could climdbrést of the way down
this horrid, rickety, unsafe ladder that wobbledlpasly with every breath
she took. And if,if she ever got back safely down to earth, the first
thing...well, the first thing she intended to doswat the DIY store know
just what she thought of their supposedly foolpranti completely safe



ladder. The very last thing it felt like right nowas safe; the very last thing
shefelt like was safe....

'Hurry up, Daddy, she's going to fall,’ she heabdemthless Meg exclaiming
anxiously.

Beside her Robert chimed in disgust, 'Girls...'

Weakly Tullah closed her eyes. She felt safer weg. At least then she
couldn'tseethe ground wavering all those many, many feetwdier, nor
could she see the ladder moving from side to side & she could still feel
it, but best of all, with her eyes closed, she dnlilsee Saul's wrathful face!

'Let go of the ladder, Tullal.etgo of the ladder.’

Try as she might, Tullah couldn't respond to Saekse command, not even
with him standing four-square on the ladder jusoweher, facing the right
way, of course.

'Look, all you have to do is let go of the ladded @urn round and then [I'll
guide you down. It couldn't be simpler.’

l...I can't,’ Tullah admitted huskily. ¢an't let go." And as for turning
round... She gave a small shudder, tensing as tS8aklanother step up
towards her, convinced that the ladder couldn't beéh their weights and
terrified that it might somehow start to slide ahdt they would both be
thrown to the ground and suffer heaven alone kneaatwjuries.

Beneath his breath Saul cursed and then beforallTabduld guess what he
intended to do, he reached upwards, somehow managbmalance himself
on the ladder whilst he prised both her hands éfeiégs support. As she
started to panic, he commanded, 'Keep still, yapidtcreature, otherwise
you'll have the pair of us falling,” before neatbppling her over his
shoulder in a classic fireman's-lift fashion anelithas she gasped for breath
and closed her eyes, starting to climb back dowrlatider.



"Tullah, you looked ever so funny,’ Meg said withiggle when Saul finally
reached the ground with his burden and set hereoriget, adding to her
father, '"You are clever, Daddy, rescuing her |t t

Rescuindher? Tullah's eyes flashed indignant, defensiaekspas she lifted
her head and tossed her hair back over her shguldesome point in the
proceedings, it had come free of its confining Haand and was now
hanging in a tousled mass of curls all over thegla

'l wouldn't haveneededescuing if you hadn't frightened me to deathiregll
out to me like that," she accused Saul defensitielyas doing fine until you
came along.'

'Were you?' Saul asked her dryly. 'Tell me somegtHiow many times have
you actually climbed up a full house-height laddefore, Tullah?'

'Er, | managed to climb up it without any problenshe informed him
haughtily.

'Climbing up a ladder is the easy bit," Robert infed her unnecessarily.
'It's climbing down again that's the hard bit.'

‘Thank you, Robert, but | think that Tullah hasalty demonstrated that
fact to us,’ Saul intervened calmly. Then turnioggdrds Tullah so that the
children couldn't quite hear what he was saying,added in a soft
undertone, 'If | were a different kind of man, Ight find it father flattering
that you're prepared to go to such dangerous lertgtfling yourself into
my arms, Tullah, but if you really want to be thete

'l don't!" Tullah responded with vehement antagonighile being careful to
ensure that her words didn't reach the childrere Bjmored both the
amusement curling his mouth and the open invitatiothe good humour
lightening his eyes to participate in the tensioreaking joke he was trying
to share with her. 'lhyour arms is the very last place | want to be," she
responded acidly, 'and you are the very last ntkr'I

'‘Be careful, Tullah," Saul interrupted her curtibtherwise...'



'‘Otherwise what?' she muttered furiously. 'Otheewisu might just think

I'm offering you some kind of sexual challenge,daese that's the kind of
man you are, isn't it? The kind that derives soared sick pleasure from
adding another female scalp to his belt, the kind4y'God," Saul breathed,
all the earlier good humour dying out of his fagdé replaced by a look of
hard contempt. 'The man who takes you on reallyhaWe a problem on his
hands. But I'll tell you something for nothing, Tall. There's absolutely no
way that man woul@verbe me. For a start—'

'For a start, I'm not your type,’ Tullah flung anhgratingly, her lip curling.
'No, you prefer to pick on the naive and vulnerable, dgat? Girls too
young to know what you really are....'

Tullah was literally shaking with emotion as sheléd the words at him
like blows, too caught up in the intensity of heelings to be aware that the
children might sense, if not actually hear, théebitess of their low-voiced
exchange until she heard Meg demanding in a sjighlavery voice,
'‘Daddy...'

Saul reacted immediately, forcing his mouth intemile as he turned
towards his youngest child, his voice softeningegnelt down and picked
her up.

To her own confusion and horror, Tullah felt a hiigap rise in her throat
and her eyes begin to film with tears as she rasednthe urgency and
intensity with which he responded to Meg's need.

There, at least, hwasdifferent from her father and from the man who had
betrayed her adoring, youthful, immature love amel souldn't deny it, not
with the evidence of his care and concern for higdeen in front of her
eyes.Over Meg's down-bent head as she nestled iarims, Saul's glance
met Tullah's and she flinched from his cold contemp

Jemima and Robert had moved closer to their faftarking him almost
protectively. Tullah swallowed. 'It was very nideyour daddy to bring you
to see me—' she began.



'‘Daddy didn't bring us to see you' Jemima inteedgter. "‘We were on our
way home when we saw you up the ladder. Daddy tdiaiimk you looked
safe.'

On their wayhome.Tullah frowned as she looked down the lane that le
past her cottage. It only went to one house, theséshe had described to
Olivia not so very long ago as being her dream home

Saul lived there!

'I'm sorry | delayed you," she finally managedag, her voice stiff as she
carefully avoided meeting Saul's face.

"You will come and see us some time, won't you?jMeaxed as she
wriggled out of Saul's arms and came over to Tullaisting her hand

invitingly on Tullah's arm. 'I'd like you to readensome more stories and
you can play with my new Barbie if you like.. .shgbt lots of clothes and
her own car and...'

Behind Meg, Jemima made a small sound of sistésiyudt.

Warily Tullah watched as Saul instructed them tp their goodbyes and
then started to shepherd them back to his car.

The ladder was still leaning against the housdaldyed it with disfavour.
'It's all your fault," she scolded it firmly. 'if hadn't been for you...'

Throw herself into his arms indeed. As if she woulhy, she would
rather...she would rather...she'd rather throwdtieirgo a pit of snakes, she
decided fiercely and untruthfully.

'Oh, and by the way, I've got a bone to pick wibiy

"Have you, where? | thought you'd put them alhiis stock you're making,’
Olivia commented facetiously as she watched Tuftalwning over the
stock she was rendering down from some chickerasarcWhat are you



going to use this for, by the way?' she enquiredightfully. But if she had
hoped to divert Tullah from the real object of lwenversation, she was
mistaken.

'Home-made chicken and leek soup,’ Tullah inforrhed briefly before
continuing, "You might have told me when | was goam about the house
up the road that it belonged to Saul.'

"Ah... well... Chicken and leek—that's one of raydurites.’

'Well, it isn't made yet and it never will be ifiyalon't stop distracting me,’
Tullah warned her.

'Um...knowing how you feel about Saul | thought yoight be embarrassed
if | told you that the house you'd been raving d@adiing in belonged to
him.'

‘Not half as embarrassed as | was to discoverhbatasn't bringing the
children to visit me as I'd assumed, but quitecth@rary, was merely on his
way home,' Tullah told her feelingly.

'Forget about Saul," Olivia urged, 'and tell me tywa thought of James.

Forget about him! If only she could. Olivia couldkhow just how much
she wanted to comply with her request.

‘James? | liked him," she told Olivia truthfullie's fun.’

"You liked him. | knew you would," Olivia pounceédou should invite him
round for a meal. Men like home cooking.’

Tullah gave her a suspicious look. 7 like home aupkshe informed her
pointedly, ‘which is why I'm making myself some hemade soup.'

'Well, there's going to be more than enough hereifie person. Eating by
yourself is lonely. Eating withsomeone else is muabre fun,” Olivia
wheedled win- ningly.



'‘But | shan'tbeeating by myself," Tullah informed her, hidingrang

"You've already invited James over for dinneMVRy didn't you say so?'
Olivia demanded excitedly.

'‘Not James. Mary and Ivy from next door," Tullalreoted her.
Olivia gave her a wry look, 'But Jamleasbeen in touch,' Olivia guessed.

'Yes, he has,' Tullah agreed repressively anddghes in and admitted, 'I'm
meeting him for a drink on Wednesday.'

'l knew the two of you would get on,’ Olivia saggtinning.

'He's good fun. I like him," Tullah agreed, addpantedly, 'butonly as a
friend.'

'Of course,’ Olivia agreed meekly.

'Mary and lvy should be good company, too. They&ey interesting to
listen to. They know so much about the historyhefarea. | hadn't realised,
for instance, that the site of Aarlston's new caxrpWas originally a
battlefield.’

'During the Civil War, yes, it was,' Olivia affirrde'Haslewich was a very
strategic site in those times, standing as it doethe crossroads of the two
main access routes north and south and east andiw@&oman times all
the salt mined locally was transported by mulesugh Haslewich to
Chester and from there shipped overseas. The "vnchiaslewich comes
from a word that originally meant salt-works and/és the salt that initially
made the area so valuable and rich.’

‘Thanks for the history lesson,’ Tullah teased her.

'‘Well, the towndoeshave a very interesting history," Olivia defendhext
native hearth, 'and it's still making history nawthe way it's becoming a
centre for modern business and modern technologw Bre you liking
your new job, by the way?' she asked Tullah, chantiie subject.



'I'm loving it,' Tullah told her truthfully. "Whe#r it's a facet of the company
or whether it's because we're country and notlased, | don't know, but
there's definitely a very good working atmospheréhe department, a true
feeling of being part of a team, a sense of codperaand genuine
willingness to be open and helpful to co-workers.'

'Mmm...well, they do say that in any business timeosphere of the place
and the attitudes of the workers are often a refleof the man or woman
at the top, and Saudloeshave the reputation of being able to bring out the
best in those who work under him, of being ablentdivate them and give
them a feeling of self-worth and value.'

'Hmm...I've hardly seen Saul, and from what I'vardghe doesn't spend an
awful lot of time in the office," Tullah told heemi-disparagingly.

'Maybe not, but I'll bet you he still has his fingen the pulse of the
operation and knows exactly what's going on, anfdraseing away a lot..."
She frowned. 'Maybe he is at the moment but thatocdy be a temporary
thing. After all, the main reason he transferredthe European side is
because he wants to spend more time at home vetthildren.'

Tullah digested her comments in silence. Much asnsay have wanted to
cling to her initial belief that Saul was an absantl uncaring father, she
was forced to acknowledge that it simply wasn&tru

She might also wilfully and stubbornly want to dito the conviction that
Saul had somehow or other used his legal knowledgk expertise to
unfairly win custody of the children away from higfe, but honesty
compelled her to admit that this wasn't so.

The children were with Saul not because he had de&rmined to win
custody of them for any malicious or ego boostingopse, but purely and
simply because the court had acknowledged thatthatwhat the children
wanted, what Saul's wife wanted and what it deewaslin the children's
best interests.

So what! Saul might be the world's best father,tbat didn't alter the fact
that hehadtried to seduce Olivia and was now making a ptayhier not



quite yet twenty- year-old cousin. A girl probalylgung enough to be his
daughter and a girl, moreover, who was closelytedl#o him.

And Saul was a man who was powerfully charismatiough, sensual
enough,male enough, indeednore than male enough, to make her own
heart beat faster and her own body react to hiremmind that of a naive,
inexperienced girl.

' must say, I'm looking forward to this Masquer&#dl Aarlston's holding,'
Olivia commented. ‘It sounds as though it's verfinidely going to bethe
summer event for the county. | understand theidihg it in the grounds
of Fitzburgh Place.’

'Yes. | know," Tullah affirmed. 'Apparently they'geing to re-create the
kind of event they used to hold in London in thghéeenth century,
complete with a quartet playing Handel and gondolaghe ornamental
canal and lake. Everyone has to wear eighteenttiigenostumes and be
masked. The buffet will be copied from the menuareighteenth-century
wedding feast and the finale of the evening isd@lspectacular fireworks
display.'

'Mmm...it promises to be quite something. All Atrlss employees are
being invited plus half the town from what I've riaand all of the local
landed gentry, including the Lord Lieutenant of tbeunty. Actually,
Bobbie mentioned it the other day and suggestadwhanight make an ' ‘all
girls" trip to London to sort out our costumes.

'We could stay overnight and take in a show,' @lemthused, warming to
her theme. 'l can't wait to see myself dressed ugtber, in my case, trussed
up a la Dangerous Liaison$lot that any of us will be able to hold a candle
to you,' she added mournfully whilst Tullah wadl &ughing. "You've got
the perfect figure for that kind of dress, all liegs curves and a tiny little
waist.'

'Pity, then, that I'm living in the twentieth centiand not the eighteenth,’
Tullah remarked dryly.

"Your land of figurenevergoes out of fashion,' Olivia informed her firmly.



'A couple of days in London would be fun,’ Tulldloaved. 'When were you
thinking of going?'

‘That depends. I'm not sure yet but I'll let yowwai

'‘Are you sure | can't persuade you to have anadhek?' James urged
Tullah.

Tullah shook her head firmly and explained, 'I'raliegoing to have to go
because I've got some work to do this evening.'

'Pity," James sighed. 'l was hoping to persuadeydave supper with me.
Perhaps another time...'

Tullah smiled.

She had been pleased when James had telephonsdggested they meet
up early on the Wednesday evening for a drink d&edsad enjoyed seeing
him again, but the wine bar he had nominated as mtheeting place was
beginning to fill up and she had spoken the trutiermvshe told him that she
had work waiting for her at home.

'Well, at least allow me to walk you to your cdames offered as Tullah
climbed off her stool and started to make her wagpugh the now very
crowded wine bar towards the exit. 'Good heaveai' Saul," James told
her, calling out to the other man to attract hisrgton before Tullah could
protest.

Saul appeared to be on his own and, from the wayasdrowning, no more
pleased to see her than she was him, Tullah adiragkeshe watched him
make his way towards them. It only added to hé&ation to noticethat the
crowd, which was presently jostling her quite untamably, parted easily
to allow Saul through, one of the women who was paa group that had
rather noisily taken over most of the place, inclgdTullah's personal

space, giving Saul an openly admiring and sexualjting smile as he

walked past her.



'We're just leaving,' she heard James telling S$hekerfully. 'l tried to
persuade Tullah to have another drink but it segme&s got other plans for
the evening.'

'l see,' Saul said politely but Tullah noticed Weey he looked coldly at her.
'‘Well, | wish you both a very pleasant evening,added formally.

'‘Well, mine certainly doesnt look like being,” J=sm announced
good-naturedly, 'not now that Tullah has turned iony offer of supper in
favour of spending her evening working at home.'

You're going home tavork?' Saul demanded sharply.

Why was he looking at her like that? Tullah wondenarily. What was he
thinking...that she wasn't up to the job if shedsekto put extra time in at
home?

‘There are some aspects of certain things we'lendegith that | wanted to
focus on a bit more," Tullah responded defensively.

'She's obviously a very dedicated employee, Sdajes told him with a
wry smile, ‘unfortunately for me. But you won't geivay so easily next
time," he warned Tullah teasingly. "Then it will e full works. A long,
leisurely dinner and then—'

'If you're having problems with your work..." SaoVverrode James to
guestion Tullah sternly.

‘There isno problem," Tullah denied sharply. 'l simply find d@asier to
absorb complicated facts away from other distrastio

Behind her, the noisy crowd at the bar swellechtiude some latecomers,
one of whom stepped back jolting Tullah so that Bad to put out a
protective hand to stop herself from lurching fordvaOnly she hadn't
bargained for Saul moving at the same time soiisétad of preserving the
distance between them, her hand ended up palnadi@nst Saul's body
with so little distance between them that whendukta deep breath her
breasts were actually pressing against his chest.



Hot-cheeked, Tullah stepped smartly back from hsiaying quickly to
James, 'teally must go. No, there's no need to see me to myt'sataylight
after all and you and Saul probably have thingsilo about." She touched
his arm briefly and then before James could saythamy, she took
advantage of the momentary gap that appeared ior¢lved and dived into
it, making her way determinedly towards the exithaut daring to look
back.

'How well exactly do you and Tullah know one anoth&aul asked James
crisply once she had gone.

'‘Nothing near as well as I'd like to," James addituefully, adding, 'Can |
get you a drink?'

'‘No thanks," Saul returned, glancing at his watea informed him, 'I've
got a meeting at the Grosvenor in five minutes.’

‘The Grosvenor?' James frowned. "Tidratare you doing in here?’

'l thought | saw someone | knew," Saul replied wighiberate vagueness. It
was, after all, true. Hbéad seen James and Tullah and, on seeing them
together, had reacted instinctively and in a wayhhad no intention of
discussing with his relative.

In a way, in fact, that left him feeling uneasilyare that perhaps he was not
quite so mature as he had fondly imagined.



CHAPTER SEVEN

OLiviA might think that a curvaceous womanly body neventwout of
fashion, but fashion designers didn't seem to agrdeher, Tullah fumed
wrathfully as she tightened the belt to the trosiséie was wearing an extra
notch.

Lengthwise and on her hips the soft, pure woolroyebeige trousers might

fit perfectly but when it came to her waist... $fneaned as she realised that
even fastened on the very tightest notch the ba#t still slipping off her
waist. The trouble was that even though she hadtliadrousers altered
when she bought them, she had lost weight sincenlyndue to the very
natural stress and tension of the moves both oadjmbhome. The problem
was that when shdid lose weight, it always seemed to be around her
midsection, giving her a figure that she thouglfully had a tendency to
look more Dolly Parton than an elegant catwalk nhode

But there wasn't time for her to get changed imgilaing else now; if she
didn't leave for work soon, she was going to be. |At least her suit jacket
disguised the fact that the trousers were looserarber waist.

What she had said to Olivia about the fact thatveag loving her new job
was perfectly correct. She even found that she @asmming some
mornings as she drove into work, a vast differéndbe way she had felt in
her last months at her old job.

...bit of a panic this morning," Barbara was infarg her half an hour later
as she sat down at her desk. 'Derek has gone dawithis stomach virus
that's going round and he was due to fly out to Flague this morning with
the boss.’

Tullah frowned as she listened to her. Derek washwa immediate section
leader and only the previous night she had workezltb help him put the
final touches to the documents he had wanted #trtp to The Hague.



'‘Someone will have to go in his place,’ Tullah caanted unnecessarily.
'It's too late to delay the hearing now.’

'Yes, | know,' Barbara agreed, rolling her eyesgimohg a mock-lascivious
smile as she added, 'Pity it isn't going to be Inm@uldn't mind a couple of
nights away with our sexy boss.’

Tullah raised her eyebrows but said nothing, comaéng instead on the
screen she had just switched on.

