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LIFE IN TRUST
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Where there's a will...

Sure, it's an offer few men could refuse, but Rbistestonished at the speed
Craig Lindhurst agrees to the terms of her lateband's will. In order to
inherit, these two strangers must marry and prodndeeir.

Rachel can't deny the instant chemistry betweemdthde's a strong,
self-controlled man who thrives on adventure --aamrshe could easily love.
Well, living dangerously may be fine for him. Burcshe risk falling for a

man who might just want to gain his inheritancéhie only way left open to
him?



CHAPTER ONE
'ARRIVING Cowes3.00 p.m. ferry the 4th' was all the mailgram haidl.s

That surely meant as a foot passenger expecting toet, Rachel reflected,
watching the stream of people dwindle down to tthé @ne or two, with still

no sign of the man. The family alboum had suppliedeeent enough
photograph to ensure recognition, so she was siwdadn't missed him.
Either he had missed the ferry altogether, or ltkdaane over with a car, in
which case he could have driven past without hettsy him.

In the latter case, he was the one at fault fommaking things clearer, she
told herself. Brevity was no doubt a stock-in-tradeere journalism was
concerned, but surely not at the cost of clarity?

With the last of the arriving passengers disemlirad the Southampton
bound beginning to board, there was no point irtimguaround any longer.
Rachel made her way back to where she had lefcaheshrugging wry

shoulders at the grey-uniformed man who got outpten the rear door for
her.

'Seems there's been a mix-up,’ she said. 'He wastiie ferry.’

'l dare say Mr Lindhurst will find his own way topferknowle in due
course, milady,' replied the chauffeur expressisile

Rachel slid into her seat, automatically pullinghe folds of her pleated red
skirt as Grayson closed the door on her. The smaothleather gave off a
familiar and expensive aroma, complementing theargp of polished

walnut. Up until a couple of years ago, she haclyaeven seen a
Rolls-Royce, much less driven in one.

Considering the island’'s narrow and crowded roatise-tatter in season, at
least—it wasn't the ideal vehicle in which to rideound at all, but she
couldn't bring herself to get rid of it as yet. Thar was a symbol of
Charles's success; it held an essence of the nedmashioved so dearly. She
had learned to live with her loss over the pasttmgrand to adjust to the
idea of supplanting him with another. Whether CHaigdhurst would see



things quite the same way remained open to quesfialying man's last
wishes might well mean little to one as inured tomlan suffering as a
hard-bitten foreign-affairs journalist must be.

'‘Back to Apperknowle, milady?' enquired Graysokirng the wheel.

'Yes, home, please. He might even have come imaadier ferry, and be
there already.'

Leaning back in her seat as the chauffeur put #nento motion, Rachel
tried to sort out exactly what she was going to teathe newcomer when
they did eventually come into contact. All Craightdhurst knew so far was
that he stood to inherit one half of his uncle'sirenestate. It was the
condition governing that inheritance that was lk& throw a spanner in
the works. How many men faced with such a choicelevsimply accept it?

The vast majority, the cynical part of her mind gligd. The loss of a
certain amount of freedom was surely a small gogeay for such a return?
She herself stood to pay the highest price, butoaigze made in such
circumstances was inviolable. The Lindhurst name Apperknowle had
been linked for the last two hundred years. It badn Charles's dearest
wish that the link should continue. Given a litth®re time, none of this
might have been necessary. Only time had run ouhem that October
morning six months ago.

Rachel blinked hard on the involuntary moisturdngeng at the back of her
eyes. Charles would have hated her to weep for Tilmay'd had almost a
whole year of happiness together—more than anyooeldchave

anticipated considering. Life had to go on. Apperkle had to go on. If
Craig Lindhurst failed to meet the requirementtheir joint inheritance, all
would be lost. Shbadto convince him!

Drawing up the mirror from the top of the builtaabinet in front of her, she
checked for tell-tale signs of smeared mascarardftection showed a face
more striking than merely pretty, with its high ekbones and wide-spaced
vivid blue eyes. Her long, honey-blonde hair wagrasent swept up into a
smooth french pleat, making her look older than taemnty-three years.



There were times, she thought now on a note ohwngour, when she felt a
greatdealolder than twenty-three. This was one of them.

Once past the double iron gates of Osborne Hoheg were soon out into
open countryside, fresh and green under the afbersan, with the gentle
slope of the downs forming a not too distant hariz8orn and bred here on
the island, Rachel had never at any time felt ictett by the lack of wide

open spaces. The mainland was close enough féingisin a regular basis
if one felt the need, and close enough for comngutim a daily basis where
work called the tune.

Landing the job with Charles so soon after finighimer training had
seemed like manna from heaven at the time, thohghkesew now, of
course, that her sec-retarial abilities had talemoid place to her potential
in other spheres. Some might consider that Chantethurst had set about
finding a mother for the child he had hoped to éattvith little caution.
Some might even find the whole idea objectionable.

She herself had been devastated initially by thal tbonesty of his

approach to the subject. Had circumstances befaretit, he had admitted,
he would never have presumed on the closeness wWiadhdeveloped
between the two of them, no matter how much he trhiglve wanted it.

Things being the way they were, however, he'd lbefewith no choice but

to seize what opportunity might be offered him.

Had she not felt the way she did about him by tkbe,wouldn't have been
able to go through with the marriage, Rachel knlesving a man almost
forty years older than oneself might seem strangsotne, but loved him
she had. Steel-haired, distinguished and lookirrgldas than his age,
regardless of his illness, he had been one of ithdekt, most trustworthy
men she had ever known. A replacement in some vaaythe father she
had lost in her early teens, perhaps, but alsshdnd to cherish.

The marriage had caused a stir of the kind withctvihier mother had found
difficulty in coping. Rachel's failure to conceitree child for which Charles
had craved had been greeted with a measure of tsflider surviving

parent. Laura Howard was not aware of the condffibarles had laid down



for inheritance to go through. Nor, Rachel hope@swt going to be
necessary for her to know.

Charles had stipulated a time lag of no more thgeaa between his death
and her marriage to his nephew. If tracing Craidisreabouts hadn't taken
so long, they could have taken advantage of théeiuh to get to know one
another before sealing the contract. With barelyrsdnths to go, the affair
was going to cause adverse comment whichever wegsthandled.

Something which would have to be dealt with as ahen, she thought
with firmness. Other people's opinions were oftreddy minor importance.

They were coming into Newport via streets nowhezarras busy now in
early April as they would be in a month's time, babugh so to call for
extra care and attention on Grayson's part.

‘There appears to have been an accident,’” commémtethtter as they
approached the first junction. "Two vehicles inwalyby the look of it.'

Rachel leaned forward to look through the windstraethe scene ahead.
One car—a Jaguar—was slewed sideways by the imptwt other saloon,
its front offside wing crushed inwards on to thee@h Racing the lights, she
judged. As both drivers were out in the road beimgrviewed by a
policeman, there at least appeared to be no seriguan injury.

One of the male drivers was giving a loud and vedr@naccount of the
accident, while the other stood listening withoatmenent. Tall, dark, and
wholly in command of himself, he drew instant remitign on Rachel's
part.

"You'd better pull in and wait," she instructed Y&, reaching for the
nearside door-handle. "That would appear to beraum!’

A small crowd had gathered on the pavement. Rgmteslsed through to
reach the threesome still engaged in sorting autathys and wherefores.
The policeman was young and well-built, with blaakrly hair and an

irrepressible twinkle lurking in his eyes. She sdikt him.



'Hello, Keith. Sorry to interrupt, but | was suppdg€o meet Mr Lindhurst
here at the ferry fifteen minutes ago. He's Charlesphew.’

Keith Barratt touched the peak of his cap with gedmce that was just a
touch mocking, though lacking in malice. 'Good ofiyto stop, milady. It
seems we have a case of joint liability.'

‘It wasn't my fault, | tell you!" expostulated tivean who had been doing all
the talking so far. He-- ' jerking his head in @raiindhurst's direction
'—came through on the amber!’

'We both did," returned the other levelly. 'A badbih we should both watch
in future. Luckily we got away with it this timeHe lifted an enquiring
eyebrow at the representative of the law. 'Alwaysstdering what action
you might feel bound to take, of course, Officer?’

Keith studied him for a brief moment, then shruggedl closed his
notebook. 'I'll have to put in a report, but | damagine there'll be any
action taken as there were no injuries. As you,gag&l keep a sharper eye
open from now on.' He cast an expert eye overwloeviehicles still half
blocking the road. 'You'll need a tow- wagon tdtshie Jag very far, I'd say,
but we can at least get it in to the side out efwlay for the time being.' He
shook his head as Rachel moved forward to lendna iva pushing the
vehicle, the grin only half concealed. 'No job #olady.'

'Stow it, she said sweetly, and saw the grin bfalilkcover.
'‘Anything you say, ma‘'am!

'He's right," stated Craig Lindhurst on an uneqc@lmote. 'It's no job for a
lady—of either kind.'

Blue eyes clashed with steely grey: sudden flaamgmosity crackled
between them. For a brief moment Rachel was owehge of telling this
man exactly where to get off, before memory suplpdie¢eason for keeping
the cart on the wheels. She needed his goodwillhiseenmity.



Summoning a smile, she made a gesture of asséntait in the car. You're
going to need transport after you sort things Aai objections, Keith?'

‘Not providing you move it further down off the i@k lines,' he said.

Craig was already bending his back to the taskeplasating the two
vehicles, with the help of a couple of men who kpped from the crowd.
Rachel gave the young constable another warm sididev's Lindsay and
the baby?’

'Fine," he said. 'Why don't you come over some,tend see for yourself?'

'I'd love to." She meant it. There was a wholerlote she would have liked
to say, but this was neither the time or place. dl@friends had been sadly
neglected this past eighteen months. Mostly becthesethemselves had
shown little desire to stay in contact after she married Charles. "Tell her
I'll phone," she added.

Grayson moved the car back to the appropriate @acsgoon as she was
inside, and she settled down for a lengthy waitchelh could feel the
aggression still simmering deep down. Craig Lindhumight have
something of his uncle's looks and bearing, butvae nothing like him in
temperament—that much she couldn't be more sure of.

And this was the man she was supposed not onlyatoymbut to have a
child by! Right up until this moment she hadn'toaled herself to
contemplate the obvious and necessary factors vadolin that
procurement. Charles was the only man she hadkewosvn that way—the
only man she could imagine knowing that way. Theywhaought of any
physical relationship with his nephew was suddamigthema to her. How
could she even begin to consider it?

The other man's car proved driveable. After exclmpmsurance details,
he left the scene. It was another half an hour reetbe pick-up truck
arrived. Craig waited for it in the Jaguar.

From where she sat, Rachel could see the bacleafatrk head through the
rear screen. He could have spent the time in thiks,Riout that was



obviously not his wish. The animosity had not bear-sided; he no more
wanted to talk to her than she did to him.

Only they were going to have to talk eventually—aamner rather than
later. There was nothing to be gained from trymgitle the relevant detail.
Rachel wasn't sure it would be legal even to attdmgdo so. The best way
might be simply to show him a copy of the will aled him realise the
implications for himself. Less embarrassing, ceitaithan trying to put it
into words of her own.

With the Jaguar finally on its way, Craig carrieid buitcase back to the
Rolls, handing it over to Grayson to stow awayha boot before sliding
into the rear seat alongside Rachel. Even sittiegseemed to tower over
her, his very presence in the car so overpoweringgculine. The lean
features looked chiselled from stone.

'Hardly an ideal way to meet," he commented witlpauticular regret. 'I've
been to Apperknowle before, by the way.'

'I'm aware of it, but you didn't make it clear wimt or not you'd have
transport,’ she replied levelly. 'l was waitingtla¢ dock. You must have
driven past me.'

He gave her a frankly appraising scrutiny, dwelliaga brief moment on

the soft fullness of her mouth before coming backneet her eyes with a
sardonic little smile touching his own well-cut dip'l wouldn't have

recognised you for who you are. You're even youtiggn | anticipated.’

'You must have known my age before this," she metlir and despised
herself for the defensive note she had alloweddegin.

The slant of his lip became rather more pronountesasn't referring to
years.'

Rachel rallied herself, eyes taking on a coollycekting light. 'At
thirty-four, you're not exactly in your dotage yseif.'

'‘Unlike my uncle.’



'Sixty isn't ancient either!

'It is when it comes to marrying a girl scarcelyt otithe cradle.' His tone
was unrelenting. 'Not that you were behind the daben it came to
realising the advantages. You knew he was dyingwioe agreed to marry
him, of course.’

Grayson was coming back to get behind the whealh&deaned forward
and slid the sound-proofed screen across befoignide to answer the
implied accusation. 'If you're suggesting | onlyrread him because | knew
there was a time-limit on the arrangement, yousgegvrong. Charles was
a man in a million!

'He was also very rich,' came the smooth reply.

She drew in a ragged breath. Craig Lindhurst waka'ffirst to think that
way, and he wouldn't be the last, but it still orbe classed as nothing but
a fortune- hunter. "Your outlook is obviously caled by your job," she said
scathingly. 'An out-and-out cynic! | might have egped nothing else from
you.'

The car was in motion now, the movement smoothambst soundless.
Craig studied her again, taking his time abougyes unrevealing. 'You're
telling me you were in love with a man old enouglvé your grandfather?'

Rachel had never thought of it that way. The faat ho bearing even now.
Charles had been Charles. Just that. Neither kisaghis title had affected
her emotions. Not that she expected this man asidernow to believe it.
He would believe whatever he wanted to believe.

'I'd suggest we leave that subject alone,' she wiéld control. 'It isn't
something | care to discuss with you. You're herel@im your share in the
estate.’

'I'm here,' he retorted, 'to learn why an uncle Been nothing of over the
years since my father died should have singled mecobenefit from his
will at all.’



'I'd have thought that was obvious," Rachel regin€ou bear the name
Lindhurst.' 'So does my brother.’

Blue eyes darkened. She said slowly, 'l didn't kribere was a brother.
Charles never mentioned it.'

He gave her a reflective look. 'But he did mentios?'

'Well, yes." She shook herself mentally. 'Oldeyounger—the brother, |
mean?'

'What else?' The sarcasm was muted. 'Gary's tweixty-
‘A journalist too?'

'No, he works for a stockbroker firm." ‘A yuppi&&chel regretted the snide
comment the moment she had made it, seeing thaalewith which it was
received.

"You're out of date. The upwardly mobile are prédgesruising in the slow
lane. Gary's no exception.'

'‘Well, at least you'll be in a position to help homt," she said in an attempt
to retrieve the situation.

'So it appears.' He sounded sceptical. 'l can#\lt's that straightforward.
As Charles's widow, you were entitled to inherg tht. I'm surprised you
haven't taken steps to contest the will.'

Rachel could feel her face freeze. Her voice whem spoke was taut.
'Whatever Charles wanted is fine with me. | wouldineam of contesting
his wishes in any sphere!’

‘Very commendable.' There was no doubting the iforhys voice. 'Sharing
with a stranger isn't going to be easy.’

Especially considering the extent of that sharstgg thought in growing
disquiet. Everything about this man set her teethedge. How on earth



could she reconcile herself to the physical intiynabich would be part and
parcel of the partnership, should he agree todhdition? For the first time
she found herself half hoping that he would turre tiwhole thing
down—although, by virtue of her promise to Charsds had to try her best
to persuade him to go along with it.

They were through Calbourne and heading for BrgestForest. Another
ten minutes would see them at Apperknowle. Homéiemnext six months,
whatever happened. The memory of what was to cdtmethat, should the
terms of the will not be met, brought heavineskdo heart. Two hundred
years of history down the drain. It didn't beanking about.

Craig was gazing out of his side-window at the pas&ndscape, face set
in lines impossible to read. She would have givegreat deal to know
exactly what he was thinking and feeling at the ranitn Not that she
anticipated any more generous assessment whehed®tf was concerned.
He had made his opinion on that score only too stewiagly clear.

Shimmering beneath the bright blue sky, the seadata view. One or two
sails were visible in the middle distance, whilgHier out could be seen the
shape of some larger vessel turning stern on testlwed as it headed down
the Channel. Rachel had this same view from herdoad windows, and
she loved it. Were she forced to leave the manentenally, it was only one
of the things she would miss. Apperknowle had bexasidear to her as it
had been to Charles, and he had known it, whichwmashe had placed
such trust in her.

She would fight tooth and nail, she told hersafdely, to merit that trust.

The wrought-iron gates guarding Apperknowle frone thutside world
opened smoothly to the touch of a button on thérobim Grayson's charge.
Tree-lined and winding, the drive ran for sevenahdired yards before the
house came into sight. Built around 1750 by a Lurdhrenowned as much
for his successful gambling as his business acuntehad a classic
Georgian frontage, with rows of tall windows angiléared entrance porch.
The stonework had mellowed over the years to a wgohd, welcoming
now in the sunlight.



Mostly running to parkland at the front, the maardgns lay to the rear of
the house, along with the heated swimming-pool [Ekahimself had

installed, and a croquet-lawn Rachel had learnegbfeciate. Seeing the
place up close for the first time the day of heéeimiew, she had fallen in
love with it immediately. Big and imposing as itsy& had felt like a home.

'It might have been yesterday,' remarked Craigysaft they rounded the
final bend. 'Nothing changes.'

'How longis it since you were last here?' Rachel asked fot wlbanything
more riveting to say.

‘Ten years, give or take a few months. My fathet @hmarles went their
separate ways early on.'

'‘After Charles inherited?"

He gave her a swift, hard glance. 'As eldest seidd the right by tradition.
Dad was left neither destitute nor rancorous,at'thwhat you're thinking.'

I'm glad to hear it.' Rachel had no intention ofolagising for the
implication. If Craig could judge on the basis apposition, there was no
reason why she shouldn't do the same. 'Now the Ivthees back again.
What he lost, you gain.'

‘Not wholly," came the cool reminder. 'At presdme tindhurst name still
holds the monopoly, true, but | wonder if Charleseany serious thought
to what will happen if and when you marry again?'

Rachel felt her heart give a painful thud. 'Yes,dm' she got out with
creditable control, and saw the dark brows rise.

'How exactly? A change of name by deed poll? Thghtdimit your choice
of partner. Not all men would be willing."'

They were drawing up beneath the porticoed entrd®aehel seized on the
excuse not to answer that question in full. 'AlllWe revealed," she said,
gathering herself for a swift exit before Graysauld come and perform



that function of his job which she found so unnseeg while she was
capable of opening her own doors. 'We'll talk ceax:’

Craig followed her out of the car, leaving the dfewr to get back behind
the wheel with a philosophical shrug and headHerdoach-yard off to one
side of the house. The entrance hall was largepsmng and also boasted
Georgian pillars framing an alcove in which was a&eharble bust of the
Roman Emperor Tiberius. The floor was carpeted niow thick,
plum-coloured Wilton, covering the original freesédflags inset with black
marble. Too cold, Charles had declared.

Rachel smiled a greeting to the middle-aged andsplet-featured woman
in blue who appeared from the rear premises. 'Ybe'tlere ten years ago,
wouldn't you, Mrs Brantley? You remember Mr Lindéi®

'Of course.' The woman gave the newcomer a respeutfl. "Welcome
back, sir.'

‘Thank you." The scorn was faint enough to go usthdiy anyone not
watching the line of his mouth— which Rachel was.

'We'll have tea in the library, please,’ she saéldless you'd rather freshen
up first?' she added to Craig. 'Grayson will hakeeh your case up the back
way.'

'It might be an idea," he agreed. 'l only stoppédrom the airport to pick
up some clothes and the car before heading doven Aecratft toilets leave
a lot to be desired.’

‘Tea in half an hour, then,' Rachel instructedniesekeeper. 'I'll show Mr
Lindhurst his room myself.'

A minor reprieve, but still a reprieve, she thoughtthey mounted the oak
staircase together. She dreaded the coming digelo$uying to imagine
Craig's reaction to Charles's decree was a futdectsse. She would learn in
good time how he felt.



The bedroom she herself had chosen for Craig wieakar of the house,
like her own. Decorated in blue and white, witthrimnahogany furnishings,
it boasted a four-poster bed and had its own aygibathroom.

The leather suitcase already resided on a staihe &bot of the bed.

‘Nice," commented Craig. 'A bit different from whae been used to these
past few months.' He made no attempt to enlargiainstatement. 'How
many staff do you employ?’

'How many staff daveemploy,’ Rachel corrected levelly. 'Six, if yowobd
the two gardeners.’

‘All living in?'

'Hardly. Mrs Brantley has her own room, of couraed Grayson has a
flatlet over the stables; the rest come in on & dsis.’

‘All local?'
‘They could scarcely be anything else on an istamtive by twenty-one.'

'Point taken.' If he registered the sarcasm, hawasing to it. 'I'm not used
to thinking in terms of restricted access.' He nibaeross to the nearest of
the two tall, silk-draped windows to gaze out otver impressive view. 'At
least this isn't. Restricted, | mean. There's nveing’d pay the earth to have
all this on their doorstep.'

With his back turned to her, there was nothingttgp $achel running her
eyes over the lean length of him. The shoulderedtnthe tan suede
bomber-jacket were broad, his hips narrow by compar the whole
concept one of firm muscularity and latent poweman who kept himself
in strict fighting trim, she judged, and was awafe certain gathering of
tension in the region of her stomach. Dislike hisnaaperson though she
might, the masculine charisma was undeniable. Shddn't be the first
woman to feel it by a long way.



'Except that it isn't for sale,’ she said a litde quickly. Not yet, came the
mental rider. She added abruptly, 'I'll leave youtt The library is first on
the right as you come downstairs.'

He turned then to give her a suddenly narrowedcglahdare say I'll find it
OK.'

As he was a man who spent much of his life in gteaand often hostile
places, Rachel could imagine that Apperknowle woplésent little
problem.Her problem over the next twenty minutes or so wadifig the
kind of insouciance that would carry her throughatvhromised to be a
harrowing revelation. Craig had already made itiobs that he suspected
all was not quite as straightforward as it mighteqo.

The library was her favourite room in the housaeld in oak, and with two
whole walls bearing loaded bookshelves, it wasdangough to do double
duty as a second sitting-room, yet cosy too. Bez#us April sunshine still

lacked any real heat, a fire had been lit in thdenstone hearth, fed with
apple logs, which gave off a delightful scent.

Seating herself in one of the chintz-covered arimsh&achel tried to
compose her mind for the coming experience. Afteraanent, she got up
again to go and unlock a drawer in the fine oldkdssthe window, and take
out the copy of the will which Charles's solicitoad left with her for the
purpose. He had offered to relate the relevantildietaCraig Lindhurst
himself, but Rachel had felt it incumbent on heb&the one to bear the
brunt of that individual's response. They had sbonths left in which to
fulfil the terms; she doubted if six years wouldkaany difference to the
way she felt.

Craig arrived at the same time as the tea. He tyedoh the door for the
young maid wheeling the trolley, taking it from ath a smile and a word
of thanks.

A definite conquest there, judged Rachel, viewimg girl's expression as
she turned to go. Dressed now in pale grey trousedsfine-knit white
sweater, he was enough, she supposed, to turneamgld head. He had
even found time for a shave.



'Milk and sugar?' she enquired as he took a setiteosofa opposite.
'Neither," he said. 'l like both tea and coffeeckland unsweetened.’

'l try to remember.' Rachel made no attemptaa iout the acerbic note in
her voice. 'How about a sandwich? Smoked salmtmnk.’

'Fine. I didn't get much in the way of lunch.' Heged himself to three of
the delicate preparations, sitting back with platband to take down the
first in a couple of bites. Tasty,"' he declardahugh hardly man-size. I'll
need to accustom myself to the refinements of e¢guning.’

Rachel said quickly, "You do plan on staying, then?

Grey eyes lifted to regard her with unreadable esgipn. 'You weren't
expecting me to?"

'l wasn't sure what to expect,’” she confessedadyreegretting the
over-hasty remark. 'You don't seem to spend toohniuge in any one
place.’

'l go wherever and whenever the circumstancedaait,’ he told her. 'At
present I'm contemplating taking a sabbatical deoto write a book.'

'‘An autobiography?'

The strong mouth took on a slant. 'I've hardlydil@ng enough yet for that.
Not that experience won't provide useful materaalthe novel | have in
mind.’

'War intermingled with sex, | suppose? It's usualuccessful formula.'

One dark brow lifted. 'Not the kind of reading fidve had you down for.
Just goes to show how unreliable first impressarsbe.’

'Doesn't it?' Rachel refused to allow herself torbany way thrown by the
counter attack. '"You took it for granted | was maghbut a gold-digger out
for what | could get. | aim to prove you wrong th¢no.’'



His shrug was brief. 'I'm open to conversion.'

Not easily, she thought. Not without total conwcti What real proof could
she offer when it came right down to it? All shellveas her word. For this
man, it wouldn't be enough.

Unimportant, anyway, she told herself firmly. Itsv&e future, not the past,
to which she needed to look. Picking up the shé&fped pages from the
arm of her chair, she held it out to him.

'You'd better read this."



CHAPTER TWO

CRAIG set down his plate to take the documents fronahdropen them up.
Rachel watched him run his eyes down over theairdind requisite formal
statement followed by a series of minor bequestshiNg there to disturb
him. Charles had been generous to those he'd @yadidleserving cases,
but the sums involved scarcely made a dent indbielue of the estate. Page
three was the one where trouble began.

She found herself holding her breath as the gregseseached the
appropriate paragraphs, letting it out again oeatssigh as his expression
underwent a sudden and totally discouraging alterailhe reaction was
one she had anticipated, so why this feeling efitetn? A man of superb
self-control Craig Lindhurst might be, but evenvires incapable of taking
this in his stride.

It seemed an age before he looked up. Rachel dteelself to meet his
gaze with a degree of aplomb.

You're in agreement with all this?' he asked oodahnote.

'To keep Apperknowle intact, yes," she said. 'lif y@ad on, you'll see what |
mean.'

He did so, expression unchanging this time. Racbeld repeat word for
word the phrase that meant the most to her: 'Shbeldondition laid down
not be adhered to, the house and land to be soldefeelopment’. That
proposed development had been outlined to herbéd & turn the whole
estate into a timeshare concern, with apartmerakblan the grounds and
the pool incorporated into a leisure complex. wardead body, had been
her immediate reaction.

Charles had known how she would feel about it, mirse. The verbal
promise he had extracted from her shortly befoselbath had been by way
of a rider to the clause. So far as Rachel hersa#f concerned, it would
have been enough on its own to ensure her cooperati



'l see you don't go away empty-handed whatevegigGcommented at
length. 'A life income isn't to be sneezed at, efgou wouldn't be able to
get your hands on the capital.’

'I'm not interested in the money,' she denied witheat. 'Only in keeping
Apperknowle intact.’

''d have said the two were synonymous.'

Rachel drew in a long, slow breath. This was prgwmen more difficult
than she had thought. Craig wasn't giving her aeway at all. 'In a way,
they have to be, only that still doesn't mean I'nmatwou're thinking | am. |
made Charles a promise. | intend doing everythicanito keep it.'

'Including marrying a man you don't even know?"
'Yes.' The word came out flat and unemaotional.

'l see.' He was looking at her as if he had nesen sinything quite like her
before, a grim little smile playing about his mautim sure | don't need to
point out what else would be expected of us aséxt link in the chain?
You've obviously covered every aspect.’

A tremor ran through her as she looked into tha,léard features. When
she spoke it was with reserve. 'I'm prepared tihéurthe line, yes.'

Mockery sprang in the grey eyes. 'A delicate wapwting it. Assuming
Charles made every attempt to impregnate you wiglevas alive, what
makes you sure the failure wasn't yours to stati?vi

Rachel flushed. It took every ounce of control saé to keep her tone from
reflecting her thoughts. 'l can't be one hundredcpeat sure.’

'‘But the odds are against it, | agree.' He sligldbdrated glance over the
length of her where she sat, taking full stockhef tull, firm curves of her
breasts beneath the mulberry silk shirt, of thadde length of her legs
encased in sheer dark nylon. 'Not a task I'd fixacly onerous myself, |
have to admit. You have everything it takes togutan in the mood.' He



gave her no time to form a retort to that remalfkthis marriage was

intended simply for the purpose of securing the,lirdon’t suppose there'd
be any reason why we shouldn't live separate lotberwise? Or even
divorce after the feat was accomplished, if it certeethat?’

Rachel gazed at him in swift and sudden conterggally, | don't suppose
there is. Considering which, it shouldn't be toificilt a decision to make.
After all, if you refuse out of hand, you get petstu

'So | understand.’ The asperity had brought a tiitiis eyes. 'Charles left
little room for manoeuvre.'

Rachel said thickly, "You mean you accept?’

Craig's laugh was entirely devoid of humour. 'Galyal accept. I'd be the
biggest fool alive to turn down such a temptingeoffHow soon can we
arrange things?'

Rachel's heart jerked painfully. 'lIt doesn't hawdoé immediate. We still
have six months before the deadline.’

Broad shoulders lifted in a brief shrug. 'l segoomt in waiting. What has
to be done has to be done.' The pause held arcel¢beration. 'Unless
you'd prefer some tangible evidence of my abiligfdoe you take the
plunge?'

More than half set for a lengthy battle in persoiasRachel felt totally out
of her depth with this too ready agreement. Proroisao promise, she
wished Craig would simply go away and leave hen@ld@he very notion of
what he was suggesting made her stomach turn\diexe all men as blase
about the sex act as this? she wondered fleetikgign without love, there
surely had to be a little finesse attached?

'I'm more than willing to wait until after the meage,’ she said stiffly. 'And
I'm not prepared to enter into that until Charlas been gone the full year.'



'‘Because of what people might think?' Craig shok Head. 'Scarcely
matters, surely? It couldn't possibly cause moik than yours and
Charles's marriage did.'

"You didn't even come to the wedding,' she chadengHow could you
know what kind of reaction there was?'

'When winter weds spring the reverberations atddeland wide."'

'How very poetic!" Her voice was honey-sweet. duddn't have thought
you had it in you to use such phraseology.’

'l have it in me," he said softly, 'to do all manogéthings.'

He got to his feet, ignoring the sheaf of papersclvtiell to the floor.
Rachel sat like a statue as he came round theyrtdl reach her. She
couldn't even find the will to resist as he drew in@to him. The power she
had sensed was there in the strength of the armsBcharound her, in the
ruthless quest of the mouth seeking hers.

Charles's kisses had always been so tender, sayloso infinitely caring.
This was like nothing she had ever experienced rbefa searching,
burning, knee- weakening pressure that causedigstd flutter open in
involuntary response, her whole body to tense agdirm. She felt the
hardness of his chest crushing her breasts, tieé/ strength of his thigh
muscles and un- doubtable evidence of his mastuli@omething stirred
to life deep down in the very pit of her stomaalliag tendrils of heated
sensation through her.

