


THE ONLY ONE

Penny Jordan



Love has no price

Brooke Beauclere was under no illusions. To Adamdéeson she was an
object of fleeting desire--upper class, stunnindgigautiful, elusively
tantalizing--a suitable conquest for an over-cagritdnale with a fortune at
his disposal.

Oh, how she longed to teach him a lesson for l@yant assumption that
she could be purchased--at any price! Why, he wanare feeling than the
high-society snobs who'd once humiliated him farworking-class roots.

Against all reason, Brooke was attracted to him rmmeing from the time
when she might reveal her love and risk losing Adampletely.



CHAPTER ONE

SHE hadn't wanted to come to this party, and now shatwas here, it was
proving every bit as dreadful as she had envisdgeshke thought, almost
instantly mocking herself for the immaturity of thkought. She was
twenty-six for heaven's sake, not sixteen. A wriyngce firmed the soft
contours of her full mouth and across the width tké generously
proportioned drawing room a man engaged in contiersawvith his
companion caught the faint movement and watched diate grey eyes
narrowing assessingly.

She had always known she wouldn't be able to kddis Meade, Brooke
acknowledged, absently twirling her wine glass tsy stem, her glance
drifting over the view afforded by the drawing-rooamindow. The view

outside was as familiar to her as her own featwsks;knew exactly how
many tall lime trees went to make up the lined @ltivat led from the front
gates to the front of the house, just as she kivenyench of the grounds in
which they stood. Abbot's Meade had been in herlyasince the fifteenth

century and her uncle had been the last male Mieétde

Ancestor worship was always something she hadlyaiespised, but there
was something sad, almost painfully so, about ltatoncome face to face
with the fact that they had reached the end ofran e

Even during her uncle's lifetime there had beenffitgent funds to keep
the estate going. Bits had gradually been soldaoéf eventually even the
house itself had had to be mortgaged, and nowhiratincle was gone, as
her solicitor had said, there was nothing to baggifrom hanging on any
longer. And she had agreed with him. Even so e \Bas unaware of the
faintly sardonic twist to her mouth as she glanmaad the room, or that
her contempt had been withessed. The house hatuallgrbeen sold to a
large corporation who intended to turn it into tHe2adquarters. This party
was being thrown to celebrate their new acquisitBnooke hadn't wanted
to attend, even though she had been invited, baot Beockbank, her
solicitor, had persuaded her. 'Don't forget, yowang to be living
practically on their doorstep,’ he had reminded hErere's no point in
antagonising them, Brooke.'



That much was true. Although the house, the Dowerdd in which she had
lived as a child with her parents, and the parklaad been sold, she had
retained the rights to the small cottage just leyghtes which had once been
the lodgekeeper's home. The cottage had its owdegand its own-gate on
to the main road which made her independent ofntlhen house, but it
would be difficult to remember that she no longadtihe right to walk
through that small garden into the main park, csaddle up a horse from
the stable and ride through it, as she had dotieipast. Mentally mocking
herself Brooke studied the occupants of the rodm#he main, business-
suited men with matching wives, they all exhibitdte same glossy
success-orientated sheen; all except one man. krgvarooke fought not
to let her glance slide away as her own scruting vesurned, a thousand
times more assessingly.

Whoever he was this man plainly wasn't afraid ofifing conventions.

Tall, with carefully schooled black hair that loakas though it preferred to
be unruly he had a face that suggested it mighe heen carved out of
granite—or marble, Brooke corrected herself notiidigp a small shock of
surprise, the almost too-perfect symmetry of bamekflesh as she caught a
glimpse of his profile. Without the hard musclegsgth his dinner suit did
little to conceal he might almost have béeagood looking she reflected,
too engrossed in her own thoughts and conclusmasdid the sudden trap
of steely grey eyes as they meshed with hers altHes an unwilling
prisoner.

Years ago Brooke had learned to be skilled in amgidunwanted
confrontations with the opposite sex. At five feeh with a mane of dark
red hair, long long legs and a well curved bodywhs used to dealing with
a variety of unwanted come-ons from over-assertnades, including the
accusation that by returning their scrutiny she wgdicitly inviting their
advances.

By some odd meshing of fate Brooke had inheritetcheo mother's pretty,
fair, Meade looks, nor her father's darker Frenadesp but those of a
long-ago Scots ancestor, which had resulted inex@eltic bone structure
to match her red hair and golden-green eyes.



As a teenager she had been gawky and too thin;hadealso been

reasonably popular with her own sex, but in heg teens when she had
flowered into womanhood she had discovered thapbpularity decreased
in direct ratio to her blossoming femininity.

"You're becoming too sexy,' one girl had told Hanby when she had asked
why she was no longer included in invitations. 'Yeujust too much
competition for the rest of us, Brooke.’

It had been shortly after that that her parenteweéled in a freak car ferry
accident—eight years ago now, and in those eighitsyshe had learned to
wear her unwanted mantle of 'sexiness' as bestalid.

Grim humour etched a smile across her face. 'Sekyenly they
knew—nher sexual experience was limited to the tgefamblings she had
indulged in until loneliness had driven her inta peotective shell. Why
was she feeling so sorry for herself, she derigddif mockingly. She was
celibate by choice, not circumstance. There had pkmty of opportunities
for her to indulge herself in sexual adventuringsl khe wanted to do so,
but a certain fastidiousness made her hold baakw&isn't foolish enough
to believe in the myth of love and the perfect ane only—that was for
adolescents; nor had she any moral reservations;fetteperfectly free to
indulge in as many sexual encounters as they wisisbé only needed to
think of the many married men of her acquaintanke nad approached her
for dates if she needed proof of that—so why shotidomen? No, it was
something other than that that held her aloof; sbimg that had been born
about the same time as she lost her friends andl hlear mother saying
almost reverently, '‘Brooke, you're going to bertiast stunningly beautiful
woman...'

Physical beauty was all very well in its way, buthad its drawbacks.
Unacknowledged, but lying at the back of her mimds the knowledge that
she wanted a man who would look beyond the facatierdbeauty; a man
who would want to knovher ... not just her face and figure.

She glanced down at her glass. Her wine had rualoog with her patience
with this party. She grimaced faintly again. Tinfe svas making a move.



Sam, her solicitor, had been disapproving becabnsevanted to know so
little about the people buying Abbot's Meade, amellsadn't had the energy
to explain to him that the less she knew the masy & was to shut herself
off from the pain of losing the place. As alway®&ke was half-amused by
her own intensity of feeling, the logical, Frenatiesof her nature mocking
her sentimentality about a few acres of land ahduse that common sense
said she could never hope to hold on to or presssvieshould be preserved.
During the last few years of his life she had hélparse her uncle and had
lived here at Abbot's Meade with him, giving up tsecretarial job in
London.

The late autumn afternoon was fast fading into d&¢le had every excuse
to leave. It was a half- mile walk down to her agt; she had no car, and the
drive wasn't illuminated. That would soon be chahghe reflected grimly.
The new owners planned to put in lighting; perhtdpes/'d cut down the
limes to make way for the lamp posts, was her sacdthought as she
started to make her way with lazy ease towardsdtdwe. With luck Sam
wouldn't notice she had gone until it was too l&ienost a head taller than
the majority of the other women in the room, hdotad black suit a perfect
foil for her red hair Brooke was unaware of how mpairs of eyes charted
her progress, many of them with envy; some of thetin sexual appraisal,
and one pair in particular with sharp curiosity.

'‘Adam, you aren't listening to me....'

Dark eyebrows rose as Adam Henderson turned towasdsompanion,

cold grey eyes masking his thoughts. 'Sorry Bik'apologised, ‘'my mind
was on other things." A cool glance in the directaf the tall redhead
heading for the door made Bill Edwards frown. Asdheof Henderson
Industries, Adam had no equal; he had built upehipire from the most
humble of beginnings; his father had died when ks @& child and his
mother had worked as a cleaner to support and eelbhga, and Bill, who

was ex- Eton and the Guards, had nothing but adioniréor him; but he

knew that look in Adam's eyes and his heart sarftlemMAdam embarked on
the chase and inevitable capture of some haplesthareof the female sex
it always resulted in a sudden charge of energy lgfathe rest of his

executive staff drained and exhausted.



The last time Bill had seen him look like that Hsgen in New York. Adam
had ended up adding a developing maintenance cgntpahis building
empire and yet another scalp to his belt.

'Who is she?' Adam asked him softly, not bothetmmgvaste any time on
pointless preliminaries. All his life he had seengeal and worked
punishingly towards it, once reaching it abandonimgpursuit in favour of
something else, and at thirty-six he didn't see ighould change now.

'‘Brooke Beauclere, you bought this place from HgiH.told him dryly. He
made it his business to always have these sodaté fat his finger-tips—
that was how he kept his job as one of the higha&ist executive directors in
the country. If there was one thing Adam would nolerate it was
complacent, sloppy staff. That was why his compam®n so many
prestigious building contracts; why he could nowkpand choose those
contracts; because any architect who worked aldegsi Henderson
company knew that the specifications would be lfatfi right down to the
last nail. And Adam believed in maintaining thamsaquality throughout
every aspect of his business.

'l did?' The dark eyebrows lifted again. 'She diidsok too pleased about
it. How much did we pay?'

‘Just under half a million, but the place was hgawortgaged, and | believe
she's donated most of the rest of the money ttota children's hospital.’

'‘Ah, one of the old brigade; an old name, a crungbinansion and a set of
values her ancestors would have laughed to scoris—pthce was never
acquired through genteel manners and do-gooditstsl. with that face
and body she can always raise another half a mifiperhaps more.'

The cynical comment was too much in keeping with iwss's nature for
Bill to question it. One of that same 'old brigadelam had just derided, he
knew when to keep his mouth closed. While it wolilde entirely true to
say that Adam had a chip on his shoulder, thereamaawareness in him
that in some circles he was accepted very muchutberance because of his
working-class origins* and Bill knew that it goadieien.



Perhaps it had something to do with the fact tisabtother had worked as a
cleaner in the

Manor House of the small Yorkshire village whereaAdhad grown up. He
certainly kept his feelings on the subject well dad, but there were
occasions, like now, when he allowed them to setfd&ill had a vivid
memory of his own interview with Adam and the ldttdaintly derogatory
remarks about ex-public schoolboys playing theiy Waough life. When
he had explained that an uncle had paid for his&thn, Adam had altered
his attitude slightly.

'What does she do?' Adam asked without taking yes eff her tall, fluid
body.

‘Nothing, she nursed her uncle up until his deatl, before that apparently
worked in the city as a secretary.’

'Umm ... was she a good one?'

'So it seems. She's fluent in several foreign lagge—especially French.
Her father was French.'

On her way to the door Brooke had been stoppedéebysalicitor, who
insisted on appropriating another glass of warntewvine for her.

'Surely you're not leaving already Brooke?' he dampd. 'l wanted to talk
to you about this donation to the hospital.'

'Sam, I'm not going to change my mind," she toid positively. 'They need
that money far more than | do. I've got the Lodgk¢ persisted, when he
would, have interrupted, 'and | have the abilitg&on my own living. What
more do | need?'

‘A job," he told her wryly. 'My dear girl, have ytliought yet? Where are
you going to find a job round here? Abbot's Meada small country town,
there's nothing here for a woman like you....'



'‘Apart from my roots,’ she reminded him equally riGam, when are you
going to accept that | don't want a glamorous Hifgh I'm quite content to
stay here...."

'Maybe now," he agreed, 'but what about in fivegdame? Surely you don't
intend to stay single all your life?'

'‘And London is a better hunting ground for husb&hdlse mocked him. 'Or
perhaps you were thinking that if | didn't make dlomation to the hospital |
could buy myself one, after all it wouldn't be fhist time that had happened
in this family; an old name in exchange for new eyh

Someone else claimed his attention and as she edatobr solicitor turn
away Brooke eyed a nearby rubber plant and thekebbdistastefully into
her glass of unappealing wine, unaware that shebeiag observed.

She had just finished pouring the contents of leggynto the peat when she
saw him.

At close quarters he was even more magnetisinghbdrad seemed across
the width of the room. Slate grey eyes appraisedhwrightfully, the smile
that touched his mouth a combination of insolerweé experience. She
disliked him on sight, Brooke acknowledged, represthe small shiver of
response quivering through her—an unusual rea¢tioher, and one she
was careful to conceal from him, like a quarry serdy scenting its hunter.

'Why did you do that?' He gestured towards her gngpdss, his smile
assured and knowing— knowing the effect his paldicbrand of intense
masculinity must have on her sex, Brooke thoughtedly studying him.
Perhaps it was time someone gave his massive ¢glb. &miling with
saccharine sweetness she responded. 'I'm a ref@lcwblic forbidden to
touch spirits or wine.'

For a moment he seemed taken aback and then amusglinged in the
depths of his eyes, no longer cold, but warmly $laraus, their expression
flashing warning signals to Brooke's brain.



'Umm ... and what could drive a beautiful womare jou to seek refuge in
drink, I wonder?'

'Oh, all the usual things," Brooke responded nasblut most particularly
men who look at me as though they're sizing meoughieir next meal.’

‘That frightens you?' If anything he looked everrenamused.

Brooke snapped her teeth together and spoke thittvegh. 'No, it offends
me—ijust as it would offend you if the boot weretba other foot." When he
continued to look amused, she added coolly. 'l sa& that you aren't
convinced, but believe me if you had to fend ofegvmember of the
female sex who found you attractive and who thotiggit that gave her the
right to make a play for you, you'd soon realise luffensive it can be.’

'Really? I've always found a simple "No thanks"feetty adequate.’ He
flashed white teeth in a faintly cruel smile, ando@ke found herself
wondering cattily who had done his dental workt iizasn't for that slight
chip in one of them she might almost have belieey had been falsely
enamelled.

‘ThenI'm saying "No thanks" to you right now," she told hietklessly,
suddenly searingly angry without really knowing wdhe should be.

She glanced over her shoulder, half expecting ¢oaseirate wife bearing
down on them. Why was it that women always acauitigeir erring

husbands of the blame? She had received more fiastg from her own
sex than she could count, and if they had but knibvaer interest in their
dull husbands had been less than nil.

'‘Are you now?' The deep voice was unexpectedly, sbfboting warning
flares along Brooke's nerve endings. 'l wasn't awlait you'd been asked.’

There were several responses she could have maeleo8ld have pointed
out that the way he was looking at her was inatagnough, but she was
too stunned to speak, and he used his initiatilentlessly watching her
colour change and deepen as she fought againgtdwing anger.



'When you're angry your eyes change from greenotd,'ghe remarked
softly. 'Did you know that? What are you doing eMou look as out of
place as a goldfish in a village pond.’

'If that was meant to be a compliment you can kgeghe told him crisply,
spoiling it by adding, ‘anyway in Japan goldfishinleabit the village pond.’

'‘And women know their rightful place,” he tormentbdr, 'so what
conclusions are we to draw from that?'

'l haven't the faintest idea." Her expression wadainfully uninterested.

She glanced at her watch, a twenty-first presemhfher uncle and bought
in the days before she discovered the state dirtaacial affairs. It was a

gold Piaget and she treasured it more becausedgiven it to her than

because of its value.

The grey eyes watching her had suddenly darkefeshifig storm signals
that startled her. 'A present from a grateful aénfir

His voice was taunting, his expression one shefamdiar with on male
faces. So he thought the watch had been giverrtmyeelover; well let him.

Pinning a false smile to her lips she respondedycd®f course.... And
now if you'll excuse me....'

"You're leaving? Why?'

His arrogance infuriated her afresh. What businésss was it if she chose
to leave?

'‘Because I'm bored,’ she told him sweetly.

‘The company not good enough for you? Perhaps ibeiteanyone here
wealthy enough to supply you with another of theske®fingers circled her
wrist just below her watch, stroking the fragilenles, sensitising her flesh in
a way that Brooke couldn't believe possible. She toen between wanting
to tug her wrist away, and giving way to the mejteensation of pleasure
spreading up her arm, making her finger-tips tinglee intensity of her



response startled her to the point of not being &btorrelate her thoughts,
and the rough drawl of his voice broke the physim@ll momentarily

binding her to him as he continued mockingly, 'Bat sure they'd be

willing to give you other if less valuable baubiegeturn for some of your
time. .. .

'Only my time?' Inwardly Brooke was seething, b &id it well, as she
had grown used to doing.

'Or perhaps you're playing for higher stakes,sthi¢ drawl continued. 'One
large item is so much more worthwhile than sevelnabper ones, and easier
to earn,' he added cynically.

It wasn't the first time Brooke had come up agasash an attitude, and she
doubted that it would be the last. By some trickabé the delineation of her
facial features was such that she possessed a eslons) almost sensual
quality that men automatically assumed meant tinat was sexually

available. That, in a way, she could understand exwdise, but what she
couldn't forgive was their immediate reaction theihg available meant she
could be bought—and by the highest bidder. This maeemed was no

different from the rest, and despite the fact tietacked the smooth polish
of many of the other men in the room with him, hd possess all the

discreet trappings of wealth. Brooke's mouth tighte He was an arrogant,
over-confident male who seemed to think he coudd feach out and take
whatever he wanted from life. Perhaps it was tiomenne taught him a
lesson.

'‘Meaning?' Brooke queried, mentally holding herakine

'Meaning,' came the audacious response, 'tham laposition to provide the
one large item." A lazy smile accompanied the ligspoken words, his
expression saying that this conversation was reafliyecessary, as the
result was already a foregone conclusion. For onenemt Brooke was
tempted to blast him with the full force of her #Wrabut caution, and a
searing need to humiliate him as he had just hateti her, intervened.
How dare he imagine that she was his simply foibtingng; that she would
ever dream of agreeing to the sort of sordid barbaihad just suggested?
Her quick brain agilely sifting through their comsation, Brooke thought



she had found a way to make sure he would neven &mzk at a woman
with the same contemptuous confidence with whicth&e just smiled at
her.

'Which do you prefer,’ she was asked as she reohaitent, ‘cash or kind?"'
When she turned shocked gold eyes towards cold gress, Adam
shrugged and said easily, 'l do prefer to get thaseying details sorted out
beforehand, don't you? It makes life easier alhtbu

"You prefer paying for your sex?' Brooke asked Hiardly able to believe
she was having this conversation.

The broad dinner-suited shoulders shrugged. 'lebeliin an honest
exchange of commodities— yes, and women alwaysdhteen to pay in
one way or the other don't they?' He added lessaldly, 'It's just that the
majority of them prefer their payment in emotionain—far more

damaging to the pocket in the long run.'

'Meaning?' Again Brooke put the brief question.

'Meaning that I'm not in the market for emotiomalolvement," Adam told
her coolly. 'l always like to make that clear rigfum the start.’

'Very wise of you, I'm sure." Brooke hid her suspriunder a veil of

indifference. From his attitude she wasn't thetfirsoman he had

approached in this way, by a long chalk. How haadthers reacted? Or
was this the first time he had mistaken his quaBngbke wasn't blind to the
fault of her sex; there were women, and she kneamtplof them, who

would be quite happy to accept his offer—providihgvas more prettily

packaged to be sure, and yet one look at him had befficient for her to

know that he possessed a sexual magnetism thatéewen would be able
to resist, and that they would want him for himsdtine.

'So, do we have a bargain?'
Caution warned her to refuse—to stop the game vshiestill could, but a

deep inner burning anger overruled caution andh&@ed herself saying
calmly, 'Yes, | believe we do.’



'So ... tonight, then?'

He didn't waste much time, Brooke reflected, colegdner consternation.
'Very well, tonight. | live in the Lodge at the eafithe drive.'

'l be there at ten.'

No pretence of wining and dining her first, Broakated, one half of her
applauding his cynical down-to-earth attitude whihe other half was
horrified, cringing away from the implications aslcomment. Obviously
he was a man well used to getting what he wantetdidmight she was
going to blast a hole into that immense self-canehich she told herself a
little fancifully was going to be not just a blowarfherself, but for the whole
of womankind—or at least that part of it young atttactive enough to
catch the eye of Mr—=2 She frowned, realising that she didn't even know
his name, subduing the hysterical bubbles of |largiging up inside her, at
the thought that she had verbally committed hetseffoing to bed with a
man whose name she didn't even know, and who didow hers.

'I'm Brooke Beauclere by the way,' she introducedsdlf, rectifying the
omission.

'‘Adam Henderson.' He watched her carefully, butreade no response to
the name, which was unfamiliar to her. Nor did Ferao shake her hand,
instead, sliding his grip from her wrist to her Halifting it palm upwards to

his mouth and placing his lips against it. The hrofhis tongue against her
palm made her jump in surprise, a thousand tinyenendings pulsing into

life as his lips moved down to her fingers, nibgliarotically at her skin.

When he finally released her hand she felt hottasatientated. No one had
ever made her feel like that before, but as shieguierself together she
reminded herself that practice makes perfect, &adl no doubt he had
learned long, long ago, just how to make a womapaesive to him. He

certainly didn't look the type of man who would egphis partner to lie

back and think of England, and he must want somgtiar his money other

than an unresponsively receptive body, Brooke thoagnically.

'Until tonight..."



He let her go and watched her walk out of the dBoooke was acutely
conscious of his eyes on her back, and only rehligeen she got outside
that she had been holding her breath.

A brisk walk down the drive to her lodge did muchréstore her normal
equilibrium, and by the time she reached the Lodige was mentally
berating herself for her stupidity. It must haveh¢he wine, was her only
excuse, but as she had drunk only the one glagasita feeble one. Never
one to deceive herself for long as she openeddbeahd braced herself to
receive the enthusiastic embrace of her uncle'shafghound Brooke
acknowledged that it was the man himself who h&etedd her, infuriating
her to the point where she felt compelled to gheedantagonism she had felt
towards him an actual physical life.

'Down Balsebar,” she commanded the dog, grinningh@sdropped

pathetically to her feet. Balsebar was a dog oitpesand slightly eccentric

character; a true ham who loved playing to his eck. Right now he was
doing a sterling impression of a down-trodden anstreated innocent—a
picture to tear at the heart of sweet old ladied amocent children.

Remembering his many escapades Brooke was uningpless

Black with golden paws and chest, his eyes cowddrmglwith a wickedness
that made him look almost devilish, but apart frois eccentric nature he
was a first-rate guard dog. He also had an avergothe male sex,
excluding only her uncle, and Brooke grinned againis possible reception
of Adam Henderson. For some reason, despite atiétermined efforts to
stop him, Balsebar slept on the floor at the botwinher bed—nothing
could shift him from his chosen spot, and his ndmaaction to any unwary
male entering the Lodge was so craftily and clgverbrked out that the
victim rarely knew what was happening to him untias far too late. Not
for Balsebar the reaction of other, less Machisgaeldogs—the frenzied
barking or the doggy sulks. Every encounter invajvBalsebar was a
triumph of tactics and canine intelligence overdfissen human victim.

There had been the man who was allergic to dog héliose lap he had
insisted on sitting on; there had been the one kddannounced that he
knew exactly the right way to handle recalcitraogs—no one was quite
sure how it happened, but one moment he had beemanding Balsebar



to 'sit’, the next, for some reason the dog's ¢lad/caught in the zip of his
trousers as Balsebar leapt up in direct disobediembis command and the
poor man had been left standing in her uncle's idgawoom with his
trousers round his ankles and his rather stunriiiygesl boxer undershorts
on display to the world.

There had been countless others who had retreatidarder, and Brooke
wondered idly as she prepared his meal how Balsebaitd deal with
Adam Henderson. She also wondered how Adam woaltt rehen she told
him she had changed her mind and that no matterexpensively he paid
her she wouldn't go to bed with him. Now that shd Feft the party the
tension which had led her to betraying her antagoniowards him had
gone and in its stead was the uneasy knowledgd¢hatas not a man who
would take kindly to being duped. Her hand brustimeddog's head and he
glanced up at her in mute enquiry. At least shddcoely on Balsebar to
defend her honour she thought wryly, even if she weapable of doing so
herself.



CHAPTER TWO

By the time the grandfather clock in the small liviogm struck quarter to
ten Brooke was an aching mass of too tense nemimgs) one moment
mentally berating herself for her stupidity, thettelling herself that it was
time that someone cut Adam Henderson down to size.

She had changed out of the suit she had worn tooitigail party—an outfit
left over from the days when she had worked aceets®my in an upmarket
advertising agency and had had to dress accordifidigse days she
thought herself fortunate if she was able to bugdlé a decent skirt and
blouse, never mind blowing half a month's salaryanrexpensive cocktalil
outfit. Glancing through her wardrobe she had dssenl most of its
contents as unsuitable almost instantly—they wafieey clothes', geared
to executive lunches and board meetings. The oglssddhe possessed was
equally unsuitable, which left her normal uniforfijeans and a sweater or
the pleated skirt and jumper she had worn whenimgitdncle James—he
had hated the sight of women in trousers, and sgeonthink that her soft
heathery skirt and its toning cashmere jumpers Wereight sort of thing
for her to wear, and knowing how ill he really wslse had purposely
dressed to please him.

What did women normally wear in these circumstab¢ésr mind switched
irresistibly to glamorous black silk negliges hdyawtimmed with lace; but
somehow she couldn'timagine Adam Henderson beipgassed by such a
garment, even had she possessed one.

In the end she compromised with a plain black skirl a pretty cream
angora jumper with some self-embroidered detail th@ boat-shaped
neckline. She was still wearing the sheer silk latigs she had worn
beneath her suit and she left these on, slippindd® into a pair of lower
heeled shoes.

Ready by nine thirty, she had spent the intervefiitegen minutes prowling
restlessly round the small living room, much todgdlar's annoyance.

Fifteen minutes later when the imperious rap on dhiefashioned door
knocker heralded Adam'’s arrival, Balsebar did astpther, less intelligent



canines were wont to do, burst into a volley ofkbag. Instead he slid
silently from his perch on the chair he had adoptetis and padded silently
behind Brooke as she headed for the door.

The rooms in the Lodge were small, especially wb@mpared with both
Abbot's Meade and the Dower House that went wjthut that surely did
not account completely for the sense of suffocasio@ experienced when
Adam stepped into the tiny hall, Brooke thoughtalinéessly.

Like her he had changed, switching the formalithisfdinner suit for a pair
of dark trousers in fine mohair and a white silkrtslopen at the throat
beneath a grey leather blouson jacket.

'Very prompt." He congratulated her as she closeddbor behind her.
Unlike his clothes his manner was anything but agguis grey eyes moving
over her with a gleam she recognised from her aayking at Harrods
during the New Year sale. Stepping hastily away shenoned into
Balsebar who signalled his disapproval with an uving howl.

Having seen the effect of this peculiarly nerveatsring sound on the
unsuspecting before, Brooke was a little surpriseske Adam's grin.

'Let that be a warning to you," he murmured asdlevied her into the
sitting room, it isn't always wise to step toochan a member of my sex.'

'Sometimes it's unavoidable,” Brooke snapped baehingy thoroughly
unnerved, 'you will get underfoot.'

'What a strange attitude in a lovely lady. | thoutdpat was where you loved
having us—right under your dainty heels.’

'It appears to me that you have a very jaundiceav\of the relationship
between the sexes,’ Brooke told him, indicatingtdd of sherry and asking
if he would like a glass.

After briefly scrutinising the label he nodded hiesad. 'Full marks,' he told
her accepting the glass she handed him. 'For seas®mn that escapes me,
the majority of your sex seems to prefer a revgltirsweet version of what



is really a most pleasant drink. Perhaps they thirdinforces the sweetness
inherent in their natures.'

'Or perhaps they think that your sex prefer puresyo something a little
more astringent,’ Brooke retaliated. A little tor l®irprise amusement
tugged at the corners of his mouth. He was, sHesedaon a small start of
shock, the most compellingly attractive man shedaget met, and not just
on a physical level.

'Well," he drawled in the soft way she was beconfamgjliar with, when he
had finished his drink, 'that was the appetisew fim ready for the main
meal, but first...."

Balsebar, who had thus far ignored the presentteeafguest, got slowly to
his feet as Adam produced his cheque book.

Watching him in fascinated horror Brooke saw hinckflit open and
produce a pen.

"You're very businesslike," she managed to mu#etly, hoping that the
frail stem of her sherry glass wouldn't snap ban#a tense pressure of her
fingers.

'I've found it pays.' Adam agreed urbanely. Shemvagiite in the same
mould as his previous conquests, this tall reddamiwas looking at him as
though he had suddenly crawled out from under mestbool, he mocked
himself cynically, they're all the same inside plaekaging, every last one of
them, and this one had made no secret of thetfatshe was available—at
a price.

As though he sensed her tension Balsebar gaverangagrow! deep in his
throat, padding silently to Adam's side, the tetbtt Brooke knew could
deliver a painful little nip, slightly bared.

Adam merely laughed, and said, 'l think it mightdest if we conduct the
rest of our business upstairs—without the presehgeur watchdog. As it
is ..." he glanced at his watch and frowned shghtlhave to be back by
twelve, I'm expecting an overseas call. . . .'



His sheer cold-bloodedness made Brooke seethe. iEgbe was madly,
desperately in love with him, his attitude wouldlldher, freezing her into
an inability to respond to him. Was he always likis, she wondered in
awed fascination. If so, no wonder he had to paywdmen to... . She
shivered slightly her thoughts skidding to a stalidss she looked into his
eyes. Cold he might seem outwardly, but inwardl¥he heat of that grey
glance seemed to sear deep into her skin, warmendolood to a pulse
beating rhythm that was totally alien and yet sooremtensely familiar.

'What's the matter? Having second thoughts?' Tég eyes narrowed; the
effect of his total concentration on her almost rfof. It was very
disturbing, this ability he seemed to have to felleer thoughts, and now
perhaps was as good a time as any to let him sg¢eihthis occasion his
male aggression and the power of his cheque boaknitegoing to be
enough to get him what he wanted.