The internal telephone beside her computer buz3ée. picked it up
without taking her eyes off the screen and saidraatically, "Tullah
Richards.’

'Ah, Tullah...good...can you come up to my offipkease?"
‘Yes, of course.’

Tullah was still looking at the screen as she gaaher receiver but she
wasn't concentrating on it any longer.

What did Saul want her for?

As she got to her feet and made her way througloffiee to the lifts, she
was mentally reviewing all the work that had passedugh her hands in
the time she had been with the company. So fahasksew there was
nothing there for Saul to find fault with. In faanly last night as they
worked together, Derek had commented on how plehsedas, not just
with her work but with the quick way she picked ap and followed
through with things.

It wasn't just the lift that was making her stomactuscles protest a little
nervously as she stepped out of it and walked dtwrcorridor that led to
Saul's office.

When she opened the outer office door, Marsha, gave brief smile and
told her to go straight in.



Saul was on the telephone when she opened theldedmnwned as he saw
her and gestured to her to sit down. He was dreksedhlly in a dark
business suit although he had removed its jacke#ti@sened the knot of
the elegantly patterned tie he was wearing.

'Well, it's very flattering of you to say so, Traybut | can assure you that
Thierry is well qualified to take over from me. fact, he actually did a
postgrad course at Harvard Law School, specialisingternational law,
which, I'm bound to admit, is more than | ever 'did.

There was a brief pause whilst the man on the @heof the line started to
speak again, and even without trying Tullah couddrhthe transatlantic
voice complaining that no amount of law degreedccmatch the skills of

someone who actually had hands-on experience.

'l appreciate what you're saying, Travis,' Sawdnnipted him, 'but | reiterate
that Thierry is more than up to the job. Just djia time...

'I'm sorry about that," Saul told Tullah briefly @rinhe had finally terminated
the call.

Tullah waited in silence, half-expecting, given whklae knew about his ego
and his vanity, that he would make some commentitaibhe fact that the

American on the other end of the line obviously miakappy with the

French colleague who had been promoted to take Sael's previous post
as deputy head of the corporation's internaticegdll section.

A little to her surprise he made no reference wdeitsr to it and instead
asked her with a small frown, 'You'll have hearak therek has had to take
sick leave?'

'Yes," Tullah replied.
'l understand that you were working very closelytmhim on this claim

against our patent rights we've got pending. Tise cedue to come up for
hearing in court first thing tomorrow morning in&kague.'



'Yes, | was. Derek asked me to research the higibthre corporation's

rights over the patent, how it was acquired andeunghat terms the

corporation bought it from the first wife of theiginal patent holder who

had obtained it as part of a divorce settlementak one of the first patents
the corporation purchased virtually twenty years agw.'

'‘And you're quite definite about the fact that itasw originally a
twenty-five-year patent?’

'Yes, there's no doubt whatsoever about that, adfitnd did have a rather
difficult time tracking down the original recordsrfthe patent,” Tullah

informed him. 'The whole case being brought agaisstests on the fact
that the original patent holder's second wife'sifiaotaims that the original

patent life was only ten years and not twenty-awel that all royalties and
income earned from the patent during the contestads should, by rights,
have reverted to them."’

"They claim they have a patent document to proaettie patentvasonly
for ten years," Saul warned Tullah, frowning again.

'l know. | appreciate that. The case is a very demand intricate one, quite
fascinating from a purely legal point of view, hutat | suspect must have
happened was that originally the pateasregistered for ten years and then
Gerard Lebruck, the originator of the patent, cleahigis mind and altered it
to twenty-five years but without bothering to degtthe original document.
In those days the patent laws weren't as compticate closely monitored
as they are now, of course, and while I'm sure thatLebruck family
believe the patent document they hold to be genunrectual fact it isn't.'

'Mmm...well, you certainly seem to have all thet$aat your fingertips,
which is just as well." Saul glanced at his watthere isn't going to be
enough time to brief anyone else to take Derekdsgphow, so I'm afraid
you're going to have to stand in for him.’

'‘Me? But—'

'Our flight leaves in three hours, which just abgi#es you time to get
home and pack an overnight bag," Saul continueaksM's organising a car



and driver to take you home to collect what youdnaed then drive you
straight to the airport. I'll meet you there. Ohgdat might be an idea if you
pack something fairly formal.

'‘Claus van der Laurens who founded the companyré@®d now, of
course, but he still lives in The Hague and takesrg keen interest in the
corporation. Most of the shares are still familynad, as you know, and |
suspect he'll want to take us both out to dinntr afie case.'

Her thoughts in confused chaos, Tullah stared rat Ihiwas one thing to
sound positive and assertive when confirming thppa@tion's claim to a
twenty-five-year patent to Saul, but to go intort@nd do the same thing...

Her heart started to beat nervously fast. Whatefshould fail? What if she
should lose the corporation its caswlits patent, one of thiérst patents on

which the corporation's modern-day success had heién'l don't think...'

she began falteringly, but once again Saul oveurbte.

'No arguments Tullah," he reminded her terselyatt you at the airport in
three hours' time to catch that flight.’

Her plain black suit teamed with a heavy cream shlkt should be formal

enough for the court hearing, Tullah decided fesldyi as she started to
pack. She would have to travel in the outfit she waaring; there simply
wasn't going to be time for her to change and tothuough her file before

she left.

A second shirt, added just in case anything happéméhe first one or the
court case was extended, joined the other clotmesad already packed. A
pair of soft, dull bronze satin trousers and a géeely demure cream
halter-necked top, which buttoned up to the theddhe front but plunged
almost to her waist at the back but which couldufioately be covered by the
toning bronze lurex-knit jacket she wore over igrevthe only things she
could think of that would be suitable for dinnetiihe company's founder.
In her previous job, she had attended any numbeormporate lunches and



had the power suits to prove it, but dressy evealf@rs were not really
something her wardrobe was equipped to cover.

Undies, make-up, a pair of jeans and a casualusipij case she got the
opportunity to tour any of the city's museums drad tvas about the limit of
what she could comfortably fit into the solitargpé of hand luggage Saul
had advised her to take with her.

"It will save us having to wait for them to unlotdwe luggage at the other
end,' he had informed her. 'Derek didn't have tionerief me quite as fully
as | would have liked before he went off sick dmel¢ are a couple of points
| want to run through with you.'

It would have to be, of course, that her first Rigtofile task in her new job,

her first chance to prove herself, would have tacteducted under Saul's
antagonistic eyes. And there was no doubt abouhé&-was antagonistic
towards her. Not to the extent that she would teayecause for complaint
and certainly he was always meticulously cool aoidgin his dealings on

the rare occasions when he crossed her path at Wotlnevertheless she
knew, and she also, of course, knew why.

Undoubtedly there were those who would say thaag her own fault; that
a little judicious forethought and perhaps a litlieliberate flattery could
have put a very different outlook on things indeleat, that simply wasn't
Tullah's way. It never had been and it never wéalénd most especially it
never would be where Saul Crighton was concerned.

But that was getting away from the fact that he Wasboss and that, as
such, she was professionally bound to pay heediahd to his demands,
at least in so far as her work was concerned.

She gave a small shiver as she finished packingcétiage still felt slightly
cold and damp despite the new central heatingsyshe had had installed.
The heating firm had told her that this was becaidbe thickness of the
cottage's walls. There had been some problemdlingtthe new heating
system she had been told was a must. As she hutoeudstairs to the
waiting car and driver, she hoped that the rathengland dull weather they



had been having would change to something much erabefore the date
of the corporation's Masquerade Ball.

The news that all the corporation’s local employee® going to be invited
to the Masquerade Ball had generated a tremendoasrd of excitement
and eager anticipation and the event certainly edito be breathtakingly
spectacular.

Lord Astlegh, the owner of Fitzburgh Place, withs itltalian
Renaissance-style gardens designed, so familyrpistal it, by a student of
Vanburgh, was being paid a princely sum by the @@ion for its use of
his exclusive and justly fabled gardens.

'It's because of the man-made canals that lead tlmthe ornamental lake
that they've chosen Fitzburgh Place,’ Olivia hddl Tallah knowledgeably.
'Saul was telling us that the managing directotheflocal division feels it
will be a complement to the corporation's origifaltch origins to

incorporate a canal theme.'

'Amsterdam meets Venice meets Mardi Gras,' Tulshrhurmured with a
grin whilst Olivia had laughed.

She didn't feel very much like smiling now thoughuyllah admitted
hollowly as the driver warned her that they wouadrs be approaching the
airport.

'I've organised new tickets for you," Marsha hadset! Tullah just before
she left the office, 'but you'll have to pick themmfrom the airline's desk at
the airport, I'm afraid.’

Because they were travelling first class, Marstthdiso advised Tullah that
she did not need to arrive the normal two hoursdloé her flight to check
in but merely forty-five minutes instead, but as staited whilst the clerk
shuffled through the papers on her desk for a getiore, apparently unable
to find any trace of her ticket, Tullah felt heoistach muscles start to cramp
with anxiety.



'l want you on that flight," Saul had told her dr&lcertainly hadn't meant it
as any kind of compliment.

He would be furious with her if for any reason shdn't make it...forany
reason.

'I'm sorry,' the clerk said reluctantly, 'but I'fnead we don't seem to have a
ticket for you.'

'‘No...no ticket...?" What on earth was she supptsatb? Tullah looked
round desperately for a phone and then to heff igie saw Saul walking
purposefully towards her.

To herrelief. She didn't have time to examine the way her anptedtaway
from her or her automatic, deep-rooted sense owkigpthat Saul would
sort everything out, that for him the clerk woutdrsehow or other produce
a ticket, out of thin air, Tullah suspected, if esgary.

'‘Ah, Tullah, good.’

‘They can't find my ticket," Tullah almost gabblédarsha told me to collect
it from the airline desk, but they say they doavé one for me.’

‘No, that's right. | picked it up earlier when tiged," Saul told her easily.

"Youpicked it up?' Carefully spacing out the wordsl]ahufought to control
her rising fury. Dm picked upmy ticket?' she reiterated, biting off the
syllables, snapping sharply at the words as skeé ta swallow her anger by
subjecting them to the savage punishment she waad preferred to have
inflicted on Saul.

Didn't herealisewhat he had just put her through?
'Is something wrong?' she heard Saul asking heralagrown creasing the

space between his eyebrows as he reached out aretighis hand on her
shoulder.



Angrily Tullah shrugged him away and moved backafutinge and out of
earshot of the curious clerk who was watching them.

'Yes. Theras something wrong," she hissed at him. 'It didnduoc¢o you, |
suppose, that the fact you had collected my tiokght have causecheto
miss the flight—a flight that you, by the way, haldeady warned me | had
to be on, virtually on pain of death. The clerldtole that there was no ticket
for me,’' she informed him, her voice starting takshbetrayingly.

'Of course there was a ticket for you,' Saul asgett—'

'You collected it. Yes, knowthat now...but | didn't know it ten minutes ago
when | was wondering what the hell was going onjastihow | was going
to make that flight without it, did 1?"

Saul looked at her thoughtfully and rather gravlynderstand what you're
saying,' he told her, 'but | think you're overr@agt | had intended to be
down here to meet you when you arrived, but thexs avcall for me, which
| had to take.'

'From Louise, no doubt," Tullah interjected witmeenous sweetness, too
tightly enmeshed in the panic- induced anger tleet thie after-effect of her
fear that she might miss the flight to even thihknonitoring her words or
to pause and take stock before crossing the lirse thvided their
professional relationship from her rather morematie knowledge of Saul's
private life.

'Louise?" Saul demanded sharply, his eyes narroasdpe studied her
flushed face and stubbornly set mouth. 'No, it wasom Louise,' he told
her in a voice so ice-cold that it almost raisedtbfs on her skin. '‘As a
matter of fact, it was from Jemima. She was intaoba panic because she
couldn't find Bear.'

'‘Bear?’ Tullah repeated. Now that the shock hatkstéo wear off and with
it the adrenalin-fuelled burst of anger, she wagrreng to feel slightly sick
and shaky.



What on earth had got into her? By nature she m@med to be intense, too
much so occasionally perhaps, but she hewkerever before experienced
such a fierce and uncontrollable flash-flood of-ofstontrol emotion in a
professional setting before.

'‘Bear,” Saul affirmed, explaining tersely, 'We.vgdim to Jemima when
she was little and she..." He paused. 'She's @ishg to the age when she
feels very self-conscious about clinging to whae¢ stow believes is a
childish need for the bedtime comfort of a favautay. But when she woke
up this morning, she couldn't find Bear and she wasicking a bit,
knowing that | wouldn't be there this evening.’

Tullah bit her lip, only too easily able to visisiJemima's feelings. Not for
the world would she admit this to anyone, but dfter parents’ divorce she
had derived immense comfort from taking her olddyatl panda to bed
with her. He had become something of a good-luckawmiato her, which
was why right now instead of lying comfortably oer lbed at home, he was
squashed up inside her hand luggage.

Tomorrow's court hearing wasn't the first time Bhd appeared in court by
any means, but ivasthe first time in her new job and it was the fligte
under the eagle and, she knew, critical eye of Saghton.

There was no waghecould be his preferred choice for the task; it was
simply that he had no alternative. She was the ong/with the necessary
information at her fingertips.

Only sheknew how much of her anxiety over the apparenilsing ticket
had been generated by her apprehension about afpahlead. But, of
course, she couldn't admit that to Saul.

'Look, it's time we were checking in. Have you geérything?"l will have
when you give me my ticket," Tullah told him poitite

The short flight was smooth and a car and drivereweaiting for them at
the other end to take them to their hotel. It wiasné of the newer modern



international hotels they passed on their drivenftbe airport but instead a
much smaller and far more luxurious one in whatyl $&plained to her, had
originally been a rich merchant's private town leus

The present owners had obviously attempted torrétes ambience of the
original building, the foyer and very grand stagedeing hung with heavy,
dark oil paintings, portraits in the main of sol@ced men and dutifully
posed women and children.

The foyer was illuminated by a huge chandelier |evthie discreet uniforms
of the hotel staff reflected the sombre but ricloacs of the portraits.

Whether by accident or design, Tullah didn't kndwt the foyer smelled
deliciously of spices—cinnamon, nutmeg and othkescouldn't recognise.

Sniffing the air appreciatively, she was unablestimp herself asking Saul
eagerly, 'Was the merchant who built this placenested with the Dutch
East Indies?'

Her question drew an unexpectedly approving smilsmfSaul.

'Yes, as a matter of fact he was. Not many peagles@ quick to make the
connection between the spices still used to sberait and the trade that led
to the house being built.'

'It must have been wonderfully exciting waiting #éocargo to arrive from so
far away.'

'Mmm...providing itdid arrive and the ship hadn't been boarded by pirates
or, more mundanely, its cargo ruined by salt watethe profits eaten up by
the bribes the merchants had to pay." When he salahls crestfallen
expression, Saul's smile broadened slightly asdneed ruefully, 'Very
well, yes, it must have been exciting, exciting anthantic and almost
beyond our modern comprehension to appreciate wimatist have been
like to complete such a journey from one side & World to the other,
relying on nothing but skill, hope and the wind diale.'



‘The porter will show you to your rooms,' the retc@ust announced with a
smile when she finished checking their booking fer#s they turned to go,
she added to Saul, 'I'm afraid the rooms we'vecalédl to you will not be
quite so nice as the two-bedroomed suite that instsiboked, but we hope
you will have a comfortable stay with us.’

As he turned to join her, Saul told Tullah quietMarsha had originally
booked a suite, two separate bedrooms linked byaeed sitting room so
that Derek and | could spend some time going owaryhing and
discussing another case we've got pending moréydhasain if we'd had
separate rooms. However, | asked Marsha to chamgebooking this
morning so that neither of us would feel compromidey being in a
situation that others might misinterpret.’

Tullah stared at him. Such forethought and conait®r went totally
against everything she believed about him and b@olso off guard that she
simply couldn't think of anything to say.

'It's going on for four now," Saul told her, flickj back his cuff to glance at
his watch. 'l suggest we give ourselves half arr bownpack and then I'll
take you down to the court where the case will bkl Iso that you can
familiarise yourself with everything. I've got a dmess meeting this
evening but it won't be a late night, so pleasetdmsitate to give my room
a ring if, during the course of the evening, yomeoacross any potential
problems with the case.

'It's going to be an early start in the morningpkilly, if your information
is correct, things should be fairly cut and dried ahen, of course, we're
having dinner with Claus van der Laurens that ewgntlhe lifts are this
way...."

Silently Tullah followed him. She had no idea wimg should suddenly feel
S0...S0 alone, just because he had told her thaakeoing out for dinner...
withouther.



CHAPTER EIGHT
TuULLAH took a deep breath.

'‘And we give in evidence a copy of the patent, eijand dated in
accordance with our claim, accompanied by a coptheforiginal letter
confirming the sale and transfer of that patennftbe original owner to the
corporation, together with a copy of the deed sfgrsnment.’

On the other side of the courtroom, she could &sell watching her and
automatically she found herself turning her headnteet his fixed,

unwavering gaze. She hadn't wanted to look at hongive him the

impression that she felt in any way in need ofsuipport or his approval,
and yet whilst she waited for the evidence she jhatd submitted to be
studied, she was intensely conscious of an almaginetic bond between
them, a sense of closeness... comradeship, of bited, which couldn't
be analysed away by logic or argument.

Twenty-four hours ago she would have declared quteemently that she
had no need of Saul to share a victory and ceytaialdesire for him to

witness a defeat, and yet as the tension withirctletroom grew, she was
increasingly aware of the sense of strength and sake was drawing from
Saul's silent presence.

There was nothing quite like the atmosphere inw@tomom to make you
feel vulnerable and isolated, Tullah reminded Hersed the intimacy it
could create between members of the same legaldeald make for very
strange bedfellows in the real world beyond its fealls.

Bedfellows?
Her heart skipped a beat, and on the other sitleeatbom as though he had

registered it, felt it with her, she saw Saul'stega/s draw together in a
sharp frown.



Her evidence was still being considered. She tnetl to betray any
nervousness and to remain completely impassive.v&sein no doubt
whatsoever as to the validity of the corporati@fésm, or the fact that the
twenty-five-year patent did indeed take precedemger the other side's
much shorter patent, but as Saul had warned rentbining, it never paid
to be too confident, and for all they knew the othele could produce
last-minute evidence of which they had no knowledge

What if there was something shadmissed in her research, some evidence
she had overlooked? She could feel herself stattnganic a little. Bad
enough to lose the case and with it one of thearatjpn's most valuable
patents, but to lose it in front of Saul... Destiite silent visual bonding that
existed between them now, once the case was oeekrsedw that things
would return to normal, that they would once adsrantagonists, and that
she must not read too much into the mental sugb@tcould almost feel
him sending out to her.

The other side had been aggressive in their detatran to win the case,
but to her relief they had not produced any newlevte. Tullah could feel
the tension cramping her stomach muscles, the smiynd breaking the
silence being the steady rustle of papers as the studied both sets of
evidence.

What was Saul thinking? Dildethink they would win? Was there anything
thathemight have done to secure the verdict they nedtddshe had not?

