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Julia's was a passionate nature

A devastating warmth surged between Julia anddieappointed guardian,
Guy Guerard, the first time they met. Inexperiencetbve, Julia let Guy
take her to his estate in France, where she waslgarin virginal white
before some of the country's most eligible baclselor

Other men wanted her, but there was something aboyt something so
rare and inexplicable that Julia was at a lossxpdagn her sudden peculiar
hunger to become a part of his world and his heart.



CHAPTER ONE

JuLiA Ward stared at the tall, dark-haired Frenchmanse&hdominating
presence filled her with feelings of mutiny and a&een before she opened
the door to him she had sensed his authority fieenatay he had knocked.
His cold blue eyes had flicked over her, and, adsmertaining she was the
girl he was looking for, he introduced himself lfiyeas Guy Guerard.
Walking past her, without waiting to be invited ine had entered her
one-roomed flat, and from a vantage point besigéewmdow, where the
light fell on Julia's face and not his, he vieweathbher and the room
disparagingly.

'Close the doomnhademoiselle.’

He spoke curtly and Julia obeyed, closing her masthwell, flushing to
realise she probably resembled a stranded fishk&e who Guy Guerard
was, although this was the first time she had nmat Ker mother's sister
had married a widower with a seven- year-old savuaithirty years ago.
The man before her was obviously this son, andpitederself, Julia
shivered. Christine Ward, her mother, had been direand when she
married an Englishman her family had disapproved disowned her, but
occasionally she had talked of the Camargue, aepddowild bulls and
horses and even wilder men!

Yves Guerard, like Julia's parents, was now deadJblia wondered if he
had been anything like his son. Guy Guerard, wigtfdultless English and
elegantly tailored suit, resembled a sophisticaigddweller more than a
Camargue cowboy, owning countless rough acres, dither glance
explored his square- jawed features, Julia drelagpsbreath. What he was
doing here she had no idea, but she suddenly witetdad endeavoured to
answer her aunt's last letter.

As if his thoughts were on the same thing, Guy @uktbroke the rather
fraught silence to ask abruptly, 'Mavis wrote. Wiign't you reply?’

'I haven't been well.'



Frosty eyes rested on Julia's pale cheeks. Het digpear to consider her
excuse good enough. ‘It might have saved me aggufiou had. You must
have realised she would worry about you. She has deeply upset since
you lost your parents and she is no longer youmaglemoiselle.’

Julia flushed unhappily. He was only repeating whiet aunt had already
said, but she'd had such a bad dose of 'flu theat gvget out of bed had been
a struggle. And, although she had recovered, #hdidh't seem to have the
energy to do more than was absolutely necessaserf®elly she felt the
impact of Guy Guerard's powerful vitality, doubtitihgat he had ever known
what it was like to feel deprived of strength.

'I'm sorry," she murmured, realising it might bdléutrying to make him
understand.

His voice hardened imperceptibly. 'She has askedy@ome to France to
live.'

Julia nodded reluctantly. ‘It was very kind of her.

'l agree,' he regarded her with cool austerity, "ssdemoiselleyou'd better
pack your bags and prepare to leave with me. Aebnc

Julia's grey eyes darkened with startled bewildatnf&he couldn't take him
seriously, but she felt so faint she had to sitnlo8he had thought her legs
were growing stronger and was dismayed to find teginveak.

'I—I couldn't do thatmonsieuy she protested, 'Even if | did want to accept
my aunt's invitation, you couldn't expect me tovkeatraight away. I'd have
things to see to, to cancel. | just can't walk'out.

'No, of course not,’ he allowed coldly. 'T'll giyeu an hourmademoiselle.’

Julia's breath caught on an incredulous gasp. Wghnking feeling in her
breast, she stared at the uncompromising jawlimehard, straight mouth.
From the way he swept her protests aside he hadwdly no intention of
listening. He had the air of a man with a duty éofprm and no inclination



to waste time over it! She forced herself to spe=mdmly while
unconsciously fighting his forceful personality.

'Please be reasonabiapnsieur.If | decide to go to France, | can find my
own way there. There's no need for you to bothér mie. It's not as though
| haven't travelled before.'

'Only with your parents, | imagine.’

'No," Julia blinked. 'l used to join them for schholidays, when they were
usually abroad, and | frequently travelled by miysel

Mon Dieu! he muttered under his breath, as though he foumsl t
reprehensible, 'From now on, whenever you wishotamywhere you must
consult me.'

As he gazed at her grimly, Julia suddenly guedsatchie had authorised her
aunt's invitation, that no one did anything on éstate without his full
permission. In parts of France, her mother hadheldthe old feudal system
still existed. In spite of Guy Guerard's civilisagpearance, he might be
guite the opposite underneath. Instinct warnedhmedrif she went with him
she might never escape.

Uneasily she stirred as he continued in the sanre \&pparently your
parents were at fault over many things, but fortelyat is not too late. You
aren't yet twenty. Once you are living in my housejll do my best to
redress the balance.'

'Re—what did you saynonsieur?'

He contemplated her severely. 'You heanddemoiselleYou appear to be
of average intelligence. In France we will begimyeducation again.'

She still didn't know what he meant, but she was she didn't like the
sound, of it. It certainly didn't make her keerego with him.

'l don't wish to live in your houseponsieuy she replied, her voice rising
defiantly, 'and you can't make me!'



"You can't live here,' he retorted implacably. 'don's no place for a young
girl on her own, existing in one disreputable roevithout a job or money.'

Drawing a furious breath, Julia asked sharply,"wHin you know these
things?'

'l had you thoroughly investigated.'
'It's not possible!" she whispered incredulously.

He smiled slightly. She caught a glimpse of strovigite teeth but no
amusement. 'Anything is possible,’ he snapped,, tivth a little more
patience. 'I'd appreciate ipademoiselleif you would kindly stop arguing
and do as you're told. Your aunt is naturally deepihcerned. | am here to
take you to her, but | had to make sure first thate was nothing about you
which would add to rather than alleviate her digre

Julia looked at him, aware of despair sweeping beer What defence had
she against this man whose actions she suspeatd Inei as decisive as his
words? "You can't make me," she repeated stubbornly

He eyed her cynically. 'Your landlady informs meuyawe her rent.’

She hadn't seen her landlady for two weeks. Mrgilhad called, but Julia
had been too ill to go to the doo& She wouldn't @y Guerard this,
though, as if he knew how ill she had been it matiy provide him with a
further excuse to assert his authority.

"You had no business discussing me with her!" stated angrily.

His impatience returned. 'You are family, Juliacdnsider you are my
business.’

'l can't be family to you,' Julia contradicted dWyif

"There's no real blood relationship between youragicaunt. | mean, she's
only your stepmother.'



'If she wasn't my mother,' he answered coldly, T&lavas my father's wife,
which in no way rules out my obligations. Nor mtngyou," he added firmly.
After a moment, as if giving her time to digeststhihe said suavely, 'In
France, if you are obedient and prove amenablell provide you with a
dotlarge enough to enable you to make a good matrtiage

Julia's mouth opened helplessly as he watcheddudllyc'A —dot. That's a
dowry, isn't it?'

'Of course,’ his dark brows lifted carelessly. Wiitt one you might never
manage to find a husband of any standing.’

'l presume,’ Julia almost spluttered, "You will glypa husband as well?’
‘Naturally.'

Julia was stunned, and while she knew she mightviser to drop the
subject, she felt she couldn't leave it there. ‘WWkhe countered fiercely, 'if
| don't want to be married?"

His mouth curled derisively. 'All women do. Anchademoisellel don't
intend keeping you for ever.' Coolly his eyes swemr her. ‘A little more
flesh on your bones - in places. Some healthiesuwrah your cheeks and
your pink-and-white fairness might prove well nigtesistible.'

But not to him! Yet, as their eyes met, Julia hddeding that he was seeing
her for the first time as a woman. His dark, prgbgaze seemed to stir
within her something she had never been conscibbgsfore— she could
actually feel her nerve ends beginning to tinglec&ise of this she was
thrown into a state of confusion, which increasdtemw she heard herself
utter irrationally. 'I've had no experience.’

"You don't expect me to supply this also?' he ladgh
As she went scarlet to the roots of her hair,dug/hter faded, but she sensed

he was still amused. 'l suppose, as my cousinfg@dree to speak frankly?'
she muttered coldly.



'I'm not your cousinmademoiselle.’

Julia frowned. 'l thought you regarded yourselfrgscousin, from what you
said, and as you're taking such an interest inflayrs.'

‘Julia!" he muttered impatiently. ‘I am doing tifits your aunt's sake, no
other reason. Now, are you going to be sensiblgpankl your clothes, or do
you want me to do it for you?'

Suddenly Julia gave in. Truth to tell, she hadklistrength left to fight him.
Her brief surge of energy had faded, leaving heakie the point of tears. A
visit to France might be nice and her mother wdwdde wanted her to go.
And, despite what Guy Guerard had said, she nesthytlong. Not for a
moment did she believe her aunt would want heretipermanently. After
all, she had a daughter of her own.

By evening they were in Paris. Julia, who had neeen there before, gazed
about her in wonder as they drove from the airgder. mother had always

been reluctant to return to France and her fatagmiever tried to make her
change her mind. He had frequently declared halhabecause of what his

wife's family had done to her.

They hadn't gone straight to Provence as Guy Gdidnad a business
meeting in the capital in the morning. He instrddiee cab to take them to a
well known hotel, where he had a suite reserved.

'‘We will fly south later tomorrow," he said.

The hustle of their departure had taken more oubé than she cared to
admit, but it wasn't until they reached the hdtal she collapsed. She didn't
remember fainting in the lounge of the suite he heskrved; she knew
nothing until she woke up and found herself in bed.

Her eyes widened in confused astonishment as she@a& Guerard
standing over her, a glass in his hand. 'Drink,'tlhis commanded curtly,
sitting down beside her, holding the brandy tolhpey.



Julia closed her eyes tightly before opening thg@irg to make sure she
wasn't dreaming, but he was still there. Weaklyddrat, she sat up, only to
discover, to her startled surprise, that her sherslevere bare.

'Where are my clothes?' she cried, clutching atsdts®ut her.

'Don't worry, | haven't pawned them,' he repliegydrThey're over there.'

Was he being deliberately obtuse? Her eyes flew twarby chair over
which was draped her skirt and blouse. Weakly $uied at him. "Who took
them off?’

' did," he confessed unrepentantly. "What elseldvgou expect me to do?"
Julia wasn't sure. She wished her pulses would fttering so wildly at

the thought of his hard hands on her body. Evethittk of it made her
tremble.

'l don't know," she whispered, subsiding.

His mouth thinned as he regarded her heightenilogicdDid you imagine |
was trying to take advantage of you, Julia?'

'‘No." She bent her head, attempting to concealeh@yarrassment. How
often had her father expounded that Frenchmen lseherous! She never
remembered taking much notice of him, but his wordst have made a
greater impression than she had realised. 'I'ny$astre mumbled, as Guy
Guerard appeared to be waiting for an apology.

She sensed his resigned shrug. 'You should hastartelhow ill you had
been, Julia.'

'How did you guess?’

''d be a fool not to realise your thinness isptmal. You're all bones and
blue veins.’

‘It was only 'flu.’



'Influenza?' he nodded grimly. 'That tallies. WboHKed after you? Not your
dragon of a landlady?"There was no one," Jula tto be honest. 'l don't
think Mrs Lund knew | was ill.'

He sighed. 'Which might also explain why you areedoctant to let me help
you now. You're like a small, prickly hedgehog, oiyld, but .one can be
too independent.’

'l suppose so," she agreed ruefully, forgettingrtaiest as he slipped a firm
but gentle arm around her, to lift her towards gkess he still held. More
submissive than she could ever remember being de@th anyone, she
rested against him, drinking the brandy, allowing ko hold her while the

fiery liquid coursed through her veins.

'‘Better?"

She nodded as he set the glass aside and begarlganassaging the back
of her neck. The movement of his hands over har slds soothing, she

could almost feel the tense muscles in her shosiiggax and she snuggled
into him with a grateful smile. Feelings of drowsss were fighting with a

less definable emotion when he stopped.

Feeling curiously deprived, she just managed ttraesa word of protest
when he laid her back against her pillows. She woedl why his mouth
tightened as he moved away from her.

‘Are you hungry?' he asked, with surprising shaspneonsidering how
gentle his hands had been.

'I'm not sure,’ she replied truthfully.

"You refused to eat on the plane. Have you hadhamytll day?'

His cool questions stung, but she merely shoolhbad.

‘That's probably why you fainted,' he said cuiitiypatience returning to his

dark blue eyes. 'After you've had a rest, I'll hg@er dinner sent up. I'm
hoping, by tomorrow you'll be recovered enouglraoel.'



'l will be," she assured him quickly. 'l don't wamtbe a nuisance.’

He shrugged. 'My life is frequently cluttered wphoblems I'd rather be
without, mademoiselleOne gets used to it, and | don't regard themsadl a
nuisance.'

Julia knew she should be feeling resentful rath@mtanxious as he
continued watching her broodingly, but somehow foemer antagonism
had faded. 'Are you going out?' she enquired huptidying no wish to
spoil his evening.

He turned away. 'l may go down to the restauraettpbut otherwise | will
be working. I'll be in the lounge if you need me."

The telephone rang as he went through the doohamiitin't bother to close
it. Julia heard him pick up the receiver and, atiemoment heard him
exclaim,'Ah, bonsoir, ma cherie! Comment vas-tu?'

Julia spoke excellent French, and she wonderedyf@uerard realised. He
was obviously speaking to a lady and sounded sagribut as his tones
became more rapid she had difficulty in followinighhIt must be someone
who was familiar with his whereabouts, or she waltldave rung him here.
He had said he was staying in, but perhaps thisvamild persuade him to
change his mind.

She was half prepared for the faint expressionatifaction on his face
when he came back to her. 'That was an old friehd, explained
unnecessarily. 'I'm afraid | shall be going ouegéll, mademoiselle.’

After he had departed, resplendent, Julia thougtd, white jacket, she sat
patiently in the lounge waiting for her dinner toiae. She felt lonely after
he had gone, but she couldn't really complain dslda't been unconcerned.
He had refused to leave until she was safely ba#imetlensconced in a
comfortable chair, wearing a warm dressing-gownhbi@ asked her not to
lock the bathroom door and she had obeyed him megkken he had
forbidden her to linger in the shower. He had ewesisted on making sure
she had dried her hair properly, by running histhlaghtly over it.



"You may think | fuss, too much, Julia,' he haetha stern eye on her as she
had glanced at him wonderingly, 'but it is cleante that you need looking
after.'

Julia had hesitated before admitting softly, 'lesl@ive me a nice feeling.
I've always wished I'd been able to see more ofather.’

For a moment he had stared sharply when she said Somehow, she
gained the impression that she had startled hiranTte had said firmly, 'l
am full of good parental advice, as you are alrealisgcovering,

mademoisellel've certainly had enough experience.'

It didn't strike Julia until he had gone that thiest mean he was married. It
amazed her that she hadn't thought of this befbree wasn't, there were
other possibilities. He could be divorced or sefgtdrom his wife—and
there must be children. She tried to imagine wisthildren would be like.
His sons would be tall and dark, younger imagdsragelf, with something
of their father's strength already stamped on ymithful features.

The more Julia pondered over it, the more she beceomvinced Guy
Guerard had a wife somewhere. And his appareniveeso find her a good
husband seemed to confirm this. Even if he wasngaghfficulties himself,
he must still consider marriage an estimable estate wouldn't be so keen
to push others into it!

When her dinner arrived, served by two extremehgeaot waiters, she felt

almost too depressed to eat. She might have [éft hadn't occurred to her
that if she did she might be too weak to leaveniyd day and Guy Guerard
would be angry. With increasing determination shekled her soup and
tried to stop wondering if his wife was very be#ulti

She attempted to concentrate instead on the praldmeing her. If only she
had trained for a career, how much easier everytimight have been. She
could live with the Guerards for a while, but steelmo intention of being
thrust into a marriage she didn't want or of bgiegsuaded to remain in
France for ever. It wasn't her environment andditie’'t believe she could
settle permanently in a foreign land among straegple. The future might



look grim, but it had to be faced. It wouldn't dodwell constantly on the
present—or in the past.

She hadn't got her parents any more. 'Full stbp!nsuttered aloud, pushing
aside her soup as a tear fell into it. They hadendought a house in
England as they had been so seldom there. Theynénat had a proper
home anywhere as they had never been long in age.prhey had intended
living in England when her father, a geologist,iregt. Julia had often
listened to them, making plans which could now nes@me to fruition.
After she left school they had sent money for bdirtd a room and told her
to look for a job, without apparently wondering hele was going to find
one, ill equipped as she was. She had been foetim&hding a room, but it
wouldn't be there when she returned. Guy Gueradddaacelled it, and
while she still felt indignant at his high-handesgsieshe couldn't honestly be
sorry she hadn't to go back to that particularglac

As the sun was shining the following morning, Juié&hl her spirits rising.
After a good breakfast and a stroll with Guy alangleasant boulevard, she
felt strong enough to accompany him to the airpatér in the day. Already
she found herself thinking of him as Guy, althoshle was careful to still
address him as Monsieur. He had helped her tokepatshe had continued
to be surprised by the efficiency of his movemethis swiftness with which
he got things done. Everything he did appeareca tooolly thought out and
accomplished with lightning speed, so as not totevas moment. She
couldn't help wondering if hiswhole life was ruléy such intelligent,
deliberate action, or if he ever did anything opuise.

The evening before, he had knocked on her dooretmning to the hotel,
and found her awake. It had only been a few minafies eleven, but when
he had seen that she wasn't asleep, he had otugredlk, which, when it
arrived, he had laced with another good measutwasidy. This time he
hadn't held her as she drank it, but he had saattg®n the edge of her bed
to make sure she did. Afterwards she had had dif§ien keeping her eyes
open, but she suspected that was due as muchrea®uring presence as to
the effects of the brandy, but when she had toatidnk him he had merely
drawled sardonically, 'Only what a father would éaone mademoiselle.'



He appeared to be still in a good mood this morbimiit wasn't until they
were driving from the airport at Marseilles, en teouo their final
destination, that Julia plucked up enough couragesk about his wife.

'l am not married, Julia." He drove a powerful Barand looked straight
ahead.

Because he didn't ask why she had imagined he slas,felt rather
confounded. She could judge nothing from his séemut it wasn't exactly
encouraging. He had answered her question, bubindusly no intention
of satisfying her curiosity as to why he was stilachelor at his time of life.
She hoped he would never guess how much time shheagilikan over to
wondering what his wife was like. Then the strasigeings of relief she had
known when he had confessed to $till being sirfgided quickly as another
thought struck her.

"You are perhaps engagedonsieur?’

'Engaged? Ah, you mean, affianced?' a dark broe agminst a chiselled
profile, 'No, | am not that eithemademoiselleNot yet.'

'—see.’

His mouth quirked wryly as he shot a glance atdoeibtful face. 'What is it
you see, Julia? | suspect your imagination is leehait this doubtful
speculation? Wouldn't it be better if you thoughs@mething else?’

'Perhaps you're right." A faint colour stole intdids cheeks as she forced
herself to confess, 'Since | heard you talkingameone on the telephone,
last night, | admit I've been curious.'

He replied almost idly. 'There's bound to be muctlaur new life which
will arouse your curiosity, but I'd advise you &ke it in easy stagema
chere otherwise you might get a kind of mental indigast

That he called hena chereseemed to take any sting from his words, but she
sensed the underlying warning. Feeling like a ratgbieating cowardly, she
tried to concentrate on the countryside they weneetling through. It must



be because of the French blood in her veins thatcsiild feel herself

responding already to the warmth and wild beauthescenery around her.
She had told herself emphatically that this cowdden be her country, yet,
after just one day, she was beginning to wondepeEmentally she turned

her face towards the sun and found it pleasant.

'Do you really farm wild bulls and horsasionsieur?'she asked eagerly,
recalling what her mother had told her.

This time he showed no reluctance to talk, nor ltkdappear to think it
strange that she hadn't mentioned she knew anytiiinig occupation until
now. 'l have two propertiespademoiselleOn one | do indeed breed bulls
and horses, but the wild white horses run anywhgrney are free, like the
wind.'

'And on the other?"

‘There the land is richer. There are vines andf@ds, rich orchards. In the
Camargue and its neighbourhood, you will alwayd ftontrastma chere,
and in everything that's different you will findraething to delight you.'

Julia nodded, letting his growing enthusiasm waem m him she sensed 3
strong love of his native land, but she shiveredtasalso sensed that his
hatred for anyone who did anything to destroy igibe stronger. He
would consider she was privileged, in allowing teecome and live here,
and heaven help her if she did anything to abuséadspitality!

'On which of the estates do you livepnsieur?She asked hastily.

"Your aunt and | prefer the wild bulls and the rhass' he shrugged. 'You
may not, but you will soon adapt.'

It appeared she would have to, as it didn't seenwsis to be given a choice.
'I'm looking forward to meeting Aunt Mavis,' shadsaagain managing not
to answer his comment directly.



"You will meet your cousin, my half-sister, toog bold her. 'Fayme is
married with children of her own and lives in Niteit she will be visiting
us next week.'

'l knew | had a cousin, but | didn't know she waaned.' Julia bit her lip,
thinking it was sad that relations could so losectowith one another.

"Your parents were sent an invitation to the wegdiGuy Guerard assured
her curtly.

Julia sighed. 'l think they travelled so widelyttlaalot of their mail never
caught up with them. Otherwise I'm sure they wddde come.’

'‘No matter,' he shrugged abruptly, as if sometwhgh had happened so
long ago didn't interest him anymore. 'I'm sure yall enjoy the twins,
when they arrive. They are six and proper littlgilde

'Do they stay with you oftemonsieur?ulia smiled, for she loved children.

‘They do," he replied, somewhat heavily. 'And hkhyou should call me
Guy. If we aren't really related, there is a relaship of a kind.'

'‘Merci," she said, conscious of a light glow because dbe&med evidence
that, despite their inauspicious beginning, he $@de liking for her. What
he said explained, too, his remarks about havimgeeence in handling
children, children she had mistakenly concludedtrbashis own.

'You speak French?' There was faint surprise ivaiise.

'‘Many people do.’

'l know that,’ he retorted impatiently, increasimg speed on a straighter
stretch of road. As the powerful car respondedtbyyiie added, 'When you
made no attempt to, | decided you didn't.'

'l learnt at school and my mother taught me." Hessepleaded forgiveness

for her sharpness as he glanced at her and he chatigktly, as if aware of
her remorse.



There was a faint warmth in his face as he broke riapid French which
deepened in approval as she followed him easilyraptied in the same
language. 'Your accent is good,' he acknowledgfedlill be useful if | can't

find you an English-speaking husband.’

The meekness, which she sensed pleased him, didsito anger. "You
can't be serious!" she exclaimed. 'l know you nosetl a husband when we
first met, yesterday, but | thought that was ordgduse you were annoyed
with me!'

‘You thought | was merely teasing?' As their eyashed, he observed the
sparks in hers coldly before giving his attentiorttie road again. 'l don't
talk idly, Julia. I've already told you | have aegt many responsibilities,
some which | find extremely irksome and have ndwigadd to. A young

girl is a great responsibility, make no mistakewtlibat. However, you don't
have to marry the first man | present to you whovahinterest. | am not

inhuman, you know.'

"That might be a matter of opiniomonsieuy she retorted acidly. "You may
approve of your outdated customs, but | considey telong to the Dark
Ages! Did you arrange your sister's marriage teo?"

'My sister's marriage need not concern you.' Thigaoimg coldness of . his
tones suggested an anger matching her own. 'Aratéogbu criticise our
customs, you might be wise to study your own. Gnwimole marriages in
France appear to have a greater success ratedbaniy the U.K., which
must surely prove something!

Julia sighed. It was a topic over which they migtgue for hours and she
would rather leave it until she was feeling lessdiand her wits were
sharper. She was well aware that many marriagelSrance were still
arranged, but she couldn't see herself marryingmashe didn't love.

'l must take after my mother, I'm afraid,’ she agr®d rebelliously.

'If she hadn't run away she might have been atiday, mademoiselle.’



Julia flinched, conscious of a hardness in Guy @ukwhich she seemed to
have the knack of arousing. 'I'm sure neither akus a position to judge,’

she said stiffly. 'Wouldn't you be tempted to eldp®u loved someone and
wanted to marry them and your family were all agait®s

'l would never be tempted to give up what | haveafoy woman,' he retorted
curtly.

Biting her lip, Julia held back a sharp retort,lisdag, as she had done
moments ago, that it might be futile to argue. €heas something wholly
primitive about this man, something untamed andamable, which
disturbed her more than she would have thoughtlgesgie was a wealthy
estate owner, in all respects a man of superia@lliggnce with other
interests, yet, at the same time, he made no attegonceal that in his
blood there still flowed plenty of the plunderimpminating instincts of the
ancient Gauls.

Apparently believing he had had the last word apséd into a grim silence,
leaving her alone with her thoughts. The silencentiaa comfortable one
and as there was nothing to take her mind off ithuge stretches of salt
marshes, she felt relieved beyond measure whenbifeagted a slight rise
and in front of them stood a large rambling mansiemounded by gardens,
trees and low scrub and backed by a range of neastiwe buildings.

"Your housemonsieur?she asked, wide-eyed.

'My home," he corrected.

'It's impressive.' She couldn't think of anotherdvithat might describe it
more aptly. It wasn't beautiful, as a French chataeght be, the lines were
too rugged. It was as uncompromising as the mdmebgide, but, like him,

it wasn't a house one would forget in a hurry. 'Hdvis it?' she asked, quite
unconscious of the awe in her voice.

'Old enough to have a few ghostsgademoiselléhe allowed.

'‘Really?’ Julia turned a startled face to him, Ilgeey eyes faintly
apprehensive.



'‘No," he smiled, relenting. 'At least, | haven#&rsany, but the original house
dates back several centuries and has been in miyyféom countless
generations. | believe we were some of the plundeBaracens.'

'Or perhaps the Moors—or Turks?' she laughed,ngddi faint stirring of
something she hated to think could be pride.

'Really, mademoiselle?he cast her a mocking glance. 'If | didn't know
otherwise, | might suspect you were familiar witlr barbaric past!'

His dark eyes, trained on her, mesmerised hertslighhe put it down to
fright when the pulse in her slim white throat beds@ating rapidly. Rather
incoherently she stammered, 'As my mother was Rrdrauppose some of
them might have been my ancestors too.'

'‘Undoubtedly." His glance flicked to the road befaeturning to her
consideringly. 'l find it enlightening that you leshown an interest. For me
it will be interesting to discover which is stromggour English or your
French blood, Julia.’

When they drove into the courtyard in front of tlese, their journey at an
end, Julia was relieved. Guy's too astute obsemnwatembarrassed her and
she felt she wouldn't be sorry to get away from forma while. She couldn't
believe the other members of his family were amghike him.

He left the car as she drew an uncertain handdazzd eyes. ‘Come along,
Julia," he drew her gently from the passenger &aé would imagine you
had never seen a house like this before.'

'l haven't,’ she confessed, stumbling beside hamsiag his grip to tighten
on her arm.

'l hope you will enjoy living here," he said forrtyalwhile his expression
suggested that if she didn't she would just havadke the best of it.

She glanced at him suspiciously, but before shdihasto reply two small
boys burst from the house and ran towards thena guessed immediately
that they were the twin sons of Guy's half-sidtesy looked so much alike.



They were young and dark with dancing eyes andycuair and full of
bouncing energy.

'‘Bonsoir, Oncle Guy'they cried, confirming her suspiciorlSlous sommes
en vacances!

As they greeted their uncle and told him they wesee on holiday, Julia
heard Guy draw a deep breath. 'Since when?' he aske/ning sternly.

'Lorraine brought us,' they told him, as he berdgratiem, gently rumpling
their hair, 'Maman and Papa had to go away.'

‘Not again?' Guy Guerard's mouth tightened ominduslit as he obviously
restrained himself a gay voice broke in quickly.

'‘Don't be cross, Guyheri. Leon had to go to Germany and begged Fayme
to go with him. You know how it is, they are stiery much in love, but
Fayme didn't agree until | offered to come and lafikr the boys. We were
sure you wouldn't mind.'

Julia, reluctantly lifting her head from her intsted contemplation of the
two boys, saw standing beside them a young womavs&lappearance
proved even more charming than her voice. And she gazing at Guy
Guerard with a very proprietorial expression in &ges.



CHAPTER TWO

THE girl who had so quietly approached them was tadl dark, in her late
twenties and very beautiful. There was a suddert silence during which
Julia felt Guy Guerard stiffen before he appeacectiax.

Releasing his hold of Julia's arm, he took thensteds proffered hand.
Bonsoir, Lorraine,’ lifting her hand to his mouth, he kidst lightly. 'My
sister is too fond of leaving her offspring to ewsiothers. | must have a
word with her.’

T assure you | don't mind.' Lorraine smiled at mtmately, ignoring Julia.
'We must make sure you don't!"

'Merci," Lorraine laughed, 'but it will be a pleasurearh very fond of
children.’

One of Guy's brows rose slightly as he drew hewvdod. "You must meet
Fayme's cousin, whom | have just escorted from ban&he has come to
make her home with us, Lorraine." Coolly he introetli the two girls, then
the twins.

Lorraine merely nodded distantly at Julia beforein@ng her attention to
Guy. 'Madame has been telling me about her.'

Julia wished the girl wouldn't talk as though shesmwit there and that her
tone wasn't quite as patronising. Guy, howevern'tideem to notice
anything wrong. Julia wondered if he was too dak b Lorraine's beauty
to be aware of her lack of manners? He was smdiniger, his dark eyes
wandering flatteringly over her, and Julia spokekjy to the twins in order
not to see how charming he could be when he chose.

The two boys, Fortune and Fitz, were disposed t&ribadly, showing an

immediate liking for Julia which warmed her hedrhey had a habit of
speaking in unison which she found intriguing. &snas if they could read
each other's thoughts and often thought of the ¢himg, at the same time.



'Is your hair realmademoisell® they asked, gazing at her curiously, 'lt's
like pale gold silk.'

‘That's enough, boys!" Lorraine intervened shamguyGGuy ushered them all
inside. Clearly if there were any compliments gosig wanted them for
herself.

'I'm sure they didn't mean any harm," Julia retbgaickly, as their small
faces fell.

‘Julia is tired, boys,' Guy spoke smoothly. 'l feae if you go to the kitchen,
you will find your supper is ready. It must be méhnan time for your bath
and bed and you will be able to talk to Julia ie thorning.’

They obeyed him without demur. For all they weghhspirited youngsters,
Julia noticed they immediately recognised their lelscauthority. Au
revoir,' they chorused, as they ran off.

Lorraine made no attempt to go with them, to sugertheir bedtime, and
though Julia was suddenly nervous at the prosgeuteeting her aunt, she
couldn't help wondering just how seriously Lorratoek her promise to
Guy's sister. She seemed more interested in Guythieatwins.

As she hung back uncertainly, Lorraine caught Gimndad, the twins
apparently forgotten as she gazed up at him apghali'WWhen you have
taken Miss Ward to meet Madame, could we go someandoed talk, Guy?"

Guy smiled at her gently. 'It would be a pleasuna,chereput I'm afraid if
there is anything you wish to discuss it must watil dinner. | would like
Julia settled in, then | have much to see to.'

'‘But of course,” the French girl pouted a littlet eturned his smile
brilliantly. "You must forgive memon cher.l haven't seen you for three
weeks and it makes me impatient.’

How Guy would have replied, Julia didn't discovas,a woman entered the
massive hall from a door at the opposite end &he was middle-aged with



grey hair and a kindly expression. She walked stpadilia noticed, with a
limp, and, as she neared them, her lined faceJithen saddened.

It is Julia, is it not? Why did no one tell me yload arrived?' she exclaimed,
her eyes glazed with tears as she held out her dnmsuld have known you
anywherepetite you are so like your dear mother.'

Later, as Julia was shown to her room by Hortettgeelderly housekeeper,
she tried dazedly to piece together the trauma®ifpiast hour. She felt so
tired that she couldn't be sure of recalling amghwith strict accuracy, and
she wondered why she should be feeling so curiodslgouraged. She
refused to believe it had anything to do with LareaLichine. After Guy
had left them in the salon, after refusing the egfiments brought by
Hortense, Lorraine had stared at Julia silentlgdeging her unable to talk
naturally to Mavis Guerard. She had found Lorrairi€ed, malicious stare
upsetting, particularly as she could think of nas@n for it.

Lorraine was clearly attracted to Guy Guerard,ifisde, as Julia suspected,
nurtured hopes of marrying him, she couldn't pdgdielieve Julia was a
threat to her chances. Lorraine wouldn't know of/&plans to marry off
the little nuisance from England, at the first oggpoity, and certainly not to
himself! Julia wondered if he would tell her.

The staircase was curved and wide, with what seé¢olee a hundred steps,
the corridor leading off it even longer. At last fttmse paused outside a
wide, white door. "You will sleep hermademoiselléshe said, with a kind
smile. 'l think you will be very comfortable. Youases have already been
unpacked and dinner is at eight-thirty.'

When she had gone, Julia walked into the room cglgnaround eagerly. It
was large and comfortable if not wholly feminindrelady she was seeing
ways of making it brighter and had to remind hdrsleé was only here for a
few weeks. She had a sudden, brilliant flash opinasion. Perhaps if she
mentioned that to Lorraine, the other girl migkelher better.

She had only intended sitting on the edge of thig bbe hadn't meant to
stretch out on it. Realising what she was doing, Ilf rose again then lay
back with a weary shrug. Did it matter what she?dédint Mavis had also



gone to her room and she was sure no one else Wwotlidr. Carelessly she
kicked off her shoes, and, lacing her hands behied head, gazed
abstractedly at the ceiling.

Thinking of the twins brought a smile to her fashe wondered what they
were doing. No doubt fast asleep in bed by thigti8he could just picture
their deceptively angelic little faces, side byesidn their pillows. She
wished she liked the thought of Lorraine half acmiBhe was a beautiful
young woman, but there was a certain hardness &gouShe might make
Guy a very suitable wife, but Julia wondered if stmuld ever make him

happy.

Ashamed that her thoughts should cling so tenalidwsmatters which
were none of her business, Julia closed her egéd the drowsiness
which dogged her so persistently these days take dtivwas quiet, there
wasn't a sound, the evening hush being brokeniot@ymittently by the soft
cooing of doves from the trees outside her windibwnust have been the
doves that lulled her to sleep, she realised a#tedsy but she had no idea
when it happened.

Some time later she awoke to find someone shalengéntly and twisted
in unconscious indignation from the hands aroubieg being quite happy
as she was. At last, forcing open drowsy grey estes found herself gazing
straight at Guy Guerard.

‘This appears to be becoming a habpn enfant he teased, a glint of
humour in the blue eyes staring down on her.

Flushed with embarrassment, Julia struggled tagsitHave | slept long?’
she asked anxiously.

Because he was sitting on the edge of the bed higtthands still on her
shoulders, it seemed the most natural thing invibed, as she reeled
unsteadily, that he should draw her gently to hintil her head rested on his
shoulder.