As this was the conclusion she had anticipated vehenagreed to see him
Brooke couldn't understand the too dry tensionesfrouth; the emotion
that could almost be fear which crawled down henespUnconsciously
straightening her back she stared up at him. He beuat least six foot two
she thought irrelevantly, because she had todilhlead back to look him in
the eyes—an advantage he was making full use béatared assessingly
back at her.

'I'm afraid | am,' she agreed, giving him a smalils, ‘Naughty of me isn't
it?"

At any other time the sickening coyness of her sasp would have
nauseated her, but now there was only a primaasthct for survival; an
inner voice that urged her to turn and run and twlebe determinedly
withstood, praying that the man standing opposgieviouldn't guess that
her knees were shaking and that her stomach wasingsickeningly.

'‘Naughty?' One dark eyebrow rose. 'Oh | wouldryttbat. Unwise perhaps
... maybe even greedy....' He moved as he spoéispigig her arms with a
swiftness that left her in a state of acute shbitkone had ever ignored the
keep off signs she posted round her the way thiswes doing.



The low growl coming from Balsebar's throat brougbt back to reality,
steadying her shaken nerves. 'l don't think Balsékes the way you're
touching me,' she told Adam pleasantly. He lookedha dog, and to
Brooke's disbelief he grinned.

Balsebar too seemed taken aback. He stopped gopaiid stared at him.
Man and dog seemed to enter some silent male comatiam from which
she was excluded, much to Brooke's frustration.

'Look, this has gone far enough,’ she said tend2dspite the outsize ego
you possess which seems to lead you to believegogimply walk in here
and buy me, I'm really not interested in you—or ryowoney.'

'‘No?' The slate eyes derided her. 'That wasn'tiHward it this afternoon.’
‘That was this afternoon. This is tonight....’

'Second thoughts? Or perhaps you simply want toob&ed.' The cynical
twist to his mouth made Brooke wonder how many otvwmen he had put
the question to.

"You want to believe there's more to it than mesay, is that it? You're
"not that kind of woman"." The savagery in his was he mimicked the
words, sliced through her. 'l know all about theckof woman you are," he
told her roughly, 'the kind who likes to play byttules on the surface but
who breaks them underneath it; the kind of womaw wiarries into the
"right set" but who isn't above entertaining herseth someone from
outside it, discreetly, of course. Oh yes, | knaWwadout your kind of
women—innate snobs who'd die rather than admit daeyfeel lust for a
man of lower class; a man who doesn't play the daynieir rules; who
can't trace his ancestors back for half a dozeergéions and who wasn't
educated at the right schools. . . .’

'‘No. . . ." Brooke was genuinely horrified by hiscasations. She knew
exactly the sort of snobbery he referred to—shedea it in action and to
be given the label of the type of woman she mokbakd made her feel
almost tainted.



'No? Then make good the promise you gave me,'|dehtr sardonically.
One hand left her arm, his finger curling round tmeoat, his thumb lifting
her chin, so that he could look into her eyes.d®gyou want me to make it
good for you, is that it?'

‘All 1 want you to do is to leave here.' Brooke wasre shaken than she
wanted to admit. There was something about thelrabgasion of his hand
against her skin that her body reacted to. It oleffort of will to drag her
eyes from his face, and as she saw the shuttergdmaptuous anger fill his
eyes panic seized her. She struggled wildly to gty from him, distantly
conscious of Balsebar's warning bark, and the sudfarry of
black-and-gold fur as his teeth bit into the seéther.

She heard Adam curse as he released her, stagbackginder the weight
of the dog. Never had she been more grateful ftseda@r's protection, she
thought dizzily, mentally acknowledging that shel loaly herself to blame
for her present predicament. She should never ladlogved her own
antagonism to reach the point where she had felpetied to strike a blow
for her own sex; the whole episode was reboundimdjybon her. Half
expecting to hear Adam demanding that she caheffyuard dog, she was
stunned to see him reach round and prise the ¢hvgssout of his jacket.
Balsebar was as surprised as her, especially véaerfingers closed firmly
round his muzzle.

'l think the remainder of our discussion is beshdrected without this
animal's interference.' Adam told her grittily, ayet there was no cruelty or
anger in the way he grasped the dog's collar oromamned him into the
kitchen, firmly closing the door against any furthrusion.

'‘Now," he said pleasantly, when he had completedalsk. His eyes weren't
grey, they were a devilish, dangerous black, Brotiaught dismally,
watching him advance towards her and yet totalphlmto do a single thing
to evade him.

'Where were we?'

'l was just telling you that | wanted you to leave.



'So you were, and | was just about to tell you tlevays get what I've paid
for," he told her less pleasantly, indicating thegque he had placed on her
coffee table. 'This . . ." he picked it up and whiéauntingly in front of her,
‘entitles me to certain....'

Before he could continue Brooke wrenched the chémgue his fingers and
tore it to pieces, flinging the scraps of papettanfire.

'‘Now will you leave,' she demanded, knowing that herekls were flushed
with temper, and her eyes glittering with the fehe could feel inching
through her, driving out her normal composure.

'We made a bargain," Adam reminded her softly, lantend to make sure
we both adhere to it.'

"You can't want me now, not knowing that | don'tnivgou,” Brooke
protested making a last desperate stand and megshe distance between
them. She was standing between Adam and the gtantsaps if she made a
bolt for it, she could lock herself in the bathro@md sit it out until he
decided to give up and leave. Undignified but....

'Since | was never under that illusion in the fpistce, |1 don't see why. You
sold yourself to me,' he reminded her. 'Or is $@hething else you've
conveniently forgotten?'

It was the look in his eyes that did it, panickimgr into a wild headlong
flight up the stairs, which she knew that she el When she heard him
behind her. He grabbed her just as she reachéattlieg, his breathing still
under control where hers was rapid and erratics@yie misfortune he had
caught her just outside her bedroom door—it stquehpthe old-fashioned
half tester bed plainly in view.

'‘Well, well, how convenient,’ he drawled, followihgr dismayed glance.’

Despite her height he picked her up as though sre w doll, kicking the
door closed with one foot, and advancing towaresbid.



Having expected to be flung down on it, it cameasirprise to Brooke to
find herself standing upright, Adam's fingers mdimgcher wrists.

'Well now," he drawled softly, there are two waysdoing this. You can
admit defeat—gracefully and charmingly as befitéady ..." his voice
lingered insolently over the noun, 'or we can igguh a little of the rough
and tumble it seems so many of yadiesenjoy—a relic of the days when
that was the way your ancestors won their richdsrigerhaps? Which is it to
be?'

He looked so controlled and indifferent, standihgré watching her, that
Brooke could hardly believe what she was hearing.

'Either way it will be rape,' she told him coldljoo late now to bitterly
regret her foolhardiness. Who was this man anywigr?blood chilled as
she remembered news stories of women abused andrthelered. Was
this man....

The sound of his laughter as it filled the roomywand genuine, threw her,
stopping her terror- stricken thoughts in theicksa

‘A nice try my dear, but hardly applicable." Onedhainclasped her wrist,
his thumb running slightly and tormentingly ovee thoft fullness of her
bottom lip. 'You have the most sensuously invitmguth I've ever seen,
and | wanted to feel it beneath mine, sweet andthetmoment | set eyes on
you. You're no young girl just out of school to gueinnocence and
ignorance. You know exactly what you do to my badhen you look at me
with those green-gold eyes. Rape he laughed agaimight be worth
calling your bluff just to see the faces of the/jurhey'd never convict me in
a million years.'

He said it so with so much calm self-assurancesthiaiething inside Brooke
snapped. Like all the others he couldn't see bependboks; didn'tvantto
see beyond them. Just for a moment she wantedtdinuas painfully as
he had just hurt her.

'Well, Brooke, which is it to be?' His voice wadtsmesmeric almost, his
thumb probing the closed line of her lips, its rongss oddly pleasant



against her smooth skin. His other hand was triangelip her arm, his

thumb tracing the line of the blue vein that pulsgainst her skin. Anger
and despair mingled in an explosive reaction. Beagened her mouth, her
teeth snapping defensively against his thumb.idushe he realised what
she intended to do and drew back.

This time when his eyes darkened she was in notd@ldout the emotions

she saw mirrored there. Anger and a desire sogatédmat it stunned her.

This time she was flat on her back, fighting faedith and for freedom as the
weight of his body kept her there, precious lifittesse in his actions as her
angora jumper was pushed up to reveal the sofstlofuher breasts in her
cream silk bra. The delicate cups were pushed asdeavalierly as her

jumper had been.

'Very well, if this is the way you want it...'

She opened her mouth to protest and then closgdcikly sucking air into
her deprived lungs, torn between humiliated shauk @ tearing, searing
pleasure that invaded her body when Adam openednbisth over the
centre of one rounded breast and tugged impatiahtlye soft pink crest.

Her body's response was electrically immediate oN® had ever touched
her so intimately, and intermingled with a bittaryf that he should dare to
do so was an undeniable physical response. Her bad\ygone rigid with

the shock of his intimacy, her mind spiralling viglaut of her control as

she fought to marshall her defences, but beforestlel utter a word Adam
was releasing her, pulling her into a sitting gositand matter-of-factly

straightening her clothes, the sudden about-facenstg her.

'‘Well, well," he drawled when he had finished. "Yaye a surprise package,
aren't you?'

'‘Am |?' Brooke's chin tilted belligerently. Now thadam was no longer
touching her a little of her courage filtered back.

'Well, there can't be many virgins of your agel deft,” he told her
mockingly. 'You must be in your mid-twenties, antdem one takes into
consideration all your many physical attributesHis glance slid insolently



over her body, resting for several seconds on diftecarve of her breasts.
Remembering how he had caressed them only minefesebBrooke felt
her face go a deep and unhideable scarlet.

‘You're not gay are you?'

The matter-of-fact question stunned her into fregénce, and then he
started to laugh again, further adding to her hiatmin. 'No, something

tells me that you're not, so that doesn't leawsitismany alternatives does
it? Are you going to tell me why, or are we goingsit here all night playing

guessing games until | find out,' he asked hersaletly.

This can't really be happening, was Brooke's fitgstight. She had expected
him to be furiously angry when she rejected himiclwhe had been, but
this unexpected turn of events totally flummoxed he

'Why should you want to know?' She was dismaydetar herself sounding
like a sulky, petulant adolescent.

'Oh for a variety of reasons, including the vertunal curiosity of any man
who a woman chooses as her first lover.'

Once she had assimilated the implications of hisar& Brooke flushed
angrily again.

'l did not chooseyou as my lover," she stormed back at him. 'Youena
totally false suppositions about me which led youbtlieve that | was
sexually available—at a price,' she finished Higter

'‘And you did nothing to deny those suppositions,féminded her calmly,
adding, 'and something tells me that I'm far froeing the first male to
make them. Is that the reason you're still a vi2gin

He was far too astute Brooke recognised on a wawegidation. Far, far
too astute.

"You can hardly blame them you know,' he addedngmop at her. 'That
mouth ..." he traced the outline of it with hisritubefore she could retreat



out of range, 'in fact everything about you, possssan earthy sensuality
that can't help but turn men on.’

'‘Looks, is that all your sex concern themselveshWitBrooke derided
angrily, 'Don't bother to answer,’ she told hinalrfeady know the answer...."

'‘And because of that you're waiting for Prince @fmag to turn up? The
perfect lover who you will fall blissfully in lovevith and live with happily
ever after?’

'l don't believe in love—at least not that varieBrooke told him coldly.
'Friendship is more important to a relationshipntisaxual desire—it lasts
longer too. My parents were friends first and leveecond.’

'How very cynical," Adam derided gently.

'No, just practical," was Brooke's heated respoivsrl see I've seen what
happens to women when they believe they've falldove and | don't want
that for me. If | ever marry | want a husband whspects me as a person,
someone who'll never treat me as a second-clagergita physical
convenience who he'll tire of and want to discéwe mhoment I'm no longer
young and attractive enough to swell his ego.ikd you to go now,' she
added lamely, knowing that she had told him moauahberself in ten short
minutes than she had told other people in almof aime. 'I'm sorry about
... about leading you on...."

'Mmm ... why did you?"

'l didn't like your attitude,” Brooke told him hasily. 'l resented your
assumption that | was available to you provided yaune willing to pay.
When | share the act of love with a man it willliEcause it is something
that we both want; not merely because either ofasts to satisfy a brief
sexual need.'

She felt him tense as he studied her through nadsilver-grey eyes that
carefully blanked off whatever he might be feeling.



'Well, Brooke Beauclere, tonight | think we've bétlarned something we
didn't know before, don't you?' He leaned forwasthiling with faint
malice as she edged away from him. 'No need to ktokne like that,
virgins, no matter how appealing, aren't quite m,| but just to add to
your education and to reward myself for my forbeaea’ His mouth
brushed hers, the brief contact electrifying. Shd been kissed before,
many times, but never like this Brooke acknowledgeeltingly as his
mouth continued to explore and tease hers, firnscoiae lips tracing the
tremulous outlines of the mouth she was unableaplstill.

When the roughly persuasive stroke of his tongug adaled to the sensual
torment, something seemed to unfurl inside her. t8&/heeth nipped
erotically at the full lower curve of her mouth, &d's tongue making full
use of the advantage her silent gasp gave himvarabeyond the barrier
of her teeth.

Sensations so unexpectedly pleasurable that thewetl her jammed all
the warning signals of her brain, her hands gomsginctively to Adam's
shoulders, her body barely registering the fadthleavas pushing her back
against her bed, or that his hand was caressinglitihvearmth of her breast,
his thumb and finger teasing the burgeoning hainéker nipple.

Heat seemed to envelop her body; a heat so inesanexpected that she
trembled with the force of it. When Adam released lfor several seconds
she could do no more than stare blankly up at himable to understand
how he could have conjured up a response fromaldg that had hitherto
obeyed her every command.

'l like that," he told her softly, still smilingd.like knowing that | can make
you respond to me, and that no man has ever touehedr kissed you the
way | was just doing. They haven't, have they Beidk

She wanted to deny his arrogantly self-assuredncleo tell him that just
because she was a virgin it didn't mean she hadxwal experience at all,
but caution intervened. Adam had more than enouglereence to know
when she was lying; her almost adolescent reattidrim was hardly that
of an experienced woman; and she doubted that hivee very impressed
by the inept fumblings of her early teenage yedisnissing them with the



same mocking contempt that he would use to decimatdies, if she was
foolish enough to speak them.

'No," she admitted reluctantly, 'but it won't happgain, Adam. | don't want
to see you again....'

'You haven't been asked,' he reminded her taumtiragiding. 'l can let
myself out. Sleep well won't you?"

He had been gone for over ten minutes before Brookdd rouse herself
sufficiently to go down and let Balsebar out of tiichen. The dog was
patently aggrieved, almost as though it was heilt fae had been
incarcerated there in the first place. Which inay\t was Brooke admitted,
opening the back door to let him out. In the coalkdess of the autumn
evening her skin heated betrayingly—thank goodshsswas never likely
to see Adam Henderson again she reflected, ast2alsenerged from the
garden and followed her inside. She wouldn't les&lé think about what
might have happened if he hadn't recognised hgimal inexperience. His
mood hadn't been kind when he had manhandled teethia bedroom and
she shivered, recognising that he could be a vangerous enemy if he
chose to be. But ndter enemy; not anything iher life except an error of
judgment she had made which had had potentially aemabsing
repercussions. Know your own limitations my giHeshided herself as she
locked the back door ... don't jump into deep whkerthat again. Now it
was difficult to conjure up the feeling of antagamithat had urged her to
confront him in the first place; in fact the entepisode, from meeting him
to his leave-taking tonight, already seemed to & @f a dream; totally
unreal and inappropriate to her normal everyday lif

Forget him, she urged herself as she preparedddr Borget him, and
concentrate on how you're going to support yourfseth now on.

The Lodge was hers outright and she had a bankdmlaf some few
thousand pounds. That her solicitor thought shemasto donate what was
left of the purchase money from Abbot's Meade t® libcal children's
hospital she knew quite well, but they were doiegparch there on all forms
of children's cancer and from the conversationsh gr uncle's doctor
Brooke knew how badly they needed extra funds. caludd get herself a



job; she was old enough and intelligent enoughufapert herself, unlike
those poor children. A job ... she sighed ... sbald have to start looking
round, although she suspected that Sam was rigethwie said that a
secretary of her calibre was hardly likely to fimduitable position locally.

Not even to herself was she prepared to admitsiratmight be using her
mental busyness concerning her lack of employnemotver deeper and
even more disturbing thoughts. That Adam Hendelsahaffected her as
no man had ever done before, she could not denyshaucertainly wasn't
prepared to admit that there was anything espgaaihificant in the fact
that he had done so; it had simply been a quesfitate running with him
and against her, and she doubted that he wasikelrto have exactly that
dynamic effect on her ever again.



CHAPTER THREE

'CoME on now, Uncle Sam, give. You were very mysteriaus the
telephone this morning. What's all this about yiadihg a job for me?"

They were sitting in Sam Brockbank's office in #rmeall market town of
Abbot's Meade. The office was as familiar to Broas the rooms of
Abbot's Meade itself, and she surveyed the untigtyer with a rueful smile
as she watched her solicitor shuffle the untidggpof paper on his desk.

'Well it isn't so much that I've found you a jdte' told her cautiously, 'it's
more that I've been approached to tell you that exists, if you are
interested.’

'Mysteriouser and mysteriouser,’ Brooke quippelthg 'Don't keep me in
suspense. Tell me all about it.'

She had dressed for her meeting in one of thesoitatshe had worn during
her London days— a soft melding of pink and bluedus that should have
clashed horribly with her hair but did not, heramresilk blouse a perfect
foil for her pale skin.

‘The chairman of Hart Enterprises is looking fd?A, and apparently he's
prepared to offer you the job.’

‘Just like that?' Brooke raised her eyebrows. Shé heard of Hart
Enterprises first when she worked for the adverisagency and its
chairman had the reputation of being particulantless. Hart Enterprises
never carried dead or excessive wood, and she ¢biril of no single
reason why she should be invited to join the sg&lie was a good secretary,
with first rate qualifications and excellent speadsd she knew that her last
boss had been sorry to lose her, but surely Hatergnses already
employed a dozen or more girls equally as skilkedre was herself. Unless
of course the chairman was the sort of ogre whoatished secretaries for
breakfast.



She watched Sam clear his throat, avoiding her agdse re-shuffled his
papers. Apparently he's heard about you in the.Ciaywd when | mentioned
that you were looking for a job....'

'He jumped at the opportunity to take me on toshesf?' Brooke supplied
drily. It wasn't impossible that he might indeedvénéheard of her; the
agency did a considerable amount of work for HarteEprises, but she
suspected that Sam was the one who was respofwiltihee unexpected job
offer. 'lt's very good of you Sam,’ she told hiwftaning her firmness with a
slight smile, 'but | don't intend to rely on théd'®oy network” to get myself
ajob....

‘Nothing of the kind," her solicitor was quick tesare her. 'He genuinely
does want an assistant, Brooke. Although Abbot'ad@evill need to have a
great deal of work done on it before it's readgperate as the Corporation's
headquarters, the chairman plans to move into twed House almost

immediately and supervise both the work and hisness interests from

there. That's why he was so keen to interview Ygpparently his present

secretary is expecting a baby and on the poirgafihg.'

'Well, | don't suppose it would do any harm to adtéhe interview," Brooke
agreed, knowing that she was weakening, but thesminded far too
promising for her to dismiss out of hand. Fromlittke her solicitor had told
her about it, it sounded just the sort of challesigewas in need of right now
to take her mind off losing Abbot's Meade, andther things.

'If you're interested, an interview's been arrarfgedhis afternoon.’
‘Short notice isn't it?’

'‘Apparently the chairman's pretty anxious to getgh moving. He doesn't
like hanging around, waiting for things; wastingd.. ..’

'So I've heard," Brooke agreed dryly, searchingiemory for any scraps of
information stored there regarding her potential plryers. Hart
Enterprises' reputation was a first-rate one; therk highly acclaimed; one
of their specialities was the renovation of old $esisuch as Abbot's Meade,
and indeed that had been one of the factors thiaéheouraged her to sell to



Hart Enterprises in the first place. The job didirsd tempting, but she
wasn't too sure if she was happy with the factthatle Sam had apparently
pushed her forward as a candidate for it. Telliagshlf that she had nothing
to lose in attending the interview she bid him dog and emerged from
the gloomy clutter of his office into the bright Wember sunshine.

The autumn had been a dry one, and the rich coloueutumn leaves
gathered in drifts in the gutters. Repressing &g temptation to swish
through them, Brooke headed through the small t®gnare to the
municipal car park where she had left her bike.

As always her progress was impeded by several pewghting to chat to
her about the sale of the house and its possilpéadations for the town.

'Should bring in a sight more business,' one matptthBrooke, 'they say
they're going to turn the stables into flats farthas works up at the house?"

Gently parrying the question Brooke hurried onway. She had heard that
Hart's intended to convert the old stable bloc& mews apartments and the
drawings she had been shown had depicted a veactate conversion,
with the old stable yard still retaining its cobbleut decorated with tubs of
flowers and turned into a communal garden.

It was lunchtime before she got back to the Lodhge progress delayed by
the swift passage of a black Ferrari, taking uperban its fair share of the
drive. It was being driven too fast for her to slee driver, and as she was
forced to wait before turning into the drive Brookeflected that such
inconveniences were something she was going to toayet used to.

After eating a light lunch she took Balsebar outhis walk. In the past she
had always let him run loose in the park, but ndwe dglecided against
this—after all the grounds were no longer hers, iastead clipped on his
lead and took him over the stile into the fieldyydoe which had once
belonged to Abbot's Meade, as part of the home fartrwhich had long

ago been sold off.

A bare, golden stubble decorated the fields, Batatching amongst it for
food. The hedgerows shone scarlet with berriesaarnghe drew in lungfuls



of clean, fresh air, Brooke decided that she wasowwy not to be returning
to London.

Back at the Lodge she brushed her hair, and reapgdier make-up,
changing out of the jeans and sweater she had tvamalk Balsebar, back
into her tweed suit.

Although she normally enjoyed the walk from the gedo the house, on
this occasion she felt very tense. If the chairmfHart Enterprises was as
formidable as his reputation suggested she didnit vo arrive wind-blown

and hot. As she walked up to the house Bill Edwardiched her from an
upstairs window, sighing faintly and glancing a watch. When Adam had
told him what he had arranged he had been dumbémlridam's affairs

were legion; common knowledge among his seniof,dbat this was the

first time in all the years that Bill had known hithat he had ever
contemplated mixing business with pleasure.

Whatever her other attributes might or might noBbeoke Beauclere was
certainly a very, very attractive woman, Bill théuwigappreciatively

watching the elegant swing of her body as she widigeards the building.

She carried her height well, and her stride was dha woman who feels
confident and at home with her body. Oh yes, hédoaell understand why
Adam was so keen to pursue the chase, but Adametasous for his cold

detached view of everything he did. Once he hatLcag his prey he would
no longer be interested in her—that was what alvisygpoened—but if the
woman was employed by Hart Enterprises?

Sighing BiIll turned his attention back to studyitigge resume which had
arrived by special messenger only half an hour Bgading it he couldn't
help but be impressed by Brooke's qualificatiorise §ppeared to have all
the attributes necessary to make a first rate RAh& doubted, after seeing
that flaming banner of red hair, that she could amafdam's clinical
detachment once their affair was over.

Having knocked on the door and been told to elewpke was slightly
surprised to be confronted by a mild-looking matim early thirties, who
responded to her evident surprise with a slightesmi



'Bill Edwards," he introduced himself, 'I'm sorfdyat out chairman can't
interview you himself. He's been called away oreutgusiness, but | am
empowered to offer you the job, provided we carnlagfree that you and it
are well matched. Please sit down.’

The interview was a pleasant one. He asked Brodikiteaabout the history
of the house, which she willingly told him.

‘There's always a sense of sadness at the paddingse old families,' he
sympathised when she had explained that her uacidoben the last male
Meade, 'although presumably if you had a son tleedould be revived?'

'l should think so, but it's hardly important,’ Bke told him. 'l believe Mr
Hart intends to occupy the Dower House himself?

Noting the 'Mr Hart' Bill frowned slightly. He halkeen pretty sure that
during the cocktail party Adam had made arrangesiensee the girl again.
She didn't look like the type well-schooled in datt@n and the 'Mr Hart'

had tripped naturally off her tongue. Neither, ninat he had a closer look
at her, did she resemble Adam's normal conquests. cHin was too

determined somehow, and she met his look quitéliysand openly. 'How

do you think you will like working for Mr Hart?' heuestioned her

thoughtfully, watching her reaction.

'I'm not really sure—not having met him, but iffptepared to take me on
as his PA sight unseen, then...'

Suppressing a sigh Bill wondered if he ought td belr that she most
certainly had met 'Mr Hart', and then decided agfatnCoward, he taunted
himself, as he wound up the interview, but Adam lleétchim with specific
instructions. He wanted Brooke Beauclere as his PA.

When he mentioned Brooke's salary, naming the ssune as Adam's
present PA earned Brooke raised her eyebrows akedorather stunned.
‘That's very generous, isn't it?' she queried.

'It's exactly what Betty—Mr Hart's present PA edrns



'‘But surely that's with a London weighting allowanc'

Bill laughed. "You're the first prospective empleyére ever interviewed
who's tried to negotiate her salary downwardsfdded himself liking her
more and moreandworrying more and more about her ability to copiaw
Adam, but felt honour-bound not to say anythingéo. Adamwashis boss
and a good one, he owed him his loyalty and heileod.

‘There's just one thing,’' he said as he stood egdort Brooke to the door.
'Mr Hart would like you to start here on Monday miog. It's extremely
convenient having you living at the Lodge. He'llaeving into the Dower
House over the weekend and initially you'll be wogkfrom there....’

'‘But the place is practically derelict,’ Brookedtdlim. 'It's been empty since
our last tenants left and that's three years ago.’

'We're moving in a team to check it over todayt &sslongas A ... Mr
Hart can have a terminal set up linked to our ntamputer he can work,
although I believe he intends to supervise thevations here himself. You
don't think you'll find that too painful?' He wasking a last ditch attempt
to dissuade her from taking the job, without bes®gn to do so, Bill
acknowledged, but Brooke shook her head. 'Sentimérthat kind is
something | can't afford right now," she told himgly, extending her hand
to shake his. On her feet, she was an inch orlss than he was himself,
Bill thought ruefully, beautifully composed, andatly remote; the thought
of what Adam could and probably would do to thagfte shell of hauteur
made him cringe in anticipation of her pain, butrthwas nothing he could
do about it, and for the first time since he hathedo work for Adam, he
found himself almost actively disliking him.

'Monday morning then at the Dower House,' Brooke géth a smile. 'I'm
already looking forward to it; the job sounds extedy challenging.’

Far more challenging than she could yet imagin#é,tBought worriedly,
but there was nothing he could do to warn her.

She had been gone half an hour when his ‘phonearashdpe picked it up,
already anticipating who his caller would be.



'Did she accept the job?’
Adam had never been one to waste words uselessly.
'Yes,' Bill was equally terse, 'although she thdugh salary was too high.’

A little to his surprise Adam laughed. 'That's nist,'ghe drawled lightly.
'‘And did you manage to restrain yourself from wagnher that she's about
to step into the big bad wolf's lair?"

Adam saw and knew far too much Bill thought adittlitterly. 'Yes, but |
don't like myself for doing it.'

Saturday was as bright and sunny as the weathehaerpromised, and
Brooke decided to make good use of the bright gpdildy up the Lodge
garden. She was midway through brushing up deagt$eand building a
bonfire when the black Ferrari swept through therogates, followed by a
small van.

So the Ferrari must belong to her new boss, sHectefl thoughtfully
watching them disappear. Strange, she had for seas®n had him pegged
as a chauffeur-driven Rolls man. Returning to lasktshe dismissed him
from her mind. Time enough to worry about her n@l pn Monday
morning. Right now she needed the breathing spdcthi® weekend.
Tonight she was having dinner with Sam, his wifd #gmeir daughter and
son-in-law, and if she knew Mary, she would hawefiba 'spare man' from
somewhere to partner her. A small smile tuggeteatorners of her mouth.
She liked Mary very much, but knew that the oldenvan thought it was
high time that she found herself a husband. Mary avperennial romantic
who believed in falling in love and living happigyer after. She repressed a
slight smile as she envisaged Mary's views on dlsethat the only man to
arouse any feelings at all in her was quite dedfipinot likely to fall head
over heels in love with her, and furthermore hagtlaing but marriage on
his mind!



Stop thinking about him, she warned herself adiaished gathering up the
leaves. It was a once and for all encounter andrhteful for that fact,
otherwise the chances are that....

That what? That she would end up in his bed? Newertold herself firmly.
Okay; she had been physically attracted to him, ghysical attraction
didn't stop her brain from working and her braild toer loudly and clearly
that he was strictly a man who liked playing gangeap commitment, no
comebacks man who she doubted ever even consibeiddg more than
skin deep at the woman he was with. Definitely mat type at all; and her
momentary response to him had been nothing more @ahaunfortunate
mistake.

It was late afternoon before she had finished tigyip the garden. There
had been a certain physical satisfaction to bedonmigging and weeding
and now her body ached pleasantly, the scent didv&ire lingering in the
still early evening air.

She called Balsebar as she trudged towards theeladth her tools,
sighing faintly when the dog didn't materialise. Noubt he had escaped
into the park; like her he seemed to be havingatliffy in accepting that it
was now out of bounds to him. A sharp whistle btaugm back, and as
they went inside he nudged Brooke affectionatelhwiis long nose. She
was still a little surprised at how easily Adam Hechdled him the previous
night.