She was too shaken to make a murmur when he paiagyr from him. All
she could do was gaze at him in stunned silencerellwas an odd
expression in the grey eyes, a certain roughndss voice when he spoke.

'‘As | said, everything it takes. | can't blame Oé&stoo much for taking
advantage.'

'He didn't," Rachel protested, finding her voicaiagalbeit shakily. 'l told
you, | loved him. | would never have married hirhewise.'



'l only have your word for that,' he said. 'Irred@¥, anyway, at present.' He
paused, eyes veiled again. '‘About this marriage...'

'l won't have it too soon.' Rachel tried to infesetitude into her voice. 'My
mother...’

'Would think even worse of you than she alreadys@b€raig finished for
her as she allowed the words to trail away. 'l tdemppose for a moment
that you've told your parents exactly what the galys?’

‘No, I haven't. And it's only the one parent. Mgh&x died seven years ago.'
His expression altered a little. "That might exiplaiwhole lot.'

Her head came up. 'If you're thinking what | thydki are, forget it. | loved
Charles as a man, not a substitute!"

"You think you'd have loved him as well as you iflide'd been poor?'
'‘Whatever.'

Craig shook his head and turned away, going backgain his seat and the
uneaten sandwiches, and leaving her with no reedaursto sink back into
her own seat in contemplation of a cup of tea ggiare-cold.

'I'll pour some fresh,’ she said, reaching fordtieer cup. She slung the cold
black dregs into the receptacle provided, refillemin the silver pot, and
handed the cup back again before repeating theraftir herself. Playing
for time, she knew. Nothing was going quite the whg had anticipated.
Craig had little call to regard her as a gold-diggken he was willing to go
so far himself for mere monetary gain.

'So what would you suggest we do with the time lkeetwnow and the
marriage?' he asked.

"You said you were planning on writing a book," siieined. 'What better
place than this to take your sabbatical?'



'Live and work here for the next six months? Wdmt in itself cause the
talk you're so afraid of?'

Rachel ignored the irony. 'It might if it were jube two of us alone. With
Mrs Brantley here too, the situation is ratheretiéint. Now that things are...
resolved between us, it can become common knowlédge/ou inherited
half the estate. So far only myself and Charlegicivor—Julian
Turnbull—know.'

The mobile left eyebrow quirked again. 'That's gdio be something of a
shock for your mother too, isn't it? How do yoweimd explaining the delay
in informing her that you're not sole beneficiary?'

'Simply enough. The detail had to be kept secrgt you'd been contacted.
Julian will back me on that score." Rachel addetusly, 'Where exactly
were you all these months, anyway? It was as ifdydtopped off the face
of the earth!

The firm mouth acquired a suddenly thinner lineoitiy my job in
circumstances I'd as soon not go into. I'm here.nidvat's all that need
concern you.'

'Sorry | asked.' She had bridled afresh at his.téia be it from me to pry
into your affairs!

‘Temper,’ he remonstrated, regaining his formerkimgcmien. 'If we're
going to play this thing the way you want it play&e'll need to appear
compatible— on the surface, at least. That's asgygou do want people
to think we're marrying for love and not just conience?’

Rachel bit her lip. The taunt hurt no less forbiésng on line. She couldn't
bear for anyone else to know the truth. Pretentbrigll in love with this
man she was coming closer to detesting, at the mpmas not going to
be any easy part to play. Yet play it she must.Hesrmother's sake as well
as her own.



"You still didn't say whether you were going toystam," she said on an
unemotional note. 'There's everything here you'cedrencluding
Charles's study to work in if you like.'

'Yes, | am,’ he returned equably. 'l can't thinladfetter venue either. I'll
sublet the flat for the time being.’

'‘Are you really going to need it again at all, ddesing?' she queried, and
elicited a brief shrug.

'Quite apart from the fact that it's always usé&duhave a place up in town,
you don't imagine I'll be retiring here on the sgth of my half-share in all
this, do you? A few months working on the book m stand. Any longer
would drive me out of my mind with boredom. What ttevil doyoufind
to do with your days on an island twelve by tweahe?'

'Plenty," Rachel said. 'I've never been bored inlifey She added with
purpose, 'l always think it shows a lack of imagioa'

'You're probably right," Craig agreed imperturbablim all for action
myself.'

'Which doesn't say much for the novel you're plagno write. Imagination
surely has to play a part in any fictional account?

Craig's laugh held genuine amusement. 'Quick efinlark, aren't you? If |
do get stuck for ideas I'll know where to turn.'" paused, eyeing her
thoughtfully. 'You were Charles's secretary befpoe married, weren't
you? Good typist?'

'Of course." Rachel's mind had already leapt alkébte willing to help out
in any way, if that's what you're going to ask.'

'‘Could be. My typing is strictly of the two-fingetevariety—fast, but not
particularly accurate. Of no account when I'm phgréopy through, but a
manuscript needs to be presented properly.’

"You have a publisher already in mind?"



'‘And interested. One of the perks of knowing tightripeople. It will be
faction, by the way, not wholly fiction. You mighind some of the
background detail upsetting.’

'l dare say | can weather it.' Rachel was takethbydea to the point where
she could almost forget the main reason he wasggmirbe here at all.
'When were you thinking of making a start?"

‘The sooner the better. I'd need to go back upwmn tto arrange things,
naturally, but that should only take a day or two.'

"You'd be leaving straight away, then?'

The smile held derision. 'Say Monday. That giveshesweekend. You'll
need to introduce me to your mother, among oth&itsereabouts on the
island does she live?'

'‘Over Sandown way.' It was all going too fast faacRel's taste; Craig
appeared to be taking over. ‘It can wait until geti back.'

'l don't think so.' His tone was easy enough, beitet was a look in the grey
eyes that challenged her to argue further. 'Puttimggs off isn't my style.
I'd suggest dinner tonight, right here. That wayg&eit over and done with
early doors. | can break the news to my mother wisee her.’

Rachel bit back on the instinctive comment. Somelidadn't occurred to

her that his mother might also still be around.ddslshe'd had her first
child latish on in life, she probably wouldn't dethat much older than her
own surviving parent. Not that it was likely theawf them would have

anything in common.

'l have to see whether she's free tonight,'tstaged.

'So do it now,' he returned, with obviously no iiten of letting her off the
hook. 'There's a telephone right over there ordésk.’

Rachel found herself on her feet and respondintipeéocommand almost
like an automaton. This was crazy, she fumed. Hedmdy been here five



minutes! All the same, having begun to obey, shddchardly turn tail
now. A part of her had to concede that he was rigit. Her mother
deserved to know what was going on, if only up paat.

Laura Howard ran a small arts and crafts shop tchlwbkhe contributed a
number of home-made but by no means amateurishiéguted items

herself. It was her present plan to buy up the messhortly to become
vacant next door, and extend the business intatageotea-rooms. As a
mainly seasonal venture, the project had engenditlecenthusiasm with

her bank. Now that her own financial future wasohesd, Rachel thought
as she dialled the number, she would be in a pasit offer assistance.
Whether it would be accepted was something elsimaga

It was almost a full minute before Laura answehseddall. 'Merlin's Cave,'
she announced. 'Sorry for the delay. | had a custarow can | help you?'

Conscious of Craig listening from a few feet awRgchel tried to keep her
tone casual. 'Mom, it's me. Are you free to comerao dinner tonight?'

'Well... yes, | suppose so,' came the answer aneaat faint surprise. 'Why
such short notice?’

‘There's someone I'd like you to meet." She taggednpulsively, 'And
something | couldn't tell you before that | neee@xplain about.'

There was a lengthy pause before Laura respondeds@inded reticent.
‘Nice or not so nice?"

'It depends on your viewpoint." Rachel couldn'ngrherself to say any
more than that. 'Shall | send the car to pick yp@'u

The reply was not unanticipated. 'No, thanks, diive myself over.
Seven-thirty all right?’

'Fine. See you later, then. Bye for now.'

'l gather she doesn't go a bundle on the idea ofgbehauffeured?'
commented Craig as Rachel replaced the receivam:t'€ay | blame her.’



Doing a swift review of the only end of the conwarsn he could have
heard, she said caustically, "What gives you tnaréssion?'

"Your tone of voice. You sounded resigned.’ Hetwasn his seat to look at
her as she stood there by the desk.

'If you already knew how she was likely to respontly make the offer in
the first place?"

'‘Because there's always the chance that she malededake advantage. |
suppose you're another who finds Grayson unneggéssar

'As one who also prefers to drive himself, yeshge thought you'd prefer
your independence too.'

'l don't drive," she said.

'‘Don't?" he queried. 'Or can't?’

‘Can't, then.' She lifted her shoulders. 'l nexargund to learning.'
‘Then it's high time you did. We'll make it a prigronce I'm here.’

"You'll be too busy writing your book,' she camelbhastily, and saw his
mouth take on the fast-becoming- familiar slant.

'l don't propose teaching you myself. That woultigaid to any chance we
might have of achieving a steady relationship.dume there are plenty of
good driving schools on the island.'

Rachel's knuckles were white where she grippedéisk-edge. 'Don't try to
run my life for me!" she snapped. 'I'm more thgpatde of making my own
decisions! I'll learn to drive when I'm good anddag, not before."'

The shrug suggested a certain indifference. 'Jtisbwaght. Far be it from
me to try forcing you into anything you don't wantdo.'



It was on the tip of Rachel's tongue to apologimsete display of petulance,
but something in her wouldn't allow the words tegher lips. To marry a
man who could elicit the kind of aggression seefhuithin her would be

the act of an idiot; yet what other choice did slage, short of denying
Charles his last request? She -as trapped, ana inaake the best of things.
Only that didn't have to include kowtowing to Craigdhurst!

'l think I'll take myself on a walk around the gand," he said now, getting to
his feet again. 'Give the two of us time to rectarthe evening. It wouldn't
do for your mother to see us at loggerheads, isgbebe convinced of the
mutual attraction scheduled to develop into a nagemotion over the
next few weeks, would it?'

Rachel stayed where she was as he left the rooefe8ltompletely at sea.
The kiss Craig had pressed on her was still impdi@n her lips, the lean,
hard strength of his body a memory she couldngectaut. There would be
no need to fake the physical attraction becausastright there in her, hate
to admit it though she might. Craig Lindhurst wasgentleman in the way
Charles had been, but he set up a need in hehddahothing to do with

gentleness and courtesy. It was that which shddaght.

She saw nothing of him over the following couple bburs. At
seven-twenty, dressed in dark blue silk jersey, wlat down to the
drawing-room to be on hand when her mother arrivedjin and tonic
helped calm her nerves a little. Once through tiigal introduction and
announcement, she would be all right.

The room itself was some help. Decorated in shaflggeach and white,
with lovely antique pieces mingled with the compasly new in
furnishings, it radiated a warmth and comfort thelied its size.

As in all the downstairs rooms—and some of thosethenupper floor
too—there was a fireplace, in this case a genunh@nf Standing before it,
Rachel gazed longingly at the framed photograpteofand Charles, taken
on their wedding day. If only he were still here stould be so happy. Why,
oh, why had he had to go?



Craig still hadn't put in an appearance when heemaarrived. Naturally
blonde like herself, and wearing a purple culotié¢, d aura Howard at
forty-eight was no middle-aged mother figure. Lgsher husband at such
an early age had placed her in a position wheréatideen forced either to
remodel her life completely or simply stagnate. &uka full social life,
and seemed content enough on the surface, alth®aghel often
wondered if she really was satisfied with the wagpgs were. Widowhood
was a lonely affair, no matter what the consolajoshe herself could
vouch for that.

'So where is this person you want me to meet?'th@dirst question put
after greetings were exchanged.

'He'll be down any time,' Rachel replied, and shevtilue eyes so like her
own cool a little.

‘A man? Staying here?'

Rachel drew in a steadying breath before launclnimg explanations,
angry that Craig wasn't here himself to help dtitoaigh what contribution
he might have made she wasn't at all sure. Lastenkd without comment
right through to the final stumbling, 'So you skeeguldn't tell you before."

'l fail to see why exactly,' Laura said. 'But mgebt the right to question.
Does this... Craig, did you say... intend livingAgiperknowle long term?’

'He'll be here for some months at least,’ Rachmia®, sticking to the truth
as far as she was able. 'He's planning on writingwve! here.'

Some flicker of unreadable expression crossed ttier avoman's still
attractive features. 'Really? Is he an establistutkdor?'

‘Not yet, but aiming to be," said the subject undiscussion from the
doorway.

He advanced into the room, his frank appraisal llfotavithout
self-consciousness. He was wearing a grey sulieofame steely shade as
his eyes, along with a pristine white shirt andasynand grey striped tie.



The latter two items were silk, Rachel was surevi@Qlsly not a man who

skimped on personal expenditure. Taken along ViighJaguar at present
undergoing repair, and the London flat, it was Ibeiog apparent that he
wasn't exactly lacking in finances already, whichda his over- hasty
acceptance of Charles's decree even more reprbleensi

'Rachel will have told you the facts by now, | inme®' he said to Laura as
the two of them shook hands. 'l thought I'd give thvo of you a few
minutes on your own for the purpose. It came atequshock to me too, so
you don't need to put up any pretence.’

'l wasn't about to,' Laura acknowledged. 'Charlas perfectly entitled to
do whatever he thought fit with his property. Haflfeverything still leaves
Rachel in a position where she needs to keep aomsme for opportunists
from now on.’

'Drink?" asked Rachel hastily, avoiding Craig'shgia "Your usual sherry,
Mom?"'

'Let me get them," said Craig. 'Just point me enrtght direction.'

Rachel ceded with good grace. 'The lacquered cabues there. I'll have
another G and T, please.'

He took the glass from her, and crossed to thenegbpulling down the
front flap to reveal the array of bottles and géssand decanters. Laura
watched him for a moment, then turned her atteriigwk to her daughter.

'Different from what | expected,' she saitto voce.

Different from whatshe had expected, Rachel could have told her. The
masculine attraction Craig exuded might make thegedushe would be
called on to perform somewhat less onerous thanrthght have been, but

it would still be a basic biological function wherboiled down to it.

Considering the circumstances, the evening, shposaol, was a success.
Craig and her mother seemed to get along fine treitial reserve had



worn off. Reserve only on her mother's part, at,tRachel was bound to
acknowledge. Craig was at ease from the first.

Laura left at ten-thirty, pleading an early stdrthe shop. Saturday was her
busiest time. Rachel went out to see her off.

'l like him," declared her mother. 'l think he ablde a bit of a ruthless
character where the occasion called for it, bubtthe'd need to be in his
line of work." She eyed her daughter reflectivetfypu might have problems
when it comes to any major decisions regarding Appmvle.'

'It can't be sold," Rachel responded. 'Not unleshe caught herself up,
biting her lip, then tagged on quickly "... unlésshad the will overruled in
court.'

'In which case he could well finish up with lesartthe started, depending
on the judge's leanings. Not a risk | see him @kiShe slid behind the
wheel of the blue Sierra, and closed the door, imgppdown the window to
add, 'Don't forget the craft fair in a couple ofeks. I'm relying on you for
help with my stall.’

'l won't,’” Rachel promised. 'I'll see you beforerthanyway. Goodnight,
Mom.'

She watched her mother drive out of sight befoneimig to go back indoors.
The night air felt cool on her skin. She was glathe warmth to be found
inside. Craig had stayed in the drawing-room. He lwanging comfortably
on one of the brocade sofas set at right anglékedireplace when she
returned to the room.

'‘Nice woman,' he commented. 'Intelligent too.’

'Not what you expected, perhaps?' Rachel queriedigh

He shook his head, unmoved by her tone. 'l tryetgpkan open mind.'

'Not where I'm concerned, it seems. You still bedi€only married Charles
for what | could get out of him, don't you?'



He regarded her steadily. 'I'm willing to be corad. If Charles really
meant so much to you, you'd be rather more eagerytbu are to fulfil his
last wishes. He's already been dead six months. Wiy another six?
People are still going to talk, whatever.’

'‘Not as much as they would if the marriage wasake tplace as soon as
you're intimating,' she snapped back. 'lt's goonbe difficult enough to go
through with at all, without making it even wordghfortunately | can't
claim the same clinical outlook when it comes 't&he sought for words,
aware of his sardonic smile at her hesitation.

'When it comes to performing the necessary funciowhat | think you're
trying to say. For the record, my outlook regardimgpmaking is far from
clinical. Mutual enjoyment would be closer to thark'

‘A subject I'm sure you know all there is to kndvoat,' Rachel responded
tautly. 'Except that | happen to consider the witoge" misplaced in that
context. Lustmaking might be closer to the mark!'

‘A matter of interpretation. Two people don't h&wde in love to enjoy the
physical expression.’ He studied her thoughtfullyd moment, taking in
the flush highlighting her cheekbones. 'So mayl&as wrong about your
motives in marrying Charles. Maybe you really digtd him in your own
way. You give a surface impression of maturity, bntierneath you're still
a rather naive little girl. It's time you grew Upachel. Time you learned a
few facts of life.'

'If that means acquiring the kind of cynicism ya&udgeveloped, I'll not
bother, thanks." Her tone would have cut glasspp8sing we call this
conversation closed?’

'What exactly are you most afraid of?' he mockedshould | say who?'
'Whom?' she corrected with deliberation. 'And it'tigear I'm feeling so

much as revulsion. If Charles had known you better,sure he'd never
have asked it of me!'



'Fear | said and fear | meant,’ came the calmtarsie. 'The response |
roused in you earlier shook you to the core, didhYou'd never known it
could be like that—especially with a man you daven like, much less
love.'

Rachel's nails were cutting into the palms of herds. Her voice sounded
thick. "You took me by surprise, that's all.'

Craig laughed. 'Perhaps | should have done just hso, you might be
feeling quite differently about everything by noldeny it all you like but

there's a real live woman in there somewhere. iite gapable of giving
back as good as she gets. Charles might havedngaidike Dresden china,
but I've no such intention.’

'Go to hell!" she said with force.

For a brief moment his expression sobered. 'I"embéle lightened his tone
again, his smile mocking her impotent anger. 'Dtake life so seriously.
There's still fun to be had if you look for it.'

‘Not your kind.' She regained control of herselthnan effort, aware of the
trembling in her limbs. "You've been here only dteraof hours and already
everything's falling apart. I'm not sure even Afpewle is worth it any
more!'

'‘But your word to Charles surely is—unless youharging your mind
about that too?'

'No. No, of course not." She gave a shuddering balf. 'Just back off, will
you? Give me time.'

'l think about it." He hauled himself to his feshaking his head as she took
an involuntary backward step. 'Don't concern ydérggght now I'm too
bone- weary to do either of us justice. | didnt geich sleep on the plane
last night. We've the whole weekend ahead. Timeigmdor anything. Are
you ready to go up too?"

Rachel shook her head, not trusting her voice.



‘Then I'll say goodnight,’ he said. 'Watch outtfoe bedbugs.'

She sank nervelessly to a seat in the nearestah#ne door closed behind
him. Craig was right about one thing: she was dfraihe fear had begun
this afternoon when he had kissed her and the wwattlspun about her
head. She wanted it to happen again, and she miisirds a betrayal of her
love for Charles. All she needed from Craig wasiddowith a right to the
name of Lindhurst. After that he could go his owayw



CHAPTER THREE

WAKING in the bedroom she had shared with Charles noyrgaille Rachel
a pang or two. This particular Saturday morningftist thought was of the
man who was to become her next husband. The aamligkt slanting in
through the windows went some way towards dispgliie pessimism she
felt. On such a day it was difficult to be totafjlpomy in outlook.

Also boasting a four-poster bed, the room was largrigh to have a sitting
area too. Rachel had herself chosen the coloumnselod pale green, pink
and white, extending it out on to the covered bajcwith its cushioned

wrought-iron chairs and table. She drew on the wrpch matched her

pink satin nightdress before going out to leantenkalustrade and draw in
deep breaths of the fresh and fragrant air. Thexe mothing anywhere to
beat this!

Below and beyond the rear terrace lay the pooltrseg the normal oblong,
Charles had opted for an elliptical shape set withibroad patio, around
which were planted shrubs and small trees to ceeatztain privacy. From
where she stood, Rachel could see over the lattéret calm blue water.
Even as she looked, that calm was shattered biyrnpact of some diving
body.

Using a strong crawl, Craig completed several lesngbefore finally
hoisting himself out to sit on the edge of the paadl run a hand over his
hair to squeeze out ricess moisture. His body waased the colour of teak,

his chest broad and powerful beneath its lightingatf hair. Even sitting
the way he was, there was no sagging of stomacklenaser the band of
the blue trunks- no hint of surplus flesh anywhamehe finely toned body.

Rachel registered that fact with a tensing of hen stomach muscles.
Charles had been in good physical shape for hiskagehere had been no
disguising a certain coarsening of skin and grewgiigody hair. She had not
found it off-putting then, and didn't find the mem®o now, but neither
could she deny the superior quality of fit and tigalyouth. Craig was a
magnificent specimen of the male. She would havebeéoblind and
insensible not to acknowledge it.



As if registering her observation, he looked in theection of the house,
lifting a hand in greeting when he saw her standege.

'‘Come on down," he called. 'The water's fine!'

The pool had only been refilled a week or so agd,so far Rachel had been
in no more than a couple of times. She had no tisemow of responding
to the invitation. Something in her fought shye¥ealing herself to himin a
swimsuit at this stage. Ridiculous, she knew, aersng what was
eventually to take place between them, but thatiwasfuture far enough
away at present to be disregarded.

She turned back into the room without acknowleddpimg. There were two
whole days to get through before she gained thathirey-space she so
badly needed. Two days, and two nights. Sleep heaime easily last night.
She had lain restless for what seemed like hodosdo&nally dropping into
a fitful doze. Yet she didn't feel so much tirethe moment as jittery. Every
nerve in her body seemed to be on edge.

Breakfast was served, as always, in the morningar@®eeing the table laid
for two again after so many lonely months broughtgied emotions. Nice
to have company while one ate, but better if itev@nyone else but Craig.
She didn't feel up to facing him just yet.

He arrived along with the coffee. In fact, he brouig in with him, having
met up with Doreen, the maid, in the hall.

‘Lovely morning,’ he observed as he helped himi&el€ereal from the
assortment on offer. 'You should have come for insW's a great way to
start the day.’

‘Too cool for me out there as yet," Rachel excusadelf. ' Perhaps in a
week or two.'

He gave her a derisive look. 'So why have the filbed at all if you weren't
planning on using it yet?'

' meant in the early morning,' she said. 'Notwi®le day.’'



'In that case, we'll take a bathe together thexafton. Which leaves us with
the morning to fill in. Any suggestions?’

Rachel lifted her shoulders. 'A drive round thansl, perhaps, if you haven't
seen it in ten years?'

'l can't say | saw all that much of it even thée,’admitted. 'OK, you're on.
Providing | do the driving, that is. | imagine Clear didn't rely wholly on
the Rolls for transport?'

'No," she admitted with reluctance. 'There's a lgldes coupe in the garage.’

‘That's a bit more like it." He cocked a glance&u¥ find it an easy enough
drive yourself. Smooth as silk gearbox.’

If | learn to drive at all it will be in an autom@t she retorted.

"You have to be able to handle a manually gearethaarder to take your
test,' came the prompt return.

‘Then | shan't bother. I'm not mechanically minded.

'Pig-headed is the word I'd use.’

"That's two words,' she said pedantically.

'Hyphenated." He was beginning to sound just a imijgatient. "You're
determined to make this whole affair as difficudt possible for us both,
aren't you? Does that salve your conscience inxayp'

Her head jerked upright. 7 don't have a consciémsalve!

'‘But you think | should have, is that it?' His lipad thinned. "Where would
it have left you if I'd turned the whole idea dowdfless, of course, you've

decided that death-bed promises are non-bindireg alt?'

'It wasn't like that," Rachel denied. 'He didn't--'



"You both knew he was dying," he cut in, correstlymising what she was
about to say. 'lt scarcely matters at just whatioé extracted the promise.
He had no right to ask it of you.' His tone rougteta little. 'If it comes to
that, he'd no right to talk you into marrying himthe first place!"

'He didn't talk me into it,' she said between keeth. 'He asked.'

'Making it just about impossible for you to say by playing on your
sensibilities.’

'‘No!" Rachel was breathing hard, hanging on totherper by a thread.
'Only last night you were still more than half coroed that | was the
advantage-taker.'

'So | changed my mind. | don't mind admitting tangevrong on occasion.'
Craig studied her stormy eyes, his own impenetrdbiagless we actually
contest the will in open court, the marriage haske place—if you want to
keep Apperknowle intact, that is—but there was mgthsaid about
children. Did your promise to Charles actually gattfar?'

'Yes, it did. What would be the point in keepingp&pknowle intact if there
were no heir to take over?' Rachel was doing hst teeretain control. ‘Do

you really think I'd even consider marrying yothiére were any way out of
it?'

‘There is,' Craig returned levelly. 'All you hawedo is say the word. You'd
still have six months to find somewhere else te.IWith the kind of income
you'd have, that shouldn't be too difficult.’

She gazed at him in sudden confusion. 'That waaddd you with nothing."'
It isn't me we're talking about,’ he said. 'lttaly He paused, watching the
conflicting expressions chasing across her facéevstill revealing nothing
of what was going on in his own head. 'Is it wat®h

There was a kind of desperation in her answeavegny word.'



His shrug was brief and dismissive. 'So be it. iBuie're going to play this
game, we play it my way.' He gave her no time tenfan answer. 'I'll need
to contact my insurance company before they closthé weekend. I'd also
like to get some idea of how the place is organisedve’'ll put off the island
tour for the time being. There's an estate managéelieve?' Rachel
nodded, hardly trusting her voice. 'And where migbkt be found on a
Saturday morning?'

At home," she said. 'He doesn't work weekends sirtlesre’'s something
pressing crops up.'

It just did. Where does he work from when he'sfer
‘The estate office is down by the old stables.'

Rachel could see nothing to be gained from argthiagoss on this subject.
As half-owner, Craig had a perfect right to demsmbe put in the picture.

Robert Wallace, the manager, wasn't going to bepteased to have his
weekend disrupted, but that wasn't her concerrceStharles's death, she
had taken little real interest in the running of #state as such. If it came
right down to it, she acknowledged in a suddenthboirfionesty, she had

taken little real interest in anything very muckgh last months. It was high
time she kicked herself back into touch.

The rugby term springing instinctively to mind bghti a wry smile to her
lips. Her father had been a keen amateur playkisitime. He would have
been in complete agreement with Craig, and justutleeeryone else,
regarding her marriage with Charles. She was theare who would ever
know how truly happy they had been together thiaf lyear.

Craig ate a full cooked breakfast while she toydth voast and scrambled
egg. Fresh coffee was brought, poured and drund,the table finally
vacated around nine o'clock. Weekdays, Rachel wawaily finished by
eight-thirty at the latest, giving her time andsfmare for anything she felt
like doing with her day. The thought of getting bdao work when Craig
began this book was good. She had insisted omneggher scarcely over-
demanding secretarial position with Charles evéer dhe wedding, but it
was some time now since she had last touched awtigpekeyboard.



Fortunately, like riding a bicycle, it was an arhieh, once learned, was
never forgotten, although she might be a littldyrwghen it came to speed,
she supposed.

She showed Craig where the study was, so that bkl ¢elephone his
insurance company in privacy. The car must have lyaeaged while he
was abroad, she guessed—unless he had loanesointeone. Closing the
door on him, she stood for a moment going ovethall had been said at the
breakfast table, dwelling in particular on thatfistatement of intent. They
would not be playing things his way, she told hiéreephatically. Not
while she had anything at all to do with it. Sixmtlzs—no more, no less. By
that time she might have found some form of red@tn.

She spent the morning sorting out some items #@idbal village jumble

sale. All of Charles's things had gone to Oxfanckpd up by Mrs Brantley,

as Rachel had been unable to bring herself to pertbe task. The huge
wardrobes lining the dressing-room were relativelppty these days.
Clothes had never been her overriding interestri€haimself had not been
socially active since his illness had struck hirwdpso there had been little
need for new ones. Most of what she had were leftsofrom her 'single’

days.

It was really time she began thinking of replemshishe thought now, if
only as a tribute of a kind to Charles himself. ilEn@ere plenty of boutiques
in Newport, although a trip across to Southamptaghimprovide more
scope. London was the best place of all, of colnseif she did go there it
would have to be at a time when Craig wasn't.

Everything hinged on that individual, she reflectegly. It was the male

side of any union that supposedly governed theosexchild. Supposing it
turned out to be a girl—a factor Charles didn'tegppto have taken into
consideration? In which case, she supposed, theydveamply have to try

again—and keep on trying until they succeeded. Asvaroviding that

Craig himself proved willing to stay the course.

Lunchtime was on her before she realised. She itdexd cold salmon and
salad, followed by lemon meringue, and could ordpénthat it would be



enough for a man of Craig's undoubted appetiterl€hhad eaten sparingly
himself.

Craig was emerging from his room further alongghteried landing when
she went out. He had changed from the jeans andtewi@ which he had
begun the day into beige trousers and cotton dbmssed in the same
cream skirt and blouse she had worn at breakfash & felt self-conscious.

'How did it go?' she asked. 'With Robert, | mean.’

'Fair enough," he acknowledged. 'On the face didtplace is well run. The
farms don't bring in much of a profit, but | suppakat's only to be expected
under the present climate. Did Charles never censgsing out that parcel
of land on the cliff-top as a caravan park?'

'‘No, he didn't!" The denial was sharp. 'And | hgpe're not considering it
either. That would be almost as bad as lettingwhele estate go for
development!

‘Just an idea. If you're against it, | obviouslp'tdo much about it. Wallace
seems to share your outlook.'

'He's an island man born and bred, and hates th¢ongsm is taking over.
We're not exactly living on the breadline, anywag, why this urge to
capitalise?'

The smile was fleeting. 'Shades of my brother in Inexpect. Forget it.'

They had reached the head of the stairs. Begintuindescend, Rachel
caught the heel of her shoe on the edge of thd,teeal would have fallen
headlong if Craig hadn't grabbed her arm. Haule@ybp she found herself
close up against the lean, hard body in a manrerdminiscent of the
previous day's experience. The tremor which raoudin her was the
product of an emotion that had little to do withr hear-accident.

"You need to look where you're going,' he saidgdffhat could have been
a nasty tumble.’



‘Just a slip. I'm all right now, thanks." She maxldraw away. 'Really.’

"Your heart's going like a trip-hammer,’ he obsdrwmaking no attempt to
release her. 'l can hear it from here.’

There was every chance that he was speaking tkie tner heartbeats
sounded like thunder in her own ears. She trigghts the moment off with
a shaky laugh. 'Don't exaggerate. It wasn't thegech shave.'

The grey eyes were shrewd as they rested on streitliface. ‘It could have
been. High heels may enhance the female leg, leytréhlethal when it
comes to retaining balance. I'd advise flattiesfegryday wear.'