‘That | cannot tellma cherg she felt his mouth quirk against her forehead.
'When | last saw you, downstairs, you had the hesed look which |



sometimes see in the twins when they are tired,l auessed what might
happen. You were sleeping like an. angel, buhddn't woken you up, you
might never have forgiven me, if you'd missed ditine

'I'm not very hungry," she sighed, but snuggledregehim so he would

know she wasn't ungrateful. She liked the feelisfdrms round her. He
wore only a shirt, unbuttoned to his waist, and daek hair on his chest
tickled her cheek while the deep throb of his heagmed to echo right
through her. Innocently she placed her soft palrarat; unconsciously

monitoring the heavy beat, but drew a startled tbrea a sharp sensation
reverberated through her limbs, making her quiver.

‘Julia!" With a remonstrating growl he took her ti@way although he made
no attempt to let her go. "You are tired and naigny because you have
been ill. Perhaps if | tell you often enough yoll ivelieve me, but you must
take it easy for a while. Tomorrow you will seeactbr, and Lorraine will
make sure the boys don't disturb you until | aneablget in touch with my
sister and demand she returns.’

Julia found the hand he had removed, then fregzpisg to the belt of his
slacks, and her finger clenched around it in agiatPlease," she pleaded
huskily, 'don't send for Fayme on my account. Miag are darlings. I'm
sure | shall enjoy helping to look after them.’

"You need looking after yoursefigtite' his voice unexpectedly roughened,
'l forbid you to wear yourself out.’'

'‘Well, | certainly don't need a doctor!
Sighing wryly, he gently massaged her back, asatedone the previous
evening. 'You must allow me to be the best judgehat, Julia. It's merely a

precaution.’

'So you can get me quickly married off?" Angrilyedtited her head, pulling
away from him.

Just as angrily his arms tightened until her faas wery near his. Slowly her
eyes dropped to his mouth, studying the hard, sersslines of it. She had



an insane desire to feel the demanding strengtipogssed against her own.
Then, suddenly, as she felt the world slipping ®ystisly away, tears
began running down her cheeks and she heard hiemneaitexclamation as
he saw them.

'I'm sorry, Guy.'

Just as swiftly as she had aroused it, his angexdfand he crushed her face
to his shoulder again. 'It will do you good to wedplia," he said softly,
running soothing fingers through her hair, brushimgm over her temple
before curving his hand around her nape. 'Thedbg®ur parents, having
no one to turn to, all adds up to shock. Even cgnhiere had to increase
your distress before we have had a chance to thheal it. It is better to let
tears wash the misery from your heart so you caduglly learn to be happy
again.'

Julia drew a steadying breath. She would never gaessed him to be so
understanding, especially after all she had acchseaf. Not for a moment

did she really believe he meant to marry her afin8where, amidst all the
trauma he mentioned, she must have lost her sémsarmur. Rubbing her

face with the handkerchief he eventually put intnemds, she smiled at him
tremulously.

‘Thank you,' she whispered, as he bent his hea#tiaseld her very gently.

When Guy kissed her, although she had wantedselfex few minutes ago,
Julia felt immediately stunned. His mouth, at ftestder, hardened suddenly
as a devastating warmth surged between them. ltsivasg enough to
shatter the ice which had encased her heart foksydeit she grew wildly
frightened. Although he wasn't exerting any reaspure, she had never
been kissed like this before and her emotions, kwisbe had always
considered very cool, began coming to life too fasther. Her feelings of
panic accelerated as she became increasingly aefates disturbing
masculinity.

She thought she might have to struggle, but in seonds he was putting
her from him. He must be shocked by his own behayidulia decided



dazedly, noticing his face was pale, but when hekepge sounded more
amused than anything else.

'When it comes to comforting beautiful young womeman can get carried
away. | should have known better.’

Julia was surprisingly hurt by his laughter, bwg ffain of his derision did
enable her to pull herself together. 'You were iyeteying to help, |
imagine,’ she heard herself replying with commetelabolness. 'You've
been very kind.'

'‘Can you manage to dress?' he asked, his eyeg genttler flushed cheeks.
'I'm sure Lorraine would be only too happy to asgisl.'

'Of coursemademoiselle. am here to be useful,’ Lorraine interrupted from
the doorway, her voice rather shrill as she walkeah them.

Without meaning to, Julia exclaimed, 'l wish peopleuld knock before
entering my room!’

Guy immediately disapproved. 'Lorraine is only cermed for you, Julia. |
can assure you she isn't usually so remiss. Asjaelf, | did knock, but
you were asleep.’

Lorraine shrugged helplessly, increasing Julissdirigs of guilt. ‘Madame
sent me, she is worried. She wonders if you wouédep to dine in your
room this evening. Perhaps something light in ymed, on a tray?'

Julia would have loved to have gone to bed, butdedsrmined to prove she
was stronger than she felt.

'I'm grateful,’ she said stiffly, 'but | have ndantion of making extra work.
If I can just have a little privacy, | will be dowar dinner in a few minutes.’

Again Guy's mouth tightened, but he obligingly séeeLorraine outside.
‘Very well, Julia. If you are sure, we will waitrfgou in thesalon.”



Had her ridiculous, if small, show of antagonisnemevorth seeing, Guy
would have placed his arm protectively around Lioga waist?
Determined not to dwell on it, as soon as the atwsed behind them Julia
reached in her wardrobe for one of her older deesééer showering
quickly in the adjoining bathroom, she put it oheStill looked washed out
and felt anything more glamorous than the sligfatied print would merely
serve to emphasise her pallor. Wishing the rekeofvould fill out like her
breasts, she cast them a disparaging glance. Ajthtwer derriere was
attractively rounded, her waist was very narrovd srough she didn't mind
her legs being long and slender, she knew her damiand wrists were too
thin.

Flushing a little because of such surprising sealbsorption, which,
strangely, had only started the evening beforega Jutned sharply from the
mirror into which she had been unconsciously stpand began searching
for a handkerchief to take with her. If she wasdmeing prone to tears, she
thought wryly, she'd better be prepared. Guy mmgittoe willing to lend his
handkerchief indefinitely!

Her lips still tingled from his kiss as she wentwhstairs, but she warned
herself not to make too much of it. As he saidhhad only meant to be
comforting. She wondered if he was in love withdagme. Lorraine mightn't
have much, shape, but she had a beautiful face aarabol air of
sophistication Julia envied. She hadn't missedigng glances thrown at
Guy by the other girl, but there had been no timeascertain his true
feelings. With his looks, Julia guessed women fear &im, but whether he
pursued them as enthusiastically remained to be daka had no doubt that
before long she might find out and, mysterioughg toldness she thought
had gone from her heart returned.

They dined in a room of graceful proportions anchestyle, the gleaming
furniture, the shining silver and satin curtainstimg more clearly than
words might have done that the Guerards were rpmtoa family. Was it
surprising that women like Lorraine cast a coveteys on the owner of so
much wealth? Julia thought scornfully.

Playing with herloup farci Nigois a delicious fish dish which her aunt
assured her contained all the flavours of Provehdg took little part in the



conversation going on around her. It wasn't untiyGpoke to her rather
curtly that she looked up with a start.

'Is everything to your liking, Julia?'

Swallowing quickly, she nodded, jolted by the urectpd anger in his face.
He was a force to be reckoped with in pale blueasild dark grey worsted,
but it was the coldness of his eyes that struckninest forcibly. Whatever
she had done to warrant such grimness she cothdikt unless it had been
her rudeness to Lorraine.

"You aren't eating.'
"We have just begamonsieur.'
"You left half yourjus de tornate.”

The others had had soup, a rptagewhich she had felt she couldn't face.
Now she groped for another excuse. 'If you willgnae timemonsieur.’

Mavis Guerard, seeming amused yet slightly worrdtheir exchange,
broke in quickly. 'Don't harass the child, Guy! Pdwer a little more
Sancerre. It may improve her appetite and makéee¢better.'

Julia, who had drunk her first glass almost striamjfi as it had seemed
easier than eating, didn't want any more but wagmdk enough to prevent
him doing as his stepmother requested. Beforeald snatch her glass out
the way, he had refilled it.

'It's very kind of you,' she protested, 'But I'nt oeed to it.'

'It pleases your aunt and might put a little coliowour cheeks,' he retorted,
apparently losing interest as he turned to Lorraigen.

After dinner they went back to tisalonfor coffee, and later Lorraine put on
some dreamy music and danced with Guy. Julia wawzisad that Guy
danced so easily and that he and his partner didath at all out of place
circling slowly at one end of the huge room.



'Sometimes we dance on the terrace." Mavis notlegd watching the
others and turned to her. 'Fayme is very fond atahy, but Guy isn't often
as enthusiastic.'

'Does he run the estate himself?' Julia felt gualput asking, but she was
curious.

'Yes," her aunt nodded, 'He has good men, of cobesmuse he has affairs
elsewhere which he must attend to, but mostly inetsharge here. After
making sure my daughter and | had enough for ocedsiemy late husband
left him everything, and he has never abused thst.tHe has been as a son
to me and | hope, one day, he will find a good wontamarry, because I'm
sure he will make just as good a husband.’

‘Lorraine?’ Julia's eyes flew to the other giré tjuestion she knew she had
no business to ask, hovering on her unsteady lips.

'Perhaps.’

Julia was learning that her aunt either said afoery little and she could be
discreet. 'l shouldn't have asked,' she murmurbdpmly.

Mavis patted her hand. 'Do not let it worry youadehere's nothing wrong

in showing interest. And even if you were curidysefer people with some

human failings. Lorraine went to school with Fayseewe have known her

many years and she is a frequent visitor. This simEs supposedly here to
help look after Fayme's children. More than theauh't tell.'

Julia nodded and tried not to let the sight of hore clasped in Guy's arms
disturb her. They stayed at the other end of tberand Guy didn't ask Julia
to dance. As she didn't feel up to it, she knewvsbald have had to refuse if
he had, but, she told herself, with a bitternegsditin't understand, it would
have been nice to have been asked. She and Matteaidly, mostly about

the twins, until her aunt noticed how pale she g@sving and sent her to
bed.

As Julia rose obediently, Mavis caught one of hands in both hers.
‘Tomorrow, child," she murmured sadly, 'if the d@oaill allow it, we'll



speak of your parents. By then we might feel coragosnough to talk
rationally.'

Julia was determined to be up and about the nextlmzfore the doctor,
whom she had no wish to see, arrived. But he camedrly. Guy brought
him to her room almost before she had time to dpmreyes. He did wait
outside while the doctor examined her, but as smothe doctor finished he
returned, a very determined expression on his face.

'‘Well, comment ca v&lroy?' he asked grimly.

'Exhaustion,’ the doctor replied. He was a tall mduo spoke impeccable
English and French and, Julia suspected, was noasyddoctor. He would
be a specialist of some kind, at least. She shedderthink what his fees
would be and looked at Guy reproachfully.

He was too busy questioning the doctor to takeratice of her agitation.
'Shouldn't she stay in bed?'

'‘No, my friend, that won't be necessary. Just saeshe gets plenty of rest
and fresh air. The loss of her parents, influe@rae without the other would
have been enough, but she is young and resiliehslaould soon recover.'

After escorting the doctor out, Guy returned. Beseathe doctor hadn't
pronounced her beyond hope, having come to mucsetine verdict as Guy
had himself, she hadn't expected to see him agasosn. She was busy
getting out of bed when he came back and, alarrsieel,did a kind of

nose-dive under the sheets. When she emerged ash@nmoyed to find him
laughing at her.

'l have seen you with as little on befonea cherieSuch modesty becomes
you, but there is no need for it with me.’'

Glancing at his tall, hard-packed figure, the daréissionate lines of his
mouth, she wasn't so sure. 'l like to think itabi, monsieuy she answered

primly.



'Why do you so frequently resort to that?' he skatmself on the edge of
the bed. 'The name's. Guy.'

'It—it's because you annoy me at times.' She coaleé added that it might
sometimes be an unconscious attempt to remind lhes¢he distance
between them. 'You make me forget how kind yousend

'‘As long as you remember occasionally,’ he accepeedather muddled
apology dryly before proceeding to lay down the &smo what she mustn't
do. The things she could do made a tedious list 8t was to have
breakfast in bed, coffee on the terrace in the awmalk before lunch with a
rest afterwards.

'Stop!" she protested, before he was halfway thrplif never remember it
all'"You'd better," he threatened, 'oron Diey | will personally see to it that
my orders are carried out!'

'‘Bully!" she cried, incensed by the hardness oW hbise.

'‘And more!" he promised curtly. "You may regreterelvaving a father near
enough to spoil you, but you were also in neediof to smack a little

obedience into you. That delightful posterior ouyg Julia, might never
have known a man's hand, but it soon could do!

As a gasp of anger jerked her upright, her thirhtggwn strained over
curves suddenly tautened by a deeply drawn brbatleyes fastened on her
with speculative humour. "Temper brings a flattgr@olour to your cheeks,
Julia. I can quite well see that once it is thezenmanently, along with your
other enticing attributes, | might have little dfilty in finding you a good
husband.’

With that he got up and walked out of the room.

Julia was so furious that she had no intentiorbefyong Guy, but each time
she decided not to, she remembered his threathemcburage failed her.
During the next few days she found hersejf follogvims dictates almost to
the letter, and, although she despised herselidorg so subservient, when
the doctor announced himself delighted with hegpees she had to admit



Guy might have been right. She was both lookingfaeting better, and if
she hadn't yet put on much weight she no longéwed@s though a puff of
wind might blow her away.

At first she had been content to talk to her aumtander in the gardens with
the twins, who, having obviously been forbidderetggage her in any of
their unruly games, followed her around like snshlhdows. She saw little
of Lorraine, who always appeared to be off with Gsgmewhere.

Sometimes she wondered wryly if Lorraine, in agrgedb come here, had
imagined she could be in two places at once. It inaes that before she
pursued Guy to some far corner of the estate, sy saw to it that one of
the maids was around to help look after the twns, Julia knew that if she
had been left more or less in charge of them slddnth have neglected
them so easily.

For all Guy paid Lorraine a lot of attention andmsed to find her attractive,
Julia still couldn't decide if he was in love witlr or not. She tried not to let
herself dwell on it, and there was plenty to occhpy thoughts elsewhere.
Aunt Mavis liked her company and the twins werehwier constantly, and
eventually, as both her strength and courage gtemger, she ventured
farther afield and got to know some of thardienswho worked on the

estate.

The Frenchgardienis the counterpart of the American cowboy, thd bul
graziers who look after the herds of cattle angé&®in the Camargue. Julia
found them a very likeable lot and she hoped tilegdlher too. From them
she learnt much about the immediate locality, d&y talways seemed to
have time to explain to her anything she wantedkrtow. She enjoyed
talking to them although she often found their Efesomewhat difficult to
follow. When she asked Guy about this, he smiled said that in this
respect France was like almost any other countmpesdistricts had almost
a language of their own.

He approached her in the garden, one warm mormigen she was
surprisingly alone, but she was happy to see him.\&as wearing a cotton
sundress in a soft yellow which her parents hadjbbher the last time she
had been abroad with them and the colour was filatf¢o her. She was



aware of Guy's eyes on her, and as always whefoshed him looking at
her intently a faint colour stole under her finensk

"You are recovering rapidly, Julia.'

'Yes,' she turned to him eagerly as he sat dowth@bench beside her, 'I'm
feeling much better.’

'Your heart is healing a little, too, | hope?"

'Yes.' She had been aware for a while thai it mgdw actually hurt to think
of her father and mother, but that Guy had carexigin to ask moved her
strangely. To hide an emotion which seemed threajdn overwhelm her,

she asked rather abruptly about ¢jaediens.

After he had explained that many Provencals spokma of French she
might find difficult to understand, he said drylypu must be feeling better
if you have taken the trouble to get to know my rhen

Sensing a kind of underlying criticism, she neadid that at least she didn't
spend as much time with them as he did with Logabut she knew this
would be unreasonable. He and Lorraine were o&hdi$ while she was a
stranger, and he might feel obliged to warn hertaget too familiar with
strange men.

'Fortune and Fitz introduced me to some of themnathey were showing
me around the buildings one day,' she told himtiyjias always wanting to
hold on to any harmony between them. 'l don't thinkkas something |
could have managed by myself.'

His mouth thinned. 'l trust the twins are behavingmselves? | have told
them not to follow you around.’

'‘But they aren't any trouble!" she exclaimed indigfy. 'l hope you didn't
tell them | was complaining! After all, they've grgot me.’

Guy smiled, although he didn't look so amusedsniit Mavis's fault that she
can't do more, not in her state of health.’



Julia said mutinously, lowering her thick lashésytaine is the one who's
supposed to be looking after them. | heard hemsggelf it was the reason
she was here.'

Julia wished she had never said that when she lieangkproval in Guy's
voice. 'She never leaves them unless one of thdsmaiwith them, and |
would rather you didn't criticise my guests.’

'I'm sorry,' she whispered, unable to look at tpartly because his defence
of Lorraine made her heart grow cold.

'‘Never mind," he sighed deeply, with a slight ingrade. Then, when she
didn't speak, he leaned - towards her, raisingokat head by means of his
forefinger under her chin, 'You aren't crying, aali

Realising despairingly that there were tears irglyes, she tried hurriedly to
blink them away.

'Why?' he asked softly.

Helplessly, Julia shook her head. To confess thelt éme he spoke sharply
she felt hurt might betray the odd state of hetirigs, yet anything else
might sound like an excuse.

'l don't know," she whispered, not altogether uhfuly.

'‘Come here.' Gently he pulled her closer untilwae completely within the
circle of his arms. 'I'm a brute, Julia. Your stgémis returning, but you are
still vulnerable. | must try and remember.’

Because his arms were, as always, so comfortirgnsde no attempt to
escape. He had held her like this before, and ada'thforgotten how his

chest was so broad that when she snuggled inite itedt like a ship safe in

port during a storm. It was quiet in the garderg sbuld have stayed there
all day.



As if he was reluctant to let her go, Guy beganamag the hair from her
hot young face. "Your hair is beautiful, Julia,'daéd rather tautly. 'Since you
began getting better it has a lovely sheen.’

You'll turn my head, Guy.' Her tears immediatelyagpearing, she smiled
up at him.

'Is it possible?' he grinned, as if striving folighter note, but he suddenly
bent over her as if he couldn't help it. She sanfuth coming nearer and
made no attempt to avoid it.

His lips touched hers gently, but, as before, #mtlgness instantly changed
as the now familiar sensation of heat leapt betvileem. Julia gulped, more
than a little frightened by the feelings he wasuanog. He was taking his
time. It was almost as if he had forgotten wherevas and what he was
doing. She could feel the exploring movements & imouth, moving
caressingly along the edge of her bottom lip ardtiealy her body felt on
fire. She found herself straining against him, dgre@y eyes turning to purple
as she began feverishly returning his kisses.

Immediately she began responding, he raised hid, lreeoolness entering
his eyes as he started moving away. Releasing Ihgying arms from
around his neck, he jumped to his feet. 'I mustlgtia. | forgot, | have an
appointment.’

'‘Guy?' she whispered, her eyes still dark from sedueelings.

The swing of his tall body as he turned from heersed to emphasise his
maleness. He was dressed casually in a light $tattstretched across the
breadth of his shoulders while dark blue slacksditightly over muscular
thighs. He was altogether too impressive, she thiowgakly, too handsome
for any girl's peace of mind. She tried to say diing to keep him with her,
but her voice would only make a strangled sounukinthroat.

If he heard, he took no notice. He merely lifted hand in a gesture of
farewell as he strode towards the house.



Julia sat where she was in a kind of daze aftéadegone, trying to fight the
still surging force of her own emotions. She was jubbing a hand over her
forehead with a puzzled sigh when Lorraine arrivédlike Guy, Lorraine
didn't sit down but remained standing.

'Was that Guy | saw leaving?' she asked coldly.
She must know it was. Julia bit her lip and nodded.

The other girl's eyes glittered with dislike as $bek in Julia's disturbed
appearance. 'Are you feeling unwell again? You l@okbly flushed.’

"The sun's hot . .." Julia stammered.

Lorraine frowned on her for a moment, then said@gha"You will find that
the sun isn't the only thing that is hot in FrarMiess Ward. Perhaps | should
warn you.'

Julia was trying to decide what Lorraine meant whka went on. 'Men's
passions here can be just as searing. A few Emgdiah I'll admit, have
warmer blood in their veins, but few can comparenhat of a Frenchman.'

'l still don't see what you're getting at." Jultared uncomfortably under
Lorraine's vindictive stare, wondering how much khd seen.

Lorraine gave one of her expressive shrugs. 'l drduhave thought you
were dimwitted as well as naive, Julia. What | agmg to tell you, for your

own good, is that while Guy might find your innocena temptation, he
would never take you seriously. He might amuse aihnith you, but he

would never marry you. If anyone is going to bewife, Julia, it is going to

be mel’



CHAPTER THREE

As Julia stared, feeling extremely embarrassed and loss for words,
Lorraine swung around, as Guy had done, and left he

'Wait—please wait!" as Lorraine walked away, Jali@mpted to stop her,
but with a disdainful toss of her head, Lorraineaged her. Julia had been
going to tell her that she wasn't interested in Giyeast not in the same
way as Lorraine was, and that she didn't intengirsgahere much longer.
Half rising from where she was sitting, believingesought to run after
Lorraine and tell her so, Julia sank back with sigmed sigh. If Lorraine
wasn't willing to even give her a hearing, then whyuld she bother?

Julia stayed on in the garden, in the shade ofwtilew trees, but the
peaceful atmosphere had been shattered. Whereae beér mind like her
body had been in a state of lazy somnolence, neviand it impossible to
relax. She couldn't help wondering why Lorrainewtahink she was a
threat to her marriage plans. Lorraine might haensGuy kissing her, but
surely she didn't suppose she was the first githdmk kissed, or that it had
meant anything. In Julia's case it had merely lzeelmaste salute which had
got slightly out of hand. Nothing for Lorraine tamwy about.

Julia sighed again, but this time it was a mormtrie®us sound. Why was it
that whenever she and Guy got too near each otimeething seemed to
happen which drew them even closer? It was astif theeir emotions and

their bodies became magnetised, one to the otle¢ewén this, she realised,
might be gross exaggeration. She could be widdlyhaf mark. Probably

when Guy kissed a girl, it was often just to amhbseself, not because he
felt moved by any deeper feelings.

Slowly Julia wandered back to the house, so lo8tanght as to be scarcely
aware of where she was going.* When the twins ceamgng around the
corner, in search of her, nearly knocking her oske was almost glad of the
diversion they created. As they pretended she weasahd had to be fussed
over and hugged better, she joined laughingly ieirthgame of
make-believe, relieved that something could makddrget their uncle for
a few minutes.



'‘Lunch is ready,' they told her, when they recodd@heir breath. 'Hortense
sent us to find you,' they added importantly.

‘Then we mustn't keep her waiting, must we?" &uded, looking down on
their happy little faces as they led her back thg they had come.

The first Julia heard of the forthcoming dinner tpavas when Mavis
happened to mention idly that Guy was giving ohe,fbllowing evening.
This was a week after the incident in the gardand, Julia felt rather hurt
that she had heard nothing about it until now.

'Why?' she asked bluntly, somehow not caring ifshended ill-mannered.
'Is it because of something special?’

'No." Mavis looked slightly puzzled by Julia's unaktruculence. 'Perhaps |
should have told you sooner, but Guy only decidddva days ago. He

thinks you should begin meeting some of our neighboGetting to know

some younger people. You've been here almost almamt it's nearly two

since your parents died.’

'l see," Julia murmured, not seeing at all, orataint to.

'l love having you here," Mavis went on happilys'like having Fayme at
home again, and we feel we must do our best for you

This seemed too good a chance for Julia to miggy&oher aunt a little hint
about the future. 'You've been more than kind,' sdid warmly, 'and I'll
always remember and be grateful, but | will havethmk of finding
something to do. | can't stay with you indefinitély

'‘But why not?' Mavis looked bewildered. 'l thougittu understood you
were to make your home with us? You surely don'htwa return to
England, do you?'

'‘No, not really," Julia admitted honestly. 'Guy ohidite me to live here, but |
can't believe he meant me to take him seriouslyway, | can't just sit
round idly for the rest of my life. It wouldn't lg@od for me.’



'‘But you don't sit around idly!" Mavis declaredresstly. "You do quite a lot.

You help me, particularly on days when | find iffidult to get about, and,

although perhaps | shouldn't say it, | don't knawh should have managed
the twins but for you.'

She didn't mention Lorraine, and, as the othertgid long since given up
any pretence of looking after the boys, neitherditila. 'Their mother will
be back soon,' she pointed out practically, 'andwisn't here you have
plenty of staff.'

Mavis clearly felt hurt. 'Ah, but that's not thensathing, Julia. Our maids
are good, but they could never be the same as@nr'#iesh and blood. No,
put all this nonsense about leaving out of youdh&#hen you marry will be
soon enough!'

Unfortunately Guy chose that very moment to comenughem, and to
Julia's dismay, Mavis began reciting everything lsaé said. Not only did
she get quite excited, she also managed to loaleregty upset as she
begged him to try and persuade Julia to stay.

Guy said little, but his face was hard with disamal as he calmed Mavis
down then dragged Julia off to his office. 'You e@pto have a genius for
upsetting people," he snapped. 'You do it constavith Lorraine.’

This was so untrue as to render Julia speechlelss #gust her inside the
small, compact room and slammed the door. 'Forpgiws," he continued, 'l
would slap you senseless, if only for the pleasdirelieving my feelings!

'I'm sorry,’ she murmured, hoping this might appdaisn, even if she felt
she had nothing to apologise for. She was shakiitdea she couldn't seem
to help it, and because he still had hold of heg,\8as sure he must feel it.

He did, and his teeth came together with a snapiwimade her even more
nervous as she feared he meant to carry out hisefothreats. Then to her
relief, he relented, if with a rather weary sigh.

'What's the matter with you, Julia?' he asked inepty. "We are all trying
to do our best for you but perhaps you feel we'ad®ming enough.’



"You know you are,' she whispered unhappily.
‘Then what's wrong?' he persisted.

Julia, reluctant to repeat again everything she thad to explain to her
aunt, even if she had been sure of a more sympathetdience, merely
shook her head.

Studying her keenly, he appeared to be turninggthiover in his mind.
"Your health seems to be improving daily and yoatrea lot with the twins.
My gardiensare even teaching you to ride. Taking everythirig account,
| could have sworn you were beginning to enjoy gelir'

Her eyes widened. She hadn't thought he took atigenof what she was
doing. 'How did you discover | was learning to fftle

' make it my business to know what goes on on way property,' he replied
enigmatically.

Julia blushed, feeling quite naive. Of course helldohe was that kind of
man. 'l should have told you,' she murmured anXypudope you won't be
mad with thegardiens.l was watching the horses with the twins, one day,
and when | said | couldn't ride the men offeretetch me. They probably
weren't serious, but | didn't give them a chancehnge their minds.'

'Do you not think they checked with me first?' Ganquired mildly.

Wryly Julia shrugged. 'l should have guessed!

Guy smiled, his teeth white against the hard tarskaa of his face. 'Don't
worry, ma petite | am quite happy for you to be with them—occaaltyn
They wouldn't do anything to harm you. Indeed theyalways singing your

praises. You appear to have charmed them.’

"Then you don't mind?' she asked eagerly, for sjwyed her riding lessons
and would hate to have to give them up.



‘Not for the moment,’ he allowed, then, more sgheo, as you are
apparently settling down happily, what brought drttas talk of leaving,
which has upset your aunt?'

Julia wished he hadn't asked as there seemed nosheaycould avoid
answering. 'She said you were giving a dinner gartyorrow and I—well, |
gathered it was chiefly for my benefit.'

tis.'

Why need he be so uncompromising? His tone didimgptfto encourage a
girl suffering from nervousness. Julia swallowegramensively under the
cool surveillance of a pair of dark blue eyes aad to force herself to go on.
'l only remarked that | didn't want you spendingn@yp introducing me to
people | might never meet again. At least,' shatdtes uncertainly, 'l

mightn”t actually have said those exact words,that was what | meant,
and—well, one thing led to another.’

Guy apparently chose to skip most of her obvioushddled explanation.
"You will see these people again.'

‘Not if | go back to England.’

"You can forget that," he said grimly. 'Whereveu ygo, you aren't going
back there, and | won't have Mavis upset unnecbssar

Unhappily Julia nodded. Guy looked so stern it migg folly to argue. He

had the knack of taking control, of refusing todsobeyed. If she were
patient he might eventually be willing to disculss possibilities of a career
but instinct warned her she would gain nothing bgrying him.

"It is time you met some younger people,’ she heandsaying coldly, 'and a
dinner party is one of the easiest ways of doing it

What did he mean—younger people? 'I'm quite contenher amazement
she almost said—with you, and just stopped heigetime. Hastily she
added, '—as | am," before he could begin to womtle¢he rather startled
expression in her eyes.



He said, his voice emotionless, 'You wouldn't beldag.'

'How do you know?' she asked fiercely, viewing @aspgly the implacable
lines of his face. 'l've never been interestedoystmy own age.'

'Did | mention boys particularly?' he asked mockmaiaking her flush.

'No." She bent her fair head to hide her hot fa¢e, you didn't, but | can't
forget how you once talked of getting me marrieid of

'If you didn't remind me so often, | might forge&uy said softly.

When he spoke gently, like that, she felt a mas®oflicting emotions. His
nearness woke feelings in her she neither likednalerstood. She had a
fearful conviction that if he did introduce her gome younger men, she
would compare them with him and find them terrilalgking.

Tll go and find Aunt Mavis,' she said quickly,nth apologise for my
thoughtlessness.’

'You can do that later.' He caught hold of her again, as if he guessed she
was trying to escape him. 'Have you a pair of j@ahs asked abruptly.

'Yes—Why?' she tried to control the familiar risingcertainty his touch
always evoked and felt a shiver of fire run throdggr as his fingers
tightened. 'l have one pair.'

‘Just one pair?' his mouth quirked. 'You surprige dulia. | thought jeans
were the modern girl's uniform?’

'l like them,' she confessed, 'but remember weetled by air and | couldn't
bring much with me.’

A wry glimmer lit his eyes. 'l threw a lot of yostuff in a box and asked
your landlady to give it to charity— after promigirto replace it. You
should have reminded me.’



So he could buy her some more? 'It's been so larelywarm,' she assured
him. 'l haven't missed them.’

"You look very sweet in your cotton dresses," hdezhsardonically, ‘but |
think it is time | showed you something of the surding countryside and
roads off the beaten track can be dusty. Go andrpybur one pair of jeans,
Julia, and meet me outside in five minutes.'

Julia knew her eyes must be shining and she sawason to hide the thrill
of anticipation which rushed to every part of HBo you really mean it?'
she begged breathlessly.

'Yes.' Releasing her, he gave her a firm littlehptsow, hurry!

She was at the door, almost stumbling in eagerehashen her face
suddenly fell and she turned unwillingly. 'What abbtorraine? Have you
forgotten? Shall | go and tell her?"

‘Tell her whatmon enfant?he asked absently.

Julia drew a trembling breath as his eyes wenetjosver her, as she was
inadvertently silhouetted against the light streagrthrough the doorway.
‘That we're going out,' she said reluctantly. "Wshé want to come?"

'‘No, don't bother," he replied curtly. 'Someonetbasee to the twins.'

Julia had no idea where he intended taking hersdamiehow she didn't care.
She felt so happy, just being with him in the bigk, that she couldn't think
of anything else. After the misery of her pareti¢sith, when she didn't think
she would ever be happy again,"” she was almostreshto realise she was
beginning to forget. It was happening slowly angre¢ would always linger
in a part of her, but the actual pain was faditigiang her to think of other
things.

She thought now of Guy's driving. Other men migtnelas well, but not
many, she suspected, gave their passengers sliog$ed confidence as he
did.



"You remind me of a London taxi driver,' she samgpulsively.
'‘Mercil!" he smiled.
"You—you aren't offended?’

'If anything, I'm flattered,’ he assured her. 'Londaxi drivers are among
the best in the world.'

'Yes.' She lapsed into silence, thinking there weamy sides to this man
sitting beside her. She envied Lorraine if he waisgto marry her. Colour

stole to her cheeks as she became aware of tltedférer thoughts and she
hastened to assure herself she was only thinkihgsiiands generally. And
it wouldn't do to put Guy on a pedestal. His saft@ods rarely lasted and he
could be pretty dictatorial when he felt like it.

Yet she was unable to prevent herself from stadhdpim, despite the
sensible turn of her thoughts. This afternoon, skdsas he was in tight
doe-skin trousers and a shirt which was open atngek and stretched
smoothly across his broad shoulders, he had a-lsapping air of vitality
which Julia vaguely realised contained some degifegery masculine
sensuality. She had noticed it before, but onlywbtdvad come to recognise
it for what it was. Usually a hint of arrogance stéely pride in his face hid
it, but there must be times, she imagined, witloda little quiver, when he
allowed this side of his nature full rein.

As his eyes turned to meet her unconsciously dargeones, his mouth
quirked with a touch of amusement. 'Now what anetjxinking of? Are you
still cross with me for ticking you off?’

Julia's colour rose, but she didn't try and presrmahadn't been caught out.
'No," she confessed, 'l was just being curious.’

'‘About me? Now you've made me curious. Am | peedito ask why?'
'It was nothing.' She felt terribly embarrassed.

'Nothing?'



'l was just wondering why you've never married, argl none of my
business, of course.’

That didn't seem to bother him. 'Perhaps | have besting for the right
girl.'

‘And you've found her?'

This time his expression was more wary. 'l thinksat I'm not sure that
she's right for me—or vice versa.'

He must be referring to Lorraine. For some reasemiast have doubts.
That must be why no engagement had been annoutigexr’ll forgive me
for saying so,' she frowned, 'you sound a bit dottbded. You know, as if
you were considering a business deal when eveayl theid to be just right. |
thought one was either in love or not.’

His mouth tightened. 'Nothing's ever as simpléhag tJulia. I'm finding this
rather unlooked-for contingency in my personal fée more difficult to
contend with than any business deal.’

‘Well, if | were you, | would ask her." Julia womdd at the' heaviness of her
voice. "You—you could be pleasantly surprised.’

T think she would be the one to be surprised,'de sghtly, 'and | don't
think pleasantly. I'm not even sure myself yet.'

'l see.' She had been about to be very indiscreesay that she was almost
certain that if he asked Lorraine to marry him sloeild accept, but that he
wasn't apparently sure of his own feelings chareyestything. Julia forced
herself to look away from him, out of the windowdawas bewildered to
find her spirits rising dramatically. It must beethcenery, she thought, yet
she could find nothing in the rather lonely langscdo justify such a
change.

Skirting a large stretch of water, Guy pointed saime purple heron and
flamingo, alongside various wading birds, but lénttistop until he reached
a wide, tree-screened rise, where, he said, ifweg patient a herd of white



horses might pass. The wild horses frequently maeodesh pastures and
they might be lucky.