There had been gentleness as well as firmnesg waly he had controlled
the dog, restraining him without trying to mastenhWould he handle a
woman with the same firm confidence? Somehow tlestipn slipped past
her guard and into her mind, to be instantly bagdsh

Stop thinking about him, she abjured herself asngr@ upstairs to run
a bath and prepare for the evening ahead.

She was just putting the finishing touches to hakeaup when the
'‘phone rang. The absurd sense of disappointmentfeshahen she

recognised Mary's voice challenged all her bravetadl@ssurances that
Adam Henderson had made no real emotional impressider.



‘Just to tell you that you needn't cycle tonighardeMary explained.
‘Jeff Gibson will be picking you up. Remember him?'

Jeff Gibson had originally been one of Sam's atialerks, but it was
several years since he had left the district. Beodil remember him
though, as a rather spotty, shy individual who liakled in a corner of
the outer office every time she went into the swlits.

'Vaguely,' she agreed, hiding a small smile. Magswnatchmaking
again.

She was ready on the dot of eight; her plain biatket dress swirling
softly round her legs as she hurried to answedtwebell, at the same
time restraining Balsebar.

Her initial thought was that the spots had gone #mat in the
intervening years Jeff had obviously filled out dost his diffidence.
Balsebar expressed low-growled disapproval as Hewled Brooke
into the hall.

'l just get my coat," she told him, shooing theg away. 'l won't be a
second.' As she hurried upstairs she was consofaleff admiring the
long length of her legs and suddenly the eveningchvishe had
suspected might be rather dreary took on a newcaspe

The hair she remembered as cut very short andtlgligiousy was now

much longer and the same sun that had given his itkideep tan had
bleached the ends. In all Jeff Gibson was a vérgaive man, and she liked
the way he helped her into the car, taking cargaméduch her in any way
that wasn't strictly conventional—unlike some of Bscorts.

It was only a short drive to Sam'’s. Jeff chatteoldbld acquaintances as he
drove, explaining that he had been working in Aegeerand that he had
come back to deal with his mother's small estate.

Brooke had only a dim memory of his mother who straembered had
lived in the town, but she expressed her sympatignwieff told her that she
had died several weeks previously.



'l wasn't looking forward to tonight," he told Hesinkly as they turned into
the road leading to the Brockbanks. 'My last menadryou is with pigtails
and freckles.'

'Mine of you is equally flattering," Brooke toldnhiwith a smile.

'‘Umm, | can imagine." The sideways glance he garewas extremely
amused. 'l refused to believe it when Mary told yoe'd turned into a
raving beauty, but | can see that she was quike.rige glanced at her bare
ring finger. 'No attachments?'

'No. And you?' It was one of her rules never tedab matter how casually,
attached males.

'l was married, but that's over now I'm divorcedtiLmy mother died | was

firmly convinced that my future lay in the Statd'se built up a good

practice there, but since I've been back here binso sure. .. . There's
something about the place where your roots lie.'

'Yes, | know,' Brooke agreed.

The subject was dropped as they stopped at thsiindéon, but after the
flurry of greetings was over and they were allisgttround Mary's
attractively decorated dinner table, it was resuie@ again.

'I'm trying to persuade Jeff here to come intormnghip with me," Sam told
her. 'Mary's keen for me to retire.’

'‘And | must say I'm very tempted," Jeff told hirBvén more so after
tonight," he added with a grin and an apprecidte& at Brooke.

Brooke knew and liked Sam's daughter and her hasksard the evening
was an exceptionally convivial one. So much so #te was almost
disappointed when Jeff suggested it was time femtko go.

'It's gone twelve," he told her with a charmingppkgetic smile, 'and I'm
afraid | have to be in London quite early tomorrdyromised to meet a
friend who's flying in from Dallas on the early maong flight.’



They drove back to the Lodge in a companionabkneé and when Jeff
drew up outside it and stopped Brooke turned todmohsaid with a smile, 'l
won't invite you in for coffee in view of your egrstart in the morning, but
it's been a most enjoyable evening. ...’

'Indeed it has, and this adds the perfect finishmgch,” he murmured,
bending his head to kiss her.

His mouth was mobile and experienced and althohghsensation of it
moving against her own was not distasteful, theas mone of the explosive
response she had experienced with Adam

Henderson. Jeff made no attempt to stop her whempsehed away from
him, simply bending his head to kiss her lighthcemore.

As he did so, car headlights flashed into the iotesf his parked car, the
long low shape of a black Ferrari snarling pasiritaad on up the drive.

'Who was that?' Jeff asked, obviously startledhyimterruption.

'My new boss,' Brooke told him flippantly, quickéxplaining the situation
to him, as she reached for the car door and opin#étls been a lovely
evening, Jeff.'

‘The first of many | hope,' he said softly, comimognd to help her out of the
car before reversing and driving away.

On Sunday morning Brooke was up early, readingnleerspapers over a
mug of coffee when she heard Balsebar's warnink. lf@owning slightly
she put down the paper and glanced through the omindbhe wasn't
expecting anyone.... Her heart started to thumymexpected recognition as
she saw Adam Henderson walking towards her frordr.déor one
cowardly moment she toyed with the idea of pretegdihe wasn't in, only
to dismiss the thought as childishly irrational.

As she opened the door to him she wondered whéck doene from.
Somehow she had thought he must by now have retdonkeondon along
with the majority of the other guests at the cotkgarty. A little to her



surprise, Balsebar, who had followed her to therdgoeeted him quite
warmly, fanning his whip thin tail against the ftoo

'Hello boy.' Lean fingers stroked the black coat Bnooke was appalled by
the sensations the sight of them stirred throughbl@od, her brusquely
defensive, 'What do you want?' causing black eyebito climb steeply, a
slight smile curving the corners of his mobile nmout

'Well that's a fine way to treat your new neighbdunust say." Adam
taunted. 'The least | expected was an offer of g wiuthat delicious-
smelling coffee and a cup of sugar.’

Neighbour? Brooke stared at him in consternatidiinat do you mean?'
'‘Come on Brooke,' the soft voice taunted, 'accarttirthat very impressive
recommendation your previous employers gave useg/@u exceptionally
intelligent and keen-witted girl. What do you thirnkneans?'

He was looking at her in a way she didn't much, llk@usement fanning
tiny lines round his eyes, his expression almostgsm

'I'm not quite sure." She was stalling for timénéThearest house to mine is
the Dower House.'

'Full marks so far...."
'‘But that's occupied by the chairman of Hart Enisgs,’ she continued
slowly. What was it about this man that warnedrwrto trust him a single

inch.

"Your new boss,"” Adam agreed, showing his teetanimopenly wolfish
smile.

You're staying with him?' Brooke hazarded, sens$irag he was about to
spring a carefully baited trap, watching him warily

'Him?'



'Mr Hart.'
'‘Ah ... that would be Mr Adam Henderson Hart?'

He didn't need to say any more. Brooke's face @atedor a second she was
tempted to slam the door in his face. Anticipatieg his foot was already
wedged inside it, the solid muscularity of his ddeu forcing it open.

"You tricked me," she accused angrily. 'You knewolld never agree to
work for you. And | won't--'

'Why not?' He was smiling at her with lazy appriéoig watching the

flurried rise and fall of her breasts beneath e wool of her jumper. Just
having him standing there made her nerves tendikeipoo finely tuned

violin strings. Something about him made her fedgyeand jumpy as a
nervous cat.

'l can't work with you after...

‘After what happened the other night? Why not?#eged that next time
you might not be able to fend me off so easily, want to?' His voice
dropped over the last few words and Brooke was lertalprevent the rich
tide of colour flooding over her skin.

'No ... because | can't work at optimum capacitimfconstantly having to
field sexist remarks like that," she told him hete'l can't understand why
you want me working for you anyway....'

'‘Can't you?' There was definite amusement in thg gyes as they lifted to
search her angry, tense face. 'And you're posihige you prefer flight to
fight? What is it you're so frightened of Brooke?'

'I'm not frightened,’ she denied hastily, sensireg hot to do so would be to
give him an irrefutable advantage.

'No? Then prove it,' he mocked softly. 'Come andw#or me and prove to
me that you're as indifferent to me as | know y®longing to tell me you
are.'



He had read her mind with devastating accuracy.v@&secaught in a trap,
Brooke recognised. If she refused to work for hiowrshe sensed that it
would not end there. He wanted her and he was mdpa pursue her
mercilessly. Her only means of defence was to face to stand up to him
and prove to him that her defences were impenetrabl

'Very well." Her chin jutted obstinately. '‘But dmetstrict understanding that
our relationship is purely a business one.'

'If that's the way you want it. How about sealihg bargain with a cup of
coffee?' he suggested. 'I'm dying for a cup.'

Somehow or other Brooke found herself on her wagklia her kitchen
with Adam and Balsebar on her heels. When she barkd him his coffee
and they were both sitting down he looked and saitly, 'Well, did you
enjoy it when he kissed you?'

She was so startled that she nearly spilled hankdrand then she
remembered the black Ferrari. She had thoughteatintiie that it was an
unusual choice of car for the chairman of Hart Eoriees, but then she had
not known the identity of the chairman. He had lwiately deceived her.
She looked up at him and he said impassively, 'A&nswy question first,

and then I'll answer yours.'

Chin jutting Brooke said truculently, "Yes, | did-ery much....’

'‘But not enough to let him take you to bed," Adamme back softly. 'Not as
much as you enjoyed my kisses.'

Hot colour seeped up under her skin caused notithesby embarrassment
but by anger. 'That's not true,” she began heatddiy the words were
crushed against her mouth as Adam stood up with easy powerful
movement and hauled her into his arms, his moutisping hers for its lies,
his tongue probing and stroking until she was eme@sin a
reason-destroying web of molten pleasure.

'We made a bargain.' Brooke choked fiercely wheeventually released
her.



'‘But you're not officially working for me yet," Adareminded her. 'Now tell
me again that you don't like my kisses.’

The words burned in her throat but Brooke knewwgbeld not utter them.
Her lips felt soft and vulnerable, acutely sensitio the rough pressure of
Adam'’s against them; in fact her whole body wasedg@aware of him in a
way she had never imagined being aware of any Sla@.could smell the
faint odour of his cologne, tangy and masculine laggkeath it the scent of
fresh clean skin. She could remember quite vividé/rough rasp of his jaw
against her face; the power of his fingers bitmg iher arms.

'Why did you lie to me about your name?' she mashéigiekly, her tongue
unruly as she tried to get it round the accusingdeo

' didn't lie, | simply avoided giving you all of iYou said yourself you were
up for sale," he reminded her lazily. 'My name hasay of upping the
price—that's the only reason; there was no ulteniotive.'

'Why do you want me to work for you?'

He laughed, a soft sound deep in his throat. "Wbiy't you want to?' he

mocked. 'It's an excellent job; interesting, welidy with a variety of fringe

benefits.' Something in the way he said the lagvferds made Brooke look
closely at him, but there was nothing to be reathfhis impassive features.
'‘Be there tomorrow morning Brooke,' he warned Iseéhe@stood away from
her and reached for the door. 'Be there!’



CHAPTER FOUR

'AND this is going to be my study." Adam stepped to sige to allow

Brooke to precede him into what had been the Dd¥aerse Library. The

shelves she remembered as muddled and filled withemed books had
been cleared and cleaned; a large desk compldiesaghisticated technical
computer equipment dominated the room.

'Know anything about these?' Adam glanced from Beoo the computer
terminal.

‘A little," she responded cautiously. 'l did a shoourse of computer
technology when | was with Barrards, but this lotksmore sophisticated
than the terminal | used.’

'If you know the basics you'll soon pick it up,' &d told her casually.
‘There'll be a full-sized computer room at Abbdfisade eventually, but
right now I'm having to make do with this. It'sked to the main computer
at our Head Office in London, and it means thaan &eep in touch with
what's going on but remain here to check on pregnéth the conversion of
the house.’

'If you already have a head office in London | taee why you bought
Abbot's Meade?' Brooke had dressed with specia fmar this her first

morning as Adam's PA. When she arrived half an hregow she had
addressed him as 'Mr Hart' but he had soon disdtheseof the idea that he
intended to allow her to put such a formal gulfwesgn them. 'Call me
"Adam"," he told her curtly, 'My last PA did.’

'Partially with the future in mind and partially asshowpiece. Hart's are
becoming more and more involved with restorationrkiweon old
buildings—we have built up good contacts with vasiccraftsmen and
we're beginning to get a name for this type of wékbot's Meade, once
restored, as | intend it to be restored will preval show place for those
crafts—it will give some of our more cautious cliea physical example of
what can be done.’



'Especially when they see the computer room," Beazid dryly. 'Where's
that going to go? In the Georgian Library?’

She was surprised to see a dark edge of coloupiageangrily up under
Adam's tan. 'I'm not quite the philistine you seenbelieve,' he told her
tersely. 'All right | don't have Bill's public scblbeducation; and my family
certainly wasn't out of the "top drawer" but thaiedn't mean | can't
appreciate the workmanship and value of what Abbdeade offers, and
unlike your ancestorsat least have the wealth to preserve it.'

His angry words took Brooke aback. She had meregnlteasing him a
little and had not expected such a bitterly viokeatction, 'As it happens the
computer room will be housed in one of the cellatise-main rooms of the
house will be restored to their original state—srclse to it as possible,
and will be used when we entertain overseas guasts for small
conferences.' He frowned and walked over to hik.d€kere's a book here
| found on these shelves when they were beingeateaut. It's some sort of
diary and mentions the decor in the Dower Houseragst have been when
it was built.'

'Yes, that's right,” Brooke agreed following himeouvo the desk and
glancing at the book he indicated. 'The Dower Howass designed and
decorated by Adam—and apparently was somethingrdfrwhen it was

first built.’

'l was wondering if there was anything anywhere thight tell us exactly
how the main rooms at the Abbey were decoratedt Biohem were also
re-vamped by Adam at the same time weren't they?'

'Yes that's right." Hiding her surprise at his kiendge Brooke thought
carefully. 'When | was going through my uncle'sngfs we found an old
deed box full of plans and things relating to Abbdieade—although the
original house was built in the fifteenth centuts ibeen extended and
altered many times since then. There could be dontethere.’

'Where are these plans now?'

'In the loft of the Lodge.’



'‘Well if you've no objection I'd like to see them.'

'‘None at all,"” Brooke assured him. Despite thermé&dity of being on

first-name terms with him, Adam, the chairman ohHerson Hart, was a
very different proposition from Adam who had tried make love to her
after the cocktail party. What had she expected dehided herself gently;
that he would spend all his time chasing her rausdlesk? Nothing could
have been further from reality. In fact she wasifi@gg to wonder if she
had dreamt the whole incident. Adam was showingaltemporary wall of
filing cabinets which he explained she could orgario suit herself.

'Most of what goes into them will go into the cortgnas well, but until we
get everything together under one roof, it will & well to have some
tangible record, especially where contracts areceored. | shall be
spending some of my time in London—perhaps somsetiimea couple of
days at a time. When I'm gone, | expect you to tata charge of the office.
Later on when he arrives I'll introduce you to Tbéarham—he's the
foreman who's going to be in charge of the men imgrklown here. The
next time | go to London you can come with me diatroduce you to the
executive staff at Head Office. Any questions yantto ask me?"

There were only a couple of small points, which dddealt with in the
same speedy fashion as he had done everythinggisejng at his watch
when he had finished to say crisply, 'Coffee tinteihk—making coffee
wouldn't normally be part of your duties, but | baseveral ‘phone calls to
make and if you don't consider the chore beneath the kitchen's....'

'l know where it is," Brooke reminded him. It hageb on the tip of her
tongue to tell him that she didn't want a drinkt louthe light of his own
remarks any refusal on her part to make him onddvook childish. And
he had been right about one thing. The job would bleallenge, something
she could get her teeth into and enjoy.

He was still on the 'phone when she walked backtime library with a tray
of coffee so she left it on his desk and walked d@e¢he terminal, running
her eyes over it and wondering how difficult sheuldofind it to operate.
Next to it was a word processor, and presumabl/dbsk would be hers.
The machine was one she was familiar with and wittich she didn't



anticipate any problems, and she was just studgjmgr head bent, when
she felt a prickle of awareness sliding down hémespAs she straightened
up she realised that Adam had finished his call thatl he was watching
her. 'Very business-like," he murmured, walkingdodvher and flicking a
finger lightly across her cheek, indicating theledibraids of her hair, 'but
personally | prefer it loose.'

There were half-a-dozen cutting remarks she coale hand ought to have
made—atfter all, hadn't this been just the soreofark she had been tensed
for from the moment she knocked on the Dower Halgs® this morning,
but strangely enough none of them came to mind.ceh&l barely even
find the impetus to move away from him. Her skimrimd fierily where he
had touched it and hemmed in between him and theuater equipment
she was intensely aware of his body heat; of thevepmlly male
construction of his body beneath the elegantlytad dark grey suit. He
was looking at her mouth, and in some strange wags almost as though
he were kissing her as he had done before. A whlieai washed dizzily
over her and she almost swayed weakly towardshumjust caught herself
back in time.

'‘Need any help with this?' His eyes left her faxstudy the terminal, his
voice calm and concise as he explained how it whrkeshe hadn't seen it
with her own eyes she could never have believedaig seconds ago he
had been looking at her as though he had strigpediothes from her body
and was already touching her skin;hadher eyes deceived her? No, she
thought fiercely, wondering what sort of game he wiaying with her. Not
a very serious one to judge from the comments Henfede to her that first
night at the Lodge. Inexperienced virgins were lyahis cup of tea, and
that being the case he could only be playing wéh No doubt it amused
him to see the tell-tale anxiety flare to life iarteyes every time he came
too close to her. Brooke wasn't a fool, despitddmek of sexual experience.

Her full mouth compressed firmly. He was playinghwier with the same
careless insolence of a well-fed cat towards afisirmouse—not really
wanting her but too cruel to abandon his sport.|¥ied mouse wasn't going
to play. Straightening up she said pleasantly,I'@mk everything's clear
to me now Adam." The tone of her voice made hinklab her and



summoning all her self-confidence Brooke alloweddyees to drift over his
body in a parody of the insolent appraisal he hatigiven hers.

Something that could have been surprise flaredlypiie his eyes and was
gone. 'Tomorrow leave your hair down," he told el smoky voice,
watching her mockingly. "You didnt mean it abouteiry
business-like—you did it because you knew I'd abjéicyou'd really
wanted to be business-like you wouldn't be weatoge silk stockings.'

Fury battled with embarrassment as Brooke glaréihat She was wearing
a severely tailored black suit over a cream sitkubgé, and she had thought
her neat court shoes and the fine black silk stggkshe was wearing with
them had correctly completed her outfit. Suddenithwne remark he had
turned them from an unremarkable item of clothimgt tomplemented the
rest of her outfit to something teasingly erotiatttshe had worn to
deliberately arouse him. And the worst of it was shuldn't accuse him of
doing so. Snapping her teeth closed and barelyarestg herself from
grinding her teeth she was glad to be saved fr@mparese by the ring of the
telephone.

Her first intimation that it wasn't a business caline when she heard Adam
saying smoothly, 'No of course | haven't forgotiawling. Don't worry I'll
be there.'

Not wanting to eavesdrop she slipped out of thenremd into the hall. It

badly needed decorating—as did the entire houddoltenants it had been
badly neglected and on several walls large patohdamp indicated how
much it needed attention. From outside she cowd $@unds of activity; as
she stood in the hall a man walked in and smildtkat

‘Tod Dearham,' he introduced himself, 'and you nhesfdam's new PA.'
He grinned as he looked around. ‘Never thought wherpair of us were
kids that old Adam would end up with something likés. Not a penny to
waste between us in those days—only differencetinaisAdam’'s mum was
a widow and mine wasn't. About is he?'

'He's on the 'phone in the study,’ Brooke told matyrning his smile, There
was something instantly likeable about Tod Dearhahe could well



imagine him as a small scruffy child, his fair hamtidy and his face
streaked with dirt. It took a far greater efforimiagination to picture Adam
growing up alongside him.

The library door opened and Adam stalked out. "imatdevil did you do
that for?' he demanded, not seeing Tod as he twor@oke. 'When | want
you to leave I'll let you know...."

Face flaming Brooke said stiltedly, "You seemedéohaving a private
conversation...."

'‘Come on Adam,' Tod intervened grinning. 'Giveglrea chance.'

‘Tod. I'm glad you're here. | want to talk to ydaoat my plans for this
place." Adam grimaced as a loud crash came frosidsut'l'm going up to
Abbot's Meade with Tod," he told Brooke. 'Expect baek about three.
Take your lunch hour while I'm gone and there'sila pf stuff on the
left-hand side of my desk that needs sorting thinpdites making, etc.' He
was gone before she could retort, leaving heracegrustratedly after him.

In the days that followed Brooke learned to condeah Adam just how
disconcerting she found his swift metamorphosismfimss to hunter. No
matter how tense or prepared she thought she wdsathea knack of
catching her off-guard which lefter torn between anger and anxiety and
him mockingly amused. He wanted her because heeddatprove to her
that he could have her, she thought savagely aeenabn when he had
gone up to Abbot's Meade, leaving her alone indfiee. She was a
challenge to him, her inexperience sharpening misrést, but she was
under no illusions. Even less than the other menhsld disliked for the
same reason, did he want her for herself. It wasghme to him and one he
was only indulging in very half-heartedly with hef, the number of
telephone calls he received from other women weyghang to go by.

In direct contract Brooke had found herself strkinp a very pleasant
friendship with Tod Dearham. She liked the natutalyn-to-earth attitude
of the Northerner. When she had asked him if he wmasried he had



grinned at her and winked. 'Not yet, but I'm notisg you couldn't tempt
me if you wanted to.'

She had learned from later conversations with hemhe was the eldest of a
large family and suspected that one of the reagmmisis single state was
that he contributed a large proportion of his eagaito his family. A further
discovery that surprised her was that he held dlsramber of shares in
Henderson-Hart. Bill had been with her when sheenrthd discovery. She
had been drawing up a list of the shareholderdacepn her own personal
oddments file, and Bill had looked up from the page was studying at her
small exclamation of surprise.

'‘Adam made them over to him," he had told her. ‘ilBodne of his oldest

friends, as well as being one of the best men dngpany has. He's a joiner
by trade and he learned the skill from his grardfgtyou've only got to see
Tod with an old piece of furniture or panellinggee just what it means to
him. He touches it...."

'Like most men touch a much-desired woman,' Adachfimshed for him,
walking urbanely into the room.

'Why the curiosity about Tod?' he had asked whdhHaid gone. 'Not
thinking of doing a bit of slumming are you?'

The jeering, hard note in his voice was unfamtianer and she had reacted
almost instantly to it, her head coming up anddyas blazing.

‘Tod is a friend, and a person | greatly admireatldomment wasn't just
insulting to me, it was insulting to him too. Noeotalking to him could help
but be impressed by his warmth and his intelligénce

'He comes from a hard-working, down-to-earth, wagkclass family,’
Adam told her hardily, 'whereas you...."

Anger blazed up heatedly inside Brooke. "You'rkingl like someone out
of a Victorian novel," she told him furiously, ahyone around here has a
hang-up about class it's you Adam ... | don't givlamn about what “class”



Tod is supposed to come from; he's a very attraetind interesting human
being.'

'Easy for you to say," Adam derided her, hard coirenger darkening his
cheek bones, 'but then you've never seen life fitoenother side of the
fence, have you Brooke? You've never had to seemjother being treated
like dirt; slaving her life away for a pittance aswupposed to be grateful for
it; you've never been told that no matter what gouor how well you
succeed, in some circles you're never going to Uuoge cqgood enough.
Nouveau riche; isn't that how people of your cldsscribe people of mine
and always with that same supercilious tone tor theices; that lifted
eyebrow that conveys so much....’

'Perhaps once,' Brooke was forced to admit, 'buthese days; that sort of
attitude is antiquated ... out of date ... thess @@ople are assessed on their
own merits, not who their antecedents were.'

That conversation lingered in her thoughts thigrafton as she worked
alone. Adam had flown to the States at the beggmmhthe week and
wouldn't be back until tomorrow. For such an urhaophisticated man he
had an almost paranoid hang-up about the suppdasssilmarriers.

'‘Something wrong?' Tod asked, suddenly walking in.

‘Just thinking.'

'Umm. Not about anything pleasant by the looksaaf.y

'l was thinking about Adam, actually,’ she admittectching his smile
become displaced by a frown. 'He seems to havethimg about class
barriers...."

"You've noticed?' Tod leaned against her desk amainied. "You must
really have got to him then. He's normally veryetar about keeping it

hidden.'

'‘But why?' Brooke asked curiously. 'After all yoodahe both had similar
upbringings, but you



'I'm not the head of a multi-million pound empifgyd told her dryly, 'and |
haven't been kicked in the teeth by a hoity-toitgisty bitch who thinks
she's too good for me.' He saw Brooke's expresamongrimaced. 'Adam
would kill me if he knew what I'd just said. It wgsars ago now, but some
things still rankle.’

'What happened?' Brooke knew she was guilty ofngrynd that Adam
would undoubtedly be furious if he knew what sheswdoing, but
something urged her to question Tod further. Wittash out of the office
she had expected to feel more relaxed, but ingtestight coiling sensation
inside her had grown. She felt restless and on;eslge wasn't sleeping
properly and when she did she had the most distgigierotic dreams,
something she had never experienced before. Ittdigfp knowing that
Adam had featured in those dreams with her and toree when snatches
of them came back to her during the day she wauld &ont of her word
processor with hot cheeks, totally unable to divent thoughts into other
channels. He was getting to her, and wouldn't Begloat if he knew it.

Telling herself that she needed all the ammunisbe could hoard, she
pressed Tod to finish his story.

'It's nothing really," he said uncomfortably, plgiwishing he had never
said anything, 'but when we were kids Adam's motharked at this big
house a mile or so outside the town. It was ownetthé local millowner; a
local big-shot, JP, society connections, all tlat ef thing. Adam used to
go up there after school to do odd jobs and eaoit af pocket money,
mowing the lawns, that kind of thing.

'Well, the Delaneys had a daughter. She was awayatte school most of
the time, but she'd come home for the school hgdiddhe year he was
fourteen Adam told me that when he grew up he wasggto own a house
bigger than the Delaneys and that he was goingatoynsusan Delaney.

'l laughed at him then, the way kids do, but hetrhage meant it and by the
time he was twenty- one he was well on his waydimdp richer than the
Delaneys. He'd been away from Sourford for fouryédey then, and when
he came back we could all see how much he'd changed



‘They were having some sort of charity "do" on upttee Delaneys |
remember and Adam bought a ticket. It was one eddtformal dress dos,
and | can remember thinking how posh he lookedd et this new car....'
Tod smiled sadly and shook his head. 'l went with, land everything was
going fine until he asked Susan Delaney for a daBibe was all dolled up
like the fairy off the top of a Christmas Tree amstippose to Adam she was
just as elusively tantalising and out of reachdraed him for his guts in
asking her, but she was furious. Her face justfiez she looked at him, and
said in that cutting upper class voice of hers,d&awith our cleaner's
son—you must be mad."”

‘At least a dozen people heard her, and it werdlgepuiet all around, just
as it always does at the wrong moment. Adam weitewhthought he was
going to Kill her for a moment but he just turnedhis heel and left, with me
trailing behind him."’

Pity and understanding mingled in Brooke's feelin§se could well
imagine Adam's hurt pride and bitter chagrin.

'What happened then?' she asked softly.

Tod shrugged. 'Oh nothing much. We went out andigatk.... Five years
ago | saw Susan Delaney again. She was marriedhéy to some
weak-chinned City type. Adam had been asked to givalk at our old
school. She came up to him at the reception afreisvand was all over
him, | don't think I'll ever forget the expressiom her face when he
removed her hand from his arm and said, "I dok& being pawed by
married women, Mrs Crawford." He was kinder thaa'étbeen though. |
don't think anyone overheard apart from me. Helmashang-up now about
society women and in a way who can blame him? Slngsced now.'

Brooke was still thinking about Tod's revelatiohatt night as she went
home. They explained so much about Adam's perdgpnhét had puzzled
her. How Susan Delaney's refusal to dance withrhumst have rubbed his
pride raw; but surely a man of Adam's intelligenoaldn't honestly believe
that.... Sighing Brooke acknowledged to herselit thaotions couldn't
always be reasoned away with logic. Look at heraiAsft all the inner
warnings of her mind and intelligence she was dangy attracted to him.



The way she had listened to Tod this afternoonbradght that home to
her. Why this almost feverish need to know evenghabout him that she
could if she was indifferent to him?

She missed his presence at the Dower House; shse=antee spiralling
sensation of excitement heating her veins whenkegarame near her; she
missed the taunting note in his voice wheneveraw something that he
knew would disturb her, she missed him the way mamalways misses a
man who she is emotionally attached to.

Emotionally attached? In less than a month andrtaa like Adam Hart?
Never, Brooke told herself fiercely; it would be @ascidal as opening her
arteries and watching her life-blood pour out; msoe that way would at
least be relatively painless, while loving AdamClosing her eyes she
responded to Balsebar's ecstatic welcome.

Yawning, Brooke stretched in her chair and glaratduer watch. Just gone
eleven, and she had been on the point of goinlgép $n her chair. She got
up to let Balsebar out, taking her coffee mug ®kitchen with her as she
went. She was physically tired but her mind wasroalert; she was
spending far too much time thinking about Adam, ablenowledged with
wry self- mockery as she called Balsebar in anddddhe kitchen door.

She was just on her way upstairs when she hearcath@®y now she was

familiar with the distinctive engine note of Adanferrari and her heart

leapt, blocking off her throat, her tension inciregavhen she heard the car
stop outside.