It seemed a lifetime before the clerk to the cdinelly announced that the
court was ready to deliver its verdict.

Tullah held her breath as she stood up, her fagkegsionally impassive,
but she couldn't quite resist darting another quomk at Saul. Seeking
what? Reassurance? Confirmation that he was pleatethe way she had
handled the case? Neither was she able to resis¢hptation to give in to
the extremely unprofessional urge to cross herefisgnd offer up a small
prayer for success.



The verdict was read out slowly and carefully. @hltook a deep breath of
relief as she heard the confirmation of the vajidihd authenticity of the
corporation's patent.

Suddenly she became aware of things she hadrceddiefore, like the fact
that the sun was streaming in through the courtreandows and that
outside, away from the hushed, awesome atmosplettee ccourtroom,

normal, everyday life was still taking place. Stoalld hear the sound of
cars, people passing, someone whistling.

She took another deep breath and felt the rebeffthrough her like 3 burst
of effervescent, giddiness- inducing bubbles ofpinagss.

'Well donel!’

This time she didn't move away when she felt Saalgh on her arm,
instead simply standing where she was, too reli¢oeattempt to hide her
feelings from him, her own hand going to her thiasashe admitted huskily,
'l was afraid that they might find against us, etlevugh | knew our patent
was valid. Silly of me, | know,' she added ruefully

‘Not silly at all. On the contrary, an eminentlynsible reaction, | would
have said," Saul contradicted her, explaining wstenlooked questioningly
at him, 'Over- confidence can be as dangerousrasadgce. To be aware
that there could be hazards, pitfalls, is to belyea deal with them, as you
did.’

'l did have a couple of bad moments when the other satetb claim that
the original patent holder had had a change oftlaw had written to the
corporation informing them that he was only preddoesell them the patent
for a period of ten years.' Tullah paused hesyatidlo you think—'

'‘No," Saul interjected crisply, shaking his hebdmy view that was simply
a delaying tactic to hold things up in court...&fempt to get the court to
make a ruling that more research was needed tk chédhe existence of
such a document. Totally unprofitable from theirpaf view, but while

such research was going on, all the income fronp#tent would have had
to remain frozen, of course, which would have hadira effect on our



profits. Even an organisation the size of Aarlsien't immune to a
take-over bid, and if you want my opinion, I'm hai€lined to suspect that
there could be something more behind this claimttieoriginal patent was
invalid.'

"You mean some third party could have been behind an attempt to
destabilize the corporation's financial position?'

'Well, it hasbeen known," Saul told her dryly. 'However, oms thtcasion at
least, if therewassomething underhand going on behind the scends...
gave a small shrug. "You did very well, especiallyce you were rather
thrown in at the deep end.’

'l wasvery nervous,' Tullah admitted. Suddenly it seemmedmost natural
thing in the world to admit to him how apprehenste had felt. The relief,
the euphoria, she was experiencing at winning éise bad produced a sense
of closeness, of comradeship with Saul that fontleenent pushed aside all
other considerations and differences. She was eatrer glad of the
protective arm he extended to her as he shieldedrbmm the surge of
people leaving the court, welcoming the courtlinessan old-fashioned
male gesture of chivalry and ruefully admittingtthar feminine instincts
were overwhelming her more modern awareness atites of equality and
political correctness.

'I'd suggest a celebration lunch," Saul offeregt, its a bit on the late side
now, and...'

Tullah shook her head. 'l don't really feel liketieg' she told him
regretfully. 'What | really need is to go up to mmpm and to write my report
while everything is still fresh in my mind."

'Mmm...well, if you're sure you don't mind, theseesomething I'd rather
wanted to do," Saul informed her without specifywgat it was. 'Claus is
sending a car to collect us at seven-thirty, bywhg.'

'I'll be ready,’ Tullah assured him.



Now that the ordeal of the court hearing was siwgfalg behind her, she
was actually looking forward to meeting the foundérthe corporation,
even though Saul was going to be there, as well.

Even though...

She paused, unable to resist sneaking a quickdbbkn. Something rather
odd was taking place within her, some extraordinang unexpected
cocktail of emotions and responses that were camipiogether to give her
a feeling of light-heartedness and excitementerse of anticipation and
actual physical breathlessness.

Someone pushed past them, forcing her to moverdioSaul. Immediately
his hold on,her tightened and he looked down atfaerd kept on looking.

He really had the most exceptionally beautiful eylesir colour so deep, so
warm that... And as for his eyelashes... She lffi;dhand, wanting to touch
them to see if they felt as soft and silky as tlmmked, and then stopped,
dizzily gulping in a lungful of air. What on eastfas she thinking? Doing...?

‘Tullah.'

Saul was leaning closer to her, concern momentaaitigening his eyes, like
shadows crossing the sun.

A heightened sensation of portent, of standinghenddge of something
vital and life changing shook her, a feeling of amaily clear-minded
perception that suddenly, here and now, in thisdaue setting with people
bustling to and fro around her, she was facing $omg immensely
important.

Saul lifted his hand towards her face and alreadyer mind's eye she could
see it cupping her jaw, feel itswarmth...its powis. passion...itshis
ability to change her whole life simply by the attouching her; that once
hedid touch her, nothing could or would be the sameragai



Like a sleepwalker, she gave a deep shudder antthwed her glance away
from his, stepping back from him, allowing the busywwd to surge
between them.

'l...I must go,"' she told him stiltedly. Then with@iving him any chance to
respond, she started to walk away, to walk and thhean, driven by a sense
of panic that far outmatched the apprehension sleelxperienced before
the trial. This was different; this was persondiis.was...

Anxiously she remembered reading somewhere of aarisan experiment
that had proved that a man was more likely to eiilvdoman attractive, to fall
in love with her, if he saw her immediately follow some kind of

adrenalin-raising experience or after an incidéat either challenged or
alarmed him, but surely the same thing did notyappla woman. Surely
womenwere immune from that sort of vulnerability.

And yet she couldn't possibly be attracted to Stngdre was just no way.
Carefully she sifted through the evidence listiighkee reasons why it was
simply not possible, starting to breathe a sighetéf as they mounted up,
incontrovertible, solid and deeply rooted.

All that was on the other side of the scales,talt the prosecution case had
to challenge her defence was a mere sensatigople of feeling, a sense of
something indefinable and electric, a feather heotvords that could in no
way hope to outbalance the heavy, solid weighpjtosed.

Still, tormentingly, it remained there, so epherhénat it could be blown
away by the merest breath of reality and logic. &utoyingly, it refused to
fade away, returning each time she attempted tislharto lie tantalisingly
there on the other side of the scales, refusingallattempts to ignore it.

One look; one missed heartbeat; one brief sensatidizzy breathlessness;
one peculiar awareness of a portentous event tghtawgg... What, after all,
did they mean? Whaivere they other than merely the product of an
overworked imagination? They were nothing, the steréhe merest
feather...nothing...nothing at all, and certainigt mvorth the bother of
pursuing or worrying over.



She had other things to do. Other plans for theakthe afternoon—Iike
Saul. Saul. Here she was, coming full circle thiigkabout him yet again.

The Mauritshuis was virtually empty, allowing Tdilto enjoy the luxury of
wandering slowly from painting to painting at heisure, to absorb the full
richness of the master's use of colour and foight land shade, to enjoy the
small details of each great work as she studied/greneer collection she
had come to see.

A voluptuous sigh of pleasure passed her lips astdod in front of one of
her favourites, hi¥iew of DelftLost in her study of it, she wasn't aware of
someone else approaching the painting until a In@fement caught her
eye. Turning her head, she froze as she saw Sacthiwg her.

'What are you doing here?' she demanded.

'Much the same as you,' he responded dryly. "Yiai\lermeer?' he asked
her, nodding in the direction of the painting sheswstudying.

'Like?' Tullah's mouth curled in scornful contem@mne doesn't merelike
a work of this order," she told him pithily.

She stopped abruptly as she realised he was tehsmdaughter lines
crinkling the corner of his eyes.

'You look like Meg when something's made her ctoks, observed
good-humouredly. 'l hope you aren't going to stgoyr feet.'

Tullah shot him a venomous look. How on earth Haelesver thought him
attractive, ever worried that she might be in dagénding or wanting...?

'If | ever stamp my feet, it will be because yowireler them,' she told him
sweetly.

Saul's eyebrows rose. 'I'm all for a woman beingngt and being able to
assert herself," Saul returned after a small pabsethere does come a



point when such assertiveness becomes almost af aggression, and
you—'

'l what?' Tullah snapped, challenging him.

Saul shook his head. 'Forget it," he said sardipi€Bhere's just no way to
win with you, is there, Tullah? Take care, thouthiat you don't misjudge
the enemy . you're so determined to destroy. Yoghmjust find that

you're the one you've impaled on your sharp ltdebal thorns.'

So saying, he turned on his heel and walked aveay frer, leaving Tullah
to watch him go.

‘Come on, you cannot leave me on my own to firishkottle of wine, and
| know there is no point in pressing Saul to takether glass for he is an
abstemious man and can never be persuaded to aitstagpis own
judgement.'

As Tullah half-heartedly tried to protest when Glatan der Laurens
insisted on refilling her glass with the extremeigh and delicious red
wine he had ordered with their meal as a celebratioTullah's equally
fine triumph in court earlier in the day, she waicéd to acknowledge that
the founder of the corporation quite obviously h&8dul in very high
esteem. And not just that, he actively liked Sand &reated him with an
almost avuncular warmth.

And if such a patently shrewd and astute man agsClan der Laurens
thought so highly of Saul, then where did that éedner and her own
negative and antagonistic feelings towards him?

From their conversation this evening, it was obsithat the Dutchman was
a committed family man, who had explained to Tulladt the only reason
his wife was not joining them was because theiegtidjranddaughter had
just had a baby and she had gone to stay withohieslp.



'Saul was telling me that you share our passiootierof our great painters,’
the older man commented as Tullah drank her wine.

'Yes. Yes, | do," she agreed, frowning a little.aMblse had Saul told Claus
van der Laurens about her? Nothing, she hoped, nhight prove
detrimental to her career.

'l have a small interior after his style by onénisf pupils,’ the older man was
telling her, shaking his head as he went on to gdinis very good in its
way, but once you have seen the work of the master.

'It's his eye for detail," Tullah responded, but tmend wasn't really on her
favourite painter.

It was impossible, of course, that she could bengiia her assessment and
judgement of Saul but... But there was no doubt hlea view of him did
seem to be in conflict with the high regard in whathers quite obviously
held him. Which meant what exactly? That they wereng and she was
right or...

There was no doubt that @san extremely sexually charismatic man. She
had only to watch the reaction of the other wonrethe restaurant to his
presence to know that...or to acknowledge the phy/seactions of her own
body, she reminded herself ruefully.

Their host was now discussing the soon-to-be-helsdderade Ball at
which he and his family were to be honourary guektbe corporation.

IT WAS WELL PAST MIDNIGHT BEFORE THEY FINALLY LEFT HE RESTAURANT
AND SAUL HAILED A TAXI TO TAKE THEM BACK TO THEIR HOTEL. THERE WAS
SOMETHING ABOUT SHARING THE DARK INTERIOR OF A TAXLATE AT NIGHT

WITH AN EXTREMELY SEXY AND ATTRACTIVE MAN THAT WAS QUITE

DEFINITELY UNSETTLING, TULLAH TOLD HERSELF, OR AT LEAST THAT WAS
HER EXCUSE FOR THE DANGEROUS AND HIGHLY PROVOCATIVEWARENESS OF
SAUL AS A MAN THAT SHE SEEMED TO BE DEVELOPING

Determined to ignore such ridiculous and untenaielelings, she
deliberately averted her head from him and statgdnto the darkness



beyond the cab window, but at one point when thesevin a short queue
of standing traffic, she suddenly felt compelledum her head and look
at him.

To her shock, Saul was looking back at her, his exgrowing briefly as
they studied one another in silence. Tullah waditeeto look away but
not before her glance had dropped betrayingly satouth.

It must be the wine that was affecting her, shed#ecas the taxi came to
a halt outside the hotel. It had been extremelpnags and full-bodied
and, she suspected, far stronger than she hadhahgsuspected. She
didn't feel drunk, or indeed anything like it, ghet felt...she just felt...
She just felt intrigued to know what it would bkdito be kissed by Saul,
whether it was true what they said about men vingt particular type of
sensually curved bottom lip. Would he be the typaush and spoil
things, greedily grasping at more intimate pleasum would he take his
time, sensuously exploring and enjoying to thethudl delicious intimacy
of a long, lingering and very passionate kiss.

Would he...?

'l think it might be as well if you booked an eantgorning call, given the
fact that our flight leaves at ten," Saul warneddrgly, cutting across the
highly volatile nature of her unfamiliarly eroticdughts.

'What are you trying to say?' Tullah demanded, drgwerself up to her
full height and taking a deep breath, the effeat/loich on the full curves
of her body causing a man standing several yards/ dw stare open-
mouthed in awe at her and wish enviously that he iw&aul's shoes. In
these days of bone-thin women, it was a rare toesgte a woman shaped
as a woman should be, all delectable, deliciousrem® curves.

Tullah, who saw the hard look Saul was giving hiat bad no idea what
was the cause of it, wondered what on earth hedbad to cause Saul to
look at him with such hostility before telling Samiperiously, 'As a matter
of fact, | have already booked a call, but if bgttremark you were trying to
imply that I've...that I'm...’



She started to founder slightly in the face of Saalck of encouragement
and the cool, raised-eyebrowed look he was giverg h

'I'm not drunk," she told him, spoiling for a fighthen gave a small,
betraying hiccup. 'l only had four glasses,' shetatl to protest as Saul led
the way towards the bank of lifts.

'Four glasses but virtually a whole bottle," Saurmured dryly.

Tullah gasped and attempted to deny it, offeringjnpively, 'Claus kept
refilling my glass....'

'Exactly,” Saul agreed sardonically, warning hejust hope you've got
some headache remedy with you because | suspént going to need it in
the morning.’

'Really, Saul, you're such a killjoy," Tullah snapp

'It's not a matter of being a killjoy," Saul retadhcalmly. 'More a case of
knowing Claus. He's a generous host, but he's betd like cast iron. I've
seen him drink his way through a couple of bottiegintage wine and not
show the slightest effect, but it can have a pilettyal kickback if you're not
used to drinking it.'

Tullah opened her mouth to point out that she wasman nearing thirty
and that she was perfectly capable of knowing wstenhad had too much
to drink, but just at that moment the lift arrivetisgorging its passengers,
and the moment was lost.

As it was, she had no illusions about the reason$dul was so insistent on
walking her to her bedroom door, and it had nothingo with any desire on
his part to inveigle his way into her room or hedb

'I'm perfectly sober," she informed him crosslyhasremoved the passcard
from her hand and slid it into the lock.

'Now what are you doing?' she demanded when hesgdugten the door for
her and then followed her into her room. 'I'm no¢ @f your children, you



know. You don't have to stand over me while | getressed or to make sure
I've cleaned my teeth properly before | go to bed..

She frowned as he ignored her and disappearedeirditiection of the
bathroom, reappearing with a glass, then openiagrimibar to extract a
bottle of water, which he uncapped and pouredtimaglass.

'Drink this," he told her tersely. 'It probably wiodo anything to avert the
inevitable hangover you're going to have in themmay but it might at least
go some way to stop you being totally dehydrated.’

‘Yes,Daddy, Tullah mocked pseudo meekly, taking the glass fnom But
somehow she managed to let it slip from her graspthe shock of the
ice-cold water soaking through her top and on tosken made her gasp in
outraged shock. 'Now look what you've done," shmused Saul as she
started to tug the wet fabric away from her body.

She thought she heard Saul curse under his bredth disappeared into the
bathroom for a second time but she was too invalvéxying to remove her
damp clothes, peeling off first her top and thendiky bra and dropping
them on the floor with a brief moan of distaste.

'Here, take this...' she heard Saul instructingghenly, but when she turned
round, looking at him unsteadily, surprised to issathat he was still in her
room, she saw the look of shock register in hiseljes jaw becoming rigid
as he grated, 'Just what the hell do you thinkrgadbing?"

What was she doing?

Tullah gave him a puzzled look. What did he meah@ @asn'tdoing
anything. She was just... As she looked from hgrardisbelieving face to
the clothes she had discarded, enlightenment siyddawned. She gave a
small giggle and then another and then teased bupettishly, 'What's
wrong, Saul? Haven't you ever seen a woman witlheaut clothes on
before?'

She gave him a mOck demure pout and thought shid haa say devoutly,
'Oh my God, | just don't believe this! Claus, yeuyot a hell of a lot to



answer for." Whilst the giggles still bubbled ugpside her like young
champagne, Saul thrust the towel he was carryiwartds her and told her
grittily, 'Here, cover yourself up with this.’

'l don't want to be covered up,' Tullah countepaiting naughtily. 'What's
wrong, Saul?' she cooed. 'Don't you like my bodyatnen...'

'‘Good Lord, I've had enough of this. Stand s#lgul ordered angrily as he
attempted to wrap the towel around her.

Tullah laughed. 'It won't stay up like that," shermed him. "You'll have to
wrap it tight and tuck the end in here.' Roguiglg touched the vee of flesh
between her breasts and then taunted saucily, 'WhatSaul? Don't you
wantto touch me?'

'What | want right now," Saul snapped, his tempaydd beyond repair, 'is
to go to bed.’

'‘And what?' Tullah breathed, taking a step cloedritn. For some reason
she didn't seem able to remove her gaze from highmend stared at it in
open curiosity and fascination.

"Tullah,' Saul warned.

He knew she had no real idea of what she was ddhag; it was the
expensive mature wine she had drunk that was timeapy cause of her
sudden lack of inhibitions rather than any perséeaings for him. But my
God, didn't she havanyidea justwhatshe was doing to him, justhatthe
sight of those magnificent naked breasts were dtangim and what he
wanted to do to them, with them, to her? He'd havee made of stone to
resist the tantalising message of innocence andeashe was sending out,
never mind feeling about her the way...

Tullah..." he groaned, and this time there wasw flicker of nervous
recognition in the look she gave him but it was littte, too late, and he
dropped the towel he had been holding and scoopedpin his arms.



'Saul..." Tullah breathed ecstatically, her eyedewing with surprised
pleasure. 'Kiss me,' she begged him impetuouslyafit you to kiss me
now." And just to emphasise her point, she leameddrd in his arms,
wrapping her own tightly round him as she pressadiouth on his.

Men who took advantage of too tipsy women wereanl'S opinion beneath
contempt, beyond the pale, and he was quite deffinitot and had never
wanted to be counted amongst their company.

It was a man's responsibility to be protective @faman, to safeguard her
even when she herself... He, after all, had dauglatfehis own, young girls
who would one day be in much the same vulneraldéipo as Tullah was
now. Just what would he think of some maley male, who dared to take
advantage of their innocence... their...?

‘Saul," Tullah murmured provocatively into his ntout

It was no good, it was too late, and it was imgassio resist the invitation
she was so artlessly and irresistibly offering Hdidn't sheknowhow much
he...but how could she when...?