The fact that she would normally be wearing, if @odctly flatties, certainly
a much lower heel than the ones she had on nowgbtenore warmth to
Rachel's cheeks. The added height gave her a kihdadued
assurance—badly needed in any dealings with this wizo was all too
soon to be her husband. Not that the extra threlees brought her on a
level. His mouth was directly in her line of sight.

The tip of her tongue came out to dampen lips gogelenly dry. She saw a
muscle jerk along his jawline, and felt the hartdst®lding her tauten their
grasp. This time she fought the kiss, jerking b&iokn him as if she had
been stung, her whole body rigid. 'Don't!"

Craig studied her with a look almost of amusemenhis face. 'Why the
reticence? We're going to be doing a lot more fjnahkissing when the
time comes.’

'‘But that isn't yet, and | don't want you touchimg in the meantime,’ she
got out, and saw the smile in his eyes becomerk.spa

'Well, that's too bad because I'm not cold-blocetiealigh simply to perform
the act without any build-up. You won't be letti@harles down by
allowing yourself to enjoy it.'

He was too shrewd by half, Rachel acknowledgedwids all too well
aware of the feelings he elicited in her. But itswaonly Charles she felt



she was letting down; it was herself too. Feelingtlaing at all for a man
who was virtually a stranger to her was totally mgo

'‘Don't worry about it," he advised. 'Just let ippen.’

She turned from him blindly, and was halfway dowa stairs before she
realised it. Craig caught her up at the bottom.

"That was foolish," he said on an intolerant nd#hat did you think | was
about to do—take you there and then? | didn'tsediow right | was when
| said you needed to grow up!

'‘As a widow at twenty-three,' she forced out,skg I'd done my fair share!

'I'm not talking about grief, and well you know@harles might have been
ruthless enough to extract that promise from yoa ame when he knew
you'd refuse him nothing, but even he wouldn't hexgected you fulfil it in
cold blood!" Craig was angry now, and making nerafit to disguise it. 'Let
yourself start living a little, for God's sake! Th& nothing wrong with
wanting a man.'

Rachel's laugh was designed to ridicule. 'Tha8slirg rather a lot into a
very little, isn't it? Or are you of the opinionathall women want you that
way?'

'I've only had dealings with a minority," came twol retort, 'so | can't
answer for the rest. You've been six months witlgootan after a year of
marriage. It's only natural that you're feeling lib&s in all ways, not just the
one.'

'Meaning I'd have the hots for any man | came aatatact with at present?’
she queried bitingly, forgetting her stress in suelden cold fury of the
moment.

Anger gave way to amusement. ‘A turn of phrasedder have expected
from such sweet lips! Encouraging, though, | haveadmit." He added
smoothly, ‘'Not any man—just those with the rigladentials.’



'‘And you consider yourself one of them, of course!

There were dancing lights in the grey eyes. 'THeteime a time when
you'll be in a position to judge for yourself. Urttien, you'll need to take
my word for it. Shall we go and feed the inner man?

Short of shunning the luncheon table altogetherethvasn't much else she
could do, Rachel conceded. She felt torn in two by cciiig emotions.
Detest Craig at this moment though she might, shdda't deny the
physical attraction. The next time he attemptedgs her she doubted if she
was going to be strong-minded enough to resist.

They spent the afternoon walking round the esttstelfi Reaching the
cliff-top pasture to which Craig had referred, Relcwas bound to admit
that it would indeed make an ideal caravan sitdgdém from the house by a
natural fold in the landscape. Not that she hadiatgntion of following
through on the idea. Charles had been a shrewdtmydinancially, there
were no problems. He would have been horrifiedhat ery notion of
holiday-makers utilising the land.

It was Craig who suggested they descend the ngryatwvto the crescent of
beach. While not exactly part of the estate, titedavas cut off by the tides
to a point where it became almost entirely privatee swimming was safe
enough at low tide, but inadvisable when the wava®ie sweeping in
across the flanking points. The water was far tud as yet anyway, Rachel
advised when the subject was raised.

‘Something to look forward to in a few weeks, theaid Craig amicably. "1
understand there's a boat berthed at Cowes. Dgajiti

'‘Charles was teaching me," she admitted. 'He waxpert, of course. He'd
taken part in at least a couple of Fastnets, gher@vents. And it's actually
two boats, not just the one. There's$ilger Streake used for racing, and a
dinghy calledLittle Streakwhich was just for fun.'

Craig glanced her way. 'You're using the past teDses that mean you
haven't been out in either of them since Charleddi



She shook her hea&ilver Streaks obviously way outside my league, and |
haven't felt like trying the dinghy on my own.'vilas her turn to cast a
glance. 'Do you sail?'

'I've done some. | wouldn't claim to be as expei€harles obviously was.'
He paused. 'There's not much point in hanging aheoyacht, is there, if
we're neither if us interested in competing? Whgtvwse put her up for sale,
and just keep the dinghy for messing around in?'

‘Together?'
'If you like." His tone was easy.

Rachel wasn't about to commit herself to anythintpia stage. Sailing with
Charles had been fun; with Craig she might findgnything but. 'l agree
aboutSilver Streak,5he said. 'Charles would have hated her to jastdst
idle. I've already been approached, as a mattercafbut nothing could be
done until you put in an appearance, of courseadulurnbull has the
details. He suggested coming out Monday morningliscuss things in
general.' Her smile was faint. 'After you'd had sotime to get over the
shock, he said. But if you're not going to be hére.

'We can fit it in before | leave.' Craig bent andked up a small pebble,
sending it skimming flatly over the shallow wavesbbunce several times
before finally vanishing. 'Why don't you come witle? Meet my mother.
We could take in a show while we're there.

For a brief moment Rachel actually contemplatedt itvould be a good
opportunity to do some of the shopping she had [mednherself. The
thought faded as swiftly as it had come. What stexiled most was a few
days' respite from Craig's disturbing presenceitie time in which to
regain some control over her wayward emotions.

'l don't think so, thanks,' she said. 'There'ltibee enough to meet her later,
when things are more.. .settled.’

"You mean when she knows the whole story?'



She looked at him sharply. 'You don't really intealling her all of it, do
you?'

He met her gaze without a flicker. "You'd rathee blelieved we'd fallen in
love?’

'It could have happened that way,' she protedtedple do.'

'‘Not without some convincing build-up. We'd neegtb on the same act for
your mother too. She's no fool.'

There's time enough.' The desperation was credgacg. 'Why are you

trying to rush things, Craig?'He studied her as stood there in the

afternoon sunlight, blonde hair tousled by thetligireeze. 'Because | find
any kind of play-acting difficult,” he said at lehg'Because you're a very
lovely and desirable young woman, and | want youe—-same way you

want me.'

Rachel felt her heart give a painful jerk, the neiso©f her inner thighs go
into involuntary and unwonted spasm. One step wdake her into the
arms she knew would be ready for her; the temptatias there in her,
almost irresistible in its heady demand. She fouighith every ounce of
will-power she could bring to bear.

'l told you earlier, you're reading too much intw tlittle, and too soon.
There's a world of difference between a kiss aadd.all the rest.’

‘The word is intercourse, if you want to be techhabout it. | prefer to call
it making love." His gaze had narrowed to the swofherability of her
mouth. 'l want to make love to you, Rachel. | wanmtsleep last night
thinking about you, | woke up this morning thinkiagout you. It's rapidly
becoming a problem.’

Her breathing had roughened, though not from félar.man had ever
spoken to her this way before. Charles's overtoaglsmade her feel all soft
and warm inside, not hot and aching the way sheneas There was a
drumming in her ears which she recognised as thgniiied sound of her



own heartbeats, a sense of being outside hersidinig in. When she did
find her voice t sounded thick and hoarse.

"It's rapidly becoming obvious that you've been ltmay deprived!

Just for a moment the grey eyes held a differemd kif spark, then it gave
way to cynicism. 'You're quite possibly right. Shake go? It must be
getting close to teatime.’

She had done what she had set out to do and cbaeardour, Rachel
reflected dully as he turned away to start backwhg they had come, so
why this feeling of let-down? Did she really in Hexart of hearts want the
kind of instant passion he was offering her?

The answer to that was one she didn't care to eaatoo closely for fear of
what she might find out about herself...



CHAPTER FOUR

JULIAN TURNBULL arrived at ten-thirty on the Monday morning. Hesvila

his sixties, and had known Charles most of his Wihatever his thoughts
concerning his contemporary's last will and testaimee had kept them
strictly to himself. He continued to do so in fagthe newly arrived legatee.

‘There's little | can add to what you already kridwe,said over coffee in the
library. 'All / need to know is whether or not ttveo of you are agreed on
the terms of the will?'

We have six months left to make that decision, Rhefas about to say, but
Craig forestalled her.

'‘We're agreed. The only question remaining is awhen the marriage
should take place.’

Julian's expression remained impassive. ‘A quesininthe two of you can
decide—providing it comes within the twelve moné#iistted. Do | take it
you'll be staying here at Apperknowle, Mr Lindh@tst

'Initially," Craig acknowledged. 'l can't vouch fbe long term.’

Julian switched a glance in Rachel's directionf é&soking for some sign.

She met his gaze with an equability she was fan fieeling, relieved when
he turned his attention back to Craig again. Thierddad kept his distance
since Saturday afternoon—in spirit, at least. Uthtis moment she hadn't
been entirely sure of just what reply he might hesady for Julian this

morning. Neither, she was forced to admit, hadIsten sure of her own
response to whatever decision he did make. Shevash't.

Stealing a glance at his lean features as he |eanedrd to reach for his
coffee-cup, Rachel registered the impact on hertfstangs with rueful

resignation. There was no denying his physicabetiton; in some ways it
might have been easier if she hadn't been so afitre

Who was she kidding? came the instant retort. Wiithloat attraction this
whole affair would have been even more of an almme. She should



consider herself fortunate. Craig Lindhurst migbt be the kind of partner
she would have chosen for herself, had she beem gizhoice, but he could
have been a great deal worse.

As if feeling her appraisal, he looked across at tiee dark brow lifting in
the manner she so hated. His declaration on thehldesd not been repeated
either in word or deed. He had, in fact, actedpbdect gentleman for the
rest of the weekend. Meeting the grey eyes novwngekle derision therein,
she realised that he was well aware of the emdttomanoil inside her. A
man of his kind would always know when a woman wdrtim—and want
him she did, despite all her efforts to disregait heed. He was right; she
actually missed the physical expression of love-her body did. With
Craig it would be so very different—she knew thateady—Dbut a
difference that excited something in her never teefouched.

She tore her gaze away from his to reach for her cup with a hand that
trembled a little. In a couple of hours he wouldjoee, though for how long
exactly he hadn't said. By the time he returned,tsd to be in control of
herself to the point where she could at least pteti® view the affair
objectively. Craig might well want her, but he fatithing for her beyond
that, nor probably ever would. That was what sttetb&eep telling herself.

Julian left some short time later. Booked on the-dhirty ferry, Craig was
taking the Mercedes in lieu of his own car, whichswstill undergoing
repair. Rachel had ordered lunch for noon in otdgive him plenty of time
to drive the distance. He had not repeated higation to go with him, nor
shown any signs of doing so. Not that she wouldehacepted, in any case.

‘That was pretty painless,' he commented at tHe.tdlhad the feeling there
might be a few more surprises in store."'

'Such as?' Rachel queried, and saw the broad sreuifi.

'Who knows? My uncle was a man of many parts— nohe&hem
predictable.’

"Your own viewpoint, or your father's?"



He eyed her assessingly for a moment before ansgyehis tone
surprisingly mild. 'Mostly Dad's, I'd say, consitgy how little | actually
knew your late husband.’

'You visited him ten years ago,’ she said. 'Theustrhave been a good
reason.'

"There was. It had to do with the fact that my éatlvas going under
financially, and, while | wasn't in a position themhelp him myself, his
brother most certainly was.’

'And did he?'

'Yes. Not that Dad wanted to accept. He'd set ouhake it on his own

rather than hang around Apperknowle knowing it wlougver be his. The

trouble was, he didn't have the kind of cut-th&titude needed to stay the
pace.'

'So what happened?’ she prompted.

'He was killed two months later in a car crashai@said it matter-of-factly.
'‘Charles was offered repayment out of the estaie,hb declined. The
upshot was that my mother was left comfortably $ffe's editorial director
of a publishing company in the city.'" He caught swift change of
expression in Rachel's eyes and inclined his h&aes, the same one
interested in my book. | don't mind admitting tengsher influence. All |
need now is the hundred thousand or so words imigfiee order, plus a
degree of hype, and bingo!

Rachel allowed herself an answering smile. 'Youeriakound almost easy.
Shall you be doing a synopsis first?'

'It's already done," he said. 'In my mind, at aatg.rl had time on my hands
these last months.'

She longed to ask him how and why, but he had tui® attention to the
food in front of him with the look of one who hallesady said more than he
had intended. She was going to miss him when het,vae thought



suddenly. The house was going to seem empty withoutHe had brought
her back to life in more ways than one. Even amger preferable to apathy.

He left for Cowes at one o'clock. Rachel went owgde him off, half hoping
and half fearing that he would take it into hisdhéakiss her goodbye. She
was left feeling desolate rather than relieved winemade no attempt to so
much as touch her hand. Watching the car disapgp®man the drive, she
wondered hollowly if he had changed his mind alveaniting her. All fires
needed fuel to keep them glowing, and she had eaffdittle enough
encouragement.

The fact that she could be thinking and feeling Wiy about him at all after
such a relatively short time brought a sense ofmgharet it was better,
surely, to have some kind of emotional involveméan to do what had to
be done in cold blood? What she had to avoid wasraal depth of
involvement, because Craig had made it clear thatdd no intention of
spending the rest of his life at Apperknowle. Osbe became pregnant he
would have fulfilled his duty.

With a whole afternoon and evening stretching ahshd found herself
cudgelling her mind for some way of passing theetih was with some
reluctance that she finally decided to take Kei#nrBtt up on his invitation
and get in touch with his wife. She and Lindsay baen at school together.
Best friends, in fact. True, that friendship hads= to be quite as close
after Lindsay had started going out with Keithiateen, but Rachel had still
been the one invited to act as chief bridesmaidwthe two were married
three years ago. They had a little girl of eightessnths now and, from
what she had heard, another baby on the way.

Lindsay answered the phone, making no attemptnoeal her surprise at
hearing Rachel's voice.

'Keith said you might call, but | didn't really mle you would," she
admitted. 'By all means come on over. Gemma's atmuther's for the
afternoon, and Keith's on duty, but I'll be glagé® you.' There was a slight
hesitation before she added, 'Only don't bringRb#s, will you? I'd never
hear the last of it from the neighbours.'



'l won't," Rachel promised, wryly acknowledgingttaaig had had a point
when he'd said she needed to be able to drivelhédse that it would have

made much difference at present, as he had taleorly other vehicle.

Anyway, it wasn't really such a problem, as sheld@always summon a
taxi. 'I'll be there around three,' she said.

The Barratts lived just outside Shanklin on a srastate of modern semis.
Lindsay was at the front door when the taxi drevatfive minutes past the
hour. Slender of build, she scarcely looked angiotdan she had the last
time Rachel had seen her, her long fair hair tiackdfrom a face that had
lost none of its girlish prettiness. So far theaswelatively little sign of the
new baby, although she had to be a good five mamthRachel calculated.

Any lingering reserve was dispelled over tea in tiwenfortable and
beautifully decorated living-room. Her attempt fmobogise for not getting
in touch before was met by a counter apology.

'It was an awkward situation,’ Lindsay confess@t weren't sure how to
approach it. | mean, marrying a lord, and all tHat.

'Especially one old enough to be my grandfatheghel interposed levelly.
'l realise how it must have looked to most peopid, | really did love
Charles. He was everything a man should be andrstyrs.’

'I'm sure he was.' The other girl hesitated befmi@g on. 'Keith said that
one of the men involved in the accident was hisee?'

‘That's right." Rachel had to fight a sudden uaget the whole story out of
the bag. She settled instead for the same hati-stut had given her mother.
'He and | share the estate.’

Lindsay's eyes widened. 'But I.. .we thought yanferited everything!

'It was never like that. Charles made no secrét @fraig's been out of the
country the last six months, which is why he didoine sooner.'

'He's going to live at Apperknowle?’



'For the time being. He's a writer." It was stretgha point, but Rachel saw
no reason to doubt his eventual success. With biken gunning for him,

he had it made. 'He's gone to London for a few (dalie added, 'but I'd like
you to meet him when he gets back. If Keith's aftfydat the weekend, why
don't you come on over? Gemma too, of course. \Wdage a pool party if
the weather's good enough.’

Lindsay looked a little uncertain. 'I'd have tokagp his rota.’

She would know it off by heart, Rachel was surd,dhe appreciated the
reason for hesitation. 'Well, let me know," shalsasily. 'If not this next
weekend, there'll be others.'

They went on from there to reminisce about fornmaes, laughing at the

memories of school escapades and girlish ambitiBgshe time Rachel

left, the two of them were more than halfway baxcthe friendship they had
shared for so many years. Seated in the taxi stheraiered, she felt happier
than in months. Lindsay and Keith had always besh & well-balanced

couple, even as teenagers. Theirs was a marriagautate.

Hardly the kind she was likely to forge with Crday a husband, came the
thought, but she refused to allow it to depress e future was an
unwritten book; who could tell what might happen?

The week went by slowly and, for the most partvem¢fully. By Thursday
evening, Rachel was beginning to wonder if Cratgnded coming back at
all. Perhaps, having had the opportunity to thin& matter over, he had
decided to back out of the agreement. The finamaal had been the only
real incentive, and he obviously wasn't that shbrhoney.

The telephone call just before ten o'clock elicitedfusion on her part. He
would be there Saturday afternoon, Craig said. Amlday had already
phoned to say they couldn't manage this weekerat, phesented no
problem, but it still didn't explain why it was fag so long to sort out his
affairs.



'Everything OK?' he asked into a pause. 'No problenopped up that |
should know about?'

'What others might there be?' she countered a littb tartly, and could
sense the mocking smile.

'If 1 knew the answer | wouldn't be asking the dioes Have you missed
me?'

Her pulse quickened. 'Like a hole in the head,rst@ted crisply. 'How did
you find your mother?’

'‘Unchanged,’ he said.
'‘Not too upset because you came straight downbedoze looking her up?'

'She was out of the country herself until yestefdagme the smooth
response. 'We had a grand reunion last night.'

‘Touching." Rachel made no effort to soften th@yroAnd how did she
react to.. .everything?'

‘The way one might expect.' There was acerbity imolais own tone. 'She's
looking forward to meeting you and judging for hedfs

Rachel went first hot and then cold. 'You diddther all of it?"

'Every last detail, so she's one person you weetro put up any pretence
for.'

"You had no right!'
'l had every right. This is my life we're talkingaut too. What you choose
to tell your mother is your affair. Only don't lmotsurprised if she guesses

all isn't quite as it should be.’

Rachel swallowed on the hard lump in her throadwHlid she take it?"



‘The way she takes most things these days—philosaiph Not that the
thought of being a grandmother exactly delightsaseyet. She'll need to get
used to the idea.’'

‘That's jumping the gun a bit," Rachel protestéte're not even married
yet.'

'‘Something else we have to thrash out when | geit.bBle gave her no
opportunity to reply to that statement. 'See youwiSay.'

Rachel put down the receiver with a hand that leagldped a slight shake.
Craig had sounded so relentless. Well, she couldhbe way too. Six
months was surely not too long to wait?

She was out by the pool, basking under a sun twnseasonably hot, when
he put in an appearance. Opening her eyes to fimdtudying the lines of
her body in the brief bikini with undisguised appegion brought hot
colour rushing to her cheeks.

'I—I didn't hear the car,’ she stammered, sittipgaireach for her wrap.

'You wouldn't down here.' He was openly amuseddyyréaction. 'That's a
nice tan you're developing. Be careful you donérde it.'

'l was just about to call it a day,' she lied. 'Ball have a good journey?'

'‘No better, no worse than before. It's a busy rbtte paused, expression
giving no warning. 'l'd like you to meet my mother.

Rachel's head turned as if on a pulley to the wosteamding just outside her
prior line of vision. The newcomer smiled and held a hand.

'Hallo, Rachel. I'm Caroline.'
Tall, dark-haired and possessed of the kind ofantly alive good looks

which made a mockery of time, the woman was notlike the picture
Rachel had built in her mind's eye. In the Chatgéd suit of fine cream



wool, and poised on three-inch heels, she lookegtiilce a model than an
editor. Her eyes were the same colour as her s@mg-dst as assessing.

‘This is quite a surprise." Rachel managed, tattiedhand. 'Craig didn't tell
me he would be bringing you with him.’

‘A last-minute decision on my part, so don't take tbo much to task. I'm
due back for the monthly board meeting on Tuessiay,shan't be in your
hair too long.’

Rachel made a swift recovery. "You're more thancerak. After all,
Apperknowle is Craig's home too. It's only thathale liked time to have a
room got ready for you.'

‘It will be done while we're having tea,' Craig ldeed. 'l already saw Mrs
Brantley about it. | ordered the trolley brought dere, by the way. We
may as well take advantage of the weather."

Caroline Lindhurst took the padded seat he dreWouper, leaving Rachel

feeling at even more of a disadvantage on the ldowerger. Craig himself

remained standing, hands thrust into the pocketgsdawn cord trousers as
he scanned the pool surface.

'‘Looks ready for a clean,’ he remarked.

‘The contract company is due on Monday," Rachalradshim, feeling
ridiculously guilty of neglect. 'It was skimmed grthis morning.'

‘Just a comment," he said. 'No cause for alarm.Réep the whole place in
tip-top shape.’

"You mean the staff do." She was unable to keefatheess from her voice.
'l don't have to lift a finger.'

'‘But even staff have to be given orders," he redpdon a surprisingly mild
note. 'That's an art in itself— especially if yeurot born to it.'



'We were none of us that,' put in Caroline easilunderstand you were
born on the island, Rachel?'

‘That's right. My parents moved here soon aftey there married.'
‘No other relatives?'

‘Just an aunt on my father's side in Manchestée' iI8ade a gesture of
dissent. ‘Charles knew my background.'

'If it came across like an inquisition, | apologiSéhe tone sounded sincere.
'I'm finding this situation rather difficult to hdfe—though no more, I'm
sure, than you are yourself. Charles was entiralgngy to descend to
emotional blackmail. No mere house can be worthtwma're going
through.’

'Itisn't just a house,' Rachel protested, 'it\hale bloodline. Even if | were
to marry someone outside of the family who wasimglto change his name
by deed poll, it wouldn't be Lindhurst blood."'

'‘Charles really indoctrinated you, didn't he?' Saidig hardly. 'No sacrifice
too great!

‘Not for me." Rachel's jaw was set, blue eyes fitBil you need your
mother with you to tell me you're backing out?'

He took a step towards her, mouth suddenly griem 8topped, glancing at
the older woman with a faint, wry smile. 'You seleatvl'm up against?’

You're wrong,' Caroline said. 'Craig has no intantof backing out. I'm
here because | wanted to meet you. I'd say itisrmatiural that | would want
to meet the girl my son is planning to marry, watdgou?'

Rachel felt the anger fade, leaving her flat arfémizeless—though against
what, she wasn't altogether sure. 'l suppose€ gheg, got out. ‘It must have
come as quite a shock to you.'



'Fortunately I'm fairly resilient." The older womsitone was dry. 'I've had to
be—especially these last few months while Craig&nbmissing--'

'What's past is best forgotten,” he cut in brusquélere's tea. Let's
concentrate on that.'

Rachel bit back the question hovering on her lipissing' was very
different in meaning from simple 'out of touch'.eTfact that he wasn't
prepared to talk about it signified some fairlyutraatic experience. Whether
she would ever have her curiosity satisfied wasdpedoubt on present
showing.

Craig straddled one of the wrought-iron chairs,epting the cup Rachel
poured for him with a brief word of thanks. Thecthdark hair had a healthy
sheen in the sunlight. Cut to a crisp line at laige) it merged with skin paler
than the rest of his body, as if the hair had lveemn quite a lot longer until

fairly recently. It was the first time she had rgaloted it.

'l hardly expected to find myself sitting here litkes at Apperknowle after
Charles married again,' Caroline remarked. '"Yowkpeu were his second
wife, of course?'

‘Naturally." This time Rachel kept her tone styicteutral. 'He could hardly
have kept it a secret. The divorce was sixteensyago.'

‘Long before he received his peerage.' CarolindesinDebora might have
played a better hand if she'd known what the fuleld.'

"You knew her?"Only by hearsay. Apparently sheamdy refused to give
Charles a child, but was seeing other men on tiee $he surprise is that he
waited so long before marrying again, if a son &ed was his main
interest.’

Not beyond shooting a barb or two, Rachel reflectegdy, meeting the
grey eyes. So what should she expect? But forGraig might well have
inherited the lot.



'l think he'd probably reconciled himself to it e learned he was going
to die,’ she said expressionlessly. 'Then it waase of finding someone
young enough to offer a fair chance of successgaiukly enough to have
the time.'

'‘And you didn't mind being... used that way?'

'l didn't see it that way.' The mask was slippinigtee. ‘Charles loved me
just as | loved him. Nothing you or anyone else say or do will ever
change that.’

'If it's what you believe, | wouldn't even try,'nsa the smooth response.

'l think that's enough,’ Craig interceded. 'Theydhing of interest now is
fulfilling the terms of the will.'

'Which will be whenl'm good and ready, and not before," Rachel flashed,
releasing the anger and pain his mother had dlicite

His shrug belied the dangerous glint in his ey&s.you say, when you're
good and ready. Now, supposing we change the g@djgwught we might
all go out to dinner somewhere tonight. It wouldabeice idea to get your
mother to join us, if she's free.’

'l already ordered dinner here," Rachel responded.

'‘And | already cancelled it. Where would you sugges go?'

Her breath came out short and sharp. Half-owne&ogrhe was taking too
much of a liberty. She would have liked to tell rexactly where hehould
go. She contented herself instead with a gestumying indifference.
"You'll find restaurants listed iviellow PagesMake your own choice.’
'Now you're being childish,’ he admonished.

'‘According to your initial summing up, that's akin,' she shot back. "Why

expect anything else?' She got up, sliding herifgetthe waiting sandals.
'I'll go and phone Mom now.’



Walking away, she could feel both pairs of eyeshen back. Caroline
Lindhurst was not making any of this easier to b&¥é#hat she thought to
achieve by coming here was difficult to guess.hié had done so far was
drive the wedge even deeper.

As always on a Saturday afternoon, her mother watheé shop. She
responded to the invitation with unanticipated estasm.

'Nice of Craig to think of it,’ she said. 'Whereabh meet you?'

'We didn't decide yet," Rachel admitted. 'We'lkpyou up instead. Around
seven?'

She had made the call from the library. She wasrgmacing the receiver
in its rest when Craig walked into the room.

'‘Assuming there's a copy ¥kllow Pagesn here, I'll make a start,’ he said
on a note mild enough to conjure sudden shameribrieast. He was right,
she thought, it had been a childish gesture.

Eyes averted, she said, 'Farringford out the atlter of Freshwater would
be a good place. It was Tennyson's home." She thditifsough the small
table directory. 'That's the number.'

He made no immediate move to the telephone. Insteatbok hold of her
arm just above the elbow, turning her towards HRuobbed of the extra
height provided by high heels, Rachel found hereglking at the strong
brown column of his throat beneath the open shitag and had a sudden
crazy desire to put her lips to the hollow.

'Shall we start again?' he asked softly.
Rachel still couldn't bring herself to meet theygeyes. Only when he
dropped his head to find her mouth with his did sbee jerkily alive,

pressuring back away from him with a terse, 'Don't!

He held her fast, mouth a determined line. 'Onegtlve need to get clear.
I'm not prepared to be repulsed every time | atteémpet closer. You need



to let go of your girlish ideals and start actirkg lan adult. It's what Charles
wanted, remember?’

'He didn't stipulate that | had to enjoy it," shittgd. 'l don't have your
ability to turn a blind eye to the circumstances.'

"You would have if you'd let yourself.' His gripchtautened. "You might be
repressed, but you're a long way from being frifdd. you think | don't
know what you're really feeling under all that "#douch me" guff?'

'No, you don't know!" She was desperate to repediat idea. 'It's different
for a man.’'

'It certainly is.' There was irony in his voice.Woman can fake arousal. I'd
have a definite problem if | didn't find you phyaily desirable.’

One hand came up to smooth her cheek lightly, akieht of his fingers
sending a tremor the length of her spine. She faszke slowly traced the
curve of her jaw, wanting to move yet unable to suon the strength of will
to resist any longer.

He used both hands to cup her face, lifting ititnal fher lips with his in a
gentle brushing motion that set her pulses hammexn sent a thrill like
an electric shock to every extremity. Somehow shad herself kissing
him back, her mouth softening, opening, inviting tingling, toe-curling
caress of his tongue. Lost, said a small voickeabtick of her mind, but she
paid it no heed. Her whole being was concentratedthe exquisite
sensations.

The slow progress of one lean hand down the lenfther throat went

unchecked by either movement or desire. She dreasimarp breath when
he reached the full, firm curve of her breast wittlie opened front of her
wrap, but still made no move to withdraw. Still %isg her, he slid his
fingers beneath the scanty strip of material td@epthe tender flesh with a
touch that was both pleasure and pain. Only natia ghe wanted to stop,
even when it made her gasp and writhe in his arms.



The bikini-top was held in place by two sets oingjrties, one at her nape
and the other at her centre back. Craig had relelasth before she fully
realised what he was doing. Clad only in the tndagbriefs and flimsy

wrap, she felt totally vulnerable. She attemptedreov away, but he held
her fast, tracing the line of her spinal columnvatsensitivity that tremored
an involuntary response.

'Don't be silly," he said softly. 'It's the mostural thing in the world both

for me to want to touch you and for you to want toe. You're a very

sensual young woman, if only you'd let yourselfremkledge it instead of

fighting it. You felt the same way | did the momewm set eyes on each
other. Now admit it.'

'l hated you,' she denied thickly. 'l still do! Lree go, Craig.'His laugh was
low. 'You don't mean that. If you hate anythintg, ihe fact that | can arouse
something in you that Charles never did.'

Too close to the truth for comfort, Rachel concedamaig's kisses, the feel
of his hands on her body, his whole masculine essa@verwhelmed every
principle she held dear. Right now she was on #rgevof giving way and
answering the call he was making on her. Only thaght well lead to
something she wasn't ready for yet.

'It's already gone five,' she pointed out on a fusite. 'l told Mom we'd
pick her up at seven, and you still have to makesarvation.'

There was a moment when it appeared he might sporel to the plea, then
he gave a resigned sigh and let her go, bendingctoup the scrap of
material from the floor where he had dropped it hadd it back to her. 'Till

next time," he said drily.