For a moment as she heard the gate creak she mpteteto pretend she
was already asleep. Coward, she chided herselfiesaw later she would
have to face him, and it might as well be sooner.

His eyebrows rose as she opened the door befolendeked. He was
dressed in a formal dark grey suit and as he stejpe the hall she could
see the lines of tiredness raying out from his eyes

'‘Adam, it's late,’ she warned him. 'l was just onway to bed.’



'‘Now there's a tantalising thought.' His mouth kgeu, sexual appreciation
glimmering in his eyes as he studied her. Knowimg was flushing like a
schoolgirl and unable to do a thing about it Brobkaded for her sitting
room.

"You said | could have those plans—the ones of Abkdeade,” Adam
reminded her.

Her eyebrows rose. 'And you want them now? Attilme of night?'

He shrugged powerful shoulders. 'Jet lag does dongetto my
metabolism—physically | want to sleep but mentallAgain he shrugged.
‘That being the case | prefer to put the time todgase.’

"They're up in the loft," Brooke told him helplesslt could take ages to
find them." A dark shape loomed into the room adked over to Adam.

He reached out a lean, tanned hand and scratcheddfs ears; the thin tail
began to thump gently on the carpet. Even Balselaan't proof against
Adam'’s personality Brooke thought ruefully watchingm, so how was she
supposed to be?

'How about a cup of coffee for the weary travetlem?' Adam mocked. 'Or
is even that too much to ask? You're quite safeolB¥p he added in a
harsher tone. 'l haven't come here bent on sedy&ithough the way you
persist in behaving makes it a very tempting prospetimes.’

As he dropped down into one of her chairs, he s@dder from beneath
half closed eyelids, a lazily mocking smile curlinig mouth as he studied
her cross expression. 'Oh come on Brooke,' he dcatalutly, 'you're old
enough to know the quickest way to stop a man nbasito let him catch
you. The faster you run the keener the hunteryant/e been running very
fast.’

The cynicism behind his comment infuriated her.WNet's just get one
thing straight right away,' she began angrilyl"ié been "running" as you
call it, it's because | want to put as much distdmetween us as | can. It's the
old story isn't it Adam," she asked fiercely, 'tié chauvinistic male idea



that when a woman says "No" and he doesn't wahe&o it she means
"yes", well when | say "No", | mean it I...'

'Do you?' He was on his feet so quickly she digmédn have time to back
away from him, brown fingers circling her wrist adldsing on it until she

could feel the pressure of his grip against heresote was angry; she
could see it in his eyes, molten flecks of merchegating the steel grey,
warning her that his control was near breaking {poin

'Well, let me tell you something Brooke. Your toegumight have been
saying "no" loud and clear, but your body's beanngi me an entirely
different message. Want me to prove it to you?'

He was bitterly, almost dangerously angry; she @@énse the tension
building up inside him, imposing a strain which wleal in his eyes and his
tight muscles and for the first time she felt afrai

‘All the time I've been in the States I've beenkhng about you,' he told her
thickly, ‘wanting you, and | don't like it Brooké--

'‘No, you treat the women in your life like dispoleabhankies don't you

Adam?' she shot back at him, suddenly equally arigse them and then
discard them; they all have to be kept in theircelgust because Susan
Delaney once refused to dance with you.'

The moment the wildly angry words were out Broolented to recall them,
but it was too late, much, much too late.

'Damn you,' Adam swore hoarsely. 'Damn you for Brabke," and then his
mouth was on hers fiercely bruising, taking, denagndpunishing her for
her defiance and making her all too aware of hgsigal vulnerability to

him.

'‘Open your mouth.' The thickly muttered commandepexted the dazed
cottonwool of her brain. Brooke knew she shouldbrgnit but something
stronger than common sense seemed to have taken m&hing her
beyond logic and reason, making her want to maleh kitter fury of

Adam's embrace with an anger of her own; that ofdomade to want him



against her will and judgment; of being betrayedhey own flesh; of
wanting him to the point where pride and logic nteaothing and the
hunger inside her for him everything.

The kiss went on and on, short-cutting a hundretvesations, giving her
another, far deeper glimpse of the unsuspectediaktyof her own nature.
What was it about this man, she wondered heateeponding blindly to
the commands of his mouth and tongue, that arousetb the point where
everything else faded into insignificance?

"You want me," Adam muttered rawly into her thra#tawing his tongue
along her skin with a compulsion that left her ghing and mute with
reaction. 'l can see it in your eyes, feel it inybody, you want me, and
right now there isn't anything | wouldn't do to kaxou. You've been like a
fever in my blood," he told her half angrily, 'drig me crazy, making me
ache like | haven't done since | was an adolestentldn't drive past here
without seeing you. I've been thinking about it resice | got on that
damned plane ... imagining touching you like thisHis hand swept over
her body capturing her breast, his thumb rubbinyghrhically against the
hard peak of her nipple, ‘and this ... I'll makgabd for you Brooke. I'll...'

His kisses were liquid fire heating her blood, fnemises he moaned into
her skin inflaming her senses past the point wisbee could control her
response. She wanted him. So badly that her boolykshith the force of

her need. He smelled of fresh sweat and... Fredanirigs arms Brooke

caught the scent of a rich earthy perfume wher@uibg to his jacket.

Another woman's perfume. All at once revulsion €led through her,

sickening her almost to the point of physical nausghe pushed Adam
away, staring at him with haunted eyes and a pale. f

'What's the matter?' His voice was thick, slurredtlaough he found
difficulty framing the words.

The sickness faded leaving in its place cold, ne@gplogic. She couldn't
allow Adam to become her lover; she couldn't jdia tong procession of
other women whom he had wanted and then discaB#dtkr never to have
known the taste of paradise than to have sippaaci and spend the rest of
her life yearning to taste it again. She shivemafishly, folding her arms



round her body, her voice a faint thread of soundre asked, 'Please leave
now Adam ... | need time ... I...."

His fingers spread against her jaw, tilting herefap so that he could look
into her eyes.

'What happened?' he demanded thickly, 'less thanrfiinutes ago you
were in my arms, responding to me ... wanting nmepBe,' he reminded her
cruelly. 'Now suddenly you're telling me you doklithy?'

'‘Because you smell of another woman,' she told gimply and honestly,
watching the high colour leave his face and critétimess take its place.

''ve never pretended to be a monk,' he told hitlyso

'No ... you haven't deceived me Adam, and | catete myself. I'm not
prepared to be simply one in a long line of womesvimg through your
life.'

‘Then what do you want?' he demanded savagely aslbased her,
stepping back from her. 'To be the only one?"

Yes, yes, her heart cried with a furious intenthigt made her ache for her
own pain, but she kept her face controlled andlbls she said dryly, 'l
learned long ago never to hope for the impossiikase go Adam.’

This time he didn't argue. She stood where hedfatiér in her small living
room long after he had driven away, weak, achiegrs sliding painfully
down her face, only then able to acknowledge jast much part of her had
longed for him to overrule her; to stay with heddet him tutor her body in
all the ways he could give it pleasure so that ah@d pleasure him in
return.



CHAPTER FIVE

THE next day Brooke had to force herself to go to wbes nerves tensely
on edge, waiting for the moment when Adam walkethiough the office
door and she had to face him.

When mid-morning came and went without him puttimgan appearance
she began to wonder if he was inflicting delibetatenent. He must know
how much she was dreading coming face to face mitthafter last night.

When he had gone she had gone to bed and thenrspshiof the night

lying awake reminding herself of the futility oftgjag involved with him on

a personal level— on any personal level.

When twelve o'clock came and he still hadn't apgeahe couldn't stand it
any longer. She could go into the kitchen and ntakself a cup of coffee
and if he hadn't appeared by the time it was reshéywould have to go and
find him.

The kettle had just boiled when she heard the &itafoor open and with a
considerable effort of will she refrained from wimg round but instead

poured boiling water over the dark brown graing)aemtrating on her task
as best she could when "every one of her five sanwsee drawn against her
will to the man she could sense watching her froendoor.

'‘Umm, that smells good, pour me a cup will you peBrooke? You should
have woken me up earlier,’ she heard Adam gruntibien't often jet lag
effects me like that." He had walked up to hereaspgoke and she was forced
to turn and look at him. As their eyes clashedrslhe something in his that
made her stomach churn, her body igniting with »auuakexcitement that
made her mind recoil in horror.

'l wonder which of us regrets my leaving last nigte most Brooke?' he
drawled tauntingly, watching the rich colour commel o under her pale
skin, and then laughing softly as she fought ndaettvzay any reaction to his
comment. 'Fight it as hard as you like," he murmuha the end it won't
make the slightest bit of difference—and you knav i



'l won't become your sleeping partner Adam.' She isdlatly, hoping her
lack of expression would reinforce her determinatio

'Who said anything about sleeping?' He laughednaghe deep sound
rumbling in his chest. He was wearing a looselydaetowelling robe, with

nothing on beneath it probably, Brooke thought feslkdy, watching him

rub his hand against the dark growth of beard ¢jriis jaw.

"You should have woken me earlier," he complaifidtere's one hell of a
lot to get through.'

'l didn't realise you were still asleep.’

'‘And you were too scared to come and find out?, ity sure I'd have
enjoyed being woken up by you Brooke.'

Compressing her mouth Brooke handed him a mugftéeand headed for
the kitchen door.

'l think I'll take my lunch break now," she toldrhcrisply. 'I've left notes on
your desk of all the messages I've had for youewnlu've been away.'

His taunting laughter followed her out into the ssge, and she virtually
flew into the office, to gather up her coat anddizag. The walk back to the
Lodge did much to restore her equilibrium; the cloésh air stinging her
face and easing her down on to a more level pMfmat was happening to
her? She shivered and knew the tremor wasn't Bntige to the fresh
autumn weather. Did she have the strength to waitlistAdam if he
continued to pursue her? Of course she did, sloeh@iself furiously; to
think otherwise was an insult to her intelligenSae already knew exactly
what Adam wanted from her and why should she firashy harder to deny
him than she had found it to deny the other men tdub wanted her for
exactly the same reason. Adam made no pretencarding her for herself;
of getting to know her as a person; no he simplytec her body in his bed.
She stopped abruptly, staring blindly at the Lodidee difference was that
for the first time she reciprocated a man's hungjez;wanted Adam. But she
wanted more than mere sexual possession. It wasghnto drive every
other thought out of her head. She shivered viblealmost running up the



garden path, and locking the door behind her asgih@he was somehow
locking out her unwanted thoughts. What was shedrp tell herself? That
she had 'fallen in love' with Adam. But she hadanéyelieved in 'falling in
love'; at best it was a very insubstantial emoten which to build a
commitment for life, and at worst it was a statendk madness.

Restlessly she prowled round her small kitchertjnigtBalsebar out,
opening the 'fridge door to remove the salad slikléfa prepared for her
lunch and then turning away from it, knowing shaldmot eat.

No matter how much she denied it to him, she caolddeny to herself that
emotionally as well as physically she was intengelgponsive to him.

During his absence she had caught herself thirddiogit him, daydreaming
stupidly over the way his hair curled over his apkt the back of his neck;
of the indolent way he moved when he was at histrdamgerously

perceptive; the way he smiled and frowned.

By the time her lunch hour was up she had manageegain some slight
composure. It ought to have helped to discover ithaer absence Adam
had gone out, but instead of finding it easier dtils down to work she

found it harder. Where was he? She punched restlassthe computer

keyboard, staring at the screen without reallyrgp#j her tense nerves only
relaxing when she heard the unmistakable purref#rrari.

She was ready for Adam's entrance, head bent silgiover her work,
determined not to react to him; what she wasnjpgmed for was the light,
feminine voice that drawled disdainfully, 'Thisyisur office? Really Adam
darling, I thought you'd come up in the world.’

The voice was the type that always made her brifdletoo obviously
‘upper class', hinting at an artificiality that e

'Susan, let me introduce you to my PA, Brooke Blaac
Adam's voice, deep and richly toned, soothed herrmarves, until they

picked up on the woman's name. Telling herself ghat was jumping to
ridiculous conclusions Brooke stood up and turroechd.



The blonde woman she found herself face to fade eahfirmed the mental
image she had built up of her from her voice. Etreng about her was
artificial Brooke thought distastefully, from heookcarefully applied
make-up to her obviously expensive and highly fasable outfit. Her
blonde hair was cleverly streaked, her skin so smtwat Brooke found
herself wondering cynically if its flawless tauteewas entirely natural.
Despite her slender figure and youthful demeanaooke knew she was
probably somewhere in her mid-thirties. Her eydsdyed it. They were the
eyes of a woman used to hunting down her prey aegikg it, and right
now they were most definitely warning Brooke offahu.

'Miss Beauclere.'

Her voice was icy cold and if anything even morkbaeately 'top drawer".

Brooke itched to let her own antagonism show impoese, but pride

prevented her from letting Adam see just how muehdd undermined her
defences. Keeping her smile warm and her voicégghs as she could, she
responded cheerfully.

Just for a moment she thought she saw unholy anergegtint in Adam's
eyes as his companion absorbed all the informdiimoke's voice and
manner relayed to her, and then he said casuBhypke's family owned
Abbot's Meade until quite recently.'

The other woman was shocked, but she hid it weliilig venomously at

Brooke and saying sweetly, 'That's the trouble Widse old places, isn't it?
So many businessmen buy them without realisingjost costly they are to
run. | suppose it's no wonder that they're paseingof the hands of the
original owners. How long had your family owned it?

Her voice implied that it couldn't have been venyd. She was being quite
deliberately put in her place, Brooke recognisedepting the snub with a
grim smile, only just concealing her astonishmertew Adam said
smoothly, 'Oh, since fifteen hundred and odd, givéake a generation or
so, isn't that right, Brooke?'

Susan looked furious, hard, angry colour flushieg theek bones. As a
young girl she must have been exquisite, Brookegeised, but now she



possessed a hardness that she personally foutidg:h#he struck Brooke
as the type of woman who put a price on everythingeemed that Adam
had found a kindred spirit, she decided cynicaglsncing towards the door
as it opened and Tod walked in.

'‘Well, well,’ he grinned, 'if it isnt lady SusalVhat brings you out
slumming my lady?'

'l don't think that's particularly funny." She fckédim with a freezing glare
and then said coldly to Adam. 'Really Adam | shduwdde thought by now
you'd have taught your staff to have a little maspect....'

"You seem to forget that Tod and | grew up together

'Yes well...." For a moment she looked slightly eaméortable, and Brooke
knew with a sinking sensation that her earlier misgs were right. His
companion was the woman who had so cruelly rejestlsin. So what was
she doing here with him; the two of them appareatiythe very best of
terms?

It was good of you to give me lunch darling,’ Susaade a play of
smoothing down the skirt of her suit, 'but | reathust fly now. | only
popped down here out of curiosity really. Havingdso

much about you in the press recently, and as watk old ... friends....'

Behind her back Tod grimaced slightly in Brookeaiection and Adam,
who was facing them, picked up the exchange, hiss egarkening
warningly as he said smoothly to Susan. '‘Any time. 31l see you out to
your car.'

When they were safely out of the room Tod frownerahem. That one's
got all the hunting instincts of a killer sharlsuppose she's hoping to make
Adam husband number two.'

'After the way she rejected him?' Brooke was shdck®l let it show, 'But
surely Adam...'



'‘Adam’s only human like everyone else,” Tod reminter wryly, 'and

remember he's probably not seeing her as a thiltyyear-old woman on
the look out for a second rich husband to keeprhire style to which she's
grown accustomed, but as an eighteen-year-oldwdid he put up on a
pedestal.’

It was an extremely sobering thought and one tleainted Brooke all
through the afternoon. Every now and then she swpyork, and watched
Adam, feeling the sensation of pain and loss bugdip inside her and
unable to do a thing about it. She hadn't realisatihhe had seen her until he
commented sardonically, 'What's the matter? Hasedtenly grown two
heads?'

She turned her back to him, not trusting herselfespond to him, glad
when five-thirty came and she could reasonably niekeescape.

Back at the Lodge she sat down with her suppertiaed to analyse her
feelings. She had been jealous of Susan, searibgterly jealous; the

feeling such an alien one to her that it had takenseveral minutes to
recognise it. Her instant antipathy towards thesptioman had surprised
her with its intensity, and she felt a renewal ef barlier stomach churning
nausea as she remembered how she had reacted.

This madness had to stop. She had no intentioeadrhing just one more
name in the long list of Adam's bedmates, and wisatwas there for her? A
lifetime working as his devoted assistant; shahisgwvorking hours and yet
constantly having to tame and subdue all her phays&sponses to him;
knowing that he would be spending his nights witlhheo, more amenable
women; women who he could use and then pay off vialeegrew bored with

them?

Not even a brisk walk with Balsebar managed toedowt her preoccupation
with him, and she returned to the Lodge, gratdfiat the weekend was
looming and that she would have a brief respitevlinch to re-charge her
batteries.

In the event the respite came sooner than she imasaged, and was far
from pleasant. When she arrived at work the foltoyvilay Adam told her



that he had business in London which would take &may all day. He
looked preoccupied and tense and there was notne gkexual speculation
in his scrutiny of her that she had grown usecctrsy.

He didn't come back that night, but on the SatuetaBrooke returned from
shopping she saw the Ferrari turn in through thtesgjaand Adam wasn't
alone. As she recognised the blonde hair of hispaomon Brooke felt her
stomach lurch with sickness. It was a cold dismay,dand with the
encroaching evening came the heavy rain which lesoh bhreatening all
day. Brooke let Balsebar out as usual whilst sle@gmed his evening meal
but when she went to call him in there was no sifgthe Afghan. An icy,
stinging wind lashed the rain against her skinhesstood by the open door,
and her heart sank. Balsebar occasionally did t&k$ng it into his head to
be awkward, but she couldn't allow him to roam alkning. He had
precious little road sense and could easily wattdeugh the grounds on to
the main road. At the thought of her pet lying madhor dead, hit by some
motorist, her stomach lurched again, and withottéxing to do more than
pick up his lead and a torch Brooke hurried out ihie wet night.

An hour later, her throat hoarse from calling hghe admitted defeat. She
had gone through fear to anger and back to storlawiming fear again as
she searched the grounds.

After towelling her soaking hair and changing idty clothes she was just
about to pick up the '‘phone and ring the policewstee heard a knock on
her door.

Tense with apprehension she hurried to open ringtat the last person she
had expected to see there, her soft, 'Adam .ngdoothing to lighten his
grim expression.

'Is something wrong?"'
'It's that damned dog of yours,' he told her ingrdty. 'He's howling his

head off in the study, and refusing to leave. Ydétter come and collect
him.'



Just for a moment she was almost sick with reNghat on earth was
Balsebar doing at the Dower House?

'What the hell's he doing out on a night like ggyway?' Adam growled.
'He ran off. I've just been out looking for him.’

'You shouldn't keep a dog if you aren't preparedee that he's properly
trained. Come on," he demanded brusquely. 'lI'vedgoter guests waiting
for me.... The Ferrari's outside, get in.’

He sounded so angry and distant that Brooke didné ask him if she could
go and get a coat. Despite her dry clothes shecoldsand she shivered as
she followed him outside.

They drove to the Dower House in a grim silencedRe following Adam
in through the kitchen where a couple of women reloegnised from the
village were busy with preparations for his dinparty. She had heard
Balsebar's howls the moment she opened the cay @odher heart sank as
she saw Adam's furiously angry expression.

'I'm sorry about this Adam.’ To her dismay her eajcivered faintly, but he
didn't seem to hear her, striding through the dadl flinging open the study
door.

The moment she walked into the room Balsebar stbhpe/ling and began
instead an award- worthy performance of a growglland distraught
offender. As Brooke slipped his lead on, the stddgr opened and Susan
walked in. She was wearing a crimson silk cockteeks, diamonds glinting
in her ears, her face hard and angry.

The moment he saw her Balsebar tensed, growlirtty saflook of mutual
antipathy passing between woman and dog. 'Pleasg bp and get that
animal out of here,' she told Brooke imperioushddm, my parents can
hardly hear one another speak over the row thatalis been making. How
on earth did he get into the grounds in the fitat@? You ought to hire a
keeper.



Daddy has one. He has instructions to shoot tresgastrays. They're a
menace to the stock....'

Too furious to care what she said Brooke whippaddp her face white
with temper and strain. 'In case you haven't ndtiédbot's Meade doesn't
have any stock," she said curtly, 'and you musemeber that it was, until
recently, Balsebar's home.'

'‘But it isn't now, is it?' Susan returned bitinghglding so that only Brooke
could hear her. 'Perhaps that's something you dlbatihremember,’ before
she turned and stalked out of the room.

Adam, who had been studying some papers on his tlesled to her and
said coolly, 'Susan has a point, Brooke. | carnverBalsebar running tame
in the Park. It isn't as though....'

'It's his home any more? Yes, | do realise thatkeeling almost
light-headed with temper and stress, Brooke walkiedly out of the room,
ignoring the sound of Adam's voice behind her. Omginct led her to the
front door; her eyes were too full of angry teamsHer to see where she was
going. Outside the wind whipped them away, Adam{gyademand for her
to come back following her as she turned and saghthy, 'Please don't let
me keep you from your guests Adam.... Balsebarl aach make our own
way back ... and I'll make sure that neither ohas to disturb you like this
again.’

By the time she reached the Lodge she was cryimguinest, but the high,
keening sound of the wind was whipping the soundyawer face as wet

from the rain as it was from her tears. Once insliedried the dog with an
old towel she kept expressly for that purpose aed fed him. For once he
seemed almost dejected and kept nuzzling her vistthohg pointed nose,

his eyes sad and knowing. 'What on earth am | gardp with you?' she

asked him softly, rubbing his ears and stifling sheeze suddenly tickling
the back of her nose. She was frozen, she reabbédring as she reached
to turn and throw more logs on the fire.



By Sunday Brooke knew she was in for a bad colad&y night found her
shivering and hugging the fire, alternately snegzamd coughing. On
Monday morning she felt too ill to go to work buemt anyway. She was
just uncovering her typewriter when Adam walkedand announced
abruptly, 'Leave that—I've got to go to London god're coming with me.
We'll be there for several days, so you'd bettebgck to the Lodge and
pack what you need.'

'l can't go with you.' Brooke forced back a sneaae turned to face him.
Adam's eyebrows lifted, signifying his impatience.

'Why not? It's part of your contract," he remintted crisply. 'You won't be
much use to me as my PA if you can't work away fhare when | want you
to.'

'l have a dog—remember?' she asked sardonically.

'l get Tod to feed and exercise him for youekd you with me Brooke,' he
told her curtly. "There's a problem with one of major contracts—we're on
a time penalty clause with it, and apart from theslof prestige if it goes
wrong we can't afford to risk losing money by payout on penalty clauses.
| don't want to trip up on this one. Susan's fath&ratching our progress on
it with a sharp eye—if all goes well we could b&exsto tender for some
work for his company... That's why they were hére dther night. Susan
had suggested he might talk to me...'

'‘Big of him." Brooke muttered through her teethaware that Adam had
heard her until he walked over to her desk andetifrer round, watching
her. The touch of his hands on her shoulders tighiigh it was seemed to
burn right through her clothes. She had felt caiccoming into the room;

now she felt extremely hot.

'‘And what exactly did that little crack mean?' M@sce was so soft she had
difficulty in catching the words, but his eyes wargmical, cold and
searching as they studied her flushed face. A lumpeze defeated her
efforts to control it, and Brooke pushed away froim, diving for her
handkerchief.



‘Are you all right?’

‘Just a bit of a cold," Brooke lied. She was fanfrall right', but suddenly
she wanted to go to London with him; she wanteletavith him even if it
was only as his secretary.

They left just over an hour later, Tod having bé@droduced to Balsebar
who accepted his overtures of friendship with regdorum.

'I'm sorry he interrupted your dinner party the estmight,’ Brooke
apologised as they sped through the Lodge gates.

'‘And I'm sorry | blew up at you the way | did, liutvas a rather fraught day.’
'Yes, | can understand why.'
"You can?' A sharp look accompanied his words. 'ldo@/

Knowing that she had said too much, Brooke bitliperefusing to say any
more.

There was a moment's silence before Adam saide'l.sAnd then a rather
enigmatic smile curved his mouth making Brooke itetknow what had
caused it.

'You look sleepy,' he told her, interrupting hexinrof thought. 'Why don't
you try and rest?'

Before leaving the Lodge she had taken a rathgeldose of a liquid cold
remedy, and it was beginning to make her feel extig light-headed. The
heat of the car added to her torpor and it wase&silean back in her seat
and close her eyes, than to argue.

The next thing Brooke knew was that Adam was slphier awake,

concern, and something approaching anger darkemmgeyes as hers
opened reluctantly. The interior of the car wadarkness and for a moment
Brooke felt totally disorientated. 'What time i®'itshe asked huskily,



sneezing and then shivering, as she looked hdgitantthe darkness
outside. Could it be evening already? Could shiéyrbave slept that long.

‘Just gone twelve,’ Adam told her, adding curthjhy the hell didn't you tell
me you weren't well.'

'It's only a cold--'

'Cold or not, you're in no fit state to work. Coore' He opened the car door,
walking round to her side while she was still sglirgg with her seat belt to
open her door for her and then retrieve their cases the boot.

'‘Over there.' He nodded, indicating a lift, and &e realised that they were
in an underground car park. As Adam followed héo the lift, he pressed
the bell and they rose smoothly and extremely gmifpwards. When the

lift doors finally opened Brooke was dazzled by gheaming white foyer

she found herself in. Everything was stark and eyhitith the exception of

the massed plants in one corner.

The foyer was small and empty, only one door legdifi it. The silence
unnerved her. Where were they?

'‘My apartment,” Adam told her, obviously readingiménd, as he punched a
series of numbers into a complicated lock system.

You'll be staying here while we're in London." Tlbek he gave her was
coolly disparaging. 'Not that you'll be doing mwebrk today. That way,' he
told her when she simply stood where she was, dlstagk dumb by what
he was saying. 'What are you waiting for?' he astexdyrimly. 'Surely not
to be carried over the threshold?'

Brooke went white. 'l can't stalyere.”" Even in her own ears her voice
sounded husky with panic. 'l thought we'd be s@gymnan hotel. I....'

'When I'm already paying an extortionate rent it place?' Adam laughed
harshly, and then said crisply. 'Stop looking atlike that Brooke, | didn't
bring you here to seduce you if that's what's wingyou. In fact | wouldn't



have brought you at all if I'd guessed how ill yare,' he told her callously.
'Why the hell didn't you say you weren't feelinghwe

Why hadn't she done? Because she hadn't beenocabdat the thought of
knowing he was in London, and yet not knowing whatwas doing . ..
who he was seeing.

'It's only a cold," she told him unconvincinglyl] e all right in...." Even as
she spoke she felt the sudden tidal wave of weakratisover her, taking
her completely off guard. The room turned blacle floor heaving and
bucking. She must have made a faint cry becausbesrd Adam

swear and then nothing.
Her last conscious thought was that Adam must beus with her and that

she couldn't possibly have seen concern for hbisieyes in those last few
seconds of consciousness.



CHAPTER SIX

SHE was so hot, Brooke thought fretfully, plucking ttessly at the

bedclothes ... far far too hot, and what was shegdim bed on such a hot
day? As she struggled to sit up and push awaydhstecting bedclothes,
she realised that she was wrapped up in them likeramy, and that, for
some reason, trying to extricate herself from the&as proving to be a
herculean task.

'Oh no, you don't.... It took me twenty minutesgit you wrapped up in
those.'

Firm male fingers pushed away her hands, tuggingk lihe detested
bedclothes, the familiar voice suddenly increasiegweakness. Adam ...
but what was he doing here? For the first time Redsecame aware of the
unfamiliarity of her surroundings. This bedroom @l@ted in rich creams
and bronzes wasn't her room.

'‘Adam?' Her voice croaked over his name, startheg with its husky
dryness. Her throat felt sore, and a feeling aftjptieable panic washed over
her. She felt so weak and helpless.

'Drink this." The glass of barley water Adam progtliovas soothingly
refreshing, once she had got over the shock ofigavim hold both it and
the back of her neck while she drank, the deftridshis movements
suggesting that it was a service he had performadymmany times.

'Lie down again now Brooke. The doctor said youemerget as much rest
as you could. Why didn't you tell me you wererdlifeg well before we left
Abbot's Meade?'

Abbot's Meade. Suddenly everything came rushingk,band Brooke
remembered how ill she had felt in the car on tlag ¥ London and how
she had striven to hide it from Adam, not wantiagoe left behind while
he.... She risked a glance at his face and wishedad not done so when
she saw how bitterly angry he looked.

'l should be at work,' she protested huskily. dudtdn't be...



‘At work?' He laughed harshly. 'Just what are ygung to do to me? Turn
me into a complete ogre. You've come dangerousiedo pneumonia. For
a couple of nights it was touch and go whethergught to be admitted into
hospital.'

A couple of nights. Then how long had she beenhBreoke stared mutely
at him for several seconds before voicing the gqorest

'Five days.' Adam told her brusquely, adding mogkin'and before you
ask the next question. | have ...’

"Youhave what?' Brooke asked him dryly, knowing exaathat he meant
but needing to hear it put into words before shddcocomprehend the full
humiliation of her position.

'l have looked after you,' Adam told her.
'‘But your work.... You should have sent me home....

She watched the way his mouth twisted. 'To that,admp cottage with no
one to look after you?' He shook his head, his famexpectedly bleak.
"You've been very ill Brooke, and to some exterdt'shmy fault. You
rambled a good deal,’ he told her tersely, and Brawas thankful that he
turned from her to the curtained window. What hael said? That she loved
him? Dear God, surely not that. 'In your fever yetived your search for
that damned dog....'

Relief flooded through her body. '‘But Adam that wasdly your fault....'