Saul closed his eyes and succumbed to the temptati@njoy the soft,
delicate movement of her mouth against his asr#utb tease and coax a
response from him.

Tullah gave a small quivering breath of disappogrtin Saul wasn't going
to respond to her, he wasn't going to kiss her raowl she would never
know. She was just about to lift her mouth from Riken totally
unexpectedly his mouth hardened on hers, takingaoof the kiss, taking
control ofheras he expertly turned the tables on her and dttoteove his
mouth caressingly against hers. A tiny quiver afssg¢ion ran through her
and then another. She tried to breathe and fouactstldn't and then she
tried to pull away from him and found she couldi@ithat, either. And what
was worse, she didn't really want to.

For a moment, she tried to resist and then dizyalye in to the dangerous
thrill of excitement that was making her tremblenfr head to foot as she
responded eagerly to his kiss.



She could never remember being kissed by anyomethis before...or
kissing anyone like this before. No, certainly tloat. In fact, she could
hardly recognise herself in this sensual, uninetbitvoman who was not
merely responding but actively inciting and prolomgg the delicious
sensations of the slow, lingering kisses that vgeaelually becoming more
and more intimate and passionate.

Was it really her making those sexy little noisépleasure and approval
that were causing Saul to hold her even tighterexapdbre the soft secrets of
her mouth even more lingeringly?

Her heart was beating so fast it felt as thougteas going to burst through
the wall of her chest. She was sure that Saul meistble to feel it. How
could he not do when he was holding her so clokenw.?

He was kissing her more slowly now, more deeply.iimTullah gave a
soft, slow sigh of sensual pleasure, opening hes &y look up into Saul's
and then going breathless and dizzy when she sawaly he was looking
back at her, recognising the extent of his arofremh the dilation of his

pupils. Bemused, she reached out and toucheddasafth her hand, awed
as much by his reaction to her as she was by hertowim.

Knowing that he was aroused and vulnerable cremtemhd between them,
a shared if unvocalised awareness of their mutgdglicable and irrational
reaction to one another, their shared desire aed.n@ her heightened
emotional state of mind and with her inhibitionsdamormal controls so
relaxed she couldn't help but respond to thiscttta and to him.

There was a wonderful, exhilarating sense of releasl freedom in being
able to express her emotional and physical needgpsnly and easily, in
being able to cast aside her guard and acknowleatysit, that the desire
for him, which she was now allowing to expresslifsead been there
virtually from the first time they met. It existeden if she herself had tried
to force it underground and keep it hidden awagydw it out of her fear of
repeating the pattern of both her childhood andé®mage years when she
had loved men who were both unworthy of her love arcapable of
returning it.



But Saul wasn't like that. This time it would bé&elient, this time...

She gave a small, blissful sigh as she snuggleskcko him, pressing her
body lovingly against his. 'Saul,’ she breathed,iimagination teasing her
senses with vividly sensual promises. 'Let's duei...| want you to take me
to bed....’

The groan Saul gave wasn't caused entirely by niogvledge that she was
quite obviously still a long, long way from sobegiap. The feel of her body
against his, the innocently sensuous way she wasgagainst him, were
taxing his self-control to its limits, beyond itsits, he ruefully admitted as
he fought and lost the battle to control his owspanse to her.

And she knew what was happening to him, of coltieecould see it in the

half-veiled, femininely triumphant look she gavenhas she let her glance
travel very slowly and deliberately down his bodfdye looking back into

his eyes.

'Saul," she whispered throatily.

Perhaps if she hadn't already been half-nakedapsrifi he hadn't given in
to the temptation to hold her and to kiss her,ighthhave been different, but
he haddone so, and having done so, he made one lastrdés@ttempt to
avert the inevitable by telling her gruffly, Tullal can't...’

The pouting but very pointed look she gave his lowaely accompanied by
the claim 'Liar' told him that she had misunderdtoo

Holding her gently, he tried to explain. '‘No. | meae can't...| don't have
any...l can't...'

Enlightenment dawned in Tullah's eyes.

'Oh, that's all right,’ she told him happily. 'l.ddey're in the bathroom.' She
paused when she saw the rather shocked look hetwaagnto control.

Perhaps he was being old-fashioned, but Tullahleadr struck him as the
kind of woman who went in for casual sex, very mtlad opposite in fact.



Despite her professional qualifications and ahilihere was a gentleness
and hesitancy about her that had led him to beliha her sexual
experience was limited, her lovers few rather tmaany, but now it
seemed...

'Weren't there any in yours?' she asked him, frogisiightly. 'l thought it
must be something the hotel did automatically, biesg Holland and...'

Saul started to smile. 'l don't know," he repli&dere may well have been. |
didn't notice.’

'So you see, weanatfter all,' she murmured as she reached up td towe.
'Mmm...that feels good,’ she told him huskily aghee in to the temptation
to caress the full, warm curve of her breast.

'Not half as good as it's going to feel," Saul essiner thickly as he swung
her up into his arms and then gently lowered hetoothe bed as Tullah
clasped her hands behind his head and lifted loer tawards his for his
kiss.

Mram...kissing was a highly underrated activity ame that was a vastly
unexplored territory in her CV of life experiencasillah decided dazedly
as she wrappedher arms even more firmly aroundé&wabheld him closer.

She could feel his hands caressing her body, sigogently over her skin,
and it felt wonderful. She drew a long, ecstatiedbh of feminine pleasure,
arching her spine in voluptuous encouragementeas#iine time reaching
out to tug impatiently at the shirt he was wearipgytesting beneath his
kisses, 'lt's not fair. You can touch me, but I'ctouch you....'

'Do you want to touch me?' Saul responded.

Dreamily Tullah looked into his eyes and then ler lglance slide
appreciatively over his body, feeling the suddenebration of female
excitement at the potency of her secret and hiHerbidden thoughts and
desires.

'Yes,' she told him boldly. 'Yes, | do.’



For a moment, the sudden fierce pleasure of masigrain his eyes made
her falter and feel a little self- conscious andvoas. Then Saul was
releasing her and easing himself a little way bf&okn her. He rapidly
unfastened his shirt and shrugged it off beforéimy her thickly, ‘Come on
then, go ahead.'

She hesitated. Somehow the close physical proxiofisyman, a real man
whose torso was slightly roughened by thick, sdiyk hair and whose skin
gleamed with a faint sheen that had nothing to db wome expensive
grooming aid and everything to do with the way lesweacting to her as a
man, was having such an overwhelming aphrodisiifatt on her senses
that she actually felt faint with the intensity leér own desire. She found
herself unable to make up her mind what she waotdd the most. Perhaps
simply look at him, reach out and touch him expioedy with her
fingertips or—her heart lurched crazily against bleest—qgive in to the
shockingly unfamiliar grown-up, womanly adult needean forward and
place her lips against his skin to breathe in tensof him, to touch him,
kiss him, taste him, feel every life breath he tomkd with it feel, too, his
male reaction to her.

'If you keep looking at me like that we're goingetqperience the safest sex
it's possible for two people to have," Saul warhedgrittily, adding rawly,
‘at least for the first time. It's been a long tifmeme, Tullah, and my body's
reacting to you more like a teenage boy's thardait enale's. | can't—'

'How long?' Tullah asked him curiously.

He paused before answering her, his mouth compigebgfore he told her
curtly, 'Hillary and | have been separated for otweo years and before
that... If you want the honest answer, it mustlbefawo or three—'

'‘Months," Tullah supplied.

Saul was frowning. 'Two or three months? Try agalou've got the
numbers right but the period of time wrong. Twdloeeyearswas what |
was about to say," he told her flatly. 'And if ywant the real truth, the last
time was actually before Meg's birth and even leetbat...'



Tullah stared at him.

That couldn't be true, surely, but Saul didn't loolsound as though he was
lying to her. Maybe the intoxicating wine she hadnk was still clouding
her thoughts. She looked up into his eyes and dskedeasingly, 'If | help
you with the rest of your clothes, will you help mvgéh mine?’

It was more than Saul could resiShewas more than he was able to resist.
A direct approach for sex even from a woman he ad@is much as he
wanted Tullah he might have been able to resigtwien it was coupled
with her sense of humour, her warmth, her sheeadibity and his own
feelings for her, it was just too much for his s&htrol. Shewas just too
much for his self-control.

He took hold of her hand and started to kiss th@tieach finger and then
slowly and lingeringly suck on them, drawing themtoi his mouth until
Tullah felt she would either faint or burst withetpleasure he was giving
her.

Later she couldn't remember how or when they fingibt undressed,
whether it was before he started to stroke the mdlher hand and then the
inside of her wrist with the tip of his tongue dtea he had started to draw
the same tantalising nerve-shattering circles afcady bearable sensual
pleasure around the ripe crests of her breast)yfidrawing each nipple
into his mouth and caressing it until she moandadaud in pleasure and
need.

All she did know was that at some point she was deliciousgndvously
free to touch and caress him, all of him, everywlerd anywhere she liked,
to pleasure him and to pleasure herself with hdevayed exploration of his
flesh and her uninhibited appreciation of his mak=nand his response to
her. And when she pout- ingly refused to allow lnteave her in order to
take advantage of the hotel's provisions for safke Be told her softly that
there were other ways he could pleasure her, pleabamboth, and she
was too caught up in the emotional and sexual sitgf the moment to
either object or to protest that it was not ammatty she was used to, that it
was not an intimacy she had shared with anyone else



Which surely must have been why, when he laid lketlg on the bed and
slowly parted her thighs, she made no objectiorichvag him dreamily as
he caressed her tenderly with his fingers before pession finally
overwhelmed him and he bent his head and placednbisth on her,
possessing her with a hot, eager hunger that madedart race and her
body burn, the fierce flood of desire that seizeddatching her so off guard
that she cried out in shock against it. But it waaslate. The strong spiral of
climactic urgency had already begun and there veatuming back, no
stopping what Saul's passionate intimacy had starte

And no stopping, either, the languorous tide ofaaidtion that inevitably
swept over her. As she lay at peace in Saul's dmnsmiled wryly as he
watched her eyes close and felt sleep slackendusr. b

It would be cruel to wake her up, even if his bayhed for her so badly
that...that staying here in bed was not a good teavarned himself firmly.
The last thing he wanted to do was to prejudice their neladygeoning
relationship by coming across as the kind of mao sgifishly demanded
satisfaction of his own desire.

Reluctantly he edged his body away from her, pausinly to kiss her
briefly on the tip of her nose before pulling ors lalothes and quietly
leaving.



CHAPTER NINE

TuLLAH awoke with the alarm call, the shrill noise joitiner awake and

drawing an agonized gasp of pain as she openedyesrand recognised
that she was suffering from one of her thankfudlyermigraine headaches
no doubt brought on, as she brutally reminded Ifersat just by the stress

of her court appearance but by her overindulgemdasi night's red wine.

Of course, she hadn't brought any painkillers waigh...of course, and she
doubted that there would be ime to get any on tlay to the airport. She
still had o shower and dress and pack, but melgiflle wasn't expected to
put in an appearance at breakfast. The last pesiserwanted to see right
now was Saul Crighton, and not just because shadethoroughly under
the weather and because she could remember hisifrgirm refusal of
more than one glass of wine last night.

She might only have a very hazy recollection oféseonce Saul had
ushered her into the taxi, but she had the mosta@xtinary and
blush-making clear memories of the vividly erotreams she had had last
night and the man who had partnered her in thgrartnerecher! The way
she had dreamt it,she had been the one doing most of the chasing.
Mercifully, though, no one other than her was dikely to know about that

or about the way things had felt...the sheer sditgwd the desire she had
experienced... shared...shown, least of all Saul.

There was a perfectly rational explanation of whg should have dreamt
about Saul Crighton with such sexual explicitnebg, decided hastily, and
perhaps once her migraine had gone she would ba@khd it.

It was humiliating, though, to be fprced to contrtime fact that the secret
she had believed she had so safely hidden away,fes@ herself, had not
been as well hidden as she had thought after all.

Of course, it was inappropriate and illogical tehé should be so aware of
Saul as a man, but all she had to keep doing tqresp those
feelings...those emotions, was to remind herselflwit he really was and



that was most certainly not the tender, passiorsaesual lover who had
shared her dream, but rather a weak parody ohatlghe believed a man
should really be. Yes, he had the looks, the &, duter garb of real
masculinity, but they were simply a mask and meenthing...just as last
night's dream meant nothing.

Ouch...She winced as she slid out of bed and her heattdteo pound
sickeningly. She really shouldn't have drunk adittivine.

'‘Are you sure you're all right?’

No, of course she wasn't all right, far from it I8aul was the last person
she was going to admit as much to, Tullah acknogéddas she turned
towards him and snapped, 'Yes. I'm fine... it's fuseadache, that's all.’

They had boarded the plane ten minutes earliettndct of taking off had
left Tullah gritting her teeth and feeling as thbuger head was about to
explode.

Just one word, just one sentence, from Saul theluded the words
‘hangover' or 'wine' and she would thump him, Tulfaomised herself
bitterly as she closed her eyes and prayed foptli@ding inside her skull
to ease.

Saul, as expected, had no such problem, his headber the newspaper he
was reading.

Tullah could hear the flight attendants coming @with trays of food, but
the mere thought of eating made her feel acutelg@aus and she knew if
her migraine took its normal and thankfully rarense, that it would be at
least a day, possibly two, before she was anythikiegback to normal.

The migraine attacks had first started when hegngarwere divorcing and
had grown in intensity during her teenage yeatbégoint where she was
having one virtually every few weeks. In her twestithough, they had



become less and less frequent and it was now oyemlagasince she had
suffered her last one.

This one, though, promised to be a real horroryight now the reason she
was beginning to wince wasn't so much the vividtkss of light that burned
across her closed eyes but the even more vivitidasf scenes from last
night's dream that seared across her memory.

She couldn't help it. She gave a small, audiblamgas one particular dream
sequence presented itself to her. How could she pssibly dreamt
herself saying that...doing that? She gave anofitetesting groan,
reflecting feelingly that it was just as well tiiae human race was, for the
most part, denied the ability to read one anotmeirsls. She wouldie, just
die if Saul Crighton should ever conctoseto guessing about the way she
had dreamt of him, whispering to him that she wartten to take his
clothes off, that she wanted him to... And the wthrgg of all was that her
body, below migraine-feeling level, was totally isfdus to her mind's
outraged primness and rejection of her dream andhy dared to respond
to the implausible scenes it seemed she had createdr sleep, which
meant... which meant that a part of her must algtdralve wanted...must
actually have liked—

"Try, to drink some water.’

Tullah opened her eyes and grimaced, quickly ctp#ilem again to block
out the sight of Saul's lean, tanned hand holditgaaylass of water to her.

'Drink it,” Saul insisted in much the same firmthasitative voice Tullah
had heard him use to his children. For a handfgleabnds she toyed with
mental relish the idea of refusing, but just aswshe about to give in, Saul
added grittily, 'l warned you last night that yob&ldehydrated after all that
alcohol.'

'l had three, four glasses of wine...four at thesthdullah protested, 'and |
know what you're thinking and you're wrong. | havgot a hangover. It's a
migraine.'

'We've already had this conversation,” Saul rendricb.



Had they? Tullah couldn't remember having donelsofact, she was

guiltily aware that she couldn't recall very mudlak after getting into the

taxi with Saul, which was extremely irritating, givthe unwanted clarity
with which she kept on remembering last night'sadrePerhaps she had
chosen the wrong career, she told herself. Aftet faght she surely

qualified for the job of writing the screenplay fdollywood's hottest sex

films.

'‘We'll be landing soon,' Saul warned her.

When Tullah had arrived downstairs in the lobby thiorning, ashen-faced
and plainly in a very uncommunicative mood, he tinemlight at first it was

simply because she was having second thoughts Esbuight, something

he had already spent half the night warning himse#ixpect and the other
trying to figure out a way of dealing with her expel rejection both of him

and what they had shared. What he had not beeanecfor—what he had
never even begun to imagine might happen—was tmatwould act as

though the events of the previous evening had simgVer taken place and
it had taken him a while to begin to understand .why

She wasn'tleliberatelyignoring the intimacy they had shared because she
regretted it; she quite plainly and simply could remember it, which was
hardly flattering especially when he...

But what concerned him much more than his own &g now was the fact
that she was quite patently not at all well.

'It's a migraine,’ she had told him defensively dmghad no reason to
disbelieve her. For one thing, strong though laght's vintage wine had

been, it certainly hadn't been potent enough teeder to be as ill as she
obviously was now.

As the plane started to make its descent, he shaick look at her. Her

complexion looked waxily pale, her top lip ominoubleaded with sweat,

and he had noticed earlier the way she had resaté@ brightening of the

plane cabin's lights, almost wincing as she cldsadtyes against them. By
the time the plane was taxiing down the runway,vgae both shivering and
perspiring.



'It's a migraine,' she whispered protestingly, igreane. I'm not—'

'Yes. It's all right, | know," Saul assured hehadiscreetly summoned the
attendant and asked her if they could disembarkachh&f the other
passengers.

Whether because of their descent or not, Tullah'dichow, but for some

reason the pounding pain inside her head and tlghtltashing darts of

light that accompanied it had intensified to sugiteh that she could barely
breathe, never mind move. One side of her bodyotkdty heavy and inert,

and frighteningly when she tried to lift her armr §ome reason it just didn't
seem to respond to the commands of her brain.

'Classic migraine symptoms," she thought she h#srdattendant saying
sympathetically to Saul as they both gently helpedto her feet. 'l should
know. | get them myself....'

Tullah tried to protest that she was fine, that sbld manage, that there
was no need for Saul to pick her up and carry ehaugh she was a baby,
but the words simply wouldn't come.

She had a disjointed impression of movement ana paiwarmth and cold,
of the comforting, familiar smell of Saul and tlae fess pleasant smell of jet
fuel and dirt, and then somehow or other they wesiele a car and Saul was
saying something to the driver.

Then came the drive, bumpy and unbearably uncoatflat its blissful
cessation and the even more blissful awarenessohtli and comfort, of
anxious, childish voices, then the wonderful, wafdeeace and darkness
of a welcoming bedroom.

She woke up once briefly and was groggily awargoofieone helping her to
undress, giving her a drink and some medicatiooredirmly tucking her
up in bed again and telling her to go back to sleep

She could feel the medication starting to do itsksdowly, oh, so slowly;
the tentacles of pain were beginning to unwrap gewes from inside her
head.



'What's wrong with Tullah, Daddy?' Meg asked hehda as she stood
anxiously on one leg just inside the open bedrooor.d

For the past four hours all of them had been usttat instructions not to
make any noise or go into Tullah's room. It hadHtened Meg a bit when
her daddy had come home carrying Tullah in his abashe had told them
that she was going to be all right and that sheaheery nasty headache.

Dr Julie had come and she and Daddy had had atébkdpefore Dr Julie
had written something down, which she had given lainad then Daddy had
put them all in the car and they had driven intertso that he could go to
the chemist and get some special medicine for MuBaint Jenny had been
in the chemist's, as well. She had told Daddy lthaise was home.

