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Lust-was that all their marriage meant? Gemma&iogiship with Nathan
was in tatters, but her love for him remained it¥s&ee was going to win him
back! However, Nathan refused to accept that thl lbetween them was
anything but sexual attraction, and Gemma knew hisaterrible past had
turned his heart to stone. She was asking for aaabey but it was
possible-wasn't it?-that one could still happen rbat she suspected that
she was carrying Nathan's precious child....



PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS IN THIS BOOK

GEMMA SMITH WHITMORE: when the man whom she had believed
was her father dies, Gemma discovers a pricelesx lpal, the Heart of
Fire, and a photograph which casts doubt on hérndeatity. In search of
her mother, Gemma sets off for Sydney, meeting &taWhitmore. Nathan,
charmed by Gemma's vulnerability, seduces theniesatrer. Happily,
Gemma unearths the secret of the Heart of Fire wdra her real parents
were. But now her marriage to Nathan is in tattbesause it seems he's
unable to love...

NATHAN WHITMORE: adopted son of Byron Whitmore. After a
desperately troubled childhood, Nathan has becomthless and
emotionally controlled. Can he rediscover his haad save his marriage?

CELESTE CAMPBELL: head of the Campbell Jewels empire, Celeste
had been regarded as a beautiful predator, n@t toyed with in business or
love. But this exterior hid a broken heart, untiesfound her real love,
Byron Whitmore, and her long-lost daughter.

BYRON WHITMORE: patriarch of the Whitmore family, his unhappy,
loveless marriage to Irene came to a tragic end.®w he has found
Celeste again, and their daughter.

DAMIAN CAMPBELL: younger brother of Celeste, Damian is interested
only in self-gratification and sexual pleasure. d¢éesn't care who he hurts
in their pursuit—even himself...

LENORE LANGTRY: ex-wife of Nathan and mother to Kirsty, Lenore
has found love in the arms of top Sydney lawyechaay Marsden.



THE STORY SO FAR...

After her father's death, Gemma leaves the outbackydney to find out
the truth about her mother, and to sell her prgsldiscovery, a flawless
black opal. On her journey, she meets Nathan Whipntbe acting head of
Whitmore Opals, who offers her a reward for thecklapal, which was
stolen from his adoptive father twenty years befétghly attracted by
Gemma's vulnerability, Nathan sets out to seduak taen marry her.
Gemma's life is turned upside down.

Though marriage to Nathan, who remains enigmateigbis feelings and
his past, is difficult, Gemma knows she loves Himnly she could find the
same kind of contentment as other members of thénvére household:
she's witnessed Jade, Nathan's adoptive sistérjnfdbve with Kyle

Gainsford, while Melanie, the family housekeepeas tet go of terrible
memories and married Royce Grantham. And look Wwhapened to Ava,
Byron's sister, and gorgeous Australian-Italianiessman, Vince Morelli!

Gemma finds her real mother and father right orolser doorstep: it's hard

for her to accept that she's the result of a ndyerg love between Celeste
Campbell and Byron Whitmore! However, Gemma's raggito Nathan is

falling apart. Perhaps the gossips are right—Nath@asn't have a heart?
But miracles have already happened for Gemma arse thround her—is it

too much to ask for just one more?
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CHAPTER ONE

THE premiere of a new play by Nathan Whitmore had bexquite an event
in Sydney over the past few years. It was nothingee the Prime Minister
of Australia as well as other heads of state rplith their wives, not to
mention a good supply of the sort of socialites eel@brities who graced
the pages of the tabloids and women's magaziney etreer week.

Gemma surveyed the famous faces in the crowd gatheithe foyer with a
sincere lack of interest or awe. Fame as such didmpress her. Why
should it? There was a time—not very long ago—ws$tawould not have
recognised a single famous face here tonight, andife had not been any
the less for it.

'Smile, Mrs Whitmore,' one of the plethora of plyraphers directed her
way. 'And you too, Ms Campbell.’

'Smile, Gemma,' Celeste hissed under her breakths Was your idea,
remember? | did warn you not to come, but now yoatre here, you must
grin and bear it.’

Both women smiled and Gemma wondered what the ghegpber would
say if he knew he was not just taking a photogm@dtis Celeste Campbell
and Mrs Nathan Whitmore, but mother and daughter.

There was no doubt that the news would set Sydisegisl set on its ear,
especially if it were also publicly revealed thaerfdma's father-in-law,
Byron Whitmore, was Gemma's biological father af.we

The long-standing feud between the glamorous lanlgs bof Campbell
Jewels and the handsome head of Whitmore Opalsfuedidd many a
discussion over the years. An affair gone sour badn whispered at
occasionally, but no one could have guessed aeftr@ordinary set of
circumstances which had brought about Gemma's, bdith subsequent
stealing as a baby by a man who thought he wafatiesr, but who wasn't,
and her final return into the lives of her realgrds twenty years later.