Clutching the silky folds of the wrap about hercRal moved away. From
now on, she vowed shakily, she would take careetéubly dressed when
Craig was around. Clothes were the only barrier&ttleft.



CHAPTER FIVE

SET within a fine park flooded with oak and pine treEarringford House
was renowned for both food and atmosphere. Someof Tennyson's
books and items of furniture were still in residenc

'Where Emily Tennyson did her entertaining, | bedi¢ commented
Caroline over coffee in the white Gothic decor bé tdrawing-room.
'Edward Lear, Arthur Sullivan—even the Prince Caohbkanself. If there's
anything in this "stone tape" theory, these watlsld probably tell a fine
old tale!

'‘Along with a lot of others," agreed Laura. 'App@Wwle itself has quite a
history. The passage running down to the beach tharcellars is said to
have been used for smuggling in contraband brandy.'

The other woman looked interested. 'l didn't knbattMy husband rarely
discussed family history.'

'Maybe he didn't want it generally known that thesere law-breakers in
the family tree,’ Craig put in smoothly. "You didmention a secret passage,
Rachel.’

'It was permanently blocked off years ago,' shasadl 'Though you can
still see where the entrance was, if you know whereok. It came out at
the back of a cave which was filled in by a clifilepse.’

'Fascinating." Caroline sounded genuinely intrigu&d have to delve
further. Who knows what else the Lindhursts migiwengot up to in the
past?'

Laura shook her head. 'Not all that much. Apamnfrane bad apple, they
seem to have led fairly blameless lives all roulve& made something of a
study since Rachel joined the clan." She paused &itering a little. 'l
thought there might be material for a book.’

Sculpted brows lifted. "You write?"



'Only children's stories so far,' Laura replied amvryly humorous note.
‘Three rejection slips is all I've got to show fipiwhich is why | thought |
might try another market.'

'Children's fiction is certainly one of the mosftfidult to break into,'
Caroline conceded. 'All the same, you should pergguf that's what you
feel you're best at." The hesitation was brief. 'Wéa't handle that line
ourselves, but | could, perhaps, offer you an amniOnly providing you
have shoulders broad enough to take whatever Itrfilghnecessary to say,
though.'

‘You're in publishing?' Laura both looked and sathdcovered in
confusion. 'Oh, lord, what must you think of mefidan, | knew Craig was
planning on writing a book, but it didn't occurn@e that you were in the
business yourself. |1 only mentioned it at all bessatl She broke off, and
made a rueful gesture. 'l really didn't know. R&clvly on earth didn't you
say?'

Rachel looked her at parent bemusedly. 'lt neveumwmed to me," she
admitted. 'How long have you been writing childsestories? You never
mentioned it before.’

'‘About a year or so." Laura was still obviouslycdisfited. 'Look, let's
forget it, shall we?'

It was Craig who answered, a note of amusementsirvdice. 'If you're
serious about becoming a writer, you need to srexgtpossible advantage
available. An objective critique might prove invahle.’

'It might also prove I'm absolutely no good,’ steimed. She glanced in his
mother's direction. 'In any case, | don't expect tgoact on the offer.’

The other gave a smiling shrug. 'Faint heart nge¢rone anywhere. You
can give me what you have tonight, and I'll lookrthover. Why knows?
We may have another Enid Blyton in the offing--'



'‘Considering what the critics have to say about werk these days, |
shouldn't think that would prove such a wonderfuhg,’ cut in Rachel
smartly, sensing condescension in the remark.

Caroline laughed. 'My dear, the general public $dike notice of that kind
of pseudo-intellectual claptrap. | devoured Blytomy time, and | dare say
my grandchildren will do the same—if and when |@og any, of course.’

Feeling the warmth invade her cheeks, Rachel ryeficknowledged that
she had asked for the dig. While Caroline wasaallGraig's inheriting his
share, she didn't have to like the conditions h#dclt was unlikely that the
two of them would ever develop a congenial relaiop. They were more
like sparring partners.

‘That'll be the day," said Craig lightly. 'Wouldyame like another brandy or
whatever?'

No one did, but the offer served its purpose imgrag the subject. Rachel
contributed little to the following twenty minutesr so of desultory
conversation. Her mother's revelation had comeu#te @ shock. She had
given no hint of her aspirations to become a wrifdr she herself could
hope now was that Caroline would let her down ydidhtly. After all, if
three publishers had already rejected her wortguidn't be all that good,
could it?

They left at ten. Craig had insisted on driving Mercedes, even if it did
mean he couldn't have more than one glass of withedmner. If he had his
way,Grayson would be out of a job and the RollslsBlachel suspected.
While not particularly against losing the lattdresvould fight to the death
to retain the former. Where would Grayson find &eojob at his age?

Laura invited them all in for more coffee while shaoked out the
manuscripts Caroline had requested to see. Smialhvas, the flat was both
comfortable and decorative. The skilful arrangenwdrgpring flowers and
greenery occupying the hearth in lieu of a scrdierntedl admiring comment
from Caroline.



‘Something | could never do myself,' she admittgdst tend to stick them
in a vase and hope for the best.' She took thepileadf folders Laura was
proffering, and set them on her lap. 'Here's hopiog're as good with
words as you are with flowers!

There were plenty of other examples of her motlatistic talents around,
but pointing them out, Rachel reflected, might Beigg the lily just a little
too much right now. She felt some sense of rebuffat having been made
privy to this other enthusiasm. Surely they wereselenough still to have
no secrets from one another?

But she had one herself, didn't she? came thentnatel shaming reminder.
And of far greater magnitude. Catching Craig's she, had the odd feeling
that he knew exactly what was going through herdmiie had been totally
honest with his mother; it was on the cards thahbaght she should be the
same with hers. Only that was beyond her—at presegtvay.

The drive back to Apperknowle was accomplished @arnsilence on
Rachel's part. She had got into the rear seat utithesitation, leaving
mother and son to share the front together. Fromrevshe sat, she kept
seeing Craig's eyes as he glanced in the drivimgemiWhether he could
also see her, she wasn't sure. She kept her fagkilbacomposed just in
case, although the memory of that earlier episodthe library made it
difficult. Muscle and sinew went into spasm at Wleey thought of being in
his arms again. If he kept on making such attackser senses, she doubted
her ability to hold out against him for the stasedmonths. Only to give in
and allow him his way on the basis of pure weakoéspirit would be even
more shameful. She had to keep on resisting himmatber how hard the
task.

Caroline announced her intention of going straighto bed as soon as they
got in. Taking a rare advantage of a reasonably aght, she said.

She had the manuscripts with her, Rachel notedhasotder woman
mounted the stairs. Whether for show or for genpereisal remained open
to question. She faked a yawn of her own for Csdignefit.



'l think I'll follow suit. I'll leave it to you talecide how best to entertain your
mother tomorrow.'

'Running away?' he asked softly as she made a towsgeds the staircase.
'Walking," she corrected without turning her hé&odnight.’

He caught her before she reached the bottom tesadging her about to
pressure her lips apart in a kiss that left hekshdo the core.

'Sweet dreams,' he said with satire.

Rachel left him standing there, her legs like jal/she went on up. If only
he would leave her alone! she thought desperdtegly he would go away
and not come back until it was absolutely esséntial

And what good would that do? asked the small voiceeason. When the
time came he would still be the same person—andosd she.

Surprisingly, she slept like a top, awakening &eseto bright sunlight and
the sound of bird-song. The blackbird perched enbédcony rail eyed her
with friendly expectancy when she stepped outdtdehel crumbled one of
the wheaten biscuits she always kept ready indwny and fed the bird by
hand as she had been doing since it was a fledgdiimo longer came every
morning now that other sources of food were reaalgilable, but winter

would no doubt renew the dependency again.

There was no sign of Craig down at the pool. Spagkih the sunlight, the
water was an invitation. The air itself felt warmoeigh on her skin, even at
this hour, to tempt her into taking the plunge. Wby take advantage while
the opportunity was there? Tomorrow they might welback to grey skies
and a cool north-easterly.

The deep blue one-piece suit she chose to don uwtdsgh at the leg, but
covered her in a way that made her feel infinitatyre secure than the bikini
she had worn the day before. That it also outlifed figure more
distinctively was a detail she overlooked.



With her towelling bathrobe over the top, and séda her feet, she made
her way down the rear stairs, calling a cheerytgrgeas she passed the
open kitchen door. Mrs Brantley and Mrs Johnstbe, ¢ook, would be
discussing household matters—among others—ovepattea, as they
usually did at this time, while Doreen would be giag on the former's
instructions to the two daily helps.

The house ran like clockwork; it left Rachel wiiktlé or nothing to do
except plan menus for the week and check housagalounts from time to
time. She had never been bored in her life, shediddCraig, but it was a lie
because she had been these past few weeks, saniegsto recover from
the utter despondency she had felt after losingl€haNorking with Craig
on this book he was planning would be a godsemdare ways than one.

The water looked just as inviting in close-up. Biglout of the towelling
robe, she took a header into the pool, surfacirigvag down the length to
smooth back her wet hair from her face. She shbakk fastened it up
before she came in, but it was hardly worth théaéohow.

She swam several lengths, employing first the ¢rénvein the breast-stroke,
and finishing off with the butterfly before cominp a panting but
exhilarated rest at the deep end.

‘Nice style," applauded Craig from the far side.bif short on stamina,
perhaps, after the winter lay-off, but practicel wiiprove on that.'

He was wearing a pair of the briefest racing-truRk&hel had ever seen;
they certainly left little to the imagination. Sbeuld feel herself going first
hot and then cold and then hot again, regardlegseafonstant temperature
of the water in which she was immersed. A magnificaale animal, lithe
as a panther and strong as a lion—and as dangertes peace of mind as
both put together, came the thought.

'l suppose,' she said shortly, 'you're world clemsgself?"
His laugh was light. 'If | were I'd be putting @ ¢jood use. | didn't expect to

see you down here at this hour for at least anatioeith, after what you said
last week.'



'It wasn't as warm as this last week.' She wasoasxio dispel any notion he
might have that she was here in the hope of sde@mg’'In any case, the
water is heated."It was last week too." The grgssesurveyed her with
unconcealed derision. 'If it isn't cold that's nmakyou shiver, what could it
be, | wonder?'

'I'm not shivering!" Her voice sounded too highteped; she made an effort
to bring it down. 'Don't be ridiculous!'

‘Trembling, then.' He was without mercy. 'You'rekimg anywhere but
directly at me. Do | disturb you?'

"You disgust me!" she flung at him. 'Why bothertimgt anything on at all?’

'Why indeed?' He slid his fingers under the topdoahhis trunks as if to
remove them, mouth slanting as Rachel made a bastyre of negation.

'l didn't mean that!'

'So watch the sarcasm,’ he reproved. 'l don'tdkamdny-dipping in the least
embarrassing myself.'

Rachel stayed where she was as he dived into tbe Her arms were
aching where they stretched along the side-rait, ¢l couldn't bring
herself to leave hold. Craig had known she was dosve; he had worn the
skimpy trunks deliberately to taunt her. There wagainful knot in her
stomach—a feeling almost as if she had been kickkd.fought to wipe all
expression from her eyes as he surfaced in froneof

"You could take that off and sample freedom forrgelf," he said without
mockery. 'There has to come a time when we'll lgetteer minus the
trappings, so why not make a start now?"

‘The circumstances are hardly the same,’ she famoetetween teeth that
wanted to clench and stay clenché&ch hot into skinny-dipping!



‘The circumstances are what we make of them,'ide'Baght now | have a
powerful need to make love to you.' He came ups;lpatting both hands to
the rail either side of her so that she was trapihéc this.'

She twisted her head away in an attempt to esta&pseeking mouth, but it
was a futile exercise. He brought his whole body contact with hers as he
kissed her, drawing a smothered moan to her lighadelt the demanding
hardness of him. He was already aroused and matdanigones about it,

moving against her in a manner that sent tremar dfemor coursing

through her.

Instinct took over to open her thighs and fit leehim in the age-old unity,
her mind already resenting the barriers still betwthem. She kissed him
back feverishly, wantonly, wrapping her arms abmsatneck in a sudden
uncontrollable frenzy of desire such as she haémievown before.

It took the disappearance of the sun behind apgssoud to bring her out
of it. Robbed of that sparkling light, the pool fawe looked cold and grey
and utterly devoid of comfort. She thrust him awath a strength that took
them both by surprise, diving for the safety of Htep-ladder a few feet
away, and hauling herself from the water. She vagesng for real now,
and unable to stop. How could she ever face hirmagjter this?

Craig made no attempt to follow her as she snatapdter robe and headed
for the house. When she did glance back, on regdhia terrace, he was
still in the water, moving in a fast and powerfuaw! that took him end to
end in seconds. That the pace was the product gdrashe didn't need
telling. She had left him frustrated after leadimm on to believe she was
ready to go the whole way. Intentional or not,atitbeen a despicable way
to behave.

Showered and dressed in peach cotton trousershamdste put off going
down to breakfast as long as she possibly could.t&mptation to stay up
here in her room was strong, but the knowledgedhatwas going to have
to get it over with some time made the gesturetfgsna. What she needed
was to affect the kind of blase attitude other woméh whom Craig was
acquainted would no doubt bring to the occasion.



Both he and Caroline were already at the table vsherfinally went down.
The latter looked cool and casual in a skirt andchiag top of cream
knitted cotton.

'Craig thought you might have gone back to bed gfbeir exertions,' she
commented. 'Enjoy your morning swim, did you?'

Blue eyes met unreadable grey, and slid away ag&iere was no way,
Rachel was sure, that he would have told his magkierything. It would
hardly show him in a very good light.

'Up to a point,’ she returned with commendable halance, taking her
seat. 'Have you thought about what you'd like tacdiay?"

‘Are you asking me, or Craig?' came the somewhatgub query.

'Well...you, | suppose." Rachel could feel hersdttady beginning to
flounder. She made a supreme effort to regaingamind, looking directly
at the man seated opposite. 'Unless you have anyigeas?"

The twitch of a muscle in his jawline was the omigtication that her barb

had registered. His tone was certainly level enotigmight have one or

two. How about taking a run over to Carisbrooke@ Vet to see the castle
myself. We could have a pub lunch somewhere afteisva

‘Better than sitting around twiddling our thumlagiteed Caroline smoothly.
''d like to have a word with your mother some titoelay. Perhaps this
afternoon, if she isn't tied up.’'

'l could find out,’ Rachel acknowledged with retice. She added
hesitantly, 'l hope you won't be too hard on her.’

Caroline lifted an eyebrow. 'You don't seem to hawech faith in her
abilities.'

'Of course | do!' There was more than a touch b secrimination in the
denial. 'She's always been very creative. A lothef things she sells she
makes herself. In season she does a roaring ttade shop.'



'‘And spends the winter just ticking over, | supps&he shrug was
expressive. 'Not wholly fulfilling for a woman orehown, which is why |
imagine she turned to writing as an outlet." Herseyent to her son, who
was listening expressionlessly. 'An excellent escauldn't you say?'

His reply was brief. 'It can be.’

Rachel looked from one to the other in some confusAre you saying you
like Mom's stories?"

‘That," said Caroline, 'is something I'm only pregplato discuss with Laura
herself. In fact, it might be a good idea if theotaf us got together on our
own. If you'll give me her phone number, I'll cacttaer myself and make
the arrangement. You won't mind if | leave you ti@oyour own devices
after lunch?'

It was Craig who answered. 'I'm sure we can finehpyl to do. Right,
Rachel?’

This time she couldn't bring herself to look at hiRight," she murmured.

She was heatrtily relieved when the meal was ovdrsaie could leave the
table without appearing to be runningaway againwéier she spent this
afternoon, she would not be spending it alone Withig; that much she
could say with certainty. So far as the future wémt was something she
had to come to terms with. Just not yet. She wasady. If he would only

give her time!

Despite everything, the trip to Carisbrooke turnatito be enjoyable. It was
several years since Rachel had visited the castteshe had forgotten how
atmospheric the place was.

Although so early still in the season, the tourisese quite thick on the
ground. Caroline was disinclined to stand in thewgpto watch the donkey
treadmill, preferring instead to climb the rampartshe Norman keep for
an overall view of the fort and town.



"‘Well worth the visit,' she declared on leaving.fdct, the island itself could
prove a nice place to retire to when the time comes

'Which won't be until you're tossed out by fordd, know you,' observed
Craig drily. '"You'd go crazy just sitting around.'

Caroline laughed. 'l didn't mean retirement frofa!li hope and trust that
my mind will still be active even after my body st® down. | might even
take up writing myself. Memoirs have a ready markebviding they're
lively enough. Mine would certainly be that.’

Craig grinned. 'You can say that again!

Listening to the exchange, Rachel felt a completsider. Mother and son
were obviously close, though without being cloyialgout it. Even as
Craig's wife in time to come, she would still be closer to the kind of
relationship necessary for a marriage to last.as$ Wraig himself who had
pointed out the lack of compulsion to stay togetirere the actual condition
had been met, although whether he would still feel same way if and
when they had a child was anyone's guess.

There was no point in thinking about that now, sbsolved. Getting
through the coming months was concern enough.

They drove over to Brading for lunch in an 'olderlde’ public house which
offered a surprisingly varied and interesting menu.

'Pity we shan't have time to do the museum,’ reath@aig over coffee. ‘It
looks as if it could be fun.'

‘There's no reason why you and Rachel shouldn'tecbatk during the
week, is there?' asked his mother. 'You're notmptehon starting work on
the book right away, | should hope. You need &liR and R after what
you've been through.’

Rest and recuperation was what she meant, Rachemasl. Caroline
herself was obviously under the impression thattw@eig had been
through was no secret. How little she knew.



'What | need,' he said levelly, 'is something toupy my mind. Hands too,’
he added on a note that brought Rachel's chin'oprmiore than ready to

go.'

'Creative fever?' Rachel heard herself saying aitirony that was simply
asking for trouble.

The spark which briefly lit the grey eyes was agiansignal in itself.
'‘Something like that. Are you still willing to hequt?'

'With the re-typing? Of course.' Rachel found titnewonder where her
cool composure was coming from. The day was a leayg from being
over. 'l can always close my eyes if it all becort@s much for me to
handle.'

Just for a moment his lips seemed to twitch.dlts way, | suppose. I'll hope
not to offend your sensibilities too much.’

'‘Always remembering that it's the hot spots thelipufpoes for," put in
Caroline drily. 'Soft pedalling rarely makes a ke#ier. Write it as it comes.
God knows, you've got the experience!

This time the amusement was open. 'Some. Whatdichgou arrange to
see Laura?'

‘Around two-thirty." Caroline glanced at her wattt's a quarter-past now,
so we'd better be going. You can pick me up agaioua. That will give the
two of you time to sort out whatever it is thataising the sniping between
you.'

It was going to take more than an hour or so, thoRgichel wryly, avoiding
Craig's eyes as they got to their feet. A wholerote!

They didn't call in at the flat. Leaving his mothar the pavement outside
the shop, Craig drove straight off. He hadn't adRadhel where she would
like to spend the next hour and a half, nor wotlellsave known what to tell

him if he had. One place was as good as anotheisigbposed, to have the



confrontation she could sense was coming. So mochspending the
afternoon alone.

He drove along the coast road towards the loominigevheights of Culver
Cliffs. There were plenty of people on the beacid a fair number in the
sea. The hardy British holiday-maker, Rachel réfldcNo matter how cold
the water, bathing was a must. The strange thing tivat since leaving
school there had been summers when she had hatdiyot on the beach
herself—which was true of many residents. One ténd¢ake it for granted
simply because it was there, within easy reacthaltime.

Craig turned into a hotel car park just before tbhad curved inland,
bringing the car to a stop, facing the sea.

'Too late to offer you a drink," he said, 'but agplace to talk.'

Rachel steeled herself for what was sure to be atyprdistasteful
conversation, to be totally taken aback by hig firsrds.

' owe you an apology," he began. 'Things got téelibut of hand this
morning. Patience, I'm afraid, was never one ofiryes.’

Rachel found her voice with difficulty, hardly know what to say in
return. 'l think I got a bit carried away myself.'

'Not to the point of losing control,’ he replied @ulry note. 'Another couple
of minutes and I'd have been past the point oeturin. Considering where
we were at the time, that could have proved embsing for us both.’

'Is that the only reservation you have?' she shiotain a swift resumption
of hostility.

'No, it isn't, so cool down," he admonished. 'l vpmemature." His lips
slanted briefly. 'In a manner of speaking. | dici@tme down to the pool
with the intention of making you there and theridwe it or not.’

'‘But you did intend making me realise what | migatmissing,’ she retorted
in a sardonic tone that widened his mouth intcoawsmile.



'‘And | guess it worked at that.'

Her throat went suddenly dry. She swallowed hdrdntsaid thickly, 'I'm
sure you're well accustomed to driving women cnaitir desire for your
body. Why should | be an exception? The differeheeg that | don't
happen to think it's enough on its own.’

'Without love, you mean?' He paused, expressionrenealing. ‘It could
develop.'

‘Not in a million years!" The denial was forcefiflou're not my type, Craig.
Any more than I'm yours!

‘Too young for you?' The mockery was back full &ar¢m getting older by

the minute. Anyway, there's no altering things. Nolkess you've changed
your mind about carrying out Charles's wishes, tls@t He waited a

moment, registering with growing cynicism the stiiggopenly displayed in

her face. 'Integrity versus morality—a difficultaibe. Supposing | give you
a little help?'

She put both hands flat against his chest as lvheddor her, desperate to
keep him away from her. 'Don't! | don't want youdhing me, Craig!

"You've said that before," he rejoined. 'And withtjas little conviction. You
might not like me all that much, but there are a@erfunctions you can't
control." One hand covered the swell of her brefasgers seeking and
finding the tingling, peaking hardness of her ngapirough the thin material
of her blouse. 'Like this, for instance.'

His touch inflamed her; she suddenly wanted toestbie hand and press it to
her until it hurt, to feel his lips bruising hete,have control stripped from

her with a ruthlessness that would brook no dettialas only the memory

of where they were that kept her from giving wayttat urge.

‘Leave me alone,’ she gasped, and was mortifieddothe note of pleading
in her voice. 'Just leave me alone!'



He continued to caress her for several more turou#iseconds, looking
into her eyes with a heart- stopping glitter in twgn. Then the flame was
damped down, the hand removed and a mask donned.

'l leave you alone,' he said. 'For now.'

Rachel sat motionless and silent as he switcheédeoengine and put the car
into tyre-screeching reverse, only then consciotighe seatbelt still
bisecting her breasts. The aching was nothing twitlo the pressure, she
knew; it went deeper than that. If only, she thaughlowly, she could view
the situation the same way Craig obviously viewed.ave didn't mean a
thing to him.



CHAPTER SIX

LAURA answered the doorbell herself. She looked, Rattoeight, as if a
lamp had been lit inside her.

‘Come on up,’ she invited. 'Caroline isn't in amyr to get back, if you're
not?'

'‘Nothing to rush back for," Craig assured her aittirony Rachel hoped she
was the only one to detect. 'l gather the news g’

‘The best!" The eyes Rachel had inherited spar&fezsh. "Your mother
thinks I'm publishable as | stand. | can still hardelieve it!" Just for a
moment a certain hesitancy took over. 'She woujdsttsay it because of
the circumstances, would she?'

Craig's laugh was all the reassurance neededuiiNets she's totally altered
character. Where work is concerned, she's as ssttds she has to be.
Believe me, if she thought you didn't have whaalktes, she wouldn't have
wrapped it up.’

Like mother, like son, reflected Rachel. She madesffiort to shrug off
despondency for her mother's sake. The latter eaehiér full attention and
admiration.

'It's absolutely wonderful!" she exclaimed with ghklly overdone
enthusiasm. 'A writer in the family! It must haveen fate that brought
Caroline here this weekend.'

They had reached the top of the stairs leading ulpéd flat. Craig urged the
two of them ahead into the living-room. Rachel doiglel him close at her
back, although he didn't touch her in any way. B8ag sensitised to his body
heat, she realised. Hardly surprising.

Her breast still retained the imprint of those I&agers after more than an
hour of somewhat aimless driving around.



Caroline occupied one of the two comfy armchairthan air of relaxation.
'Hi, kiddies," she greeted them. 'Built any nicedsaastles?’

'None worth boasting about,' returned her son dguddeen playing Lady
Bountiful, | hear.’

'With good cause.' Her smile was directed at Latmasn't all that far out
when | mentioned Blyton. Modernised version, ofrseu Today's pre-teens
are far more likely to relate to a magic computant a wishing- tree.
Anyway, | know just the firm to approach." The smtbok on a slant
reminiscent of her son's. 'I'm fairly well acquamtwith the editorial

director.’

'Would they be as likely to take Mom's stuff if shidomitted it the normal
way?' asked Rachel, regretting the comment immelgliats she saw her
mother's expression alter. 'Sorry,' she proffételidn't mean that the way it
sounded.’

'What you did mean is does who you know make tfferdnce between

acceptance and rejection?' Caroline sounded qairte @bout it. 'If you had

any idea at all of the financial risks involvedanunching a new author, you
wouldn't need to ask that question. There's n@edlive going to take that
risk without a fair certainty of success, no matteo does the asking.'

'‘But | have had those three rejections,’ Lauramded her, losing some of
her glow. 'Whoever sent those obviously didn't khirery highly of my
work.'

'Probably because you submitted to the wrong peepteperhaps because
the copy readers simply didn't recognise the p@kntinsolicited material
normally goes through to an editor for further enadilon only if it's thought
to hold promise. Otherwise we'd be snowed under.’

'So, in effect, having someone like you on my sides make a difference?’
Laura asked.



Caroline shrugged. 'Well, yes, in that sense. bdl making sure your
manuscripts are seen by someone able to make agsessment. Nothing
wrong in that, is there?'

‘No, I'm not against it." Laura had regained hemter ebullience. 'I'm only
too grateful for the interest you're taking. Yowlbeasily have pretended
to read through my stories and told me they wergoual.'

The other lifted a delicate eyebrow in assumedjmaliion. 'Now would | do
a thing like that?'

'It's not unknown,' put in Craig drily. 'Anyway, mgratulations, Laura. I'd
say you were well on your way to making your fogun

"Your turn next," she replied, then paused in sndef@barrassment. 'Not
that you're not already established as a writecpafse.’

‘Journalist,’ he corrected. 'Not quite the samegtlais writing a novel. I've
yet to prove myself there.’

'‘But you will, of course,' said Rachel, unabledsist the opportunity to take
a dig at him. 'The word "failure™ isn't in your \admulary!

'l try not to let it be," he agreed without reveglany reaction apart from a
slight narrowing of his lips. 'With a little helpdm the right quarters, |
expect to do very well.'

Laura looked from one to the other with a faintlyzpled expression, as if
not quite certain whether or not the acrimony waaginary on her part.
Rachel sensed her deciding that it must be, andrlined that decision with
a bright smile.

'You're a real dark horse, Mom!

'‘We all have our secrets,’ said Craig blandly.alledsay there are things
you've kept to yourself at times."



'Such as not telling me you were marrying Charlets it was too late to
stop it,’ Laura agreed with an irony of her owmnot'that | could have, of
course. You were of age.'

Caroline said softly, 'l gather you didn't care foy brother-in-law very
much?’

'‘As a husband for my daughter, no. He took an uaf@rantage.’

'He did not!" Rachel was sitting on the extremeeed{) her seat, fists
clenched, face hot. "You none of you knew him tlag Wwdid!"

'‘Obviously." Craig looked unmoved by the force ef tenial. 'It's all in the
past, in any case. | think we should agree to |gahere.’

'Yes, you're right,’ said Laura apologeticallyn'Borry, Rachel; | shouldn't
have brought Charles into it.'

'It's all right." Still trembling with anger and tiyRachel subsided back into
her seat. 'I'm sorry too. There's nothing mustIsppalay for you. It's a
red-letter one.'

The three of them stayed until five. Caroline ardiother seemed to have
hit it off on a personal level too, Rachel notetlyd&he felt like the odd one
out again- even more so considering that this vesishbme ground, so to
speak. If the assessment of worth turned out todseect, a whole new
career path would open up for her parent—perhags acluding a move
away from the island. Certainly there would be r@npin taking the
tea-room plans any further. She didn't begrudgé dpaortunity, but it
would leave her with no one to turn to. She wadirggtway ahead of
herself, came the soothing thought. If it happeatel, it wasn't likely to be
next week.

For once Apperknowle failed to effect its usual@oehe. Even after Charles
had died, it had still been home; at the momewntas just a house Rachel
happened to share. As a Lindhurst by birth, Craid the greater right to it
all. She was here simply to provide the propagatioih. No matter how



convinced she was of Charles's regard for her, wlaet what it all came
down to in the end.

'I'm going up to change,’ announced Caroline winay twere inside. 'l
assume we'll be having dinner here tonight?'

‘That's right," Craig confirmed. 'A nice quiet fdyraffair.'

'We're not a family!" Rachel jerked out, and felt Brm taken in grip of steel
as he pulled her round to face him.

'‘But we will be," he stated grimly. 'Make no mistadbout that!'

'It's still my ultimate choice," she reminded hi@fusing to be intimidated
by his anger. 'l can still back out of the arrangatn

'And leave here?' He shook his head. "You'll nothdd. You know it, and |
know it.'

'Don't count on it!" She was too incensed to catamtwshe said. 'I'm
beginning to realise that Charles might have aghkstca little too much!

They had both forgotten Caroline, who had haltethwine foot on the
bottom tread of the staircase. 'If you'll take ndyiee," she said levelly,
'you'll go somewhere a little more private to thraéisings out. Unless you
want the staff to know all your business, that is.'

Craig was the first to make a move. 'You're qudhtr The library, I think.'

'‘No!" Rachel jerked herself free of him with a agth she hadn't known she
possessed. 'There's nothing more to say!

Caroline made no attempt to stop her as she paSkedook the stairs at a
rate that tautened a band across her chest bymkeshe reached the top.
Craig hadn't followed her, which was something ¢atitankful for. At the
moment she felt incapable of facing any more.



The following couple of hours seemed like a lifezgifRachel spent most of
it laid out on one of the balcony loungers, urité tooler evening air began
to penetrate. She felt a little better after a stromnd a change of clothing.
The bright red dress she donned was by way oftenséant. With lipstick to
match, and heavier eye make-up than she was aooedtm wearing, she
looked reassuringly poised and in command of hierdéiat she had to do
now was act that way too, regardless of what stefeeling inside.

Caroline was in the drawing-room with a gin andi¢already to hand. 'l
helped myself,' she said lightly. 'l was sure yawuign't object.’

Rachel gave an equally light shrug. 'Feel free."Y¥@more right here than |
have.’

'It's a bit late to start feeling bitter aboutll{'@ame the cool response. 'You
should have told Charles "no" when he first broutpet subject up. You
might not have stood to inherit as much, but adtlgaur conscience would
have been clear.' She paused. 'That is what'sriagheu, | take it?"