It had terrified the life out of him when Tullah dhairtually collapsed on
him as they were about to leave the aircraft. Altbuld think of all the way
home was the dreadful stories one read in the jpfgssople who had lost
their lives through contracting one of the viruléotms of meningitis, so
the first thing he had done after he had got Tutlaime was to check to see
if she was showing any signs of the warning rashl awot, he
washalf-ashamed to admit, primarily out of feartice children.

No. His primary fear had been for her, for Tullah herself, for #@man
who had somehow or other got past the barriersaddrhself-preservation
erected against her sex. The woman who—

'When is she going to wake up?' Meg asked him.
‘Not for a long time yet," he told her firmly, gsesy what was coming next
as he got up off the bed where he had been sitmygsimply watching

Tullah as she slept.

How was it possible for him to have fallen deeplydve so quickly and so
completely when he had sworn that falling in lovaswsomething he was



never going to allow himself to do? His life wa$tea all, complicated
enough and he had already committed the sin ofyngrtheir mother more
out of lust and the mistaken belief that their nalitdesire was a strong
enough basis for marriage. He owed it to his chitdo put them first and to
keep their lives free of any further emotional treu He hadn't wanted to
love Tullah...he hadn't wanted to loaeyone There had, of course, been a
time when he had thought...hoped...if he was hottegthe and Olivia...but
that had been nothing more than a foolish clingang youthful infatuation
and he had quickly recognised that Olivia had &g not to allow him to
resurrect the past.

But what he felt for Tullah was different...diffetefrom anything he had
ever felt before and he was amazed that he cowdd leave thought it
possible to share his life with someone who wasTutiah, for whom he
did not fee! what he felt for Tullah.

But what, if anything, did she feel for him? Shedhaanted him last
night...or had she? He knew a little of her pastdny from Olivia. There
had been a man who had hurt her, a man quite patenthere near worthy
of her, a man who, thankfully, had let her sliptigh his fingers.

It was gone four o'clock and he needed to go iheodffice. He leaned
forward and kissed Tullah gently, smiling to hinfise$ she continued to
sleep.

'‘No, you aren't to wake her up,' he reminded Megndt as he walked
towards her.

'Where are you going?' Louise asked her motherh@terrived home the
previous day, irritated to discover that Saul wasyon business and that
she would have to wait until today to go and see. hi

She knew full well that her parents did not approf/ker love for Saul, but
that was just too bad. She loved him and she wiasrdimed to have him.



'I'm going over to Saul's for him while he goeoimtork," Jenny informed
her daughter. 'He wants me to keep an eye on Tafidithe children.’

"Tullah.' Louise stiffened. She had heard Olivi&iteg about Tullah, an old
friend of hers who had moved north to work for Atwh's and who, she had
been disconcerted to learn, had actually accomp&ael to The Hague on
business.

She had comforted herself with the knowledge tleall ®as scarcely likely
to be interested in her. His sole concern was ifochildren at the moment,
but Louise was determined to change all that.

'What's she doing at Saul's?' she demanded susgicio

'‘Apparendy she was ill on the journey home...a aimg. Saul took her
home with him.' Jenny paused as the phone startaut She picked up the
receiver and immediately recognised the voice efwloman in charge of
die private mother-and-baby home that Ruth andhsldeset up for young,
single, local mothers and sighed, guessing thatdtlewas likely to be a
long one.

'Say,' Louise hissed, 'don't worry about Saulgtilover and stay with the
kids.'

'Louise," Jenny protested, but it was already &be. |
Louise had picked up Jenny's car keys and was og¢ne kitchen door.

Jenny sighed in exasperation, torn between respgrdithe urgency she
could hear in her caller's voice and running dftarise to stop her going to
Saul's, but in the end her sense of responsiltdityards her commitment to
her involvement in the single mothers' home haeke precedence, and as
she held the receiver close to her ear, she watcbede drive off in her
car.

The single mothers' home had originally been Rudea, born of her own
secret pregnancy as a young woman when she haddreed to give up
her child for adoption.



The wealth she had earned for herself in latersy@aough her shrewd
speculation on the stock market had enabled Rutiuyothe first special
house she had formed as a short-stay hostel fongyounmarried
mothers-to-be in need of somewhere to stay.

Now they were a registered charity with not one deobut closer on a
dozen, plus a large, previously derelict mansiagy thad persuaded the
local council to sell them at a knock-down pricéeif charity had a royal

patron and was funded, in the main, not only frocal donations and the
proceeds of the winter ball they held at Queensregady year and a whole
host of smaller social events, but also from stte#téctions and a generous
helping hand from Ruth herself.

Jenny had willingly become involved, working alomigs Ruth in her
venture, and was now a co-administrator of theighdt was just as well
that Guy Cooke, her partner in the local antiqiregpghey ran together, had
been willing to give additional time to that buseenow that she was
becoming more and more involved in the day-to-ddwiaistration of the
charity and she could see the time coming whenv&uwd want to buy her
out altogether.

However, as she listened to her caller, she wdslgaware that her mind
was not completely focused on the problem the woweashdescribing. The
last thing Saul needed or wanted right now wasat@eh ouise arriving on
his doorstep. Her daughter's behaviour worried ylenn

That she should have a crush on Saul wasn't piatiggurprising given the
fact that he was an extraordinarily good-lookinghnmaath just enough of a
hint of tragedy in his circumstances and just ehaugturity under his belt

to appeal to a young and potentially very passomggat on the verge of
womanhood, but whatid disturb Jenny was that Louise should be capable
of pursuing Saul with such single-minded determamatlt was so alien to
her own experienceShehad been a shy, rather awkward teenager who
would never have dreamt of pursuing a man in thg that Louise was
pursuing Saul. There were times when her daughteninded her
uncomfortably of her elder brother Max in her detered efforts to get
what she wanted.



Both of them, it seemed, had inherited the selfishe that had so clearly
marked their uncle David, her husband's twin bngtaed that thankfully
was so completely lacking in Jon's much, much gemntlake-up.

It was the commotion that woke Tullah—the sound ohild crying and the
much sharper and far more angry sound of an okdeale voice telling her
to stop.

'‘But you mustn't go in there. Daddy said we werten't

Tullah blinked as someone pushed open her bedramn ahd the light
flooded in. Blessedly, her migraine was gone batsthl didn't feel entirely
normal. The drugs didn't help, of course. Thesack# always left her
feeling enervated and weak, her brain somehowtsfighmb.

She struggled to sit up as she vaguely recognised tall, very
angry-looking young woman who was standing in therdiay glowering at
her and then made a grab for the duvet as sheedalhat someone had
removed her clothes and that she was naked.

'‘Daddy undressed you," Meg informed her chattig had to because you
kept saying you were too hot.'

Tullah gave the little girl a weak smile. 'Meg,estxclaimed, turning to look
uncertainly at her companion.

‘This is Louise,"' Meg told her helpfully.

Louise... yes, of course. Well, Tullah could seeyw®aul would be
interested in her. She was an extremely strikidgdlng girl although not
exactly the timid, shy and rather naive one Tullald mentally visualised.

'Hello, I'm—'

But before Tullah could introduce herself propellguise was interrupting
her to say tersely, 'l know exactly who you arel what you're up to, but



you're wasting your time. Saul is mine...and heisg to stay mine,' she
told Tullah challengingly.

Saul saw Jenny's car and then heard the commotien Wwe went from his
study where he had been putting his papers togetmmwalked into the
bedroom. He discovered Louise standing at the dbdihe bed, glowering
ferociously at Tullah who was clutching the duvedumd her body whilst
Meg had crept on to the bed next to her and wadladdip beside her.

Swiftly assessing the situation, Saul reacted imately, ignoring Louise

to stride past her and take hold of Tullah's hanbath his own. As he sat
next to her, he leaned forward to kiss the stat@ddthat shaped her mouth.

'‘Good, you're awake. How are you feeling now, muiig?’

His darling...

Three pairs of female eyes focused on him.

In Louise's he could see furious disbelief andutidah's he could see plain
disbelief, but in Meg's... It seemed that Tullald Istolen more than one
heart from this particular branch of the Crightamfly, he acknowledged.

"You've arrived just in time to hear our good nelajise,’ he continued,
strategically angling his body so that Louise caoiildsee Tullah's

expression.

'What good news?' she demanded ominously.

‘Tullah and I... Tullah and | are in love," he tbler gently.

Behind him, he could hear Tullah gasp. In fronhmh, Louise's face went
from white to red to white again.



"You can't possibly love her...you can't,’ she t&éal furiously. 'l love you. |
want you—and she won't stop me!" Then she turnetesrheel and ran
downstairs and out of the house.

Tullah winced as she heard the sound of the froat dlamming.

'Why is Louise so angry?' Meg asked in a waverge/oi

Saul got up to follow her, turning to tell TulldBhe's in no fit state to drive.
I'll have to take her home and forget about goingfly into work.' He
smiled at Meg who was watching him a little anxigusyou look after
Tullah for me until I get back, will you, Meggie’hd make sure she doesn't
get up.'

Make sure she didn't get up. Hoouldshe, Tullah fumed after he had gone,
when she had no idea where her clothes were..ustdvhat had he meant
by that comment to Louise that they were in love?

How could he have been so cruel to her when itetasous how she felt
about him?

She was still fuming half an hour later when he edrack, gently telling
Meg to go downstairs because he wanted to tallut@f on her own.

He wanted to talk tdher\

'Would you mind telling me what all that was aboutcan | guess?' she
demanded with heavy sarcasm.

'Yes. | know | owe you an explanation. The thing.ull, it's all a bit
embarrassing, really. You see Louise believes.tlihks—'

'She's in love with you,' Tullah finished bitingly.

'She's in love with the idea of being in love witie," Saul corrected her
mildly. 'It's just a phase she's going through Ere—'



"You've what? You've got tired of basking in henanent admiration, of
playing with her emotions, and so you decided te mge as a means of
getting rid of her. Well, for your information...'

She paused for breath and then frowned as she saexpression. He

interrupted her curtly. "You really think that.atH'd deliberately encourage
a girl of that age to think...that my ego is suichtt.that I'm so vain and
weak that | need that kind of adolescent...?' Seydped speaking to shake
his head.ls that what you really think?'

'‘Can you give me one good reason why | shouldiltifah asked him, but
somehow instead of sounding challenging, her veaended rather more
weak and defensive.

'l can give you any number,’ Saul informed her tyiénot the least being
the fact that she's a member of my family, yound\arnerable and... My
God, she might be young enough to be my daughtetgld Tullah fiercely
as he started to pace the floor. 'Do you honegtigbe—'

'It doesn't matter what | believe,' Tullah interegb him.

His reaction had shocked her. She had not expdui@dto react so
vehemently or so intensely. His protest, his denhsgtemed so genuine, but
of course they couldn't be...could they?

"Your relationship with Louise is no concern of mirshe added forcefully
as she tried to cling to the security of knowingttho matter how sexually
attractive, no matter how emotionally attractiveilSaight appear to be, he
was, in fact, anything but.

But she might as well have tried to stop hersadihfrsliding down a
snow-covered hill, she acknowledged and was themblanto prevent
herself from adding the pithy mental reminder tlséiling down it
accidentally was one thing, but wilfully throwingiself down it with total
disregard for her safety was quite another.

'l don't havea relationship with Louise. At least not the tythat you're
trying to imply," Saul responded sharply.



'Well, you certainly could have fooled me," Tulledtorted. 'Just like you
tried to fool Louise that you and I... You'll hateetell her the truth. | don't
want—'

‘I will tell her the truth," Saul interjected, 'but...'
'‘But what?' Tullah demanded suspiciously.

'‘But not yet.' Whilst Tullah stared open-mouthedhiat, he added, 'You've
seen for yourself, said yourself, that she's irgtiny@ of a heavy crush on me.
She's also at a vulnerable age. The more | traltotd her, to handle the
situation tactfully, the more convinced she becothasshe'll eventually...'
He paused and shook his head.

'The kindest, the best way, to convince her thasshirong, that it's time for
her to get on with her life, concentrate on herd&s, develop a real
relationship with someone who will return her fagh, is for her to be
convinced that there's someone else in my life.'tD@u agree?’

Tullah eyed him narrowly. What he was saydid make sense, she had to
admit, and from what she had seen of Louise shealgasforced to admit
that far from being the timid, shrinking person s$tal imagined, Louise
was patently quite capable of stubbornly clingingher determination to
make Saul react sexually to her and, quite prohahky only thing that
would put her off was some concrete evidence tieetwas someone else
in Saul's life.

'‘Someonelse,’ she agreed carefully and thoughtfully, fimitme.'

'‘But you're the perfect choice, the obvious choi€aul insisted. 'She's
already aware of the fact that you exist, she's gee here in my home...'
He paused and added softly, 'In my bed.’

Hot colour flared in Tullah's face. "Thisnstyour bed,' she denied.

But Saul ignored her and continued firmly, 'Meg,Hasmderstand, informed

her that | undressed you and put you to bed—'iheregl Tullah's outraged,
angry gasp '—and it seems to me that she'd alrdadigled exactly what



kind of relationship we had even before she treethteaten you with her
own imagined position in my life.'

" Wedo nothavea relationship,’ Tullah argued.

'We couldhave," Saul coaxed, adding drylypuwere the one who was so
concerned about her moral welfare, about the daiodeer if she remained
infatuated with me. | should have thought you'dehmmped at the chance
to help protect her.'

Tullah opened her mouth and then closed it agagnwhls right, of course,
but... 'That was when | thought that you...' Slo@séd.

'When you thought what? That | was taking advantddesr vulnerability?

It isn't always the older man who's the instigayay know, Tullah. There
are, | know, some men who do deliberately set@sttisfy their own egos
selfishly and, in my opinion, totally unforgivablgteying on their innocent
and susceptible young victims, but there are exaeptcases where..."' Saul
paused. 'He hurt you very much, didn't he?'

'What!" Tullah stiffened defensively before stamimgr'How...how did you
know...who told you...?'

'Olivia happened to mention a litde of your histéoyme," Saul told her
gendy, 'but it wasn't very hard to guess that thasst have been some pain
in your past. What happened?

Tullah tried to resist the gentler note in his wand found she could not.
'He was a friend of the family... my father...afiamy parents divorced...'
She lowered her head and bit her lip. 'He seemddnsl so caring.... He

was just someone | thought of as a friend at liitgtthen we became closer.
He said that he loved me...that he'd been waitingie to grow up. He said
we'd always be together, that...'

To her chagrin, she could feel her emotions threageto overwhelm her.
What on earth was she doing, letting Saul Crightdrall people, see her
like this, so vulnerable...so...s0...? She'd ndaéked to anyoneabout



exactly how foolish she'd been...how...how stupiad to talk about it now
to Saul...

'Do you love him still?’

Saul's question stunned her. She lifted her heddaoked at him.Love
him? No, of course | don't. | don't think | evealig did. | think | was only in
love with the idea of being in love. | just wantedfeel that | was loved...
needed....'

"You needed help, compassion, understanding and{ ofcall, someone
wise enough to recognise what you were going thrargl why,' Saul told
her tenderly. '‘Just as Louise does now.’

Their eyes met.

'We can't pretend that we're...that we're involvelde protested, but she
knew her voice was losing its conviction. 'Are yeally serious?' she asked
him when he simply looked at her. 'Do you reallinkhLouise will be
convinced just because she's seen...because...?’

'Yes, lamserious," Saul responded, 'and since it worketld&e—in more
ways than one... Lucky man," he added half-whinfigica

'"What worked for Luke?' she questioned him, corduse

But he simply shook his head and smiled at heingajTrust me, Tullah, it
will all work out for the best, | promise.’

And then, before Tullah could stop him, he learmav&rd and took her in
his arms, dropping a very firm kiss on her surgriseouth. A kiss that
seemed disturbingly familiar, just like the warnaydh feel of his mouth. So
familiar, in fact, that she might actually havepoeisly kissed him and not
just dreamt of doing it.

As she pulled herself away from him, she demanteklily, 'What was that
for? I..."



‘That," Saul informed her, ‘was to seal our bardain this...'

Whilst her eyes widened in shock, Saul cupped &ee fn his hands, his
eyes looking deeply into hers, mesmerising her atmuoefore he slowly
studied her still-parted mouth and then...

Too late, Tullah struggled to break free, to protsat he was doing, but
his mouth was already touching hers, caressing, la&d her heart was
ricocheting off her chest wall as though it was matirubber.

How was it possible for her to have dreamt so acui&lgaul's kiss? This
intense sensuality simply could not exist and cauly be a product of her
own imagination, her own fevered dream-induced ilogg—not for him....
No, never that. No, those longings couldn't pogdiaive been for SauHe
had just been a convenient peg to hang them dwo, seeak.

And it was all the fault of the wretched dream tsta¢ was now, instead of
pushing him away, actually having to fight the utgewrap her arms around
him, lie back on her pillows and subtly incite hicndo far, far more than
just kiss her.

She wanted him to... She wanted him to... With alksstart she realised that

either she had spoken her desire out loud or Salitéad her mind because
suddenly the pressure of his kiss had deepenetvemehth the bedclothes
she could feel his hands caressing her naked bodying sensuously over

her skin before finally capturing her breasts agabing the already erect
crests with his fingertips whilst she moaned irpleds pleasure beneath his
mouth.

She wanted him so much. Too much!

As though he sensed her hesitation and ambivalérecgntalising caresses
slowly ceased. Tullah could feel him watching hemiting.

For what? Permission to torment her still furthAs?her body tensed, she
felt him withdraw his hands, leaving her on edg#ig...wanting....



'‘And what was that supposed to be for?' Tullah deled croakily when
Saul had finally completed his leisurely explorataf her mouth. How she
had managed to resist his tempting invitationsaiotb do the same to him,
she really did not know, and now in an attemptdgain some kind of
control over a situation that, if she was honeghwierself, was rapidly
escalating way, way out of her control, she streddgb put a safe distance
between them and look sternly disapproving—an laetfelt was somewhat
hampered by the fact that her hair was, no doubii)d tousled cloud of
curls and she was having to clutch the bedclothasna her to conceal her
body.

‘That was for me," Saul admitted outrageously, leaviagwviith no further
ammunition to fire at him.

She only managed to demand rather weakly, '‘And host long is this
supposed relationship of ours going to have t&|Bsicause I—'

‘Not that long. Louise will be going back to unisgy at the end of
September,’ he mused, 'so | should—'

'September?’ Tullah gasped. 'But that's Some mawhay. I...we can't...|
can't...'

'Think of it as a noble sacrifice you're making tbe benefit of a fellow
member of your sex," Saul teased her. 'That shelftthe time to go faster.'

'Louise will never accept it,' Tullah protestede\don't look like—'

'Lovers," Saul supplied helpfully for her. 'Then'lhest have to find a way
of making sure that we do, won't we? Don't worrguht,' he advised her.



CHAPTER TEN

'WELL, you're a dark horsemust say,' Olivia told Tullah dryly. "You and
Saul... And there was I, hoping to get you intexésh James, when all the
time... | thought you were totally anti Saul. Yaids—'

'l know, | know," Tullah agreed apologetically.