'It was my fault that | didn't realise the stateiyeere in when you collected
him." Long fingers drummed impatiently on a smablée. 'My doctor tells

me that you've probably been overdoing things donestime.' He frowned.
'l hadn't realised you'd been nursing your unctegtote so long...'

He had been doing some digging Brooke thought tkgbn unless of
course that was something else she had told himglber fever.



"You didn't need to look after me yourself,’ shartdd out, angry with
herself when her skin coloured up under his shaog.l'l mean ... | know
how busy you are ... You could have hired a nurse..

'‘Couldyouhave afforded it?' he mocked unkindly. 'No, it vsasnething |
had to do Brooke. Call it a penance if you likeQutside the bedroom door
a 'phone rang, and Adam swore impatiently, 'lI'ddoego and answer that.
You stay right where you are.’

When he had gone Brooke forced herself to try atakr Without Adam's
presence she was acutely aware of how weak sharfdlshe closed her
eyes, snatches of memory filtering back. She reneeatb waking up
shivering and being soothed back to sleep by ahtshe had thought was
her father's, but which she knew now must have Betam's. Beneath the
bedclothes she suddenly realised that she wasatingeanything, and her
body flamed hotly. She was just trying to come &nis with the
implication of this discovery when Adam re-appeangdlking quickly to
her side to rest cool fingers on her forehead.

'"You look flushed,' he told her, frowning. 'l hopeur temperature isn't up
again.’

'No ... no, I'm fine." Agitatedly Brooke pushed hamvay. 'I'd like to go to the
bathroom. If. . .. Adam what are you doing," shetgsted, quivering with
shock as he thrust back the bedclothes and pickedh

"You said you wanted to go to the bathroom," he ihar mildly, 'I'm taking
you there. . ..

'No ... please...." How could she explain to hiat trer request had stemmed
from an urgent need to escape from him? 'l can Wedke ... please put me
down.'

He did as she asked, but before she could give teetite sigh of relief

trembling on her lips, he sat down on the bed leeisét; an extremely large
bed Brooke now realised, like the room it was ihjcl was surely no mere
guest room. Her heartbeat seemed to acceleratddentthe few seconds it



took Adam to start talking; she felt sure he muestble to see it thumping
beneath the cotton sheet he had wrapped her in.

'‘Now let's get one thing straight,’ he said calnifpu're shrinking away
from me as though you're expecting me to pounce/anand commit
instant rape. If that was what | wanted | couldéhérad my evil way with
you any time during these last five days....'

'It's not that...." Hastily Brooke avoided his ey&dam would never need to
stoop to rape— far from it.

‘Then what is it?' A smile suddenly tugged at thiners of his mouth as she
clutched the sheet even closer to her body. 'Athats it," he murmured
softly. 'Well, it's far too late for embarrassmewtv Brooke, | know your
body almost as intimately as | know my own.

He saw the rich colour storming up under her s&ig frowned, dropping
his bantering manner. ‘It was all extremely clihicassure you, | did only
what | would have done for anyone else in the seincemstances—male
or female....'

'You could have hired a nurse ... asked one obther secretaries....'

'Perhaps, but | thought you'd find it embarrassjogng back to work
afterwards. You and | know your presence here it gonocent, but...'

'No matter how innocent | might be, no one woultigdve it once they knew
I'd been staying with you," Brooke finished bityeidr him. 'Knowing that,
why did you bring me here in the first place?’

A smile teased the corners of his mouth, '‘Ah . .w tfus is where | believe
| plead the fifth amendment.' He smiled at her, Bnooke knew that he
meant that he had intended to make love to hertlsaitdwas why he had
brought her to his apartment instead of bookingieran hotel. Of course
he wouldn't want his other employees to know he heasng an affair—no

matter how brief—with a mere PA. It would be bad foorale—the

remainder of the female staff would probably bewspiieg up for their turn
instead of concentrating on their work, she thowyhically.



'‘Well now that I'm recovered, | think | ought t@le...."

'If you were recovered | might agree with you," Adagread calmly, 'but
you're not. And that isn't just my view, it's Docieters' as well. He's been
extremely concerned about you Brooke.' For a mojrenhe turned his
head away from her, in profile there seemed to temsion etched into his
features she hadn't seen before, the bones ofabes faintly gaunt and
stressed.

'‘Adam | can't continue to stay here now...." Brogketested, avoiding
looking at him. 'Staying in your apartment--'

'Sharing my bed," he mocked, laughing at herhas what you were going
to say? | assure you that for once my motives wetaly pure. It made
more sense to sleep here with you where | coulg keeheck on you than
put you in another room and keep having to getMlqu're an extremely
restless sleeper, do you know that?"

He saw the doubt shimmering in her eyes and reafchdgkr, grasping her
shoulders, pulling her up into a sitting positiagihig him. The sheet which
had become slightly loose started to slip, but amBe made a grab for it,
Adam shook her, stopping her. 'Leave it,' he to& hburtly. 'You're
forgetting I've seen it all already, and Brookéf and when | do make love
to you, you'll be fully conscious of every secorfdto For a moment he
looked extremely bitter, and then his expressicangled as he said lazily,
'You really are the most provoking female, you kndoctor Peters is
coming in later. I've given him a key. I've gogminto the office for a while
this morning, but no trying to convince him thatuyre fully recovered
because you'll be wasting your time."'

Later in the morning the doctor arrived as Adam ta&d her. A small,
balding man in his late fifties he gave Brooke artluigh examination,
tutting frowningly as he did so.

"You're an extremely lucky young woman,' he told firenly when he had
finished. 'You came very close to being very ilole been overdoing
things my girl, and what you need....' He broke tffning to the door as it
opened and Adam walked in.



'Is our patient giving you any trouble doctor?ds&ed watching the colour
come and go in Brooke's face. She was sure thaldtier thought she was
Adam'’s girlfriend—how could he think otherwise wisdre was here in his
bed?

'l have just been telling her what a very lucky gjire is," the doctor told him.
'What she needs now is a few more days' rest amdalyood holiday...." He
got up, smiling down at Brooke. 'Now, you aren'¢ten think of getting up
for another two days at least, and then just fewahours at a time...'

The two men walked out of the room and Brooke cdwddr them talking,
discussing her no doubt. Their voices grew faiatet then she heard a door
opening and closing. Five minutes later Adam walkadk into the room,
carrying a tray.

'‘Mrs Benson's home-made chicken soup,' he told'Mes. Benson is my
"daily" by the way....'

'‘And | suppose she thinks I'm your latest womawel§' Brooke burst out
bitterly, unable to keep the accusation back.

"'Too? Meaning that so does the good doctor?' Adaimed his eyebrows,
'‘Now do you understand why | chose to involve asgeople as possible in
your care?'

"You could have employed a nurse . . . someone wad have been
totally outside the company. . . .'

‘Nurses have friends," he told her blandly, 'andlevh hate to sound
boastful, my private life does tend to come undemtny from the
newshounds. Believe me Brooke | had no intentioenabarrassing you by
looking after you, | simply thought it would prevehe sort of publicity I'm
sure you'd hate...."

‘The sort of publicity that Susan wouldn't likeheit,’ Brooke stormed
angrily, watching his eyes narrow and darken siyght



'Perhaps not,' he agreed carefully, not giving lsingt away, and reaching
behind her to plump up her pillows. 'Come on, kig soup, it's delicious....'

He refused to let her talk any more, feeding hersibup in small spoonfuls.
Brooke wanted to protest that she wasn't a babytlsadshe could feed
herself but somehow she knew that Adam would o\efar.

‘Tomorrow if you're a very good girl | might let ydave a bath," he teased
her when she had eaten enough to satisfy him. litghé&d when he saw the
alarm leaping to life in her eyes. 'Don't worry,svBenson will help you.
She is someone we can trust...'

"You mean she doesn't gossip about your womengkgreeplied bitterly.

Adam put down the bowl and lifted the tray off thed. 'Why does the
thought of being thought of as one of my "womerieondfl you so much?' he
asked conversationally, 'l assure you they areealbwned for their beauty
and. ...

'l know what they're renowned for," Brooke snappadk, 'and | don't want
to be classed among them....

In her heart of hearts she knew that what sheyreahted was to be his
only woman, but Adam seemed to lose patience wathahd snarled back
angrily, 'Don't worry, you're hardly likely to beyith your lack of
experience.’

His condemnation hurt and she flinched back froerébuke, knowing that
it was richly deserved and yet unable to stop Ifeireen feeling pain. She
started to tremble and heard Adam curse. 'You'neeshg,' he told her
almost accusingly. 'Are you too hot? Too cold?' filigers brushed her
skin, busily tugging her protective sheet more @lpsound her. The fact
that he could be so little affected by their proymwhile she was having
difficulty in controlling her heart-beat and pulsge infuriated her. 'Why do
| have to wear this ..." she demanded shrilly. "Wiay't | wear my
nightdress?"



'‘Because, my little spitfire, there's only so mticat mere man can stand,
and after one night of having you cuddle up to neamwng that frivolous
piece of silk and lace you are pleased to desaso@ightwear", | decided
for both our sakes, something more protective wakea for, hence the
sheet.’

During his speech Brooke's face had gone from fonkvhite and back to
deep pink again.

'l didn't ..." she protested huskily, 'I....’

'l assure you that you did," Adam told her moclesuily, unable to stop his
eyes from gleaming slate grey with amusement awdtehed her, 'and
extremely delightful it was too. | had to forcibtgmind myself that you
were ill. You're a very enticing female indeed, wlyeu forget to be so prim
and proper, but then, I've always known you wowdd b

'l didn't know what | was doing...." Even to herroears her voice sounded
strangely uncertain.

‘Then it's just as well that | did, isn't it?' Adamroice had changed again,
sounding harsh this time.

''ve got to get back to the office," he told hartly. 'I'll be back later this
evening.'

When he was gone, from somewhere Brooke manadeditthe energy to
remove herself from his bed into another one inafriee two spare rooms.
The bed felt cold and alien, and she missed thefimable but comforting
masculine scent of him which had permeated ther otioen.

When he returned and found her there Adam mademonent, apart from
looking at her rather grimly and that night as ktyesleepless staring at the
ceiling, Brooke fought against her longing to beahwhim. It was bad
enough that she loved him; there was no point mpmminding her misery
by adding the torment of knowing his lovemakingyotal lose it.



Three days later Dr Peters called and pronouncatdBlooke was well
enough to be allowed up for a few hours that evgerrapport had sprung
up between her and Mrs Benson, who far from belrgg disapproving
dragon Brooke had envisaged, turned out to betly spioken Scot in her
mid forties who clucked sympathetically over Brop&ied coaxed her to eat
her wonderful home-made dishes.

'‘As bad as Mr Hart you are,’ she complained disappgly when Brooke
only ate a few mouthfuls of the cottage pie she imadle her for lunch.
'Only with him it's that he doesn't get time to edtre than a few bites."’

Her comment increased the feelings of guilt thad b&aen tormenting

Brooke for the last few days. She ought to be waykor at the very least
recuperating out of Adam's way, instead of takipgsa much of his time.

She had wondered why they didn't return to Abkddéade, until Dr Peters
had unwittingly answered her unspoken questiorebing her that during

the early days of her illness he had wanted heraevilee could be rushed
into hospital if the need had arisen. Touch andwas how he had
described her condition and Brooke winced wherebtited her on looking
after herself properly.

Adam must think her every kind of fool; she knewws fed up with the
present situation; he barely spoke to her wheraheechome now, and often
it was gone eight before he did return, spendingllzamore than five
minutes in her room before leaving.

No doubt he was finding it irksome having her candyy underfoot; Adam
was a sensual, virile man, and there could haralyetbeen many nights in
the past that he had spent alone, never mind dasevo weeks. The
thought made her go hot and cold with a desire west daily growing
almost out of control. She loved Adam and she whhim; so badly that at
times she came close to almost begging him to rfwleto her. Only the
sturdy common sense she had always prided hersstbpped her; only the
knowledge that after the blissful delirium of beingh him would come the
empty wastelands of being without him. At leass tiway she would have
some of him, working closely with him, perhaps bbBshing a friendship
which would, in the end, last far longer than neseual desire. Because she
could not deceive herself. No matter how intensgeap her love for Adam,



he could only reciprocate with physical desire, ahd already knew that it
would not be enough.

Sighing, Brooke got up and headed for her bathrdamieters had said she
could get up and she might as well do so. In faetfslt so much better than
she had expected when she was bathed and dresseshéhdecided now
was the time to tackle Adam about her return to dAsbMeade. She

couldn't continue where she was much longer withomitaying how she

felt about him.

At six o'clock Mrs Benson left, telling Brooke thshe had left a meal
prepared in the 'fridge. 'lIt only needs heating sipg told Brooke as she let
herself out.

Eight o'clock came and went and Brooke, who hadh lsting on the
leather settee in the living room, stretched heseelimbs and tried to
concentrate on the television programme she washivag, all the while
conscious of the storm of butterflies hovering @ tummy.

By half-past eight she was so tense that she ¢eeldhe uneven thud of her
own heart beat, as she battled against the phyesitaustion undermining
her determination to stay awake.

She couldn't stay here any longer; the more shegtitoabout it, the more
determined she was that she must leave, but ddspitdetermination to
stay awake, it became impossible to keep her gyes.der body still not
recovered from her illness clamoured for sleep, t#levision screen
flickering unwatched as Brooke gave in to it.

'‘Brooke, are you all right?"

The anxiety in Adam's voice pierced through thdsvei sleep and Brooke
opened her eyes, struggling to sit up and collgpsiack against the
cushions, wincing from the cramp pains suddenlptstay through her
ankle.



'What is it...What's wrong?' Adam flung off hisrrepat as he dropped down
beside her, his forehead creased in concern. 'Brfwarned you not to
overdo things...."

'It's cramp in my ankle, that's all," Brooke marchgetell him breathlessly,

suddenly, yearningly aware of him. His skin smetiédold, fresh air; and it

must have been raining because his hair was sfiglatinp. She longed to
reach out and touch it, to smooth her fingers thatlne thick dark strands.
'Here, let me...." he pushed away her fingers ag thached towards her
ankle, his own firmly soothing the tense muscleassaging them into

releasing her from the clamping pain, only it waererely release she felt,
it was a wild, sweet aching that spread from hmgédrs all along her body,
making it tremble with need and excitement.

She had dressed comfortably in a soft wool jumpeéramatching pleated
skirt and beneath the jumper she could feel headtsetingling with aching
life. Her whole body seemed to be awash with sensand she closed her
eyes as she fought against it. If the mere touthsdfingers against her skin
could affect her like this how would she feel if. .

'Brooke."

At the sharp anxiety in his voice her eyes flewrgpewittingly revealing

her response to him as he looked down at her. ntigtais own eyes
narrowed, darkening stormily. 'Brooke."' This timeedaid her name thickly,
slowly.

Aware of the danger she was courting, Brooke stathtp sit up and pull
away from him. 'Adam, | must leave here,' she tofd nervously. 'You're
far too busy for me to be taking up more of yourdi I..." She made the
mistake of glancing at him, her glance caught leyttéwrd male outline of his
mouth, curving in a grim line of comprehension. Kgomach lurched
protestingly as she watched, mesmerised. Her geenduddenly felt dry
and she touched them lightly with her tongue, gimgewith a tension that
had nothing to do with the room temperature. Mbemtanything else in the
world she wanted the feel and taste of Adam's mag#inst her own; she
wanted to know the possession of those hard madeth feel...She closed



her eyes, reeling with the shock of her own ematiavith the depth of her
hunger and the shameless wantonness of it.

Adam misinterpreted her action and leaned overfimgers curling into her
shoulders. '‘Brooke, don't faint on me now.' Brobkard him command. 'Dr
Peters says you aren't well enough to fend forsadtiyet. You heard him,
you need a holiday...'

She opened her eyes, intending to argue with harfamd he was so close
that she could see the pores of his skin; smeliritimate male scent that
was his alone. Almost instinctively she swayed talsanim, trapped in the
sensual burst of pleasure his proximity gave hbe &uld feel the fierce
thud of his heart and the heat coming off his sl@meath his jacket and
shirt. His fingers bit into her shoulders as hepsurfed her, and beneath the
healthy colour of his tan, his skin seemed to pakktighten over his bones,
a febrile glitter darkening his eyes.

‘The way you're looking at me would tempt a saime,'muttered rawly,
watching her, 'and that's something I've nevenwai to be. God knows |
shouldn't be doing this.' He made to pull away Brabke's heart leaped in
sharp dread. He couldn't leave her now. Her hamdsetl behind his neck,
her face upturned towards him.

'‘Brooke...." Her name was a groan of despair otiggslost as they found
the parted sweetness of hers. A wild feverish pleasoursed through her
as Brooke responded mindlessly to his kiss, fugllime fires she could
sense burning inside him. All the advice she hadmgherself was forgotten
as she returned his kisses abandonedly, wantiygotdke what she could;
to live only for the moment. All her barriers watewn; her fierce response
to Adam's kiss burning away all restraint. His heamdoved from her
shoulders down over her body, moulding and expiprmticing her to arch
wantonly against him. The hard pressure of his mtndreased, his tongue
investigating the recesses of her mouth. Brookescohith need and
pleasure. She wanted to be close to him withoub#éngiers of their clothes.
Her fingers tugged almost blindly at the buttonshanshirt, and she heard
his half-stifled groan, her famished senses reighine deep intensity of it,
half of her registering his muttered, 'Yes ... yes| need to be close to you
Brooke," while the other urged her to hurry, hengia fire for the soothing



balm of his. She shivered in hectic excitement wieeremoved her jumper,
her skirt soon following it on to the floor. Shedmaanaged to unfasten half
the buttons on his shirt, but Adam completed tts& far her, wrenching
impatiently at them and then discarding both sairtl jacket. His torso
gleamed softly gold in the lamplight and Brooke vehéd again,
mesmerised by the male beauty of him, reachingt@abuch him with
trembling fingers, lost in a tactile voyage of digery, emotion after
emotion chasing one another across her pale facgh@stouched and
explored the hard shape of his shoulders. A plisdded erratically in his
throat and she touched that too, with one fingsglifig the hurried thud of
his life blood and wondering at her ability to iease it. She felt him
swallow through rigid throat muscles and lookedbimis face, barely
recognising the look she saw there. Adam, who viaays so calm and
controlled, was looking at her with a darkly interlainger, wanting her so
badly she could see his need.

Shivers of fire ran over her skin, her heart thaddn time to his pulse as
she lifted her head and placed her lips againsthr@at, shuddering in

reaction to Adam's thickly muttered cry of pleasuis thumbs stroked the
soft curve of flesh exposed by the lace cups obh&rand Brooke thought
she heard him mutter, 'this is complete madnes&yé he reached behind
her, unsnapping it, his palms warm as they cuppadbheasts, warmth

turning to liquid heat as the pads of his thumbsbad erotically over her

hard nipples. Heat, liquid, fiery waves of it sulbsgexl every other thought,
her body responding feverishly to his touch, hps kcattering tiny kisses
against his skin as Adam's hands slid over her bodylding her against

him until the dark roughness of his body hair raspgainst the delicacy of
her breasts and a surging thrust of desire madgdsy and melt against
him, arching into him, driven mad by a need to &g pf him.

'‘Brooke.’ His mouth found the tender cord of heodlh and his teeth nipped
softly into her skin, sending shivering waves ofssion spreading through
her, the rough rasp of his tongue as it strokedaleer throat making her
ache with need.

'You're beautiful.' He released her, pushing hewrdonto the settee,
studying her with sombre intensity, his hand day&iast the paleness of her
hip, his thumb probing the barrier of her tiny ligie



As he bent over her Brooke felt her senses swirh getirious anticipation.

This was nothing like how she had imagined thewetoaking would be.

She had envisaged him as a tender, slightly digtaat making allowances
for her inexperience, but instead he seemed tasheable to control his
responses as she was her own and the result vease £xplosive need that
seemed to grow with every look and touch. She calnobst feel the tension
in his body; the hunger that fed on hers, and ddditely drew it out as his
fingers stroked her skin, upwards over the narmodentation of her waist,

exploring her rib cage, cupping the fullness of veasts.

Her breath caught in her throat as he bent overtbaching the aching
hardness of her nipples with his tongue, teasiegitivith its lightly moist
caresses until the hunger inside her threateneatmde and she reached
up, capturing his head with a small moan of neaed seemed to need no
explanation. His mouth opened warmly over her lirdas teeth grating
erotically over the tender skin.

Brooke was barely aware of digging her nails into lback, or of arching

fiercely beneath him, or indeed of the effect hearefish response had had
on him until she heard the hoarse sound he makle Esdeased one breast to
caress the other, his body hard with arousal lasld her against the settee.

The waistband of his trousers was an impedimensinaking fingers didn't
want. She wanted to feel all of him against hee $anted.... She gave a
smothered cry of pleasure, her frantic movemenlitngtas she felt the
erotic pull of his mouth against her breast, th®ilaed sound of Adam's
breathing mingling with her soft cries of pleasure.

Suddenly she could wait no longer. '‘Adam ... pleaSeshe implored

huskily. 'Please. ..." He shifted his weight ddjthis hand going to his belt
while she watched in feverish fascination, and thies iced water being

poured down her spine the intrusive sound of theptene broke the spell
of their lovemaking. She shivered with cold andchas Adam moved

away from her, turning his back to her as he spalkethe receiver.

'Susan ... no of course | don't mind...." Brookartidnim say. 'Yes, tomorrow
night is fine. . .. No | don't have any other ergyagnts and even if | did....'
He laughed, and Brooke crept off the settee clatghier clothes, shame



burning a scorching flame over her skin. How coslee have been so
stupid?

She heard Adam come to her door and knock geralimg her name, but
for her pride's sake she pretended to be asleepcé@hdn't bear to face him
now. What on earth could she say? How could shdaexmway her
behaviour? It wouldn't have been so bad if Adanm'tlikhow that she was
still a virgin. Had she been experienced she chaig lied glibly and said
her behaviour was the result of natural frustratjost as his response to her
had been the natural response of a highly sexed tmdhe overtures of an
available woman.

She barely slept, waking in time to hear Adam mgwbout. She shrank
back under the bedclothes when he knocked and waike her room,
holding a tray.

‘Toast and coffee,’ he told her curtly, avoidingkimg at her. 'Brooke.
‘Adam....’

They both spoke together, both breaking off to labkhe other. 'Brooke,
you can't stay here any longer," Adam told her Ifirmhen she fell silent.
‘Neither are you well enough to go back to the leodfpne...." He turned
away from her drumming irate fingers against thd.Waown a villa in the
South of France. A French couple run it for meordmally visit it a couple of
times a year, the rest of the time it's let outriiends .. . It's empty at the
moment, and I've made arrangements for you to ereitg there. You're
booked on a flight at lunchtime today. Don't woabout clothes and things.
I've spoken to the LeBruns, all that will be takesre of at their end.
Madame LeBrun will take you shopping....'

'I'm to go there alone?"

She hated herself for asking the question but veasptetely unable to
resist.

‘The LeBruns will be there to take care of you.aAdavoided her eyes. 'A
month should be long enough to see you sufficierttpvered.’



'‘And my job?' Brooke asked him tightly, knowing theswer, her heart
sinking as she waited for it. Adam guessed howfshe@bout him, and as
she had known he would, he didn't want to get wmedlwith her. Adam
didn't want love in his life, he wanted a sexuabmpatible, experienced
woman who shared his views on life, not an overaotc virgin.

'We'll review the position once you're well enoudhy existing PA has
agreed to stay on for an extra month—her baby dsr@tfor two, and she's
feeling well enough to go on working...."

'‘Adam...." Hating herself for doing it Brooke readhout towards him,
sensing his withdrawal even though he didn't m&wery bone in his face
was rigid with tension.

'It's for the best Brooke,' he told her unemotibnal think last night
showed us both that, | can't keep you here anyelowghout taking you to
my bed. ..."

'‘And?' she asked, her heart in her mouth. Perligb® itold him she knew
the rules and accepted them ... but her hopes destged as he responded
curtly, 'And | don't want the complications thatwiainvolve, and there are
complications—we both know that.’

Meaning that he knew—or guessed—how she felt albimt Brooke
thought miserably. What could she say? She cowidtion going back to
the Lodge, where all she could do was sit and hrooghe could give in
gracefully to the arrangements he had made and thgpea month away
would help her to gather her mental resources th sun extent that she
could control her feelings for him. 'Very well." &lbowed her head in
acceptance, not looking up until she knew he htidHe room, and biting
down hard on her lip to stop the tears falling. Busnust possess ESP
because Brooke knew that without her telephonéeastinight by now she
and Adam would have been lovers, and the dreabingtwas that even
knowing he didn't love her, she still wanted thenbé¢. Adam was right, it
was best that she left, best for her and bestifor h



CHAPTER SEVEN

HER flight to Nice was uneventful, and as Brooke sezppff the plane to
sombre clouds and light drizzle she felt that tleater was reflecting her
moods. She hadn't cried since Adam had made hisioedo send her
away, but the tears were there clogging up hemathiweld back only by a
fierce effort of will.

He had driven her to the airport and waited with foe her flight. It had

been an agony she hadn't wanted to endure, knowimoyhe would be
spending his evening with. No doubt tonight hisgbgl hunger would be
appeased, while she....

Like someone in a trance Brooke passed throughoBissbarely aware of
the covert looks of interest the Customs Officarggler. In the arrivals hall
she found the LeBruns without too much difficulaysmall, dapper French
couple they were holding up a cardboard notice Wwe&h name on it, and
greeted her in careful English when she made Hdaseln to them.

Brooke's own French was good, and she could séegerelief when she
switched to that language. It came as something sifock to learn from
them that Adam was fluent in their language, algtoonce she thought
about it she could understand how, with his quigsp of the essentials and
hard-headed determination, he would soon pick @ougm of any language
to get by on. Adam would never trust anyone elsat&rpret for him; he
would always prefer to deal with others direct, thlee in a business or any
other capacity.

'Monsieur Hart said that we were to take you shogpiMadame LeBrun
informed Brooke as they led her to the car park. sdid that you did not
have time to pack suitable clothes before youHefjland.'

As she glanced at the sullen sky Brooke grimacesflyarHer London suit
was eminently suitable for such dull weather, Ihé flt too tired to argue,
and it was true that she was getting heatrtily sidke couple of changes of
clothes she had originally packed for her brigf td London.



A telephone call to the Dower House before she ftaftthe airport had
assured her that Tod and Balsebar were getting afery well. Tod assured
her that the dog was no trouble and promised lagrid would continue to
look after him for her.

‘Just get yourself well," had been his parting wdrdher, but how did she
cure herself of a broken heart, Brooke wonderedngbh as they sped
through the streets of Nice and then started td loe& of the town and up
into the hills.

Adam's villa was close to Juan Les Pins and woeldBrooke suspected,
quite spectacular. When she had left London pebate been busy with

their Christmas shopping, and the pain inside mewgs she thought of
spending Christmas here, virtually alone. She wdade been alone had
she remained in England she reminded herself, lertetat least her
surroundings would have been familiar. Her solitstavife would have no

doubt invited her over for Christmas lunch, andé¢head been a tentative
invitation from Jeff Gibson to go with him to thechl Hunt Ball.

How would Adam spend the Christmas holiday? Ski-iingGstaad or
somewhere similar, with Susan? A jagged fork ohpare at her heart and
she turned her head towards the window, hopingMlaalame LeBrun who
was sitting in the back of the car with her, wottidtice her momentary
weakness. She had spent several holidays in Slatwkem her teens, and
thoroughly enjoyed ski-ing, but it wasttiat that she envied Susan, it was
Adam'’s presence; his lovemaking; his....

'Soon we will be there," Madame LeBrun told heterirupting her unhappy
thoughts. They had driven through the village amded off down a narrow
lane that seemed to meander past high walls anckabng hedges. When
at last they turned into a gravelled drive, Brotiked to take an interest in
her surroundings, apathy quickly changing to geauimnterest as she
realised that she had been wrong in assuming thdamAwould own a

modern, showy villa. The building she could seergng at the end of the
drive was old and creeper clad, hugging the costofithe land. Beneath
the creeper the walls glowed a soft, warm creard, anthe car stopped
outside the main door Brooke was conscious of arostl physical aura of
peace.



'How lovely it is." She barely whispered the wordsnbing out of the car to
study her surroundings.

'Many years ago this land was owned by the moMaglame LeBrun told
her. 'lt was here in Monsieur Hart's house thaly tbece made their
remedies from the herbs that grow locally.’'

Almost reverently Brooke touched the mellow stoktad it been its
association with the monks that had persuaded Atarbuy Abbot's
Meade? Who, owning this villa, could not help betimpressed by the
soothing air of peace its original owners had k#hind them? Abbot's
Meade had it too, she recognised, but to a mudetextent.

'‘Come...." Madame LeBrun touched her arm, smilindeustandingly as
though she knew how deeply the villa affected fibe main doors opened
on to a tiled hallway, decorated in soft cream dold terracotta. Several
doors opened off it and Madame LeBrun opened atieating that Brooke

precede her. She found herself in an elegant ahdvgiEoming salon,

furnished simply in the same rich creams and tetta@s the hall, only with

the addition of pure jades and blues, colours whkiohld reflect those of

the sea and the sky in midsummer, Brooke realised.

Beyond the elegant French windows lay the gardeiostly formal flower
beds, framed by hedges. 'The pool and tennis cbereyond the hedge,’
Madame LeBrun explained to her. 'The pool is enaptiyhe moment, but if
you would care to use it....'

Quickly Brooke shook her head, feeling the eff@fteer journey.

'You are tired,” Madame LeBrun sympathised. 'l Isklabw you to your
room and tomorrow we shall attack the shops." WB&oke would have
objected she said firmly, ‘Monsieur Hart has giweamy instructions.' Her
face softened into a smile. 'If you will come thiay.'