Julia found the short respite in the shade of déimeatrisks very welcome in
the heat of the afternoon, and, as the noise of¢hgine died away, several
small animals began appearing from the undergro®tie watched with

interest some rabbits until they disappeared inmaltom the path of a

hungry fox, but it wasn't until a wild boar snortiegl with an assortment of
other wild pigs, that she grew really excited.

'Oh, look!" she grabbed Guy's arm below his rolipdsleeve. They look
fierce. Are they safe?"

'Probably safer than you might be, if you contita@ging on to me," he
retorted.

Heat rushed to Julia's cheeks and she removedamer &s if she'd been
stung. 'I'm sorry," she choked with embarrassménteant, are they
dangerous?' Then, as she noticed with dismay thiesm&her fingers on his
skin, she reached out involuntarily to try and tiidm away.

'Will you stop doing that!" he said tightly, yestglance seemed fixed on her
slender body, all too clearly revealed againstogpen neckline of her silky
shirt.

Because he sounded so grim, she produced anotblrggpwith what
sounded suspiciously like a sob. Hearing it, hgpedpher chin, with a low
exclamation of remorse, turning it so she was wnahkvoid the brooding
darkness of his face. She was acutely conscioukeotlean, masculine
smell of him as his arms went round her. 'I'm adgtine muttered. ‘Come
here.'

The front of the truck was roomy, but there werargeand other things
between them. There must have been every opporttmiavoid what

happened next, yet Julia knew she was helplessetept it. She did try to
escape but it was a futile gesture. She watchethbéscoming closer until
suddenly everything went out of focus and there wathing but an

increasing feeling of expectancy as his mouth daesétly over her own.



Of their own volition her hands fluttered up to ¢bihis face and hair before
creeping round his neck, and then she was holdimgtighter and tighter
while he was pressing her back against the sehtthatweight of his urgent
body. His hard mouth crushed her lips apart ashaisds found her firm
young breasts and his kisses became more demaaslisigarks seemed to
flare between them, threatening to explode intoresaming fire.

She felt the back of her seat collapse as his stmdk a lever and faint

alarm bells began sounding as she lay flat andcegarbundoing buttons, all
the time murmuring words which barely penetrategl ¢hrious sense of
detachment that flooded her as she waited forlimeels surrounding them
to swallow her up. She might have been on drugsettvas no resistance in
her body, only the sound of her fast-beating pudsekhis heart pounding in
her ears. Guy's kisses were possessive seducteakewing her limbs so
she could only cling to him as his teeth closedlgem her lower lip and his

free hand feathered across her stomach to griplinemvaist.

Somewhere near a horse neighed, followed by the pitghed scream of a
stallion. Julia began shaking uncontrollably aredGaly stiffened, she gave
a muffled cry.

As he heard her, he withdrew, his eyes burning aitintensity which took

her breath away. Yet it was quickly cloaked anti@straightened, his face
wore its usual aloof expression. His ability toaggcommand of himself so
swiftly made her almost gasp in astonishment.

'‘Come on, Julia." Ruthlessly he jerked her upnghite his harsh voice did
much to restore her to normality. 'If you want &®ghe horses,' he said
coolly. 'You have only a few minutes.’

‘The wild horses?' she repeated stupidly.

'Yes.' He turned briefly away so she could do upshét.

Her fingers fumbled, but she managed. Beyond th&ktrstrange

whitish-grey creatures galloped past, their longh@saand tails streaming
behind them as they ran. Julia seemed to see tremgh blurred eyes so



that they merged in a pounding, moving mass. Shehgoimpression of
barred teeth and savagery and of glorious, uncéstrifreedom.

Guy appeared unperturbed and as aloof as beforead®bviously totally
unmoved by the experience they had just sharedeydis returned to study
the confusion in her face with a cynical detachns#@ found difficult to
believe.

'Well, what do you think of them?' he asked.

'I'm not sure,’ she answered uncertainly. 'l dithave time to see them
properly.’

'‘Many people have less.'

She felt he was mocking her, and the colour whial teft her cheeks
returned brightly. 'Why did you kiss me?' she whisgl.

He smiled indifferently. 'Surely for some thingeité doesn't always have to
be a reason? In this case, for instance, don'thjalt a reason might sound
too much like an excuse? Blame the circumstandegpu must. The
isolation and heat of the day, or merely impulse.’

'Impulse?’

His smile became even more cynical. 'You're a pgall, Julia. Perhaps |
was caught unawares and you tempted me.'

'You've too much control.’

'Yes. Yet,' his eyes grew shades colder, 'l dadietre anyone is infallible.
At least | don't now. Maybe unconsciously, wheeldhyou and kissed you,
| was trying to deal with the restraint which ydtea wear like an armour. If
you're to meet other young people, especially yauneg, | wouldn't wish
them to think you weren't capable of being normdhigndly. What
happened to fill you with so many inhibitions, &

"You're imagining things," she protested.



‘No, I'm not,' he replied shortly. 'Even Mavis madiced a certain wariness,
and she blames your mother.’

Julia was immediately on the defensive. 'She aoily tne what men were
like!

'‘And not to let them near you?'

Did he have to sound so full of grim mockery? tisa odd that a mother
should try and protect her own daughter?'

'Didn't she realise the harm she might be doing2duntered curtly.

'Was that what you were trying to discover when kimsed me?' she cried
angrily. "You kissed me merely as a kind of expent?'

'In a way,' he admitted impatiently.

His enigmatic confession hurt, but she didn't paoseonder why as she
exclaimed furiously, 'Well, | can do without haviggu trying to soften me

up!

‘It wasn't like that at all," he retorted tersédthough | have satisfied myself
on one or two points. Namely,’ he grated, as 3ul@abows rose in
contemptuous enquiry over stormy grey eyes, 'tbairg quite capable of
all the normal responses. Ironically I've found 'yeumore dangerous than
irretrievably damaged."

A flicker of bewilderment joined the lingering rdlben in Julia's eyes. 'You
French have a habit of exaggerating everythgnsieur!

This time it was Guy's brows that rose. 'If yourax@ed your last sentence
for a moment, my little half-French cousin, you hti§ind we aren't the only
ones.'

Julia sighed, realising he was right, both aboat #nd other things. Biting
her lip, she could still hear her mother warning &gainst the treachery of
men. Yet, although Guy was very much a man, sheswashe wasn't like



this. If he had designs on a woman and wished teerteve to her, Julia felt
certain that while he might try persuasion, he wonéver seduce her
against her will.

As he remained silent, she wondered if he was meaftor an apology, but
this she refused to give. 'Like | said," she repetanstead, 'l believe my
mother was only trying to protect me.'

'She would have done that better by giving youttesehome,' he retorted.
'She hoped to do so one day,' Julia assured hivelgra

Guy sighed, his mouth a grim line as he edged rihek tfrom under its
concealing canopy of trees and drove off. 'l thirkve argued enough and
it's getting too late to go further. Let's go home.

Julia's trip out had proved more yet less than e expected, but she
offered no complaint. Guy had shown her little mof¢he district than she
had seen already, but he had been so grimly itethe way back that she
hadn't dared to ask if he would take her out agawther day. Lorraine had
been waiting for them when they reached the hars®proke into a torrent
of angry French which Julia had found impossibléottow. From the one
or two words she did manage to understand, shegathhat Lorraine was
furious with Guy for going off and leaving her. Glgy her ramble on for a
few minutes before ordering her curtly to shut after which Julia
discreetly retreated, having no wish to interfemewihat was obviously
turning into a lovers' quarrel!

The next night, the night of the dinner party, dhessed with care. She wore
a black dress, one which her mother had once boiaghherself and

discarded. She had left it. behind the last timeetsdd been in London, and
Julia had kept it chiefly because it was almosshé had to remember her
mother by, but also because it had been so expeitsseemed a shame to
throw it out. Christine Ward, still in her fortielsad been a slender woman,
and the dress, though a little slack, fitted Jalrost perfectly. Yet, as she
zipped it up, she couldn't help feeling doubtfuheTlow neckline and

narrow, slitted skirt might look right on an olderore sophisticated woman,



but it did nothing for Julia. Somehow, althoughhdd cost the earth, it
managed on her to look cheap and vulgar.

Still, she told herself stubbornly, wasn't that #féect she wanted? She
refused to make herself beautiful so she coulddraded before numerous
young men, knowing how much Guy was hoping onéhefrt would take
her off his hands! She had frizzed her hair, havbogowed Hortense's
crimping tongs, and with a heavy make-up, includwags of eyeshadow
and scarlet lip-gloss, begged from one of the mastie considered her
debut might be devastating! If the young men hadr ttmothers with them,
and she'd gathered from Guy they would have, skibtdd if they would
lose much time in whisking their endangered sonsobsight of such an
obvious siren!

Gazing at her gaudy reflection with renewed satigfa, Julia didn't allow
herself an opportunity to feel ashamed as she sgragrself heavily with a
sultry perfume bought in the nearest village thatyvafternoon, and
prepared to go downstairs.

She hadn't seen Guy all day. She had missed hbreakfast and he had
been out for lunch. Usually she was around wheretiened of an evening,
but today she had done her best to avoid him, apédto avoid him now,
until she reached the sanctuary of laéon.Once there she could withstand
any disapproving glances he might throw at hershetdidn't intend giving
him the chance of annihilating her verbally befenedh

Just when everything appeared to be going wellnslrer guessed that fate
would deal her such a contrary blow! As she opdrexdbedroom door, to
her dismay Guy was in the act of raising a hankhtick on it.

For a moment he paused, his hand frozen in midasiif held there by the
force of his icy anger. The look in his eyes straakhilling note in her heart
as they slid over her, doing a swift but thoroughentory. She heard his
breath rasp as he exclaimed curtly, "You arenii@ydiown there in that!"

Julia thought, in brief panic, of the fine shawlher drawer which, with
hindsight, might easily have covered her bare steyal But it was too late
so she decided to brazen it out. 'I'm just on my,Wshe smiled sweetly,



hoping that by ignoring his oblique reference todress, he would take the
hint and not argue over it.

He didn't seem inclined to argue. He appeared ®umas she had
inadvertently made a mistake which could easilyduified. 'That dress,
wherever you got it, Julia, isn't suitable. You éathers?'

'What if | have?' She made the mistake of backiafjadtly from the
confusing glitter in his eyes, and unfortunatelg, followed her into her
room, closing the door behind him, 'This is a veige black dress," she
blustered. 'Everyone in France wears black.’

'For heaven's sake stop generalising about us!'sGagped. 'Not everyone
in France, especialljeune filles wears black. And," his mouth tightened,
‘what have you done with your hair? It resemblbsgh!"

'‘Just—well, I've curled it a little . .
‘A little? Mon Diey You look like a tart!"
She flushed crimson. 'How—how dare you!

'‘And your perfume—ugh!" his face hardened in disgas his nostrils
twitched. 'Instead of presenting you to my friends a suitable
daughter-in-law, | should be sending you to thedseBegere. In a very
short time | have no doubt you would be the toa&tasis!

It was altogether too much! Now He had come ouh@open, despite his
fine pretences, he did mean to try and marry hi¢dafia was glad she had
dressed like this, and like this she was determiogdmain!

'What did you wantmonsieu?' she asked coldly, deciding, after all his
insults, she could never call him Guy again.

Without taking his grim eyes off her, he held ugraall case she hadn't
noticed him carrying. 'l brought you a necklace.viaand | thought you
might like to wear it.'



'l already have one.'

‘A diamond one?' Guy flicked open the case and#aitiful simplicity of
the stones shone out at them.

Julia caught her breath. 'No," she confessed, néxeer had anything as
valuable, but I'm afraid it wouldn't go with my dee'

'| agree,’ his eyes glinted ominously, like twodcohips of blue steel. 'This
piece of jewellery was meant to be worn byeane fille not what you
appear to have turned yourself into, in the pasat'ho

'‘Well, | don't want it!" she retorted, not very pely.

'As I've told you before,' he said savagely, 'Yeunad altogether too much
of your own way." With a harsh note in his voice, ddvanced. ‘Are you
going to obey me? Do you intend being reasonalde@moving that dress
and make-up? I'll give you one more chance to cagogr mind, but | must
remind you that we are expecting guests and hagenthuch time.'

Julia swallowed convulsively, trying to hang onaioy courage she could
find. Guy Guerard was over six foot and his shotdaeere broad. When he
was angry, his eyes smouldering, his face an iraskihe was a- terrifying
sight. He hadn't yet put on his dinner jacket, éxgn in his shirt and dark
pants he was a force to be reckoned with. He remimetr somehow of the
dangerous wild stallion that had thundered pashttie previous day.

'‘Well?' he prompted grimly.

'‘No!" Haughtily she shook her head, knowing she s¥eking, despite her
obvious bravado, but bent on defying him.

‘That is your last word?'
'Yes." What else would her pride allow her to say®l, although he

wouldn't realise it, it would be no punishment & bommanded her to
remain in her room all evening.



‘Very well," he snapped, but instead of leaving andering her to miss
dinner, to Julia's horror he immediately locked thedroom door and
grabbed hold of her. AlImost before she knew what mappening, owing to
the swiftness of his movements and the strengthisoarms, she found her
black dress unzipped and flung in a heap acrosabe

'What do you think you're doing?' she cried wildbgginning to struggle

frantically as she recovered her breath and rehl&de was standing in
nothing but her bra and a pair of silky panties.

'Wait and see,' he rasped.

'If you don't let go of me, I'll scream!" she chdKariously.

'‘Go ahead," he snapped, his voice still tight veittger as he thrust her

ruthlessly down before the wall mounted vanity oniytbut I'd advise you to
save your strength for later. You may need it!"



CHAPTER FOUR

THE edge of the stool she was sitting on began huttiegbacks of Julia's
legs, bringing from her a humiliating whimper irete of the furious

comments that were going through her mind as sbe tio escape the iron
grip of Guy's hands. As he stood behind her, hgldier against him until
her first defiance subsided, she thought her smapst be imprinted on
every hard muscle in his body. The arm he had rdwerdrose slowly to

graze her half-covered breasts, sending a curensasion spinning through
her as it came up to allow him to grasp a handfliey long, thick hair.

When she moved again, in one last endeavour td lrea of him, his grip

tightened, bringing a pain so intense she immelgiatd still.

'Had enough?' he bit out.

Closing her eyes in silent appeal, she knew shepoagrless against his

superior strength and the suffocating rioting af $enses that was washing
away all her resistance. When miserably she nodstezl expected him to

release her, but to her dismay he merely reactreal ot of cold cream and

began slapping it on her face.

"This should soon do the trick," he muttered harshl
'l could manage myself!" she spluttered sullendyihg enough sense left to
know when she was beaten. If she didn't give irvg&mesure her hair would

soon be out by the roots!

He didn't trust her. 'I've started so I'll finiskis one of your famous TV
personalities is fond of saying,' he rasped. 'lend&ave a job half done.'

'Killing me won't achieve anything!" she retortezhbsely, too aware now of
the hard muscular arms forcing her to him, holdirgtotally captive.

'l don't intend going as far as that," he replieldly, while the pressure of his
hands seemed to imply that he might like to.

Violence returned to Julia. There was an elementiahim she couldn't
explain, an air of superiority clearly expressing lelief that there wasn't a



woman alive he couldn't deal with. And already, atimitted, the restraint

he placed on her was making itself felt. Invectivards hovered on the end
of her tongue, yet she couldn't get one of themand her hands and arms,
which longed to hit him with every ounce of herestyth, appeared to be
pinned at her sides.

'‘Are you quite finished?' was the best she couldaga after a long pause.

'Patience,' he advised, beginning to remove ther$agf cream with a tissue
until her face was almost clean. 'This is onlyfils stage.’

Before she could ask what he meant, he increasefildzen apprehension
further by lifting her swiftly over to the bathroomnd dumping her
unceremoniously into the shower unit. While shegigted to regain both
her breath and her balance, needles of warm watgarbspraying over her,
soaking her hair, streaming over her body as srelstd herself. Over her
hair Guy tipped a generous measure of shampooingilitruthlessly into
her scalp, taking no notice of her anguished pMan some of the soap got
in her eyes, making them smart so much she codda:t

'‘Guy!" she choked furiously, feeling she was drowgnas he rinsed and
soaped and rinsed again. His thoroughness renterdztlpless, the turmoill
was all in her mind.

'Save your fury for another timejon enfant he grunted. 'l am generating
more than enough for the two of us.’

"You'll pay for this!" she spluttered unheeding.

The contempt on his face might have shown her wibathought of her
threats if she had been able to see it, but shel lee@ugh from the one or
two things he muttered under his breath to gatiegrtie “wasn't impressed.
Again without warning he lifted her, this time aftthe shower.

Her threshing arms were humiliatingly ineffectivsehee ducked neatly. With
all the ease of an experienced combatant he sbmedet hair in a huge
towel, roughly drying it while water streamed frahe rest of her on to the



floor. In the struggle in the shower one strap @f lra must have snapped,
showing more of her figure than she deemed decent.

'‘Look at me!" she half screamed, her cheeks on fire
'Is that an invitation?'

To her consternation, his hands paused to alloglaigce to sweep over her
cynically. 'Oh!" She was so disconcerted, so inblgdmixed up she
scarcely knew what she was either doing or sayiagprovocation was the
last thing on her mind. Catching sight of hersalfthe wall mirror, she
shuddered with mounting horror, The opalescentngle&her soft curves
was more than a mere invitation, it was almostraatel to be ravished. Her
breasts might have been bare beneath the wet tnamsyy of her clinging
bra, and below them her tiny waist and slenderyedirhips looked so
sinuous as to arouse excitement. For a momentnshgined she caught a
glimpse of something very like excitement in Gugakening eyes, and
because a similar emotion stirred within her, sieréady to sink through
the floor with shame.

‘Let me go!" she moaned, through shaking lips. Wihiapeople think?'

'Don't worry." In a flash, his expression was walstlean of everything but
extreme coldness. 'No one will see you like thisrba. In any case, nudity
in warm climates fails to incite much interest.'

Once more his glance ran over her briefly, thearretd to her face. A short
silence followed as their eyes caught and held.pDedis dismissive
comment, she felt the tension in the atmospheit tlzere was suddenly a
dazed expression in her face as something insidbdgan flaring like the
rush of spray from a switched-on fountain. Onlyataver it was, there was
none of a fountain's coolness. It more resemblettma@n a fire slowly
increasing in heat until it scalded. When Guy'sigéatouched her she found
herself responding without knowing what was happgro her. The only
thing which registered, that she might describes tha sudden smouldering
of his eyes, his deepening breathing, the dullo@dur creeping under the
hard skin of his cheeks.



'‘Guy?' she whispered, a certain vein of helplessand vulnerability in the
pallor of her face and softly parted lips.

Slowly his head bent until his lips were brushiregsh He touched her so
lightly that she wasn't prepared for the shock letteicity that flashed
through her, flicking every raw nerve unbearablgking her cry out.

Immediately he withdrew with a sharp exclamati@gking so impatient
she began believing she had only dreamt he hadkiegng her. "You have
to hurry.Mon Diey must every woman entice!" Almost savagely heshru
the towel which he had been using on her hair atdnan bare shoulders, as
if to hide the sight of her, and his voice was aimiused.

Swiftly he found a brush, wielding it on her heaaggled head, her gasps of
undisguised pain seeming to afford him a kind afgpleasure. When he
switched on the nearby drier she was past strugggBomehow the pain he
was causing only made her long to feel his moutthers again, and she
wondered how long it would be, if ever, before heuld kiss her properly,
as he had done on the day he had taken her out.

He might have guessed the tumultuous thoughtsoaagyer mind, for he
continued to be far from gentle. As soon as hesfied with her hair, he
dragged her across the bedroom, halting in frofmtenfwardrobe which he
flung open. 'Now/ he grated, removing a soft wiitess from its hanger,
'this one, | think.’

Because it was her favourite, she had to defy Him.supposed to be in
mourning!

‘This is exactly right for a young girl in such amstances,’ he said
adamantly, 'sad and virginal.'

‘Yet you're thrusting me at young men!'
‘Not into bed with them."

'Would you care if | went as far as that?' shelehgked, a knot of misery and
anger in her throat, "Then they might have to marey



His face went curiously pale but none the lesslantmg. 'You certainly
won't have to go that far.'

‘Won't I?*

‘Tiens!" his dark eyes hardened at the defiant gleam is. Héan't you stop
talking drivel and get into this?' Leaving the drés her arms, he turned
abruptly to jerk open a drawer and throw a handfutesh undies on her
bed. 'That's everything you need, so get a move on!

Julia's glance explored the shower of silk on lmemterpane. Guy's hands
had moved like lightning, at random, but everythivag there. Involuntarily
her hands clutched tighter on her enveloping towau must have had
some practicenonsieurDoes Lorraine appreciate such expertise?’

His mouth tightened. 'Lorraine doesn't provoke tnald
‘Just sleeps with you.'
'‘Dieu!’

As he appeared ready to do her bodily harm, Jeidtised she had gone too
far—and yet . . . 'Well," she lifted mutinous staerks, 'l know you're going
to be married, so why not?'

For a moment, as he stepped towards her, his haoded to
white-knuckled fists, she felt really frightenecheTlrelief she felt when he
paused on a harshly drawn breath made her trefdise/oice was almost
normal when he snapped icily, "You know more treagaod for youmon
enfant.Now, do you intend dressing yourself or do you iwaie to help
you?'

'Oh, no!" Clutching her dress in one hand, she gedder other things off
her bed with the other. As she fled to the bathroehere she had suffered
such humiliation, she cried wildly, "You may havemthis time monsieuy
but you won't always!



Five minutes later she returned, clad modestlyale potton and lace, her
hair falling, with only its natural wave, over hadroulders. Her face, devoid
of make-up, apart from the merest gloss of pald fpipstick, revealed a

pureness of bone and skin which might have deldytite heart of even the
most insensitive artist. Julia, however, was sure ®oked insipid and

colourless, and although she preferred her skinowitcosmetics there were
occasions, she believed, when they were necessary.

'Will I do?' she asked, almost belligerently, dgrimm to complain again.

Guy had been watching her closely, now he lookedyaand she saw a
muscle twitch in his cheek. Thinking she had angemnen again, she
awaited his verdict uncertainly.

"You'll do,’ he said shortly.

'‘Guy," she came nearer, attempting to steady heeas she promised, 'I'll
try to behave myself.' Her heart beating over-fsisg¢ hesitated, wondering
what more she could say. He couldn't expect commapitulation, could
he? Resentment couldn't be got rid of that easiliyshe considered, after all
his rough treatment, that it was very generouseoftts meet him more than
half way. 'I'll try to be good," she repeated, fegthe essence of martyrdom
as she paused beside him.

He nodded, his slight smile revealing nothing asuneed back to her and
lifted his hand to her still damp hair. Changing gubject completely, he
murmured, This will prove an excuse for being laY@ur hair is too thick to
dry easily by normal methods.’

Avoiding his eyes, she stared at his wet shirtgitig to his tautly muscled
chest. His whole body was clad in tightly packedsole. He looked lean,
but he wasn't, it was just that he carried no sisrflesh. Feeling her glance
sliding, Julia shivered, jerking it upright again.

'If—when | meet your guests,' she stammered unhgpipwill be polite to
them, but I—well," she muttered, 'l haven't honyes#dd any experience with
men. You'll have to make allowances if | appeawsimd awkward.'



'Don't sound so desperate, Julia.' He soundedyfanused. 'Just be your
natural self and | don't think you'll have any cdanmus.’

She looked at him suspiciously, then gave up. @uédcever tell exactly
what Guy was thinking. 'Are you coming down with?he

'Of course.' The sardonic gleam faded from his &yég replaced by a brief
intentness as they rested on where her small wgete caught nervously on
her dewy bottom lip. 'But as I've just told youeté's no need to panic. If
you like you can come with me now and wait whilehange my shirt. |
shan't be many minutes.’

Julia wished she had waited where she was as sherduboutside his
bedroom door and caught a glimpse of the huge leedlépt in. Had
Lorraine ever slept there? she wondered. Owls Wetlem only things to
wander at night!

'‘Come along." Guy was back with her, cutting thiouger suddenly
torturous thoughts, propelling her before him, stoeratic in his dark suit
that she found herself trembling.

The guests were arriving as they went downstaomehow Julia felt it was

Guy and she who were making an entrance as seaarsalof eyes turned to
watch their descent of the long staircase. Guyttimttand under her arm in
a firm grip, taking no chances of her nerves ovelwing her at the last
moment and trying to escape him. It was a warddrgisoner situation,

but, Julia realised, catching a glimpse of the lblagge on Lorraine's

upturned face, it could be construed differentlyti#e bottom of the stairs,
her heart beating too loudly from such an intimetatact with him, she

attempted to pull her arm from his grasp.

She was sure, if they had been alone, he might lzanghed at her futile
struggles. He introduced her to everyone beforallogved her to go. Why
was it, she thought despairingly, that his veryngiawas magnetic, pinning
her against her will but quite as effectively aaiok to his side?

'‘Behave yourself!' came his curt whisper, as heé hefr talking to a
middle-aged couple, completely ignoring the muteeabin her eyes.



It amazed Julia how he kept what she could onlgriss as a proprietorial
eye on her all evening while managing to act theeguhost to a great many
people. Not that there were that many, a dozep at the most, but she had
grown used to the small family circle and this emgnalthough there was
an abundance of room, to her gaonsand terraces seemed overcrowded.

There were only four people there in the same agepgas herself, and two
of these were girls. The boys were a few yearsroldaee of these was the
son of a charming couple who owned a vineyard; fifles away, but it was
the other young man, Pierre Boutin, who pursuedtiemore diligently.
Julia couldn't make her mind up about him. He wkesgant but rather
pompous, like his parents, and she found his cohstiats regarding his
father's wealth slightly irritating. The importanockhis own position didn't
go unmentioned either.

'One daymademoisellghe informed her, 'my father's estates will came
me.'

'How nice,' she answered.

'l think so," he didn't appear to notice her latlenthusiasm. 'Naturally |
have been brought up to appreciate everythingllimhkrit. Even our house
which is full of precious things is sacred to me."

'Really?' Julia was quite at loss to know what &dsgay. Pierre Boutin was
an enigma, she wasn't quite sure what to makenof 8he couldn't believe
he was typical of the average young Frenchman, é® tao solemn. No
doubt he was very proper and well- behaved, buesomw she felt it might
be difficult even to like him, let alone love him.

Guy wasn't far away and she was aware of his naeyed attention even as
he talked to his other guests, who, she noticednaously, didn't appear to
be half as boring as Pierre. She tried to be Reople were the same the
world over, she supposed. All society had its quafthores—it was just
unfortunate she was landed with one!

Pierre's mother, after whom he had obviously takenked on Julia
suspiciously, but in much the same way as she wdetlve other young



women who approached him. Even so, Julia was souatestértled, the next
morning, when Guy told her that Madame Boutin haeérbfavourably
impressed.

"You won't forget she has asked you for tea?'

'Would you let me?' The face Julia turned to himsvilawless in the
searching rays of sunlight. 'l accepted anyway.'

'Only when prompted.’

Did he have to remind her of his hand prodding Ieck, of his breath

mingling with hers as he had taken it upon himgelassure a departing
Madame Boutin she would be delighted and Juliathiaded to him with an

indignant, if futile gasp? Their eyes had met, Guytent, harshly insistent,
hers oddly dilated. It had been a few secondsfaurne when the others, for
Julia, had ceased to exist. Vaguely she had beaneagi curious, veiled

glances and again of Lorraine's fury, but the dhipg which had really

registered was of something mysteriously inexpleaassing between Guy
and herself.

'I'm not entirely helpless,’ she remonstrated rteaw face tinged with colour
because of what she recalled. She had an unhagplpygf¢hat Guy knew he
could render her helpless and enjoyed doing so.

"You needed a little help," he said soothingly.

Her eyes lifted to the squarish, deeply cleft cttie,hard, sensuous face, and
Pierre Boutin's image fled. She began to speakabuhough anticipating
the protests she was about to utter, he placeghtiyliadmonitory finger on
her lips. As the shock of his touch ran through helding her momentarily
still, his finger began moving, as if under its osompulsion over the full,
yielding softness of her mouth. She wasn't aware $loe seemed to have
stopped breathing for fear of interrupting him as fimger traversed her
mouth like a kiss.



From nearby the harsh croak of a raven releasefildrarthe trance she was
in. Jerking her head back, so Guy's hand fell asihg,spoke with an effort,
'I—I don't really want to go."'

'‘But you will.'

She watched his hands being thrust in his pockedts aalook of cruel
determination sweep any tenderness from his expres$iow do | get
there?' she asked helplessly.

'I'll drive you.'
Wasn't he doing it all the time! "You will?'

'Yes. Haven't you realised yabon enfant he added suavely, 'how willing |
am to help you when you don't defy me?'

Despite his promise, Julia hadn't believed he waeaike her, but when the
day arrived he did. Nor did she expect her visgaso smoothly but it did.
The Boutins' home, as Pierre had assured her, Wag Wwith beautiful
things, so many of them obviously priceless thagmvehown around them
Julia was almost too nervous to breathe.

On her second visit, sandwiched between severalh\ierre paid her, she
went alone, driving the small car which Guy had atuher disposal. As it
was a distance of only ten miles, though the reaeten't so good, it didn't
take long. Privately, although she continued seBiege to please Guy, she
didn't feel their relationship was getting anywheBometimes, in the
privacy of her room, she giggled about it, otheres she almost wept. From
the way he was going about things, she suspecteteRnight be thinking
seriously of asking her to be his wife. He dronedso continuously about
his assets and expectations that he could onlgdwtirig up to a proposal.
Obviously, by painting as dazzling a picture of Wsalth as possible, he
was making sure that Julia would find it impossifoleefuse him.

Aunt Mavis had said very little about Pierre's gimgvattachment to her
niece. The only comment she had allowed herselenwbnce Julia had
wondered why Pierre wasn't already married* was #hgirl he had been



engaged to earlier had died and since then hisifsalnadn't found anyone to
please him. 'But,' she had added approvingly, "wéoke marries won't lack
for material things.'

As Pierre didn't mention his late fiancee, Julidndisay anything herself.
She felt neither curious or jealous, which mustprshe decided, that she
couldn't be in love with him. This small piece effsknowledge, however,
she kept to herself. If Guy should learn that sbala certainly reject Pierre
for this reason, she could guess how angry he weild

Pierre was out when she arrived, but his motherweassng for her. Her son
wouldn't be long, she said importantly, he wasidgakith an unexpected
emergency on the estate.

On this, their third meeting, Madame Boutin begakirtg more notice of
Julia. She began thawing visibly. After coffee,WRierre still absent, she
allowed Julia to see her remarkable collectionesitaries-old porcelain and
glass.

'Has Guy shown you his collection?' Madame Bousked, and when Julia
shook her head, 'His mother, Yves' first wife, \easontemporary of mine,
and, although she hadn't quite my enthusiasm $haite many beautiful
things. There is a pitcher you must see, from Kaspainted in underglaze
blue, dated about A.D. 1200. | would give a loptssess it.'

'Maman must like you," Pierre said later.
'What makes you think so?' Julia asked idly.

He frowned a little at her careless tone. 'Not g\l is allowed to see her
treasures.’

Julia suspected Madame Boutin had wafted her awayder to provide
herself with a golden opportunity to ask Julia selsearching questions
about her parents. And Madame's inquisitivenesgshnais she had tried to
disguise it, had struck a discordant note. Julthfieét she was being more
astute than sympathetic and had consequently aedwsiffly, giving little



away. She didn't mention any of this to Pierre giounstead she merely
murmured noncommitally, 'l see.’

Pierre, she soon discovered, was as dull as heparapous and, like his
mother, appeared entirely without a sense of humhuia knew she could
never marry a man incapable of laughing at himsedhisionally, no matter
what Guy said!

She didn't see much of Guy these days, perhapsi$esae did her best to
avoid him, but when, for a while, he had to be awaypusiness she missed
him dreadfully. She puzzled over this, because whe still smarting
because of the way he had made her change her thessght of the dinner
party, and she had thought his absence would ketdi balm on her
wounded spirits. Contrarily the period during whiwh was gone stretched
like a lifetime and she hadn't dared try to anallgee feelings. She had
thrown herself instead into a frenzy of activitythvithe twins and
concentrated on her riding lessons and gettingneamkihe men better.

Guy didn't actually push her friendship with Pieakhough he continued to
approve of it. If he noticed she refused to gowithh Pierre alone he didn't
say anything, and she went on accepting only itigita which included
other young people. She wouldn't have hesitateGuy had asked her
anywhere, she confessed to herself, watching istiune evening as he
escorted a clinging Lorraine around the garderl theifalling darkness hid
them from sight. Lorraine was looking radiant, jusdw, and more
triumphant as the days passed, and she revelleGuyls increasing
attention. Julia considered it might be just a eratif time before an
important announcement was made, and she realesedf struck by

lightning, that when that happened she wouldnalie to stay in France.

Again she refused to face the reason why she slieeildo devastated at the
thought of Lorraine being Guy's wife, but the temsihat grew inside her as
she waited for such an announcement began affekngppetite so that
she lost weight. When this became apparent anddsathy colour began to
fade, Guy called fier to his office after dinnengonight.

"You're losing weight again,' he said sternly, wgwuner to a chair.



Julia hadn't wanted to sit down as this seemeadicate a long session with
him, something she tried to avoid, but when hedilxer with that look in his
eyes she found she couldn't defy him.

'It could be love,monsieuy she was aghast to hear herself saying, yet
knowing suddenly and hopelessly that she was gréglang the truth. That

it wasn't Pierre she loved, she couldn't explaithoagh that was the
conclusion she was sure Guy would jump to.

Quite obviously he did, and he seemed startledngetn the way she had
vaguely anticipated. The ensuing silence causedibereetly lowered lids
to fly up again, and she was surprised to see fadavhe had gone. Surely he
couldn't be as relieved as all that?

‘You're sure you're in love?' he asked curtly, aithexpression, as if he had
suddenly become aware of her staring at him.

'l think so,"' she replied hollowly, wishing feverig that she had been able to
deny it.

‘A young girl's emotions are never very stable,commented tonelessly,
his face curiously set.

Something about him she couldn't define tempted lol say, '‘And if |
believe mine are?'

He drew a harsh breath, almost a sigh of resignati®erre is a very
commendable young man and if you feel you carehiior deeply, | don't
think you could do better.’

Indeed! Anger flared in Julia's breast. What kihdmnion did Guy have of
her, to judge that she should be honoured that snenkke Pierre should
stoop to offer her his name?

'He's pompous!" she retorted, furiously letting togigue run away with her
when she had intended goading him by pretendiredtoire Pierre. Now
she realised the futility of such a course. How ldoshe have, even



unconsciously, presumed she might taunt Guy as Was a jealous lover?
He would never be her lover, much as she mighesiggrearn for him.

'Pierre," he frowned, obviously thinking, if notgielse, she was extremely
mixed up, 'pompous?’

'So's his mother!" Despairing rage drove her udwdrer grey eyes flashing
in foolish defiance at Guy's raised brows, "Thedeois filled with stupid
bric-a-brac, which would be better given to chari@ne scarcely dares
breathe for fear of damaging anything. Madame Boetien hints that the
carpets should be looked at rather than troddearh, . .".