She had known how difficult this particular inteewi was going to be. She'd
been dreading having to face Olivia and the questghe was bound to
want to ask, and had said as much to Saul, whasimaply frowned for a
moment and then offered to do any explaining far he

'‘Cower away behind you like some frail Victorianrdiee?' Tullah had

demanded witheringly. 'Certainly not. | don't wamt need you to hide
behind, Saul, or to run to for protection. I'm slynpying to point out the

problems this...this situation you've created imgdo cause. Olivia is my
friend. She's going to wonder why on earth | hawsmnd anything to her and
she's also..." She paused and bit her lip.

'She's also what?' Saul had encouraged.

They had been standing in his kitchen at the tBoenehow or other he had
succeeded in persuading her that, although sheveser migraine, there
was no point in her returning home until they Haardughly discussed their
new roles as a couple. One thing had led to ano#met before she had
known where she was, she had been helping to grepaper and then get
the children to bed, which included reading theha atory. Of course Saul
had then insisted she couldn't leave until sheHatisomething to drink,

and in the end since it was so late, she had esitlgtconceded that she
might as well stay the night, especially since tusld only add gravity and

conviction to their 'plan’.

It had been whilst they had been drinking the ragptcup of chocolate Saul
had made them both that she had broached the suidjdus family's
reaction to their 'news' and more specifically @l



'Well, you do have...have had, a rather speciaticgiship with her,’ she had
felt compelled to point out, ‘and she's bound tokihto feel...’

'We are cousins yes, and good friends, too, cleseds," Saul had agreed,
starting to frown. 'But since we're supposed toehfallen intensely and

passionately in love during our trip to The Haguéon't see how there is
any way | could have informed Olivia of our relatship before it was

supposed to have happened, and in fact—'

‘That isn't what | meant,” Tullah had interruptenh ftrossly, shaking her
head.

Did he have to be so obtuse, or did he simply tkiak she didn't know what
the situation had once been between him and Olivia?

"You and Olivia were once more than...than justsom) or even good
friends," she reminded him pointedly, ‘and she triigink—'

'‘Now just a minute," Saul had stopped her grinflgele was a time when |
did rather foolishly believe that the slight cri@hvia and | had had on one
another when both of us were too young for it taadken any furthecould
be fanned into something more meaningful and adit,that was..." He
stopped and frowned, shaking his head, then askgedHave you discussed
this with Olivia?"

‘Not...not in any great detail,’ Tullah admitte&fter all, it isn't really any of
my business and—' 'So Olivia hasn't said anythingou about—" 'Olivia
hasn't said anything,” Tullah cut across him. déiynust know, | doubt |
would ever have guessed that there had been agyti@tween you if |
hadn't overheard some of Olivia's guests talkingualthe two of you at
Olivia and Caspar's wedding. And then Max confirried

‘Talking aboutus...! What were they saying?' Saul had demanded, putting
down his cup and coming to stand determinedly amtfiof Tullah so that
there was no way she could avoid answering histogumss His folded-arm
stance as he leaned back against the kitchenrzdude him appear not so
much threatening as calmly resolved to drag evergles word she had
heard out of her, even if it took all night.



‘They said..."' Tullah took a deep breath and foremdelf to meet his eyes.
'They said that it was no wonder your marriage hraten up and that you
had been unfaithful to your wife with Olivia andanky caused her and
Caspar to break up into the bargain. They also ioeed die fact that

Louise had apparentiy taken Olivia's place in yogour affections.'

'What!" Saul grated, demanding, 'Who were thesplpdescribe them to
me.'

'l don't know," Tullah told him. 'They were justdwvomen. | doubt if |
would ever recognise them if | saw them again,'astsvered truthfully.

'‘But you remembered what they said—and believedYdu actually
thought...' He turned round and leaned his handbhenable, keeping his
back to her. 'Olivia and | have always been clost ges, there was a time
when | did think... Hillary, my wife, was the onéha broke our marriage
vows, not me, andhewas also the one who tried to come between Caspal
and Olivia, but fortunately Caspar...

'‘And as for Louise...she was virtually a childlstthen Olivia and Caspar
got married. A child of sixteen... Max has his oawe to grind, of course.
His marriage is far from stable, and even if it Wwdax is the kind of person
who enjoys stirring up trouble." He spaced the woodt carefully and
slowly as he turned round to confront her. 'l waman of thirty-five going

on thirty-six. Have you any idea what it would hamade me, if I'd...?"

Tullah had had to bite down hard on her bottomtdistop its betraying
wobble.

'l was fifteen when my parents divorced,' she tofd huskily. 'My.. .John
was nearly forty, but that didn't stopm.'

She stopped and closed her eyes against the teacesld feel threatening
to fall and then to her shock felt herself beinggailed roughly into Saul's
arms. They closed firmly around her, one of hisdsarubbing her back in
the same comforting way an adult might console allsahild whilst the
other held her tear-damp face against the solidntvaof his shoulder as she
tried to control the sobs she could feel shakingatele body.



'I'm sorry. I'm sorry," she managed to hiccup: 'l..

'So am |," she heard Saul's voice rumbling agdiest'Hellish sorry that |
can't get my hands on him, whoever hewbkgreverhe is, and show just
what | think of a man who does to a naive, trustihid what he did to you.
My God, he should be...'

The warm, protective proximity of his body, the wag was holding her,
felt so comforting and reassuring that it came ashack to discover
entwined with her natural response ttsethings, an unexpected and
almost painfully sharp twist of physical desireyesed to have him hold her,
not just protectively as he might have done a cloldt with the sensual
pleasure of a man for a woman he very much wartedinctively she
moved closer to him, seeking, enticing, some digih he was as aware of
her as a woman as she was of him as a man, sulmasigcwanting to
prove her femininity and to test his masculinityydawhen his body
immediately hardened against her, the fierce tafidhock that brought her
skin out in a rash of goose bumps had nothing twittoanger or fear.

Whilst her mind warned her that she was playingaagerous game, her
emotions urged her to give in to the temptationdspond to the silent
message of his body language with a response tmegually eloquent.

It was such a heady blend of powerful emotions sgrkations to feel at
once both protected and comforted and desired. Heamly for her, she
admitted, recognising the danger she was settirfgrumerself. Reluctantly
she eased herself away from him. For a momentshght he was going to
protest, to draw her closer, but even as she faihghtemptation to give in
he was gendy allowing her the space she had putbatthem.

'l was just as much to blame,' Tullah told him ¢yi€l knew...I wanted—'

"You wanted someone to take your father's placajl $terrupted her
grimly. "You wanted someone to comfort and reasgauge someone tlove
you. You wanted your father, Tullah, and what yoiti.g And you thought
that I...that Louise..." Tullah started to tremddeshe heard the note of anger
in his voice, but to her surprise, instead of vaggait, he simply said quietly,



'Well, in the circumstances | suppose | can't blame. But | hope you
know that | would nevergouldnever...'

'Yes. Yes, | do," Tullah agreed, swallowing hardlas added tiredly, 'After
all, that's why you're going to all this troublent it? Pretending that you
and I...'

They never finished their conversation because ramiad suddenly
arrived downstairs saying that she couldn't sleep.

"You and Saul,’ Olivia repeated, wondering. 'l meaxgen guessed.’

'l know...it came as something of a shock to meyel' Tullah told her
quite honestly.

'Mmm...well, Louise isn't too pleased,’ Olivia wadhher. 'Jenny was telling
me that she's claiming that you've forced your wagy Saul's life and his
bed and—"She what? On the contrary, she couldniidre wrong," Tullah
informed Olivia vigorously.

'Well, Jenny's pleased, at any rate," Olivia wemtt@ advise her. 'She's
hoping that now she knows that Saul is out of reaciuise will finally
come to her senses and outgrow her crush on him.'

'Don't we all," Tullah muttered piously under hezdih.

'It's a pity you can't announce the engagemenhatMasquerade Ball,’
Olivia continued. 'It would be such a marvelloutisg and you look so
wonderful in your dress. Have you shown it to Saylthe way? | haven't
shown Caspar mine. | want to keep it a surprise.’

'What engagement?' Tullah demanded nervously. &erft— '
'No...I know. Saul said that you both felt you wethto wait to make a

public announcement until after Hugh and Ann gekland that you'd said
you wanted to keep the whole thing very low profifgil the children had



had a chance to get used to the idea of your la@mgnd. Mind you, | rather
think they're a couple of steps ahead of you thdegy told me the other day
that she's going to be a bridesmaid when TullahRewdidy "get married"

and that you're going to be her special new mummy.'

'What!" Tullah gasped. 'We haven't...I haven't...'

That was one point she had been very determineat.aboere was no way,
she had informed Saul, that she was going to atechildren to be hurt by
what they were doing.

To h$r astonishment, Saul's response had beekddt in his arms and
tell her in a voice thick with emotion, 'Tullah. fah, | could love you just
for that alone. Thewon'tbe hurt,' he had assured her. 'I'll make surkaif't

It was only later that she realised exactly whahhd said. What he had
said, but hardly, of course, what he had meant.n3lst remember, she had
told herself firmly, that he'd used the word 'coutaeaning it was possible
for him to love her. But quite patently it wasnithich was just as well
because she certainly did not, could not, love I@wuld she?

'It's fortunate that Saul and you have good job$yia said, chuckling,
apparently oblivious to Tullah's shock. 'There'viobsly going to be a
large family to support. Half a dozen at leastolNd guess, and—

'‘What?' Tullah squeaked in protest. 'Olivia...wenir—'

'It's all right. It's all right,’ Olivia soothed hel dounderstand. But you were
made for motherhood, Tullah. The children alreadgra you and I'll bet
Saul just can't wait to see you wittbaby...hisbaby in your arms. He's that
kind of man. He loves children, he always has.’

'He...he does...?" Tullah exclaimed weakly, too umed by the
unexpectedly tempting vision Olivia had just givehher lying in bed
holding her.their newborn child whilst Saul and the other threedriih

looked lovingly on to point out to Olivia the repurpose behind her
‘relationship’ with Saul.



After all, there could be no harm in Olivia knowitige truth, but it seemed
that far from guessing that the sudden discoveryheir 'love' for one
another was a fiction, Olivia was all too obvioudilighted with the way
things had turned out, or rather the way she inebthings had turned out.
Listening to her, Tullah cravenly acknowledged fioatish though it might
be of her, she simply couldn't resist allowing b#réhe dangerous pleasure
of going along with Olivia's enthusiasm, of pretegdto herself as well as
Olivia that she and Saul had a future together.

She would, of course, correct Olivia's misapprelmmpist as soon as she
could find a suitable opportunity to do so, shaiess herself firmly.

Good heavens, what on earth was happening to her?
She wasn't...she didn't...she hadn't... She wasegicgirl and not...

'We could always use your expertise in the pradfigeu ever felt like
going back to work," Olivia was continuing. 'In fawe're getting so busy
we've already asked Bobbie about taking on sometipae work and we're
actually having to advertise for a qualified fulme solicitor.’

'Olivia,’ Tullah felt bound to tell her friend, '@aand | haven't even... We've
barely... We haven't evealkedabout...about the future or having a family,’
she finally managed to say truthfully.

It isn't talking that produces families, babi€3ljvia pointed out wickedly.
'‘Mark my words,' she added sagely, 'by this timd gear you and Saul—'

'By this time next year Tullah and Saul will what2ispar asked, thankfully
appearing from his study to end what for Tullah waecoming an
increasingly hazardous conversation.

'‘Never you mind,’ Olivia warned her husband. 'And'tforget that you and
Saul and Jon are due to go and try your costumesmarrow.' When he
groaned, she reminded him, 'The balhis weekend, Cas—

'l know, | know," he agreed. 'How could | not wheu haven't talked about
anything else for the past few weeks, well, that &allah and Saul?'



Thankfully Tullah used the excuse of having sonwpimg to do to escape
before Olivia could ask her any more questions.

She and Saul married, with a family, children.ahyn..babies of their own.
Oh, it was completely impossible, of course, andi®would be the first to
say so herself if she knew what the real situatias. Yes, it was totally
impossible. Totally and completely, asdehad better just remember that
because if she didn't...

If she didn't and she was foolish enough to getiethraway with this
ridiculous fiction Saul had concocted that they avar couple... But, of
course, she wasn't foolish at all, was she?

She was grateful that the proximity of the MasqderBall, which was now
only a few days away, took at least some of thesily value and heat out
of their own situation.

What had amazed her, though, was how quickly gossiyd spread in a
small community. Within a couple of days of herigg her reluctant
agreement to Saul's scheme, several of her woilkagples had made
reference to her relationship with Saul.

The general impression she had received from haalte colleagues, at
least, was that she was the subject of their aryigadnd-natured envy.

"You lucky thing, he's gorgeous, a real hunk arw miesides,’ one of the
women had groaned enviously.

Tullah had laughed and agreed and then had beely w@nscious of just
how easy she was finding it to pretend that sheiwésve with Saul. Too
easy?

I'm not going to let her take Saul away from meyuise declared
passionately as she paced the floor of the bedsbmshared with her twin
who was now also back from college.



'She already has,' Katie observed pragmaticallypu™only want him
because you can't have him. By the way, have yoshied that course work
yet?' she asked. 'You know that Professor Simmsaitdis—'

Louise scowled horribly and mimicked her sisterof@ssor Simmonds.
He's a bore. What does he know?'

'Enough to have you sent down if you miss any ntecéures and don't
catch up with your work," Katie warned her. 'He'sto us, Lou. He knows
that I've been standing in for you at some of ésures. He even called me
Katherine last week and told me he wants to seagdwou're to come with
all your work up to date."’

Louise's scowl deepened. 'Interfering old busybttiy/s not old,” Katie
protested. 'He's one of the youngest professoydsthever had and he's not
interfering either. You're supposed to be one sfshiidents and if you keep
on missing your tutorials...’

"You agreed that you'd do that for me."

'No, | didn't. You said hadto. | haven't got time, Lou. I've got my own
course work to do. You know how upset Mum and Dadgming to be if
you get kicked out of university. They'll think thancle David is coming
out in you as well as Max.'

Louise made a face at this reference. 'Well, h& ikm not a bit like Uncle
David.'

'Yes, you are,' Katie contradicted her. 'Once yetLag idea in your head, it's
like someone's put blinkers on you. You cametkeanother person love you,
and if you could, the person you should be hopasdsfthat emotion for you
right now is Professor Simmonds. You need his loneh more than you
do Saul's..UncleSaul's," she stressed firmly. 'You've really gajebdown
to some work, Lou,' she warned her sister seriously

'Oh, for heaven's sake, don't start on that agemd. Saul's not amincle,’
Louise said irritably. "All right, so I'll do theoarse work. Satisfied?"



But it wasn't the work she was thinking about lsadfhour later after Katie
had gone out. There must be some way she could Balesee how wrong
this Tullah was for him and how right she was. Am@ would find it. Oh

yes, she would find it.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

A LITTLE nervously, Tullah smoothed down the heavy brocdder hired

gown. The rich crimson and gold of her outfit sditeer colouring to
perfection, the mask that went with it giving halfkhidden features a
mysterious allure.

At Saul's suggestion, he was coming to pick hetoujake her to the Ball.
‘The girls want to see you in your outfit,” he hattl Tullah. 'Especially
Jem.'

All the children were to spend the night at Queezmin There was more
than enough room for them there, Olivia had annednehen Louise's
twin, Katie, had offered to babysit. 'You'll likeh' Olivia had told Tullah.

'She's not a bit like Louise. In fact, although gibglly they look exactly

alike, temperamentally they couldn't be more dédfer

Tullah and Saul had planned to drop off his thigkloen at Queensmead on
their way to the Ball.

'Have you met Livvy's grandfather yet?' Saul hddedsTullah, and when

she had shaken her head, he had given her a why. SWiell, he's quite a
character, very much of the old school. The horemd integrity of the

"family" are very important to him. He and my fathere half-brothers.

Their father married twice and there's quite an gge between Olivia's
grandfather and my father. They've never been quédatly close. Ben,

Olivia's grandfather, isn't someone who's easyetoctpse to, and reading
between the lines, | suspect that he feels thdather, as the youngest child
and with a mother who came from a pretty well-tolckground, was

more favoured by fortune than he was himself. Bess vactually a

sole-surviving twin and from all accountshe grewkmwing his father

would never get over the loss of his first born aod maybe even blamed
Ben for it.

'Oh, poor man," Tullah had sympathised immediatelgw sad.'



'Yes, in many ways | think his life has been," Saadl agreed pensively.
'‘And yet until now | never really saw it like thamd tended to think of him
as someone awkward and not a little bloody-mindled.certainly always
been thankful that I'm my father's son and not his didn't have a very
easy time of it when he was growing up. David wasgs very much the
apple of his father's eye and poor Jon was cagtach inhis shadow.’

'‘David, that's Olivia's father, isn't it?" Tullahdhqueried interestedly.

'Yes," Saul had affirmed. 'He disappeared in thermfath of a heart
attack—no one knows where or why, although | suspede had stopped
abruptly, and sensitively Tullah hadn't pressed. him

She suspected from little remarks that Olivia haopded the odd time
about her parents, and specifically her father tihere were flaws in his
personality, which meant that Olivia was not efyirgorry that he was no
longer a part of their lives.

'Even as a child | was always much closer to Jearmy Jon,' she had
admitted to Tullah on one occasion. '‘Gramps ofteeduo say that Max
should have been David's son and me Jon's daughter.

Tullah had only met Max and his long-suffering,i@at, rather quiet wife,
Madeleine, a couple of times, and she had veryktuformed the opinion
that Max was a risk taker, a man who enjoyed liifegon the edge and one
who was without the saving grace of sensitivityjkordness. He certainly
wasn't very kind to his wife, if the rumours shel lieard about his roving
eye and infidelity were to be believed.

She tensed as she heard Saul draw up outsidesétiskarting to beat rather
too fast. It must be the constricting corset thahtwith the gown that was
causing her shortness of breath, she decided grassthe made her way
downstairs, one of the penalties lilat went witl thiraculously small waist
its tight lacing had achieved, and nothing whatsoew do with Saul's
arrival, of course. Of course!

Like her, Saul was already dressed in his costamneé,as she opened the
door to him, Tullah felt her breath catch in heott.



Realistically there could have been something almadisulous and foppish
about a twentieth-century male dressed in kneeche=e white stockings, a
heavy brocaded coat and carrying a cane and tri@irdout what her senses
were telling her was something very different indlee

Georgette Heyer had an awful lot to answer forJafutlecided shakily as
her heartbeat picked up and she discovered shpevidsusly close to what
her eighteenth-century equivalent would probableht@rmed a swoon and
what she forthrightly told herself was simply ahaitlvised and illogical
surge of lust.

'l should be wearing a wig, but it made me itchearhably and so | ditched
it,’” she heard Saul telling her wryly as she stiidien. 'How the devil

anyone lived anything like a normal life dressedhase things I'll never
know.'

'l...I don't expect they did,’ Tullah managed tsp@nd dizzily. 'l expect, like
us, they wore more practical things for day-to-thayng.’