The stairs were narrow and twisty, leading up teciangular gallery. Four
doors led off it.



'‘As you can see the villa is not large. It has foutr bedrooms." Madame
LeBrun explained, adding, 'Monsieur LeBrun and rnifys@ve an apartment
over the garages.'

She opened one of the doors and gestured Broold=inghe room was a
pleasant size, overlooking a small cobbled coudty@omplete with a
dovecot. Brooke felt her breath catch, an almostearable mingling of
pain and nostalgia sweeping over her. As if sheadder eyes and listened
to the doves she might almost be able to beliegevsks back at Abbot's
Meade.

'You do not care for the room?' Madame LeBrun sedntbncerned. 'But
Monsieur Hart told me to give you this one mostipatarly.’

'l love the room," Brooke assured her in a shakgerdHer composure was
far too fragile for her to endure hearing that Adaaal given such specific
instructions for her comfort, and it was true, dfid love the room.
Decorated in pale yellows and peach it seemed dw glith sunlight,
despite the overcast sky outside.

It had its own small bathroom, which Madame LeBslmowed her, and
when she had left Brooke alone, promising to bupga soothing tisane
which would help her sleep, Brooke sank down ihtopgeach wicker chair
by the window and stared unseeingly out into thelgas.

Which room was Adam's? A deep shudder wracked gtrder body as she
remembered the scene in his apartment the prerigbs If she closed her
eyes it was still possible for her to recreate sisgent and feel of his
half-naked body; she could even re-live the respsr$ her own to him, but
nothing could bring the reality of Adam into thsom with her, no matter
how much she longed for him.

She was glad when Madame LeBrun arrived with geng because it broke
the powerful spell of her thoughts.

As the Frenchwoman had prophesied it helped hsketp, but as she lay,
drifting aimlessly in the half world between wakiragnd sleeping, all
Brooke's thoughts were concentrated on Adam. WasitheSusan now?



Was he holding her, making love to her as he hadent@ave toher last

night? No, not as he had made lovehter, Brooke thought with fierce
anguish, with Susan in his arms he would know nsithion; no fear of
commitment....

Was that why he had held off with her, Brooke waedebitterly, because
despite all he had said about not wanting any wvemknt, in his heart of
hearts he was still the young boy she had rejetiedyoung boy who still
yearned hopelessly for the princess he had puhavoay pedestal? Well, if
he had Susan was more than ready to step dowhaifpedestal, Brooke
thought miserably; and very much more than readshttw Adam that she
was all too human. Adam was a rich man now, andusuwsas a divorced
woman looking for a second husband wealthy enoogkupport her in
comfort. Her thoughts jumbling painfully, Brookelast fell asleep.

'We will drive into Cannes for there are to be fdtine best shops,” Madame
LeBrun pronounced. She was in Brooke's room waichiith an eagle eye
while Brooke bit into a rich, flaky croissant, cedtwith delicious apricot
preserve. A large cup of fragrant French coffeetedaat her elbow. This
was spoiling indeed Brooke thought lethargicallyredkfast in bed.
Unwanted an image of Adam bringing her toast anifieeocon her last
morning in his apartment rose up before her, anttienly she wanted to
cry.

Suppressing her emotions she tried to concentretehat Madame LeBrun
was saying. The Frenchwoman dressed very elegantytoday she was
wearing a neat navy dress that Brooke suspectddfaromore than she
would ever dream of spending on one outfit. Shetadto protest that she
didn't need any clothes, but knew that she wouldyley. Even so, she
hated the thought of spending Adam's money. SheaHatle of her own
saved, and the minute she returned to England shidwnake a point of
reimbursing him for every penny that she spent.

Madame LeBrun was a competent driver, parking teaRIt carefully in a
specially designated area, not far from the shappncades.



As she followed her through the crowded streetepBe was swept by a
painful surge of homesickness as she watched thedhoppers laden with
Christmas presents.

'l am afraid that we shall be away from the houseGhristmas Day,'
Madame LeBrun apologised to Brooke. 'My father wseery old already
expects us, otherwise....'

'‘No, please ... of course you must not even thihkcltanging your
arrangements for me.' Brooke assured her quicklyatWvould Adam be
doing on Christmas Day? Lunching with Susan anghegnts, no longer a
young upstart, but a wealthy businessman whosewasments made him
an accepted member of their family circle? How doddlam be taken in by
her, Brooke wondered achingly; Susan might be lfe§uiut she was also
hard; and Brooke doubted that she cared any morthdéoreal Adam; the
man he was inside the image he had built for himseln she had cared for
Adam the boy. No, what Susan wanted was the ouf@m the wealthy,
assured, predatory male he had become.

Reminding herself that all she was doing was makimegpain worse for
herself Brooke tried to concentrate as Madame LeBed her from
boutigue to boutique. At last, obviously at a ltssinderstand her lack of
interest, the Frenchwoman's eyes brightened. 'Wkjust the place,’ she
informed Brooke. 'A countrywoman of yours who hasarmed a
Frenchman; she owns a small boutique just down'here

'Down here' was a narrow, but charming alleywayupad by several
discreetly fronted and obviously expensive shopadaie LeBrun paused
outside one of them and then went in.

The woman who stepped forward to serve them glaticedghtfully at
Brooke as Madame LeBrun explained in voluble Fremiht was required.

'Please,’ "Brooke interrupted, visions of her srhafik balance diminishing
far too rapidly hovering unpleasantly before hezeyi'm not really looking
for anything special, just something to tide merdee a few weeks.'



‘That is a pity, all clothes should be specialg tither woman smiled.
'Indeed | like to think that aliny clothesare special. You are here for a
month you say.... That will include the Christmasipd.... You will surely
need something special for that ... unless of @yos have already brought
something with you?"'

Unwilling to admit that she would be spending Cimigs Day completely
alone Brooke allowed herself to be seated on arisurgly comfortable
cane chair while cupboards were opened and clqiftekiced.

‘This | think would become you admirably...." Login the proprietress

displayed a tawny velvet outfit for Brooke's insjp@e. A skirt and top, the

skirt was pencil shaped and very elegant. The tap thve same rich colour
as the skirt but in a heavy satin, the full sleevasght up in velvet cuffs.
The waist also was banded in velvet the top flomga@ut into a flattering

peplum, but it was the back of the top that caugtdoke's attention.

Geometrically shaped into a squared off 'U' itdasd at the waist with
three small velvet covered buttons.

The moment she touched the deep velvet pile Br&okes she had to have
the outfit no matter how expensive it was. Deridmgself for her folly she
allowed herself to be persuaded into it. As she kramvn instinctively it
would, it fitted her perfectly. Even Madame LeBrgesped in appreciative
approval when she stepped out of the changing leulbaic examine her
reflection properly in the floor-length mirrors.

'C'est magnifique she pronounced. 'That colour is so right for ybu..

As she turned round Brooke caught a glimpse obhek; the curve of her
spine surprisingly vulnerable, her skin a gleamalgost pearlescent cream
against the dark tawny fabric.

'It is perfect for you,' the proprietress told trethfully, 'and if you should
need underwear—'

The silk satin camisole she produced had the sanasvay back. Plainly,
almost severely tailored the fabric clung sensuotsiBrooke's fingers,
completely free of lace, the garment's only adominveas the delicately



appliqued butterflies adorning both the low back amoulding the top of
the beautifully shaped cups.

A suspender belt to match was produced and sonmgteitk stockings, and
Brooke knew that she was lost. She simply had we tlaem all, if only for
the anguish of wishing Adam could see her wearagnt Intuitively she
knew that Adam would approve of her choice and tieatvould far rather
she spent all her money on one undeniably femimo#it than on
half-a-dozen more practical ones.

She would never go anywhere this Christmas whezecehld wear such a
luxurious outfit, Brooke thought despairingly a® gfaid for her purchases,
and yet the feminine side of her nature couldjtetthem.

'Now shoes,' Madame LeBrun announced firmly whewy trad left the shop
‘and then for everyday wear Les Tweeds....'

Shoes weren't hard to find. Madame LeBrun knew allssidestreet shop

that specialised in cut-price Dior models and Bmokith her long narrow

feet, had no problem in finding a pair of softlypple suede shoes which
exactly matched her outfit.

Madame LeBrun's idea of 'Les Tweeds' turned olttet@ range of softly
toning pastel tweed skirts and silk shirts and oesle jumpers, and
suspecting that she would bitterly regret it |&svoke allowed herself to be
tempted into an incredibly soft tweed skirt in ntlit&tmeals with a toning
russet silk blouse and a matching oatmeal cashswezater.

To appease her feelings of guilt Brooke also bobghself a pair of jeans
and several cheerful tops to wear about the \Alfeer all she was supposed
to be recuperating, not socialising.

On their way back to Juan Les Pins Madame LeBrptagned that the area
was very quiet during the holiday season, very ¥sitors arriving. ‘'Les
Alps or cruising, that is what they prefer thesgsifeshe told Brooke with a
smile.



It was a full week before Brooke stopped expedinigear from Adam, but
nothing could stop her imagination from tormenthy with pictures of
him—Dboth alone and with Susan.

Madame LeBrun had told her that she was to makseelieztompletely at
home in the villa, but Brooke had been reluctarddanore than make the
odd brief telephone call to Abbot's Meade to checlBalsebar.

On both occasions she spoke to Tod, who told redritbr dog was fine.
'‘Adam takes him for his walks when he's down heuéhe's been spending
a lot of time in London.'

Tod hadn't said any more, but Brooke had guessedAdam's time had
been spent with.

The weather changed, and became mild and balmgkBri@It well enough
to wander down to the small pebbly beach the whared with several
others on the small peninsula. As she had antexb#twas deserted, but
she had enjoyed the clean fresh breeze comingheffwater, huddled
warmly inside the thick camel coat she had browgtit her from London.

She had written to her few friends in Englandjrglthem where she was,
and had a very anxious letter back from the Brookba

As Brooke had expected the couple had intendeahtivei her over for
Christmas lunchand she sighed as she put the titene side. She was
going to be lonely, but she had tried to keep sinclughts at bay. She
couldn't expect the LeBruns to change their plaeseiy on her account and
Adam had doubtless not given a thought to Christwtzen he had sent her
away. She wondered about changing her flight aridgghome a week
early, but the flight was already booked and shed&ictant to change it in
case Adam thought she was chasing him.

As the days slid by Brooke knew that she was gri&diexovering from her

iliness. She felt fitter, healthier, but underlyitige soft glow colouring her
skin, was a tension that had nothing to do withilhezss. Despite Madame
LeBrun's appetising meals she hadn't put on angiweand knew that she
was a little too thin. She could feel her ribs, dredt hip bones projected



noticeably. Even her face had a fine-drawn, fragdécacy, and although
the doctor Adam had instructed to call weekly anelc& up on her frowned
over her weight he had to admit that in other aqgrarher health gave no
concern at all.

He was a plump, balding man with a harassed smdeasarm brown eyes,
and when he learned that Brooke was spending @Gtassbn her own, he
had frowned, tapping his fingers against the ddohey room while he
considered the matter.

'l am a widower," he said at last, ‘and because/é€ mo family | normally
spend Christmas Day in the children's ward of @aal hospital—this
enables the other doctors to have time off to ki wieir families. If you
would care for it, | should be able to arrangeyfmun to join us—for the sake
of the children we try to make their Christmas @gyl as possible—we
have several long-stay patients who for one reasanother have no one of
their own who can be with them on Christmas Day, @sitors are always
much appreciated by them.’

When Brooke realised that his invitation was q@enuine, she felt her
spirits lift a little. Where better to lose her metholy longings for Adam
than in the busy bustle of the hospital?

'l accept, but only on condition that I'm allowedhake myself useful,’ she
told Doctor Beunne.

'Oh you will do that all right,’ he promised héFrhé children are always
willing to be read to, or otherwise entertained.’

After that Brooke found it easier to face the pexgpof Christmas. Her
cards had been bought and sent off several dagsaade doctor's visit, but
now she borrowed the Renault and drove herself @aones, raiding the
stores for suitable presents for the children. GnsBnas Eve she waved
the LeBruns off in their own small car with a lightheart than she could
have thought possible a week before, her only gehde being the half
hour or so she spent dreaming of Adam as she §ainihof a log fire in the

main salon, and wondered what he was doing, anthehke had given any
thought to her.



Hardly likely, she mocked herself, remembering ttehadn't even sent her
a card, or telephoned her. When she did go homénau job still be open,
or would he find some excuse to get rid of her’hi8ig faintly she stared
into the fire, wishing the patterns they made dat always somehow
resemble Adam's profile.

On Christmas morning she woke up early. For oneeetivas none of the
familiarly childish anticipation that there mighéve been snow during the
night. She showered quickly, dressing in her newntavelvet. Not just for
her sake but for the children's as well she tolddiéas she went downstairs
and breakfasted off croissants and preserve.

Enough food to withstand a siege filled the hugagerator, and tonight
when she returned from the hospital she fully ideghto make herself a
traditional meal, using the turkey Madame LeBrud baoked especially
for her.

In one corner of the salon stood the small aréfitiee she had bought in
Cannes, glittering with the decorations she hadagpuit. Turning swiftly
away Brooke tried not to think of other Christmagé®en her parents and
her uncle had been alive, family Christmases ftilaaghter and warmth.
Nor was she going to allow herself to dwell on soet of Christmas that
would fulfil every one of her dearest held dreatdam and herself before
a roaring fire in the Dower House drawing roomugdtree glimmering in
one corner, while a couple of toddlers played esigrglly with Santa's
munificence.

Driving the Renault she arrived at the hospitalgmod time, having
experienced no problem in locating it.

By the time she had parked the car and extricageself and her brightly
wrapped presents from inside it Doctor Beunne waising for her.

The hospital was only a small one, specialisingnhgan children's cases,
he explained as he led the way down a gleamingdowyMingling with all
the normal hospital smells were others ... fragamd tantalising ... the
eternal smells of Christmas, good food, excitemepine needles....



'We do cater for mainly private patients, but thefipwe make on that side
of things allows us to operate this ward for tha$® are not as financially
well off He paused as he spoke to push open ayhgewr, and Brooke
grinned at the scene she saw as she stepped inside.

The ward had been decorated especially for thesamtaand with true
Frenchelan. No drooping streamers here, no tired balloonsaanished
tinsel.... Instead the walls of the ward had beamtpd with brilliant
Christmassy scenes, one end of it dominated byge Ghristmas tree, laden
down with decorations. A cheerful nurse was pushinigplley from bed to
bed, handing out glasses of fruit juice to thosé @reugh to drink, and the
level of noise was unbelievable.

Children of all ages and in varying stages of recafon were stripping
wrapping paper from gifts, and as Brooke saw onellsahild manfully
struggling with a huge parcel and two heavy plasésts she felt betraying
tears prick her eyes.

‘The children are unbelievable," Dr Beunne whispéceher. 'They throw
themselves wholeheartedly into the festivities pethe sickest of them, and
I'm afraid that many of them in here are extreniiyile.

‘At this hospial we specialise in diseases of tlomeld he added in
explanation. 'In some cases we make good progrdssesaamiraculous

progress, but in others. ..." His expressive skaid what could not be put
into words, and forcing down her pity Brooke follesvhim to the first bed.

Four hours later, exhausted but feeling more atg@eath herself than she
had done in months, she left the hospital, dritimg Renault back to the
villa. She had read until she was hoarse; hadplayeatiety of silly games,
eaten far too much food, laughed until she haddcaied sometimes just
cried for the sheer bravery of the children she wathing. Now she felt
drained both emotionally and physically, but shelldaot have missed the
experience for anything.... Not even to sit andddegm over Adam, she
told herself bleakly.



Dusk started to fall as she reached the villa. |@irked the Renault and let
herself in, telling herself firmly that she wasgding to brood. No one in
good health had any right to do that after whatlseseen today.

After setting a match to the logs in the salonwsbat into the kitchen, still

wearing her finery, and started to prepare the iegemeal she no longer
really wanted. But Madame LeBrun would be upsseh# ate nothing, after
all her careful preparations. It seemed silly toieaolitary splendour in the
attractive dining room with its delicate reprodoati furniture and

silk-panelled walls, but nevertheless that was vghatwas going to do.

An hour later, having renewed her make-up and ledidter hair Brooke
was just on the way to check on her dinner wherdtwebell chimed.

Her initial thought was that someone had come ® \htong house,
followed by a quick stab of anxiety,. .. What ihseone knew she was here
alone....? The villa was expensively furnished withny fine antiques.
Trying to dispel her nervousness she opened the #eeping it on the
safety catch. It was too dark outside for her t&enaut the features of the
man standing there, but his voice was instantlyilfamand Brooke felt a
wave of disbelief storm through her as Adam saidyting mockingly, 'l
hope I'm not too late for dinner. What we were @teon the plane was like
sawdust...'

As she unhooked the safety chain with tremblingdns and stood back to
let him in Brooke tried to gather together her digved thoughts. Once he
was inside she could see that Adam looked tirecdaaan, his cheek bones
harshly prominent, his eyes glittering with theemgity she remembered so
well.

'‘Adam, | wasn't expecting you.'
How trite her words sounded, and as he stoodastdl studied her Brooke
felt the deep hectic rhythm of her pulses and thevan thudding of her

heart.

'No...." His look was searching, almost brooding aBd over her satin and
velvet outfit. '‘But obviously you were expectingrseone.'



'l was out earlier—visiting a children's hospital+Beunne knew I'd be on
my own and invited me there. | got dressed up fu thildren....'
Unknowingly her chin lifted, her eyes defying him guess that she had
dressed up, aching with the knowledge that he waoelter see her in her
finery.

'l hope they appreciated it—them and Dr Beunnes'\Hiice taunted and
grated over delicate nerves, rasping against thetihBrooke quivered in
mute response.

'I'm hungry,"” Adam announced briefly. 'I'll go updashower, we'll have
dinner and then we'll talk.'

‘Talk?' Alarm feathered along Brooke's veins. Whadl he come to talk
about? Had he come to tell her that he didn't vimantworking for him?

But why on Christmas Day? And where was Susan?

'Yes. You don't have any objection to talking to,de you?' he asked
sardonically. ‘Contrary to what you give every appece of believing, my

little virgin, talk on its own is not sufficient accomplish a seduction.’

As he moved past her Brooke caught the faintly $\weent of alcohol on

his breath. Had he been drinking? Was that theore&s his strangely

cryptic remarks?

'How long will dinner be?"

'Half an hour." She swallowed tensely, wonderingslie was actually

participating in this bizarre exchange or if shd Bamehow strayed into an
illusory world.

'Fine, I'll be down in twenty minutes.’

Adam was gone while she was still pinching hersgie flinched from the
small pain. It was real enough all right. Adam Wase.



CHAPTER EIGHT

WHEN he reappeared Adam had changed out of his cottisvesater into a
dinner suit.

'It seemed appropriate in view of your own finetye told her, deftly
uncorking the bottle of red wine she had decidedriok with her meal.
'Children’s hospitals seem to find favour with ybremember you donoted
most of the surplus cash from the sale of Abboesdié to one.’

'We all have out little foibles,' Brooke retortad@othly. "Yours seems to be
a predilection for old monasteries.'

‘At least for the buildings, if not the lifestylgpu mean,"” Adam mocked,
shrugging lightly as he said, 'In both instancesas the air of peace that
attracted me, | can't deny that, but that's asgamy "predilection” as you
call it goes.'

He followed Brooke into the kitchen and startedvoay the turkey while
she removed dishes from the oven.

‘Traditional Christmas fare," he commented, pausngatch her. 'Planning
to eat all alone were you?'

'As this isn't my home I'm hardly likely to invit¢her people into it," Brooke
responded grimly. She was getting tired of thearat mouse game Adam
seemed to be playing with her. There was a finedyvd tension about him
she couldn't understand. It was almost as thougioine way he resented
her.

'Why did you come here Adam?' she asked him whew tere sitting
down, eating.

'l already told you, | want to talk to you.'

'On Christmas Day? Somehow | envisaged you haantpd much to do to
think about me.’



'Meaning?'

Shrugging lightly Brooke told him. 'l anticipatelat you would probably
be spending the day with Susan and her parents.’

'Did you indeed. That was a pretty spectacularepmfcmental arithmetic,
wasn't it. As a matter of facwasinvited but | refused.’

Hope, sharp and heady as champagne bubbles ratily gigide her, her
nerves tingling in nervous response as Adam sugidamshed his plate
away and stood up coming round to her side ofabket

When his hands went to her shoulders, drawing pesut of her seat she
followed their commands unresistingly. 'Brookegelflown God knows
how many miles to be with you today, and it wagrst so that | could eat
Christmas Dinner with you.'

'Then what was it for,’ Brooke heard herself aslker lvoice an
unrecognisable, provocative whisper, her body diremelting towards
Adam's.

‘This.'

Fiercely exultant joy swept tumultuously through & Adam bent his head
and kissed her savagely, the tension she had senisied before increasing

as she felt the strain of his muscles compactingath the hands she slid
up under his jacket. His heart thudded unevenlynagaer palm, his tongue

prising her lips apart, subtlety abandoned as belskvith the hunger she

could feel building up inside him.

Strangely she felt neither resentment nor feary @nlleaping, excited
response that enabled her to meet and match #esityt of his possessive
kiss, giving herself up to it, and glorying in tierce heat that raged through
them both.

When at last he lifted his head Adam's breathing veeyged. He hadn't
made any move to touch her in any other way, butoBe knew now



irrevocably that they would make love and the tathe in the pit of her
stomach grew, and clamoured for appeasement.

"You wanted that as much as I did." It was a statgmather than a question,
and Brooke held his gaze as Adam stared at hew.Wwamt me to make love
to you," he persisted thickly. "You know you do &ke.’

'Have | denied it?' Her quiet tone seemed to sHook The grey eyes
dilated and glittered brilliantly. "You were the enwvho sent me away,
Adam.’'

'‘Because | didn't.... Oh hell, why are we wastingettalking," he muttered
rawly reaching for her, his hands moulding her gltre length of his body,
letting her feel the extent of his need and hurgeher.

'l want to take you to bed and make love to yoallithe ways I've dreamed
of making love to you from the first moment | saauy

The passionate words shivered across her skin,nasshterpreting the
reason for her light tremor, Adam told her hoars@&wn't be afraid, | shan't
hurt you ... God, Brooke....'

'l want you.' 'And | love you,' she whispered sdassly, as the words were
torn from her aching throat. Her love was a seshet must keep to herself
and. not burden Adam with. By some miracle he war® lwith her now
where she had dreamed of him being; wanting heostlih seemed to the
point of madness, and she was going to take whatfbeed and treasure it
for all time.

"Then come to me now.'

They went upstairs together hand in hand and Brdwmieav that he was
deliberately giving her time to change her mindtsiiie the bedroom door
which she now knew was his he paused, his hantdisgdgghtly on her
shoulders, his eyes sombre as he studied her. i§lisur last chance to
back out Brooke,' he told her thickly. 'Come witke mow and | shan't stop
until I've made you completely mine.’



'‘And | shan't want you to," Brooke whispered baidljberately pushing
open the door and walking into the room.

It was furnished in masculine creams and plums. I&tebeen in it only

once before, one morning when she had been lodemgladame LeBrun

and on that occasion she hadn't lingered, findieghought of doing so, of
imagining Adam lying in the vastness of the largd probably not alone,
too much to tolerate. Now although she quiveredh vénsion there was no
thought in her mind other than that Adam would belbver. Her first lover

and possibly her only lover she thought achinglgtohing him with eyes

unknowingly dark gold.

"You're trembling." Adam reached out, his fingestipuching the smooth
skin of her face, tracing along her cheek bonedaweh to her jaw before he
lightly caressed the mobile outline of her mouth.

'Don't be afraid.'

'I'm not." Her voice trembled too, but not fromrfeao, her tremors came
from love; from desire and need, and a fiercelylitexi excitement, Brooke

thought achingly, closing her eyes and allowing dibrer senses to feast
themselves on Adam's nearness.

She felt his hands on her shoulders, caressingairew bones, smoothing
the silk of her top over them and quivers of pusaxcitement darted over
her skin. She reached for him, automatically stidwer palms beneath the
thickness of his jacket and round his back, feelivgtension gripping his
muscles as she touched him.

'‘Brooke.' He kissed her lightly, muttering her naman oddly thick voice,
and then kissed her again, one hand cupping hewfal® the fingers of the
other tangled in her hair, his control abandonetheaselt her passionate
response. This was what she wanted; this fiercagryupassion that
overwhelmed every other more rational emotion; &lcising need to be part
of another human being; this blazing, exultant glea in knowing that
Adam wanted her with the same intensity. Her hdefisis back to clasp
the back of his head, her fingers weaving insistentthe thick darkness of
his hair. While he was kissing her Adam had unfastethe three buttons



securing her top and now he moved her lightly afvasn him so that he

could ease her out of it completely. His fingergeveeft on the zip of her
skirt, his movements economical and yet subtlyssaing) so that she felt no
embarrassment or reserve, merely an eager dedieerid of the trappings
of civilisation, to have as her only covering trerdhwarmth of his body.

‘This is delicious,’ he murmured against her skinching his mouth lightly
to the valleybetween her breasts as he eased#ps sff her camisole down
over her arms, 'but it doesn't feel as silkily entj as your skin. Undress me
Brooke," he commanded thickly, lifting his head watch her through
narrowed eyelids. How could she ever have thoughehes cold? Now
they glowed like molten metal, blazing with the saneed she could feel
twisting and turning in her own body. 'You can'tolsn how much I've
burned to feel your hands against my skin . .. adioe it,’ he muttered
unsteadily as her fingers moved tentatively told#ons on his shirt.

To help her he shed his jacket, shrugging it othéofloor, his lips teasing
light kisses along the side of her throat and dowro her shoulder.

‘You're trembling,' he told her softly as she sfjled with the second button.

'How can you expect me to concentrate on what lomg]' Brooke
protested in response, 'when you keep on kissintikea¢hat?'

She felt the warmth of his laughter graze her s&kimg instead of feeling
gauche she felt a spurt of warm pleasure, knowiagtiis laughter had been
indulgent rather than mocking.

'l can see I'm going to have to teach you how tondoe than one thing at
once.' He lifted his head, and looked at her lazaly her nervous fingers
stilled.

‘There's nothing to stop you kissing me back, ot lher softly, the heat of
his gaze belying the mildness of his voice, anditigers he spread against
the back of her head propelled her gently towanals tintil her lips touched
the pulse thudding in his throat.



His skin tasted warm, faintly salty and in someeiiitable way intensely
male. The feel of it beneath her mouth made Brapkes bolder, and to her
amazement the buttons that had proved so irksodaesly seemed to free
themselves from their holes. Dazed by the unexpeetss of the sheer
sensual pleasure touching Adam gave her, Brootetliier head to find
him smiling down at her, the reason for the eask which the buttons had
slid free explained as she saw his fingers entwinigid hers.

'Practice makes perfect—in all things," he told lgently mocking her, and
then as though he understood the pain that roseeinser as she
remembered how many women he must have gaineddusige with, he
added huskily, 'but perfection isn't everything—ffam it, it can be a cold,
empty thing, without the reality of emotion to warm

Emotion? What was he saying? That he cared for Ret#f that was the
case Adam would have come right out and said salddte have guessed
how she felt about him? For a moment Brooke fettast dizzy with shock
and despair, but then she conquered her feeliejagtherself fiercely that
nothing mattered except that Adam was here andhthaad flown to France
especially to be with her. Could the way she fietiwt him, the need she felt
to express that love in all the ways she could¢ebout her lack of physical
experience? She would make it, she decided fierckg would make
memories tonight that would stay not just with farall her life but with
him as well.

That decision once made dissolved her last few i@ngainhibitions. Her
fingertips investigated the narrow opening of tahsien, roughened by fine
dark hairs, exposed by the open shirt buttonslipgeonce again tasting the
smooth skin of

Adam'’s throat. His muscles tensed and hardenedtseher touch, the low
groan her explorative touch brought ripping frora taiut throat inciting her
to tease his warm skin with the tip of her tondgualing it along the strong
column of his throat as he arched it in hungry $appon of her touch,
muttering her name hoarsely as he cupped the wammdss of her breasts
with hands that trembled faintly as they touchedsken.



When his thumbs teased the swollen crests of ressks Brooke felt her
blood heat to molten wildness, her soft cry of plea smothered against his
skin. His teeth nipped delicately at her earlobes tongue stroking
quivering paths of fire along its delicate convaus.

Almost without her being aware of it Brooke graspesishoulders, curling
her fingers into his skin as she mutely beggedaformappeasement of the
need his stroking caresses were arousing, archengobdy against his,
fiercely pleased by his hoarse sound of frustrataanhis hands slid to her
hips, pressing her against the straining muscléssahighs.

'l want to make love to you slowly and lingeringlye muttered rawly into
her skin, 'but if you go on tormenting me like {hig won't even make it as
far as the bed.’

His thickly rasped words heated her skin, makingahe for the close
contact he spoke of. Tentatively Brooke touchedklg and felt him tense.
'Yes, yes, Brooke, touch me." The fiercely groadethand stopped her
from withdrawing, giving her the confidence to wsitn the buckle and
reach hesitantly for his zip.

The shudder that ripped through him beneath héat tguch inflamed her
Oown responses.

Suddenly she felt as provocative and irresistilsldhee most experienced
seductress. Her body thrilled to the knowledge shatcould make him feel
like this; that she could make him ache and hufayener in the same way
that she ached and hungered for him.

‘Stop.'

His harshly whispered command shattered her selfidence, scattering it
in a million tiny fragments. Tense and shivering siared up at him, not
knowing what she had. done wrong, or why his faduwaukl look so tense
and strained.