‘That's enough, Julia!" Guy's voice was. a whipldsiving colour wildly to
her cheeks. 'Madame Boutin's collections are fanamalsnot to be sneered
at.'

'l wasn't sneering!'

‘The impression | received . . .’

'Oh, damn your impressions!'

‘Julia!" This time his anger wasn't concealedeé#pkt darkly from his blue
eyes, hardening the lines about his mouth formidabl

Julia's face went white. She seldom if ever usedig/bke that, and never in
that tone. She reacted to him like no one elsehbwt could she tell him?
'I'm sorry,' she mumbled.

He left his chair to grasp her shoulders, dragbeigup beside him, looking
as if he could happily have shaken the life ouh@f. 'One thing I will not
tolerate is insolence!’

She could feel his breath on her face, but it veamsething she was growing
curiously addicted to. 'l said the wrong thing?'

'It wasn't only what you said, it was the look ouy eyes.'



His hands were hurting her shoulders and seemuael doawing her closer. 'l
can't help itif | don't like Pierre's home,' shettared, hardly able to think of
Pierre at .all.

'If you love him you must try to," Guy retortedmty. 'Remember, whoever
you marry in France,, you must learn to toleraterblatives.’'

‘Lorraine  won't tolerate yours!" Julia returned rpha 'Me, for
instance—she hates me!'

'"You aren't really a relative.’

'‘No," something sounding suspiciously like a salaped her as she lowered
her head, 'I'm not really anything am 1?'

He went very still, but his face was once more @aie 'You're a crazy,
mixed-up juvenile with an outsize imagination. Qiay you're going to be
quite something. And we're all very fond of you.’

Julia was about to snap, 'How nice!" until sheadiber eyes and met his
staring down on her intently. Somehow the wordsl direher throat along

with her wits, and without meaning to, or being £cnus of what she might
be divulging, she murmured, 'lt's not only Pierfexsise. | like you much

better than | like him.’

"You just told me you loved him!" His voice was Idwt none the less
emphatic.

Julia bit her lips to stop it trembling. What a meshe was making of
everything! In another second, if she wasn't cdrdfa would have her
confessing who it was she really loved! '| madeistake,’ she faltered.

‘A mistake?'
She tried to disregard the contempt in his ton®bat | mean is—well, |

told you | wasn't sure,’ she reiterated huskilglifey cornered. 'Haven't you
ever had doubts about—well, being in love?'



'‘No!" he snapped. 'Personally, | don't believe.in i

'Oh," her face paled again. 'So when you marry ilt be a business
arrangement?'

'It could be," he agreed coldly, 'but a marriagensrely different from a
business. And one doesn't need to be in love terwle, which is one of
the most pleasurable things in the world.’

'How would | know?' Misery gnawed at Julia's hesrtshe unconsciously
gave all her secrets away, 'l suppose I'd beitde &t Pierre, if he wants me.
He must be more in my league.'

'Yes. Go on?' he taunted.

‘At least he—he's a gentleman, not like you!" shiped. 'He hasn't mauled
me about. He hasn't even tried to kiss me yet!" I&dn't given him the
chance, but Guy wasn't to know.

Anger hardened Guy's mouth so that when it hit Beeswould have cried
with pain, had she been able to. He loosened tpeofjione hand from her
shoulders to clasp her face, turning her moutloupeet his. She could feel
the anger behind his driving kiss, as if he wagimheined to exchange insult
for insult. For a moment all she could feel wasgs her lips were ground
under his and the harsh rise and fall of his clgsinst her breasts hurt
excruciatingly. But when she tried instinctively ¢@t away he merely
tightened his hold on her.

Julia went limp against him, willing her mind tooblout the feel of his
rugged strength. There was no tenderness in h8s ikisgentle persuasion,
yet she felt herself sliding into a euphoria of validesire. As Guy eased the
iron pressure of his arms slightly, she becameefcatwvare of him, of his
hand wandering down her throat, burning her skie | brand moving
across her body. An incredible sweetness spreadighrher as she was
suspended in time and space, unable to responaytbirag other than his
mouth moving expertly over her own.



She was conscious of the same deep stirring irstoenach and limbs that
she had felt when he had kissed her in the trucH, unknowingly she
gasped and shivered. As a low moan escaped hebpdaig seemed to
shudder in unison, then, as swiftly as he had tdik@d of her, he was
pushing her away.

Feeling his arms leaving her, she opened her eyéad some distance
between them but still a peculiar air of tensioviod hurt me!" she
whispered, the tips of her fingers touching bruisesl

The broad shoulders straightened as his sensuouth hardened. ‘Now |
might admit you have something to complain of, lddn't usually go in for
kissing girls of your age unless provoked. It mighy you to remember.'

'An excuse ...!'

'‘Mademoisellewatch your words! | believe I've already told ydunever
look for an excuse to justify my actions. When i giouses a man's anger
he frequently resorts to one of two things—eitheaksng or kissing her.’

'You did both.'

His eyes glinted coldly. 'Then you can decide wHamim of chastisement
you like best and next time state your preference.’

If he intended shocking her slightly, which Julét fintuitively he did, he
was certainly succeeding! Yet she knew miserabt 8he would have
braved his anger a second time if he would kissagaimn. The touch of his
mouth seemed imprinted on her mind as well asipsrand aroused in her
body an increasing if bewildering hunger.

"You're being outrageous!" she retorted sharplterdened to destroy the
crazy inclinations consuming her. 'I'm sure | d@nivoke you very often,
and never intentionally.’

‘You're probably right," he began looking borele ‘tssue has perhaps got
rather out of hand. | suggest, Julia, that while yauld do worse than to



consider Pierre's suit seriously, there is no rushouldn't like you to feel
we want to get rid of you immediately.’



CHAPTER FIVE

THE next few days brought a minor crisis to the famaich helped
surprisingly to break through Julia's increasingpaer. For a little while, at
any rate, it took her mind off her own troublesrideusin Fayme, who was
pregnant again, became ill after returning fromrfzary and was unable to
come and collect the twins. As her doctor had @dieromplete rest, the
twins were to stay with their grandmother for thmet being. All this,
Fayme's husband came personally to tell them, gadecided a telephone
message might prove too upsetting for Mavis.

Leon Pacquet was a pleasant man, getting on irsyéalia had somehow
imagined he would be younger. 'We never thouglst Would happen,’ he
said wryly. 'For years we've hoped for anothercclaihd were delighted
when at last our wish was granted. | allowed Faymeome to Germany
with me," he explained, when Guy remarked shofibt she might have
been better at home, 'because, ironically | thoitgbuld give her a rest.
However,"' he admitted heavily, ‘it didn't work dabhat way. She didn't like
being alone and began running around too muchgutih her doctor doesn't
believe that was entirely responsible for her cocapions.'

He had been happier when he had left, after Lograed assured him she
would stay with the twins and look after them as Bhd been doing. Julia,
almost bursting with indignation, had scarcely bable to prevent herself
from telling him who had really been looking afteem, but to do so might
only have given the impression that she objectati¢aextra work. As she
loved the twins and enjoyed their

company, this was the last thing she wanted anymtt@nk, but Lorraine's

arrogance sometimes made her see red. With Lolsgimmesence ensured
for possibly another few weeks, to say nothing e probability of her

engagement to Guy being announced, Julia was soeettempted to

encourage Pierre much more than she did.

Everything was going Lorraine's way, she thouglttappily, one afternoon
as she wandered around the house with the twinst Kavis frequently
wanted first-hand information of her daughter'sgpess under some new
treatment she was having, and as she was unalti@avel herself she



appeared grateful when Lorraine offered to go sxtéf Guy would drive
her. Julia envied her the times she set out with i usually took them all
day and Lorraine nearly always returned lookingesxrely satisfied.

Yesterday had been one of the days when they Badd/iFayme, and today
Lorraine was resting in her room with another of headaches. The
weather had turned surprisingly stormy, forcingiaJand the two boys
indoors, a circumstance none of them appreciatéda fbllowed the twins
abstractedly. Mavis had mentioned that Pierre asidniother were coming
for tea, and she wasn't looking forward to it.hé tweather had been better
she could have stayed outside and perhaps pretémtiade forgotten about
it until after they had gone. Pierre was often iatrhost boring when his
mother was around; he seemed to feel duty boudeéfer to her before he
either moved or spoke.

The twins, taking advantage of the fact that Jubdétention was elsewhere,
led her unwittingly to one of the little-usesdlons.They knew they weren't
supposed to be there, but they loved exploringe@afly when the
grown-up with them didn't say no. It wasn't a veoynfortable room, being
furnished with stiff period chairs and sofas, gidtged and unyielding, and
only one rug on the hard polished floor. Around wedls stood elaborate
glass cases on spindly legs containing valuablarmemts of porcelain and
glass. Although she hadn't been here before, Jah@embered Mavis
pointing it out to her one day. It had been theotaite salon of Guy's
mother and, as such, had been left exactly asstwien she died. Mavis
had opened the door and given her a glimpse ofeaRrench ormolu clock
flanked on either side by a pair of Louise Seizen@u and bronze
candelabra, and for Julia it had been enough. Bebfavis's assurance that
she was welcome to have a good look round if slshed, she had been
reluctant to do so without Guy's permission. Withibghe had known she
would feel as if she was trespassing.

She was annoyed with herself now for not takingemuotice of where the
twins were going, but as it was her fault they wiesee she hadn't the heart
to drag them out immediately. They weren't actutiyching anything, just
looking. Warning them to be good, she only intengethg them another
few minutes, when her attention was caught by ataenth-century French
painting by Jean Cazin. Something about it stifned imagination. She



knew little of art in any form, but suddenly shalreed she would like to.
Guy was quite an authority, though he rode mogt@flay with his men out
on the salt marshes, dressed as roughly as ahgof tHe might be willing
to teach her if she could explain her sudden pachlinger to learn.

So absorbed was she that she really did jump Watimeon hearing the door
of one of the cabinets being flung open and Foftumeping voice
exclaiming, '‘Ooh! this i©ncleGuy's favourite!

Julia had believed the cabinets to be locked ardists frozen with horror
as Fortune removed a beautifully painted Royal \Wster pot-pourri vase
and began waving it about. And before she coulteeispeak or reach him
he had dropped it. To her consternation it seemstig through his hot little
fingers in a flash, hitting the hard floor with &ash.

'Oh, Fortune!" she wailed loudly, as both boys tiedhe other side of the
room. 'What am | to do?' she cried, stumbling tokmees beside the broken
vase and beginning to pick up the pieces beforstidiag the twins. If the

vase was one Guy was particularly fond of then bedonelp the poor lambs!

‘Julia?' As though thinking of him had caused hoinmiaterialise in person,
Guy's voice from the doorway made Julia jump ag@iith Pierre and his
mother ranged on either side of him against theeldayble doors, she felt
worse than if she'd been faced with a platoon ehgnsoldiers. 'What on
earth's been going on?' he rasped, as she madieaaftempt to hide the
fragments of china from him.

.. ." she began, only to be cut off harshijnasadvanced farther into the
room and clearly saw what had happeri&tbon Dieu! he snapped, ‘have
you any idea what that piece was worth?"

Julia cast a frantic glance at the obviously quagiimins huddled against the
window. She could actually see the fear in thesefa With their mother ill
how could she make their lot worse? They'd hadeaaddd about their
mother—there had been no other way to explain heslopged
absence—and Julia knew they were secretly frettinG.uy was to learn
who had really been responsible for the breakdwretwas no knowing
what form his anger might take, and she knew shé&dlot betray them.



'I—I'm sorry," she whispered, staring down at tlanege, realising the
hopelessness of offering to pay for it. She hadoaoey, not even a job. All
she could do was pretend to be full of remorse stwecdidn't have to pretend
very hard. She did feel full of remorse that sonmgftso beautiful had been
broken, and in a way she was responsible. Instéaeeting sorry for
herself, she ought to have been watching whatwiestwere doing and
never let them in here! The least she could dowawto try and divertGuy's
attention from them until Fortune stopped lookiongsiilty.

Guy was regarding her with tightening mouth anttegiing eyes, but he was
looking at her white face rather than at the brokase. It was Madame
Boutin who broke the fraught silence following aigifaltering words.

'Such careless stupidity!" she gasped. 'If thid pmd been of less
consequence, Guy, I'd have advised you to packfhenmediately!

Pierre, appearing completely stunned, echoed higanancredulously.
'Few French girls would be so irresponsible, Maman.

'Imagine her,"” Madame's horrified gaze flickerednfrher son to Julia,
‘among my precious things!

Pierre nodded in apprehensive agreement, cleaitke.

Guy suddenly intervened, as if he had had enotfgyou would conduct
your mother to the othexalon'he said to Pierre, 'I'll deal with this.’

Madame Boutin wasn't to be removed so easily. 8tiked in the doorway
like an enormous black frog, fixing Julia with almalent eye. 'But this is
terrible!" she reiterated excitedly. 'You underdgta@uy, | wouldn't dare let
this girl in my house again. | couldn't take thekti

'Please!" Guy begged stiffly.
'I'm sorry, Guy," Madame replied in a similar manngs you must know, |

would never ordinarily insult one of your guestsi this is no ordinary
circumstance and | feel very upset. So much se fistshed haughtily, 'that



| don't feel able to stay for tea. Please presgn@apologies to your dear
stepmother. Come, Pierre!’

Julia trembled as Madame Boutin swept from thejhtiPierre following
like an obedient puppy. Guy, with an exasperatgh, svent after them, but
five minutes later he was back. In his absencehaldesent the twins away,
but was still on her knees trying to tidy up.

'Leave it,' he snapped, 'and go to your room.’

He was still angry, although he appeared to havesiif well under control,
but she refused to be dismissed like a naughtd.chil

'Have they really gone?' she asked nervously.
'What would you expect?'

Swallowing hard, Julia went on blindly picking upeges. 'l would have
done anything to prevent this happening.’

'I'd rather not hear any more,' he retorted terdebseyes meeting hers icily
as he dragged her to her feet. "You can take itwont be seeing Pierre
again, but next time you feel like getting rid o$waitor, I'd appreciate it if
you tried a less expensive method!

"You don't mean . . ." Julia couldn't have felt seif he had struck her. How
could he believe she would stoop so low, be rushégmugh to sink to such
deviousness? Madame Boutin, being what she was—wahdher fanatical
regard for antiques, might be excused for beindaagant, but Julia felt she
could never forgive Guy. Never! 'You're completalsong and insulting!
she cried. 'l wasn't even thinking of Pierre!’

Guy didn't bother to argue. With a shrug of disghaenglanced at the broken
vase and told her to get out of his sight, and tine, sick at heart, she
obeyed him.

Although she realised she had only herself to blrathe should think the
worst of her, it didn't help to make her feel lesserable. It seemed to Julia



that if he had bothered to study her charactefl ah@would have known
she wasn't capable of such intrigue and wouldv/el@ndemned her so
quickly. She couldn't forget how he had lookedet kthe utter contempt in
his eyes, and she hadn't thought it possible tsteanhappy.

It soon became obvious, in the following days, thay now had no time for

her, as he left her severely alone. It was the a@aygnored her that hurt
most. Not even his worst tirades, she came to adlatge, had been as hard
to endure as his apparent willingness to preteedust didn't exist.

For a while after the incident of the vase, theasahad been strangely quiet,
but not long enough for anyone to wonder aboMavis liked to think they
missed their mother, and, while she sympathisesl apiproved rather than
guestioned.

Mavis only mentioned the vase to Julia briefly amithout referring to
either Pierre or his mother she said she was sheslibeen an accident and
that Julia mustn't fret over it.

'‘Guy has secured the door of tedon' she told Julia gently. 'Now no one
can be tempted to wander in. The maids have a bifoitgetting to lock the
cabinets after dusting. From now on, Hortense aalit herself.'

Although eventually Guy's manner returned almostntrmal, there
remained a certain coolness which Julia found hartear. She missed
having him stop to talk to her, as he had freqyedthe, even in the middle
of one of his busiest days, and she sighed ovanejagdefinable dreams
which could now never come to fruition.

She was startled when he sought her out, one ngpinithe stables. She
was there alone, talking to one of the horses.armal was suffering from

a slight malady and was being kept inside untiMas better. When his
companions were out working, Julia often capies®lsim as she guessed he
would be lonely and perhaps as unsettled as herself

Guy, halting beside her, ran his eyes expertly ¢therhorse while he told
Julia that Pierre and his mother had left to ¥r&gnds in Brittany, and from
there were going on to Paris.



As his eyes left the horse to study her face, Jalfised instinctively that he
had mentioned this deliberately in order to obsémereactions. How was
she supposed to react? she wondered uneasily. @ydsiee wanted to
please him desperately, if only to get back onrtpesvious footing, and if
this meant having to pretend a little, she didaitec

Cautiously she remarked, 'l hope they have a gooel't

She mustn't have said the right thing, for he freskriDoes that remark have
any particular significance?'

Julia shook her head, trying not to look to wheisedhirt was open to the
waist, exposing a wealth of thick, dark body hairliag over his broad

chest. Slightly apprehensive, as his mouth tigldeslee whispered, 'Should
it?'

This time he sighed impatiently. 'l thought you &igrowing fond of Pierre,
despite his mother, but it appears your heart nbghihade of stone.'

‘At my age?'

"This," he grated, 'is what | don't understand.r&enothing wrong with
your heart, you're a normal young girl, and | bed@ you might be
heartbroken when Pierre defected so easily.'

'Why, you're as pompous as he is!" Julia exclaiaregtily, 'and as ready to
condemn me! | was never in love with Pierre, iftthavhat you're getting
at?' Recklessly she added, 'l never even let has rkie!"

For a moment Guy's taut jaw appeared to relaxpagh his eyes still
smouldered. "You can call me anything you like, foit pompous.’

That hadn't been fair, but it had caught him orrélve something she hadn't
thought possible. Or, if it was, that he would delig protest. 'I'm sorry," she
muttered, only half meaning it.

Menacingly he hit back. 'If you had allowed Piemere licence, a little
more encouragement, instead of ignoring him haftitme, you might have



discovered you could respond to him. I've foundlack of response
whenever I've kissed you.'How like him to be ableliscuss this so coolly!
But if it was no holds barred, she could play thay herself! 'Perhaps you
always choose a vulnerable momengnsieurl wouldn't normally respond
to someone like you. Another time—if there is aeottime—you might

warn me, then | would be prepared.’

Instead of subduing him, her flushed face and tlyeaice appeared to
afford him a kind of caustic amusement. "You meam lyave defences you
might erect?’

Julia swallowed hard, looking down at the stabtefl How had such a
conversation ever got started? It was dangerous—Hamgerous she
needed no one to tell her. Guy was waiting, likeaawaits for a mouse to
make a move, then he would pounce. She knew thaplgeing she was
playing right into his hands, but what alternatié she have?

'Yes!' she retorted defiantly.

With the glint deepening in his eyes, he swiftlgg#d a hand on either side
of her tense body, pinning her against the whitéwdsvall. In the shadowy
stable they might have been alone in the worldallSwe try a little
experiment, then?"

No! her nerves screamed; already she was awarsttbatas trembling. She
had been foolish, he could overwhelm her in secofdsy both knew it,
even if she would never admit it.

'Please, Guy,' she whispered hoarsely, her eydy ptighding, 'you don't
have to prove anything to me. If you'll just give time, I'm sure I'll meet
someone else and my emotions will develop natyrdisn I'll be off your
hands.'

' don't have time ..
She blinked, unsure that she had heard propetlif,sire had, what to make

of it. His harshly drawn breath, however, seemedyiiee her a brief
advantage, which she pressed, 'l won't stay heréoager than | have to.'



‘That isn't what we are trying to prove.' He adtuammiled, if his lips did
have a humourless twist as they descended on hers.

His body, smelling of sweat from a morning's havdrk, crushed against
Julia's as his powerful, sinewy arms left the vealtl wrapped right round
her. Their flesh, already warm, increased in heuil Julia felt she was
burning. His mouth, hot and hungry, parted her sistimg lips and she was
aware of a mocking satisfaction deep inside himsle succumbed with a
humiliating lack of fight to his probing mouth amdploring hands, she
realised dimly he was proving his point, over amdragain.

All her protests seemed lodged in her throat, smgndore like erotic
whimpers. She felt his back bend as she tried teenavay from him and he
refused to allow it. The pounding of her heart dmexd out all thought as his
mouth manipulated hers expertly and cruelly, wagkits corrosive magic
on her senses.

It was too much! Her mind was rapidly losing cohtie her body melted
and pressed against him, as if determined to irhpself for ever on every
inch of his hard bone and muscle. A groan escaped$ her arms stole
about his neck, and she hadn't the strength to titghir combined passion.

She knew instinctively that here in the darknesghef stables, he felt

inclined to make her suffer more than a few kisSé® felt the hardness of
his thighs telling her something she had never lmmscious of before.

When she stirred in silent protest, fighting mdre tapturous betrayal of her
own senses, Guy told her thickly to be quiet.

She couldn't believe, with his experience, he weaeale to control the
situation. 'Please . . .!I' she murmured as his mowtved over her skin with
all the sensuous warmth of a caressing sun, 'Syalywe—you've had
enough?’

'No." His well-bred voice penetrated her shell-daes, scorning her halting
attempt to restore them to sanity. 'You owe me. Fwade my house, my
peace of mind, break my property. Haven't you evmard of
compensation?"



'Not this kind.'
'‘Can you think of a nicer way of repaying your ¢ebt
'Yes!' she returned fiercely.

He stared at her narrowly a long moment beforentetier go. ‘At least you
won't be so eager to argue with me again," heraaizkingly.

Hating him, while not being able to pretend shendlidnderstand him, Julia
glared at him helplessly. Fearing her shaking fegght give way under her,
she was forced to brace herself, her hands bel@ndrhthe wall. From the
way he was watching her, she was aware that he kineywand while it
added to his satisfaction he was only waiting uhé&lwas sure she had
regained her strength before leaving her.

'l see you at lunch,' he said at last, turningg.

Over lunch, which was always a family affair, to dessmay, Julia found her
eyes constantly dwelling on him. As he talked torame and Mavis, much
as she tried to prevent it, her glance continustiigyed in his direction. He
had showered and changed. Julia wondered if hebbad removing all

traces of her along with the sweat and dust. Wheehdd poured her wine
she had smelled only after-shave and soap; aifa®pensive torment for

her delicate nostrils. As she had lifted her glasker lips, their eyes had
caught and held, and though she could read noffongthe total darkrfess
of his, she still shivered to think what her owrghtihave revealed.

Trying to fix her attention on the design of heatpl instead of his hard,
handsome face, she was dimly aware of the twinsrgjling. Something
about a catapult. Fortune, always the more foraaffthhe two, was fiercely
denying having broken it. Afterwards, Julia realiseis should have warned
her if, as too often happened these days, shethsbm so absorbed in her
own thoughts. As it was, she was aghast to heairsisting stubbornly:

"You did break it, just like you brok@ncleGuy's vase and blamed Julia!



There was one of those brief, inexplicable silenedgsch sometimes
overtakes a group of people. Fitz's rather shrdble voice must have
reached everyone's ears quite clearly. Panic-stnicklulia exclaimed
loudly, 'Fitz!" but it was too late.

She might have done better to have said nothirgjl.afAs Guy's glance,
accelerating with anger, sped from her flushed,apply face to Fortune's
guilty one, she knew the game was up.

Lorraine, who had been forced to secretly ring Mae@outin to get the full

story of the broken vase, caught on immediatelgv@ily she had made
much of Julia's fall from grace and had no wisls¢ée her exonerated. 'l
think we should let the matter rest, Guy darlirsipe interposed sweetly,
pretending concern for Fortune's sudden tears,c¥vainly don't wish to

have the children upset, and who knows who was$yreablame?'

'Please, Lorraine!" Guy shot her a glance thatdirba sullen look to her
face, an expression that boded ill for Julia.

Rising to his feet, he refused coffee. 'I'll seal yo the office after you
finish," he spoke crisply to Julia. He didn't abk, commanded, and she
didn't dare disobey him. Refusing coffee too, sished upstairs to wash her
perspiring hands and waited a few minutes untddig of sickness wore
off before going back downstairs to join him.

'l want the truth!" he said grimly when at last &hecked on the office door
and he bade her come in.

'First,’ she fidgeted uncomfortably, playing foné, 'I—I'd like to thank you
for not being angry with Fortune.”l am his undhe'reminded her curtly, his
eyes expressionless on her white face, 'but bedads't chastise him
immediately that doesn't necessarily mean | wdti'tadmit | felt like
putting him over my knee, there and then, but | ageal to restrain myself.
Once | hear the full story—the true one,' he emigledscurtly, 'l will be able
to decide exactly what to say to him—and you.'

Didn't he ever lose control? Julia stared at himyesing from the coldness
of his voice which seemed to threaten her more-tRanune. Wouldn't it



have been kinder to have smacked Fortune immeyiatel been done with
it? The small boy was probably suffering now mdrant he would have
done from a few light smacks on his bottom. Guy ws@dall and dark, so
very—she searched for the word—autocratic. Dide'rdalise how easily
he could strike fear into the hearts of weaker alsnvith just one piercing
glance from his hard eyes? She felt her own haamg as he stared at her
now, obviously waiting for her to say something.

With an effort she began to speak. 'Perhaps weldHollow Lorraine's
advice and forget about it?'

‘Julial'

'Oh, all right," she swallowed, suddenly too wetaryprotest any further, 'if
you insist.’

'l do," he said impatiently, as she paused agsirthis drama over one vase
appears to be getting out of hand. | want an enid #s she still bit her lip
uncertainly, he startled her by stepping nearemdst savagely he caught
hold of her, running his hands up her bare armgHpson her shoulders was
gentler and as he reached her nape he was almessicay. When his hands
came up to allow his fingers to explore her appnshe face, Julia drew a
sharp breath, realising his touch was persuasiteubable to find the
willpower to object.

‘Come on,' he murmured softly, 'spill the beans.’

It was such an English expression that it didrp mer composure. A sob
escaped her, a hint of wild laughter, lending atradible beauty to her
storm- washed grey eyes. 'What is it you have towknshe whispered
unsteadily, 'that you don't know already? The b@ysinto thesalonand
when | realised where they were—in your mother&csh room—instead
of ordering them out immediately, | began lookitggainting and forgot
about them."

Guy's dark brows met as she paused to gulp aid JAwhen Fortune
dropped the vase, you rushed over to him, whileaheaway from it. You



both reacted naturally, but it was wrong of yoddbme believe you had
broken it deliberately.'

'‘No," she dared meet his blazing blue eyes, 'yought that up yourself.
Pierre and his mother thought I'd been careledsydau chose to think I'd
done it on purpose, which was unforgivable of you!

'‘Maybe," he agreed shortly, his eyes still glitigri'but you must agree that
all the evidence was against you and it was a redde conclusion.’

‘Unreasonable, | should say"
Guy was unmoved. Like a lawyer, cross-examining;daly asked why.
'l was trying to protect Fortune!

'‘No, you weren't," he rasped, 'not really. You ninaste known very well that
had you explained the situation, | might have deadtthe boy, but it would
have been over now and forgotten. No, | believérgaan opportunist, Julia.
You saw a chance of getting rid of Pierre and gedsp If you'd had any
feeling for Pierre, you would have found a way &l him what really
happened.’

'Would he have believed me?'

"You could have given him the chance.'

Moodily his eyes narrowed as he met her resentfak. "You're convinced
that I've wronged you, but I'm not going to offarapology. If you look into
your heart you might discover you had other reasloas the one you were
consciously aware of.".

Julia's lashes fell heavily on her cheeks and skkeeas she had been able to
hide the guilty colour stealing under her skin. Wigs Guy so often right,
and so very confusing? 'l thought | was doingitFortune," she whispered,
feeling almost despicable.



'So you were—partly. But another time you shouldggsand examine your
motives before you act so impulsively.'

'Yes.' She could only feel meek and rather bewdldetAnd Fortune?' she
murmured.

"You mean what am | going to do about him? Nothing,replied calmly.
'You said you would smack him?'

'l said | felt like it.'

‘But you won't.'

He smiled wryly, his hands leaving her shouldecswhere they had
dropped after his exploration of her face. 'l sdathink that young man's
thoughts have been more painful than anything | himigdminister
physically. | imagine he's suffered enough. | migtgntion that deceiving
others is frequently a waste of time as the trsiinally comes out.'

'‘N-nothing more than that?' she stammered, asteaisth such leniency
from a not very tolerant man.

Guy sighed, as if at her lack of understanding. idghew is not abnormally
careless by nature and one can't reasonably eRjselite to be totally free
of accidents.’

Julia wished everything he said didn't fill her kvihcreasing admiration.
What a wonderful father he would make! She enveditoman who would
bear his sons. He could make her sore and angrynioierneath, in the most
secret parts of her, was always an emotion shewlyllsuspected was love.

Forcing herself to speak lightly, she smiled at .hi@®nce your sister is
better, the twins will be happier. I'm sure of that

'‘And not so accident-prone. | agree.' The glancedrg on her eager face
was intent and thoughtful, 'Fayme is much improvadact she is out of



bed— Leon told me when | rang earlier. One of tlieses | must take you to
meet her.’

Julia would have -loved to have gone, but she ttdke Guy's suggestion
too seriously. It had been more in the nature bt remark; he hadn't
promised. Most probably he would forget about ie kadn't been to see
Fayme for two weeks, and when he went again hedwaide Lorraine with
him. He always did.

She was surprised, therefore, when Lorraine sohghtout, one evening
after dinner when Guy had retired to his study, asieed if she would like to
go with him next day to visit his sister.

'‘Guy has to go on other business and Madame wamtgohcall and see
Fayme. Madame wishes me to accompany him as sb&l4gshioned
enough to believe Fayme's delicate condition shaully be discussed
among women, but I'm rapidly becoming bored wighghuation. Children,’
she added with a disdainful shrug, 'l have alwagbked, even to talk of
them. | certainly shan't have any of my own.’

Julia didn't pretend to be startled by what she Wwaaring. It wasn't
something she hadn't guessed all along. It didn&dtoher, though, that
Lorraine should express such views out loud; shedered if she did when
Guy was around. And, if she was bored with goindllime with Guy, why

hadn't she said anything before?

'l enjoy going with him usually," Lorraine said gpig, as if reading Julia's
thoughts, 'but | feel I've a migraine coming orattis why I'm asking you.'

Lorraine frequently had migraine when it suited. her

Julia frowned suspiciously. 'Guy may prefer to gdbnself/ she demurred.
"You don't know much about Fayme's family, do ydw?raine countered.
Julia shook her head. 'l suppose not, but | haveherehusband.’

'Did you know he's a famous director?'



‘A film director?"

'Of course,' Lorraine replied coolly. "You don'tveao look so surprised.
That's what he was doing in Germany, when Faymarbedll.'

'How—exciting," Julia remarked, feeling such a reovaas expected of her.

‘Actually, I've been in one of his films," Lorraiperred, not saying which
one.

Julia was about to ask when she suddenly realisedisew nothing about
French films, having had little opportunity to sa®y, even on television.
'How exciting," she repeated, trying to look imgext She was by Fayme's
husband, but not Lorraine. However, she had noretsdoubt Lorraine's
acting ability. Didn't she see evidence of it evéay?

'‘Leon's always on the look-out for new talent.'ragre noted Julia's awed
face with satisfaction. ‘Actually,’ she droppedV@ice conspiringly, though
they were alone in the room, 'when he was hereskedaif you'd had any
experience. He said you were beautiful, just wieatvas looking for.'

'Me?' Julia whispered incredulously. 'He never noered anything.'

‘Circumstances weren't exactly favourable,” Loeaieminded her. 'l
advised him to wait. Guy doesn't know, but he apphed me about you
again, the last time | was in Nice.'

Julia glanced a: her uneasily. 'I'm flattered, obirse, but—well. | don't
know the first thing about acting.’'

'Few do. to with," Lorraine shrugged, 'but there #rose who have made
enough from their first film to keep them in contftor months.’

‘That might be possible for some people,’ Juli:z@grdoubtfully, 'but it
must be the exception rather than the rule, amdniarver seen myself as an
actress.'



'It could help you to be independent," Lorrainenped out sweetly, 'l don't
suppose you want to rely on Guy's charity for & of your life. If Leon
took you on you would be free to do as you liked.'

'Did Guy ask you to tell me this?' Julia felt héirgeowing suddenly cold.

'‘No," Lorraine replied so hastily that Julia be&dvher, but just as she
became aware of enormous relief, Lorraine wenttt@might not approve,

so I'd say nothing to him, if | were you, until yoe seen Leon. If you had a
job to go to, I'm sure he wouldn't try and keep kiete. You can take it from
me, he'd be delighted!



CHAPTER SIX

ALL the way to Nice, which was quite a distance frome# the nearest
town to where Guy lived, Julia puzzled over whatreme had told her. She
was conscious that Guy found her abstracted, and way when her

thoughts wandered she felt ashamed, for she rdalig&as very kind of him

to take her with him to see Fay me.

It was the uncertainty of the situation that bo#lgeher. Neither Guy nor
Mavis had mentioned anything about Leon's occupatial she didn't want
to tell him what Lorraine had said for fear he wbtiink they had been
gossiping behind his back. She could always hawtepded to have
overheard the twins talking about their fatheribittwasn't true that he was
a film director, she was going to look very foolisfhy she should imagine
Lorraine had been deceiving her, Julia didn't kn@ke always had the
feeling that Lorraine couldn't be completely traste

'Why so silent?' Guy queried, slanting her a braaised glance.

'I'm sorry,' she flushed slightly, without meetimg eyes, 'l was just looking
at the scenery.’

His mouth quirked as he appeared to believe herit"?\supposed to be one
of the most famous stretches of coast in the wanday perhaps forgive
you.'

'Forgive—me?"'
‘That your attention has strayed,' he replied dryly

This time she did glance at him, but the mockeryesticountered made her
look away quickly. Uncomfortably she wished he didso easily see
through her and that the directness of his brilli@ne eyes didn't make her
heart race as if it was competing with the car. ¥4Bce seemed thin in her
ears as she said hastily, ‘'This is the Cote d'Azur?

'Yes. It stretches from Marseilles to Menton. Utiioately, famous though
it might be, in places it isn't so lovely any moke gestured briefly towards



some distant housing developments and skyscrapachwulia took for
hotels. 'Cement can ruin anything.’

Julia didn't feel qualified to agree. The beautyhi$ rugged coast with its

innumerable creeks, deserted little beaches, bbigiet sea and spectacular
views struck her as being impressive. There no daue areas such as
Guy had noted disparagingly, but on the wholeilitstemed to have a lot

going for it.

'Does your sister actually live in Nice?' she askeat thoughts returning
again to Fayme and her family, hoping that if shentioned them, Guy
would be more willing to talk about them than he baen in the past.

‘Not right in the town itself,’ he rejoined. "Thdyave a villa near
Juan-les-Pins, which is really a suburb of Antibes.

'I hadn't heard of it.'

His foot must have pressed harder on the accetetaoause the powerful
Ferrari leapt forward. 'It's better known for iight life," he said curtly.

'‘And Nice?'
'‘Big and sprawling, the undisputed capital of theida. It seems to have
everything, depending on what you like. It has taoliobig city attractions

such as numerous movie houses and concerts.'