She had quickly pulled on the matching cloak thateced her costume
before going downstairs, suddenly shy and self-cions about letting Saul
see her, and hurried now to the door.

'We mustn't be late,' she told him.

'We won't be," Saul responded calmly, adding, "&kerour case? I'll put it
in the boot.'

Her case... Of course, she had left it upstairehtt been Olivia's innocent
comment about the fact that she and Saul wouldaubtdbe taking full
advantage of the rare absence of the children mtdrat Queensmead that
had led to Saul telling her that it would look oiidafter the Ball, she
insisted on returning home alone, and so relugtafté had conceded that
he was right and agreed to stay overnight at Slaoilise and go with him in
the morning to collect the children and take parthie family lunch Jenny
was planning for all of them at Queensmead.

'It's...it's upstairs,' she told him falteringlfll go and—



'No, you stay here. I'll get it,’ Saul told her,vimgy far more easily up the
narrow stairs than she could have done with hérdtiff, panniered skirts.
The costume did extraordinary things to her figukich she wasn't quite
sure she felt totally comfortable about. Olivia hiedighed when she
demurred and expressed her doubts about a bodtgghsthat it made her
waist look tiny enough to be easily spanned by a'snhands and her
breasts firm and voluptuously rounded.

"You're lucky," she had told Tullah. 'l suspect ¢joing to need a little help
from some judicious padding to achieve the autbegitjhteenth-century
round- breasted look. 'l never realised you hadkeiere,’ she had added
wickedly, laughing again when Tullah tried to pul the lace edging on her
bodice to conceal the small dark mole prettily pral/ocatively positioned
where normally the only person other than hersediie it would be a lover.

Upstairs in Tullah's bedroom, Saul spotted thecasg immediately. The

bedroom itself was commendably neat and tidy ariday¢he same time

irrepressibly feminine, a pair of satin mules Hatlden beneath the bed, a
small enamelled pot full of lipsticks on the dregsitable, the scent of

Tullah's perfume hanging on the air. He glancatiebed and then looked
away.

He had protested that the satin knee-breechesntrat with his costume

were a little on the tight side but had been tbht that was the style of the
period. Style or not, it was damned uncomfortabhemTullah was around

and he... Quickly he picked up her suitcase andéteéor the door.

The bodice of her dress quite definitely was tgbtti Tullah decided as she
watched Saul coming back downstairs and discovir@idshe was having
difficulty drawing breath. Nothing to do with thadt that the tight style of
his costume revealed that Saul had exceedingly golhtbighs and that...
Blushing, she looked away as she realised just dinattions her thoughts
were taking.

She would be glad when these next few weeks wege avd Louise was
safely back at university and this relationshiplddae brought to an end,
she decided as she got into the front seat of Seat'and turned round to
greet the children who were seated in the back.



'What on earth is that?' Katie demanded, stariregsity at her sister.

'What does it look like?' Louise replied, pirouedtiin front of their shared
bedroom mirror. 'It's an eighteenth century baivgo

'Yes, but where did you get it and what are youndavith it on? You aren't
invited to the masquerade.’

'Mmm..." Louise murmured absently frowning, as ghked the front of her
gown down a little farther and turned sidewaysttaly the effect.

"You haven't got a ticket," Katie continued. 'Ya@n't go—'
'Who's going to stop me?' Louise asked her, lagghin

"You don't mean you're going to gatecrash? Yout,tafatie protested,
appalled. 'What if the parents find out and—'

‘They won't," Louise assured her. 'Look," she b&ldtwin, reaching into the
large box on the bedroom floor. 'Once | put thissknan, no one will
recognise me!'

Katie was forced to admit that she was right b still felt uneasily
conscious that she ought to dissuade Louise froat giie planned to do.

'Why do you want to go?' she asked her.
Louise raised her eyebrows. 'Why do you think? Sallibe there.’

'He'll be there with Tullah," Katie reminded héfou shouldn't be doing
this.'

'‘Oh no? And who's going to stop me? Your preciaa$d3sor Simmonds?’



'He's not my professor, he's yours,' Katie reminged adding, 'Well, he's
your tutor anyway. Oh, Louise, have you thought hupset Mum and Dad
will be if—'

‘They won't be upset because they wémow,' Louise told her firmly,
adding fiercely. 'I've got to do something to sh8aul what a fool he's
being. | just need a chance to show him. Isn'tintet you left for
Queensmead to do your babysitting?"

'‘Lou come with me instead," Katie begged, but Lewsnply shook her
head.

'‘No," she told her heatedly. 'I've made up my mind.

'Right, are we all ready...?' Olivia demanded.

TTiey had arrived at Queensmead fifteen minutesmearlier and the
children were all tucked up safely in their respecbeds.

Tullah had been introduced to Olivia's grandfatl@espare, elderly man
who had eyed her piercingly and har- rumphed that @as a damn lucky
man before announcing that he was going to spendwvning in his study
and that he didn't want to be disturbed.

Tullah had gone upstairs with Olivia to help settie children and at Meg's
urging had removed the cloak to show them her gaveg's eyes had
rounded in awe as she stared at her, but it had theee expression on
Jemima's face as she hesitantly touched the rimicfaf her costume that
had brought a sharp pang of emotion to Tullah,aotohg on instinct, she
had held out her arms to the older girl and hudgedtightly as Jemima
choked out, 'You look so beautiful. | wish | wagfy.'

'"You are...yoware,' Tullah had told her feelingly.

'‘No, I'm not," Jemima had denied. 'My mother useddy that | was the
plainest child she'd ever seen.’



Tullah's breath had caught in her throat at the pad loss she could hear in
Jemima's voice. How could Saul's ex-wife, no mdttav difficult her own
life might have been at the time, no matter howapmy the marriage might
have been making her feel, have said somethingusd and so untrue to
her own child?

'If that's what she said, then | think that yourtiheo must have needed
glasses,’ Tullah had told her gently. 'Because most certainly are not
plain.’

"You're only saying that because | look like Dad gau love him,' the child
had countered sadly.

'Oh, Jemima.' Tullah had almost wept as she hubgeéven closer. That
simply isn't true. You're not plain, | promise yMou're not plain at all. On
the contrary, | strongly suspect you are going towgup to be a real
heartbreaker."'

Poor little girl, Tullah had reflected five minutieger as she and Olivia went
back downstairs. How could her mother have saitl tthder, especially
when it quite patently wasn't true?

Was that perhaps the reason why Jemima was sonsesmejuiet and
withdrawn, why she seemed to want to wear such alatiost ugly clothes?
If so, then in future she was going to make suaéttie girl was encouraged
to know that she was attractive and that she deddomear pretty, brighdy
coloured clothes, and it might be as well, tocshe and Saul postponed
starting a family of their own until she felt a bitore confident about
herself. The last thing Tullah wanted to do wamttke her feel even more
insecure.

Abruptly Tullah tensed. What on earth was she daiwgat on earth was
she thinking? She and Saul weren't goinpdegea family. She didn't have
any role to play in Jemima's life. Was she goingnpletely crazy?

Although for the most part, the events of the engniere being held in the
open air, a marquee had been erected to servel@skaoom, and as Olivia



pointed out to Tullah when they arrived, it wastagy warm enough for
them to be able to dispense with their cloaks.

‘The organisers have been lucky with the weatlisrallovely night." As
they collected their tickets, she remarked, 'Thaasks are a clever idea,
don't you think? They really do provide an effeettisguise, although not
in your case,' she added teasingly, with a meanimgggince in the direction
of Tullah's bosom. 'l doubt very much that Saul Wave any difficulty in
recognising you. Because of your mole, | meang'altded straight- faced
as Tullah shot her a suspicious look.

She was still laughing when they rejoined the mand to Tullah's
embarrassment, Caspar asked to be included iokiee |

Saul was talking to someone and had his back tm theed only turned
round when Olivia was part way through her explamatAs he saw Tullah,
he seemed to freeze for a second, his whole botynig as he stood and
looked at her.

Then Olivia was exhorting, 'Saul, it's true, ist?tEven with her mask on,
you'd recognise Tullah, thanks to her tell-tale &0l

Laughing again, she pointed to the small dark neawK ullah's left breast
whilst Tullah instinctively raised her mask to li@ce to hide its hot scorch
of mortified colour.

'l could recognise her even without it,' she hezadl responding quietly to
Olivia. '‘But | agree, it is rather eye...catchingrid then to Olivia's
consternation, he added throatily, 'and very, \kisgable.'

'Oh, poor Tullah, now we have embarrassed her,'
Olivia teased as Tullah made a small, agonized ddemeath her breath.
‘James is supposed to be coming. | wonder if helg lyet,’ Olivia

commented.

'Close to five hundred people have been invitealjl 8arned her. 'So even
if he is here, we might not actually see him.'



'Don't the gardens look wonderful?' Olivia enthused

"Very pretty," Caspar agreed imperturbably, 'altffod suspect in the
eighteenth century they would have been lit wittttpitorches instead of
fake electric ones.’

Olivia pouted at him. 'Trust you...but | suppose étectric ones are much
safer. | love the way they've made those prettle Ihooths and pavilions.

Oh, look at that," she exclaimed excitedly as ageoof acrobats leaped and
somersaulted their way past them followed by admeer. 'Oh, Saul, it's

wonderful. I've never seen anything like it," shdenéted.

Neither had Tullah and she was just as bemusedaaedtruck by their
surroundings as Olivia.

In the distance they could see the magnificent thagkof the hall itself, out
of bounds to their party along with the privatedgars that surrounded it.
Below them, on the artificial canal that fed thetpy lake with its grotto and
temple, brightly painted gondolas complete withdmrers bobbed on the
placid water.

Tullah smiled as she listened to the sound of trertgt striking up on the
edge of the dance floor several yards away.

'Shall we take a stroll?" Saul suggested, offefiatlah his arm in courtly
style.

'Watch it, you two," Olivia warned them as Tullalovead closer to Saul.
‘Just remember that since you're not yet formaéiyrdthed, you really
shouldn't be alone together without a chaperon.’

'Milady is perfectly safe with me," Saul respond#dlly, 'and as for a
chaperon, do we not have the bright light of theemto guard and protect
her? Although, | must admit, faced with such beausych temptation...'

Tullah tried to share the others' laughter, butdlvgas an extraordinary tight
sensation in her chest, a hopeless yearning..ch nee



'l don't really feel like dancing,' she lied, podiiaway from Saul. 'I'm...I'm
thirsty. | wonder where we can get a drink.'

''ll go and get you something. What would you #k&aul spoke politely,
but rather distantly, Tullah thought.

Ten minutes later when Saul returned with Tulldnisk, Olivia and Caspar
were dancing, and when Saul was sidetracked bybiine members of the
Board who wanted to discuss something with himJafutlecided that she
might as well explore and enjoy the surroundingb@nown. The sight of a
couple kissing passionately in the shadows madédsat ache enviously.

She was being ridiculous, she chided herself.\v&msn 'tin love with Saul,
how could she be? Just because she had discoverteldet wasn't the man
she had initially assumed him to be didn't meahgha had to go from one
extreme to the other and exchange hate for love.

'Excuse me... ?' Tullah frowned as a masked wormpproached her.

'It's my friend,’ the other woman told her urgentBhe's fallen and hurt
herself. | wonder if you could help me.'

As she spoke, she was already tugging Tullah inditeetion of the topiary

maze that was a famous feature of the estate'smm@hd a place Tullah
had assumed was out of bounds to the partygoershdother woman was
walking so fast, almost running, in fact, that iasvdifficult enough for

Tullah to keep pace with her and manage her owman skirts without

finding the breath to question her. The other womangency and alarm
had also communicated itself to Tullah so that simy hesitated

fractionally before allowing herself to be pulleata the entrance to the
maze.

She asked anxiously, 'What's happened to yourd?idhshe's fallen and
hurt herself, shouldn't we get some kind of pratessd help for her?
There's a first- aid tent and—'



'‘No, there isn't time for that. She's afraid, yee.sShe didn't want me to
leave her. It's very dark in the maze and she libgedark....'

There was a certain degree of rather chilling Ineiis the other woman's
voice as she made this comment and Tullah had dnaad disturbing
conviction that she knew her although she coulginte place her husky
voice.

'It's this way,' she directed Tullah, darting doame of the long green
tunnels that, as she had stated, were rather ddrkiaturbingly shadowed
at this time of night.

It was just as welsheknew where she was going, Tullah acknowledged,
because she could certainly never have found hgrtavavherever it was
they were heading. They had taken so many turrisstitewas confused
already. She started to say as much, then gaveckesh gasp as, totally
unexpectedly, her companion released her and didmtedigh a space in the
green wall. But when Tullah followed her throughtitere was no sign of
her, the shadowy green avenue now deserted.

Assuming that her companion had not realised thaixsas missing, Tullah
waited for her to reappear. When she did not dafs several minutes,
Tullah's original confusion and irritation begartdon to anger.

What was going on? Was someone, one of her coksagerhaps, playing
some kind of practical joke on her? If so, it wasnparticularly pleasant
one. It was chilly inside the maze and very dardd @nllah was already
beginning to wish she had her cloak with her.

‘All right," she called out firmly, 'the joke's ayé give up. Now come out
and let's just get out of here.’

Silence.

She was not going to panic...yet, Tullah told hiérgdter all, it should be a
simple enough process to retrace her footstepsjldio it? She was
beginning to conclude she had been lured in heddlaan left as some sort
of silly prank.



Surely all she had to do was concentrate and trgrteember which turns
they had taken. The trouble was, though, that Isecadf the speed with
which she had been rushed into the maze and thetpiiar the supposed
friend who had fallen, she had not paid much attertb the route they had
taken, and if she was honest with herself, shenleadr had much sense of
direction. In fact, the other woman had hurried $&much that the small
bag she had been carrying must have slipped offimerat some stage, she
realised, because she certainly didn't have it inéthnow.

She started to shiver and rubbed her arms, trgimghish the goose bumps
lifting on her skin. The moon, which had seeme8édacshining so brightly
earlier, only cast dark shadows here in the malze gfeen walls must be at
least ten feet high, Tullah reflected, making doréto subdue her growing
panic by visualising them as much smaller, smailgih for her to see over.
If only... How long was she going to be left henel avhy?

If this was someone's idea of a practical jokeyas a pretty cruel one. She
couldn't think of anyone who disliked her enough siabject her to
something like this. Or could she...? She shivaxgain but not with cold
this time. LouiseThatwas why she had thought she recognised the Mbice.
had beerLouise.Louise had tricked her into coming to the maze amck
there had trapped her inside.

But for what purpose? Sooner or later someone wasdto realise that she
was missing. Sooner...or later.

How muchlater...and how long before they actually found?he

A small bubble of hysteria welled up in her throéte maze was off limits

to those attending the Ball, she was sure of ids$ the last place anyone
would think of looking for her. Her whole body sa&ggas defeat and
weariness overwhelmed her.

Saul frowned as he surveyed the crowd on the déomeonce again. It was
over half an hour now since he had finally shaki¢ihis fellow member of
the Board, and although he had searched assiduousigr, he had seen no



sign whatsoever of Tullah. Olivia, when asked, haaked surprised to
discover that she was not with him; her colleague® work had shaken
their heads and watched curiously as he walked asuespecting a lovers'
tiff.

'Saull' He scowled as he watched Louise come rgnminvards him,
adroitly sidestepping at the last minute so thatead of flinging herself
into his arms as she had obviously intended, healkesto hold her off.

'Louise, what argoudoing here?' he challenged her.

Louise pouted provocatively at him. Skeewit was provocative because
she had been practising it in the mirror. A goochynaf her fellow male
university students had shown her that they fousdalttractive and asked
her out on dates, but there was only one man shéntexested in, only one.
Saul.

'You haven't said | look nice," she told him, igngr his question and
stepping back to do a small twirl in front of hi8he had been pleased with
the way the tight-fitting corset had forced herdsts up and out, giving
them a fullness and her a cleavage she could dotasily boast. Katie had
been slightly disapproving when she had seen her.

'If that bodice was pulled any lower you'd be imgler of showing your
nipples,' she had told her twin forthrightly.

Louise had merely pulled a small face. Saul, though from being
impressed by the generous amount of flesh she evasling, barely even
gave her the most cursory of looks.

She'd seen the way he'd looked at Tullah, thougtiee in the evening

when no one had been aware that she was watchémg, thidden away
safely behind her mask and making sure she kepeteshadows. But then,
men historicallydid have a weakness for that kind of overblown blowgm

and breasts that Louise quite frankly thought wesetoo over the top.

'‘Looking for someone?' she asked Saul archly, tpkidvantage of his
preoccupation to slide her arm through his and nobeger to him.



'Yes...Tullah," Saul replied curtly. 'Have you séen?’

Louise could feel him moving away from her as giedtto lean against
him and her angry resentment against Tullah grewishing the guilt she
had felt when she had run off and left the otheman in the maze. Tullah
was not in any real danger, of course. Someone,obri®rd Astlegh's
employees, was bound to check the maze at the fetiek @vening even
though it was out of bounds to the revellers amst, in case, she intended to
do so herself later, once everyone else was satdlpf the way. It was a
warm night and Tullah couldn't possibly come to aaym. All Louise had
wanted to do was to get her out of the way for deyko make Saul see that
she simply wasn't right for him and now she redliggat Saul himself had
unwittingly made her task even easier.

Trying both to conceal her triumph and to soundafly casual, Louise
shrugged her shoulders and told him untruthfulles, as a matter of fact |
have—'

'Where?' Saul demanded without allowing her tosfiniand for the first
time he actually moved towards her, his eyes btazin

'Er, it must have been about twenty minutes omgeg' &ouise replied glibly.
'She was dancing with someone. |—'

'‘Dancing?’ Saul's expression reflected his perpyleldie had been searching
the dance floor for quite some time, hoping to Belah, but he hadn't seen
her dancing.

'Yes...with a tall man wearing a wig," Louise impsed. 'They were
laughing about something and then they walkedogféther in the direction
of the car park.'

'What?' Saul looked thunderous.
This was wonderful. Her plan was working even lydtian she had hoped,

Louise acknowledged as she took advantage of Séwdfsped guard to
place her hand possessively on his arm as she nexeedcloser to him and



told him softly, 'I'm sorry, Saul, but she and where it was did
seem...very...friendly. She...'

Caught up by the apparent success of her scherhmgise was too
distracted to notice that out of the corner oféye, Saul had spotted the
pale satin fabric of the bag that she had stuffiédl the pocket of her cloak
after she realised that Tullah had dropped it. piragp her foe in the maze
and coming between her and Saul was one thingwiilp her to lose her
purse was a very different kind of offence and sime simply didn't have it
in her to commit. The purse would be restored tdahualong with her
freedom once Saul had been persuaded that he gerlaanted Tullah in
his life.

Mentally busy with her plans, Louise wasn't evera@iof Saul reaching
forward and removing the purse from her pocket inetidemanded sternly,
'Where did you get this?'

Louise could feel the hot, guilty colour burning ffece.

'Louise," Saul warned her grimly,Khowthis is Tullah's bag. Now, where
did you get it?"'