Rachel bit her lip. 'l suppose you think that'stgyretupid of me?"

'‘Not so much stupid as self-centred. You standntwerit a substantial
income whatever happens; Craig finishes up withingtif you refuse to go
through with the marriage. Not that | agree witk thay Charles handled
things, but that's not the question.' Her voicedbaed a fraction. 'l don't
intend standing by and seeing you rob my son ofigigful dues, Rachel.
He doesn't deserve it.’

"Il fight my own battles,' said Craig grimly frothe doorway, where he had
appeared unobserved by either party. 'Stay out pfaase, Mother.’

'Someone has to say it,' she retorted, undauntéiskgne. 'You don't need
this, Craig. Not on top of these last few months.'

Rachel spat the words through clenched teeth. Siekmand tired of hearing
about all you've been through these last few mdnths

"You haven't,’ Craig returned baldly. 'Nor will ybe doing.’



'Why?' she demanded. 'Was it something you're astharf?'

She wanted to withdraw the taunt the moment shextzate it, but it was too
late. The lean features looked suddenly almost tgautieir jaw-clamped
tension.

'In a way, you might be right," he said.

'Don't be ridiculous!" Caroline both sounded anokkx disgusted. ‘It was
hardly your choice!

'Forget it,;' he returned briefly. He moved towattie drinks cabinet,
glancing expressionlessly in Rachel's directioadi, 'What will you have?'

Subdued by the knowledge that she had gone tostiariook the lead he
was offering. 'Sherry, please.’

There was an uncomfortable silence in the roomentiél poured the drinks.
Seated on one of the brocade sofas,

Rachel accepted the slender-stemmed glass fromwhiem he brought it
over, without lifting her gaze further than thefaffhis brown shirt. He was
wearing pale cream trousers which fitted his hiyg-tihe way good tailoring
should, and which brought dryness to her throad. wtist was supple, the
tiny hairs on it bleached almost golden in commarisvith those on his
head. Wherever he had spent these past few mawethsdn't been deprived
of sun.

He took a seat on the sofa opposite at his moteeks "You'll be better
taking the Portsmouth crossing from Ryde and gg#inaight on the train
tomorrow," he said. 'What time were you thinkindezfving?'

‘Any time after lunch will do," Caroline answer&tin not planning on doing
very much with the evening, apart from sorting adew bits and pieces.
When do you get the Jag back, by the way?’

"Your guess is as good as mine,' Craig acknowledtjetave to give them
aring.'



'Well, don't let them mess around. John Murray West waiting over six
weeks while they located spares.’

Rachel kept her eyes on her glass as they talleatmll sure how she was
going to get through the rest of the evening if/tbentinued to shut her out.
She might deserve it in part, but it wasn't gomdpelp anything.

Caroline resolved the problem for her a momentvor later. There was no
trace of animosity in her expression as she glaaceass. 'If things work
out the way I'm sure they will, your mother will teking a trip up to town
herself shortly. I've suggested she stay at myeplatotels can be very
lonely places.’

‘You really are confident, aren't you?' Rachel ared, and saw the other
woman's eyebrows lift.

'Yes, | am. Do you have still have doubts?"Nog¢hhreplied hastily. 'I'm
sure you know your job backwards.'

Caroline laughed. 'l wouldn't say | never make akiss, but there's never
been a total disaster as yet. Anyway, we'll seet wiedl see.' She sobered
again to add, "The main thing is to get you twdesbout.'

'l told you to leave it," growled Craig, fazing hwet a bit.

‘That would be neglecting my parental duty, datliigwever...' she gave a
resigned sigh "...I'll say no more for now, if tkathat you really want.’

She kept her word for the rest of the evening. bangy joking, generally
effervescent, she even managed to lighten the atmos. Rachel found
herself unable to maintain her antipathy at itskp@ehatever her views,
Caroline Lindhurst was a character impossible whtil dislike. Had the
circumstances been different, they might even l@eoeme friends in time.

Craig appeared to have put the whole matter oatinfl. Only on the odd
occasion when she caught his eye did Rachel sufipegcthe composure
was surface only. Tomorrow, after his mother hadegde would be
reopening the question; there was nothing surerttiet. What her response



would be, she still couldn't decide with any certai It was going to be a
night of soul-searching.

Around eleven, it was Caroline who made the firslventowards retiring.
Tomorrow was likely to be an extended day, she, saiédnother early night
wouldn't hurt. Rachel followed suit, leaving Craaghis own devices. The
latter seemed in no hurry. They left him stretched chair with a glass to
hand and an air of being there for the duration.

The two of them went upstairs in silence. Only whkay reached the
gallery, where they were to go separate ways, didiie pause to make a
typically frank comment.

'You're going to have to make up your mind, youwndatters can't be
allowed to go on like this.'

'We still have six months, minus a week or so,'Heaceplied tonelessly.
‘The marriage would still be valid even if we cawated it with hours to
spare.'

'‘And you intend making Craig wait till the last gdde moment to know his
fate, is that it?' Caroline shook her head. 'Whdth& do to make you so
vindictive towards him?"

'l scarcely know him," Rachel burst out. 'Would yaiso eager to marry a
man you didn't know?'

'On a practical note, it would depend on what bdtto gain.'

'I'm not talking practicalities, I'm talking emotis." Rachel's voice shook. 'l
don't even like him!'

'‘But you are attracted to him," came the unmovsepaese. 'The same way
he is to you. The air fairly sizzles when the tWwgyaou look at each other.'

‘That's simple animosity," Rachel denied, and $eotder woman's mouth
take on a slant.



‘All part and parcel. A little healthy spleen keepsgelationship out of the
doldrums. You'll not do better than my son. Ha'sa man, not one of those
new breed of wimps! Handle him the right way, and gould still rule the
roost.'

'l don't want to rule the roost.' Rachel was alyeddrning away.
‘Goodnight.’

'If the truth were known, | don't think you knomhatyou want,' came the
acerbic response. 'Pleasant dreams, anyway.'

The cut-off had been less than polite, Rachel kriawy,Caroline had no
business interfering. She was naturally biased &her son was concerned.
That opinion wasn't going to influence Rachel iry avay. She couldn't
allow it to do so. Craig was only in this for theney; she was the one who
stood to lose the most.

The night was fine, with just a bit of a springltim the breeze. She left the
balcony door open to allow fresh air to circuld#oonlight cast waving
shadows on the figured plaster ceiling, making sahéhe relief work
appear to move. So often she had lain here watdhivge same shadows
while Charles had slept fitfully at her side.

His face was becoming difficult to conjure in hemdis eye, repeatedly
being overruled by another set of younger, hardatufes with steely grey
eyes and a mocking mouth. She stirred restlesstglling every detail of

the lean body—the feel of him against her. It wiasm'much the act itself
that she missed so badly, but the emotional carshet needed to be loved,
to love back—to lose herself in the process of prgthat love. Charles had
been a wonderful lover: gentle, considerate, whotipncerned with her

pleasure and comfort. Craig--

Rachel cut off her thoughts right there, turnindienside to bury her face in
the pillows and pray for sleep. No good could cahignagining. No good
at all.

The caressing touch of the hand at her breast btdugr back to slow
dawning consciousness. Not like Charles to wakanirh¢he night, she



thought dreamily, but the response he was elicitifger was no dream. She
could feel the warmth of him at her back, not ttase, but near enough to
sense that he was already aroused. She pressedbticktively towards
him, heard him draw in a harsh breath.

Still only partially awake, she felt his hand lednar breast to slide the full
length of her body and find the hem of her nighgdreFingers traced a
feather-light pattern over her lower leg, lingertogaress the tender skin at
the back of her knee in a manner that made eveweme her jump. He had
never done that before—never conjured quite suchdexdul sensation.
She wanted more of the same, wanted more of ewegytbear, darling
Charles!

The hand moved on, causing her to tremble in fedi<ul anticipation as he
smoothed the inner skin of her thighs. Some pnmitisense of
self-preservation clenched her muscles tight agahe intrusion for a
moment, but only for a moment because he wasnlitabobe denied. A
moan broke from her lips at the exquisite feelangl her whole body went
rigid before beginning to move involuntarily to thene of his possession.
There had never been a time when she had feltHike-as if all the world
were tilting and spinning. There was a roaring sbimrher ears, a gathering
tumult inside her. The eruption, when it came, wasrwhelming, like
nothing she had ever experienced before. Sheotaltyt drained yet wholly
stimulated at one and the same time.

'‘Charles,' she murmured dazedly, turning towards ®h, Charles!

The warm, hard, naked body tensed. Rachel suddenhg alive to reality
as hands and other senses recognised the diffesreNo¢ Charles, but
Craig. How could she not have known?

He threw an arm across her as she made a jerky tadgap from the bed,
pressing her back into the pillows as he raisedskifron an elbow above
her.

‘Too late for retreat,’ he said gruffly. "We'll &it from here.’



'‘No!" Rachel put up an arm against his chest astigadiwith all her strength
and desperation. 'Get away from me! | don't wani'yo

'You just gave lie to that statement,’ he saidu'Moready for me right this
minute. Vibrating with it, in fact!'

'l thought it was Charles,' she claimed ferverdlyl saw the strong mouth
briefly widen.

"You might tell yourself that, but your body knelwetdifference. | could feel
the surprise in you—the discovery. If you shutut at all it was because
you wanted it to continue. Because you couldn} stourself responding.
And having come this far, we're not going backoh'dcare if it takes all
night to make you admit it; you're going to in dred!

Rachel let the ineffective arm drop back. No amairghysical power she
was capable of exerting was going to deter him flasnpurpose; that was
more than obvious. All she had left was emotiomglesl.

'l can't be like you and just live for the momeshe whispered. 'l cantt,
Craig"

'Yes, you can.' He put his lips to the hollow of titegoat, using the very tip

of his tongue to set the pulse there fluttering kktrapped bird. 'You can be
whatever you want to be. Forget the other issuésjast concentrate on

enjoying what we have—the way I'm going to do.’

With no other recourse open to her, Rachel sowghge in a bid to freeze
him out. Only it wasn't going to be easy to contret body's responses, she
realised at once as he moved his lips in a sefidaykisses down to the
tender swell of her breasts.

Her nightdress was held by narrow straps overhibalders. Craig slid both
of them down her arms, managing both to bare h#regavaist and pinion
her at one and the same time. The touch of hisumegas agony of a kind
she couldn't bear—to stop. He traced the aureolslawly diminishing
circles until he finally reached her peaking nipgkking it between his
teeth in a combination of nibbling and sucking tihatve her wild.



She was hazily aware of his hands pushing the iognghaterial further
down her body, and found her arms released agdimeastraps slid away.
Her fingers came up without volition to bury thetwss in the thick dark
hair, while her back arched to bring her into egezater prominence for the
marauding mouth. Any notion she might have enteethof remaining cold
to his caresses was driven from her by the ovemwingl force of mounting
desire. She wanted this man more than she hadwvawvged anything in her
life before—with an intensity that was close toafeiNothing else mattered
at the moment but that.

This time it was his own name that broke from hps lin an agonised
whisper. She took her hands from his hair to riemtldown over broad
shoulders, thrilling to the smooth ripple of mudsémeath warm, bare skin.
His back tapered to narrow waist and hip, theldised and flat at the sides,
lifting to firm twin hemispheres over which shedered in newly awakened
delight. She had never explored Charles like thiag-hever even thought
of it. With Craig she needed to know every detail.

His breathing roughened as she drifted a hand bedss his hipbone to
find him. The movement came naturally to her, dregia groan from him as
his teeth clenched. He stood it for only a momentinm before calling a

halt, pinning her to the mattress with the full giiof his body as he came
over her.

‘Not yet," he said softly. 'Not until neither of nan hold out a moment
longer!

For her that moment wasn't going to be long in emnRachel thought

dementedly as he began a pilgrimage down thednlith of her body. She
was already on fire both inside and out. Musclesindw quivered beneath
the caressing movement of tongue and lip, jusaf@cond or two stiffening

and resisting the ultimate invasion. But only fosexcond or two, because
she wanted this too, the way she wanted everytamuganything he could

do to her. She thrust a hand into her mouth to elodkthe scream torn from

the depths of her being.

Her limbs were pliable when he at last lifted hithback into position. She
met him halfway, desperate for the feel of himadesher, for the strength



and driving purpose of the hard male loins. They &lgether with ease,
with familiarity, with gratification, moved togethén total harmony until
the moment of release could be restrained no lobgeither. Rachel was
incapable of stifling her cry as she felt the pudglife flooding her. Too late
now, came the fleeting thought before everythinggee into one great
twirling wheel and lights went off in her head.

Awareness returned gradually—first of the weighCodig's body trapping

her beneath him, then of the heat he still gendrdtés head was on her
shoulder, his breath warm on her neck, the whale length of him fitted to

her as if it belonged nowhere else. She couldHesetibcage, the bands of
muscle across his midriff and abdomen, the presstites thighs. They

were still joined as one, she realised.

'Don't move,’ he murmured, feeling her stir. ‘N@tjyet. | want to stay here
holding you like this.’

Rachel subsided again, but only in the physicabsehler mind was a
turmoil of conflicting emotions. What had happehetiveen them just now
made any kind of withdrawal difficult. If nothinglse, there was the
guestion of possible results to be taken into actd®regnancy might have
been the ultimate aim of the union, but never smsélow could she ever
face anyone again if tonight's efforts should prpgsitive?

‘Let me go, Craig," she forced out huskily. 'Pl&ase

He lifted his head to look at her, his expressamghadowed to be read with
any accuracy. 'Where's the point in fighting it dogger?' he asked on a
low, rough note. 'We both of us knew it had to reappGive me a few

minutes more and it's going to happen again. Tha'ffect you have on

me.' He paused, eyes dropping to her quivering mdétihe effect we have

on each other. Can you honestly tell me you doatitune again?"

'l—don't—want—you." Every word was an effort.
"You're not even a very accomplished verbal lrer scoffed without malice.

He made an experimental movement, smiling at hdonaatic and
uncontrollable reflex. 'You see? More than readglways did envy the



female recovery rate." He dropped his head agaifintb her mouth,
murmuring against her lips, 'Not that it's goingta&e long for me either,
you little witch. | can't have enough of you!

It was as much the way he said it as the actuakobnhat roused her to
forget about protesting for the moment. She stakisding him back
hungrily, almost savagely, wrapping her legs abluut as she felt the
wonderful mounting pressure of his renewal. Theesgoing to come a
time when she would hate herself for giving way hwiuch utter
abandonment, a fading voice warned, but that wias &énd this was now,
and she could hold out no longer.

They must have fallen asleep afterwards, because Wiachel opened her
eyes again it was getting light. Craig had rolledto his side, although he
still had an arm across her waist. His mouth inoseplost none of its
firmness; she had to smother an urge to reachraitauch her fingers to
the lips that had given her such infinite pleasarénhe night.

How she was going to cope from here on in, shededuibegin to think. It

was going to take every ounce of control she ceultimon even to look
him in the eye again without giving herself awagirety. She had fought so
hard against allowing herself to love him, but Idwe she did, regardless.
No use in hiding from it any longer. Only where i@ravas concerned,
nothing had changed. All he had proved was thatvaeted her badly
enough to take matters into his own hands.

As if sensing her regard, the grey eyes came opevareness was
instantaneous. He smiled, lifting the arm fromvarst to run his hand over
her cheek in a gesture that brought faint hopestdkart.

'How do you feel?' he asked softly.

The words she wanted to say dried in her throaeyTheren't what he
would want to hear. 'Nowhere near as pleased wyethas you obviously
feel,' she said thickly instead. "You certainlyy@d how much of a man you
are!'



The smile didn't so much fade as change charachele his eyes took on a
harder glint. 'That's at least something.' His heerdained where it was,
devoid now of tenderness—if there had been anyard with. "You realise
there's a good chance that we achieved what wedsnio achieve last
night?'

'But still only a chance,' she returned, 'untdl iroved otherwise.’

Craig levered himself up on an elbow, towering olrer with a look of

determination on his face. 'If you think I'm goitaghang around until then,
you can think again! If it didn't happen last niglgt going to be given every
opportunity from here on in. If you need some kafdnoral support, you
can always tell yourself you're only doing it fon&les!

Rachel only just stopped herself from calling hasne as he threw back the
covers and leapt from the bed. There was no traselbconsciousness in
his nudity as he strode across to the bathroomobled what he was: a
man of steel and purpose, ready to accept no compeo

Last night had not been the product of a suddeoninallable urge, but a
calculated assault on her senses with a view t@avawaking it impossible
for her to back out of the marriage. And there easry chance that he had
won, because if she did turn out to be pregnantshed have no choice but
to go through with it, if only to give the childdel status.

But only if she turned out to be pregnant, she ghowvith new if hollow
resolution. And no further chances would be takeoam now on she would
take care to lock her door at night.



CHAPTER SEVEN

BREAKFAST was an ordeal Rachel would willingly have forgongith
Caroline leaving today, however, she could come wjh no
reasonable-sounding excuse for her absence. A dfiliness would only
bring the other to her door to see for herself, stmel doubted her ability to
act the part convincingly enough.

Dressed with careful aplomb in bright yellow shatsl sleeveless top, she
made sure to be first down. Mother and son arritoggether some few

minutes later. Craig's expression revealed little/loat he was thinking, as

usual. For all the difference in his attitude, lagght might never have

happened.

'‘A nice day for travelling,’” commented Caroline witeference to the

continuing sunshine. 'When it comes this earlyhm $eason, it makes you
wonder if it's going to last through the summert,Nshe added, ‘that I'm
going to be in the country for a great part of'mh off to take stock of our

Far East market in July." She cast a glance asherseated opposite. 'l
suppose there's little chance of your having evérsadraft ready before

then?'

'l suppose you're right," he returned equably. ialpy the time you get
back.'

'‘Something to look forward to." She gave Racheideswhich failed to
warm. 'Along with other news, perhaps?'

"You never know," was all Rachel allowed hersdtie 8idn't even glance in
Craig's direction. Let him make what he would oéttlstatement. He
couldn't force her into marriage. Only one thingldodo that now.

It was Caroline herself who suggested a walk dowithe beach before
lunch. It was the last chance she was likely teehaifeeling sand between
her toes for some time, she said humorously. Rachiémpt to cry off by
reason of having some phone calls to make wasduasigle with the brisk
rejoinder that there was the whole afternoon tdtdd. It was too fine a



morning to spend indoors, in any case, Carolineddy way of a clincher
to the argument.

The latter kept on the casual skirt and lightweighieater she was already
wearing, simply changing her heeled shoes for a gfastylish but more
practical flatties. Craig came down in white shoatsd T-shirt, with
well-worn leather sandals on his feet.

'Holiday weather calls for holiday gear,' he destalightly. 'It's been some
time since | last felt sand between my toes, too.'

His mother gave him a glance which caused Rachelaiwder briefly if
there was some hidden meaning in the remark. Rgadonmuch into too
little, she decided. What possible significanceldabere be apart from the
obvious?

She forged ahead of the other two as they crossediff-top meadow. The
herd of yearling bullocks grazing there demonstrakeir usual curiosity,
flocking round her like jostling schoolboys. Thdrad been a time when
their size and clumsy playfulness would have une@riaer. Now, she
simply waved a hand at them and tapped a couptaeuzizles thrust too
close, sending the owners skittering away in pagemervousness.

'I'll buy you a cape for next time," commented @rsatirically, as he and
Caroline came up behind her. 'You came close togoieampled underfoot
just there.'

‘They're harmless,’ Rachel claimed. 'Just lookandun.’

'l suppose they don't have much else left in Ifaid Caroline drily. "Thank
your lucky stars you weren't born a bull, Craigséems very few are left
intact.’

'If the feminist movement gets its way, there wdret a great deal of
difference," he responded, equally drily. 'We'rmmpemasculated right, left
and centre!’



Rachel kept her gaze fixed steadfastly on the boriZhe remark had been
aimed her way, she knew, but she wasn't goingltavalt to get to her.
Emasculated? That was some joke! Locked doors arenly defence.

Protected from the off-shore breeze, the little bas warm enough for
sunbathing. Caroline took off her shoes and tighis went for a paddle in
the wavelets breaking on to the gently sloping sh&alt-water was an
excellent toner for the feet, she claimed.

Rachel joined her because the only alternativetowagit with Craig, who
had declined the invitation. He sat on a rock t#elivay up the beach to
watch the pair of them, one leg lifted across tireoknee in an attitude that
somehow gripped Rachel by the throat.

How could he be so casual after all that had haggbdretween them last
night? she thought numbly. Did it really mean sitelito him? He had made
love to other women in his time; perhaps it wasdegree of response that
fell short? And yet what else could he have expkotder? Recalling even
snippets of detail to mind sent heat running thiohgr. She had acted like
someone possessed!

"You're very quiet this morning,’” commented CamlinSomething
bothering you?'

'‘No more than yesterday,' Rachel lied. She soughgdme topic that didn't
centre on Craig. 'You've never mentioned your osloerwhile you've been
here. Do you see much of him?'

'‘Considering we both work in the same city, nodtd tame the apparently
untroubled reply. 'He has his own lifestyle, | haviae. We meet up on high
days and holidays, and occasionally have lunchthege

Rachel said hesitantly, '‘Does he know about.theP'

'Only that Craig stands to inherit half the estat#;the rest.'

'How did he take it?"



Caroline shrugged. 'How would you expect? As thanger son, he stood in
Craig's shadow for years before he struck out fimrsklf. His career hit a

bad patch recently, along with many others, sodndli views his exclusion

from the will with indifference. Craig might feeh ia position to tide him

over the hump until things start picking up agé#ibge could be sure he was
going to inherit himself.' The pause was significdhall rests with you.'

Rachel clenched her teeth down hard on the tooy hagly, and said
instead, 'Craig doesn't come across as exactly shoroney now.'

‘That rather depends on one's concept of wealts.ddened every penny of
what he has, and | personally see no reason wishdield be expected to
pull Gary out of the mire at the cost of his owaouwséy. The favour certainly
wouldn't be reciprocated were the boot on the dibwatr’

'In which casel| see no reason to allow Gary's problems to inflaene’
Rachel stepped free of the lapping waves to pickhegpsandals she had
discarded. 'l don't know about you,' she said @shoulder, 'but I've had
enough for today. | ordered an early lunch so ybade plenty of time to
make the ferry.'

'‘Can't wait to get rid of me, can you?' came thestia rejoinder as the other
followed her example. 'You won't find Craig so e&sgispatch.’

Rachel could have told her she already knew that,she kept her own
counsel. Whatever happened, it was between heCeaid alone—no one
else.

He got to his feet as they came up the beach t@tand. He even produced
a couple of handkerchiefs for them to wipe theetfizee of the clinging
sand before donning footwear again.

'It's called being prepared for all eventualitidse' said with irony when
Rachel thanked him for the gesture. 'l was a BayuSonce. Ready to go
back, are we?'

'‘Needs must, it seems,' answered his mother. 'An leach in preparation
for an early departure.’



Rachel swamped any slight sense of shame beneltjussdication.
Caroline's presence had only served to inflamesth&tion. At a swift
calculation, she had almost two weeks to wait l@e8ire could be sure of
her condition; even then, the concern alone mighdw her cycle into
disarray. Until she was sure, she was going tadtyto dwell on things too
much. Not the easiest of tasks, but then, nothirayiathis whole affair was
easy.

The three of them parted, when they reached thedhom order to go and
change. Sliding into a simple figured cotton dresser favourite blues,

Rachel wished, not for the first time, that she kBadhe kind of regular
occupation. It was doubtful now that Craig wouldnivaer help; nor, if it

came to that, did she feel like working with him tas book. Offering to

help her mother in the shop was one solution, sippased, although not
necessarily an offer the latter would jump at. Theyl subtly yet surely
grown apart this last couple of years.

The knock on the door, followed by Craig's immegliantry into the room
without waiting for an answer, brought Rachel swigground from the
mirror in heart-jerking consternation. It hadn'toaed to her to turn the
key in the lock in broad daylight.

'Did you ever hear of common courtesy?' she flurtgra, taking refuge in
anger. 'Or is that a dirty word where you come fPpbm

His shrug made light of the attack. 'lt seemedkeatyi I'd see anything |
haven't already seen. We'll be sharing the sanm ifter we're married,

anyway.'

'We're not going to be married." She said it betwgstted teeth. 'Not
unless--'

'Unless it turns out to be strictly necessaryZumplied for her as she broke
off. "That's one reason, certainly.’

‘Theonlyone,’ she insisted, and saw his shoulders lifinaga



'I'm not about to enter into any verbal argumewarhe to suggest that you
come to Ryde with us, then we could go on to Coavektake a look at the
boats. If we're going to sell the yacht, we'll needndependent valuation.’

'We're in no position to consider selling as yeathel rejoined. 'So there's
not much point.’

‘All the same, I'd like to take a look." The stramguth had an inflexible
cast. 'Better, surely, thanping around the house for the rest of the afternoon,
waiting for me to get back?'

There was some sense in that, Rachel was foraktomwledge. 'All right,’
she heard herself agreeing without conscious imment’ll come.’

'‘Good."' He hadn't moved further than the open dstanding there with a
hand still resting on the knob. 'And tonight wejang out to dinner. Just
the two of us for once.’

‘Candle-lit, of course?' she mocked, eliciting narenthan a brief smile.

'What's life without a little romance? Are you rgad go down? Lunch
should be just about on the table.’

With her hair obviously brushed and lipstick frgshpplied, there was no
excuse she could find for further delay. She noddetly, and preceded
him from the room, half anticipating some form dfypical contact, and
aware of an unwarranted sense of deflation wheidit't occur. Nothing
about Craig Lindhurst was predictable; she was guéy beginning to
register that fact.

They left the house at one-fifteen to drive the i@nles across to Ryde.

Rachel said her goodbyes to Caroline in the cawnitg Craig to see his

mother out to the passenger-portal on his ownhdf/tever met again it

would be because matters had been taken out didrets, she thought,

watching the two of them walk away from the vehi&@aould it happen that

way, she would hardly be in a position to denydtieer access to her son's
home.



Craig returned some ten minutes later to slide rimklihe wheel of the
Mercedes without a word. If he was angry becausehslun't made the
effort to see his mother off, that was too bad, Hehctold herself
defensively. She was making no concessions.

The boats were berthed at West Cowes, which meatgt@ur through
Newport in order to cross the river. Rachel hatagdspg the prison. The
very thought of being locked away for years onwad enough to bring her
out in a cold sweat.

'It doesn't seem all that much of a deterrent tnesbCraig observed when
she said as much. 'Anyway, it's unlikely to happ@rnyou—unless you
commit some serious crime, that is." He added wihy, 'So if you're
considering keeping a knife handy, I'd think ag&lnmes of passion aren't
regarded with any sympathy in this country.’

'Self-defence is,' Rachel retorted.
His laugh was short. 'From what? I'm hardly oukitoyou.'

The whole conversation was ridiculous, and she kimelwut something in
her refused to let it go. 'Death before dishonoughinbe an outmoded
concept where you're concerned, but there are thfose who still think it

holds some merit!'

‘A bit on the late side, wouldn't you say?' He wlafinitely amused now,
mouth curving. 'To coin a phrase, it's time tddéek and enjoy it.'

Her eyes went instinctively to the lean hands anwieel, recalling with
tremoring clarity the havoc they had wreaked on ihethe night. The
churning inside her at the thought of repetitiod hathing to do with fear.

'Let's agree to shelve the whole subject for tme tbeing," Craig suggested
after a moment or two when she failed to come up amy smart rejoinder.
He sounded just a little weary of it himself. 'Véegoing to look over the
boats, have tea somewhere and enjoy a few how®freiction. OK?'



Temporary measure or no, Rachel seized on the-diramch as a means of
getting through the rest of the day. 'OK.’

The truce worked quite well for a time. Showing iGraver the yacht
Charles had loved, she felt no more than the odd patwo. Craig himself
proved knowledgeable enough on the subject ofngpiln general, but
reiterated his lack of interest in racing.

‘Apart from the odd game of tennis or maybe squashpetitive sports
leave me cold,' he confessed. 'I'm a lousy cricketed rugby's for idiots.'

'How about football?' asked Rachel lightly, andigdid a smile from Craig.

'l don't cry convincingly either." Running a hangothe smooth teak of the
hatch cover, he added casually, '‘What about y&n@w you swim well, but
do you have any other sporting interests?’

‘Like you, | suppose,' she admitted. 'Tennis andisiy mostly. Charles had
plans to put in a hard court before he--' She bwkeshaking her head
ruefully.

"I didn't mean to bring his name up.’

Craig had his gaze fixed on a craft just pulling. &&hy not? He was your
husband, after all.’

‘A fact you still view with repugnance,’ she statiedly.

'‘Aversion, maybe.' His voice had hardened. "Theigho of you and him
doing what we did last night--'

'We didn't!" It was out before she could stop @fdse she could even think
about it. She saw the dark head swing sharply tsvaer, and made some
attempt to straighten out the impression. 'l meaot, like that. Charles
wasn't... he didn't..." She stopped, hot colounsstg her skin at the sardonic
lift of his brow.



'‘Never summoned quite the same degree of respaniggt what you're
trying to say? | gathered that much for myself.'

'How?' The question was dragged from her.

‘The way you reacted. You weren't accustomed tindeigo with such
totality—you even fought it at first. Making loveitv a father figure erects
all kinds of barriers in the mind.’

'l suppose you hold a degree in psychology tooehBalerided caustically.

'l don't need any degree to see what stares nhe ifate.' Craig took her by
the shoulders, forcing her to look at him. "You rieatt Charles because he
represented the security you lost when your fadiest. Someone you could
lean on, rely on to take care of you. Love of alkifil grant you.'

'l suppose it's marginally better than just wantmg for his money,' she
got out, hardly able to speak at all through tmegun her throat. You have
to be right, don't you, Craig? You can't accept thanan of sixty could
possibly hold any normal kind of attraction for ssone my age, so you
denigrate it. Well, listen, and listen hard. | Idv€harles the way I'll never
love anyone else. The way you and your kind couldwen begin to
appreciate!'

Her voice took on strength and purpose as the argkresentment grew in
her. 'You see love as synonymous with sex, andegeery good at itl'll
grantyouthat much. Only there's a whole lot more to lifart simple sexual
pleasure!

There was a spark in the grey eyes, though wheftremnger or amusement
she couldn't be sure. His response seemed to cotife latter. 'So you do
admit to getting pleasure from it?'The lack of bask took the wind
completely out of her sails, and left her floundgri She looked at him
helplessly, unable to come up with the witherinmeshe craved.

'll take that as a "yes"," he said, and kissed tumning both hands into her
hair to mould the back of her head in a mannerahadved her no retreat.



Her protest, such as it was, lasted bare secorfdsebgiving way to the
rising tide of heat through her veins. Her pulsesenacing, her whole body
tremoring to the memory of where his kisses coe#dll The domination of
mind over matter was a joke where this was concer8be could no more
stop herself responding to him than fly!