'Sounds exciting,' she remarked, without adding, g Guy described it, it
didn't appeal to her.

'If excitement is what you're after.’

About to say it wasn't, Julia paused. If Faymesbland was in films and if
by some incredible chance he did offer her a jaih stre felt compelled to
take it, Guy might never be willing to let her gshe confessed beforehand
how even the thought of such smart places and petplost frightened her.

'l suppose a little does no harm,' she answerdayfee



'‘Does that mean you find living in the Camargudiile enquired shortly.

'Only sometimes,' she forced herself to reply, vesimdy how he would react
if she were to say that she loved his home anddwoever find it dull. And
that she was almost sure she loved him.

After this he appeared to concentrate on his dgigind the sudden grimness
of his profile, combined with her soul-shaking digery, kept her silent
again. This time, though, he didn't try to break it

The villa where his sister and brother-in-law liveds large and modern,
such a contrast to Champonale, Guy's estate irCdmargue, that Julia
gasped.

'Impressed, are you?' Guy's voice was coldly stccas they came to a halt
on the broad, gravelled drive and his head swungatch her startled
expression.

'Who wouldn't be?' Julia clung stubbornly to heosdn role, feeling
something of an actress already.

'‘Big isn't necessarily beautiful,’ he retorted lgiirinor is everything that
glitters gold. It might pay you to remember, Julia.

She didn't understand his mood and didn't try ascoder what lay behind

it. He had been amiable enough when they had dearw she couldn't

decide what had angered him. Defensively she addiie harshness of his
face, letting her glance wander in the directiomhef voices she could hear
in the distance. Through a screen of trees shehtaugimpse of blue water,

which she guessed was a pool. As Fayme was illwasesurprised that

there were people here, obviously enjoying theneselv

'Shall we go inside?' Guy grasped her arm, lookisgpproving rather than
surprised, 'l'd like to-know what's going on.'

His sister, who Julia knew he expected to find & ,bwas sitting in the
lounge when they were ushered into the room bylbtr@@ed manservant.
The only concession Fayme made to being ill wasghe had her feet up.



Otherwise, apart from a slight pallor, she lookesharkably well—nothing
like the invalid Julia had anticipated.

'‘Guy!" The pleasure in Fayme's eyes as well avdiee revealed she was
pleased to see him. 'How wonderful!"

You're up?' As his glance rested on the other gifia recognised his silky
tones apprehensively. 'l thought you were supptséed in bed?’

Fayme didn't shrink, as Julia was sure she woulek ltone if Guy had

spoken to her in a similar manner. She replied waitiright smile, clearly

used to appeasing him. 'My doctor said | mightugethree days ago. He is
so pleased with me, he has promised, if | behaveeif)yyl may have the

twins home in a week or two.'

'If you behave yourself!' Guy repeated, the dryr@dsis voice seeming to
suggest she didn't know how to. 'Why didn't yowkknow?' he asked more
curtly. 'Mavis would have been relieved.'

'| wanted to!" Fayme's smooth young face, beaiitlg resemblance to her
brother's, was indignant. 'As soon as Doctor Lantid me | was
improving, | thought of Maman straight away, bubheadvised me to wait
until we were sure. | intended giving her a ringhe morning."'

Guy sighed, then introduced Julia, as if he hag gt remembered she
was there.

'Why, bonjour, cousin from England!" Fayme exclaimed warmly rarieh,
and, because Fayme seemed so delighted to seelJuiex, replied
involuntarily in the same language.

'Oh, formidable!'Fayme clapped her hands together with a teasughlal
believed for a moment you were another of Guy'sitie girl-friends. This
is a pleasant surprise.'

Guy ignored her remark without a flicker of aneglell was going to leave
Julia with you, as | have an engagement and | thibiagvould be a chance
for you to get acquainted with each other.’



'‘But of course you can leave Julia with me,' Faymrake in. 'What makes
you think you can't?'

"You have other visitors," he glanced in the diogcbf the gardens.

'‘Other visitors? Oh,' she waved a careless hans ghly Leon auditioning a
few hopeful souls for his latest film. ActuallyHibk the cast is chosen, but
there are a few things to iron out. He just thoughtl am so much better, he
would do it at home. Since I've been ill,’ she addemplacently, 'he doesn't
care to be far away from me.’

Guy frowned. 'They won't be coming in here?’

'‘No!" Fayme pulled a charming face at him. 'l gatti® Julia you're worried
about, but you can rest assured she won't comaytdarm. Leon is not
without a conscience, you know. He has a propercefpr his wife's health
and he doesn't throw little lambs to the wolves.’

Julia noticed Fayme's lips quirk mockingly as Gumned to leave, then she
saw her amused expression change thoughtfully asdyged grimly over
his shoulder, 'He'd better not, or he'll rue the.'da

'‘Now | wonder,' Fay said slowly, as he nodded taJAand the door closed
behind him, ‘'what's got into him?"'

Oddly enough, Julia didn't feel like cashing inthe note of curiosity in
Fayme's voice. Her own conclusions, that Guy did@nt her led astray
until he had her respectably married off, mightyogive Fayme cause for
further amusement.

'I think he works too hard,’ she answered, as Faghaeced at her
enquiringly.

"You're probably right,' Fayme agreed, relaxingyaan her pile of cushions
again. "You know," she smiled at Julia wryly, 'mefomarried Leon, | led a
very sheltered life and Guy still thinks he cantalie to me.'



Julia was surprised to find herself resenting tbe&e rof criticism in her
cousin's voice. 'He does think a lot of you," shid sjuickly.

'l know," Fayme smiled mischievously but not maligly. 'He has strong
family feelings. It's something I'm used to andskems to have developed
the same protective instincts towards you.'

Julia realised the truth of this, even though shenkhe would be pleased to
get rid of her. 'He feels responsible, | thinkhaligh he doesn't need to.'

'He's fairly typical of a lot of Frenchmen, yotitid," Fayme warned. 'Times
are changing, but, especially in rural areas, oldventional customs die
hard. The average Frenchman still likes to guide rarhe his family, but

young people do have much more freedom today, évlkay have to fight

for it.’

'Yes," Julia agreed, but before she could add aoyemFayme was
apologising hastily for being remiss and asking toesit down. Then she
rang for coffee and while they drank it they talkedether, discovering an
immediate liking for each other. Fayme dwelt lighth the problems that
were making her pregnancy difficult, but seemedeareager to talk of the
twins, whom she was clearly missing a lot. Julias Wappy to provide a
first-hand account of them, omitting to mention theken vase, but
touching amusingly on the lesser pranks they gabumaking their mother
laugh. By the time she finished, she was pleasestéoFayme looking so
much happier.

‘Lorraine has never been able to tell me much frfeagomplained.

'Perhaps,’ Julia said carefully, 'because yourherotlemands a lot of her
time.'

'Perhaps,' Fayme retorted waspishly, 'it's theroilay round. Lorraine has
always fancied Guy, but, for him, | think the spaknissing.'

‘The spark?"



'Hmm." Fayme watched Julia closely, 'No, perhaps woe still too
innocent? When | met Leon | felt it straight awiilke a flame. It's still there,
but it's not easy to explain.’

No, it wasn't. Julia's silent agreement causeddéush, making Fayme's
eyes narrow again thoughtfully.. She seemed almsay something, but
changed her mind as her husband entered the rgongtihthe open French
window, obviously, by the anxious expression onfage, to check on his
wife.

‘Are you all right,ma bien-aime® he enquired, a moment before his sharp
glance fell on the girl by his wife's side. 'Julibé sounded surprised but
pleased. 'This is good. Did you come with Lorralne?

'She came with Guy.'

'‘Guy!" his brows rose as he glanced quickly awhife before returning his
attention to Julia. 'Don't tell me, my dear brothrefaw has brought you
here and gone off and left you?'

Guy's remark about wolves returned, but Julia ceaklnothing of the wolf
in Leon's genial face. He looked quite differerday from the rather staid
business man she had taken him for when he had two@teamponale to tell
them of Fayme's illness. In a pair of jeans anceashirt, he seemed
somehow years younger.

When Lorraine had mentioned that he would like iheone of his films,
Julia hadn't taken her very seriously, but in tagtmalf hour, as Leon, as if
taking advantage of Guy's absence, deserted histgyte put such a
proposition to her, she was forced to believe Lingdadn't been merely
teasing her.

'l wish to do this film in about two months," hepéained, 'and I'm searching
for a girl exactly like you—young, beautiful andginal.’

Such frankness brought a flush to Julia's cheekbi@astammered, 'But I've
had no experiencenonsieur!'



'‘Leon,’ he said, then, dryly, 'That is what | wangjirl without experience. It
isn't a big part, but it is important. If |1 thougpou couldn't handle it, |
wouldn't have suggested it.'

'I'm tempted,’ she confessed, without stating nesiso

'l shouldn't hesitate, if | were you," Fayme enaged, too sure of Leon's
adoration and with too much respect for his cat@ée jealous. "You would
live with us, of course, and | know the twins wolidkde to have you. It

would help enormously if you were here to take thefh my hands

occasionally and you would still have lots of tirte get some proper
coaching.'

Julia tried to feel enthusiastic about becomingetness. 'What if | fail?"

Fayme said quickly, before Leon could interveneati't see that happening,
but if it did, I'm sure Leon would find a niche fgpou somewhere. Or you
could always stay and help with the new baby. W lzefull- time staff, but
no nursemaid.’

Feeling overwhelmed by such trusting friendlinedslja had to accept.
Leon's reassurance that she would be an immediatess didn't make her
feel so happy as the genuine rapport between Fayehderself. It seemed
an added bonus that her cousin liked her and Knéa she could trust her.

Brief details were discussed—the terms Leon qustesl considered too
generous until he reminded her wryly that eventtipestars sometimes had
periods without work, and it was agreed that sloeishcome to them at the
end of the week. They hadn't, unfortunately, alldwer Guy's furious
disapproval!

Fayme had let drop that he was visiting a retinedgssor, one of his tutors
who had taught him at university. He was late ggttback and was
persuaded to stay to dinner. As they drank thedritifs, before moving into
the dining-room, Julia wondered if this wouldn'tdbgood moment to break
the news that from the weekend she would be worfond.eon. Guyhad
brought her a glass of St Raphael, one of the skregich- aperitifs which
she had discovered was more popular than sheFmaimce, and he appeared



to have forgotten he still had his hand on her arhey were both casually
dressed. Julia had on a cotton skirt and sleevpsand she was confused
that the coolness of his fingers should strike swedt through her veins. She
began to tremble and knew he was aware of herioeaes his grip
tightened. In desperation, she almost revealedrebeved she would be to
escape him, when she suddenly noticed the sligiiying shake of Fayme's
head.

Guy's possessive attitude was clearly making Fagawtious as well as
curious, but Julia felt grateful when she wandereer to where they were
standing and began asking Guy how he had foungrbfgssor.

While they talked, because she didn't know thegasdr so couldn't take
part in their conversation, Julia stared blindlyotigh the window. The
gardens were quiet, the crowd round the pool laygdispersed. Julia, in
the course of the afternoon, had met some of thuding a cousin of
Leon's who had had to leave early, though notHerdame reason as the
others. Andre Tissier wasn't in films, though heiobsly enjoyed what he
called hobnobbing with the stars. His father owaetheyard some distance
from the Camargue and Andre was in charge as hehtsgawere away from
home. Julia might have felt flattered, but she viasimat Andre had been
immediately attracted by her fairness and promissdwould soon be in
touch.

There had been one woman who had begged to beealltwstay and see
Guy, announcing plaintively that she had dined with several weeks ago
and never seen him since. Julia tried to forget koluptuous Chloe, as
Leon called her, had been. She also tried to stmpdering if Guy was in
love with her. She had felt ashamed at how reliskehad been when Leon
told Chloe firmly to disappear as Guy and he haslri®ss to discuss.

After dinner, a meal both beautifully cooked andved but which tasted
curiously like sawdust to Julia”, Fayme tactfullpached the subject of her
new employment. Fayme was allowed to stay up fonel but had still to
go to bed early. Julia suspected, with a sudddénafiapprehension, that she
had left it until the last moment so she couldnéfcessary, beat a hasty
retreat.



‘Julia is keen to find something to do, Guy,' Fayrmegan, after gaining his
attention. As he had been staring at Julia narrgede as if sensing
something was disturbing her, it must have seenggbd opportunity.

'Is she?' His voice was quite without interest, bacause his eyes remained
on her face, Julia realised her guilty flush mwesghite obvious to him.

"You—you know | am." Conscious of how her voicadetd, she grabbed
her half-finished Burgundy, then put it down agaist as quickly. No sense
in choking, which she seemed in danger of doin@auit any help! She had
already, she suspected, drunk too much, and dtimegext few minutes,

the voice of instinct warned her, the thing she Maeed most was a clear
head!

Guy's mouth curled in an attitude obviously disgarg. 'l have heard you
mention it occasionally, but | believe you're athedamiliar with my views
on the subject.’

This, judging from his tone, his grim demeanourswhe end of it. If
pressed, he would refuse to discuss it. Julia garddm, until it clearly
became a battle of wills between them, then sheetdew her head,
abysmally defeated. Fayme, however, persevered.

‘Leon has offered her a part in one of his films.’

Leon took over as if on cue. 'It's on the levelyGshe will stay with us and
we will look after her.'

'I'm sure!" Getting to his feet, Guy spoke iciyome, Julia, it's time we were
going.’

He refused to even talk about it! 'But—Oh, pleadelia begged, suddenly
angry. 'You have to wait. . . Let Leon explain!. .

'Do you think | need to?" he rasped, so tall aridaatic he subdued them all
immediately with one glance from glittering blueesySpeaking to Julia, his
voice was like flint. 'l have no doubt that theasffs genuine, but it is not for



you. I'm familiar enough with life on the set todwm what it can do to a
jeune fille.And Leon couldn't be with you all the time.'

'She has to grow up sometime, Guy!" Leon protegjesticulating wildly
behind them as Guy dragged Julia out to the che's®Id enough anyway.’

"You mean—to be seduced by one of your team?’
‘Tiens—your opinion of me!' Leon raged.

'‘Not of you personally, although your motives angestionable." Guy
opened the car and while practically flinging Juh#o it, glanced at his
brother-in-law cynically. 'Let's say | appreciat@hyou keep my sister in
comparative luxury, but not always the way youtdo i

With a roar they shot down the drive while Juliasvedll trying to find her
breath. Resentment boiled up within her until sbeld scarcely contain it.
She had scarcely been allowed a word in her owendet Guy looked so
thunderous he almost frightened her to death,dsutdr own sake she had to
make a stand. If she allowed him to trample overtewould use the same
tactics again in the future.

And, she argued with herself feverishly, she hagktioaway from him, if for
reasons she couldn't explain. Briefly she was moteedhollow, silent
laughter. Ironically he might be quite willing tetlher go if she had the
courage to confess she was falling in love with.him

Swallowing hard, she reminded herself that the Bhghad frequently

fought the French and won, if sometimes it had se@matter of opinion.

'‘Don't you think you were terribly rude back theé® ventured. ‘Leon and
Fayme are very nice people. I'm sure they didrsede having you lose
your temper with them, the way you did.’

It was a mild enough approach but she was gathbangtrength for a more
direct attack. Apparently, though, no one had edared criticise Guy
Guerard before. If possible, he looked even moreus.



'l should never have brought you here,’ he snappadhly. 'lt's my own
fault, but | won't allow you to question what | sato anyone!'

'Please, Guy . . .' the anger faded from her veitie an alarming lack of
consistency, which didn't appear to mollify hintlhe least.

'‘Be quiet, will you!" he increased his speed uhi@ly seemed to be hurtling
into the encroaching darkness. 'I'll find a plasgark shortly. We'll talk
then.'

It must be a threat. He certainly wouldn't be stogpo apologise! Julia

shivered as he took a diversion, skidding on wnelly, deserted road. "Why
here?' she whispered, as he braked in the middie %/hat if someone

wants to get past?'

‘They won't,' he replied indifferently. 'l had sopr@perty in this area once.
This road only leads to some marshy land.’

'‘Couldn't this wait until when we get home?' shieeds gazing around her
apprehensively. Her nerves were strung taut, buwagn't the darkness she
was afraid of.

'‘No!" he was wholly adamant, not giving an inchwe have to talk this
thing out, we'll do it where there's no risk of N&kearing and being upset.
She will probably have gone to bed by the time @tarn, but I'm taking no
risks. And you have a habit of retreating to yoedimom when something
doesn't agree with you, and | have no intentioseaking you out there.'As
though she encouraged him to! And the phrasesdw-d'sloesn't agree with
you'—as if she were a spoilt child!

'l think you're despicable!" she blazed.
'Enough!" he retorted as she persisted.
'You have no right to interfere in my affairs," shattered stubbornly.

'l have every right.’



‘Not to stop me choosing what | want to do!

'Was that really what you wanted to do?' he chghiencoldly. '‘Become a
cheap little star overnight?'

‘That's not fair!" she cried, unwilling to answeiredtly. 'Acting's an
honourable profession. Plenty of people succedd in

'‘Usually after spending years at drama school amdtipally dying of
starvation in minor parts. Or did you forget thechavork in anticipation of
the excitement?'

How horrible he could be! Julia lifted her chiny lgeey eyes stormy. 'What
excitement?'

'‘Being held in some stage hero's arms, of courgn'tDyou ever pause to
think you didn't need to go to such lengths to Bnigw kisses?'

Her temper flared in the face of such mockery. Taohinterested in such
things!'

‘Aren’'t you?' She might have guessed what was @gpméxt as his arms
reached for her in the dim light, but, as alwap® was unprepared when he
took hold of her. 'l can give you kisses and excént, any man could, if
that's what it takes to satisfy you,' Guy muttaresiiltingly.

'Stop it!" she cried, her voice lower than she wdwve liked as she tried to
struggle against him. He was not to be so easityrigoof, however. The

next instant his arms were sliding round her shenglédind his lips were on
hers. He began kissing her brutally, demolishirtga@athan dissolving her
resistance, as he had done on other occasionsvatied to resist, but she
couldn't. Guy held her so tightly she couldn't sachhas move. Yet, as the
pressure of his mouth increased and her head wasritback, she felt a
powerful wave of desire surging right through her.

'Please, Guy," she pleaded, when the pressure ohduth eased, 'why are
you doing this?'



‘To supply you with excitement, of course.' He kwed his grip on her
waist to clasp her face in his hand, his eyesd laad mocking, impaling
hers. 'You were feeling in need of some, even onway to Nice. |
distinctly recall you saying so, so you can't ccaipl

'What makes you think | find kissing you excitingPie retorted rashly,
desperately trying to give the impression thattsdted it, in the hope that he
would let her go. ‘It doesn't make me feel a tHing!

'Doesn't it?' The mockery in his glance increadedrhaps | haven't tried
hard enough?’

As his mouth descended again, Julia attemptedigh away, but no matter
how hard she tried, he held her with contemptu@se eleaning over her,
pressing her to the whole length of his virile bo#8lgain she fought against
a response, but her physical strength and emotemdrance were puny
compared to his determination. She could feel thegibeating wildly in her
throat and, as his fingers touched it, she knewdutd easily discover for
himself how deeply he affected her. He must knog/shs totally helpless
against the persuasion of his hands and her owdlydpeightening senses.

His lips turned the blood in her veins to liquidefias they crushed and
probed, then miraculously softened. She was so epaped for the
gentleness that replaced his harsh passion thaflybrshe stiffened,
expecting to be subjected to another form of punesfit. But there was
nothing frightening in the way he unbuttoned hen ttotton blouse. His
hands were like a whisper, she might have been awaee of a soft breeze
on her skin. It wasn't until she felt them on heedsts, lightly and
sensuously stroking, that she became consciouss afdviousness. He no
longer needed to hold her in a vice-like grip. ldigery movement was
sending flames roaring through her, mopping upyepecket of resistance.

There was no room for escape. At first she hadnded to, but his
overpowering attraction swiftly undermined any suakention. As he
continued to caress her and his mouth wanderediausily over her heated
skin, she gave in.



With a muffled cry, her arms crept round his neokl ashen he groaned
thickly at such evidence of surrender, and his tgsirned to hers, she
opened her mouth to him, letting him explore itdting sweetness until the
strength drained from her very bones. His handsctled hard on the flesh
of her back, as though he were trying to keep ttieare, but, as her response
increased, they moved to cup the fullness of heradis, his fingers
massaging her hardening nipples. Long before hapsth her body was
crying out for something she didn't understand.

'‘Guy?' she whispered as he slowly withdrew. 'Isels®@mething wrong?'

His face, she noticed, had gone strangely whiteu yaven't done anything
wrong, Julia, but maybe | have.'

"You mean—because you consider I'm a child?’

He still loomed over her, as though he had forgottbere he was, but while
his blue eyes burned over her, he made no attepuuth her. 'l haven't
considered you a child for a long time.

Why did the admission seem torn from him? Julafsnented eyes asked
guestions she dared not put in to words, but hisession told her plainly
that he was in no mood for explanations.

He did elaborate a little, however, perhaps takitgon her as her fumbling
fingers, rebuttoning her blouse, must have revesdedething of her inner
agitation. 'You aren't a child any more, Julia, pat're a young woman
without experience. That you're so young and bidutakes you very
vulnerable.'

'Please,’ she gasped fiercely, her temper suddsitlyg, 'don't start lecturing
me about having to grow up!" Her eyes flashedntylef girls my age are
married and have families.’

'‘Mon Dieu!" his voice was suddenly grim. "You talk of babidsew you've
never even been in a man's bed!



'So you think I'm a late developer?' she starduinatwith a belligerence she
couldn't seem to control. If she couldn't love hwhy did she have this
terrible urge to fight him?

He refused to be drawn, although he did advisetdheralm down. He
appeared to feel he had a duty to soothe her, knoadedging he was
responsible for the deep turmoil let loose inside Hlis glance was wary on
the bright colour fluctuating too rapidly in thel@aess of her cheeks, the
stormy greyness of her eyes dilating feverishfyydlu are a late developer,’
he said more gently, '‘perhaps it's because of theywwu've been brought

up.'

'Yes . ..?" she clutched at this like a drowningimaght clutch at a straw.
She had been properly brought up. How could emstieven out-of-control

ones, change one's basic character? 'l've alwaysvsey conventional,’ she
said stiffly.

'‘But pretty wild underneath.’

Did she detect a glitter of laughter in his eyesiu'Yiave no grounds. . . .'
‘Apart from experiencing it personally.’

Now his mouth was quirking so unashamedly thatwshs surprised she
didn't feel like hitting him. Realising he was g, for her sake, to lighten
the atmosphere between them stayed the hand sheekadabout to raise.

Instead she found herself more than willing to ninet halfway.

'I—I'm sorry | lost my temper,' she tried bravatyivok straight at him. 'I'm
sorry, too, that | accepted an offer of work withéitst consulting you.'

Guy eyed her thoughtfully. Td like to believe yaally mean that, Julia. |
don't want you feeling resentful.’

She smiled wryly through the darkness, 'Somehouwanltdhink I'm cut out
to be a film star, but,' she added, without intagdp, "Your sister did say |
could help to look after the twins and the new babwen it arrives.’



‘Time to consider this later,’ he replied coolMeanwhile, | don't intend
exposing you to Leon's powers of persuasion.’

'I'm sure he doesn't mean any harm,' she saidlguiakd | do like Fayme.’

'l could see it was mutual. Had you any idea Leas going to offer you a
part?' he asked, with deceptive lightness.

‘Lorraine said...'

As Julia paused abruptly on an impatient gasp, €xglaimed without
surprise, 'l thought as much.’

Julia felt forced to speak up in Lorraine's defeaseshe had so foolishly
betrayed her. 'You mustn't blame anyone. Lorramesged | was looking
for work and was only trying to help.’

Holding up a hand, Guy snapped, 'Please spare me!"

'‘Well, after all," Julia stammered, hating to maieible. 'You can't blame
her for wanting you to herself. Once you're marrdi##chave to look for
somewhere else to live, and it would be easiecduld find a good job.’

He sighed and started the car, reversing fromdhe bn to the highway
again. 'If you still feel the same way in six maittime,’ he said curtly, 'we
will talk about some training for a proper job. Witten I'm afraid you must
content yourself with Champonale.'

It was late when they arrived home and everyoneimhaed. Even Lorraine
had retired, which made Julia wonder, as she ysstdyed up until after
midnight.

Guy glanced at her wan face with observant eyegorh bed as well, if |
were you. Unless you'd like some coffee? It mustlgdault you missed it
after dinner.’'

Julia thanked him but refused, although she woalshoved to have shared
a midnight rendezvous in the big, shadowy kitch&h Wwim. Td better not,’



she smiled ruefully. 'It will do me more good tovha wash. | must look a
mess.'

‘Are you fishing for compliments?' Guy placed aesaing hand on her
gleaming head, while regarding her with a glintnedckery. "You must
know you always look beautiful.'

She drew back sharply, not trusting herself so m&ar—aware of what
even the touch of his hand could do to her. 'GaggiitniGuy.'

As she turned from him, she was surprised whearnisshot out to pull her
back. 'l forgot to ask,' he explained his actioavaly, 'who else did you
meet at Fayme's?"

She stared at his broad, deep chest, though ittdidn much for her
composure. Drawing a trembling breath, she uttdrechame of the woman
who had been painfully at the back of her minataéining. 'Someone called
Chloe, among others. She was anxious to see yon.aga



CHAPTER SEVEN
'CHLOE Herve?'

'Yes,' Julia had forgotten the woman's surname. Nbe remembered it
clearly and despised herself for asking, 'Is skpeaial friend?’

‘No.'

Relief warred with doubt as she raised her eyescheng his face. 'She said
she had dined with you."'

'‘Among others. It was a party to do with a film prere, if | remember

correctly. One of Leon's more spectacular succesgash Fayme begged
me to attend. Chloe Herve had a leading role @ubiiired her performance,
but that was all.'

Julia didn't try and hide a sigh of relief, and fioe first time since arriving
home, she felt sure she would sleep. Noting Guilst amusement, she
flushed, exclaiming hastily, 'l was thinking of lrame.’

His amusement faded and he retorted curtly. "Whipktof either of them?
Bonne nuitJulia.’

Next morning he woke her up while the rest of tlomidehold was still
sleeping. Threading his hands through thick, skyisinands of fair hair, he
found her bare shoulders under the covers anddureeover:Bonjour, he
murmured, as she opened dazed, uncomprehending'Bgegou always
sleep with so little on?'

Suddenly realising where she was and who was vétrahd what he was
doing, Julia gazed up at him, mutely protestingtdad of meeting her
indignant eyes, he avoided them, viewing the nesvouise in her throat
ironically.

'What do you want?' she whispered, suddenly wisbimy that it was her.



'‘Many things,' he teased, 'all of which | hope ¢tguare with patience. A
friendly kiss wouldn't come amiss, for a start.’

'‘Guy!" she gulped, conscious that her hot cheelghinie encouraging him.
'Do be serious!'

'l am," he sighed, turning away, his dark face satddbrooding. 'Stay under
your sheet, my little puritan, | didn't come toimayou.’

'l don't suppose you did," she said, and waited.

'It was merely something | forgot, last night." Blepped by the window.

She had thrown it wide the evening before and &edd out. She heard him
take a deep breath of the pure morning air as thbegheeded it. 'l think it

would be wiser not to mention Leon's offer of enyph@nt to Mavis. She

wouldn't approve, and you would only receive anolbeture.’

Was he trying to apologise—if in a roundabout w&gzing longingly at his
broad back, noting the muscles rippling acrosshbin@ad shoulders, she
decided not to tempt fate by asking. 'Won't Fayeilé ler?' she asked
instead.

'No, I intend giving her a ring before breakfadtals what | came to see you
about. I'm going straight out and | didn't wantriss you.'

"You'd better warn Fayme not to mention it to—tgare else, either,’ she
stammered, having almost referred to Lorraine.

'‘Don't worry," said Guy darkly, recrossing her rqgrausing with his hand
on the door. 'Leave it to me.’

If only she could! Despondently she jumped straagtitof bed, after he had
gone, and rushed to the bathroom to take a sh&herwould love to leave
everything to him, let him make all the final deorss. If she ever married,
she would want a husband who would let her takmitligent interest in

his business. But, in an old-fashioned way, shessgd, she would like him
to be strong enough to lean on. As she dried Heskelsighed, conscious
that .she was day dreaming in vain. Guy was alrespdien for, so it was



obvious that her hopes could come to nothing. Sl manage on her own,
or at least learn not to rely on the help of a indove with another woman.

When she went down for breakfast, Guy was gonetefse, bringing her
coffee, reminded her that he had a lot to do winenasked where he was.

'He breeds bulls and horses, and they are allde aamd manage.' She folded
her arms across her ample bosom while Julia drankup of hot coffee. 'He
has also an estate farther up the Rhone, sevded aast of Montelimar.'

Julia nodded. 'l haven't seen a bullfight yet," simled at Hortense wryly.
'I'm not sure that | want to.’

Hortense shrugged. 'If you remain here you willreually. They have them
all the time in Aries, in the huge Roman amphitfeathich holds
twenty-five thousand. Every Sunday in summer treetplace. It is an
impressive sightmademoiselle.’

'l can imagine!'

"You must get Monsieur Guy to take you one dag, 'htbusekeeper went on
in rapid French.

'He goes?' Julia was learning to follow like a vti

'Oui. Once he was a brilliamazateur.'

'‘A—a bullfighter?'

'Don't look so alarmednademoiselleHortense's black eyes sparkled with
amusement. 'It was long ago, when he was your ageps, certainly not
much older. He was quite famous, but | think heitfdr the money.’

"The money?'

'His father was inclined to be tight-fisted.’



Julia gulped, feeling suddenly very cold despigewarmth of the morning.
But wasn't it dangerous?"

‘Thecourse a la cocardesn't the bullfight where the bull is killed,' Hense
explained kindly after taking a shrewd glance atdbfaoiselle's pale and
betraying face. 'The bullfighter only has to pible ttcockade from between
the horns of the animal as it charges.’

'‘And Guy did that?"

'Do not fret, nademoisellede always got out of the way in time and he only
did it for a year or two.’

'So he doesn't do it now.' Julia couldn't hidere&ef.

‘No. In a few years' time he will be forty. Even'stortense declared, with
visible pride, 'if he wished to it would not be lbag him. He is a man, that
one!'

Trying to stop trembling at the thought of Guy lgein such danger, for all
Hortense obviously attempted to treat the mattgatly, Julia was forced to
wait until the strength returned to her legs be&bre was able to run upstairs
and speak to Mavis.

Guy had already told Hortense how Fayme was keepieiter, and

apparently he had been to see his stepmother AsHeehppeared to have
had quite a busy morning before he's even setdotstide! Julia thought
waspishly, trying to hide her love and the fear fiefor him, even from

herself.

Mavis, who rarely rose before mid-morning, was usdaer family trooping
in and out of her bedroom and she was pleasectdudm.

'‘Guy came early,' she confessed. 'He knew I'd igngdor news of Fayme.
You don't know what a relief it is to know she'makt recovered at last.'

Julia felt ashamed. She had resented Guy stedetinbelight, so full had
she been of her own importance, yet, she suspdwteldadn't waited until



after he'd had breakfast, as she had done, bedoneng to relieve Mavis's
anxious mind!

'I'm delighted,” Mavis sighed rather tremulouslyJadia sat down on the
chair which was always beside the bed. 'I'll miesttvins, of course, when
they go, but | mustn't be selfish.’

'l imagine Fayme brings them to see you ofteniaarhiled.

'‘Not as often as | would like." Mavis's brows kaittin a flickering frown.
'Fayme and Leon lead a busy life, as | gather podiscovered?'

Julia nodded but made no other comment. She wastéento, as she was
curious about what seemed to have been a conspfagilence between
Guy and her aunt regarding Leon's occupation, batembering Guy's
caution, she restrained herself. At this stagewanyy she had no wish to
encourage the embarrassing questions which Auntdviaight easily ask if

she knew exactly what had happened yesterday.

She heard Mavis murmuring abstractedly, 'l couldagd visit them, |
suppose. They ask me often enough. You could cemest. Guy tells me
Fayme likes you.'

"Yes--' Julia hesitated on a shock of dismay. Ste'tcthink Guy would be
willing to let her go back to Nice in a hurry, evesth Mavis. Then she
decided it was no use worrying over something winnéght never happen.
Her aunt was always planning various trips, buirduall the weeks Julia
had lived at Champonale, she couldn't remembeeher actually going
anywhere.

She was grateful when the twins came running isavjng her an evasive
reply, and a few minutes later, as she saw how tigistant high spirits
exhausted their adoring but frgitand'mere she took them away.

Tll see you at lunch." Mavis gave Julia such ateful and affectionate
glance as she ushered the boys outside that adame to Julia's throat. Her
aunt was a darling. If she gained nothing else frmmnstay in France, she
would always be richer from knowing her.



The twins were in a restless mood. They wantedi®aut to theetangsand
Julia, because she was feeling restless too, agoetake them. She still
wasn't very good on a horse, certainly not in Hraesclass "as Lorraine, but
she liked*riding and hoped to improve with practice

To her surprise, Lorraine joined them at the swl@&tremely smart in well
tailored jodhpurs, as opposed to Julia's jeansfuRydulia glanced down at
them. She had three pairs now, thanks to Guy'srgsitg but she realised
they didn't compare with a proper riding outfit.

Lorraine, she knew, wasn't keen on exercise utiese was some purpose
behind it, and as, at Champonale, it was usually & he was nowhere to
be seen, Julia was curious. She had little dohbtigh, that she would soon
discover what it was all about.

She didn't have long to wait. Breaking through arited exchange between
Fortune and Fitz on the best way of finding somé&l aorses, Lorraine
turned to her sharply.

'Well,' she exclaimed, 'how did you get on?'

Julia sighed at her own lack of foresight. She migdve guessed! 'Fine,
thank you,' she replied politely, deliberately evas

Lorraine's eyes cooled impatiently. "You know whatean! Did Leon not
offer you work?'

'Yes," Julia pinned an indifferent smile on herwefdbut | refused.’

'Refused?' Lorraine sounded outraged. 'Why, in é@awname, should you
refuse?’

Julia feared the other girl thought she had taleaveé of her senses, but
although it was Lorraine who had first told her abloeon, Julia considered
what had happened at Nice wasn't really any obhsmess. 'l didn't feel |
was up to it,' she shrugged casually.

'Rubbish!'



'Well, it's too late now.'

Lorraine was clearly incensed. 'So—what do youndtdoing now? You
can't stay here.'

This was being frank with a vengeance! Julia slegers she caught the look
of sheer hatred on Lorraine's face. It took a fataurage to retort calmly,
Maybe not. But | will have to stay until | find s@tiing | really like." She
didn't dare mention that she had promised Guy shddistay another six
months. When it came to it, she hadn't the nervediol orraine's restraint as
far as that!

"You're impossible!" The open hatred in Lorrainege advised Julia that
she had beeA wise to be cautious. Cruelly Lorrgémked on her reins,
bringing her spirited, pure-bred Arab horse up shiim going to find Guy.

Does anyone know where he is?'