Ten minutes later after he had finally draggedttith from her, Louise was
consigned to Olivia's guardianship. Saul could asfigke his head when
Olivia asked him uncertainly what was wrong.

'l haven't time to tell you now. Just keep an aye.auise for me, will you?
And as for you, my girl," he admonished Louise hisjust think yourself
lucky that you're not my child and that | don't Baany jurisdiction over
you. Becausef | did... You claim to be a woman, Louise, but your
behaviour is that of an irresponsible, immaturédcand that is exactly how

| think of you—as a child—and that is how | wéllwaysthink of you.'

Somehow or other Louise managed to hold back trs &he was longing
to cry. Suddenly she felt as though she didn't k&awl at all, as though he
was a stranger, a stern, authoritarian figure webenfound as unappealing
and irritating as her tutor. Her tutor. She coulst ymaginehisreaction if he
ever found out about tonight. Not that he wouldrefugd out, of course.



Fiercely she blinked back her tears. Olivia wascvaig her with mingled
irritation and sympathy.

'Saul's right, you know, Lou," she told her gentlyis time for you to start
growing up.'

'l amgrown up,' Louise told her flatly and at that momnghe realised that it
was true; that there was a huge, empty, painfulepiaside her where her
love for Saul had been; that all she wanted to de t® escape from her
family and from the scene of her humiliation andsimof all from Saul.
There was no way she could spend the rest of threngu in Haslewich
now. No way at all....

It took Saul ten minutes to reach the maze and threze he didn't hesitate.
His father and the present Earl had been contemipsras children he and
his brother had visited the hall with his parentewthey had been staying
at Queensmead. They had played in the maze witkaniés children and
Saul, with his quick analytical brain, had quickiastered the intricacies of
the maze's layout.

He only hoped that he could remember it accuratalyerwise he would
have to go up to the hall and trust that in thel'€absence there was
someone available who could provide a map of it.

Tullah blinked away angry tears as yet anothengiteo find her way out
of the maze had led to a dead end.

She was cold and tired and, worst of all, startmgpay much too much

attention to the lurid and surely farfetched imageeduced by her

imagination. There was, after all, no way she cdaddlost in here long

enough to starve to death. Someone obviously dighese impeccably

straight green walls that imprisoned her, and lessidhe hadn't gained the
impression from Louise that it was higfie she wanted to end, only her
relationship with Saul.

Her relationship with Saul. If only Louise had knothe truth.



She closed her eyes. She would just rest fod@Wthile and then she would
try again to find her way out.

She tensed as she thought she heard somsomeone... Sautalling her
name. So paralysed was she by the huge surgeieff tredt engulfed her
that it was several seconds before she was abéspond and call back.

'Saul...I'm here...here...." she cried out as &réed to run down the dark
green avenue, propelled more by instinct than |dgyeemotion, relief and

most of all by the sheer overwhelming need nottute rescued but to be
with Saul.

And then suddenly he was there, emerging out ofiltkness to stand at
the end of the dark tunnel.

Saul!

Without pausing or hesitating, Tullah ran toward® land flung herself
into his arms.

Saul was here, thank God. Thank God! She had krinanultimately
someone must miss her and start to look for hercddfse she had, and
yet...and yet...

She knew she would have been emotional and relirgadatter who had
rescued her, but the fact that it waaulmade it so much more natural and
instinctive that she should give in to the emotitireg she might otherwise
have tried, as an adult, to control. $aul'sarms, though, it was easy to
allow herself the feeling of relief, the releasetedrs, the vulnerability of
shivering, trembling, clinging shakily to him, alasming herself totally to
his warmth, his presence, his protection.

'Oh, Saul, I'm so glad it's you,' she told him iruah of words, unable to
hold them back. 'I'm so glad you found me.'

'So am |."' she heard him responding huskily asgh@omehow it almost
hurt him to speak. 'So am I



Odd how very different it felthe felt, when it was the woman you wanted;
the woman you ached for; hungered for; yearned The woman you
loved,whose body you could feel next to your own, Saabgnised as his
arms fastened round Tullah. Holding her, rockingdseshe sobbed out her
shock and relief against his shoulder, he comfanedmuch as he would
have done had she been one of his children.

'Oh, Saul, I thought | was going to be in heredeer, that I'd never find my
way out...that no one would ever know what happetwedne,’ Tullah
admitted, too relieved to have him there to camualhow vulnerable or
foolish he might think her.

In response, Saul's arms tightened round her ex@leh 'I'd never have let
that happen,' he told her fiercely. 'Even if I'dlha tear out every single
damn part of this place with my bare hands.’

'l don't think the Earl would have been very pleaabout that,” Tullah
hiccuped, torn between tears and laughter.

'l don't give a damn. All | care about is that lfeend you and you're safe.
All I care about ig/ou,'he told her, his voice suddenly rough and verydee

Uncertainly Tullah looked up at him. 'You don't baw play the part of the
anxious lover here,' she reminded him huskily. f€lseonly us.'

'Who says that I'm playing?' Saul countered.

She felt so very good in his arms and it was jesgfitming to strike him that
so far she had made no move to pull away from mdhthat was a fact. He
looked at her upturned face. The moonlight silvetesr skin, her
cheek-bones, her jawline so delicate and fradike sbft curve of her throat
and the even softer swell of her breasts.

He took a deep breath and told her, 'If you keefpoking at me like that,
I'm going tohaveto kiss you...."

Tullah's lips moved as she was forced to swallotxshe didn't look away.



‘Tullah," Saul warned her rawly as her gaze finalig from his eyes to his
mouth and stayed there.

She had never dreamt that anything could possé@agnsso right, so natural,
SO instinctive and easy and yet at the same tirk de mystical and
preordained, so spiritual almost, that it was amsign she and Saul were
being drawn together by something that was strotiger both of them.

She rocked gently in his arms as he started to hess slowly at first,
lingering over the slow fusion of their mouths, hsnds sliding into her
hair, cupping her face and holding it as though les were some
aphrodisiacal font he was drinking from. Gradualéyhe felt her response,
her body's soft compliance, his kiss became motanate, more
demanding, as he became more the dominant loveleaadhe supplicant.
A man, heman, Tullah recognised as she luxuriated in her recagniof
his desire and her own need to respond to it.

"You knowl love you, don't you?' Saul murmured when helffineleased
her mouth and tenderly kissed the shadowy hollowwéen her breasts.

'I... Are you sure?' Tullah asked him hesitantly.

'‘Aren't you?' Saul countered gently.

Tullah gave him an uncertain look and then admjttéds..." adding in a
burst of anxiety, 'But | didniivantto love you, Saul, and until tonigigbu
didn't love me and—'

'What? Of course | loved you. Perhaps not rightnftbe start when | first
saw you at Olivia's wedding and again at the afmisig, although | did try
to talk to you.' He gave a small shrug. 'When hidout you were joining
the company and Olivia invited us both to that émn thought...but then
you made it plain that | was the last person yeuwer be interested in.’

'‘Because | thought—"'

'l knowwhat you thought," Saul checked her dryly.



'I'm sorry,' Tullah apologised, 'but...'
' know.'

'Do you think we'd ever have got together if we riiatbeen forced to
pretend to be...involved?' she asked him.

'Oh, | think I'd have found a way,' Saul assuredsiogly. '‘But fortunately |
haven't needed to. Luke's ploy worked just as feeline as it did for him.’

'Luke's ploy...what do you mean?' Tullah questiomieal

'When Bobbie first arrived in Chester, Luke preththat he was having a
relationship with her to get rid of an ex-girlfrikawho was trying to restart a
long-dead affair.’

'Like you and me with Louise,' Tullah murmured ke sestled deeper into
the warmth of his arms.

'Mmm...and when fate presented me with the oppdytua do the same
thing, | remembered how well it worked for Luke ahdnded up with him
and Bobbie getting married, so | decided to séecihuld work as well for
me.'

'Do you think we'd ever have really found out how/felt about one another
if it hadn't been for tonight, for Louise?' Tullabked.

'I'm sure of it," Saul told her positively. 'l ddukery much that | could have
held out much longer against my baser instincise@ally since my body

already knows just how good we are together," hspelned before he bent
his head and started to kiss her again.

Tullah had to wait until he had finished to demawhat do you mean? We
haven't, we've never..."

'Oh yes, we have," Saul told her with a wicked sptien bending his head
he started to whisper to her exactly what she hatlte him the night they'd
made love.



Tullah stared at him. 'But | thought that was jmsiream,' she protested.
Saul laughed. 'It was no dream,’ he told her tghsitWant me to prove it?'

His hands were already moving over her body, heses her sensuality
springing hotly to life beneath his touch, her Igesting eagerly as his met
the warmth of hers. Her earlier fear, the cold,diseomfort and distress she
had suffered, were all but forgotten, and the tdergkthat convulsed her

body as Saul gently eased her breasts free ofoingtraction of her bodice

to slowly stroke and then far more passionatelgsmthem with his mouth

had nothing whatsoever to do with the chilly air.

Tullah moaned huskily as her whole body responded&dul's mouth
against her breasts, her head tilting back to exgfessmooth column of her
throat.

The moonlight turned her body to creamy alabaster Saul groaned
ruefully as he gathered and pressed her up agamstwhispering rawly,
'Do you know how much | want you right now?'

'l want you, too,' Tullah admitted shakily, 'butShe glanced doubtfully at
their surroundings.

'l know," Saul agreed. 'This is not really the plaand besides, if we don't
put in an appearance soon, the others will be sgralit a search party for
us. So, much as | want to have you all to myself...

He paused and leaned forward, readjusting her dkisssng her gently on
the mouth and then less gently ashe felt her mtmgecto him, her hands
clutching at him as though she was still half-afrdiat he might disappear.

'l love you so much, do yoknowthat?' he whispered against her mouth
emotively as he released her, then added more mudittactly. 'We'd better
get back. Olivia's probably had enough of guardiogise by now.’

'Louise...? How did you know | was here?' Tullamdaded.



'l saw your bag sticking out of Louise's pockete 8fred to plead ignorance
at first but 1 soon got the truth out of her.’

'My bag! | dropped it. Louise must have picked jit'ushe gave a small
shiver. 'Oh, Saul...l feel so sorry for her. Sheiobsly loves you very
much.’

'‘Not any more," Saul assured her dryly. 'In fastjdpect that right now I'm
number one on Louise's personal hate list and bldtr a good long time
to come. She did at least have the grace to saghieawas going to come
back for you,' he told Tullah soberly, '‘but my Gadhen | think... | didn't
know whether to shake her or beat her.’

He saw the look on Tullah's face and shook his head

'No, of course not,' he acknowledged chidinglwduld never use violence
as a means of deterrent with any child, and in nveenys Louise is still very
much a child even though she doesn't like beingjitdl

He paused and, if anything, his voice became evame serious.

'Will you marry me, Tullah?' He reached out, takimajd of her hand and
carrying it to his lips as he went down on one kinefeont of her, and to her
amazement and delight, proceeded to propose tashdrough they were
indeed an eighteenth-century lady and her gallant.

'Yes,' she whispered back softly. 'Yes, yes, yes!

It isn't just me you'll be taking on,' he warnegt when they were finally
leaving the maze. "There's the children, as well.'

'I know-," Tullah assured him.

'Which reminds me," Saul added, his eyes gleamiitiy amusement and
something else that made Tullah's heart starttogh@ little as he drew her
against his side. 'Tonight the children are slegginQueensmead, which
means that we will have the house to ourselves;iwmeans...’



He paused and Tullah prompted, 'Which means...'

'Which means,' he teased her tenderly, 'that yioane ample opportunity to
show me how much of this dream of yours you camoadigt remember,
because | can promise you that | remember evegyesgecond of it...every
single second...every single kiss...every singleha.every single...'

'Saul," Tullah warned him breathlessly.



EPILOGUE

'WELL, all's well that ends well," Olivia commented taspar as they stood
on the lawn at Queensmead in the hot August sumwatched Tullah and
Saul moving amongst their wedding guests. 'Amelak$ so sweet in her
bridesmaid's dress, doesn't she?' she remarkety fgadting her stomach
as she added, 'She keeps asking me how long iteilbefore the baby
comes out of my tummy.'

'Mmm...well, another six months is going to seemaaffully long time to
her.'

‘Jenny said she'd had a letter from Louise earli¢he week. Apparently
she's enjoying herself in Italy and working hamehdy thinks she's finally
getting over her crush on Saul.'

'Well, Saul certainly made it plain enough to heattshe didn't have a hope
in hell of getting any response from him when hanftb out she had trapped
Tullah in the maze,' Caspar responded.

'Mmm. | think that was what shocked Louise to leses,' Olivia agreed.
'It's lovely the way Saul's three have taken tdafylisn't it?' she asked him,
watching with a smile as Jemima positioned hefgetily at Tullah's side.
'Especially Jem. She's really starting to comeebtier shell under Tullah's
influence.’

Smiling lovingly down at Jemima as she reachedh@&rhand, Tullah gave
it a small reassuring squeeze and leaned againaehehusband.

It had been worth all the effort and secret phalks @and appointments she
had had to make to see Saul's face when he hagbittorher at the altar and
he had realised that her wedding gown was virtualbopy of the period
costume she had worn the night they had declamdltve for one another
in the maze.

She had determinedly stuck to the same themedawrtiole of the wedding,
and as Olivia had ruefully told her judging by #aeed eagerness of their



local newspaper photographer, their wedding wasgytm bethe wedding
of Haslewich's summer.

Tullah had simply laughed. She wasn't in the legstested in what other
people thought, not really. It had been for Saak #he had endured the
tedious fittings and the long discussions overitaand patterns, and it had
been worth every single second of the time shedpaat just to see that
look in his eyes in church. The look that v&iidl in his eyes right now, she
acknowledged as she felt him watching her and tuheg head to smile at
him.

'Have | told you yet how beautiful you look?' h&e her gruffly.

'Of course you have, Daddy," Jemima answered for Mou've told her
loads and loads of times."

Over her head Saul gave Tullah a rueful look. Yare sureit's a good idea
to take the children to Portugal with us?' he adkead referring to the fact
that in the morning all five of them were flyingtaio that country for a
month's holiday. 'Some honeymoon you'll have.'

Although he was smiling, Tullah knew what was prdéimg the small
shadow she could see at the back of his eyes. e kecause they had
already discussed it, or rather Saul had discussasking her how she felt
about it one night as she lay happily in his aines,body aching deliciously
from his lovemaking.

'‘Are you sure you don't mind...having the kids with us when we tg
Portugal? It seems unfair on you. It is your honegmatfter all.'

'‘Our honeymoon,' Tullah had reminded him firmlyntAyes, lam sure.

We're going to be a family, Saul, and | want thiédcln to feel as secure in
my love as they do in yours. If that means sacénfjche pleasure of being
alone with you for the pleasure of knowing thatytfeel secure and loved,
then | know that it's a sacrifice I'm more thanliwg to make. There'll be
plenty of time for us to go away alone togethezdaince the children have
accepted my presence in your life, in their livesn't going to change their



relationship with you. Yes, of course I'd love ade able to go away on our
own," she had admitted, 'but you and | are adultistie children aren't.’

"You're a woman in a million, do you know that?uSaad whispered.

Tullah had smiled a very feminine and knowing sndke she snuggled
closer to him. She had no intention of correctiimg and telling him that in
actual fact she was simply a woman in love, vergimu love.

She was remembering that conversation and that nayh as she shook her
head and told him softly, 'Our honeymoon is gomge wonderful, and all

the more so because we'll have the children withsiie promised him

lovingly, and meant it.

She knew he felt that in being divorced and thkdabf three children he
had deprived her of the right to start their maeiavith both of them on an
eqgual footing, both of them 'new’ to the state afmage, both of them able
to concentrate exclusively on one another, butahylivhilst appreciating
his feelings, she didn't share them.

She loved the children, she had assured him, fmselves as well as
because they were a part of him. Now that she khew and the
circumstances of his first marriage, the fact thags, as he freely admitted
himself, a mistake right from the word go, she aoger had any doubts
about his ability to remain faithful to their mage vows—far from it.

He loved her and he showed it, in oh, so many mffeways, in bed and out
of it.

As she felt him looking at her, she looked bachiat.

'Well, at least we've got tonight,’ he murmuredekids are staying at
Olivia's.'

'‘And we've got to be up at eight to pick them ug eatch our flight," Tullah
reminded him with a grin, but although she wasitephim she couldn't
hide the expression in her eyes from him and skevkimat he was well



aware that she was looking forward to the evertiag)lay ahead of them as
much as he was...every bit as much as he was €ironthole lives together.



Read on for a tantalising extract from Penny Jordamext book to
feature the fascinating Crighton family:

THE PERFECT MATCH?



CHAPTER ONE

CHRISSIE FOUNDIt hard to believe that just a matter of hours #wy had
been lying in one another's arms promising etefitality and love,
discussing the future they hoped to share together.

She wasn't sure if she wanted to laugh or cry.iBlydsoth. Howcouldshe
have been such a fool? It was obvious to her naiv@uy was dangerously
volatile and untrustworthy where his relationshipsre concerned. How
many other women had he treated... deceived.w#yehe had done her?
Had he come here this evening looking for an extusgiarrel with her, to
blameher for the fact that he had 'fallen out of love" wiidr?

Love! He didn't know the meaning of the word. Boeé glid... Oh yes, she
did because, despite the pain he was now causmgline knew perfectly

well that if he was to turn to her, take her in &ims, beg her forgiveness,
say it was all a mistake and it was just the shafclliscovering she was
Charlie's niece that had made him behave so cruect so badly, she
would want to accept his apology.

But one look at his face told her that he was gaémndo no such thing and
rather than risk losing face by allowing him to fe&v much he was hurting
her, how difficult she was finding it to distanaededetach herself from him
and all that they had shared, she drew herselb dnet full height and told
him quietly,

'l think, in the circumstances, you'd better leave.

'Do you know something," Guy responded sarcasyicalthink you could
be right. My God," he added, shaking his head darned back towards the
front door, 'You really had me fooled, do you knitnat. If Jenny hadn't let it
slip that you were Charlie's niece...'

'l would have told you about that," Chrissie saiauglly. 'In fact it was only
because you were so antagonistic towards him that |

"You lied to me," Guy interrupted her coldly.



‘Just ag/oulied to me when | asked you about Jenny,' Chrisisaédlenged
him.

'l met your sister in town this afternoon. She baé of your cousins with
her. It seems that you've got rather a reputatsoaraunreliable and fickle
lover,' she told him with a bitter little smileity?l didn't hear about ibefore
we met.'

He looked so angry that Chrissie's courage alnaisdf her but whghould
she let him be the one making all the accusations.

'l don't know what you've heard or from whom," Gald her bleakly, 'nor
do I really care. What | felt for Jenny was a ptévand personal thing and at
no time did Jenny reciprocate my feelings nor wdkan her love for Jon.'

'Well, you would say that, wouldn't you,' Chrispieuted with deliberately
calculated nastiness.

"You bitch," Guy snarled as he wrenched open ttet fdloor and stormed
through it.