More than half anticipating a move to take her belshe was momentarily
bewildered when he put her away from him, and caity stand there
gazing at him with darkened eyes.

"It will keep,' he said. 'We still have the dingleyiook at. Supposing we do
that?'

It was the sheer calculation that hurt so muchhRktold herself dully. He

knew exactly how far to go to have her dancingisdime. Loving a man of

his kind was futile, in the sense that he was iabép of returning the

emotion, but there was no backing away from itféd&nt from what she

had felt for Charles by a mile, different from amwyig she had ever felt for
anyone. It was possible to hate and love at theedane, and she was the
living proof.

She managed to regain some semblance of self- ggeseduring the
following hour or so. There was no way, she vowhbd{ she was going to
let Craig guess how she really felt about him. besiroom door would be
locked the moment she retired for the night, andlatlld stay that way. It
was only in the deepest recesses of her mind tieaasknowledged a hope
for her pregnancy to be confirmed and give heretkeuse she needed to
retreat from her sworn position.

By tacit consent they gave tea a miss. Craig seataeaimined to keep the
atmosphere light on the way back to Apperknowle.

'l rang through to the garage handling my car egrlhe remarked at one
point. 'It'll be ready for collection tomorrow. Asu can't run me in, I'll have
to surrender a principle and let Grayson take ke paused before tagging
on casually, 'Have you thought any more about lagrto drive?'



Rachel shrugged and shook her head. 'Not a gredt &e added with

deliberation, 'l suppose it wouldn't be a bad idleayugh. Grayson stands to
lose his job anyway if the estate goes under thenier, and I'd hardly be in

position to keep on a chauffeur myself.'

Craig drove for a moment in silence, mouth taubuYust don't let go, do
you?' he stated grimly. 'What exactly are you gyio get me to say?’

'‘Nothing at all,’ she denied with a bland intonatghe hadn't planned on,
and didn't particularly care for, yet seemed sometinable to alter. 'l was
under the impression you'd already said all theas to say.'

They were running through Brighstone Forest, witlother traffic in sight
at present. Craig drew up at the roadside, wherg¢les crowded thickly, to
sit gazing through the windscreen with an oddlyakléook on his face.
Uncertain of his mood, and already regretting gsumption of hostilities,
Rachel watched him from the corner of her eye. &tbdt least been making
some effort to keep matters on a reasonably coabkvel. Why did she
have to spoil it?'If | thought that taking you imete, ripping your clothes
off, and showing you what pure animal instinctaally like would do any
good, I'd do it,' he said on a low, rough noteisitt just sex | want from
you. | could get that anywhere, for God's sake!

'Do you think | don't know that?' she asked husKo you think | don't
realise how far | am from being the kind of womanuye used to having
around? You didn't get to know what you know withlmiis of experience,
while I've only known one other man. | can't offlee degree of satisfaction
you're accustomed to.'

The grey eyes studied her with narrowed intentu’™onot listening. | just
got through saying it isn't just sexual satisfaction looking for. Not that

you don't provide it. Last night was as good forasd'm fairly sure it was
for you.' He brought up a hand to cup her face,ahnog the line of her lips
with the ball of his thumb. 'You're a beautifulnseal, wholly desirable
young woman, and I'd be a liar if | said that didrdve any bearing; but
there's more to it than that.'



Rachel was trembling like a leaf inside, possessédan almost
overwhelming urge to give in to the emotions flomgher and let him have
his way regardless. It was only a tiny part oftheit stood fast, but it was an
ungovernable part.

'Such as Apperknowle and what goes with it?' siggested with only the
faintest of quivers in her voice. 'I'm not a foGlaig. You wouldn't even be
here if it weren't for the will""

The thumb had stopped moving; for a brief mometnermbled on the brink
of applying a pressure designed to hurt. His eyeepure ice, his voice
cutting.

'Perfectly true. | wouldn't even have known yoused, except as a name.
As you're so sure of my motives, it's obviouslyaste of time arguing the
toss any further on the score, so I'll simply sdtik what I'm due.' He shook
his head as she made to speak. 'Don't botherdgattia it isn't going to
happen, because I've no intention of acceptingati gave Charles your
word, remember—or doesn't that mean anything toaygumore?'

'Of course it does!" Her face was pale, her wholdytnumb.

‘Then you'll keep it. And not in six months eithiéthere's any chance at all
of your being pregnant, and there is, then we shmake it legitimate as of
now. If what people might say matters so much g ye can be married on
the mainland and keep the whole thing a secrel sunth time as you feel
able to announce it. An ordinary licence and astegioffice is all we'll
need. Portsmouth should do.’

'Stop it!" Rachel could hardly believe he was sesdérious. 'Just stop it!"

'No way. I'll go over and make the arrangementotoow after | collect the
car. You can come if you want to, though it istricy necessary. Your
signature will only be required on the day.'

She sat frozen as he fired the ignition with akflaf a lean brown wrist,
unable to find a single thing to say. It wasn'tgpio be like that, of course,
because she wouldn't allow it; but she couldn'y dieé challenge he had



flung at her either. Marry him, or deny Charleslas request—that was her
only choice. Which left her | with no choice at mllthe end.

No further word passed between them during thewioilg minutes. On
reaching the house, Craig drove the Mercedes btreagind to the garage
courtyard, bringing it to a jerky halt to sit forsaemingly stunned moment
gazing at the red Porsche already parked thereeXjletive was under his
breath, but no less savage for it.

'Who is it?' Rachel was moved to ask.

'My brother," came the abrupt reply. 'No need tomdey what he's doing
here!"

Grayson appeared from one of the garages as theygof the car. He had
a polishing-cloth in his hand.

'Mr Lindhurst arrived about an hour ago,' he conéd in answer to Craig's
guery. '‘Came over on the two o'clock to Fishbouheesaid.' He paused.
'Shall | garage the Porsche, sir?"

Craig shook his head. 'He won't be staying.'

Rachel waited until they were inside the house teefmaking any
contribution. "You can hardly expect him to turghti round and go back
tonight!

'Why not?' came the curt rejoinder. 'He came unebgoily, he can leave the
same way. The last thing | need right now is Garyny back!"

They had reached the hall. The man lounging in lith@ry doorway
regarded the pair of them with a pained expressienwvas as fair as Craig
was dark, and handsome in a devil-may-care kind/af that suited his
flamboyant red shirt and white hipster trousers.

'‘Some welcome, even from you, dear brother! Andrafavelling for five
traffic-laden hours to get here!' The smile lurkindnis eyes as he switched



his attention to Rachel belied his plaintive tokt.there! I'm Gary, if you
haven't already guessed. | thought it was timetiimenew aunt.’

It was the very first time that she had ever cagr®d the relationship. If she
was Gary's aunt by marriage, then she was Craig:sThe thought was
intriguing enough to elicit a smile of her own, eilta faint one.

'Hello, Gary,' she said. 'Nice to see you.'

‘Nice to know I'm welcomed by someone.' He lookadkbat his brother,
whose expression hadn't relaxed at all. 'Sorrgilfdse a bad time, but | had
a few days' holiday to use up before the end oflAgnd thought I'd take
advantage of the weather. Mother still here, i£5he

"You knew damned well she was leaving today, or wouldn't be here,’
Craig clipped.

‘True, | suppose.’ Gary neither sounded nor lodlepeéntant. ‘Anyway,
seeing | am here, couldn't we stop playing Cain/lpel for once, and try
being sociable?’

'Why don't the two of you go and chat in the ligrasile | see about tea?"
suggested Rachel diplomatically before Craig cdaich a reply. 'Say ten
minutes?’

Craig scarcely spared her a glance. 'Fine.’

Gary stepped back from the doorway as his brotperoached. Craig
closed the door behind him once he was throughingaRachel to go and
do as she had offered. With the tea organisediaitethe opportunity to
slip upstairs and run a brush through her windgleah hair.

There were dark shadows under her eyes, she notibe imirror. Hardly
surprising after the stress of the last hour. Imynaays, she was grateful
for Gary's arrival. It gave her breathing-spaceshié had anything at all to
do with it, he would be staying on for a while. Stemded him.



CHAPTER EIGHT

GARY looked somewhat less buoyant when Rachel finallyed the two
brothers.

'‘Seems it's to be flying visit," he said wrylwé'had my marching orders.’

Rachel forbore from so much as glancing in Cralgisction. Her smile felt
fixed, though her voice was level enough. "You'eboeme to stay as long as
you like, Gary. It might be some time before weédamother opportunity to
get to know one another. I've already told Mrs Begn She'll have a room
ready for you by the time we finish tea.’'

'Well, thanks!" He was obviously delighted. He cassly glance at his
brother, whose face had acquired a granite-like'lsean hardly turn down
an invitation like that.’

'No,' came the brusque agreement, 'I'm sure you ¢Hrieave the two of
you to exchange life-stories.'

Rachel knew a momentary regret as he went frommaben. Whatever the
source of the antagonism between the two, she wasping by stepping
into the breach. On the other hand, she reassersdlfy it wasn't her place
to take sides either, any more than it was Craigse to assume that much
authority without so much as a by-your-leave.

'l won't ask why you're at cross purposes,’ shek SEhat's between you and
Craig. Tea will be here any minute. Why don't wedsiwn and wait for it?"

The smile was designed to charm. 'Why not? And, flusthe record, the
cross purposes are all on Craig's side. | camergratulate him—and to
meet you, of course—whereas he thinks I'm only bemsound out future
prospects.’

'Prospects of what?' she asked, drawn despitelherse



'Financial backing.' He gave a rueful grimace. Hoh doing any too well at
present, admittedly, but asking him for money was last thing on my
mind.'

Rachel hesitated before voicing the question. 'Them don't feel any
resentment because Charles only named Craig inil®s

Gary laughed. 'Well, I wouldn't go so far as toyarslight pique. After all,
there's more than enough of it to go round. Nettdgged on swiftly, ‘that
I'm including your own half of the estate. You'renathan entitled.’

‘Thank you.' There was just the faintest tracemfy in her voice. 'Did you
ever come to Apperknowle before?’

'l was never invited.' He stretched out comfortablthe deep armchair, his
gaze appraising as it swept the room. 'Uncle Ca&eet himself very much
to himself where the family was concerned. He ang father were
estranged, you know. Dad was another who got léftrothe cold.'

'‘Not entirely, surely?'

'‘Comparatively speaking. Charles inherited the lmilkhe estate. All Dad
got was a lump sum.’

'‘Couldn't he have appealed for a fairer divisiamtigh the courts?' Rachel
ventured.

‘Too proud. Family tradition favours the elder s@hways has, probably
always will.'

Not, Rachel vowed, if she had anything to do wittAny children of hers
would be treated with total equality—mailefemale!

She brought herself up short on that thought. $th&tceven have the one
child yet!



Gary was looking at her with speculative expressiéou're very different
from what | expected,’ he observed candidly. 'lutitd you'd be one of
those Page- Three types old men usually go for.’

'‘Charles wasn't old," Rachel disputed for what sskifike the millionth
time. 'If you look as good as he did at sixty, {idag lucky!"

The grin held no hint of apology. 'If | live to Isety I'll be past caring. At
least you're young enough to start over—and witHdbks for it, too. Were
it not for the fact that you'd think | was onlyeftyour money, I'd propose to
you myself right here and now!'

It was impossible to be angry with him, Rachel auted, unable to restrain
a smile. After what she had gone through with Cthig afternoon, it was
sheer relief to have humour take a hand.

'Were it not for the fact that I'm inclined to agrevith you, | might even
consider it," she returned flippantly. She turnedhree door opened on the
rattle of crockery. 'Here's tea.’

Pert and pretty in her black and white, Doreen @@whe new addition to
the household with an interest returned in full.

‘Nice," commented Gary approvingly on her departusebothering to wait
until the door was closed. ' | must say, | like $eé-up here. Waited on hand
and foot—who could want for more?' He took the Rgezhel handed him,
and drank from it before setting it down. 'Has Greaid what he plans to do
with his time now he's able to pick and chooseffdgine he might feel like
taking things easy after what happened out th€agching her change of
expression, he gave her a suddenly sharper scriifioy do know about
his desert sojourn?’

'No," Rachel admitted. 'He doesn't talk about roskw
‘'The strong, silent type, that's my brother! He walken prisoner by

guerrillas and held hostage for close to eight m&ntApparently,
conditions were pretty rough, and he was genegalign a bad time of it. |



don't know all the details myself, only what I'vamaged to glean from
Mother. The two of them are pretty close, as yoghihhave noticed.’

'Yes.' Rachel was silent for a moment or two, gawgr what she had just
learned. 'How come they let him go in the end? \Waansom paid, or
something?'

Gary shook his head. 'Seems he escaped. Walkegdnhigs with only a

single canteen of water. Must have been hell inkimal of heat. | guess you
have to admire his guts. It isn't the first timeshkbeen in trouble. He
narrowly escaped an ambush in Beirut a couple afsyback. A risk |

wouldn't take myself, | don't mind admitting. Therao news story worth
it.'

'Craig must have thought there was.' Rachel wkérgiing to come to terms
with the sense of shame. He had gone through atllathly to come home
to...this. If only she had known.

'So it seems. A real lionheart!" There was a aersairdonic edge in the
declaration. 'He'll be a fool to carry on, thoughspecially when he doesn't
need to. His luck is bound to run out some time.’

Some luck! Rachel thought ironically. Eight montifssheer horror from
the sound of it, never knowing when he might beaséd, or even if he ever
would be released, subjected to affronts she ctwdgen begin to realise.
Such an experience would have broken a lesser @raig had not only
survived in body, but in mind too. It said a whigefor his character.

Knowing what she did now, she couldn't hate him moye. Hate was the
wrong word for what she felt anyway. It wasn'tfaislt that he didn't return
the same depth of emotion. Wanting her the wayohebsiously did was
enough to be going on with. They could make a gthisfmarriage if they
worked at it. A baby might even help. Men were mniotasly proud to have
proof of their virility.

‘Are you still with me?' asked Gary curiously. 'Ylook as if you just made
some soul-shaking discovery!



Rachel summoned a smile and a dismissive shrumésung | forgot to
do, that's all. More tea, or would you like to s@eere you'll be sleeping?'

‘No, thanks, and yes, please,' he said. 'l cowddaushower and a change of
clothes.' He got to his feet along with her. "Yldod here for dinner?’

Recalling Craig's stated intention, Rachel hesitate commit herself. It
was unlikely, though, that he would still be comsidg taking her out after
the way she had gone against him. She had a lota&ing up to do, and
very little idea of where to start. The soonerltleéter, she supposed.

'Yes,' she acknowledged. 'We normally eat arougttebut feel free to
help yourself to a drink if you're down before angoelse. Just make
yourself at home, Gary.'

"Thanks,' he said. 'l will.'

Mrs Brantley had remade the bed in the room Cazohad occupied.

Rachel left Gary at the door with a reiteratedmefion to feel at home. She
hesitated outside Craig's bedroom door, nervingdiieto knock. The lack

of reply brought mixed feelings. If he was in theaad ignoring the

summons, it could only be because he was too fsingth her to want to

talk to her. Except that he wouldn't know it was &ethe door, would he?
Which seemed to suggest that he might be elsevihéihe house, or even
had gone out again.

Easier if she left things as they were for the mathehe concluded. There
would be time enough to convey her change of Hatat.

She found Gary already comfortably ensconced irdthwing-room when
she went down. He cast an admiring eye over tlidaradth burgundy dress
which fitted her slender curves so well.

'You're a sight for sore eyes, milady!" he exclaime

'I'd as soon you didn't call me that, even in &jo&he said lightly. 'So far as
I'm concerned, the title died with Charles. I'ntjpksin Mrs.'



'‘Not so plain,’ he returned irrepressibly. 'In fatdwnright fetching! | can't
blame Uncle Charles for going overboard. Where @raig get to, |
wonder? I've been downstairs nearly an hour, amdriiaseen hide nor hair
of him. You don't think he's sulking in his roomchase you stood up for
me, by any chance?"

'Don't be ridiculous!" Her tone was sharper thaalsd intended; she made
an effort to soften it. 'Sulking isn't one of ydarother's traits. He'll be here
in his own good time."

Master of the house, and all that—well, half theidey at any rate.' The
deceptively lazy hazel eyes glinted at her. "Yoa should get married and
bring it together. Probably what Charles intendeausd happen. The luck
of the devil, that brother of mine! All this andwdoo! I'd give him some

competition if I had anything substantial to offéfis glance went past her
to the door. 'Speaking of the devil...'

If Craig heard the comment he gave no indicatidad@ dark trousers and
silky roll-necked sweater, he looked composed awahstatingly attractive.
The eyes briefly meeting Rachel's were devoid pfression.

'l cancelled the reservation,’ he said. 'That iatwlou wanted?"

'l thought you said you didn't have any other agesment?' put in Gary
before she could answer. 'You didn't have to caoeehuse of little old me.
I'd have been right as rain on my own.’

‘It wasn't important.' Rachel could have kickedske#rthe moment she had
said it. She didn't dare look at Craig again. "€lsealways another night,’
she hastened to add.

'Plenty," Craig agreed drily. 'l see you found mkirGary. What will you
have, Rachel?'

'Surprise  me," she invited, surprising herself withe unintended
coquettishness in the words. It was too late t@cetwithout making a total
fool of herself, so she followed it with a smileatrdrew a lift of one dark
eyebrow.



'As you like," he said.

Gary viewed the flags raised in her cheeks witbddenly thoughtful look
in his eyes. Rachel could almost hear the coggggoinnd. Not that it really
mattered any more if he guessed how things wemmeSone this evening,
if she could get him alone, she planned on telingig she would definitely
marry him, although not quite as soon as he hal] saless things worked
out that way.

Finding a reason for her decision which didn'tude giving herself away
completely was going to be the most difficult pdrelling him she loved
him would only complicate matters because he cdylanhonesty, return
the compliment. Better to let him believe she wamgl it for Charles. For
now, anyway.

He brought her a sherry on the rocks, handing thesglass with a look in

his eye that challenged her to complain. Sippinghe had to acknowledge
that the Americans weren't total philistines; stéal different, true, but it

was good.

Seating himself at her side on the brocade softgdlea swallow from his
own glass before turning a level gaze on his brothe

'Since you're going to be here for a while, | sdquint out that you'll have
to entertain yourself for the most part. Rachel khdve some business to
take care of in Portsmouth tomorrow, after which'slkagreed to give me a
hand sorting out my notes.’

'‘Notes on what?' Gary queried.

‘The book I'm going to be writing.'

'Is that a fact?' The younger man sounded torn dertwderision and
rancour. 'l suppose Mother's going to see it pbbti®"

'Providing it meets her criteria. She draws an imafde line where
professional judgement comes into play, as you watyknow.'



'Oh, it will. You always were a wordsmith. Did yaver read any of his
stuff?' The last to Rachel.

She shook her head. 'I'm afraid not. | never seamédve time in the past
to do more than just skim through a newspaper.'

"You missed out. His byline is known the world avBrouble and strife in
all its graphic glory! Gary took a large swig offilsky. 'I'd expected to see a
centre-page spread on your latest story by now—+eoyau saving it for the
book?"

‘The idea for that took shape beforehand,’ cameutineoved reply. 'If it
takes off there'll most likely be others, so whaks? Anyway, there are
better things to talk about.'

'l took the liberty of filling Rachel in on the @glt' Gary continued with cool
deliberation. 'She was most impressed!

"You don't know the damned detail"" Craig was suatidblazingly angry,
and making no attempt to conceal it. 'No one does!

Gary showed no sign of backing down. 'Only as maglyou told Mother,
admittedly, and peeling that from her was some aly the reticence,
anyhow? You're a regular hero to us ordinary mertéliven the same
circumstances, I'd have just thrown in my lot wiik rebels!

‘Time to go through for dinner,' put in Rachel Hgsfrightened that Craig
was about to rise and smite the younger man walfigh he had clenched.
'‘Cook will be devastated if we let her soup go told

'What, no gong?' queried Gary on a satirical note.

'‘No butler either," she returned with determinegdptncy. ‘Not quite far
enough up the social scale.

His grin applauded the come-back. 'Quick-witted tQoite a combination!'



Craig was on his feet and in full command of hirhaghkin, although there
was no disguising the hard set of his jaw. 'Ledls @e said stonily.

It was left to Rachel to keep the cart on the whekiring the rest of the
interminable evening. Gary seemed bent on goadmgrbther into losing

control of his temper—seemed almost to have a @erpo it, in fact. It

rather put paid to Craig's theory that he was therask for money; had
there been any chance to start with, Gary had doitikep himself.

She was relieved when the time finally came whencshuld plausibly plead
tiredness. With some trepidation, she left the tmen to make their own
farewells. They were both adults; she could haptthy mediator all night.

There had been no opportunity to speak with Crailgis own, yet there was
a need in her to have things sorted that was goimgake sleep difficult to
come by. A part of her hoped that he would comegdtt to her room when
he finally took his leave of his brother. Hearinig familiar footsteps pass
her door some twenty minutes later brought a despacy hard to shake
off. If he wouldn't come to her, she would havgaoao him, she resolved in
the end. It couldn't be left like this. Not now.

He was only three doors away. Her tentative knackight no immediate
response; she had to repeat it before he cameabllaiveady undressed, and
wearing a Paisley silk robe. From the barenesssdtgs, she gathered that
he was naked beneath it.

'l need to talk to you,' she said huskijusttalk, Craig.'

His lips twisted. 'What else?' He opened the dadew 'You'd better come
in.'

It was the first time she had been in the roomesthe day he had arrived.
Little more than a week ago, she realised withrssef shock. Falling in
love with a man in that short length of time wagqipitate under any
circumstances.

His back against the solid mahogany, he surveyeavtile almost clinical
appraisal. 'So what was it you wanteday?'



'Only that I'd decided to go ahead with the magjaghe announced with a
fair degree of assurance. She searched the leanrdsa looking for

something she knew she wasn't going to find. "Thathat you want, isn't
it?'

'It's what Charles wanted,' he rejoined. 'Why thdden change of heart?
Only this afternoon you were still looking for anto

''ve had time to think things through since thehg claimed. 'You were
right; | can't go back on my word to Charles. Iy @ase--' She broke off,
biting her lip as his expression altered.

'In any case—what? Are you finally going to adnatiyactually want me?"
He came away from the door to take her chin inhlisd and tilt her face
towards him, eyes penetrating her defences. 'Sat.shyant to hear the
words plain and clear, so there'll be no misundedihgs Sayit!'

'l want you.' Her voice was low and shaky, butindistinct. "You already
know that!"

'Knowing is one thing, having it confirmed anothé&éace and voice had
mellowed. 'I'm glad you finally grew up, Rachel. \6an start to build on it
now.'

She went into his arms without protest, eager ferlips on hers, for the
possessive touch of his hands. Only when both &iasd caresses began to
accelerate did she reluctantly draw back from him.

'l don't think we should take any more chancesjgCidot until after the
wedding.'

'It's only going to be a few days,"' he said. "Whtérence will it make?' His
tone roughened again. 'If you weren't preparedduolge the inclination,
you should have stayed away. I'm in no mood foyiptateasing games!'

Rachel stiffened instinctively, then forced herdeltrelax. 'I'mnot teasing
you," she denied. 'l wouldn't do that. Not aftéryali've been through!



He went very still, face suddenly blanked of alpeession. The grey eyes
were flinty. 'I'm not sure what Gary told you, ltkié last damn thing | need
is consoling. Going without a woman was the le&#t'o

'l didn't mean it like that," she protested. 'lisedidn’t, Craig!" She caught at
his arm as he made to turn away, dragging him baakd with a strength
born of desperation. 'l came because | wantedlitgde I'd made up my
mind, that's all. If consolation were all | hadmpt&d, I'd be providing it right
now.'

He studied her for a long and contemplative momeyes narrowed, then
nodded. 'All right, I'll buy that. I just don't nésympathy.’

'How about empathy?' she asked softly. 'I'd likdiok | could at least try to
appreciate what it was like out there. You didwnéretell your mother all of
it, did you?"

'l told her as much as she needed to know," he '$didhs soon forget the
rest, if I'm allowed to.’

'‘But can you?' Rachel insisted. 'Is bottling itugdlreally going to help in the
long run? Perhaps it might be a good thing to d8ay suggested, and put
it all down on paper.'

'Perhaps the two of you should go into partnersisipsychologists,' came
the short reply. 'l don't need to talk about @tph't need to write about it, and
| certainly don't need counselling by some kid selr out of nappies.
Clear?'The hurt was like a knife-wound. 'As crysste jerked back. 'T'll
leave you to it.'

He caught hold of her as she made to pass himingoler fast when she
struggled to free herself. There was a rueful lookis eyes. That was
uncalled for. I'm sorry.’

She subsided at once, looking at him uncertaihlglidn't intend to pry.
You're entitled to your privacy.'



His smile was brief. 'On the other hand, you maly laeeright about bottling
it up.' He paused, seemed to gather himself. "Ymwkthe gist of it already.

| was held in several different camps. When thaftesh me from one to
another it was in neck and ankle-chains, slavedashied behind a horse. |
didn't go hungry— once my system accustomed iteefbod | wouldn't
have given a stray dog—or particularly thirsty eithThey needed to keep
me in reasonably good physical shape. I'd have bkea value dead.’

Rachel was silent, eyes riveted to his, dreadirfger more, yet reluctant to
call a halt on something she herself had set irgban.

‘The worst of it was the degradation," he wentiept in rags, not allowed
to wash—smelling my own filth! To them | was nothibut scum, so |
could live like it.'

'Did they.. .torture you?' Rachel whispered.

'Only mentally. Not knowing when or even if it'sigg to end is torture
enough. I'd be there still if they hadn't got cessl Either that or dead. |
think they'd begun to realise | wasn't worth alittimuch as a bargaining
measure. Anyway, that's about it. I'm here novadnin mind and matter, so
all ended well.’

She said wryly, 'Do you feel any better for havialgl me about it?"
He smiled and shrugged. 'l can't say | do. But theran't say | feel any
worse for it either, so no harm done. The besigthwe can both do now is

forget it.'

He hadn't told her everything, Rachel was sure,pnobably ever would.
He was right; it needed to be, if not forgottenieaist put aside.

"You'd better get to bed," he said. 'l thought vgsdver to Portsmouth in
the morning, then | can collect the Jag in therafien.’

It was beyond her at the moment to argue the pAlhthey were going to
fix tomorrow was a licence. It didn't have to bedisight away. Now that



the moment had come, she didn't want to leave buhany offer to stay
would only be misconstrued.

'I'm sorry to have been so pig-headed about eviaegtrshe proffered on
impulse. Her smile was slow. 'Hyphenated, of calrse

Craig's answering smile had an edge. 'We reachesh@erstanding in the
end.' His kiss was cool and quick— too quick. '$e&e in the morning.’

Rachel was outside the door before she releasexttiteup breath. Holding
it had been her only defence against telling hirw sbe felt about him. It
was too soon. Far too soon. He might take thatexge sympathy too.

Having Gary around wasn't going to improve mattehg acknowledged,
yet she could hardly tell him to go now. It migkea be as well to tell him
the truth. He was going to have to know soonertar! Only not the baby
part of it, of course. That would hopefully comeoabas a seemingly
normal circumstance of marriage itself.

Gary himself was in obvious high spirits at breakfdde'd been for an
early-morning swim, he said, and thoroughly enjoyed

'l might take myself off for a drive round the isthwhile you're gone,' he
announced. 'lt's supposed to be worth seeing. Wbosgmu think you might
be back?'

It was Craig who answered. 'Depends on how lotekeas.'
'‘Well, I'll see you at dinner, if not before." Heunded quite cheerful about
it. 'I'm going to enjoy this break. The first oreel had in months! You two

don't know how lucky you are not to be tied dowmdotine.'

'Oh, | think we do," replied his brother levelind | agree; you may as well
take advantage of it while you can.'

'Meaning it's likely to be the last chance | g&ary guessed on a slightly
less buoyant note. 'Not just your say-so, though?i The last with a glance



in Rachel's direction. "You're not going to pulltire welcome mat on me,
are you, sweet aunt?’

'If you keep on calling me that, yes,' she saighirig he would leave her
out of it.

He put a hand over his heart in exaggerated stycéxiever again, on my
life!

Craig made no further comment. Debating an isstéoyaise was a waste
of time and effort, Rachel gathered from his shf@gnsidering the fact that
Gary was hardly going to be contemplating a regiglang and fro-ing, she
couldn't see the point in making an issue of ielerd now either. It would
be something to talk about at a later date, dfr bwn affairs were settled.

Wisely, Gary himself made no further referenceutniffe visits. Dashing in
pale blue trousers and gilet worn over a brightigpaed shirt, he came out to
wave the pair of them off when they left in the kkes at nine.

'As if he owned the place!" Craig observed drilging down the drive. 'I'd
as soon you didn't invite him to come again, if ylaun't mind.'

Rachel hesitated before voicing the question. "Whiyere such antagonism
between you two? | realise you're totally differentemperament, but so
are a lot of others."

‘There's only one person of importance in Gary,'licame the terse
response. 'The only time he ever bothers to coMatter is when he wants
something.'

'Does she contact him?'

'When she can. She leads a pretty busy life hérself

Rachel could imagine. Caroline didn't come acregb@adeeply caring type

either, for that matter. 'All the same,’ she mumaur'he is your only
brother.'



'‘And blood is supposed to be thicker than water® sHook his head.
'Doesn’'t mean a thing. You choose your friends$erbasis of mutual liking
and respect, so why should you feel bound to H@dsame regard for those
who've done nothing to merit it just because thegyden to be related? Gary
wouldn't turn a hair if | keeled over tomorrow. Nbat's wrong. Under
present circumstances, he'd expect to be nexhénftir a take-over." He
paused consideringly. ‘Come to think of it, | deattall any provision in the
will regarding the event of my death prior to oonleting the proviso.'

They were out on the lane now, and moving towanighBtone to take the
Shorwell to Newport road, sea and sky creatingagstt-lined horizon to
the right. 'l suppose,’ Rachel said carefullywduld be a matter for the
courts to decide. There are strict laws laid doanright of inheritance,
aren't there?'

'Yes, there are. And, as the sale ruling only comiesforce if we refuse to
carry out the condition, then | imagine there'dabgood chance of Gary's
being judged the rightful heir as the only survgyinndhurst by birth.’

Rachel turned her head to study the strongly dei$grofile. "You think he
might have worked that out for himself?"

'‘And be planning to bump me off?' Craig said witfaiat smile. 'We might
not be close, but let's not get paranoid! In arsec&e doesn't even know
about the condition.'

‘That's true.' She gave a little laugh. 'l didedlly consider it a possibility.
He just isn't the type.’