'Dear God Brooke, don't look at me like that." M@Bce was a thread of
sound, huskily punctuating the heavy silence oftd@droom. His hands
framed her face, his thumbs stroking soothinglyrdwex heated skin.

'l want you so badly, you're making me shake Itk@dolescent. If only you
weren't so damned innocent.' She barely hearastisbmment, because his
face was buried against her skin, but she couldtifieetension emanating
from him; the perspiration beading his foreheadt as she could sense the
relentless urgency building up inside him. For ameat she felt vulnerable
and bitterly angry that she could not meet him @ndwn terms; that she
lacked the experience that he seemed to wish shebbathen her love for
him surged through her, overpowering every negataetion. Somehow,
despite her lack of experience, she would makefbrget his reservations.

'‘Once you told me you liked it," she reminded hiavely.

'Once | believed | had the self-control to copehvitf he responded dryly,
'but then | wasn't holding you in my arms with myniger for you

threatening to get way, way out of control." Theras a hint of bitter
savagery beneath the self- mockery in his voicelibth thrilled and scared
her.

'l want you Adam,' she said at last, overcoming ri@vous qualms, and
looking straight at him. 'I'm sorry if my lack okgerience puts you off....’

'Puts me off!' He groaned huskily, obviously toretvkeen laughter and
impatience. '‘Oh Brooke, you don't even begin toeustand....'

'l understand that my body aches for yours,' sliehtion softly, holding his
gaze. 'l understand that | want you to touch meatess me, and that | want
to do the same to you." She moved slightly and lipet from the
uncurtained window fell across her body, outlinihg curved purity of her
breasts. Adam made a sound deep in his throat istagwval that she
shivered as she heard it, watching in a dream awrbached off the
remainder of his clothes, watching her all the twith a fierce intensity
that seemed to hold her in thrall.



His body was every bit as magnificent as she haabined. Her breath
caught faintly in her throat as she stared widedegiehim, and then his
hands were on her waist, lifting her and carryiegtowards the bed.

It dipped under their combined weight and as Br&okends came in
contact with Adam's chest, .she could feel the besaiing off his body. The
control and tension she had sensed warring in hoth lexploded and
disintegrated as his hands shaped the outlinerobday, and she felt the
fierce almost savage surge of need thrust throughdommunicated to her
by the ferocious urgency of his hands.

It seemed to kindle something deep inside her, sunge elemental and
deep-rooted, so that she became completely madiealal responsive to his
touch, almost as though she had been formed wglotle purpose in mind.

Freed of the restrictions of habit and self- coossness Brooke explored
Adam'’s body with a pleasure she had never envidibaeself experiencing.
His skin felt hot beneath her touch, his muscles figainst the long bones,
his body hardened and toughened so that it fednalo her fingertips,
different from her own familiar softly curving femnity. Suddenly despite
Adam’'s comments she was glad that she had waitegtigofirst time with
him; glad that there were no memories or prejudiettisover from other
lovers to mar the purity of what she was experiegciow. Nothing blurred
the intense joy she felt in knowing him, her lipsrshipping where her
fingers explored, her concentration broken only mighe felt Adam
shudder and rasp her name thickly, his hands cggpen breasts as they
had done earlier, his thumbs rhythmically cares#neg hard crests. When
his tongue touched them, lightly at first, paintohglicate circles round the
tender skin, a wild skein of pleasure seemed tuteiy convulsively inside
her. Her body tensed and then arched, her headmnhoack as her hands
held the back of his head. Her response seemedhlémsih something
elemental in Adam, his mouth possessively demanakntfastened round
first one nipple and then the other.

Starbursts of pleasure exploded inside her as RBrailandoned herself
completely to the erotic demands of his mouth. &tsivwf pleasure rippled
down her spine as she felt the fine grate of lathtagainst her tender skin.
Her own lips found the column of his throat and steng curve of his



shoulder, her fingers leaving his head to spreabgssively against his
back.

Adam's hands curled on to her hips, stroking tead#r bones, before
exploring the rounded shape of her bottom, holdhegagainst the heat of
his body.

His mouth left the aching tenderness of her bredastsste the smooth skin
of her throat, upwards along her jaw line, the rougsp of his body hair
against the pleasurably tender flesh of her nippteking her arch and
move convulsively against him.

His fingers tightened round her buttocks, and Beooc&ught her breath in
fierce pleasure as she felt the heated, rhythnsigarese of his body.

Stroking fingers slid up her spine and tangleden lmair, pulling her head
backwards, her small instinctive protest lost béméae fierce onslaught of
a kiss that made her ache and tremble with need.

‘Not yet... not yet,"” Adam muttered unsteadily agbher swollen mouth as
he felt her instinctive and untutored attempt tiis§aher need. His hands
moved a little less fiercely over her body as hehaa her slightly away
from him, his fingers fanning out possessively asrthe slight swell of her
stomach.

An-aching coil of tension twisted deep inside hemd she reached out
blindly, pressing her lips to the flat hardnessAdfam's nipple, running
trembling fingers along the dark line of hair thatowed down over his flat
stomach.

His fiercely convulsive movement betrayed his resgo one hand trapping
her fingers, the other grasping her chin and gltin upwards until his

tongue could trace the moist warmth of her lipasteg them until they
parted in a soundless moan of pleasure, leavintphgue free to explore
the sweetness of her mouth in a kiss that madenh@tless with aching

pleasure while his fingers urged hers against kis, snciting her to an

intimate exploration of his male body that broughtthroaty purr of

satisfaction to his lips and quivers of shiverixkgigement to her body.



It seemed ridiculous that she had reached the golthdge of twenty-six
without knowing the intimacy of a man's body befbrg now she knew
Adam's, and hesitancy gave way to desire and ls\aha pulled her mouth
from his and caressed the moist warmth of his ki a delicate precision
that absorbed her so absolutely that it took Addimigers manacled to her
wrists to pull her back into his arms.

'Have you any idea what you do to me when you touehlike that?' He
muttered the words thickly into her ear, the soahtthem interspersed with
the heavy, erratic thud of his heart.

‘A little," Brooke responded demurely, self- sattdion giving way to
tumultuous desire as Adam's fingers stroked tatally along her thighs
and then between them. He watched the dawn ofestadalisation darken
her eyes to gold and then give way to an almostardble pleasure as she
ceased trying to push him away and instead, cnigcis name in aching
surprise, overwhelmed by the sensations he wasiagu

‘That's what you do to me when you touch and kisshne way you were
doing," he told her rawly. 'You make me ache Brookay, way down into
my bones and guts.’

"You make me ache too,' Brooke responded huskilpdstond any attempt
at dissimulation, and as though her tremulous aslongroke down the last
barriers of his self-control Adam bent his headjctong his lips to the
delicate satiny skin of her waist, the pressur&isfmouth growing more
and more compulsive as he absorbed the taste sinde®f her.

Helplessly out of control Brooke responded fevayish every command of
his mouth and lips, the long awaited weight ofdogy as it lay between the
cradle of her thighs momentarily soothing the dsegted ache that
hungered inside her.

His fingertips stroking up over her skin Adam kiddeer closed eyelids.
Where it had been feverishly heated his touch waw tender and
restrained, but Brooke sensed that it was a fihelg restraint, ready to
shatter explosively at any second and held on ipfonher sake.



Her heart cried out impatiently that it didn't wairg restraint and she moved
eagerly, urgently, beneath him twining her armsbhis neck and lifting
her body enticingly to meet his. 'l want you Ada®lie said the words
fiercely against his skin, parting her lips hungfar his kiss, glorying in the
first fierce thrust of his body against hers, aredlooming its invasion of her
femininity with an impatience that seemed to oveslvhAdam's restraint.

The pain was nothing like what she had expectedf &nd lost beneath an
overpowering surge of pleasure, her body instietyivnatching the urgent
rhythm of Adam's, her every sense lost in it uhskeemed to time the beat
of her heart and the rate of her pulse.

It was a rhythm as elemental as the sea againghiee; as time itself,
Brooke thought hazily; something that her body &lachys secretly known
and now exulted in.

Pleasure gave way to aching urgency, her nails\gatkie hard muscles of
Adam's back, her fiercely feminine sounds of pleadost beneath his
mouth as their shared compulsive need mountedoéxyg in dizzying
waves of pleasure that crashed down over Brookestlat the same time as
she felt Adam tense, and call out her name, longddérs of release
wracking his lean body, as he held her possessagainst him, the sound
of their shared ragged breathing puncturing trensi of the room.

Minutes later, when Brooke tried to pull away, itedl herself that in the
aftermath of their lovemaking she must not betheylove she had managed
to keep silent about during it, Adam's arms tighteround her, refusing to
let her go, his body embracing hers, as thoughwexg lovers mentally as
well as physically. It made Brooke want to cry, weears filling her eyes
and sliding down her face. One dropped on to Adakitsand he tensed, his
tongue touching the salty dampness of her faceoétrbefore her tears had
dried she was falling asleep, her body pleasasmtlyargic, her mind too
exhausted to cope with the turmoil she knew awdigrdn the morning.



CHAPTER NINE

SOMETHING was different. Brooke knew it even without openiey eyes or
admitting returning consciousness; at first justamreness that had been
with her as she lay somewhere between sleepingweakihg, her eyes
closed, her body relaxed, now it was a certainty.

Adam ... her mind probed the pleasure even thinkisgname brought and
awareness flooded through her body. There was gietreonly pleasure
mingled with sorrow because by embarking on anraffith Adam, Brooke
knew she had set in motion a chain of events wiwhld culminate in her
losing him.

She moved and became conscious that she was rstilisi arms, her
fingertips drifted over his chest, her body coiliaghingly. It wasn't yet
dawn and in her naivety she had expected to wakexbpusted by their
lovemaking, but instead there was this unbelievabtesation of wellbeing,
and a finely tuned and insistent hunger for Adaat thade her want to
smile and cry at the same time.

'Did | hurt you?'

She hadn't realised that Adam was awake and thepss of his stark
guestion halted her caress.

Honesty and an instinct for self-preservation wéaed then remembering
how she had practically begged him to make loveetoBrooke settled for
honesty.

‘Not really..." Avoiding his eyes she added

candidly, 'l think I'd be aching more if you hadnade love to me than | am
because you did, although in a different way.' Humdted the corners of
her mouth and because she wasn't looking at hinesipdosively harsh

sound against her ear made her jerk round. Exgetbirsee laughter she
was shocked by the pallor of Adam's skin, and ¥pgession in his eyes. He
took her face in his hands, almost bruising hen skith the depth of

pressure he was exerting, and her hunger becaagrgmeed.



Compulsively, almost silently, Adam began to makeslto her, and Brooke
responded, matching him caress for caress followimgwithout hesitation,

sometimes awed, sometimes bewildered by the déitr@wn sensuality.

This time his appetite for her seemed fiercer, keeand yet less urgent,
some of his earlier tension gone. The culminaticiheir lovemaking came

surprisingly quickly, overwhelming her with its @itush of pleasure.

‘There are so many things | want to teach you, slyow...." Adam
murmured afterwards, caressing her gently intgpsleeothing her with the
hypnotic stroke of his hands against her skin.

The next time she woke up it was light and she alase. Panic, sharp and
agonising ripped through her, a bitter foretastevbat the rest of her life
was likely to be like, Brooke acknowledged shakBhe couldn't regret
what had happened, but where was she going totti@dtrength now to
face the rest of her life without Adam?

The bedroom door opened and he walked in carrytngyathe sight of him
instantly transporting her back to London and aeothorning ... her skin
paled, her eyes unknowingly shadowed and bruiskd. saw his mouth
compress and her heart sank.

'Coffee and croissants,' he told her in a clippagide; putting the tray down
beside her. Whereas in the night her nudity hadcoaterned her at all,
now, suddenly she was reluctant to sit up knowirgg if she did the sheet
would slip. A brief frown scored Adam's forehead éimen he leaned down,
plucking the shirt he had discarded the previogstioff the floor. 'Here,

he told her tersely, 'put this on.’

He strolled over to the window while she did s tEgs long and bare
beneath the hem of his robe. Brooke's heart tumosel, her senses
betraying her as she caught the male scent ofthatrctung elusively to his
shirt.

'‘Coffee?' Without waiting for her response Adamredla generous amount
into both cups, adding cream before handing oreetoThere was a small
parcel on the tray, beautifully packaged and Brostieeed at it as though
mesmerised.



"Your Christmas present," Adam told her softlyr's@me reason | forgot to
give it to you last night.'

'Is that why you flew out here?' There was a tigiut of pain in Brooke's
voice occasioned by the withdrawal she sensednm hut sheer dogged
necessity forcing her to play his game.

'Yes." Now his voice was distinctly terse. He wagretting last night
already Brooke thought defeatedly, and was probalggdering how on
earth he was going to extricate himself from theagion. Well, if he

thought she was going to make a fuss he would §admout that he was
wrong. She had known all along that he didn't Ioge... Her fingers toyed
with the gift wrapping, and Adam's brows drew tbgetin an impatient
frown. 'Aren't you going to open it?'

Forcing a wan smile Brooke did so. A small square émerged from the
wrappings, and she frowned, recognising the fanmause of the jeweller
stamped into the leather. Her querying, hesitaaing@ meshed with
Adam'’s. 'Open it," he commanded brusquely. He pickehis own coffee
cup, without drinking, watching her so intently th@athers of alarm
quivered up and down her spine.

Her fingers trembled as she opened the box, trsp dightly stiff, the lid
flipping back to reveal a perfect emerald ring sunded by the flashing fire
of encircling diamonds.

'‘Adam ..." her voice was strained and tense. 'iMgthis?' she managed at
last.

"Your engagement ring.' His voice was cool and item@Ve're flying back
to London this afternoon, and we'll be marriechaténd of the week. Don't
tell me you didn't want to marry me Brooke," hedsauiietly, lifting her left
hand and kissing the inside of her wrist beforesle the ring on to her
finger.

'Why?' She couldn't take it in, couldn't believeatvihe was hearing.



'It's time | had a wife . . . children. . . . ®hat we both want Brooke. You
know me well enough to know | never do anythingih't want to do, and |
know you well enough to know you wouldn't give yseif lightly.'

'‘But why me?' She was still dazed; disbelieving.

'Why not?' His glance was wryly mocking. 'Don't erektimate yourself
Brooke. You have all the characteristics men vahgst in their wives.

You're loyal, trustworthy, beautiful, chaste...iskbngue lingered over the
last word, and Brooke knew unbelievably that it wage, Adam actually

wanted to marry her!

'Last night," she began breathlessly, only to biafélas his mouth twisted
almost bitterly.

'Not quite what I'd intended. Oh | intended to mbkes to you all right,' he

told her, correctly interpreting her expressionf Wwith rather more finesse
and rather less fervour. Some things, it seemsnatabe controlled or

planned for. You see Brooke when | make plansd tik be sure that they
have a good chance of success, and that entaffaicgroundwork. | wasn't

sure if you would marry me, but | knew you wanted. nfou realise you

could already have conceived our child.'

The heady thrill his soft words brought was quexddg a sudden storm of
doubts. Adam had said nothing of love; nothingeaflihgs, only of 'plans'.

‘Adam...

'No arguments,' he told her curtly. 'Everythingisaged....'

You were so sure of me?'

"You jump like a nervous fawn every time | comewahgre near you. When
| kissed you, the way your body responded to mioke, me you weren't
indifferent to me. You've remained a virgin,for ttmng for it to be an

accident or a whim. The fact that we're loversstetie that you feel
something for me. | could have waited until after are married to possess



you but then | would never have known what wasrdesnd what was duty.
Last night was all desire wasn't it, Brooke?'

Desire and love, she amended mentally, avoidinkjihgpat him. Something
was desperately wrong. She should be feeling ezaitgthappy but instead
she felt apprehensive, full of nervous dread. Aetdsphe knew that if Adam
wanted to marry her, she would do. She was too weakesist the
temptation.

'Ill leave you to get dressed.’ He sounded sauldusly formal that she
wanted to laugh, only it was tears that werenitesy far away, not laughter,
and suddenly she longed for Adam to take her irahiss and kiss away all
her doubts and fears.

They left three hours later, after the LeBruns tetdrned in time to admire
and exclaim over the emerald glowing richly on Ba@s ring finger.

During the flight back Adam appeared preoccupied rather than intrude
on his thoughts Brooke kept her attention to healbmindow.

They landed at Heathrow without incident, wherehautfeur-driven car
was waiting to meet them.

'I'll drop you off at the apartment,” Adam annouhbeusquely as they were
driven into London. 'I've got several things tceatt to, but | shouldn't be
gone too long.'

He wasn't gone as long as Brooke had expectedinmeguas she was
unpacking her suitcase in the guest room she hedihefore. He walked in
and leaned up against the wall, studying her alimasidingly, his eyes like
ice as he demanded coldly, 'What exactly are yaog®0

'‘Unpacking my things. Then | thought I'd ring Abkdtleade, just to make
sure that Balsebar is behaving himself.'

'l spoke to Tod on Christmas Eve both dog and mal@ing fine. | can see
I'm going to have to tell that mut that from now o doesn't come first in
your life." The look he gave her was so blazingbggessive that Brooke



could feel a surge of responsive heat deep ingdbddy, as it responded to
the sexually charged magnetism of Adam's scrutingke no mistake about
it Brooke,' he added still watching her, 'l expant intend to be the most
important thing in your life from now on.’

'How very chauvinistic of you.' She said the wdrghtly, half turning away
from him. This was a side to Adam she hadn't sefaré. He had meant
every carefully chosen word he had said, and yelid@t love her.

Her skin prickled warningly as she felt his proxyniHe had moved so
quickly and quietly that she hadn't been awaré, dfut now she was aware
of him, deep down in her bones and insides. Higefia bit tautly into her

arm as he swung her round to face him, and betieatsardonic control of

his features Brooke sensed a fierce energy, anétbamy else she couldn't
put a name to.

'l mean it Brooke," he told her tightly. ‘No wifé mine will ever join the
lover swapping circuit so many of my colleaguesr/esi embark on." His
glance was like a whiplash, scoring her skin, s she made an involuntary
movement to step away from him, which resulted omlya further
tightening of his grasp. There was pain in the Weyfingers held her and
yet there was also an intense sexual pleasure kBrslnvered, not sure if
she liked this glimpse of a side of her naturelsdmdn't known existed. She
wanted to pull away from Adam, to taunt him unki&t fine control she
sensed within him was broken and he had no aligenbtt to subdue her
with his mouth and body.

She shivered again. 'Subdue,’ she tasted the witig aistastefully. What
had happened to all her dearly held views on ngeriand partnership?
Why did she feel this surge of aching need at boaight of the hungry
violence of Adam's lovemaking? Human responses wever easy things
to understand, she told herself shakily. Adam veakaned in her a hunger
she hadn't known herself capable of.

'l wonder what's going through your mind right histminute?' Adam's
softly spoken question caught her attention. "Yewkhanged, Brooke," he
told her. 'When we first met you were very easydad, but now you've
learned how to hide your thoughts from me. A gifyour class of women,'



he added derisively. 'Always polite and charming tbe surface, but
underneath all too ready and eager to cheat onlthebands; and on their
lovers.’

What did he mean, 'her class of woman' Brooke wattevorriedly,
shivering again. Did Adam really think she wouldeahon her marriage
VOws?

'If women are unfaithful to their husbands, at tela@lf the time those
husbands are to blame,' she countered, liftingcher to glare defiantly at
him, and glorying in the sudden glitter of angerkéaing his eyes.

'If you're ever unfaithful to me, I'll...."

'‘Beat me? Lock me in my room on a diet of bread \aater?' Her voice
mocked him, her excitement growing, pushing hebieak through the
barriers of his control. He tensed and Brookefelt heart start to thud
heavily. He only needed to bend his head to kiss3tee ached for him to do
so, but instead he released her, moving slightlgyawo sign of anger or
any other emotion displayed in his face as he &aliohly, 'No, I'd simply

make love to you until your body was too satedwuenethink of another
lover.'

He turned and headed for the door, pausing thareda over his shoulder,
'Which brings me back to what | was going to sagioally. What are you
doing in here?"

'‘Unpacking my things,' Brooke repeated looking festpd.

'In three days' time we're going to be marriedtahe her softly. 'l want you
in my bed, tonight and every night from now on Bweo

'Even though I'm an inexperienced virgin...." Stldn't resist throwing the
taunt at him. It was born of a mixture of anguisk aelf- mockery, because
she knew that no matter how much he desired hesigddly, he had no real
emotional feelings for her.



'Were,' he corrected her, his glance sliding insbjeover her body. 'And as
for your inexperience...." His eyes darkened andoBe could tell his

thoughts had turned inwards. 'Well let's just $ay in spite of it, or perhaps
because of it, you made me feel like no woman hadenme feel in as long
as | can remember. Your face doesn't lie whemitlarms you a sensualist,
Brooke. Oh, your mind may have subdued those Hatuges; you may

have resented my sex's reaction to you, but Igsit fulfilled every promise

your face and body has ever made to me, and yayenhjit as much as |
did," he added before she could speak. "When | wgk#his morning you

were still lying in my arms, and when | touched ymu responded to me
even in your sleep. It's no use trying to lie abnuBrooke,' he added
warningly.

'l wasn't going to." Her body was stiff and tenséhwpain. 'l was simply
going to ask you if you really thought that merguse desire was a good
grounds for basing a marriage on.'

'Had you been sexually promiscuous, with a long dislovers to your
credit, then no," he told her frankly, 'becauseuld never be sure you would
stay faithful to me. But I'm your first lover Broekand you're fastidious and
proud enough to keep the vows you make me.'

'‘But you ..." Brooke protested, her earlier misgia returning. This wasn't
how they should be entering marriage; 'What will gain?'

'I've already told you. A woman who feels good iy bed; a charming
hostess used to moving in all the right circlesyaher for my children.' He
saw the expression on her face and laughed stAttyyes, that as well
Brooke. You want children, don't you?'

'l want your children,’ she longed to say, but krséw could not, just as she
knew that despite all her misgivings she was gamgnarry Adam, and
somehow that knowledge hurt her pride.



They were married three days later, as Adam hathet. To her surprise
the ceremony was a religious and not a civil ond, adam had arranged a
large reception at the Dorchester.

'If it was summer, we could have held the receptibAbbot's Meade," he
told her as they drove towards the Dorchester #fterceremony, 'but the
construction work is nowhere near finished yet #éisdar too cold to think
of a marquee in the park.’'

Brooke hadn't had time to speak to any of the guasthey left the church
and she felt her stomach churn with nervousnesshascontemplated
meeting Adam's friends and business acquaintances.

'I'm surprised you planned such a large receptish¢ commented,
smoothing down the wild silk fabric of her dresglafn had insisted on a
traditional wedding dress, although she had optedafvery pale cream
rather than white, knowing that it suited her coexpdn and colour better. It
was cut on the simplest of lines and because sh¢éaN@he had been able to
get away with a beautiful spray of cream flowersieie had been no
bridesmaids, mainly because of the shortage of,temd Tod had been
Adam's best man. Brooke had sensed a slight camtsitmalod before the
ceremony but her anxious queries about Balsebaptmed unnecessary.
The dog was apparently in excellent health. Pushside her feelings of
unease, Brooke folded her hands neatly in her mapcancentrated on the
middle distance.

It was a trick of composure her mother had taughtlbut for some reason it
seemed to annoy Adam. She could see his moutletigig as he turned
towards her.

'You, look like a martyr going to the flames," b&dther savagely, shocking
her with his bitterness. He would have said mdre,gas sure, but they had
reached the Dorchester and the car had stopped.

The doorman helped them out, and Adam put his adér her elbow as
he helped Brooke inside. To an outsider they wpubtbably present a very
romantic picture, she thought miserably as theyewsanducted to their
private room.



Everyone else was already assembled, and a bewngd®@most frightening
sea of unfamiliar faces met Brooke's gaze as tbesdeere thrown open. At
least some of the faces were familiar; she coukl Beckbanks, Sam
beaming paternally at her; and Tod of course wgitor them on the top
table. She could also see Susan Crawford and hetrmesed a beat as she
saw the cold glitter of a huge diamond ring ondtteer woman's left hand.
At her side stood a small, slightly balding man d«® didn't recognise, his
hand resting proprietorally on Susan's arm.

Adam had obviously followed her gaze, because Bxogdw his' mouth
tighten as he too looked at the couple and thenfgef misgiving she had
had ever since he announced his intention to ni@rypegan to crystallise
into a hard knot of fear.

Throughout the meal Brooke tried to smile and appelaxed, but in fact
she was a tightly coiled bundle of nerves. Theyang&having a honeymoon
because the work at Abbot's Meade had reachedyacviéical stage and
Adam wanted to be there to supervise it. From nawhe Dower House
would be their permanent home, and although she khe should have felt
pleased, all she could feel was a cold hard lumpiséry.

Tod raised his glass to toast them, and Brookestbanother smile. Tod
looked almost as worried as she felt. She was @tess see that all his
family had been invited. He had pointed them outeo during the meal.
They looked a warm and friendly crowd, unlike thajonity of the guests.
How many real friends apart from Tod's family, didlam have, she
wondered, studying them. He wasn't a man who gaythag of himself
easily, nor would he trust readily, and she knewnfivhat Tod had told her
that he bitterly resented the snubs he had bee&m givthe early days of his
business career.

At last the ordeal was over—or nearly. The mealfirashed and they were
now free to wander among their guests. At any nbmeading this would
have been a relaxing and pleasurable climax tdalts events, but for her,
there was no joy in meeting and being introduced tong procession of
well-fed and almost always overly smug faces.



Only Tod's family seemed real, his mother exclagrwer her dress with
genuine pleasure, as she touched the fine faget. but that's a lovely bit
of material,” she commented, adding to one of laergdters, 'Look, our
Sylvia, you should get something like this when yoarry young Terry.'

'‘Chance 'ud be a fine thing," Sylvia commented witikiely grin in Brooke's
direction. 'lt's silk, Ma, and it costs a smallttore. Besides,' she added with
a practicality that warmed Brooke's bruised héavien if we could afford
it, I'd sooner the money was spent on the house.’

Adam moved away to speak to someone else, and Brtankfully sat
down in the chair Tod's mother pulled out for her.

'So Our Adam's got himself wed at last,’ she cometkstudying her. 'Well

there's no doubt about it, you're a right bonnys,ldsut looks aren't

everything, and our Tod says you've got a loveliureaas well." She

glanced lovingly at her son, who grimaced and lodieéntly embarrassed.
'We're all right glad Adam didn't go and wed thadtee-nosed Susan. Too
good for him she thought herself, but not good gholly a long chalk,

that's what | say.’'

'Ma...." Tod's voice had a warning note in it, 8rdoke tensed, worried by
the look exchanged -by mother and son, but Adamreaagned and was
patiently waiting for her to re-join him.

They were three-quarters of the way round the rbefore Brooke found
the courage to ask a question. 'Adam, how manhede people are your
real friends?"

"You mean how many of them accept me as | am; hamyrof them would
still be here, if  wasn't Adam Henderson Hart afrttEnterprises?’ he asked
grimly. 'What's the matter? Are you worried thauywon't get enough
acceptances to your invitations to fill your dinnable? Are you worried
about being ashamed of me Brooke; of having to faeesnide comments
and mockery of your social peers? Well you shoalgeithought about that
before." Almost savagely he released her arm awndestaway from her,
leaving Brooke shocked by his outburst. Tod hachedher that Adam still
retained the bitter memories of his childhood, $he had had no idea that



they were so deep-rooted or vitriolic. Frowning simaed away, only to be
accosted by Susan and her escort.

'Darling, do go and get me another drink would yshe trilled sweetly.
‘Trust Adam to serve the very best champagne. Vabeourse ... but then
what else can one expect.'

When her escort had gone to do her bidding sheednmiockingly at
Brooke. 'Well, well, so Adam finally did it.'

Grimly telling herself that she wasn't going togitee blonde the
satisfaction of asking the obvious question Bronkeed away. 'He always
said he would, but I didn't think anyone would elerstupid enough to go
along with him, but then | suppose in your circuanses it was either Adam
or some dreary accountant. | suppose you expetthbacombination of
your family background and his money ..." she broke and smiled

secretly, much to Brooke's fury. 'Of course | aleéigew that Adam would
stop at nothing to get himself socially acceptadt, ypu?' Her eyebrows
arched. 'Of course you know that he askezkto marry him?' Her unkind
laughter filled Brooke's ears, breaking through fean.

'‘Daddy was furious, although of course, he coulday much about it
because of this deal he's involved in with AdamtuiRaly | refused him.’
She glanced complacently at the diamond glitteander left hand, in its
own way as vulgar as she had called Adam's chamepd&yooke thought
fiercely. 'l had to tell him when he proposed to ttm&t I'd already accepted
Leon. Not that it would have made any differencey 8t would have
shunned me completely, if | had married him. Theeresome things money
just can't compensate for. Oh Adam's done extremellyfor himself, and
in bed--' Her eyebrows arched delicately, her spiak tongue touching her
lips in a way that made Brooke long to rake hetsndown her face, the
intensity of her emotions making her feel almosksiBut as a husband! |
suppose of course, he told you he loved you?adts family background he
loves my dear. He's never made any secret of tteHat he intended to
marry well, and he won't be a faithful husband.’

‘Just as you won't be a faithful wife,' Brooke l&ok too angry to care what
she was saying. A sick, despairing feeling floottedugh her. Knowing



what she did about Adam's background it was alleasy to believe what
Susan was saying. She was perhaps the only womlaadhever loved, and
she had embittered him to the extent where he apalde of marrying for
exactly those reasons she had described. But ittvae& as a shock to hear
that he had proposed to her so recently. He mws meade up his mind to
marry her almost immediately afterwards, and thed why everything had
been arranged with such haste. Even making loveitthad probably been
calculated and planned, she thought bitterly. Hetrhave known that once
they had been lovers she would be more inclineangory him. The
desperate passion and hunger she had sensed imadimot been for her
after all, they had been the result of his rejecbg Susan.