'Oncle Guy?' Fortune, mounting his pony while Julia hieldurned at the
mention of his uncle's name. 'The last time | sam he was in Julia's
bedroom.’

‘Julia’'s bedroom?' Lorraine's eyes widened in thdoas anger. 'You are
telling the truth?'

'Oui,’ he nodded. 'He was leaning out of her windowz &itd | saw him
from the garden.’

As Lorraine wheeled away, obviously furious, hisalinface puckered
anxiously. 'Why is Lorraine cross, Julia?’

Need he ask! She had managed to recover her wiilbielt speechless at
what Fortune had revealed. He and Lorraine hadedabo quickly, she

hadn't had a chance to get a word in, but she tsag®e' what she could have
said if she had been able to. She couldn't haviaieeal why Guy had been
in her room and she hadn't had time to think ofeatequate excuse.

'l wish you hadn't said anything about your undkeé faltered helplessly.



'Why not?' he asked, with childish directness.

'Oh, Fortune!" Julia sighed, shaking her head i, hwvhile she suddenly
remembered how the best form of defence was sugpodee attack. 'What
were you doing in the garden at that hour, anywawas very early.’

'Nothing much,' Fortune muttered secretively.

'We were looking for the stork,” Fitz took the oppaity to grab the
limelight for a change. 'When we couldn't find iewried to see if it was
sitting on a chimney. We've seen pictures of thgtimg on chimneys.'

'What stork?' Julia asked suspiciously, not hagegn one around.

‘The one Hortense said the other day would be cgpsthiortly!" they replied
together.

Oh, no! Julia could have wept. The tale the boys tieéd Lorraine could
lead to all sorts of complications, and the .irofyt was that they wouldn't
have been in the garden at all if Hortense hadeshts tell them the true
facts of life instead of filling them with ridiculs stories about storks!

Later in the morning, when they caught up with bare, they found her in a
surprisingly good mood. She didn't seem pleasesg¢othem and Julia had
secretly hoped to avoid her, but there was notlimnger demeanour to
suggest she'd had a row with Guy by confronting hbout being in her
bedroom. Julia shrewdly guessed she had had setamdjhts over
mentioning it, and if there were any thoughts oferege in her head they
wouldn't be directed at him. Lorraine was clevee acknowledged wryly.
She filled others with anxiety, then left them tevg in it while she went and
enjoyed herself elsewhere.

Guy and higgardienshad spent the morning cutting some good bulls from
the herds for forthcoming events in the arenaware now ready to return
to the house for lunch. As Julia and the twins medcwhere Guy and
Lorraine were sitting on their horses in the shafdgome trees, she couldn't
help staring at him as he nodded a greeting. He wqrair of dark trousers
that __ fitted his powerful thighs and legs likeemond skin, while his cotton



shirt was open to the waist. Her glance lingeretherthick mat of dark hair
thus revealed on his broad chest, and she haddeisudazy urge to cross
over to him and lay her cheek against it. He wdsrawn as any of his men
and emitted such a blatant masculinity that she Hel face growing

decidedly hot as he regarded her just as closely.

'Have you had a good ride?' he asked, his glangering on her silky shirt,
as if he could see, only too well, that she woréhimg underneath. The
morning had been hot and she had thought it Woellshdre comfortable to
wear as little as possible, and she hadn't expdotesge anyone. All the
same, she was sure she was quite decent! Themeovaesed for him to look
so disapproving.

'l might have enjoyed myself better if I'd been ettér rider,’ she said
frankly, stroking her mount's neck apologetically.

'Where did you get to?'

The boys wanted to see some wild horses and welfadurerd in one of the
marshes.'

Guy frowned. 'I'd rather you had waited until | itade to go with you.'
"You didn't say they were dangerous.’

‘They aren't usually, but the stallions can be,wfog some special reason
they are guarding their mares.'

'All men are the same, are they nopn amour?Lorraine, laughing softly,
leaned nearer him, coolly trailing a hand overldase arm. As their horses
were standing side by side she didn't have fatrétich, but both her action
and words were suggestive enough to make Julib.flus

Guy appeared undisturbed by such forwardness,wgthdulia realised he
could be responding underneath. He must care foalme quite a lot, but
he wasn't a man to wear his heart on his sleeve.



'You're embarrassing my young cousin,' he drawledkmgly, angering
Julia by claiming a relationship he * had so freglyedenied.

He ought to be in public relations! she thoughtrgoas Lorraine laughed
again, a sound which expressed such sheer satsfacset Julia's teeth on
edge.

The men were forging ahead, having taken the twm# front of two of
them, their ponies on lead ropes. Lorraine and Siuyed their horses to
follow while Julia trailed behind. If she kept wélehind, she decided, she
would at least be spared the pain of hearing thenversing softly with
each other. She couldn't hear what they were sapimgjudging from the
grim glances Guy occasionally cast over his shaouideher, he clearly
regretted she was there at all!

It seemed to Julia, as the days passed, that shéosiamore by refusing
Leon's offer than she could ever have envisagedtenthore she dwelt on
it, the greater was her amazement at her own fégcause Guy was
domineering and considered her a part of his fanidiy no other reason,
perhaps apart from personal prejudice, he didrn'tt\iar becoming a film
star and at some future date maybe bringing albdatcandal to his name.
He had kissed her, now she knew in cold blood] ah& had been willing to
agree to anything. When she thought of how shedsabnded to his kisses
on the way from Nice, she always broke into a celdeat of sheer
humiliation! What she ought to have done was teeh@acked her bags, after
smacking his face, and gone straight back to NBgethis time she would
have made a start on her career for herself ingittbding forced to endure
the painful experience of having to live with a nvaimo merely treated her
as another responsibility, and daily demonstratedhnidifference.

He still spent a lot of time with Lorraine and waking her back to the
coast, himself, when the twins returned home; linerbhad asked him over
dinner one evening if he wouldn't take a break stag a few days when he
was there. He had smiled at her and said he wbuné about it, which had

seemed to Julia as good as a promise.

She had almost forgotten about Andre Tissier angl startled to meet him
at a party. The party, oddly enough, it was givgsdme friends of Lorraine



and she had—apparently with a continuing enthusiaem olive
branches—asked Julia to accompany her. Julia wasptised to learn that
Guy was going too, but he raised no objection tmeg both of them.

The party, Jield in the mansion home of a wealthgker who lived near
Marseilles, was already crowded with guests whex #irived. Marseilles,
the third largest city in France after Paris andng; was also a famous port,
but they had bypassed this to reach Cassis, twelles to the east, from
where Monsieur le Brun chose to commute each dag.views from the
coast were wonderful, but it had grown too dark¢e much.

Julia was wearing a white dress. She had thoughiuging something a
little more sophisticated until she recalled Gayiger on the evening when
she had worn her mother's black one. This, andmdreeng she was short
of money, had made her settle for what was alréadher wardrobe. The
white dress with its spaghetti straps and boufi&att emphasising her
narrow waist was very nice, she thought hopefullige had brushed her
honey-blonde hair until it gleamed and smoothethaadf foundation over
her smooth forehead, high cheekbones and stramge. rHer long silky
lashes she had left alone and just used the ligireese of lip-gloss. Her
mouth looked too full and sensitive as it was withdrawing attention to it.

Guy, in a dark velvet jacket, made the breath catdter throat. He looked
sensational—magnificent, moody, autocratic. Julaisd was a confused
mixture of words trying to describe him. He wadaband dark, his classic
features so clear-cut, any woman would have beeuadpto be seen with
him. Tonight he was the suave sophisticate, witmetbing of the
international playboy image, yet Julia, with a flad insight, knew she liked
him as a rough Camargue cowboy best.

To her surprise, as they entered the banker'sibnaihome, one of the first
people she saw was Andre Tissier. 'Andre!" shea@gxeld, as Guy released
her arm which he had strangely kept hold of simavihg the car, much,
Julia suspected, to Lorraine's annoyance. Julian‘happreciated the
tightness of his grip which had disturbed her taecimnand made her feel
threatened, and she welcomed Andre, when he ag@damore warmly

than she might otherwise have done. 'How lovelset® you,' she smiled.



Andre, appearing to believe she meant it, whislexdalvay. '‘Come and have
a drink and tell me what you've been doing with rgelf,’ he begged
eagerly.

'Nothing much.’ She didn't know the name of thaldhe placed in her hand
and glanced at it suspiciously.

'Don't worry," he laughed. 'It's frothy but harnslés
Like himself, she mused, then immediately felt aséa.

'I've been trying to get hold of you,' he gazetatintently, 'but every time
| ring, Guy answers, and | get told you aren't de.'

Why should Guy tell him that? "You must have runigew | was outside
somewhere.’

'How would | know?' Andre shrugged. 'He never sedisgosed to explain.
Neither does he invite me to try again. If he wiaso'enamoured with the
lovely Lorraine, | might have said he was jealous.’

He's certainly not jealous,’ Julia denied with igtrsmile, which cost her
an effort.

'Probably just over-protective?' Andre grinned midtically, wanting to
believe it. Julia's beauty had an unsettling iniltee when one saw the
innocence behind it. It was a challenge to anyhiedded male and he
didn't want another man interested in her. 'Faymmks he is.’

'Fayme?'

'Oui. She was disappointed when he wouldn't let youkvior Leon, and
that was one of the things she came up with.'

Julia frowned. Fayme and Leon must have been segbrat Guy's anger
after Leon had offered her a job and been abledolr no other conclusion.
'‘Well, despite Guy, we have managed to meet agsie' pointed out
awkwardly. 'l didn't expect you to be here, though.



'My parents are still away and they asked me tadsta for them,' he
explained. 'They do not care to offend anyone figantial as le Brun, but
most of the guests aren't of our generation. Tbagsof the reasons | was so
pleased to see you.'

Andre was quite different from Pierre, Julia sostdvered. He was much
livelier and more carefree. During the next houpbesuaded Julia to think
about going to several functions with him, and ghemised to let him
know. Parties and festivals seemed to abound ifkmesv enough people
and where to go to. It would be a relief to get wfvam Guy, if only for a
few evenings. Otherwise she might never get owengphim.

She hadn't seen anything of him but when an overdbsndre forced her
to seek a brief respite on one of the terraces,fGuiyd her.

'Dance with me," he said, looming above her.

She hesitated, reluctant to be that near himmiecaut here to cool down.'
'Walk with me, then?' he smiled persuasively, ahemGuy Guerard turned
on the charm, Julia was unable to resist him. Sigbtrdespise herself later,

but the warm darkness and his dark presence wdsngating.

'Where did you meet Andre Tissier?' he asked-idlyiding her off the
terrace along shadowy paths, 'Lorraine didn't thicez you.'

'He was at Fayme's house.'

'l see.' He paused and she could feel his eyeshsegrfor hers in the
moonlight. 'You like him?'

She kept her gaze steadily averted, not wantingtbiguess Andre left her
indifferent. '"How can | tell?' she shrugged evasivé have to get to know
him.'

‘Do you want to?'



Julia sighed. She seemed to remember him askingpthe questions about
Pierre and she didn't want to waste precious masn@itking about other
men. 'Perhaps,’ she replied.

His mouth tightened, Guy swung her to a halt beasideol where a fountain
played. 'Well," he retorted sarcastically, ‘'nowdsirychance to spread your
wings and find the excitement you crave. You wdinitl many parties
smarter than this and there are plenty of men ¢@sh from. Why settle for
Andre?'

'‘Don't, Guy!" her face paled as the words fell frioen nervous lips. 'lI've told
you, | don't want excitement or men. Just one walald ..’

'Who?' he asked sharply, as her voice trailedrofoinsternation.

Drawing a shaky breath, she felt very young anckable as she stood
before him. Reality seemed to be fading, as itfesdly did when they were
alone together. 'What,' she asked dazedly, '@ppened to be you?'

There was a peculiar pause in which his jaw weyid rbefore he obviously
decided to treat her query as, a joke. A mockindestauched his mouth.
'‘Are you by any chance trying to flirt with me, i&®'

'l wouldn't dare.' Like a coward, she retreated,was unable to meet his
eyes. 'Sometimes when you get at me, | say thirgs2g annoy you.'

'Why not be brave?' he laughed, as though he washtied to believe her.

He was laughing at her, not with her. The devil \wakis voice, glittering
from his eyes. Somehow his mockery hurt, yet i gisaded. Why shouldn't
she flirt with him, as Lorraine did? When he kis$eal she was always too
overwhelmed by her own reactions to be able togulig, but feminine
intuition told her he wasn't as indifferent as hetgnded to be. Although he
had hinted that any attractive woman might arourse $he thought it would
take something more than that.



'‘Guy?' Deliberately she swayed against him and esvhice dropped
huskily, she let her arms creep up around his n&¢kat do | have to do
next? Beg?'

'No—never you,' he retorted thickly, gathering tlese.

She hadn't expected him to take her seriously, Wwhén, suddenly
panic-stricken, she tried to release herself he'dallow second thoughts.

'Oh, no, you don't," he muttered, lowering his head

The quality of his kiss was different, yet somehbe same as before. His
mouth held a similar, urgent passion, but each thre# lips met it was like
the first time, only more intense. There seemedgda wild merging of the
senses. For Julia it was something which develoggidly to a devastating
hunger demanding to be assuaged. And what eversiter confused mind
assured her, between them there would always tmrearing for more.

'Satisfied?' she heard his voice, low on her bduiges, and in a shameless
haze she whispered, 'No.’

‘Julia, pour iamour de Dieuhe groaned, touching his lips to hers again,
brushing them backwards and forwards until her panted helplessly. His
mouth was unbelievably soft, one moment, taut aamdathding the next, and
while he continued kissing her, his hands carebksedody tormentingly,
arousing a shattering desire in her lower limbs@pressed her savagely
against him. She was aware of every hard-musclgd ah him and knew
instinctively they were a mere breath away fromdpeicg one. It was a
strange, unearthly sensation. She felt she wasdasining in emotion and
unable to save herself.

"The grass is dry," Guy muttered hoarsely, nibbfiagear.

He had assessed the extent of her involvement wshehcouldn't hide.
Desire lay so thick between them as to be almasble, and the silent
currents rushing through their entwined bodies w@asething it wasn't
possible to fight. Julia realised she was shaking, her hands clutched



tighter as she nodded, giving a silent,- fevereskmisto the question he
didn't need to ask.

Then they were interrupted. As Guy's arms actuadiytened to lift her,
Lorraine called his name.

'‘Guy, mon cheri'Where are you?'

Julia shivered as he stepped away from her, thi#n@ss of his movement
betraying his embarrassment, filling her with huation.

Driving home, Julia admitted she might have reagwrbe grateful to

Lorraine. She had rushed up to them, babbling sstorg about their host
wanting to speak to Guy, although she hadn't batteelyelid when they had
returned to find Le Brun happily circulating amolmg guests without any
apparent recollection of having anything urgendigzuss with anyone!

Perhaps Guy had guessed this. He had gone stlagktto the house, but
he hadn't hurried. Julia realised that while he saeh through Lorraine's
ploy he had gratefully made use of it.

What would have happened under the trees if shelismhed to his
persuasions? Not that she really believed they dvbalve gone that far.
What had taken place between them had merely plow@hsn't immune to
the sense-drugging atmosphere of the garden. Inwhenth of a
semi-tropical night, he had briefly allowed the sgous side of his nature to
take over.

Staring at the rigid lines of his dark, handsomadaefor she was, as she
usually was when Lorraine was present, in the bafckhe car—Julia
suspected Guy was a man with a deeply passionateenA controlled one,
as she knew only too well, but a man who, whenllogvad his control to
slip, would be a very demanding lover. One whomira @f her naive
innocence could perhaps never hope to satisfy, éwtre were married to
him.



When Andre got in touch again, asking her to aypahe accepted, knowing
that at long last there was only one way she cbelg herself, and if she
didn't succeed she would at least have the corfdriowing she had tried.

'Enjoying yourself?' Guy's voice halted her at maock one morning after
Andre had brought her home. Coming from the stinyintercepted her,
and she paused with a foot on the stairs.

Defensively her hand flew to her rumpled hair. 8wdised she must look
untidy, but Andre's car was an open sports -anchalldorgotten her scarf.

"Your lipstick needs attention too," he remarkeldilgo

She flushed, staring at him resentfully. 'That'saose 1 haven't used any
since | left.'

'‘Not because Andre said goodnight too enthusidigtita

His eyes on her bare mouth were so contemptuouscgghemed, yet at the
same time he made her angry. 'Just because Ldsrgimee it doesn't mean
we all have to live like hermits!'

'‘Mon Dieu! If | thought you were really serious!'

Her feet jerked another step upwards. It took heafar distance from him
while giving her the advantage of being nearehbight. Then she regretted
moving at all, for she could also see more cletdmyfury in his eyes.

Tm tired, Guy.' Like a coward, the fight went ofiher.

'l wonder why!'

He knew how to hurt, didn't he just! The picturepaented with merely one
disdainful glance was better than many an artightriiave achieved with a

canvas and brush! 'You shouldn't judge us all byrywn standards!" she
cried, insensed.



'Why, you little . . ." As his hand went swiftly oto grasp her, with a fury
which stated rather than hinted that he didn't gavedamn for the
consequences, Hortense came to the top of the.stair

'‘Guy—monsieur!'she appealed with her hands. 'You know Madaméas
one of her heads! I've just left her and she ispsieg soundly, but for how
much longer, if this commotion goes on, | shouldlike to say!

How much longer, Julia wondered, reaching her badroafter taking
advantage of the housekeeper's reproving presermdd she be able to
escape the full force of his anger, which she seestweconstantly to be
provoking by the sharpness of her tongue. Recathegunleashed fury in
his eyes, she refused to guess. If she wasn'tutaie$ would find herself
turning into a shrew! Guy had no right to accusediédehaving less than
decorously with the men she went out with, but lsowid she accuse him of
being insulting when she insulted him back?

Feeling suddenly too weary to try and sort it Julja tore off her clothes,
then flinging herself down on her bed began to weep



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE house was quiet, with Lorraine and the twins gomech too quiet for
someone reluctant to be alone with their thoughitia occupied herself
helping Hortense and her aunt, but there were penigpds, while Mavis was
resting when she wasn't needed. Andre was becantrgasingly attentive
and she shamelessly encouraged him, while realsiegwas only using
him as a diversion. There were times when shesfedt couldn't bear the
mysterious pressures building up inside hersell sime used Andre as a
means of getting away from Champonale.

Despite not knowing whether Guy really approvedAofire or not, she
continued to go out with him. He was good comparytze didn't complain
when, as she suspected, she sometimes wasn't. dHéttlea of Pierre's

reticence, yet he never objected too forcibly whka refused to kiss him,
other than lightly as they said goodnight.

That he appeared to have a proper respect for hde iner suspect he was
growing serious about her, so she wasn't undulyrm@d when he asked her
to marry him. He had brought her home one everatg,as usual, and she
was half asleep when he proposed.

'l have good prospectson amig he said softly, his confidence revealing
alarmingly that he had every hope of being acceptedould make you a
good husband;herie,one of the best.

This did wake Julia up. 'What time is it?' she gasplinking at him, hoping
futilely she had merely been dreaming.

Andre smiled, gently teasing. Ts time important w82

a man is proposing? Surely it can't be of any cqpueece when I'm telling a
girl that I love her?'

How easy he made it seem, how simple. There was am snag, Julia
thought hollowly; he wasn't (he right man for hBut then the one she
wanted didn't want her. She would be crying forrtteon, wasting her life if



she waited for him! Even so, she couldn't bringsbérto accept Andre's
proposal immediately.

T haven't met your parents yet,' she protested.

‘Julia!" he exclaimed imperiously. 'l don't havestek their permission, or
rely on what they think!'

No, he wouldn't. She smiled at him wanly. He wa®aat thirty and,
according to odd whispers which had reached hes, das despairing
mother would give anything to see him married taadt any girl.

'My parents would happily settle for anyone," Antireghed, as if he had
read her thoughts. More dryly he added, 'lt is ingodt to them that | settle
down and provide them with grandchildren to enslieesuccession!

That was one thing she liked about Andre, his quekse of humour,
though it could be a little unkind. And occasiogathe barbed wit of his
tongue could be irritating. Suddenly she clenchexdhfands, aghast that she
could even be contemplating marrying a man whommshenly didn't love,
but whose manners she didn't always approve wbuildn't be fair to either
of them—and yet the one chance she might get tapescuy and
Champonale was surely not to be rejected out af'han

You'll have to give me time,' she said weakly. Yot wait until your
parents come home?'

‘You haven't seen my home.'

She hadn't, and he wasn't asking a question. Siedafar him to go on.
'It's near Guy's other estate in the Rhone valiiagre viticulture is the main
topic of conversation. Do you know much about thees of the Cotes du

Rhone?' he asked with faint amusement.

'‘Not a lot," she admitted. Happier to be on what&msidered safer ground,
she said eagerly, 'But | would love to learn.’



‘There's a great deal to learn,’ he said sobedkjmg her suspect he took his
home and occupation a great deal more serioustyiibapretended to.

'l could help.'
'Help?'
'At the vintage—isn't it called? The grape-picking.

To Julia's bewilderment, Andre threw back his haad laughedMa belle’
he spluttered wryly, 'how | adore you! | offer yoy hand and heart, and
you are more interested in the grape!

Suddenly, as though to prove that didn't inter@strnost, he grabbed hold
of her and kissed her.

Feeling his lips on her own, Julia shivered witlquack revulsion which
apparently Andre mistook for nervousness.

'‘Ah," he murmured tenderly, releasing her. 'So st can wait.’

Why should he? Julia thought morosely, a few daysr| after she had
endured the scorching whiplash of Guy's tongue.téhsper had become
worse lately— sometimes she felt she was livinghenedge of a volcano.
Only yesterday he had literally dragged her fromtwase, in front of his
men, making her cheeks scorch, and all becauskasint guessed a storm
was brewing. He hadn't even apologised when thenstiidn't arrive—he
had merely snapped, when reproached, that it rhighe done.

The weather was terribly hot and she knew thabr@rstrare though it might

be in these parts, could be devastating. But stseswee Guy needn't have
been so rough with her. She still bore the markki®thands on her bare
arms, could still feel his furious breath on harefa

It was because he was missing Lorraine, she sugpasd was suffering.
Julia fell to imagining all kinds of things, sucls d.orraine issuing
ultimatums. 'Get rid of your cousin—who isn't a smf she might have
said, 'or | won't marry you.' The solution, Juliecitled miserably, was to



release Guy from a promise he must regret more daghby marrying
herself to a man who adored her too much to natieedidn't adore him.
Andre's ardour, already showing signs of getting @fuhand, should be
more than enough for the two of them.

Guy was, in fact, going to his other estate fogwa Hays.

'Why don't you come with him and stay with us?' fnaheedled over the
telephone, when she told him. 'My parents shoultds by then and you
can discover all the secrets of wine-making.'

She guessed that if she went he would demand @gtdtr@answer to his
proposal, a decision she had feverishly kept pyttiffi. ‘'The vintage isn't
until September,' she replied, with what she redlisiust be an infuriating
lack of enthusiasm.

‘There are other things to be decided before tlnengaid firmly, clearly
hinting that he wouldn't allow her to prevaricabe éver.

'I'l ask Guy,' she promised unhappily.

'No!" Guy refused, very emphatically.

'Why not?' Julia pleaded, holding on to her tempegause she hadn't
expected to get her own way without an argument.pbliedered to her
whims very little. Where once he had been fairlgtant he was becoming
increasingly impatient. 'Why not?' she repeated,h&s mouth merely

thinned.

'For reasons | shouldn't have to explain,’ his dayks were hard and
unyielding, 'Andre's parents haven't met you, &ey aare away.'

‘They're coming back.'

'‘But if they were still away when you arrived?'



'‘Well, what of it?' Her entrancing chin rose stulbiitypy 'There'll be other
people around."Perhaps, but there's no guaraaridd,won't expose you to
that kind of risk.'

"You're just being awkward!' she muttered, wondgtinhappily why he had
no idea she was doing this entirely for his sake.

'No." Her choice of words obviously displeased hioat he didn't openly
rebuke her. His next cutting comment, however, 'tlithve neither the time
nor money to spare for the immediate wedding cotimerwould demand
were you to spend the night alone with Andre Tissie

'I'm sure you must have spent the night alone watha woman," she
stammered pointedly.

‘That," he retorted curtly, 'is an entirely diffetenatter and needn't concern
you.'

Julia found his cool aloofness infuriating. 'Bug the same thing."'

His mouth hard, he shook his head. 'l have nekentadvantage ofjaune
fille, especially a virgin.'

Hating to think of him making love to anyone, Jutilaoked, 'Aren't you
being old-fashioned?’

'Perhaps | am." His eyes flickered coldly over fieshed, defiant face.
'‘Good advice is often considered old-fashioned,ibyou had the whole
district pointing a finger at you for immoral belawr, you might wish you
had listened.'

'So,' glaring at him, she sucked in a dry bre#thdefy you and stay with
Andre, I'm liable to be branded a scarlet woman?"

'Not exactly.' His voice had a silky edge to itifle couple involved marry,
people eventually forgive and forget, but you argoing anywhere—and
that's an order!



For the rest of the day Julia stayed in her ro@ndered almost ill by the

depth of her misery. She could see clearly thesttatishe had to make, and
although it was the last thing she wanted to de, alised she had no
alternative but to tell Guy of Andre's proposal amhounce that she was
going to marry him. She ought to have told Guy thisrning instead of

foolishly trying to avoid committing herself. It ddbeen stupid to imagine
Andre's parents might offer her a job, almost asadible as it had been to
believe Leon could turn her into a film star ovefi It was no use hiding

her head in the sand any longer. Unless she waotezmain here and see
Guy living with Lorraine, she would have to findegy bit of courage she

could muster—and use it!

Having come to a definite decision, Julia dareive dierself a chance to
change her mind. In the early evening she soughtdsit, finding him in
one of the huge barns. The cavernous doors stoed t@pthe sun, but the
rear of the building was shadowy in places wheeestin didn't reach. Until
he spoke she thought he wasn't there, but followiegdirection of his
voice, she saw him standing against one of theklbdéd beams, looking
about as strong and impregnable. As usual whendrked, his shirt was
unbuttoned to the waist, his trousers tight, makiagswallow.

'‘Guy?'
'‘Julia?' he frowned at her uneven tones. 'You waf'

Didn't he know how much! Closing her eyes, as a wilrge of emotion
rushed-through her, she nodded blindly.

‘Then come out of the sun," he suggested coolly.

She advanced slowly, halting nearer to him. Shelenig felt too hot, her
cotton dress clinging. 'l have to talk to you.'

As if he'd heard enough for one day, Guy repliatifiarently, 'I'm busy.’

'How encouraging!" Her mouth twisted.



'‘Couldn't whatever you want to talk about wait?alked dryly. 'After this
morning | doubt if we're in the mood to bgmpathiquevith each other.’

Julia agreed, but realised it was now or never.

Perhaps the glint in his eye, denoting the slighthbur of a man confident
of his superior male strength, drove her on. 'tieeided to marry Andre,
monsieur."

Ignoring her formality, which she- used to aid céetg detachment, he was
silent. On raising her eyes to his face, Julia baimad gone quite pale. For
another strained moment he stared at her, thertezaigly, 'l think not.'

"You—think not?' Too bewildered to be angry, heeswidened. 'But,
monsieuy wasn't it your idea that | should marry, in tivstfplace? When |
first came here you said . ..'

Like a knife he cut in. '"Have you spoken to Andréay?'
'No. ..

"Then | suggest you're making this up,' he coudtetatly, 'otherwise you
would have mentioned it earlier. You would havedghaien that you were
going to marry him instead of prattling on aboutreig going to stay with
him.'

'‘But he has asked me to marry him," she stammeretgsting. 'Since this
morning, I've been giving it more thought.'

'Well, you can think again.'
‘Monsieur . .. !"

'Please drop that ridiculous title! And stop trytegool me. You've been in
your room for hours.' His eyes bored ruthlessly inér. "You didn't come
down for lunch. You were too busy, | imagine, pliamgnyour next move.
Andre hasn't asked you to marry him, but you dettdgwist the warning |
gave you to your own advantage. You are now atteigpd deceive me into



allowing you to visit him in the hope of forcingnmhito marry you. This
would naturally create all the stimulation whichuycshallow little soul
craves.'

'How dare you!" she choked.

Guy laughed openly at her shocked expres&Mon Diey what an actress!
| should have let Leon have you, after all.’

As her hand shot out to slap the mockery from hisef he caught it
savagely, but she was past noticing the pain. '‘@ddf propose ...’

'‘What?'
'‘And he did ask me to visit him. You can be asltinsgias you like!
'‘Don't you think | would have checked?’

Julia drew a sobbing breath, finding such a biechange utterly
exhausting. "You have my permission to check all please.’

'Calling my bluff, are you?' he snapped harshlyaybt you're right and,
unfortunately, in this instance, too damned clekidrasked Andre if he has
proposed to my ward, it puts us both in an awkwaosition. He may have
intentions, but not ones he'd care to repeat to me!

Julia sighed, suddenly too miserable to argue."ogot it all wrong . . .'

'Some of it, perhaps,’ he agreed. 'There are mideg £ a relationship—I
don't profess to be an expert. But | don't wisheéar any more about yours
with other men, not while I'm responsible for you.'

'Does that mean,' she glanced at him dully, 'tlmtriot to go out with
anyone?'

'‘Go out with whom you like," his eyes glittered kdgiras he flung her numb
hand away and made to stride past her. 'Just gsasryou spare me the
details!'



White and totally bewildered, Julia returned to meom, after letting

Hortense know she still wasn't feeling so good aodildn't require any
dinner. When Hortense protested that she mightweede if she didn't eat
anything, she agreed without interest to havingpsand coffee sent up.

Sheer desperation, during the next few days, ddolia into conceiving a
plan she would never otherwise have contemplatag.gBmly ignored her,
although she had resumed eating downstairs anedwlhlerself to act
normally. His temper didn't improve, and when giredtto be friendly he
didn't respond. Sometimes he stared at her soycsia was sure he must
hate her.

Lorraine, too, made her feel very bitter. One dayIsappened to answer the
telephone when the other girl rang, but when shiedffered to seek Guy,
Lorraine had forbidden her sharply to do so. Aftarttering that it wasn't
Guy she wanted to speak to, she had let looseeanstof abuse on Julia's
helpless head. Julia had been forced to listerevidatraine had accused her
of continuing to be a nuisance that no one knewtwhdo about, and how
Guy was almost at his wits' end.

As this tallied with his present attitude, Juliaifiol it impossible to discredit
what Lorraine had said. She grew increasingly lamd angry and had
suddenly known what she must do. The idea had d¢orher through the
night, as she had lain awake, tears drying on heeks. It might be
deceitful, but it was the only way she could thofkwhich would almost
guarantee her escape.

Guy was leaving, the next day, for his other estat¢he lonely reaches of
the Rhone valley, and she decided to go with Haowgh he wouldn't know
it. She would hide in the back of the truck he teksng, which was already
packed with various items of equipment. She haddleian telling Mavis,
during dinner, that he hoped to leave some timédh@ving evening.

This suited Julia's rough plan very well, as sherided hiding in the back of
the truck after pretending she was going to staymght with a girl friend”

who was picking her up. Then, when they reached<ifier house, which
was apparently not used during his absence, Jiarned to sneak out and
hide. She reckoned that shouldn't be too difficast,it would be dark and



there would be no one about. Mavis had mentionatkttie only person who
came to the house was the overseer's wife, whoetbwleals for Guy, when
he required them.

Julia was determined she would get into the hoaseehow and manage to
keep out of sight until the next morning. She waguite sure what she
would do then. She hoped to have enough nervedaksimto Guy's bed,
after he had gone out, and allow his manager'stwifiiscover her when she
came to tidy his room after breakfast.

She wasn't sure either what might occur after tiatt,if all Guy had said
was true, and she had no reason to suspect ittwasnvould have to either
marry her or send her away. Julia smiled to hexgathly, with a kind of
dull triumph. As he would never marry her, the onburse open to him
would be to send her away. She could see it alpéaipg, like the sequence
of a play, one which people declared could nevepaa in real life. Guy
wouldn't be able to get her back to England fastigh. She preferred not to
think of his fury while convincing herself that simght easily persuade him
to make her a loan until she found a job, whenwbeld repay him, of
course. There was just a chance, she believedstila¢ money from her
father's estate might have at last reached a barlondon. The last
communication Guy had received about this had bgeite hopeful.
Perhaps all she would need was a loan to get home.

If the next day had been a normal one and she'dloae time to think about
it, Julia doubted if she would have gone ahead suith a reckless scheme.
As it turned out, Mavis kept her extra busy all miog and talked a lot about
a party she hoped to make up for a visit to theolasnAvignon Festival in
July.

"You'll enjoy it, dear," she smiled gently. 'I'mglad you'll be here.'

Mavis so rarely went out and Julia felt tears damper eyes as the
exclamation of delight she felt forced to give maee feel terribly guilty.
'Does Guy go?' she asked, as usual eager to taik hbn, this time aware
she wouldn't be able to much longer.



'‘Occasionally," Mavis nodded. This year, | belielerraine is going with
him. If she does, | imagine it won't be long beftheir engagement is
announced.’

That was enough to remove the last lingering do@imisn Julia's mind
regarding the wisdom of what she had planned. Anthzingly, even- fate
seemed disposed to help her. After lunch she dedmi¢ake a rest as she
didn't dare risk falling asleep in Guy's truck andking a noise that might
betray her presence.

Possibly because she rarely slept in the afternslom woke later than she
had intended, but when she rushed downstairs,adsté finding Guy
already gone, Mauvis, to her relief, told her thathad been unexpectedly
called away and when he returned would have toeldav I'Ejienne
immediately.

A little later, pretending she would walk down ttead to meet the friend
who was picking her up, Julia slipped from the l@®&he had chosen a time
when she knew the men wouldn't be around, to fing's3truck and hide in
the back, under a pile of old sacking. The sack®wey and dusty and the
dust irritated her nose. It wasn't very comfortabbait she hadn't imagined
it would be.

She had allowed for everything but the additioeakton of waiting for Guy
to arrive. It was only an hour, but it seemed nmike five, before he came
and they set off. Feeling tense with nerves, &tiffn lying in an unnatural
position and threatened by cramp, Julia begangetevhat she was doing
before they had got very far. It was only by contareminding herself that
Guy was going to marry Lorraine that she was abkitk it out.

He drove the whole way without stopping, but it veadl late when they
reached I'Ejienne. Julia had resisted every impol$gok at him, fearing he
might hear if she moved, and while the journey $eeimed interminable she
guessed the worst was yet to come. Tension maddekérso ill she
wondered if she was going to be sick, and, suddenlyfied this might
happen, she pressed a shaking hand over her mouth.



Almost at once, when Guy pulled up, there weree®greeting him. Daring
to ease a corner of the sacking, Julia heard aspeaking to him. Faintly
she made out that someone called Monique had awadahg for him, but

in their own home, as they had assumed he wouldubgry but hadn't
known what time he would arrive.