Craig gave her a suddenly narrowed glance. '"YauHikn, don't you?"
It was a difficult question to answer in the ciratances. She sought for
some adequate response. 'l can't totally dislikeesme | hardly know. He's

been nice enough to me so far.'

'‘Well, naturally. Any man would be.’



'l don't,’ she said, 'remember you being all thgiressed the first time we
met.'

'Oh, I was.' This time the smile was wider. 'Jastd¢ircumstances made it a
bit difficult to express. If I'd known then how férings were going to go
between us, | might have seen you in a differgit laltogether. You hardly
helped with that "keep-your-distance" attitude."'

'Self-defence,’ Rachel claimed. 'How do you thirfelt, knowing what |
was going to have to tell you—a total stranger?'

‘Not being a woman, it's hard to imagine," he afjyré&e have different
outlooks. All | felt when 1 knew was that my starsst be in the
ascendency. How many men get to acquire a beaybiuhg wife and a
fortune at one and the same time? If you expectetbrturn the offer down,
you were barking up the wrong tree.'

' didn't," she admitted. 'Not really. To be honést not sure what | hoped
for most. Keeping my word to Charles was importahtourse, but --'

'Let's forget about your word to Charles, shall vigraig's tone was steady,
his expression unrevealing. 'It's just the two ®how.'

Perhaps three, if the one night's indulgence provdthve positive results,
thought Rachel wryly. She would be glad when shemkfor sure.



CHAPTER NINE

THE catamaran crossing to Portsmouth proved bothaiagtcomfortable.
Combined with the proximity of the rail line on tmeainland, it made
commuting even to London a not too unreasonablpgsition, as Craig
observed.

Hardly the kind of thing he would be contemplatimgiself on a regular
basis, Rachel reflected on a sombre note. His gstic forays obviously
ranged far and wide. Only if his first novel reaibpk off might he consider
altering his lifestyle long term. She would jusvédo live in hope.

Obtaining a licence proved no problem at all. Itswaossible, Rachel
discovered, to purchase a combined certificate lmethce which would
enable a marriage to take place after only one @legking day. She wasn't
quite sure whether to be relieved or otherwise whieng made no attempt
to suggest that they took advantage of it.

'You can relax for at least the next three wedlessaid with faint irony on
emerging from the register office. 'The certificatn't be issued now until
notice of intent has been displayed for that lemgttime.’

Rachel cast a sharpened glance. "You mean our naithbg on display?"

'Only to anyone interested, which isn't likely te many people. That, in
case you'd forgotten, is why we're here in Portdgmmstead of Newport.'

‘No, I hadn't forgotten.' She made a wry gestujest can't bear the thought
of all the talk!

Craig shrugged. 'People will talk whenever it beesrkinown. Something
you're going to have to live with.'

Something she could manage to live with if only ld his love to support
her, came the disconsolating thought. Only she 'haaimd wasn't likely to
have, and must learn to accept that too.



They had lunch before taking the one p.m. sailiagkbto Ryde. With no
one available to drive the Mercedes, it was necgssa return to
Apperknowle before Craig could go and pick up thguar, arriving there
around two o'clock to find that Gary had appropdaboth Grayson and the
Rolls for his tour of the island.

‘Typical,' Craig asserted furiously. 'So bloodyitgh This settles it. He's
leaving as soon as he gets back!

"You can't just throw him out on his ear,’ Racheltg@sted. 'Not after | told
him he could stay. He obviously didn't think abgat needing transport.'
She paused, trying to find some appeasement. '¥old always call a taxi.'

'I'm damned if | willl' He gave her a hard looka$lit occurred to you that it
might beyouhe's looking to for a little financial help alotige way?'

She looked back at him in startled query. 'Why artrewould you think
that? He never even met me before yesterday!

'You think that would worry him? He's as capablerefognising a soft
touch as the next opportunist.'

Rachel stiffened. 'Thanks!

It wasn't meant as an insult.' His tone was muaditle. "You'd find it
difficult to refuse him if he put out the beggingvi.’

'Whereas you wouldn't, of course.' She was stilirsimg, and not about to
forgo retaliation. "You'd see him go down first,wan't you?'

The strong mouth twisted. 'If he were that clos@daury he'd hardly be
driving a Porsche still. With Gary it's all relati~always has been. He
considers himself entitled to a part in all thisgdavon't much care how he
gets it. The sooner you see through that surfaaentiof his the better!

'I'll reserve judgement until | have some proofhas intentions," Rachel
returned stubbornly. 'He had a point with that Caml Abel crack. You
really hate him, don't you?'



‘You've got it the wrong way round. Still--' withs&rug '—far be it from me
to influence your opinions.’

They were in the library. Rachel bit her lip asgoe up from the sofa where
he had thrown himself in disgust just a few mindtefore. She didn't want
to leave things like this.

'l realise | hardly know him," she said on a ragilomote, 'but, if it comes to
that, | don't know you all that well either." Shegistered the flick of an
eyebrow with rancour, and tagged on sharply, "haadly counts!

The sardonic tone increased. 'l was under the isspe we were talking in
biblical terms. We'll be getting to know each othevhole lot better in both
contexts over the next few weeks. You wouldn't wanjeopardise that
development, would you?'

It was Rachel's turn to effect a shrug, althougérghing in her cried out
against the pretence. 'l can't see how Gary's hengis going to make any
difference- especially as it will only be for a felays.'

'‘Given encouragement, he'll be here for as lonig takes,' came the hard
reply. 'l can't force you to see things my way, baan and will make life
pretty uncomfortable for him if he does stay onafl$ia promise!’

'Why?' she burst out. 'What did he do to make ywurdorgiving towards
him?"

"That,' he said, 'is between the two of us.'

'‘But he looks up to you,' Rachel insisted. 'Helyesmdmires you for escaping
the way you did.'

Craig's laugh was short. '"He might approve theoactive been bottom of
his Christmas list for too many years to leavetbatpinch of salt.' He made
a resigned gesture. 'T'll fetch the car tomorrostead.’

If I'd been able to drive, none of this would hawmattered,” Rachel
murmured, and saw his lips slant afresh.



‘It might have made things easier, true, but stluldn't have excused
Gary.' He studied her for a brief moment, his egpi@n undergoing an
indecipherable alteration. 'l fancy a swim," heamrced unexpectedly. 'In
the sea, for preference. Are you game?"

It will be cold,’ Rachel warned. 'l meagally cold!

'Only at first. The sun's warm enough.' There waallenge in the grey
gaze. 'Good for the circulation, anyway.'

‘All right." The agreement was out before she cdbidk about it, and,
having said it, she wasn't about to withdraw. Iy ease, it would be better if
Craig was out of the way when Gary finally return&ive minutes?'

'‘Make it ten," he said. 'I'll need to phone theagarand let them know the
change of plan. | don't want the Jag left out anftrecourt all night.’

Rachel left him to it, and went upstairs. Even wiie sun shining so
brightly, the thought of diving into the sea th&slg in the year sent a shiver
down her back. Too late now to start having secthmdights, she told
herself ruefully. If Craig could do it, she could do less.

She donned a one-piece strapless costume in biadkieguoise, and pulled

on a tracksuit over the top. With a rolled towetlenher arm, she went out
to find Craig just emerging from his room. He toasmvearing a tracksuit
and was carrying a towel. He viewed her with anresgion she found

difficult to assess.

'‘Great minds think alike," he observed. 'You loeknsporty!

'l feel very reluctant,’ she admitted. 'l don't knioow | allowed myself to be
talked into this!"

'All down to the Lindhurst silver tongue.' Craigdinated the way ahead.
'Let's go.'

It was still only a little after three when theyaoled the beach. At least the
water was calm, Rachel was thankful to see. Sleosit of the tracksuit



with a certain diffidence, very much aware of Caigmerging semi-

nudity. She had already taken up her hair in a gwmpony-tail. Seizing

the initiative, she ran down to the water's edge splashed through the
shallows to plunge straight in before the chill icoiake hold.

It was cold certainly, but not to the degree steedrticipated. Or perhaps it
was that her blood was already heated, she thostytking out in a crawl
scheduled to put rapid distance between her anch#imeshe had left behind
on the beach.

She had gone some considerable distance beforedam Ito overhaul her;
she could see him out of the corner of her eye vamenturned her head to
take in air, his powering arms flashing brilliarodlets as they scythed
through the gentle waves. Short of practice herséé was beginning to
feel the strain already. Too much effort too quickkhe judged. She would
have to turn back soon, like it or not.

The sudden cramping of muscle in her upper thigik ther totally by
surprise; she floundered, went under, and camepitiing salt-water and
panicking as the spasms tied her muscles into ag@nknots.

Hands fastened under her armpits, dragging hew bertback. 'Massage it,’
said Craig in her ear on a note so lacking in aléiat it calmed her

immediately. She obeyed the injunction, and fe#t gain ebbing at last.
Craig was still holding her, supporting her headiast his chest as he trod
water. She fought the urge to turn and cling to.him

'OK now?' he asked.

‘Yes, thanks.' Her voice sounded shaky to her 8drbe fine.'

‘Just take it easy,’ he advised. 'We're some whaYy ou

Something of an understatement, was Rachel'stficstght on seeing just
how far distant the shore was. Gingerly treadintgewahe pushed the wet
hair from her face with a hand that felt like lelidhad been stupid of her to

race out that way; she didn't need anyone to tgllthat. If she had been
alone, it might well have been her last swim.



'All you had to do was float on your back and mgeghe limb,' said Craig
without censure. He was watching her face assdgsi@an you cope, or
shall I tow you back?’

Rachel shook her head, too well aware of the effat would entail over
the distance involved. Craig was strong but he alss human.

Tl manage,' she said. 'The pain's gone now. Ttheduld also return, she
knew, but there was no point in dwelling on thegtlméity. With Craig there
to help, she'd get back all right. It was just gpio take time.

It took even longer than she had allowed for, nyds¢éicause Craig insisted
on her resting every few minutes. Her limbs felibbery when she at last
staggered out on to firm sand. She sank down twigither head drooped
over bent knees while she recovered her breath.

Craig sat down beside her. He was breathing féséernormal himself, but
was not distressed. Rachel could see the finednahnis thighs still sleeked
with water. She couldn't restrain herself from jggtout her hand to run a
fingertip down one taut rope of muscle.

He said something short and sharp under his breregh,rolled to take hold
of her, pushing her back into the sand as he kikseavith a passion that
evoked instant response. Rachel clung to him thesha had wanted to do
so badly out there, pressing herself against himvamton disregard of
anything and everything but the need of the momenirmuring frantic
little pleas she was scarcely aware of. She lokednhan, and she wanted
him, and there was nothing in the world that wasg®o keep them apart!

He peeled the swimsuit from her in one smooth nmotiossing it aside to
devour her with his eyes while he divested himegHis trunks with equal
dexterity. The tide was coming in, Rachel realisadily, feeling the run of
a wavelet up under her feet and calves, only ih'tiseem to matter right
now. She ran eager hands over him as he reare@ &leoyguiding him to
her, thrilling to the glorious sense of possessind of being possessed as
they slid together in that merger of mergers—anfgsif mind and matter, of
body and soul, of heaven and earth. The next waledrright under them,
but went unheeded as the wildness swept her awsgreThever had been,



never could be, a moment greater than this, watabethought before the
sky fell in on her.

Sense and sanity returned slowly but inexorably fHalisation that it was
still broad daylight and far from the privacy aretsrity of the bedroom
jerked Rachel into sudden appalled movement. Itomhsthe swiftness of
Craig's own reaction that kept her from scrambimber feet in panic at the
thought of being overlooked.

‘Too late," he murmured, holding her easily as shaygled against him.
‘There's no one else here but the two of us—un@gsount a few gulls.’
He dropped a light kiss on her mouth when she deldsagain, supporting
his weight on his forearms as he looked down atwitr the flame still
smouldering in his eyes. 'You're like two differgq@ople rolled into one!
Just lie still, will you, and give the inhibitiomsrest? You can't come on to a
man the way you just did and expect to simply wallay the moment it's
over.'

'l wasn't planning on walking," Rachel managed twsky note. 'Running,
perhaps.'

'Why?' he queried softly. "You don't exactly hateatwve do together.’

'It's not so much the "what" at the moment,’ shenawledged with an
attempt at humour, 'it's the place and time. | argét where we were.'

A smile touched his lips. 'Flattering!

'It wasn't meant that way,' she denied. The waterivas under her waist
now, her lower legs almost completely submerged.&ided pleadingly, 'If
you don't let me up we'll be swimming again soam!dovered in sand, and
it isn't very comfortable.’

'I'm coming to the same conclusion,' he agreegit\A but there you are. I'd
suggest we go back in for a rinse before we drgelues off.’

Rachel sat up as he moved away from her. It wde qdiculous, she knew,
to feel in any way self-conscious after what hagt paken place between



them, but she still found it difficult to rise tehfeet and accompany him
into the sea with any degree of aplomb.

She found it even more so when he took it upon éiirie rid her of the
clinging sand by scooping handfuls of water overdmulders and breasts.
She went right under in order to stop him, swimmawgay from him to
surface a few feet away and scramble for the coatipar safety of the
shore. Laughing, he followed her out, seizing agioand wrapping it about
her, then rubbing vigorously until she yelled iotest.

‘That'll teach you,' he said, though quite whatas supposed to teach her
Rachel wasn't at all sure.

Dried and dressed again—though both minus the wederthey had
forgotten to bring—they rinsed out their soiled swiear and wrapped
them in the damp towels. The afternoon was almasé gthe sun no longer
hot. Gary would most probably be back by the tiheytreached the house,
Rachel thought, and knew a swift reluctance tonwelved in the ruckus
that was sure to come when Craig laid eyes on him.

'Do you think we could forget the car business apénd a pleasant
evening?' she ventured on the way. 'l know Garylsimt have taken the
Rolls like that, but--'

'‘But it happened, and going on about it isn't géoghange anything,' Craig
broke in shortly. 'That is what you were going &y,dsn't it?"

'‘Something like that," she acknowledged. 'He'lijbee in a few days. I'd just
like things to stay reasonably peaceful while hieege, that's all. It's not so
much to ask, is it?'

Tall, lean and overpoweringly masculine in the kldcacksuit, Craig

inclined his head. 'Maybe not from my side. | caalich for Gary. All right,

so we forget about the car. How about that cantltéAner for two tonight?'
He glanced her way when she failed to answer imatelgi expression
hardening. 'Don't even consider letting my brotimatke a difference. He
can either go out himself, or eat on his own."



She had won one concession; it was too much to faypenother, Rachel
reflected. In any case, she didn't want to sayGary must make his own
choice.

‘All right, tonight,’ she agreed, and was rewardéti a brief but reassuring
smile.

‘That's more like it.'

More like what? she wondered—the kind of plianthraissive wife he
would prefer? If so, he was out of luck. Love hine snight, kowtow to him
she would not!

Without checking the courtyard, there was no tgllwhether or not the
Rolls had returned. Certainly, there was no sigrGafy when they got
indoors. In a house this size he could be anywhafresourse, Rachel
reflected on parting from Craig to shower and drés&re were no 'no go'
areas.

Standing under the warm running water, she alloexdhoughts to dwell
luxuriantly on the events of the past hour. MaKioxe with Craig was an
experience to end all experiences; she could navemillion years grow
tired of it—or of him either, for that matter. Onhow long would it be
before he grew bored witier?

Could one woman ever be enough for a man accustéméeedom of
choice? Without mutual love to hold them togetlteere seemed little
chance of a long and happy marriage.

Unless a child changed things. She ran experiméng@rs down over her
smooth abdomen, smiling wryly at her own flightfafcy. It was a hope to
cling to.

She found both brothers in the library when shetwlemvn. Judging from
Gary's cheerful greeting, Craig had kept his wdrdua the Rolls. He was
certainly congenial enough on the surface.



'l hear you're going out tonight," said the yourgan without appearing in
the least put out. '‘Dare | suspect romance initf?e a

"You can suspect anything you like," respondediosher levelly. ‘Do you
plan on eating here?’

Just for a moment there was a spark in the haesl. &/here else?’

'| already told Mrs Brantley you would be," putRachel hastily. She felt
bound to add, 'l hope you won't find it too longly.

Gary smiled and shrugged. 'l can always appeabte&h for company if |
get desperate.’

'She leaves at six,' said Craig, still without dpaof inflexion. 'And she has
a regular boyfriend.'

'What you really mean is "no dallying with the $tafGary's tone was light,
but the edge wasn't far off. 'Disappointing. Stee'little cracker! Still, |
always abide by the rules of the house. When dopjamni on starting work
on this book, did you say?'

‘Tomorrow.' Craig glanced in Rachel's directiofii. leed your help to get
the ideas down on paper. You may even be able ggesti names for a
couple of characters I'm stuck on.’

She sparkled, Gary forgotten for the moment. &ieelto try!"
'I'd hold out for a percentage of the royalties'tadvised the other man. He
sounded just a little caustic. 'Not that eitheyofi are going to be needing

the money.’

'What would you propose?' asked Craig with deceptsdm. 'Making the
rights over to you, maybe?'

The satire drew no more than a short laugh. 'aa@st wouldn't throw the
offer in your face!'



'I'm sure.’ Craig gave him back look for look. 'Orifinately, it's not one I'm
likely to be making.'

'Here's tea,' Rachel interposed with relief atrdide of the trolley outside
the door. 'It's a bit late for it, | know, but | wtsrsty.'

Whatever reply Gary had been about to make toléhsthtement he kept it
to himself, although the enmity in his eyes wasylar all to see. Craig had
been right, Rachel thought; the hatred was all Gadyst why he should
feel such bitterness was a question yet to be arswe

He was still upstairs in his room when they le& louse at seven-thirty. As
usual, Craig was doing the driving. Something wolb&lve to be done
eventually with both Grayson and the Rolls, Radeknowledged. She
couldn't see herself holding out for long againsti@s insistence that she
should learn to drive. It would make life easid¢re $iad to admit.

They went inland to a restaurant near Chillertorywwhich Craig had been
recommended by no less a personage than Mrs Byahdeself. An
excellent endorsement, they agreed after a mesaltisfy the most exacting
of tastes. Small and old and intimately lit, thebéence of the place was
pleasing too.

'Did you mean it about starting work tomorrow?' Relasked over coffee.

'‘Any reason why | shouldn't have meant it?' cowteCraig on a note that
brought her eyes up to his face, bronzed even dd®pé¢he flickering
candle-light.

'Well, no. Just that you seemed to be saying itenfior Gary's benefit than
because you were in any real tearing hurry to naagiart.'

"You keep bringing his name up,’ came the taut cemimiFeeling sorry for
him, by any chance?'

‘A certain sympathy, | suppose,' she admitted,sie@uto lie about it. 'If |
knew the reason why he feels the way he obvioustg @bout you, it might
help me to appreciate your views.'



'My version is bound to be one-sided,' Craig palnet after a moment's
silence. 'Gary sees things differently.” He pausedin, studying her

features as if in some doubt still of revealing toch. 'It started when he
was in his mid-teens," he said at length. 'l discest he was into drugs—not
just using them himself, but persuading othersetoimvolved too. To cut a

long story short, | gave him an ultimatum. Eithervoluntarily entered a

clinic to be dried out, and guaranteed to stayrgleal'd turn him in to the

authorities as a pusher. He chose the clinic.’

'‘But never forgave you for it." Rachel looked batkim steadily. 'Would
you have done—turned him in, | mean?"' .

'Yes.' The tone was unequivocal. 'Ruining his owaltlh was one thing,
dragging in other kids something else again. | kgptetty close eye on him
after he came out. If he'd stepped out of line pmste I'd have followed
through, and he knew it. It didn't endear me to.him

'l imagine not." Rachel reached across impulsit@liay her hand over his
where it rested on the table between them. 'Youlidright thing, Craig.
He had to be stopped. He might have been deadwyfryou hadn't done
what you did.'

'Or worse,' he agreed. 'Not that you'd ever gey @esee it like that. He's no
idiot, by any means, but, like a lot of otherswants everything handed to
him on a platter. For a couple of years or so leensel to be making good,
then the bottom fell out of it all and he was basksquare one, or near
enough. Whatever | offered him, it wouldn't be heas much as he
considers himself due, and I'm not prepared toremt® any kind of
long-term commitment. | wouldn't see him totallyndoand out, but that's
as far as it goes. If that comes across as haty,ta@bad.’

'It's understandable,’ Rachel responded hesitaatig, saw the grey eyes
take on a certain cynicism.

'‘But?'

She lifted her shoulders in wry acknowledgementa just thinking that it
might be easier all round to make over a sum safficto set him up in



some kind of business on the proviso that he dbksep coming back for
more.'

'It wouldn't work. He'd see it as a sign of wealsye®thing else. As | said
earlier, if he's so hard up he can sell the Poréochetarters. It's worth
around twenty thousand at market value. Then thére'flat.’

'But then he'd have nowhere to live.'

'So he'd have to find somewhere cheaper.' If thadebeen tolerance in his
voice at all, it was gone now. 'Whatever happedsnlt want you involved,
is that clear?'

'Oh, perfectly!” She snatched back her hand, mgstherself now. 'One
thing you seem to have forgotten, Craig, is thatherited the right to do
anything | choose with my share. If | wanted toegthe lot away, | don't
need your permission!

‘True." The lean features were austere. 'So dsking you not to get
involved. Does that salve your pride?’

The anger faded as swiftly as it had arisen, lea®achel depressedly
aware of having put a damper on the whole eveing.for what?

‘That was silly of me," she proffered. 'Of coursghan't get involved. He's
your brother.’

There was no immediate easing of tension. Craigirmoed to regard her
with that same cold appraisement for several secdmefore finally
inclining his head in a dismissive gesture.

'Let's forget it,' he said. 'Have some more coffee.

They managed to achieve some semblance of theaasraderie they had
enjoyed earlier, but it wasn't for real, Rachelwn&uch spats might well
become commonplace when they were married, beaaitdeger of them

was accustomed to making concessions. With Chtdmége had never been



any reason for disagreement. Their life together een harmonious to a
degree.

Oddly enough, she felt no sense of nostalgia far larmony. Craig might
lack the tolerant understanding and gentlemanitpdd# of his uncle, but he
had introduced her to heights she might never lkansvn without him.
Love came in many guises; she was only just beggthie appreciate that
fact. Her feelings for Charles had been on anqtleere altogether.

Driving back to Apperknowle through the dark androa country lanes,

she wondered if Craig would expect to spend thatriggether. After this

afternoon, it was hardly feasible to keep on ptotgs She wanted to be
with him. Every fibre in her thrilled to the thouglshe was sorry now that
she had been so adamantly against the immedia¢enoaly he had first

suggested. It didn't matter when, only what theyenaf it afterwards.

They would tie the knot as soon as the three wess up, she decided
there and then. Others could accept it or nothag those. Her mother
would have other things on her mind, anyway.

Gary was still up, and looking less than content&l his lot. He'd spent
the evening watching television, he said, for whatas worth. Rachel tried
to turn a deaf ear, but found it difficult to betiegly unsympathetic to his
cause. He was, after all, a Lindhurst by birth,akhivas more than she was
herself.

Perhaps recognising the symptoms, Craig made od &ffjoin her for the
night. He took his leave of her at her bedroom deitin a kiss that left a
whole lot to be desired. Sulking wasn't the wordescribe his attitude, she
thought unhappily. Deliberated restraint was cloffene was out to teach
her that crossing him didn't pay, he was succeedndy it wasn't going to
make her any more amenable either.



CHAPTER TEN

TRUE to his word, Craig indicated that he was readpegin work on his
synopsis right after breakfast. Gary, he said, doob doubt find
entertainment of some kind.

With the study door closed against human intrusemg the windows
opened on fresh sweet air, he seemed in no grehttouget down to it,
tapping a pencil lightly on the desk-edge as heceatemplating the far
wall.

Rachel waited without speaking. The desk she hadl erself when
Charles was alive was set at right angles, witheapensive electric
typewriter in central position. Charles hadn't helith word processors,
much to her relief. This particular machine was atd@ of making
alterations with the minimum of fuss and no visielédence, which was all
that was really needed. She flexed her fingergadiness for the flow of
ideas to be drafted into notes from which the sgieogpf the novel would be
formulated.

The ringing of the telephone brought instinctivel @ammediate action. She
had the receiver in her hand before Craig had moseadnuscle.
‘Apperknowle?’

'Oh, Rachel,' said her mother, 'I'm just ringingagmind you about the craft
fair on Saturday. You will be coming, | hope?'

'Of course.' Shéad forgotten, but wasn't about to admit it. 'l alwales
What time?'

"The usual—nine o'clockish for a ten o'clock opgnifill be setting out the
stall the night before, so it will just be a cadehelping out with the
ticketing and selling." Laura paused. 'Do you thiirkig might want to lend
a hand? It gets quite hectic, as you know.’

'I've no idea," Rachel replied, conscious of thiejestt under discussion's
eyes on her. '"Hang on a minute.' She covered thehpiece with her hand.



'Mom wants to know if you'd be interested in hefpout at the craft fair on
Saturday? You don't have to feel obligated.’

Dark brows lifted. 'I'm sure. Tell her yes, I'd eppy to.'
She hesitated before saying cautiously, "What aGauny?'
"What about him? Hopefully, he'll be gone by then.’
‘But if he isn't?’

Impatience clouded his expression. 'I'm not hispkeeHe's capable of
looking after himself.'

Resignedly, she took her hand from the mouthpidde. says he'd be
delighted.’

'Oh, how nice of him!" Laura was obviously delight®o. 'It's time he
started meeting people.’

Rachel hadn't thought of it that way, but her mothas right; it had to
happen some time. Perhaps when people realisedkivitabf man Craig
was, they would make more allowances for the spégdwhich the two of
them had apparently become close.

And pigs might fly, come the cynical rider.
'I'll have to go now, Mom,' she said. 'We're sugao® be working.'

'On the book? Oh, lord, you should have told meblagise to Craig for
me, will you?'

Replacing the receiver, Rachel passed on the nmeskagdly surprised
when he shrugged it off.

'‘We were hardly what you'd call going strong. Tl yeu the truth, I'm
finding difficulty in getting started all." Smile rueful, he tapped his
forehead. 'It's all in here, but dictating it i® foroblem.’



'So why don't you write everything out in longhardyour own, and let me
type it up later?' she suggested. 'My sitting heagting like this must be
very off- putting.'

He looked at her for a moment without answeringjaeadable expression
in his eyes. 'What will you do with yourself meanief’

'What I've done for the last six months, | suppadee said. ‘Not a lot. | can
take another few days of it without running amokwrustration.’

'With Gary for company?'

Rachel stiffened, sentient to the nuances in tlsemation. 'Do | take that
the way it sounds?"

‘That would depend,’ he said, ‘'on how you thougsbunded.'

‘As if you didn't trust me to be alone with him famy length of time," she
flashed. 'As if the two of us were going to gangagginst you the moment
your back was turned! You said yesterday that yetewt paranoid about
him, but I think you are. You can't allow him orexleeming feature, can
you?'

The skin around the firm mouth had paled from tlesgure brought to bear.
He made no move, just sat there looking at heamowed reflection. 'Oh, |
can. He's a regular charmer when he needs to lskyduire the ideal target.
He already has you softened up for the kill. | megnat | said last night,
Rachel. | don't want you involving yourself in mgniily problems. Your
hands are tied, anyway, until we fulfil the ternfishe will.'

'In which case, you don't have anything to worrgwtbdo you?' She was
gathering herself as she spoke, too incensed httitisde to stay and listen
to any more. 'I'll make my own mind up about yotwtber, thank you. So
far as I'm concerned, he's here as a guest atredtl him that way!

She took care to close the door quietly on her egyinstead of slamming
it the way every instinct in her prompted her to Mo way would she allow
him to know how deeply he had hurt her. For heoffer Gary money



would be tantamount to kicking him in the face. &fight have intimated
such action in temper last night, but she hadrasacted in no mean terms.
Obviously her word meant little.

She hadn't intended going looking for Gary, butthesi did she intend
avoiding him. Coming across him in the drawing-roonhere he was
perusing the morning newspapers in desultory fastsioe closed her mind
to Craig's warnings and treated the younger mawtarm smile.

'How would you feel about running me to NewportiZ asked on impulse.
'It would save taking the Rolls.’

'It would save me from utter boredom too," he ceséel, returning the
smile. 'l thought you and Craig were working allmmag?’

"Writer's block," she said glibly. 'l left him to If you're not against walking
round a few shops with me first, we could have humctown. | know a very
good little place.’

The surprise was swiftly cancelled, replaced byifyed approval. 'l could
never say no to a beautiful woman! Let's go.'

Rachel laughed, holding up a staying hand. 'Givearfew minutes to
change.’

'Don't,’ he said. 'You're perfect as you are.’

‘A regular charmer when he needs to be' came theéswo her inner ear, but
she resolutely shut them out. 'And you're a boattdter," she told him
lightly. 'I'll see you outside in ten minutes.’

She found time, while she changed her trousersshimtifor a lightweight
wool suit in beige and cream, to question the wisdaf deliberately
flouting Craig this way, but what he had said sélikled too much to make
her consider withdrawing the invitation. Gary woblel her brother-in-law
when she married Craig; that surely meant somethingarmed nothing
and no one at least to be friendly towards him.



He had brought the Porsche round to the front waenwent down. Her
freedom to choose notwithstanding, she was glatthieastudy was on the
far side of the house. Craig would only discovegirttabsence when he
emerged for lunch. The fact that she would havéate his no doubt
scathing critique when they returned was neithee hor there at the
moment. She was doing, and would continue to doowa thing.

Gary drove the sports car far too fast for heretalsie was flamboyant in
everything he did, she realised— like a little &hyowing off, in many
ways. His rakish good looks and ready wit brougisistants flocking in all
the shops they visited. He even picked out a cooptiresses he declared
were just her, and insisted she try them on.

Shorter by inches than she was accustomed to vgeana daring in style,

they certainly made her look different, Rachel tmddmit, but she wasn't
sure if it was a difference she really liked. Itsaanly to satisfy him that she
finally bought one of them, along with the kneegthred leather boots that
went with it.

'Fashion accessories,' he said when she laughprgtested the need for
such items with summer coming on. ‘Nothing to dthwihe weather. You

should come up to town some time to see the faddgene at its best.' He
added easily, 'In fact, why not soon? | could sgyou around. I'd like that.

We could have a really good time together.'

In what context? Rachel wondered. She shook het, ires kept the smile
going. ‘A nice idea, but I'm afraid I'll be tied.up

They were in the restaurant she had chosen, anosalmished with the
meal. Gary gave her a thoughtful look.

"Tied up with what?"
'Oh..." lifting her shoulders .. .just things.'

But Gary wasn't about to leave it at that. 'Suéh¥asu were only telling me
a few minutes ago how empty your life had beenes{Dbarles died."