'Brooke?'

Tod was standing beside her, looking concernedarshad gone and how
long she had been standing alone Brooke did nowvkhou look pale,’ he
told her, ‘are you okay?'

'Fine. It's just been a long day.'

'Soon be over now. Brooke...." He frowned and gddnencertainly at his
hands, square, capable hands Brooke noticed ajpsentl

'‘Brooke, don't take this the wrong way, but do jexe Adam?’

'Does it matter?' her voice ached with raw paikndw why he married me

Tod, if that's what's worrying you." She broke avea&fore Tod could say

anything else, pain and bitter anguish tearing imeo like cruelly sharp

spurs. Adam had deceived her; he hadn't had theshpto tell her why he

was marrying her. He had guessed how she felt dbouand he had used
her feelings quite callously to get what he wantedshow Susan that even
if she rejected him, others would not.

Now she understood the reason for the lavish rememnd the impressive
guest list, and her heart ached anew; both forelfeaad for Adam. Surely
he could see that he was pursuing a chimera; ltbatd called 'acceptance’
of those people who could be impressed by wealdlpamer simply wasn't
worth having. And she couldn't help him. She hacenenixed in the glossy



superficial circles favoured by Susan and herdikée she shrank from doing
SO.

'‘Brooke.’
Adam'’s sharp voice intruded on her misery. ‘I$ititrie you got changed?'

'I'm on my way.' She turned away from him as stekemot wanting him to

see the pain and misery in her eyes. She was ditatdbSor Susan

Crawford. Adam didn't even want her physically farself, but for what

she represented. Despite the centrally heated sebion one side for her to
change in she was shivering convulsively as slteait of her wedding

dress and into the chestnut wool dress she hacgliogeturn to Abbot's
Meade in.



CHAPTER TEN

BROOKE could never remember travelling back to Abbot'salfein such
acute misery in her whole life.

Adam made desultory conversation as he drove, ichanshe responded
with what she knew to be lacklustre and stilted asytlables, but despite
all the urgings of her pride she couldn't find Wi#power to sound happy
and unconcerned.

She had known he didn't love her—at least not admled him—and she
had been able to come to terms with that, butribig discovery was too
soon and too devastating for her to cope with. fTimairriage was destroyed
before it had even really started she thought weakhother stronger
woman might have been able to fight; to play a gafriet's pretend' in the
hope that eventually their sham relationship miogghtransformed into a real
one, but Brooke was beyond any form of pretenceemenind such a
sophisticated one. And it didn't help knowing teae was a fool for not
seeing the truth for herself. But it was too latberate herself now. She and
Adam were married; they had been lovers. A waveafsea wrenched
through her, leaving her pale and aching with pdiow could she endure
having him touch her again now that she knew thin® She couldn't adopt
the cynical attitudes of a woman like Susan.

‘Are you all right?' The curt question whipped asrdier lacerated nerves,
sending acute waves of pain shuddering througiméemous system.

'Brooke?'

The harsh utterance of her name made her tremideyet why should she
be so afraid, Adam knew nothing of her decision yet

She wasn't going to sleep with him, she decideatifrally, she could not.
He would have to take whatever steps he wisheddotleeir marriage. A
strangled noise issued from her throat causing Ateswitch his attention
from his driving to her.



'Too much champagne,' he derided, mockingly. 'laekband close your
eyes.'

Brooke did as he directed, more from a need to pesdhe cool,

too-knowing scrutiny of his eyes than because saeted to. Adam was
astute and she was frightened that he would readrguish in her eyes.
She wasn't afraid of telling him of her decisiont bhe wanted to do it with
a little more courage and self-control than she ezable of just now.

When they turned into Abbot's Meade's drive, thesedoomed large and
dark ahead of them. Adam swung his car expertlpddowards the Dower
House. Smoke curled out of the chimneys, lightswgig behind the
curtains. As though anticipating her question Adaormured, 'l arranged
for someone to come in and organise fires and fotid.eyes went to the
thin curl of smoke. 'It looks very inviting, doetsit’ but like everything else,
looks aren't everything. When | was a boy my motisd to have to go
scavenging along at the back of the local railwandyto get coal—stealing
it, really if we're being honest, but if she didodme home with any we
didn't have a fire, and the walls in our terracedde ran with damp during
the winter. My mother suffered from severe arthritiwards the end of her
life...'

It was the first time he had mentioned anythingspeal from his past to
her, and in other circumstances Brooke would haenlbrought to the
edge of sympathetic tears by his casual disclosbrgsnow all she could
feel was a dull numbness, a disinterest that msteeitself in her slow
turning of her head to stare out of the window,vileg his remarks
uncommented upon.

'Sorry about that.' His voice grated roughly agdnes ears, and had she not
so recently learned how hard he could be she naightst have supposed it
to contain pain. '‘Obviously, you aren't interestethe sordid details of my
childhood. I'll make note not to mention them agaWorrying you is it;
how you're going to endure the social solecismsyaidr lower-class
husband....’

This was it. Brooke took a deep breath and heltwas now or never; she
must tell him while she could.



'Not really." She was proud of her cool, distantgdhat didn't tremble or
betray any shade of emotion whatsoever. 'You séamA | made a mistake.
| don't want to be married to you after all.’

The silence in the car pressed heavily down on $lee. daren't look into

Adam'’s face, and then without saying a word toheeopened the car door
and got out. When he opened her door Brooke fodigivh panic. His face

was impassive; she could read nothing in it.

Perhaps he thought she was suffering from bridavese she thought
feverishly. If so she would have to convince hinattshe was serious,
although he would know that the moment he toucleedHher blood actually
seemed to run cold at the thought of him touchimg@art of her body, no
matter how casually. It was the deep intensityeaflbve for him that had
caused this bitter revulsion, she acknowledged;itands directed as much
against herself as against him. She had enjoyetb¥vesnaking; if a word
such as 'enjoy' could describe the wealth of semsaind pleasure he had
given her, and now her mind was punishing her dodthat enjoyment; for
putting it in a position where it could be humiédtin this way. She still
loved him; that was the most incredible thing &fahd yet she hated him at
the same time; and she hated herself.

His fingers reached for her arm to help her outhef car and she froze,
watching the expression on his face, as thoughvehe a complete outsider
to the small drama, watching herself. Anger, de®p @enetrating, set his
face into harsh lines, his mouth thinning as hénavitw and went to open
the boot.

Following him inside, Brooke shivered, despite #m¥eloping heat of the
centrally heated hall.

Part of her mind recognised that a small army rhage been at work in the
Dower House since she left it because not onlydisateetly hidden central
heating been installed, but the hall had beenmedto its original glory, the
mouldings and plasterwork delicately picked outimte, against the soft
peach of the walls. A thick, plain pearl grey campeiffled their footsteps,
and flowed up the sweeping staircase.



'In here.'

Adam's voice was curt as he thrust open the doihretdrawing room. Here
again the floor was covered in the pearl grey darpee walls had been
painted in a soft yellow with an attractive stippleffect, the plasterwork
once again white.

Two large, comfortable settees upholstered in araciive yellow, French
blue and soft grey traditional fabric were posigdreither side of the Adam
fireplace, an elegant coffee table in between them.

A Regency writing desk and several other attractingques of the same
period added warmth to the room, and Brooke kneat tihis was
somewhere she could have felt at home in. It wastaactive room, elegant
and yet comfortable.

'Sit down and I'll get us both a drink.’
'l don't want one.' How stiff and formal her vos@unded.
'Maybe not, but | do.’

She sank down on to one of the settees, her hatdbdfprimly in her lap,
tension infusing every part of her body. Behind slee could hear Adam
pouring his drink and the tension grew.

'‘Now," he said tersely, when he came to standant fof her, 'would you
mind explaining to me exactly what you meant oet¢hn the car.'

'Exactly what | said,’ Brooke told him bravelyvd'changed my mind,
Adam, | don't want to be married to you.'

‘After less than five hours of marriage, you'veided you don't want it, is
that it? | was good enough as your lover, but sotaur husband.' His face
contorted with a mixture of emotions she couldefirte, as he tilted his
glass and drank the contents in one swallow. 'Anthink | thought you

were different—warm and human--' He grimaced wigdst and Brooke
had to stop herself from screaming at him that hs the one who was cold



and without emotion; he was the one who had mahexdbecause... . Her
mind shied away, still not wholly ready to accdp truth.

'‘Well, I'll just have to see if | can't change yooind, won't 1?'

Before she knew what was happening she was in Adamis and he was
carrying her towards the stairs. Struggling fraadtic to escape, Brooke
glared up at his impassive face. Despite her héiglilidn't need to check as
he carried her upstairs, and shock began to giyetoviear.

'‘Adam....'

'Save your breath, Brooke," he told her terselysiting open a door with his
shoulder. The room beyond lay in shadow, dominbgeithe bulk of a large
half-tester bed. A fire had been lit in the gréte, flames flickering shadows
round the walls, highlighting the soft muted shadepeach and cream in
which the room was decorated.

The bed sank beneath her weight as Adam droppezhherBrooke reacted
instinctively, twisting to one side, rolling desptaly away intent on escape,
but Adam foiled her, pinning her to the bed byddtang her body, gripping
it with his knees as he used his hands to pulheffjacket.

Brooke was a tall girl, and she had always thoagf#irly strong one, but
despite her angry struggles Adam easily overpowkeeed

When his hands reached the waistband of her gh@ttensed in furious
protest, hating him with her eyes, loathing thectoof his fingers against
her skin.

'It's coming off Brooke," he responded thicklyl. téar it off you if I have to.'

He did, and the harsh noise of the tearing fabas like a cry of anguish for
all that their marriage could have been and was not

Brooke lay motionless, cold as marble as he remtwedest of her clothes
and then his own. She was beyond any thought afpesdeyond anything
but keeping herself from being acutely sick. Evestam's driving anger



didn't have the power to touch her. He didn't kies, simply staring

broodingly down at her before gripping her showdand then slowly

sliding his hands down her body until he was cugier breasts. Unable to
tear her eyes away from the sight of his tannedefis against her skin
Brooke felt a wave of nausea rise up inside her.

In a voice completely devoid of any trace of feglghe said quietly, 'Adam
if you don't stop touching me, I'm afraid | sha#l &ick.’

He withdrew almost immediately, and for a momesegmed that his skin
was almost grey, his eyes winter bleak.

'Why?' he asked in a voice that matched her owerfgutiness.

'‘Because | know the truth." What was the pointiding it; he might as well
know. 'l know why you married me.’

This time he really did lose colour. For a momestdyes blazed down at
her and then they were masked, his emotions bashked.

'‘And because of that you can't bear me to touc?'you

'If I'd known before I'd never have married yohg gold him quietly, 'and
now that | do know, | can't stay married to you.'

'l see.’
He moved slowly into the shadows of the room, wiglidng from the bed.

'Well, there doesn't seem to be much else to sayg tere? | thought we
might be able to work it out—we both have somethimgive each other,
but | can see | hadn't taken everything into actduhink it's probably best
if | return to London—at least until we sort outatls going to happen.’

‘This is your home," Brooke protested, feeling tgui spite of herself. 'I'll
leave. I'll go back to the Lodge.' With a pang skalised that she would
have to sell the Lodge now; she couldn't contilodese there after this. She



would have to look for a new job as well, she Eadion a sudden flood of
near hysteria.

'l have others.' He pulled on his clothes, and Beawatched him, unable to
stop herself from admiring the fluid lines of hisdy, but the thought of that
body against hers still made her shudder withlselfhing.

Of course, she couldn't sleep, not even after sttkheard Adam drive
away. She was up early, wandering aimlessly froomrd@o room of the
newly restored Dower House. In other circumstarstesknew she would
have loved living in it, but right now. . . . Notlg felt real; she seemed to
have wandered into a nightmare world where shgedraway from contact
with everything.

Long walks with Balsebar did little to ease hersien. A week went by and
she had still heard nothing from Adam. She wemt iotvn and arranged for
the Lodge to be put up for sale.

There was no point in delaying things, it would@tve any useful purpose.

Ten days after her wedding day it snowed; a cribieablanket that lay a
couple of inches deep over the countryside, anthgeeseemed to break
through the ice in which she had encased hersetiok® found herself
crying painfully, suddenly and excruciatingly vutable to all the emotions
she had held at bay so far.

Her crying jag left her with an aching head andeseyes which she was
bathing with cold water when she heard the fromtrdll. Her heart leapt,
but it wasn't Adam at the door, but Tod.

He looked worriedly at her as she let him in, bagdabsently to pat
Balsebar's black head.

'So youare here," he said abruptly as he followed her incodfawing room.
'l thought you might be. Look," he added, withotggmble, 'l don't know
what's gone wrong between you and Adam but itisntg&im apart.



‘The man with the computer brain?' Brooke derided.

Tod looked shocked. 'Is that what you think? Youemé seen him recently.
He's destroying himself, Brooke; working all ho@sd sends and then
going back to that apartment of his to drink arid...

'Drink?’

Tod's mouth twisted derisively, 'Why so surprises,t it the traditional
escape-route from pain for men who lose the worhan love.'

He saw her blench and stepped forward, to catclaehe swayed. 'Look,’
he said roughly, 'l don't know what's gone wrontyeen the pair of you,

but it's obvious that you're crazily in love witheanother...."l might be in
love with Adam, but he certainly isn't with me," d®ke interrupted

recklessly. 'He still loves Susan, I'm just a siist...."

'He told you that?' Tod sounded disbelieving.

'No, but she did, and it all adds up when you yedlink about it. You said
yourself that Adam had a chip on his shoulder beeate hurt his pride...'

'‘Adam loves you.' He sounded positive. 'I'm suré 8rooke," he insisted.
'Oh at first, | didn't think so, but after seeinighfor these last ten days....
He's destroying himself," he told her softly, tfuydon't believe me, go and
see for yourself.'

She wanted to refuse, but it was too late, hopeahaddy taken a firm root
in her heart. Could she have been wrong? She ddspewanted to believe
that she might have been ... too desperately, @agooed herself, but Tod
wasn't giving her time to think.

'‘Come back with me now,' he insisted. 'I'll drivauyup to London. Go and
see Adam, talk to him openly and honestly....'

'He's never said anything about loving me...."



'Have you ever told him how you feel about him?i Tountered. 'Yes, long
ago Susan did hurt him and because of it, he'sdéato hide his feelings,
but he wouldn't have married you if he hadn't loyed Brooke.'

'‘Not even to gain the right sort of wife?' she asggmacing.
'‘Go and see him," Tod urged. 'He needs you Brooke.'

It was a plea she knew she couldn't resist. LeaViody with Balsebar she
hurried upstairs, quickly flinging clothes into anall case, her heart
hammering with nervous excitement and relief.

Suddenly, gloriously she was free of the dark spaan had woven round
her; suddenly she could remember how she hadnféfdam's arms; how
much she wanted him; her body pulsed hungrily dhdtance she ached
for the physical act of his possession. Colour swepunder her skin, and
she laughed at herself in her mirror, deriding teglection, half-amused
and half-ashamed of the sudden surge of feelingdakver her body.

'I'll have to drop you here," Tod apologised, stogmutside the apartment
block. 'l can't get into the car park because I'tdoawve a pass.' He leaned
across her to open her door, and whispered, 'Gadd' IBrooke smiled
hesitantly back at him. Now that she was here Jegecdo Adam, she was
beginning to have second thoughts. How could sbe fem? How would
he react to her? Did he really care about her,as Wwod wrong?'

'Isn't he worth fighting for,” Tod asked softly whing her. 'He's a proud
man Brooke, and I'm not promising that it will keesg...'

'No...." She sighed and straightened her shouldsishe got out of the car
walking quickly towards the door and into the fayer

It was completely deserted as she rang the bellhift. It carried her
smoothly upwards and then stopped.



As Brooke stepped out, a cloud of butterflies kibair wings stormily
inside her stomach. AlImost as though fate had @ddia give her a helping
hand Adam's door was slightly open. She pusheddtvealked in, curling
her fingers into her palms as she tried to coriteninervousness.

As she stepped into the living room the carpet hadfthe sound of her
footsteps. Adam was standing in the middle of thenr, but he wasn't
alone. Susan was with him. Not just with him Brogkeught bitterly but in
his arms, both of them too involved with one anottteeven notice her
arrival.

So much for Tod's claim that Adam loved her, sloaigit achingly, turning
to go, shocked by the sudden rush of betraying tetarging her eyes.

'Brooke."

She froze as she heard Adam's imperative commawadihen turned her
head in obedience to it. His face looked paleghes very dark and slightly
sunken, throwing his cheek bones into prominencenmfear of Susan's
lipstick smudged his mouth, the sight of it too mdier Brooke's shattered
self-control. Deliberately breaking contact with akd's eyes, she turned
away, ignoring his fierce demand for her to stay.

The lift was there, as she had left it and shegednwildly into it, pressing
the button. The doors closed just as Adam readhsd;tanger, bitterness,
etched into his face as he stared at her.

She took that image of him back to Abbot's Mead& wer. The phone was
ringing as she walked in but she ignored it, calgdyhering up her clothes
and collecting Balsebar. She couldn't spend anatigit in the Dower
House; she couldn't lie in the bed which had obslypbeen intended for
both of them, picturing Adam with Susan.

Suddenly she wanted to be violently ill. She redctie bathroom just in
time, emerging white-faced and grim. This sickneas a new thing for her,
brought on she had thought by nerves and anguighyhbat if there was
another reason? That would be the final irony sloeight grimly; to have
conceived Adam's child in those few nights they $iaeht together.



She had no energy left to worry about that possilsibw. All she wanted to
do was to escape from this house.

The Lodge was cold and musty. Balsebar whined patty while she lit
the fire, making it plain that he didn't exactlyedor this sudden change of
lifestyle.

‘Too bad," she told him unfeelingly, pushing himasnfrom the hearth.

An icy coldness had invaded her body; a pain wikioh had tried to lock

away and couldn't hide from any longer. Adam angaBuAdam.... She

shivered and then tensed as she heard footstegid@the house. She had
locked the front door when she came in. The belgrand she waited,

refusing to move. The sound died away and so didélreating footsteps.

Her reaction had been an illogical one, but righwrshe couldn't cope with

anyone else, it was as much as she could do towipderself.

In the kitchen Balsebar barked and then fell sirttshe remained where
she was, kneeling in front of the fire. Somethiragng dropped on to her
knee soaking through the fine wool of her skirt.Mlering she examined it
and then touched her face. She was crying, anghgthadn't known it.

From now on her life would be pain.

'Brooke?'

She turned round to face the door, her eyes rognaitih disbelief. Adam
stood there.

‘The back door was unlocked,' he told her grimlglas glanced past him
into the kitchen.

'‘Anyone could have walked in here and found yoel,atided, making her
shiver with the intensity of his anger.

‘At least they would have found raéone."



She could have bitten her tongue out for that compirut it was too late.
Adam dropped to his knees next to her, graspinglner turning her to face
him.

'Why are you crying?' he asked abruptly, 'And widyybu come to see me
this evening?'

'l wanted to talk to you about our divorce.’
'Does that answer both questions?’

Something about him had changed, Brooke couldhwtet it was, but she
sensed an elation about him at variance with thrergess of his expression
and her heart dropped heavily in pain. Had Susangdd her mind; broken
off her engagement so that.... Her thoughts chumadhaotic muddle as
Adam gently touched her damp face with his fingers.

"You look pale, and you've lost more weight.'
'l could say the same thing about you.'

'Perhaps we're both suffering from the same mdlaidysaid it casually but

it came too close to what Tod had told her anchthigeless joy she had felt
afterwards for her to be able to bear it with eduomty. Fresh tears welled

and fell. She tried to pull away, telling hersdiat it was undignified and

offensive for a woman of her age and height toalN&sinto tears like a

baby, but Adam wouldn't release her. His fingeid along her jaw and into

her hair, smoothing the strands almost tenderlyyavesm her face.

‘Tell me again why you don't want to be marriedne?' he demanded
watching her. His fingers winding through her tsopped her from moving
away and she swallowed tensely. 'You know why. .ecdise | know the
truth....

'What truth?'

Unbelievably, he was smiling faintly, his eyes stgiing the betraying
rapidity of the pulse in her throat. He touchedently with one finger,



trailing it upwards along her jaw, tracing the ol of her mouth almost
lazily as he watched her.

How could he do this so soon after she had seemftimSusan in his arms,
and why?

'What truth, Brooke?' His finger ceased tormentieg vulnerable mouth,
but just as she drew in a faint sigh of relief leathis head, capturing her
parted lips and caressing them with his mouth,ikisfier with a slow
seductiveness that turned her whole body fluid. Singer unexpectedness
of it alone was enough to overwhelm her starvedeerHer lips softened
and clung, wanting, needing the touch of his, hgrseclosing as she
trembled with the tidal flood of aching hunger pagrthrough her.

'Please...." She managed to pull away from hirea$d don't do that.’
'Why, because it makes you sick?"

The words were calm, almost thoughtful but thekedrBrooke back into
awareness.

'l don't know why you're doing this, Adam," shedspainfully, ‘what game
you're playing, but | won't be used as a substimt&usan.'

"Who told you you could ever be that?"

The sheer cruelty of the careless words murmuredstlabsently made her
ache and grit her teeth, determined not to let ¥&® the damage he had
done.

'Susan did,’ she responded huskily. 'She told meywh married me Adam.
Did you come here tonight to tell me that she'snged her mind; that she
wants you after all?'

'She's always wanted me." A smile tugged at theezerof Adam's mouth
and Brooke stared at him incredulously, before klgawe way to reality.

'As a lover, yes,' she agreed. 'I'm talking aboamtimg you as a husband.’



'I'm married to you," he reminded her avoidingdhnestion. 'Tod rang me.’

He added on the last three words thoughtfully, Brabke realised that he
was watching her. Her whole body started to tremibésar God surely Tod

hadn't told him....

'He's been very concerned about you.' How banalthrds sounded.

'Has he? He didn't sound it. He wanted to know Wtdieen doing to make
you so unhappy. That's something | haven't stopgkiohg myself since the
day we got married, but tonight's the first timeelcome anywhere near
knowing the answer.

'Do you remember what | said to you the first tiyjo&t came here?"

The sudden abrupt change of subject startled Yeu. told me you weren't
interested in virgins.' Brooke responded drily.

'‘Not per se,’ he agreed, getting to his feet, aottihg down at her. 'I'm
beginning to think that was when | made my firgf biistake.'

To Brooke's surprise he bent down and picked her up
‘Adam....'
Her protest was ignored as he moved determinedigirtds the stairs.

'‘Adam, put me down,' she demanded urgently asrbsttbpen her bedroom
door.

'‘As Madame wishes.' He was smiling at her as hegitgul her on the bed.

Brooke couldn't understand what was going on; wdgm was here or what
purpose he had in mind. She stared at him as hdycatarted to undress,
unable to believe her eyes. Only when he moved riisvéhe bed was she
galvanised into action, too late to avoid the flrvands quickly stripping her
body of its covering, in direct contradiction of aér heated protests.



'Now.. .." Something warm and tender glinted in éyes as he looked
down at her, his fingers curling round her uppensar'l'm beginning to
think I've wasted a hell of a lot of time and caligse both untold misery by
not listening to my instincts first time round.’

Brooke tensed as he lifted her, holding her irahiss as he sat down on her
bed. Her fingers clutched at his shoulders for supgs he lay down, taking
her with him, holding her against his body. Itstherad strength seemed to
envelop her, sapping her will. She could feel kase muscles relaxing, her
skin soothed by the intimate contact with his.

‘The very first time | saw you | wanted to makeddw you, but | knew it

would be dangerous.' He was tracing tiny kissescalter cheek bone and
Brooke had to fight to listen to what he was saylhthought | could resist

the temptation, but | was only deceiving myself.’

"You wanted me so much that when | was stayingat gpartment you sent
me away.' Brooke reminded him, forcing herself émember all the

anguish he had caused her, trying to ignore theictiee stroke of his

fingers against her skin and the growing heat eifr ttombined need.

‘The last dying throes of the male animal fightiiog freedom," Adam
mocked. 'l came after you, didn't I?' he whispeagginst her mouth,
feathering it lightly with his own until her lipsebame soft and moist
clinging to his and then opening beneath them.

His kiss was leisurely, seductive, and unhurrieésing and tantalising
until Brooke's tongue probed exploratively betwdenhard warmth of his
lips. He groaned deep in his throat, the sound ipvenand exciting, his
hands urgent as they moved over her, and She meiee the impact of
his mouth.

'‘Because Susan had refused you,' Brooke murmuretulhawhen he had
released her. How could she think sensibly whemwhas assaulting her
defences so skilfully. Her body cried out for hohemanding that she ignore
the warnings of her mind.



'‘Susan never had the chance to refuse me," heedestlinning her. ‘Come
on Brooke,' he added tautly. 'Do you really thinkould want a woman like
her as my wife? She's avaricious and vain, shaitoan extent that almost
defies imagination.’

'You loved her.' Her voice broke over the words.

'l was infatuated with her once, when | was littlere than a boy. She hurt
me badly, it's true, but it was my pride she laft/y not my heart. I've never
loved her; and certainly did not marry you becdussuldn't have her.’

He was nibbling her throat, dizzying her sensedusieag her away from
reason. Her fingertips trembled against his chadt she felt the sudden
urgent tension in his body as she touched him. Hieted her; that at least
was real.

'Why didn't you say something then, the night af wedding, when 1 told
you that | knew the truth?'

Somehow Brooke managed to gasp out the words debgit body's
response to him.

'‘Because | thought we were discussing a diffemerid £

His words puzzled Brooke and she drew away sligdtlthat she could look
into his face. It looked guarded and yet curiowslinerable.

'What truth?'

‘This truth.'

He said it quietly, drawing her back into his aramsl kissing her with a
hungry, aching urgency that made her senses sohheamrbody cling to the
shuddering heat of his.

'l thought you'd guessed that | love you," he matieagainst her ear. 'l

thought you couldn't bear to touch me because yiwnitdvant that love.
Those few words destroyed weeks of careful plotdng scheming. You



see | was so sure that you must feel somethingnéryYou responded to me
sexually so intensely that | couldn't believe iswaerely physical desire. I'd
hoped that once we were married those feelings dvgtdw into love. |
knew you didn't trust me, and | couldn't endure tteaima of a long
courtship; always worrying about losing you. Thatswvhy | made love to
you in France.'

‘That was the only reason?' Brooke arched her ewehr suddenly
deliriously confident enough to tease him a liths.he looked back at her,
she laughed softly and pressed her lips againshiost.

‘There were other considerations.' His voice waglywself-mocking. 'l
knew in London how I felt about you, but | waseady to admit then that |
loved you to the point where nothing else mattefédht came later, when
I'd sent you away, I'd fought against loving yaanfrthe moment | saw you,
and then suddenly | stopped fighting. | was texdfiou'd slip away. | had
to make sure of you.... You didn't love me, but yeanted me.... Yes
you did," he drawled when she opened her mouttbjiect 'l thought if |
could get you to commit yourself to me sexually....

"You could force me into marrying you,' Brooke s&idhim.
‘Love can grow.'
'‘And you were prepared to wait?'

'l was, but | don't have to do 1?' he murmured gjaner skin. 'Tod told me
that you love me.’

Brooke didn't say anything.
'‘Brooke?"
The emotions burning in his eyes as he grateddmeerthrilled her. All that

she had dreamed of seeing was there, laid barertgdze, and her heart
almost literally turned over in wondering response.



'‘Almost from the very start,’ she admitted, 'biae lyou | fought against it. |
thought | was just to be another sexual conquexd, taen when you
proposed | hoped, like you, that you might comét something for me
other than mere sexual desire, but Susan desttbyged hopes.’

‘That bitch." Adam added something uncomplimentager his breath.

'She was in your apartment, when | came to see Boapke reminded him.
"You were kissing her.’

'She was kissingne as it happens. She'd come round on the pretext of
bringing some papers from her father. She leavescamepletely cold
Brooke, and when you saw us | was simply pushinghay.'

She believed him, just as she now believed thadvexl her.

‘Tod rang just after | had managed to get rid of hevas furious with him

for delaying me coming after you, but when | heatdht he'd got to say, |
couldn't believe what | was hearing. He asked i'garrived safely, and
when | said you'd left again he let me have a few wncomplimentary
home-truths. That very first time at Abbot's Mealdgctured you like this,

in my arms, your body warming mine. If I'd followedy instincts and made
love to you then neither of us need have suffergdod this anguish.’

Brooke sighed and moved restlessly against himceaing a wicked
smile.

'‘Are we going to spend all night talking?' she ctam@d mock peevishly,
'because if we are...’

'Had you something else in mind?' Adam's voice gas, but Brooke had a
sudden memory of the urgency of his lovemaking;itref way he had
hungered for and responded to her touch, and hltonfidence that came
from knowing she was loved, she reached out anchemlihim, kissing his
skin lightly, stroking it with her fingers, teasirtgm, until his fingers
covered hers, his breathing short and laboured.



'‘Brooke!" The way he said her name was a plea aedand, his body tense
as he pulled her against it, his voice ragged dmwst unfamiliar as he
muttered words of love and need against her skid,al games-playing
was forgotten, submerged by the powerful surgesfifonse dominating her
body.

‘Tell me you love me.’

Half-mesmerised by the touch of his hands, bemiisethe need in his
voice, Brooke did and was glad she had made th# sawiifice when she
heard him respond, 'And | love you Brooke; so minat | don't know if |
can find the words.' He bent his head coveringrheuth with his own in
passionate demand, and as she responded eagkiy Brooke knew that
the words weren't necessary. The way he held herway he kissed and
touched her, said it all.