She heard Guy thanking him, admitting he was huagy appreciated the
trouble Monique had gone to. From the warmer tohéi® voice, Julia
gathered he had much regard for Bernard—as heddahe— and his wife.
When Bernard enquired about the unpacking of thek{rJulia trembled
with relief when Guy replied that there was nothihgt couldn't wait until
the morning. This was one of the moments she had desading, for she
had known that, if Guy had ordered otherwise, shal&vsoon have been
discovered. She said a silent prayer of thanksgiamthey walked away.

As their voices faded, Julia eased herself cageftdoin her hiding place and
looked cautiously around. There was a moon, butagn't bright, so she
could see little. The house loomed big and darkrenuhateau-like than
Champonale, and the truck appeared to be parkéd oigiside the front
door. She waited until she was sure Guy and Berhaddgone, then crept
inside.

Again it was easier than she had anticipated. Dloe @asn't locked and she
closed it quickly behind her, grateful that shertialdeen forced to climb in
through a window. The huge hall was in darkness,igh, and she hadn't
allowed for the strangeness of the atmosphereoltheouse appeared to be
watching her, making odd little sounds in its thyda face full of shadows.

Telling herself not to be so fanciful, Julia pausgkdewas really too anxious
to be nervous. As her eyes grew adjusted, she gpefite stairs which she
could just discern in the filtering moonlight. Hezart was beating loudly as
she reached the top. In a state of panic she slydaatised she didn't know
which bedroom belonged to Guy.

Cursing her own foolishness, she gazed aroundigryo penetrate the
gloom. It would have been easy enough to havetgoirtfformation from
Mauvis, if she'd been tactful. Not only had sheital fsomewhere to sleep,



she had to find where Guy slept so she could eésitlyhis room in the
morning.

Fortunately she found his room first. It was soiobsly the master suite,
the bed made up and turned down, waiting, thatgh®t look any further.
She found a small room for herself at the other @nithe corridor, with a
bathroom next door. In the room stood a narrowlsibhgd covered by a
single blanket. Apart from this it contained onlyoaigh wooden dressing-
table and mirror. It was bare and plain, but fdraJa most welcome sight,
since she was certain it was a place which theeanas$tthe house would
never enter.

But by the time she returned from the bathroomveeshaking with nerves
again. She was so frightened she sat on the flglmnd the door, for fear he
took it into his head to check the house beforeetieed. Now she had got
this far, her courage was rapidly failing. She datileven be sure she would
still have enough to carry out her plan in the nmagn

It must have been midnight when she heard him dgonidis footsteps came
swiftly up the stairs and as the door of his scitsed, she breathed a sigh of
relief and lay down on the bed, having already weapherself in the warm
blanket. She had removed all her clothes excemilkgrbra and panties and
the blanket tickled her skin unbearably. In the,estek had to throw it off
before she could get to sleep.

Later, when something woke her, she couldn't imatetii recall where she
was. She had no awareness of anything but danigeralsmall wild animal
she was conscious of fear and an instinctive désinede. She still had her
eyes closed and there was nothing in the silerrcewsuding her to warn her,
when she opened them, that she would find Guy stgnd the doorway,
watching her.

As her horrified glance met his, he asked derigivélsuppose you have a
good explanation?’

She had to swallow several times before she cowddier, and each time it
was more painful. Every part of her appeared tlydmen and for a moment



his question seemed to have no relevance. Insteadswering him, she
asked hoarsely, 'How did you discover | was here?'

Despite his obvious fury, he answered her quediish ‘Intuition,’ he
replied shortly and grimly. 'l woke feeling someitpwas wrong. | suddenly
knew | wasn't in the house alone and when | opengdedroom door |
heard someone sneezing, which rather confirmethi. dust which you'd
inhaled in the back of the truck must have beehdratg you.'

Contemptuously his eyes roamed over her, makingemember belatedly
how little she had on. Flushing scarlet, she wrdpperself clumsily in the
blanket she had been lying on. 'lIf you know so njushe whispered
apprehensively, ‘why bother to ask?’

Leaning his rigid length against the door-jamb, @ughed his hands in his
pockets, without removing his hard gaze from her fage. 'I'm asking
why—not how! There was only one way you could hgothere.’

Julia looked at him furtively over the top of thiamket. He was wearing an
old dressing-gown that barely covered his powebidly and obviously
nothing underneath. Her heart began beating uriteedhis dark virility
hit her like a blow.

'Perhaps | came for the ride . . .' she muttemythg to hide her growing
awareness with a careless shrug.

Guy had every right to be furious with her, sheutittt despairingly. She

even felt furious herself when she realised whatess she had made of
everything. If only she'd had the sense to staykayshe might have been
able to prevent herself from sneezing, or at Ishstcould have hidden her
head under the blanket and muffled the sound.

'So you came for the ride?' he said with a decegentleness.
'Why not?' she hedged warily.

"You told Mavis you were going to a party and wostigly overnight with the
Renauds.’



' know .. ." She really did feel ashamed about, thiat what was occupying
her mind most at the moment was the problem ofirignda convincing
excuse, not for deceiving Mavis but for coming h&ee wasn't so stupid as
to believe Guy would accept that she had merelyecalong for the fun of
it.

'l would have checked if I hadn't been in suchmyhushe heard him saying,
'but | suppose that was a risk you were preparéakie?'

'l didn't think you would be interested enough taher," she replied, quite
truthfully.

'Right!" He made every pulse in her body jump bgradoning his lounging
position by the door and striding over to sit oa ¢alge of her bed, almost on
top of her. 'That's got the incidentals out ofitlag/, so now we can get down
to the basics—and | want the truth!"

‘The—the truth?' she stammered, keeping her gareett apprehensively
on the front of his dressing- gown. Her heart,| sigating unsteadily,
quickened in sheer terror. She could see his clsasg and falling as if he
only contained his anger with difficulty, and sheak as far from him as
she could.

'Haven't you heard of it?' he snapped, with no @bwipity for the dilemma
she was in.

There seemed only one story she could stick to amy hope of success,
and feebly she produced it. 'If you must know,' shdtered, 'l was curious
to see what kind of place you had here.’

'Do you think I'm stupid?"

She retreated further, until she was right agaihst wall. She felt
completely helpless, since there was no way shkld¢ell him the truth.

'You came because of Tissier, didn't you?' Guytsusation stunned her,
taking her completely by surprise although it sdatilhave done, but she
had forgotten all about Andre. '"You were going o



'‘No!" she gasped frantically, wondering if he wotrg and stop her if she
begged to be allowed to go to the bathroom wheeecshild lock the door
and climb through the window and simply run away.

'l shouldn't try it, if | were you," he said furisiy.

Having no means of knowing if he had read her thtaigr was referring to
Andre, she stared at him wordlessly. He looked saolyddangerous. His
hair was rumpled and his dark, chiselled featuoekdd harder and more
ruthless than she could ever remember seeing them.

When she didn't reply but lay gazing at him, hexsetypo big for her face, he
bent over her, taunting silkily, '‘What would yowkayone to Andre Tissier
for? Love, excitement, notoriety? The last | cogide you, if you're
desperate, | could certainly supply the other tv&ind of loving, anyway,
and more pleasure than you might be able to take!

Julia glared at him, her temper rising again aselgis travelled over her,
insolently measuring every curve. Although she weapped in a blanket,
she felt he could see through it, and the way kiertsxgled made her cringe
with shame. 'l don't want anything from either yuany other man!

'Well, of course, what else could you say?' he radadontemptuously.

You'll have to let me go!' He wasn't touching Hmrt she felt as imprisoned
as if he had her in chains.

'No," he murmured, smoothly menacing, 'you aremithg anywhere until
I've finished with you.'

Her cheeks went hot, then paled as his weight eshiind her nerves
tightened like bow-strings as she tried to anti@gas next move.

'‘Can't we talk?' she whispered hoarsely, clingiogegfully to the old adage
about soft words turning away wrath.

'It wasn't talking | had in mind," he said unple#ba his hands flashing out
to seize her, pulling her to him with iron intewsit



The swiftness of his attack threw her off balance &r a horrifying
moment she thought she was going to faint. '‘Danitlh me!" she cried,
beginning to struggle as his lips found hers withiding force and her
mouth was crushed beneath his in a long, brutal kis

'Don't fight me," he muttered savagely, with obgiguno intention of doing
as she asked.

At first his hard cruelty appalled her, but sudgems the urgency of his
kisses increased, she was helpless against thaenigg desire which
started surging through her veins. She felt shesiviksng in warm, swirling

waters and was having to cling to him to keep famwning.

She was aware of every movement of his lean bodysaarms bound her
tightly to him, and a suffocating sensation seeteelde melting away the
last of her resistance. When he pushed aside aim&édti which confined her
to free the catch on her bra, she drew a sharpthhredich she lost
completely as his hands closed inexorably overt¢heler fullness of her
breasts.

Suddenly it was too late for either of them. Astasds touched her breasts
she knew dazedly that he had passed the point mrato She didn't
recognise herself either. Her senses were reelherua kind of wild
ecstasy which unrelentingly took over.

Even so, it was a shock when Guy lifted her andezhher to his own room.
She began to tremble as he laid her on his bed.skets were smooth
beneath her, in direct contrast to the rough matding hair on his chest as
he threw off his dressing gown and drew her batk s arms.

'What are you going to do with me?' she gaspead, lamef note of returning
sanity.

'‘Ma cherie,'he replied, the bitter anger in his voice makieg $hrink, 'you
should have asked yourself that before you came sbould you not?’



CHAPTER NINE

WHEN Guy began kissing her again, Julia lay trying teady her leaping
pulses and trying to think. It was impossible, d4od late. While she did
make another attempt to get away from him, his gangakisses filled her
with warm, sensual feelings she couldn't fight. i5ebe was overwhelmed
by an irresistible yearning to respond to him ana dnim everything he
desired. As his mouth explored every inch of heefahe caught a glimpse
of his eyes burning like red-hot coals and she knewth a fatalistic
indifference, that he was speaking the truth wreemhttered thickly, 'l can't
stop now.'

Exposed to the experienced insistence of his lihdja was swept
breathlessly to another world, one that containel¢ themselves, where
nothing existed but sensation. Her mouth became aod incredibly
responsive under his and aware of her surrenddregan slowly caressing
the surging contours of her breasts, his fingeasiftey trails of fire on her
hardening nipples. She could feel his heart pougdimd the heat searing her
from his hard body.

When their lips fused in violent passion, for Jatdeast, coherent thought
was gone. She didn't realise that the tight gripnef arms, the searching
eagerness of her slender limbs were giving the esgion that she was far
from innocent. Having lost all real consciousneksvloat was happening,

she was at the mercy of her basically passiondateenaVhen Guy's hands
slid under her, lifting her to him, she was deleghtather than shocked by
the naked urgency of his body.

It wasn't until he possessed her that she wasdenuthlessly from the
exciting new world in which she had been floatimyo a frightening welter
of pain and shock. Her cry of agony was shrilllbat against the pressure of
his mouth. She lay beneath him, entirely helpléssling battered by a
raging storm and not least by her own emotions. &t was thudding
wildly in panicky fear, but when she began to tvast turn in an effort to
escape him, her wild defiance only seemed to indlamm. His weight
pressed her into the mattress while his lips foteexdclenched teeth apart
and his steely hands caught her threshing onegdinigalhem captive above
her head.



After that it was soon over, as a rush of sensatamied them both to
explosive heights and complete fulfilment. Throwdsimming ears, Julia
heard his hoarse groan, his breath catch in a ronghiculate exclamation,
as if he was gripped by feelings too strong to beageable. She had a brief
impression of his eyes like flames, then all wénsi

When he rolled away from her, Julia thought heiseyere too hot and dry
for tears, and she was dully surprised to find tihenming down her cheeks.
With a half-smothered sob, she allowed them to talax, burying her face
in a pillow. In a short time she felt Guy stir, bsihe knew bitterly he
wouldn't be crying! He wouldn't waste even a siglegret, let alone a tear,
over a girl who he would consider had got exacthatshe deserved.

She was sure she could have killed him, yet whelefhieéhe bed she felt

strangely vulnerable and suddenly longed to be ladks arms. But he

made no attempt to touch her again, and his voleenvit came offered no

comfort. It was so curt that she couldn't belidve tegret he pretended to
feel.

'l didn't mean this to happen, Julia. Not this way.

‘Are there different ways?' She kept her face mgbet her misery and rage
was expressed quite clearly through her voice. Were cruel!

Throwing his dressing-gown on, he sat down besidélaing her over, his
hands gentle but forceful as he made her lookmat As he studied her wet
cheeks intently she wondered how he could act asgth nothing had
happened. He was pale, but the cool arrogance aasib his face, easily
replacing his former passion.

That was your first time,' he said starkly, a megetking in his jaw. 'l could
say a lot more, but I'm not going to. There areamorportant things to do
and discuss, and we must hurry.'

He was going too fast for her. 'What do you megin@'asked numbly, trying
frantically now to stem her tears.



Guy hesitated, his glance touching the bruisedeerass of her mouth and
body as if he couldn't help himself. Somethingethdarkly in the depth of
his eyes, reminding her of how he had been a fawtaes ago. As her breath
caught the back of her throat his expression ctéangee you feeling all
right?' he asked abruptly.

He might have been a motorist enquiring politelteathe health of a
pedestrian he'd just flattened! He was so impetsdnéia shivered. 'Yes,'
she replied, willing to die rather than admit sheswit.

He frowned slightly. 'Then you must dress.'

'‘Don't worry," she burst out, 'you needn't be veatrihat I'll stay here and
embarrass you!'" Feverishly she struggled to coeesédtf up. 'I'll be gone
before you realise, if you'd kindly bring my cloghe

‘Julia!" he spoke softly, but the command in hikesilence her. 'Will you
please listen? We're both leaving, the sooner e¢ftet Where do you think
you'd be going on your own?'

While she digested this, he left the room, butrregd quickly with her jeans.
Dropping them beside her, he commanded tautly, iletthese, then wait
for me downstairs until I've cleaned up here. &ther my manager's wife
didn't suspect anything.’

As he cynically turned his back, Julia scrambleddcas she was told. She
stumbled twice before reaching the door, but whewy &sked if she was
sure she was all right, she merely nodded. Shedeltlistraught to enquire
what he intended doing next, and suddenly shetdidre. Any respect and
affection he had had for her was gone, and it waex pill to swallow that
it was entirely her own fault!

Because she went first to the bathroom, by the sheegot downstairs she
discovered he had beaten her to it and was comamg the kitchen with a
cup of steaming coffee in his hand.

'Have this," he said coldly. "You must need somethand we've got a long
journey ahead of us again.'



'Us?' holding the cup unsteadily, she looked at iienkly.

Carefully he took a note from his pocket, placingn a nearby table. 'This is
for Monique. She will find it in the morning wheihes comes to tidy the
house and cook my breakfast. It will inform herttfoa personal reasons, |
have decided to return to Champonale for a few ,dayswill be coming
back ..." he paused, staring straight at Juliadidn't add—for my
honeymoon.'

Julia swayed, her face white. Oh, God! she groanadrdly, he had
decided to marry Lorraine at last and was bringneghere. How could he,
after what had happened! 'With Lorraine,' she wdrisg.

'With you,' he snapped.

'With—me?' Incredibly hurt by his cruel joke, shepged the back of a
chair. 'Do you realise what you're saying?'

'l do, if you don't,’ he retorted. "You have to arsland that you're my
bride-to-be. We are returning to Champonale at @amzel will pretend to

have picked you up from the Renauds' party. | wilply that | can do

without you no longer and that we are to be marinetediately.’

On top of everything else it was too much! It hakieih more courage than
she had known she possessed to come downstaifacn@uy, but now she
felt desperate. How could she allow Guy to saaifionself over something
for which shehad been mostly responsible?

'‘But Lorraine--?' she began.

'l have never discussed marriage with Lorraine.’

Hysteria edged its way into Julia's throat, she tieastruggle to contain it.
‘That doesn't mean you didn't intend to!

He took her empty cup, his gaze narrowed on her f&t coolly distant.
'Wait for me while | rinse this and put it away.'



Her eyes dark with misery, Julia watched him disgpmg in the dim
regions of the house. He wasn't leaving any evieémat she had been here,
nor did he intend answering more questions aboutalte. Helplessly she
bowed her head, feeling so devastated she cottamk straight. Not even
his incredible proposal had any reality. She seetnédve made a terrible
messof things. Painfully she swallowed another floodezrs. What was the
use of telling herself that repeatedly? She mast sbncentrating on how to
get out of the fix she was in—instead of how sheigio it. For everyone's
sake!

As the truck sped back through the darkness oretnen journey, she soon
discovered there was going to be no way out. Guy agamant that she
should marry him. So far as he was concerned, atipllayed one too many
foolish games and must be prepared to suffer theempuences. He drove
with such complete detachment that she wondered sumh iron control
had ever cracked, as it had this evening. It jidst'dseem possible.

He took care to see she was sitting comfortabtheénfront beside him. His
glance had silenced her when she had suggestedlitrgvyn the back again.

‘Sackcloth and ashes isn't really your styie,cherie,he had said harshly. 'l
know what you are, so you don't have to try andresp me.'

'l never have,' she whispered unhappily.
'‘Only Andre.'

He still believed, she could tell, that she had edm|'Ejienne to be with
Andre—and what could she say?

'Do you care for him?' His mouth had a cruel twist.

She sensed a catch somewhere. She felt wary wikinouwting why. 'l don't
love him, if that's what you mean."

"Yet you were going to him, committing yourself.'



Guy's voice was so icy it seemed to freeze henatoshe was unable to think
clearly. 'C-committing myself?’

'In the eyes of everyone else.’

'Oh, | see." She stared blindly at the road ahdadcontempt was obvious
and she would have earned it if what he believetldeen true—that she
had been going to Andre merely for excitement, atlve, without loving
him. If only the true story of her intentions haeleb more palatable! Yet
perhaps the moment had come to confess. Guy woeldlibgusted,
surprised, but he mightn't feel it necessary toryniaer.

'‘Guy. . ." she began hoarsely, 'l wasn't—wasnhtgoi.'

He stopped her abruptly, his eyes glittering ariedly turned to her. 'Julia,
s'il te plaitl I don't want to hear any more. We are going tanberied, and |
would rather not listen to any prefabrication airgs you are about to think
up. You are like many others, | imagine—a moral amwvhen it comes to a
showdown and things aren't going your way.'

'‘But this involves you,' desperately she tried & thprough to him. 'You
don't have to be saddled with a wife you don't dilen'

'Stop jumping to the wrong conclusions.'

How could she think otherwise when he looked atwitr hate in his eyes?
'Why should you marry me?' she persisted.

'Why? Perhaps," his voice was coolly insolent, dintvmore of what I've
already had a taste of.’

She couldn't believe that, but, as she shranknictstely from him, he
seemed fleetingly amused by her sharply drawn hrégbu're trying to
shock me," she whispered hoarsely.

The flicker she had seen in his eyes was cynicisoh,amusement, she
realised as he asked grimly, 'Would that be pos8ibl



Julia didn't reply. In his present mood of harsbarshe was afraid to argue
with him. He had his mind made up about her andhingtshe said was
going to make any difference. He had certain ceaeklived by them, he
wasn't going to allow one foolish young Englishl ¢gor change his way of
thinking. He was concentrating on his driving amdiging from the hardness
of his face his thoughts were far from pleasant,H®iseemed content to
leave her alone with her own.

At last she sighed despairingly, 'l know you'reusgfig to talk about it, but |
hope you're going to give yourself time to recoasidarriage is a serious
undertaking, especially in France, and once yotolé Aunt Mavis and
made an announcement it might be too late to chgogemind.’

'l won't change it, nor do | wish to." Guy spokehaguch finality that she
subsided, defeated. When he suggested she shpwddrget some sleep,
she closed her eyes so he wouldn't see the tetrsrm

He didn't love her, yet because of what had hapbé&eewas prepared to
sacrifice all his chances of future happiness. @hng he had been
protective, something she had come to take fortgdanvhile not realising
just how far such a sense of responsibility migkethim. Julia didn't think
she would ever forgive herself for overlooking tfastor when she had gone
to I'Ejienne this evening. Having planned so fddiisand impulsively, she
was now trapped, and Guy had every right to belgheshad trapped him.
That her good intentions had failed miserably wasne's fault but* her
own, and it seemed she must be prepared to palydear

She refused to dwell on what their marriage mightike, aware that she
would hope until the last moment it would neveretplace. A few hours ago
the thought of marrying Guy would have filled heithwdelight, but to be
plunged from a naive girl's vague idea of maritesinto cold reality had
stunned her. The passionate stirrings she haaféker body, on previous
occasions when Guy had kissed her, had been algtmoinnot unpleasant.
What she hadn't realised was the deception oh#.l®dnging and response a
man aroused in a girl was really a means to ananay of persuading her
to allow him to do what he liked with her. Julianaitted unhappily that she
hadn't taken her own vulnerability, nor Guy's exigerinto account, but if



this helped her another time to resist him, them stust have learned a
valuable lesson.

Before reaching Champonale, she again asked Himwlouldn't change his
mind over marrying her, but he refused to listen.didn't appear to have
wasted the silent hours of their journey in frigeself-recrimination, as she
had, but had everything worked out. His cold-blabgi&anning Julia found

hard to forgive, when she wouldn't have been capabplanning a single

thing. It amazed her, too, how no one seemed tetmurehis smooth story

about suddenly discovering he was too fond of Jol&ait. Even his brief

reference to snatching her from the Renauds' peas/swallowed without

suspicion when they arrived.

Their wedding, nevertheless, once the news ofkdd out, didn't receive
quite such a negative reception, but she was costiifsom the worst of it at

I'Ejienne. It was from Monique, who talked incedbarthat Julia learnt how

her marriage to Guy was the talk of Proven9e andnhade headlines even
farther afield. That alarmed her, as she hadnliseshthe Guerard family

were so well known, and it seemed yet another reasoegret not having

made a greater effort to remove herself from Glilgsompletely.

She had tried. Until the very last moment she regybd Guy to think again.
On the eve of their wedding she had even managedke him listen while
she had told him the truth, but he had merely ladgh her face.

"You aren't asking me to believe you would haventbthe courage to go to
my bed and stay there until you were discovered@?'ekclaimed, his
handsome mouth curling contemptuously at the cerr@ometimes | do not
take a lot of persuading, but | would never belithat!"

As she had gazed at him with an increasing senseigifation, Julia had
doubted herself if she would ever have found threend get into his bed. 'It
was only so you would let me go.'

He had laughed outright at that. 'Mamga cherie,would question your
reason, not your reasons.’



The quick anger she had felt at his derision, esthbler to retort, 'lIf you
guestion yours, in the weeks to come, then doafhblme!'

His anger had been just as swift but disguiseds %m be sure that | always
know what | am doing, Julia. Unlike you, | nevet aapulsively. We will
be married tomorrowna petitewhether you like it or not. You have proved
by your recent behaviour that you require lookiftgrawhile | need a wife.
And as we are both connected through members stiime family, if not by
blood, | consider it a very suitable arrangemengnonne.’

He.had assured Julia their wedding would be ghigtshe hadn't thought it
would be as quiet as it was. After a brief civitemmony at the local Mairie,
they went alone to the church, with only two clgsefessional friends of
Guy's for witnesses, who didn't come to the receptirhey didn't have a
reception, as such. Mavis and Hortense arrangeghaduffet while Guy
produced some bottles of champagne which he hathased some time
ago from the Montagne de Rheims, one of the praiaape-producing
districts of Champagne, where the sparkling wine made. There was only
Mavis and the staff to drink their health and wikkm well, and though
Julia trembled throughout, Guy never appeared todiseurbed for a
moment.

Julia, following Guy's implicit instructions, dicehbest to look happy. She
wasn't sure if her frequent attempts to smile vedneays successful, but no
one seemed surprised that she wasn't completelpased. Pretending to
be a radiant bride was a greater strain than stiéenmagined, and although
she had been dreading it, she was relieved whetinlieecame for them to
leave.

Mavis, she suspected, was having as much troubh@svas keeping a
smile pinned to her face. Guy, she knew, had ghisrstepmother only a
brief explanation regarding his sudden decisiomé#ory, but Mavis didn't

appear to doubt he had snatched Julia from herdsgarty to make a dawn
proposal. Cleverly, Julia thought, he had asked iM#ay contact I'Ejienne

for him, to make sure everything was prepared, kngwhat Monique

would confirm that he had been there alone.



But despite her apparent acceptance of the sityafiolia couldn't help
feeling that, underneath, Mavis was hurt. She ba#tdd forward to Guy's
wedding for so long it would have been impossiblelter to feel otherwise
at the way things had been rushed. And, insteatoofaine being the
beautiful bride, it was her young niece from Londarho, though her
sister's child, she might consider entirely undal@dor such a position. That
she had made little reference to the wedding inddngs leading up to it,
seemed to confirm this, and for Julia had addeshftendercurrents to an
atmosphere already becoming rapidly unbearable.

Observing Mavis's uneasiness, Julia hated hexsdiding responsible. Her
aunt loved her, she .was sure, but she wondewdeeittill would when the

truth came out. That it could be kept from her &wer, Julia found

impossible to believe. Perhaps the full story wonkder be revealed, but
how could two people pretend to be happily marvidgeen they were not?
Soon Mavis must begin to notice something was badtyng, and Julia

despaired to think of the effect it might have @n.h

They left for I'Ejienne scarcely two hours aftermgemarried.

'No sense in prolonging something no one was emjpyiGuy remarked
with brutal frankness as they waved goodbye.

'‘Aunt Mawvis is naturally bewildered,' Julia retattstiffly, '‘but she has been,
since the beginning.’

"The rush was unavoidable, but she'll soon comedobu

So he had noticed Mavis wasn't merely upset byisual wedding nerves.
She might have known, because he never missedng—tii was his

indifference that made her angry. 'lt might havipée if you'd allowed her
to tell Fayme."

'I'm a monster already because of what you belisgedone to you,' he
shrugged. 'You can't think worse of me becausefepred to keep my sister
away from my wedding.'



'‘But that's just it!" Julia cried. 'She is yourters and she's likely to blame
me!'

'She knows me too well to do that," he returnediinilShe won't question
that it was my decision.’

Julia fumed. "That won't stop her, like me, wonaigrvhy!

‘I didn't think you would need to ask,” Guy saiarly. 'If Fayme had
known, so would half the country, and if you famtleson turning up with
his camera crews accompanied by the press, | didn't

‘The truth's more probably that you're ashamed ef gdulia exclaimed
fiercely.

‘The truth is," he corrected harshly, 'l was trytngsave you unnecessary
distress. Do you think | would have cared if ak thedia in the world had
been there, you little fool!"

She deserved that, Julia acknowledged, bowingdiehéad, murmuring an
apology. She wasn't sure where the fierce desifgld him was coming
from. It was as though something inside her wasdimg up and seeking
frantically for a kind of violent release. Duringet past few days she had
rarely been alone with Guy and when she had hénaddittle to say to her,
but she still felt scorched by feelings she couldrplain.

For all her brief remorse, she felt anger flareim@gs she heard him say
coolly, 'When our son is married, we must seeattisaditional affair, then |
might be forgiven.’

His coolness was like a barricade, a door he kephyf closed against all her
hopes and fears. Talking of sons must be an extnat as she was sure he
wouldn't intend having any, not as long as he wagipsd to her, anyway.
‘There's just no getting through to you, is thesé@' cried, using derision to
cover a sudden sense of grief.

'What do you think you've been doing ever since game here?' he
shapped, but so enigmatically, she was silenced.



Dropping back in her seat, she closed her eyesemimg his comment
wasn't worthy of a reply. It could mean all sort$hings, but most probably
he was hinting she was a problem he hadn't beentabynore and could
well have done without. Having her eyes shut alsevgnted her. from
looking at him. Once her glance rested on his @zatures, his lean jaw and
hard but sensuous mouth, she found it difficulotk away. Today, in the
twelfth-century grey stone church where they weegriad, he had seemed
formidable. Big, dark and powerful, he had towdpgdner side, holding her
hand firmly in long, finely made fingers which hgdpped with a hurtful
strength. She had looked at him once, until a shiad run down her spine
and her heavy lashes had fallen helplessly. He'hkdised her after the
ceremony, but even in church a feeling of sexuaditsn had lain between
them. Despairingly, Julia wondered why it was alsvahere. It was
something she didn't understand but was as pogefisses.

'Will Bernard and Monique be expecting us?' She feased to speak in
order to steady her racing pulse.

'Yes;' he replied, not rebuking her for asking asiion to which she already
knew the answer.

Try as she might, Julia couldn't decide what Moriwas going to make of
Guy getting married so quickly. No one drove thstatice he had a few
nights ago to stay only an hour or two and thende&specially when he
had arranged to stay! A man in love might, but Mo, if she was any kind
of woman at all, was going to take one look at &ggmbre face and begin
to wonder.

Following on her thoughts, Julia observed bitteerhaps you should tell
me how we're going to make people believe we'reraal married couple?'

'‘By b"ing one.’
Julia clenched her hands. 'I'm sorry, | don't usiderd.'

He smiled, not sympathetically. ‘It won't be todidiilt, if you co-operate.’



Her heart thudded; she couldn't even consider ‘this. never been much
good at pretending,’ she replied swiftly, forgejtshe had been doing just
that for weeks. Remembering, she winced. She lé&eg and she must
spend the rest of her life pretending she didn't.

"You were going to be an actress,' he remindediygy.
‘That was just a crazy idea.’

'‘But you would have tried.' His mouth twisted, flsa recalled how long it
had taken him to talk her out of it. 'l suggestydu apply the same
determination to our marriagma cherie you won't go far wrong.'

Bernard was waiting for them, as he had been #tditae they had arrived.
As Guy helped Julia from the truck, which he haalight instead of a car, as
it was still loaded with urgently needed suppl&s felt Bernard regarding
her curiously. She was so cramped from sittingosg that she was glad of
Guy's assistance, and the sense of reassurammeeahsw gave.

Being able to see Bernard, as she hadn't beerabaottier occasion, she was
pleasantly surprised to find him younger than Gulgich could mean his
wife might be nearer her own age.

As Guy introduced them she liked the quick warnitiBernard's face, the
impression it somehow left that he liked her andiMo't be unduly critical.
Monique was the same. When Bernard went with tleethe house and his
wife came running from the direction of the kitckewhere, Julia recalled,
Guy had taken her empty cup, she was relievedgceseshe had hoped, that
Monique could be no more than thirty and lookedlygaleased to see her.
She was young and very pretty, and she and Beoiaidusly adored each
other.

'Welcome to I'Ejienne,’ she said, her warm smildtlgnwmasking a hint of
astonishment. If she was clearly startled by Jutialicate fairness, she only
allowed it to show for a moment. '‘Bernard and | {vpretend we weren't
puzzled to find your note, Guy," she nodded towéndshall table, 'but when
Madame rang today, after lunch and explained, weerstood. We hope
you will both be very happy.'She kissed Guy resoglg on either cheek



and, more uncertainly, shook hands with Julia, tlaéer telling them their
dinner was all prepared and waiting, she graspechaddé's hand and
dragged him away. Over her shoulder she said somgettery quickly to
Guy in French, which Julia failed to catch.

'What did she say?' As the door closed behind tlefig frowned warily.

'‘Ah," briefly Monique's teasing laughter was echaedhis eyes, 'she was
congratulating memna mie on my beautiful bride.'

It had all taken place so quickly—their arrival, etiag the Laportes, that
Julia felt dazed. Monigue was a good-looking gwlell dressed and
discreetly made up. Even so, she had left the mfher lipstick on Guy's
cheek, and Julia's glance rested on it doubtfully.

Guy rubbed a finger over it and it came away r&tleast Monique shows
the right kind of enthusiasm,' he mocked harshly.

Julia's neck became as colourful as his fingedriDishe say something
about dinner?' she queried tentatively, changiegsttbject, but not because
she was hungry.

While his glance revealed all too clearly that bestdered her a coward, he
didn't tease her any more. 'Mavis must have ldftrirctions. Shall we go
and see?'

He led the way to a large kitchen with walls amdglace made of red stone.
Julia liked it at once. She was growing used taéhekitchens being much
more attractive than the average English ones,thmre was something

rather special about this one. The tables andshagre in a simple country
style and she loved the honey-coloured wood. Hes eayandered to the
many shelves, laden with baskets and bottles, loesamic pottery and

peasant wares. She loved the smells, too, thedeamha of herbs mingling

with the more pungent ones from strings of oniomg mewly baked bread

along with the appetising hint of something cookirghe guessed, their
dinner.



After inspecting various dishes. Guy turned to Rérere's nothing that can't
wait, if you'd like to shower first.'

'‘No," she moved towards the stone sink in a cottlepist wash my hands.’

The table was set. In the middle stood a lovelg pbast-iron casserole full
of bouillabaissea delicious soup that they ate with some equalicus
onion caraway bread. Then, from the oven, Guy chmvén slices of
succulent lamb which he served with dauphinoisatpets and a few other
vegetables. With this they drank a bottle of Chateeoville Las-Cases, a
wonderful claret which tasted so lovely, Julia dranore than she would
have done ordinarily.

Throughout the meal, Guy watched her broodinglglightly unpleasant

curve to his mouth which Julia concluded could dmdye to do with her,

because the food was first class. At one time, @sing her heavy,

wine-sleepy eyes to his dark face, she wonderedelagf he was enjoying

what he was eating, or if he even realised he wtsganything at all. He

looked tired, she thought, with a surge of pityt thias entirely new to her. It
was a feeling of compassion, of wanting to care Hon and sacrifice

everything, as he had done for her. It was thedirfoundations on which an
enduring love might be built, and she trembledhesrecognised the depth
of her own commitment.

When she refused the sweet and coffee, Guy rosestéeet, saying he
would see her to her room. "You are falling asleeyour chair,' he rasped
curtly. "There are more comfortable places.’

'My—room?' her eyes widened uncertainly, beautifaldy pools.

'Yes.' His voice was cold as he tore his glanceafner face. "You are next to
me. Mavis is of the belief that the English pretsparate rooms. She
ordered Monique to prepare them, but it is up twhih we use.'

Julia didn't reply; she was at a loss how to. Alflstained her cheeks while
her rapidly beating heart made coherent thoughossiple. If Guy had
given one sign she suspected she would have thinengelf into his arms,



but he looked so forbidding that the inclinatiordlialmost before it was
born.

Stumbling behind him into her room, as he flungrofie door, she gazed at
it doubtfully, her mind telling her one thing, hbody another. The bed
wasn't turned down and with an impatient mutterpeat to do it for her.
Julia stared at the play of muscles in his poweafals and thighs as he bent
to perform the simple task. Monique must have bieerfrom sure they
would sleep separately, she realised suddenly;hsid@a't just carelessly
overlooked one of her duties, as Guy's impatieeeengd to imply.

Conscious that inside she was full of strange yegm which were
objecting to being denied, she closed her eyesldssly and swayed
towards him as he returned to her.

"You're nearly out on your feet!" he said rouglpigking her up and laying
her on the bed.

Julia, her heart now racing madly, believed he rmesn to kiss her. When
he began to straighten it was more than she cowldre. 'Guy!' she moaned,
her arms rising to stop him, the plea on her lipmprehensible but her
meaning clear.

He paused, his eyes narrowed, as if he couldné&vseher silent invitation.
'Yes?' he breathed curtly.