Rachel bit her lip, aware of having talked hergglh a corner. In a way, she
supposed she had been preparing him for the nawshk was to marry his
brother, although she hadn't intended to impantfull as yet. On the other
hand, wherwouldthe time be right?

‘There's something you should know," she saidy'@ml have to promise to
keep it to yourself.'

He made an exaggerated gesture, crossing his l@arny honour!'
She wasn't quite sure how to say it. In the encetivas only one way, and
that was straight out. 'Charles decreed that Cxady | have to marry in

order to inherit the estate. He wanted the nanbetcarried on.'

Gary looked totally blank. 'You mean,’ he said $jovhat you neither of
you gets anything if you don't comply?'

'Craig doesn't. I'm financially secure whatevergeys. The main thing is,
Apperknowle would go under the hammer.'

'‘And you'd marry him just to keep a house?'

She flushed. 'Itisn't just a house, it's a piddasiory! | don't want to see it
turned into a holiday centre!’

‘There's worse things.' His face revealed a cdrdfiemotions. 'As you said,
you don't suffer financially whatever.’

‘There's more to life than money,' she retortedafly case, I'd be robbing
your brother of his inheritance.'

'‘And, being the kind of person you are, you canfigoyourself to do that.'
Gary studied her in some be- musement. ‘I domikthiever met anyone
quite that magnanimous before!”

The flush deepened. Telling him how she felt alfonatig, when the latter
himself didn't know, was obviously out of the quest It was a secret that



would remain locked in her heart, unless there easre a time when those
feelings were returned.

'It's the only answer," she said. 'l promised Gsarl
'He actually mentioned Craig by name?'

'Yes.' She knew what he was getting at, but crmggbre it. 'Apparently he
saw him as the right man to carry on the line.'

'‘Well, bully for Craig!" The bitterness was undiggd. 'l hope you realise
what kind of life you'll have witthim for a husband? He never heard of
equality— in any sphere! Look how he's already dopeu in to help with
this book he's supposed to be writing. Why cantimeg someone in from
outside?' He gave her no time to form a replytéll you why! Because he's
too damned tight to pay anyone. Always has beargyd will be, no matter
how much he has!

His voice had risen, drawing curious glances fraarhy tables. Rachel put
down her spoon with fingers that felt suddenlyfstifthink I'd like to get
back.'

Gary got a hold on himself with obvious effort. Bleeen managed to look
shamefaced. 'Sorry about that. It's been buildm@ long time. You don't
know the half of what I've put up with over the gsa

"It isn't really my business,' she said uncomfdytabm sorry too, Gary, but
| can't start taking sides.' She made a pretengkan€ing at her watch. 'And
it really is time we got back. | never meant toolo this long.’

His mouth was a thin straight line. "You see? Igetsyou jumping through
hoops already. You'd do better to forget about pgemand go for what's
yours!'

If she hadn't been head over heels in love withgCslne might well have
agreed with him, Rachel thought hollowly. Good lh@r or not, however,
she couldn't give him up.



The drive back to Apperknowle was accomplished speed and with a
lack of care that had her heart in her mouth mbea tonce. She tried
remonstrating, but received no response. From ¢hefsGary's jaw, and
general air of hostility, she gathered that frigndélations had been
withdrawn. There was little enough she could douabtb Only Craig

himself could make the move to straighten things and he was adamant.

He wasn't in evidence when they reached the hdten asked, Mrs

Brantley advised that he had asked for lunch torbaght to the study, and,
so far as she knew, he was in there still. Whiclamhe¢here was a faint
chance, Rachel thought, that he wouldn't know sheé Ibeen out. She
regretted asking Gary to go with her in the firice, and even more so
telling him about the terms of the will. Craig wdude furious if he found

out, although, as he'd been the one to let his enathon the act, he had
little room to complain.

Gary had disappeared. To where, she neither knewerg much cared at
the moment. She went to get out of the beige suitiato something a little
more casual, briefly considered popping into thelgtto see how it was
going, then rejected the idea on the grounds thatduld hardly welcome
any interruption.

With more than an hour to go before tea, she taesttle down to finish the
novel she hadn't opened since Craig's return froamdbn, but the words
failed to grip her. Eventually, she gave it up ament through to the
drawing-room to open up the grand piano. She wadriliant pianist, but
Charles had always liked to hear her play. Sherbega with one of his
favourites—the waltz fronSleeping Beauty.

It must have been ten or even fifteen minutes kat&rshe looked up to see
Craig standing in the doorway. He was still weatimg same grey trousers
and shirt he had had on that morning, she notbérafingers faltered on the
keys and came to a halt.

'I'm sorry,' she said. 'Did | disturb you?'

He shook his head. 'l was enjoying it. | didn'tlisssayou played.'



'I'm badly out of practice,’ she deprecated.ttiesfirst time since Charles--'
She broke off, a wry little smile touching her lif@uite some time, anyway.
Do you play yourself?'

'‘No," he admitted. He had come over to the piand veas standing with an
elbow resting lightly on the frame, face relaxddnéver got round to
learning an instrument, more's the pity. You nersalise what you're
missing until it's too late.'

"You could always start now," she said.

He laughed. 'l don't see myself struggling withlssat my age. I'm happy
enough to sit back and listen. Do carry on.'

'l think I've had enough for the time being." Rdatlesed down the lid
again with care, and added steadily, 'How did 'go

‘Not bad." His tone was casual. "You were right&laiting things down in
longhand. I'll be ready to start the synopsis prapeorrow. Sorry about
sticking with it through lunch. | found it diffictto stop once | got started.’

From the sound of it, he was unaware of her deserta state of affairs
unlikely to last long once Gary put in an appeaeasbe realised. She was
about to tell him when the latter walked into tbem.

'l thought | heard music," he remarked. 'Recitarois it?'

'For today,' Rachel confirmed. There was no wagarfveying to him her
wish to have their excursion kept a secret; nannfthe look still in his
eyes, would he have responded to it if there wiBoth Craig and herself
were probably right off his Christmas list now.

'Did you see the dress we bought this morning?y Gaked Craig with
smiling deliberation. ‘More of a wide belt, | sugeoyou could call it, but,
with legs like Rachel's, why hide them?"

The pause seemed to stretch forever. Rachel fdreesklf to meet the
steely gaze. 'Gary drove me into Newport to do sshmgping, as you



didn't need me,’ she said, and knew her voice gavaway. 'l thought Mrs
Brantley would have told you when she brought ionjanch.’

'She didn't.' The words were clipped. 'l didn'lissayou were into minis!"

I'm not, was what she wanted to say, but tryingxplain her reasons for
buying the dress, when she hardly understood themnsel, was out of the
guestion. 'l fancied a change,' she said instéad. been stuck in a rut
fashion-wise for far too long.' She got up jerKkilgm the piano-stool, cross
with herself for feeling guilt where none was dué.must be almost
teatime.'

'It's only half-past three," Gary supplied. His exgsion was bland. 'l think |
might go for a swim. Double congratulations, by thay, Craig. | hear

there's a wedding in the offing.'

There was silence in the room after he had gorag@ras the first to break
it. 'l was under the impression,' he said tauthgt'you didn't want anyone
else to know.'

"You told your mother,' Rachel returned on a dafensote.

'‘But you haven't told yours yet. Don't you think le@titlement is greater
than my brother's?'

She spread her hands in a helpless gesture.tlt.psme out.'

'Oh, sure! The kind of thing that just slips intoaversation by accident!'
'‘Well, it did!" She sought refuge in an anger of ben. 'What difference
does it make, in any case? We both know the reastye marrying at all is

to get what each of us wants. The rest is incidénta

'Is it?" There was a dangerous spark in his eyes's'see justhow
incidental!"

Hemmed in by the heavy stool at her rear, she bagthance to avoid him as
he reached for her. Dragging her from the piancsviaeng her up into his



arms to carry her over to the nearest sofa and leon to the cushions.
Rachel struggled wildly as he pinned her down viatdth hands on her
shoulders, but it was like fighting a tank. His rttoan hers was ruthless in
its demanding, unremitting pressure, his tonguevarl forcing her lips to
part and let him in, penetrating her defences ustlscorching exploration.

And somehow she was answering that demand withobmer own, not
even caring where they were, only aware of the tturaus pounding in her
ears, of the rage in her heart and the urgencygohéed.

Her blouse was open to the waist, his hand at te&sh She gasped at the
urgency of his caresses, yet she didn't wantstdp. The anger in him was
a spur to emotions hitherto untapped. She wantee taken forcefully, by
sheer brute strength—to be subdued by this malosad to hate. When he
pulled back it was like a slap in the face. Shdatouly lie there looking at
him with eyes as dark as night.

'So tell me now that it doesn't mean anything ta,ybe invited harshly.
"Tell me you don't like what | do to you!

'Craig.' His name came out low and husky. 'Donthieway.'

There was no melting of the ice in his eyes. 'Whigly would you expect
me to be? You made a statement, | just refutdtiwe have nothing else,
we have this!

Rachel winced as his thumb roughly stroked overlagdened nipple, not
in pain so much as an aching sense of loss. YetdooNd she lose what she
had never had? He hadn't at any time made ouhitid¢elings for her ran

any deeper.

"It isn't going to be enough,’ she whispered.

'It's sufficient for the purpose,’ he returned lhartilaybe already has been.
We'll go through with it regardless. As you saltittway we both get what
we want. The rest we can call a bonus. Imagine winaght have been like
if you'd found me physically repulsive? Come takhof it, whatwouldyou
have done in those circumstances?'



‘A promise is a promise,' Rachel forced out throsigffi lips. 'I'd have kept
my word to Charles in the end, come what may.’

‘A point of honour?' Craig's tone seared. 'Theieerto end all sacrifices!
He really cared about you, didn't he?'

'Yes, he did!" She was in no position to beg furtlegaliation, but neither
was she about to allow him to get away with the sluthe man she had
loved so dearly if so differently. 'He cared in aywyou couldn't even begin
to appreciate—and he trusted me to keep faitivedbimthe way I'll never
love any other man!'

The skin looked stretched over the hard male clmeddy all expression
wiped away. 'Just so long as we both know wherstased.'

Rachel remained where she was as he rose abropltlis tfeet. She felt
frozen inside. | didn't mean it, she wanted to ay;what was the use? She
had already said far too much.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE day passed somehow. Craig didn't put in an appearat dinner. He
had said he was going out, Mrs Brantley advisedrnwdmked, obviously
taken aback that Rachel wasn't aware of it.

'Secrets already?' suggested Gary with surprisilitfiy malice. 'Hardly a
good foundation.’

'We're not married yet,' Rachel pointed out, detiegch not to let him see
her upset by the desertion. 'Even when we are| stdll be individuals,
perfectly entitled to do what we feel like doingtie added levelly, 'Talking
of secrets, | asked you to keep what | told yoydorself.'

'l didn't realise it applied to Craig too,' he said a note of apology she
found disconcerting. 'l guess he was none too pteaser your letting me
in on the act?"'

'‘No, he wasn't." She toyed with her soup-spoonemai how to take this
change in attitude. 'lt's a very awkward situatiohnd was that the
understatement of the year! she thought depressedly

A moment or two passed before Gary made any fudtetribution. "There
could,' he observed, 'be an alternative to marrdreyg.'

‘There is,' she agreed. 'l already told you, it mselareaking my word to
Charles.'

"You might not have to do that either.’

Rachel stared at him. 'l don't think | understand.’

'It's simple enough. | telephoned a lawyer friehchine earlier, and put the
whole thing to him. He thinks there may be a chahaea court would rule

it's only the actual Lindhurst name that's the m$slerequirement. Well, I'm
a Lindhurst too.'



He couldn't be serious, Rachel thought dazedligatt to be his idea of a
joke! Only it wasn't; she could see that from hipression. He meant every
word.

'l don't know where you got the impression thagkwooking for a way out
of marrying your brother," she managed with realslenealm, 'but you're
guite wrong. He's Charles's choice.’

'All Charles wanted was for the name to be camietiGary argued. 'I'm as
capable as Craig is of fathering a son and heir—druk willing to let you
have complete charge." He was leaning forward actios table, eager,
persuasive, wholly accustomed to getting his owy wigh the female sex.
'We make a good- looking couple. Life could be feal together. | know
you're attracted to me the same way | am to youbdik of us felt it the
moment we clapped eyes on each other. It's whydydo't want me to
leave, isn't itAsn'tit?' he insisted.

Rachel scarcely knew whether to laugh or cry; eitffewhich reactions
would be verging on hysteria. She took a grip aiséléwith every ounce of
self-control she could conjure.

‘The only reason | asked you to stay," she saak bvecause | felt some sense
of obligation. If I'd realised you were going tdkeait as some kind of
avowal, I'd have let Craig have his way. I'm noany way attracted to you
as a man, Gary, so you can put that idea rightobybur head. | want a
husband | can respect and rely on.’

'‘And you think you'll get that with Craig?' The lisome features were
handsome no longer. "You really believe he's gtorggick around this place
once he's tied everything up?'

'Until he's finished this novel he's writing, yeshe replied. 'After that, it's
entirely up to him.'

‘That Goody Two Shoes act of yours is just a venselt it?' he sneered.
'‘Underneath, you're just as calculating as he is!"



'If you want to see it that way.' Rachel was naathre end of her tether. 'l
think it might be a good thing if you left, Garyhd ferries are still running.
You could be home by midnight at the pace you drive

"You'renot throwing me out!" he retorted savagely. 'Gksawas my uncle. |
have a right to be here!’

Trembling, and trying not to show it, she said khic'Perhaps you'd rather
wait until Craig gets back and hears your propostil doubt if he'll find it
amusing.'

For a lengthy moment he glared at her with venomsreyes, then he threw
down his napkin with an expletive that shook hidt.go," he gritted, 'but
you haven't heard the last of this. I'm takingitourt, do you hear? I'll fight
the two of you every inch of the way!

Rachel sat in stunned and quivering silence atoneed from the room. He
didn't have a leg to stand on, that part of herdnsitill rational enough to
reason at all told her; but then, she was no lawgeaig would have to be
told, of course. This wasn't something she coukkiidy keep to herself. If
he'd been here none of it would have happened.

Not tonight, perhaps, came the thought, but soonkater Gary would have
presented his ridiculous notion. He was everythibgaig had said:
interested only in furthering his own ends.

Mrs Brantley brought in the pot-roast. She lookerpssed to see Rachel
sitting there alone at the table.

'Will Mr Lindhurst be long, do you think?' she adkactfully. 'l can always
take his back to keep hot until he's ready.’

'He has to leave,' Rachel told her. 'Somethingpedpup that he has to deal
with back home.’

There had been no telephone calls during the @gble of hours, which
made nonsense of the excuse, but the housekeappted it at face value.



‘A shame he didn't have time to finish his mehk' said, 'but | dare say he'll
get something on the ferry.'

She served some of the meat on to a ready-warma flom the
dinner-wagon, and brought it across to exchander ithe soup dish still
containing a couple of inches of liquid. Vegetatleeens were placed on
the table within easy reach, and the lids remoweedRbchel to help herself
from the contents.

With food the last thing on her mind, she took emspul from each dish and
made a show of picking up her knife and fork. Omhen Mrs Brantley had
gone from the room did she lay them down againt fgezing numbly at her
plate, wondering if she couldn't have handled thibetter.

The sound of a car engine some minutes later btdweghhead upright. Not
the Mercedes returning, she judged, but the Porkdngng. Craig had
forgotten to go and pick up the Jaguar, she thougtlevantly. He must
have been really immersed in his work! Where he m@s, she couldn't
begin to guess. All she did know was that she whhie desperately to be
here with her.

It was gone midnight when he finally put in an aga@ce. Rachel had
waited in the library for the sound of the car. 8@t out to the hall on the
opening of the outer door.

Wearing the mid-grey suit he had worn that vergtfevening, he looked
every inch a man of stature and style. His expoesas he glanced at her
was remote.

‘There was no need to wait up,' he said, closimbl@cking the door behind
him. 'I'm as security-conscious as needs be.'

'‘Gary's gone,' she told him, unable to find anyepthay of broaching the
subject. 'He left almost four hours ago."'

The dark brows came together. 'Why?"



'‘Because | told him to." Rachel drew in a long st&hdying breath. 'He has
some crazy idea that he can take over from yoegetée if he challenges
the will in court. He couldn't, could he?'

'‘Not unless he's come up with some way of provirag Charles was of
unsound mind when he drafted it— and even themitldvprobably be you
who'd benefit.'" Craig sounded remarkably mattefacf-about it. 'l gather
you didn't fancy the idea yourself?’

'Of course | didn't!" She was stung by the intimatthat she might have
even considered it. 'l could no more--' She brdkecatching her lower lip
between her teeth as his mouth took on a slant.

'He doesn't make you feel the way | make you feel?'

'No one makes me feel the way you make me feed.'c®hld say that with
truth. She paused, searching his face for someasigncouragement; then,
finding none, but she continued anyway, 'Craig,ualdbis morning... |
didn't set out with the intention of telling Garyeeything. | didn't even
intend asking him to take me to Newport. It justappened.’

'‘Because you were furious with me for laying dowa kaw, and needed to
show me where to get off.' His tone was unrelentifilgat's about the sum
of it, isn't it?"'

Rachel nodded unhappily. ‘It was stupid of me. Morght about Gary. He
doesn't care about anyone or anything except nurober If | learned
nothing else today, | learned that much.'

‘That's something." He looked at her as if waitfog more, lifting his
shoulders in a brief shrug when she stayed silérithat's it, I'm going to
bed.'

'‘Can | come with you?' The words were out before whs conscious of
forming the thought. She flushed hotly as he tudpack to study her with a
sardonically lifted brow, but stood her ground. a$ you said earlier, this is
all we have, then hadn't we better make the moig?'of



For a moment she was afraid he was going to turndben, then he
shrugged again and inclined his head. "Why not?'

Accompanying him up the stairs, she found time tder at her own
temerity. The Rachel of a couple of weeks ago woeler have dreamed of
offering herself in such a manner.

Not even that much, in fact, she realised, couniackwards. Taking into
account Craig's trip to London, they had spent gesten days in total
together. Seven days, seven years—what differeidcié miake? She loved
him. That was all she cared about.

Whatever he might be lacking in deeper emotion, lbi@making left
nothing to be desired. Time and time again he drobgr to the brink,
holding her there with a practised technique tlaatmer moaning for release
before finally and devastatingly claiming her fas bwn.

He was in charge, and letting her know it, and séeelled in the
knowledge. Love her or not, she was his for alktim

Later, lying with her head on his chest and his heavy across her waist
and hip, she said softly, 'Whedl& you go tonight, Craig?"

He made no reply for a moment, although he didmiear to resent the
guestion. When he did speak, it was levelly. 'lktgour mother out to
dinner.’

'Mom?' Rachel lifted her head to look at him, uedabl read his expression
in the darkness. 'Why?'

'l thought it was time she knew the truth.' The atmfted upwards as she
stiffened, holding her down. 'There's every chahe¢ my mother will tell
her, anyway, when she goes up to town next weeky Want everything
she's done, and more to come. She got the newaftaisoon.’

'She might have phoned to tell me first.' The biiit was there in her voice.

'She didn't think you were all that interested.’



‘That's not true!
‘Then it's up to you to convince her.'

'l will." Rachel subsided again, stifling furtheogests. 'How did she take it?
About.. .us, | mean?"

'Surprisingly well, considering.' There was an ysepted hint of humour.
'She said you could do a lot worse.’

'She thinks more of you than she thought of Chattes.'

'I'm younger than Charles." The humour had dissghatWould you like
more proof of that?'

"You don't have to prove anything," Rachel assargdhuskily. 'I'd hardly
compare the two of you. You've given me somethihgr@s couldn't.'He
went very still. "You can't possibly know that yet.

'l can sense it." She sighed. 'I'm sorry now thaiwin't get the short-term
licence.'

‘Three weeks isn't that long to wait." He sounddd. o'm not sure your
mother's going to think this such a good idea.'

'l don't suppose she will." Rachel wasn't yet whsllire howshefelt about
it, just certain that she was right. 'Like everyeifse, she'll have to accept it.’
'For Charles,’ Craig said with irony. 'Duty doré# turned her on her side,
sliding an arm about her waist in an embrace thektdd warmth. 'Go to
sleep.’

She did sleep eventually, but not until long alfterbreathing had deepened
and the securing arm relaxed. Mentioning Charledl iad been a mistake,
and one she wouldn't be making again. No more tapkiack from this
point on.



The craft fair on Saturday was held in a school hahed over for the

purpose. With exhibitors from the mainland alsarighpart, the stalls were
close-packed, even expanding into a couple of @omsi Regardless of the
weather, which had broken the day before, or perhagrause of it,

attendance was excellent. Almost from the momeatthors were opened
at ten o'clock on the dot, the place was swarmitly people.

Not all had come to buy, of course, as Laura pdimgt. For some it was
simply a way of spending a rainy Saturday mornindar cover looking at
interesting and beautiful things. Refreshments wemesale from the
kitchens, with one of the nearby classrooms tuingzla temporary diner.
Very well-organised, Craig had commented earliervoewing the set-up.
A credit to the event's committee.

He appeared to be enjoying himself, Rachel thoughtching him sell a

large and garrulous Birmingham woman one of herherd exquisite

needle-point cushion-covers. Where the latter badd time and energy to
write in addition to everything else she did waidilt to imagine. Rachel

doubted if she could fit as much into life.

Congratulating her mother on the acceptance oiioek, Rachel had been
unable to refrain from questioning the lack of ret credited to herself.
Just the way it had seemed, her mother had answexedl- sensitivity on

her own part, perhaps. It just went to show hotlelibne really knew of

what went on in the minds of those even nearestiaatkst.

'l still can't pretend to understand your wantiogriarry a man as old as
Charles,' she added candidly. 'And | certainlytcaoridone what he did in
extracting that promise from you. You're lucky tizatig turned out to be
the kind of man he is.’

The kind of man she still wasn't sure of, Rachel tedlected wryly. It was
only at night, lying in his arms in the four-posbesd, that she could forget
the limitations of their relationship. Having typedt the twelve- page
synopsis he had already delivered, she could vwedieve that the novel
which would grow from it would prove a winner. Theestion was whether
having done it once he would be interested in daimgther—or would he



feel the urge to return to foreign fields? To lbs®, even for a few weeks or
months, would be devastating.

Lindsay and Keith showed up mid-afternoon. They Hasr pretty and

lively little daughter with them. Rachel was endeaihby her—the more so
because she had this inner certainty that the €said) had planted had
already taken root. Unlike many men unaccustomedghitdren, Craig

himself showed no self- consciousness in greetery ¢gmining Lindsay's
obvious approval.

'l see you got the Jag back,' commented Keith witleceptively guileless
look in his eyes. 'You do realise your tax disdug for renewal the end of
the month?'

Craig grinned, recognising the dig for what it wasd answering in like
vein, 'Well spotted, Officer! A credit to the Folddis glance went to Laura,
at present standing idly by, waiting for the newstomer. 'Would you be
OK for a few minutes if we all went off for tea aacdun?'

'Of course,' she assured him. 'You've both beewartof strength!’

"Two into one doesn't go,' he told her, tonguezheek.

'‘Depends on the context,’ she answered. 'Enjoytgauiall of you.'

With the crowds beginning to dwindle, they managedecure an empty
table for the four of them. Gemma sat on her m&tHap, eyes lighting up
on sight of the ice-cream cornet Craig brought baitk the tray of tea and

biscuits.

'No sticky buns left, I'm afraid,’ he announcedre¢fglly. 'It's been years
since | last sampled one!

'I'll make you some myself,' Rachel promised lightThough you'll have to
wait for Mrs Johnston's day off. She hates me mgsagp her kitchen.'



‘It must be nice to just order up what you fancy rfiweals, though,' said
Lindsay a little wistfully. ‘'Standing over a hobge three times a day isn't
exactly my idea of heaven.'

‘That's a hint for a new microwave," observed Keittih mock resignation.
'I'm practised at picking up the vibes.’

His wife laughed. 'Practised at dodging the isyoa,mean!'

Listening to the banter, watching the two facesnging at Gemma still
happily spreading the ice-cream around her faceh®&new a very real
envy. This was the kind of family life she wanteat herself, but was
unlikely ever to have. It wasn't the venue thatteratl so much as the depth
of feeling involved. For Craig there was no dejthly desire.

It was Craig himself, however, who issued the BN to come out to
Apperknowle the following day, on learning that #eivas off-duty the
whole weekend.

'‘According to the forecast, it's going to fine ugaen by morning,' he said.
'We could take a picnic down on the beach.’

'‘Gemma would like that." Lindsay sounded surpribed not averse.
‘That's settled, then,’ Rachel confirmed. "'Tomoritoa:'

She and Craig eventually left for home at six-thigfter helping her mother
pack up what was left of her wares. The latter hagng dinner with the

friend who was going to be looking after Merlin‘av@ while she was in

London. Rachel had a feeling that the shop migi# hatake a back seat for
a while, but no doubt her mother would work it oBhe was, it seemed,
capable of anything.

'It was nice of you to ask Lin and Keith over,' Slagd in the car.

‘They're a nice couple,’ Craig replied easily. '®arature than most their
age.'



Rachel gave him a sharp glance. 'Such as me?"

He laughed. 'Since when were you a couple? Noiattareaning intended
anyway. You're mature enough when you need to be.’

Rachel wasn't so sure. There had been times tsisyagek or two when she
had been less than adult in her reactions.

'If what you think turns out to be true,’ he congd, 'I'll need to do some
research into fatherhood. Keith seems to havesitypwell taped.'

"You intend being around quite a bit, then?' slkedsarefully, and felt his
eyes swing her way.

'‘Does the thought disconcert you?"

"You said that first day that being stuck on aansl the size of this one for
any length of time would bore you out of your mirghe reminded him.
‘The book probably won't take you longer than a fieenths.’

'Hopefully.' His tone was non-committal. 'We'll jusve to see, won't we?'

No! she thought in sudden and emphatic rejectidre &uldn't take that
kind of uncertainty any longer.

'I'd rather have some idea of where we stand \eitjard to the future,' she
said before she could lose courage. 'If you intggeidg back into journalism
after this book is out of your system, then | wianknow.'

It was a moment or two before he replied. Wheniteitlwas on a note of
constraint. 'What exactly would it mean to you didl go away again?'

Rachel swallowed on the dryness in her throatréigit question called for
a straight answer, but she wasn't sure she wag &qgitaTo tell him she
didn't want him to leave her was tantamount to askedging that her
feelings went a whole lot deeper than his.



And yet was pride so important to her when it caigiet down to it? Wasn't

the fact that she was probably going to have hld ebason enough to want
him with her? The love might be one-sided as yett jtididn't have to stay

that way. What was needed was time.

'Everything,’ she admitted. 'l don't think | coblelar it. Especially knowing
what happened to you last time.'

They were through Godshill and heading in the dioacof Chale Green.
Craig brought the car to a stop at the roadside santched off the engine
before turning to search her face with an intendiigt brought sudden
warmth flooding into her heart.

'Does that mean what | think it means—what | hapedans?' he asked.

Rachel managed a smile. 'If you're asking me awe lyou, the answer is
yes.'

‘Thank God for that!" He was smiling himself nowma coming out to draw
her close. 'l was beginning to think | might havemplayed my hand.'

Still not wholly sure of what her senses werenellher, Rachel said softly,
'l don't understand.’

'l was afraid your feelings for me were limitedth@ physical.’

‘That does have some bearing." She studied theféatmres with slowly
increasing certainty and happiness. 'Didn't yoandtit to have?'

'Of course. | set out to waken you up to what yalsdiously been missing
with Charles." He put his fingers to her lips as stade to speak, shaking his
head. 'All right, so you really loved him. I'm peepd to accept that, as far
as it goes. It still doesn't alter the fact thati'donever experienced full
arousal.'

'Until you came along and showed me what it waaladlut,' she supplied. 'l
suppose you're right, but it wasn't Charles's fault



'We won't argue about that." His hand moved tossaleer cheek with a
touch so gentle that it made her ache. The greg &ere warm and
luminous. 'l arrived on the island expecting soneecompletely different.
One look at you, and | was sunk.'

Rachel said huskily, 'You didn't make it obvious.’

'l wouldn't let myself believe it initially. All @ng I'd been convinced you
were out for what you could get from a man you keag dying. Having
met you, and realised that it was unlikely, otlaatérs took over. The very
thought of you and him--' He broke off, shruggingyly. 'It didn't make
things any better when | saw the will. Especidilg tvay you accepted it all.
| made a vow there and then to jolt you out of @.make you see the whole
thing as something more than just a duty to beoped. Insisting on the
marriage taking place right away was probably dakes but | couldn't just
sit back and wait for six months. There was thenchathat you might
change your mind.’

'In which case you'd have lost everything.'

The momentary doubt was swiftly dispelled by thakla his eyes. 'Do you
really think the money is so important to me?' &iel soughly. 'I've got by
fine up to now, and I'd go on doing it whatevewdnted to tie things up
because | was afraid of losiggu,not the damned inheritance!’

It was Rachel's turn to put fingers to lips, thise in apology. 'I'm sorry,
Craig. It's just...’

'It's just the way Charles set things up,' he fiad for her as her voice
trailed away. 'lI've no means of proving what | aggrt from withdrawing
from the arrangement altogether. All you have iswoyd on how | feel
about you.' He paused, gaze piercing her soul agpeed her face between
both his hands. 'And this...'

If there had been any faint doubt remaining, trss lbanished it forever.
Rachel had never known such loving tenderness, dapth of emotion.
She answered in kind, winding her arms about hek e a burst of pure



flooding ecstasy. There had never been, nor evetdMee again, another
man like Craig. Not for her!

'l believe you,' she whispered against his lipgedlly do, Craig!

"You'd better." His voice was gruff. '"And while weeabout it, | should tell
you I've given up journalism. One of the thingsetled while | was out
there in the desert was that if | ever regainednegdom I'd call it a day and
concentrate on novel-writing instead. I've useangst of my luck over the
last ten years or so. | don't intend tempting ptemce too far. Anyway," he
added on a softer note, 'l've got something to Istage for now.'

Rachel's whole face was lit like a Christmas-tiga.so glad! | dreaded the
thought of you going back to that life. This booll Wwe a success. | know it
will!'

Craig smiled. 'If not this one, then maybe anotfiée thing is to keep on
trying. I'll hardly be starving in a garret whilenldoing it.'

‘No, you'll be living at Apperknowle with your wifend children,’ she said
happily.

'Plural?’ he queried with humorous inflexion. t$iat looking rather a long
way ahead?'

'Why not?' she asked. 'We're going to be togettheng long time.’

'‘Amen to that,' he said, and kissed her again,titme with a passion that
threatened to take over. His breathing was unsteduiyn he at last raised
his head, his eyes fired by desire. 'So let's getehand start laying the
foundations.'

It was barely gone seven, Rachel thought fleetiaglye fired the ignition,
but she didn't care either. There was no time lonitove.