When it came to it, she found she was still too ®hipeg shamelessly for
something he didn't want to give. '‘Are—aren't yoning to kiss me

goodnight?' was the best she could manage, andtbi'emade her feel
totally humiliated.

Yet when he gathered her in his arms and his handtimfound hers, she
didn't resist him. She gave herself up to him add'titry and control the hot
flame that suddenly burst like a furnace inside. Hene wanted him
desperately, she was only just realising how mack, because they were
married she saw no need to suppress her feelirggsatthe same time she
was aware of the same deep panicky virginal instonescape from him that
she had known before.



The hand that had been pushing his shirt opendeatgainst the mat of dark
hair, but Guy's urgency didn't give her a chancectmsider such
contradictory feelings. His kiss became passiomatis intensity as he
appeared to take her co-operation for granted, lmadbody descended
heavily on hers. She felt the uneven thud of herthaccelerate under her
fingers and his arm tighten on her waist as sutiéenors of response began
shooting right through her. As her lips parted, mmsuth probed deeply,
while roughly and sensuously his hands began daggebksr.

Julia trembled as they clung together as thoughedely some electric
force. A low sound came from Guy's throat and hissawere like a vice,

crushing her slenderness to him. She could feebteasts hurting against
the hard wall of his chest and his lips were sutjdanot and demanding.

Involuntarily she arched against him, longing to éesn closer, their

clothing becoming an insufferable barrier.

'‘Guy!" Desire rose so fiercely it made her voicarphShe didn't realise her
gasping exclamation sounded more like a frantieapp

He paused, raising himself sufficiently to let e cool his skin, which
immediately appeared to bring a return to sanitith\& growl of disgust he
was off the bed, on his feet, before she couldecobler lost senses.

'I'm sorry, Julia," he said tightly, completely smnderstanding her reactions.
‘The first time | hurt you, and | vowed it wouldhdppen again.’

'It was my fault," Julia whispered hoarsely.
'Yes, you're a little slut,." he agreed grimlyplilgh that doesn't absolve me

completely. You have to remember that a man igyeasiused—even when
his feelings aren't involved. When they are it bareven more dangerous.’



CHAPTER TEN

As the door closed behind him, Julia took her sdnoim her burning face
to stare at it. It was solid and plain, but onhie seemed to see clearly the
imprint of his powerful body. His tall, broad-shdaeled figure danced
crazily before her eyes and only pride kept hemfronning after him. His
last sentence would have been enough to stop s@nfaortess sensitive
than herself, she thought miserably.

Licking her bruised lips, seeking unconsciouslgase the pain inflicted by
his mouth, she knew she wanted him desperatelyjtandst have shown.

Humiliation added more colour to her cheeks asidsbpped her head to her
bent knees. Guy had guessed she would be contéeldog to him, even

realising he didn't love her. Now he would onlymies her, probably more
than he had done before.

Her eyes hot and dry, she set about preparing édr but although the
shower was refreshing it failed to provide the solushe was searching for.
How to arm herself against the temptation of a méno had been her
husband for less than twelve hours? The first Bug had made love to her,
and again this evening, she had found herself negdbwards something
she hadn't been able to see. It had been shrondegstery. What she did
know instinctively was that she would never be eahtuntil she discovered
what it was.

Guy was out next morning when she went down foakfigst, and despite
some relief she was aware of a flicker of disappoant. It was Monique
who greeted her as she walked into the kitchensamtéd sympathetically
as she saw Julia's face fall.

'‘Already you miss him very muclmademoisell® she said softly, before
exclaiming, 'Oh, I'm sorry. | should have saithdame but you look so
young.'

Julia smiled back. 'Why bother with either? My n&ilia.'

Monique's eyes warmed with appreciation as shek&tis coffee pot off
the stove. 'l was just about to bring you someemfto it is ready.’



Julia obediently sat down as Monique waved a hanaitds the table and
began pouring the steaming liquid into two cupguMon't mind if | join
you?'

'Of course not!" Julia laughed. '‘But | don't waatiyspoiling me.'

"All brides should be spoiled a little." Moniqueidied Julia, appraising the
light cotton dress she wor&uy went out with Bernard after breakfast.'

'l should have been up to get it." Julia immedyatelt guilty.

'Why should you?' Monique exclaimed quickly. 'I'eré, and that is what |
get paid for.'

Somehow Julia couldn't believe Monique was justoaginary servant.
Biting into a warm roll, liberally spread with tineost wonderful cherry jam,
she waited a moment before asking carefully, 'Haxeand your husband
worked for Guy long?'

'We have been here almost ten years." Monique sgghéa welcome the
query, rather than resent it. 'Bernard learnedculitire at a leading
university. | was there studying something elsd, that is how we met.
Bernard's father is a famousarchand de vinn Paris, and Guy's good
friend. That is why, when Bernard confessed he mase interested in
growing grapes than marketing the wine, Guy offdmeda job at I'Ejienne.’

'Didn't you want a career?'

'‘But | have one!" Monique laughed, 'as Bernardf® whe mother of his
children. We love living here almost as much adave each other. In other
words,’ she lifted expressive shoulders, 'l amrdisgfully content!

‘After they finished their coffee, she showed Jubiand the house. 'A lot of
it is closed up, as you can see, for Guy is selteme apart from the
vendangein September. | did intend opening some of thertiairs rooms,
as you can't live in the kitchen.’

"You must let me help,' Julia said eagerly.



Monique glanced at her doubtfully. 'But you areyonr honeymoon!'
Julia forced herself to joke about it. 'And alreadgerted by my husband.’

'No," Monique smiled but sounded very emphatiat'tldo not believe. It is
merely that you were married in a hurry at a tinlewhe has much to do. In
another day or so, when he is through, he will tev@mself to you
completely. And,' she added, her eyes twinklingfaimtly wistful, ‘there are
few women in the Rhone Valley who will not envy youa chere.’

Guy didn't return until it was time for lunch, abnéfore then Monique had to
leave as one of her children had been sent honme $ichool, unwell. A
worker from the estate came to seek her, and tbeseinind at rest Julia
assured her that she could manage for the rebealdy. As Monique had
already made a fresh batch of bread, Julia mengiypt some cold meats
and salads and sat down to wait.

When Guy came, his eyes swept her pale face, butdtee no comment
other than that he wasn't very hungry.

'l haven't done a lot," Julia said awkwardly, vateense of frustration as she
met his cool gaze. 'Monique has been here all mgriut her little boy is ill
and she had to leave.’

'We'll go out this evening.' He left the sink, ty lis hands on a rough white
towel. Tt will save you the bother of cooking, addnique should be back
tomorrow.'

'Oh, I don't mind.' She averted her eyes from thiestrength of his body in
his tight-fitting pants and open-necked shirt. Tbéing, she plugged in the
percolater. They were like strangers, she thoughpandently. If it hadn't
been for the almost visible tension between themoiild be easy to believe
they were two people meeting for the first time.

Guy ate the meat from the night before and somaliocured dried beef
washed down with red wine from his own cellar.



Julia refused more than a small glass of it, rigfibserving that she hadn't
the head for it. 'l drank too much last night.’

Whether or not he thought she was hinting thathithsbeen responsible for
her feverish response to his kisses, she had aokteemerely smiled thinly
and said, 'Rhone wines are very alcoholic andyewsed food to go with
them. For parties and drinking on their own, igstér to choose something
lighter.'

She wanted to ask him about Rhone wines, how tygegrwere grown, the
wine made. It was all new to her and she felt ageuo learn, but she
suspected Guy had no inclination to teach her. biemerely talking to take
some of the strain from the atmosphere.

He drained his coffee cup and stood up. 'l havegdoout again this
afternoon, I'm afraid.’

'‘Are you very busy?' She drew a deep breath. 'Tdrelp?' Her cheeks
flushed when he looked faintly amused and shook&ésl. 'Everyone,’ she
retorted, 'has to learn.'

‘Julia™ he said curtly, 'this is a big propertylaach time | come there are
decisions to be made. It's not possible to leawsydving to Bernard, but
there's nothing you can do.’

'In September, when you pick the grapes,' shetetsigubbornly, 'you must
need extra help.'

'We'll see.' His mouth tightened, as if her ingisteirritated him. Without
looking at her he prepared to leave. 'Make yourbelfutiful for this
evening,' he shrugged.

He spoke so absently she couldn't believe he @arédh a fit of resentment
spent the afternoon cleaning the drawing-room,rigpphe hard work would
make her look so worn out he wouldn't want to tad&eanywhere.

Monique popped in just as she was finishing, amewhup her hands in a
mixture of admiration and dismay as she saw thenn@stored to something



of its former glory. 'What is Guy going to say?eg#xclaimed, rolling her
eyes heavenward, but somehow she seemed moresteténe what she had
to say herself. 'The newspapers are full of youtdugg, Julia. | didn't bring
one for you to read as | wasn't sure Guy would @pgt

Julia's eyes widened unhappily. ‘What's in them?"

'‘Nothing to worry about,” Monique replied hastiijust a lot of silly

tittle-tattle and conjecture which would only boreu. | only came to tell

you for fear you heard of it unexpectedly from dmeotsource and were
upset. You know what men are. Guy might think he watecting you by

keeping it from you.'

When Monique had departed, after Julia had thamezdor coming and
enquired after her son, the phone rang. As themengaone else in, Julia
answered and was startled to hear Lorraine speaking

'Is Guy there?' she asked sharply.
'No . ..!

‘It doesn't matter." Lorraine, appearing to andt#gpwhat Julia had been
going to suggest, didn't let her go on. 'You nadétch him. It's you | want
to talk to.'

Instinct urged Julia to hang up. Later she wishexdhgad, but her overriding
feelings were of guilt, so she ignored the smadltming voice inside her. If
she owed Lorraine nothing else, it must be a hgattadn't she told Julia
many times how she and Guy were to be married? @Btng him in a
position where he had felt forced to marry the wyrairl, Julia knew she
must have ruined two lives.

In Lorraine's furious reproaches, there was notshmghadn't heard before,
but there was one item which succeeded in makindele® worse than she
did already.

'l don't know how you got Guy up the aisle," Lonesneered insolently. ‘It
was such a rushed affair that everyone is jumprthe¢ same conclusions.'



‘They're—wrong!'

'‘Can't you speak up instead of whispering?' Loaa@rclaimed. 'l warned
Guy, when he told me he had promised your fathevdwdd look after you,
to watch out. But it seems even the wariest canclegerly trapped.
Nevertheless, he means to divorce you.'

Julia wasn't sure when the receiver dropped fromneeveless hand and
Lorraine's venomous voice stopped abusing her neand. Lorraine must
have seen the newspaper reports of the weddingssilayme had been in
touch with her, which was quite possible as Guy lgxen Mavis
permission to ring Fayme as soon as they lefteyday.

Her eyes aching with unshed tears, Julia wondeosd ler father could

have done such a thing. It explained so much, edpewhy Guy had felt

honour- bound to marry her. But for her fatherguest he might have let
her go, even after making love to her.

It amazed Julia how, after all this, after she sladwered and dressed, she
only looked slightly pale. Make-up helped, she sagmul, unaware that it
didn't conceal the hint of desperation in her e@gs/ hadn't told her what to
wear, so she had chosen at random a silky gold doetted tightly at her
waist and flaring out to just below her knee, thastipopular length, she had
discovered, for all but the most formal occasiofse bodice plunged,
perhaps rather too deeply, and the gold might haseed a bit spectacular
with her hair, but she was too preoccupied witreothings to care.

'Where are we going?' she asked absently, as dffiethé house some time
later, after Guy had returned and changed.

'Wait and see,' he replied curtly.

She was quite prepared to. It didn't seem to matiere they went or how
long it took to get there. She was still tryingdecide the best way to
approach him regarding her father. Because shenfak like attacking him
than mentioning the matter quietly, she tried tatwatil she could be
reasonably sure of keeping her temper before shieesp



When, after an hour, she failed to find suffici@amposure, she began
hoping he might give her a lead, perhaps by makamge remark about their
marriage, but he said nothing. There was onlyahg how familiar silence
between them, which, with every mile, became miomgossible to break.

Guy, in a dark jacket and tie, which enhanced tmmidable width of his

shoulders and lent an autocratic air to his darkdheseemed more
unapproachable as the miles sped by. She was #nardiad crossed the
Rhone, but as darkness fell she had no idea whesewere. When they
drew up, at last, outside a house, from which sswidnusic and laughter
reached them, she was startled.

Bewildered and somehow apprehensive, she turnedrtbusband. '"Where
are we?'

‘At a friend's,’ he replied smoothly, his eyes stanexpressionlessly to her
anxious face. 'They're giving a party to which wahvited. You didn't
imagine | was gate-crashing, did you?"

'‘But you didn't say!

‘Aren't | allowed to surprise you?' he quipped bolthnyway, | thought it
might be more fun than sitting staring vacantly eaich other over a
restaurant table.’

Something about him seemed to suggest that if bedrhad been angry, his
verged on violence, but Julia put this aside aadé&nciful. 'Won't they
think it strange? | mean," she faltered miserabéy, cheeks hot, 'we are
supposed to be on our honeymoon.'

‘The press appear to think so too," he mutteredysou

So he knew—and had let her sit in tormented silelf®@metimes | hate
you!" she whispered.

'Shall we see?' he retorted harshly, and didn'hsbsturbed when she didn't
understand what he meant.



Somehow, Julia felt terrible about coming here. kienves screaming, she
hung back, and because of this provided Guy witbeamy excuse for almost
dragging her inside. A more comprehensive glanicetter it was a property
something like the one Guy owned on the other sidéhe Rhone, and
suddenly she was struck by a frightening sensalajlegenment.

'Who lives here?' she gasped, as she was urgedtoomgently towards a
middle-aged couple.

'Don't you realise?' he quipped, moments beformineduced her to their
hosts, Monsieur and Madame Tissier.

'My wife," he presented her suavely.

'‘Why, Guy!" they were clearly surprised but deleght 'We sent word,
because we thought Bernard and Monique might cdueefelt it was too
much to hope for that you would.'

'l thought we might drop in for a few minutes,' Gapiled, "You've been
away a .long time."’

Why did she feel he had come here tonight, mora kkiad of experiment.
‘They're Andre's parents!" Julia choked, almostharror, as, with an
adroitness she was coming to recognise, Guy whiskedway before she
could meet anyone else.

'l wondered when you would realise,' he snappeatd Were comes the great
man himself.'

It seemed like a nightmare that it wasn't only Anatho confronted her but
also Lorraine. If she failed to comprehend how kore could be here after
talking to her on the phone not long ago, Juliandoond out.

'l came this morning,' Lorraine sidled up to Guakihg hold of his arm as
she explained. 'Fayme couldn't make it and beggedarcome instead.
Your sister has suffered greatly because of youriage, Guy,' she pouted.



'l don't imagine she will suffer long," Guy repliedldly, meeting Lorraine's
eyes.

Julia felt anger and misery flood through her. Diesghe coldness of his
manner, she was convinced he couldn't have astoregine more clearly
that his marriage was merely a temporary one. Whiaalre, appearing to
find his voice at last, asked Guy's permission—Wwhi@as given—to dance
with the bride, she had never felt so unhappy imlifes

Guy must have been pleased to get rid of her & Joticed he immediately
began dancing with Lorraine. Her defeated eyesoviahg their progress,
watched helplessly as he steered his partner beeobm to a door that led
to the gardens. She was so stunned by this steel fimlrealise that Andre
had manoeuvred her outside as well but in the afgdsection.

As he paused in a shadowy recess of the terraeeglainced at him in
alarmed indignation. She had no desire to be alatte Andre, and how
could she criticise Guy for going off with Lorraimeshe was guilty of a
similar crime herself?

'I'd like to go back," she said quickly. 'Pleasadre!

'In a moment,' he said tersely, letting go of harkeeping one hand on her
arm. 'When you've told me why you did it, Julia.'

"You mean, why did | marry Guy?'
‘Yes.'

She didn't feel angry. Because Andre had askedichenarry him, she

believed he had a right to ask why she had chosether man. There was
an answer but she was reluctant to voice it astbidd be the first time she
had said it aloud. Yet when it fell from her ligseswas unable to stop it. 'l
love him, Andre.’

'l thought as much," he muttered bleakly, his faake but resigned, as if it
was something he had suspected for a while. '&llsdime, it is a .shock to



hear you confirm it," he said hoarsely, ‘and iidrd care for you so much, |
should have found it impossible to forgive you.'

'I'm sorry,’ she whispered, she felt inadequately.

He smiled faintly. 'So am ha mie but against Guy | could never hope to
win.'

If only he knew the whole truth! Julia bit her Bparply as she turned to go
inside again. She had no wish to stay with Andrg langer, for fear of
revealing something which was better left unsaid.

Andre, though, begged her to remain. The happyebaidd the rejected
suitor.' His eyes lightened whimsically. 'We mustk& an odd pair! Come
and have one last drink with m@a petite then you can leave me to drown
my sorrows alone.'

How could she refuse? Besides, Guy was nowhere seén and she had no
wish to go searching for him and perhaps find hith \Wworraine in his arms.
A light buffet complete with drinks had been set onithe moonlit lawns as
well as in the house, and she allowed Andre togghe towards it.

The grounds were extensive and more elaboratettiose at I'Ejienne, but
when she commented on this Andre merely said thet ¢duld do a lot
more there if he wanted to. He seemed disinclineddke comparisons, and
Julia felt she had been tactless.

There was a crowd round the buffet which was aedran the paved area
beside the swimming pool. The people good-humouwrkglhting for food
were mostly young. Julia was thankful that she dottiisee a familiar face
and that no one appeared to connect her with theGgly Guerard had
married.

Even so, she was relieved when Andre suggestedvaited by the pool
while he fetched their drinks. It was incrediblgstjas he was turning away,
that two young men, joking boisterously if innodgntvith each other,
should catch her inadvertently and knock her inte i



As Julia sank under the water, at the deep endyesduel cries of alarm. Then
Andre dived in, pulling her out, whipping her uphis arms as she choked
and her legs crumpled under her. Not many peoptk de®n what had
happened, and the few who had, he brushed asideg alith the two
remorseful boys as he carried Julia back to theéou

He went in by a side door. It was over so quicliylja didn't quite realise
what had happened until she found herself beingpid gently on Andre's
bed. Hitting the water at an awkward angle seemdlyoto have stunned
her and for a few moments she scarcely knew wherevss.

'I'm sorry, ma mie!"Andre, clearly in some state of shock himself, was
babbling. 'Speak to me! Tell me you are all rigit§ she gulped and
nodded, he began tearing off her wet dress. tligoyou something else to
wear.' He averted his eyes quickly from her neaked body and stumbled
in the direction of a closet.

'I—I shouldn't be here!" Julia gasped, trying bedlt to cover herself,
wondering frantically what she was going to do aliear dress.

Andre searching distractedly through his wardradmynded indistinct. 'l
couldn't leave you down there! For one thing, Gwuldn't have thanked
me, not after all the publicity in the papers tadiyvould only have been
moments before someone recognised you, and thdatthveuld have been
in the fire!"

Julia couldn't argue against such logic, she wiisted dazed. Her hair
seemed to have suffered no ill affects. She wagimgd tightly coiled
about her small head and the water hadn't had tonpenetrate. If Andre
could put her dress in a tumbler-drier she mightble to go downstairs
again in a few minutes.

She suggested this after wrapping herself tightlthe bathrobe he brought
her, and he agreed. It was unfortunate that asshetb pick up her dress
from the floor at her feet, he diverted impulsivedykiss her, and in the same
instant, the door crashed open and Guy strode in.



His voice was like a minor explosion, smashing ititem sidewaysMon
Dieu—what the hell's going on!

'Wait a minute!" Andre involuntarily flung a protee arm around Julia's
shoulders. 'l don't know what's on your mind . . .'

It looked like murder, if the darkness of Guy'sdagas anything to go by.
Julia struggled to her feet with a strangled dryds coming down . . .'

'‘After—what?'
‘Take it easy!" Andre intervened hotly. "You'rergptoo far.'

'‘Not as far as you'd go if | had more time." Guyatted while Andre
stepped back warily.

Guy's anger was knife-edged. Like Andre, Juliseggtd, falling back on the
bed, which seemed to incense him further. Viciotmyswept her from it,
carrying her to his car. He must have known theskdairly well for he
never faltered. He went out through a rear entramck as they had been
some of the last to arrive, there was no otherckehn the way to prevent
them leaving almost immediately.

Julia, crushed by the fierceness of his arms atictisiled from the pool,
was feeling very fragile. The force he had usedhtast her into the car
hadn't helped either.

'‘Guy?' she whispered, sudden tears in her eyes.

No answer.

'Won't you listen?' she begged. It took a lot avedo speak at all, for she
had never seen him so furious.

'Shut up!

'l..."she made another attempt.



'If you say one more word," he snarled, 'so helplmeght kill you!

She couldn't remember a journey being as longddemp underthings dried
but felt sticky and uncomfortable, and while Andréathrobe provided
warmth it was a constant reminder of what had hapgpeWhat was to
happen now? she wondered miserably. Was Guy abdltdw her out and
terminate their marriage? Perhaps he had every taghe furious, finding
her in Andre's room, but it seemed to Julia thah&e been very keen to
jump to the wrong conclusions. If he had waitedvduldn't have been
difficult to have convinced him he had completeligjondged the situation.

On arriving at I'Ejienne, although the stress ef $lient journey had shaken
her, Julia was able to walk into the house. Guy@smer was calm, but she
could feel his eyes burning into her back as hievad her, and somehow
his grim control frightened her.

As he didn't attempt to help, or even touch heg, lsbped to escape to her
own room, once they were inside, but as she mawedrtls the stairs, his
hands swiftly grasped her, and her nervousnessdfléao panic as he
savagely dragged her to the kitchen.

'‘Now," he snapped harshly, 'off with that robe!"

No way was she going to parade in front of him vpithctically nothing on.
'l will—upstairs!" she protested hoarsely.

He merely smiled, or at least his lips stretched. tAough he almost
welcomed her defiance, he ripped the offending gatrfrom her shoulders
and flung it into the stove. Horrified, Julia wagchthe flames devouring it
hungrily before he closed the door.

‘That was Andre's!" she gasped.

"Il reimburse him," he snapped.

Suddenly, with another gasp of horror, realising sfas nearly naked, Julia
whirled from him, but he caught her up in his alagsain.



‘You aren't going any more places without me torighr ever,' he said
bitterly. 'Perhaps | can discover how far yourrfideAndre has violated my
rights!'

'He hasn't...'

Her protest was cut off by his mouth. He negotidledstairs swiftly and she
didn't get her breath back until they reached ds. Without ceremony he
dropped her in the middle of the huge bed andviadldh Pulling her roughly
into his arms, he turned her face up to meet hmsg, though she was
trembling with fear, she could offer no resistanide. watched her lying
there, studying the helpless appeal in her eyds total indifference, and
when the searing possession of his mouth agaiegasr lips, hot flames
shot through her veins, melting her bones and hgriher flesh with a
feverish heat. She shuddered as he cradled her dteadprecise angle,
making escape impossible.

Longing shivered through her as his shaking fingpeished their way under
her bra and he began deliberately making love to $iee could hear his
breathing quicken, feel his heart pounding in test, but some of the
terrible anger seemed to leave him. Faintly shegeised that passion was
taking them both over, and she tried desperatelyetoper her own
responses so she could find enough strength totposhway.

When he had made love to her before, it had béightao the finish and she
had wanted the next time to be different. She hadted Guy to be in love
with her, as she was with him, now she knew thiddcoever be. He loved
Lorraine, she was the woman he cared for. He v&ssig his wife merely as
an act of revenge for dragging him from Lorrainel ahe party, and for
attempting to besmirch his good name.

'‘Guy!" her hands thrust weakly against his distdribeartbeat. 'Please won't
you listen?'

'‘No." Having eased from her slightly to throw oif§ Bhirt, he completed the
action. When the rest of his clothes hit the fl@bre gasped.



He crouched over her, his hard maleness more domihan she had

allowed for. Her traitorous senses began swimmgtha banked desire in
his eyes scorched her helpless limbs. A hand saepther bare stomach,
knocking the breath from her lungs, then his arnmeyewaround her,

enclosing her fiercely as his hard body descen&b@. was gathered so
tightly to him, she could feel his racing heartigrg her into a kind of mad

stampede.

'If | teach you nothing else,’ she heard him muttarsely, 'l will teach you
how to be a faithful wife!"

Then the telephone rang. There was an extensidhébped and he let it
ring. When it didn't stop he swore under his breatt lifted the receiver.
'Yes?' he barkedMon dieu!'after a second. 'You have a nerve!

Julia realised it must be Andre, although she aguidake out what he was
talking about. Her blood ran cold as she noted $ugturning anger.

While she was weighing her chances of getting tjinathe door before she
was caught, she was startled to hear him snap, Sdgwshe was knocked
into the pool and was half unconscious when youhgotout. Why didn't
you tell me?"

Another pause. 'Yes, | agree, it was my own fdultouldn't listen, but |
seem to go crazy where Julia is concerned. N&kd yaur word for it and
apologise. I'm very grateful. Now, if you'll excuse, | have to apologise to
Julia as well.’

As he made to end the conversation, Andre addedetbimy more,
something which appeared to stun him to compldenee. Julia forgot
about running away as she watched a muscle fl&sifaw and heard him
exclaim thickly, 'She does?'

Whatever Andre had said must have had a pecufectefn him, for he was
still looking dazed as he laid down the phone.

'‘Guy?'



He didn't answer her low-voiced appeal. Insteadengoved himself from
the bed to shrug into his dressing-gown. Then, faie hard and pale, he
pulled a sheet gently up over Julia, covering tlaedness she had
somehow completely forgotten about before he sandagain.

Julia found his silence even more frightening thidrad been before. 'What
did Andre say to you?' she whispered.

She laid a quick hand on his arm, an unconscidus$geching gesture. As
his glance fell on it, a spasm of pain crosseddus. 'He said you loved me.’

'Oh . . ." Julia lowered her head, feeling whohwlsen. For a brief moment
she had feared she was going to hear that Andragssdted she loved him,
but from relief her mind swung dizzily to anguigHow Guy must be
laughing at her! Hurt bred a recklessness she ntiddntrol. Well, let him
have the last laugh— didn't he deserve it? Whai thgd she to feel badly
done by?

'He was speaking the truth,” as she spoke she layd sharply drawn
breath but was unable to look at him. 'I've lovexd yalmost from the
beginning. It was because | loved you so much lttwaed to leave you. |
planned to get out of your life, but everything wemong.'

‘Julia!" he attempted to interrupt, but she woulbit'him.

With tears streaming down her cheeks, she gaspeti@nently. ‘'Instead of
leaving you free to marry Lorraine, you were forégedmarry me. I'm an
encumbrance you're saddled with permanently.’

‘Julia!" This time she had to pause, as suddenbahght her to him with a
kind of desperate determination. 'You don't knovatyou're talking about!
| never wanted Lorraine or any other woman, only.y@on't cry,ma mi¢'
he implored huskily, when her tears refused to.s¥qu're the only one I've
ever loved— or wanted to be saddled with permapgmié added, with a
shaken hint of humour.

'‘But," Julia's confusion grew, 'how can you speékowing me when
Lorraine rang this afternoon and said you're géinget a divorce?'



'‘Why didn't you say something?' Guy stared at Hatenface, his own grim.
'She was making it up.’

Suddenly it didn't seem to matter any more. Hey delsire was to remove
the strain and despair from his eyes, and, inchgdibseemed only she

could do it. Compulsively she moved against hirelifg his muscles tense
as she clung to him, letting him see somethindhefrtaked longing in her
eyes. 'l love you, Guy,' she whispered, 'l wantut'the rest of her words
were lost as his mouth came down fiercely on heasting her lips and

staking a claim she knew he would never relingui$ten he was once again
lying beside her, his hands making short work efrtblothing, and roaming

feverishly over her, leaving trails of fire on elin.

If the first time had brought little more than pamow his caresses filled her
with ecstatic pleasure. And as they kissed, withualy mounting passion,
banked- down fires blazed to the heat of a furndeskissed her lips and the
pink crests of her breasts until her fingers cudedvulsively into his thick
dark hair to hold him tightly against her. For aebiinstant she tried to
control a spinning world, but the warmth and ligimd sensation he was
creating within her won and mindlessly she gavaediéup to the exquisite
frenzy generating between them. Her body yearnerkfease, but he made
her wait, as though he couldn't deny himself oniexigating moment. He
moved to pull her even closer in his arms whilelipis tormented her until
she cried out in frustration.

'‘Guy . . .I'" she moaned helplessly, and just whHenthought she couldn't
stand it any longer, he gave her what she craveath ¥Wdeep groan he
lowered himselfover her and she whispered his nagaé and again as he
possessed her, carrying her far beyond the redlorslimary pleasure into a
timeless oblivion.

They must have slept afterwards, exhausted, limiiwieed, scarcely
moving. Julia woke to find him watching her, th@es on his face
miraculously erased, his hard mouth softened, cbhg tender. Her head
was pillowed on his shoulder and his arm aroundweaast. Wonderingly,
she raised a hand to his cheek, loving the rasgsdfeard against her palm,
not wanting to be in any other place.



'‘Don't leave me,' she implored suddenly, knowing &buld never lose him
now.

He kissed her several times before he answeredhaagh seeking to
reassure her as he murmured teasingly, 'If | reneecdrrectlyma mig you
were planning to leave me. | never had any intentibleaving you. | love
you too much.’

She still found it difficult to take in. 'Are yows?"

'Yes.' The admission came rawly from his throat artcemor ran through
him.

'If only I'd known," tears of regret stung her eyagat a lot of bother it
would have saved!

'l would scarcely call it bothehien-aimé¢' he told her wryly, then added so
harshly that her eyes widened apprehensively, § wagh with you—I
doubt if I shall ever forgive myself.’

'It was my fault,’ she insisted. Hating to seednregance leaving him, even
for a moment, she pressed her lips adoringly tcharsl cheek. 'If | hadn't
come here and planned to creep into your bed . . .'

"You really intended doing that?'

Because he was listening at last, she noddegldrfthed to, but before I fell
asleep | knew | wouldn't.’

'So," his brow creased as he put a small spacesbatthem to gaze at her,
‘what then?'

'l remember thinking | might just run away.’
'‘But not to Andre?’

'No," she breathed painfully, 'but | have no proof.



He looked deep into her beautiful eyes, his ownsivigping. 'l believe you,
mignonn¢ he said slowly yet grimly, 'but do you believe mvhen | say
Lorraine has been feeding you a lot of lies? I'egem been her lover, or
loved her.'

'Yes," Julia was suddenly so sure she didn't Hesitarust you.'

‘It seems we trust each other." His face lightepiegeptibly, he kissed her
again. 'Which must be the ultimate test of trueloathering her closer, he
murmured thickly, 'l lost my head completely thegit, something I'd never
done before. You responded so ardently, | forgeas the first time for you
until it was too late. And I'm afraid,’ he confessemy regrets were
short-lived. In fact, | welcomed what had happeagd gave me an excuse
to insist you married me immediately.’

Colour crept adoringly under Julia's skin as shispdred, 'I'm glad you did,

but I thought you'd married me only from a sensleasfour, not because you
loved me. Guy—' she paused uncertainly, 'l knowdea't have to talk

about Lorraine again, but there is one thing sieewhich still bothers me.

She said you'd promised my father you would lod&rahe.'

'‘No!" he denied curtly, but his face softened witiderstanding as Julia's
went pale. Gently he caressed the colour back teheeks as he assured
her, 'Again Lorraine could only have been guesdingpn't say | wouldn't
have given your father such a promise, but'he nasieed me. Naturally he
didn't anticipate dying so young, and he did malmeskind of provision for
you, even if it is taking a while to come throudjla, it was simply because
Mavis begged me to and | have a strong sense dfyfdhat | came to
London to look you up.’

'Only that?'

He stared into her puzzled eyes as though he reagity drown in them,
then confessed tightly, 'l had every intentionrofiing you to live with us
as you were so young and Mavis wanted it. Thisl] a@s you well knowmna

cherig but as soon as | saw you | felt extremely wamyabn't sure what it
was, but something about you appeared to threateritherto orderly
existence. Why do you think," his brows quirkedioally, T was in such a



hurry to marry you off? | was acting, for the fitshe | could remember,
without total reason. After Pierre | gave up trytogget rid of you, although
| still refused to face the truth. Your kisses$ liace darkened, 'were
becoming like a wine | couldn't do without, but e\adter I'd prevented you
from working for Leon, | wouldn't admit | loved you

T felt the same way,' Julia admitted softly, heesghyly meeting his. 'l

knew | loved you more than Pierre or Andre or amyelse, but | wouldn't

face up to it because | believed you were for LiagaThat's why | wanted

to work for Leon and why | went out with Andre. aw/just trying to escape.
When you wouldn't let me and | realised it waslade, | decided crazily to

come here. | thought if I was found in your bed, yeould be so furious and
disgusted you would throw me out. | was going tordwe some money from

you to tide me over until | made some, and | imadigiou would be so eager
to get rid of me you would agree.’

'Instead,’ he groaned, ‘it had the opposite effgidn't you realisemna mig
once I'd possessed you, you could never have afedype force on earth
could have taken you from me.’

'‘Guy," she whispered, shaken by the passion imdicg, 'why were you so
determined not to admit your feelings?'

'l was afraid to," he muttered. "You were so yodagpne thing, and | was
too old for you. | knew you were attracted to mat, dvery time | kissed you
| felt | was taking advantage of your inexperienSeeing you with Andre
nearly drove me wild, but that was what made menawgkedge that |
couldn't let you go. | think | came to I'Ejiennefight one last battle with
myself, but before | ever got here, if," he smii@dtly, 'my small, concealed
passenger had been able to read my thoughts, shie Wwave known I'd
already given in. | was going to return the next dad beg you to become
my wife.’

"You wouldn't have needed to beg,’ she cried, enttbbear seeing even a
fleeting hint of vulnerability on his proud, darkde. 'l love you so much.'



'‘And | you," he muttered thickly, his eyes devogriner, lingering so
sensuously on her soft curves that she was imnedgliednscious of desire
stirring again.

'Oh, darling,’ she murmured helplessly, a sens@ppiness and excitement
making her eyes shine.

That isn't a smug smile on your face, by any charteeexclaimed. Then, as
she sobered instantly. 'Oina mig | was only teasing. I'm going to look after
you for the rest of your life, and although it msgund trite, I'm going to
make sure you never stop smiling.'

Her arms tightened round his neck, her heart bgatinloudly she thought
he must hear it. Because she just wanted to ntelhim, she forced herself
to say unsteadily, 'There's so much to talk about.'

‘Later," muttered Guy, his dominant side takingragain as he crushed her
to him, and began making a sensuous assault omth. 'All | need to
know now is that you'll never stop loving me.’

Murmuring it again and again, Julia knew it was ranpise she would
always be able to keep, and as her body and micahte one with his, she
knew she had reached one of the ultimate peakassign and contentment.
The other might be when she bore his son, butwhaatfor the future. And
this she could face with supreme courage, knowiitly @ertainty that their
love would grow and flourish and that nothing codéstroy it.