It had only been three days since Gemma had foutithe truth, yet already
she had forged a bond with her father and mothedrwias astonishingly
close and full of love. They were both tremendoespbe, in her opinion.

Not saints, of course, either of them, but basycgtiod souls with deeply
caring natures who only wanted the best for traigtlost daughter. The
added news that they were finally going to get redrhad made Gemma

very happy.

Her own marriage was another matter...

Gemma's stomach began churning. Her plan to gdéiaNdiack had seemed
a good one in theory. In practice, it was dangerand risky and
nerve-racking. But what alternative did she havk® Bved Nathan more
than life itself and felt sure that he loved heclhadespite everything. She
couldn't let cruel twists of fate and unfortunatessumderstandings destroy
their marriage. Certainly not now, when she mighggibly be pregnant.

'What's taking Byron so long?' she said worriediigrahe photographer had
scuttled away. 'l hope he's not trying to play pea@ker between Nathan
and me. | asked him not to meddle.’

'Please give Byron more credit for intelligencenththat, Gemma. He

realises any influence he has over Nathan is atvaebb at the moment.
Nathan was far from impressed to find out Byron siagt with me while he

was still a married man. Then when he added thatves® going to get

married...' Celeste's eyes rolled expressively.séld Nathan stared at him
as though he were mad.’

Gemma sighed. 'Poor Byron. He deserves betterthi@drirom Nathan.'

'Yes, he does. Frankly, Gemma, everyone deserviter iban they're
getting from Nathan. Why you still love him aftehat he's done amazes
me. Keeping my identity from you was despicableugig but when | think
how he.. .he —'

"You promised not to speak of that again,” Gemnakédin sharply. 'You
know that Nathan was out of his head when he dit thl can forgive and
forget, why can't you?"



Celeste pursed disapproving lips. 'I'm sorry, butah't abide a man
perpetrating any violence against a woman, no mattat the provocation.
Still,  won't mention it again. It's your life andan see you're determined to
try to save your marriage.'

'‘And you promised to help me any way you could.’
'‘God knows why," Celeste muttered.

Gemma reached out and gently touched her mothéneowrist. '‘Because
you love me?' she said softly.

Celeste was stunned by the rush of maternal latdlttoded her heart, tears
pricking her eyes. Blinking madly, she nodded aekedgement of this,
squeezing her daughter's hands before finding dieev'l suppose I'll just
have to take your word for it that Nathan is wdrgiting for and not the
coldest, most cynical bastard I've ever laid eyes o

‘Lenore thinks he's worth it,” Gemma argued witjut intensity. 'And she
was married to him for twelve years.'

Celeste sighed. 'Whatever his faults, he certakmgws how to inspire
loyalty in his wives.'

'He's only had two!"' Gemma protested.

'So far. If he divorces you as he says he's gaintipat leaves the field clear
for number three.'

‘Nathan and | won't be getting a divorce,’ Gemnidwéh a stubborn set of
her mouth. 'And there won't be any number three!

'‘Oh? And how do you intend to change his mind?'
'By whatever means are at my disposal.’

'Mmm..." Celeste gave Gemma the once-over, a sard@am coming into
her eyes as they carefully assessed her appeallamas.at a loss earlier on



to understand what you hoped to achieve comingtbarght. Now | see it's
not your attending the play you had in mind butphety afterwards.’

Gemma felt a guilty heat seep into her cheekslieitrsfused to succumb to
embarrassment over her appearance, or shame oydaheNathan was her
husband, after all! Besides, she wasn't nearlyragopatively dressed as
she'd seen Celeste on occasions. OK, so her re@ cheess was very
form-fitting, the wide beaded belt emphasising heur-glass figure. And

yes, the deep V neckline showed clearly that shentvavearing a bra. But
that was hardly a crime these days, was it?

'l only want to talk to him," she lied outrageouslycan't achieve anything
unless I talk to him, can 1?'

'People who play with fire often get burnt,” Cedestarned softly. 'l should
know. I've been there, done that.’

'‘And you ended up with the man you love, | notit€&mma said. 'l aim to
do the same.’

Celeste blinked in surprise at the hard edge indaeighter's voice, till it

came to her that Gemma was a chip off the old biBokh her parents were
pigheaded people who didn't know when to quit. 8lngost felt sorry for

Nathan.

'‘Ah.. .here's Byron now.' Celeste smiled and linkechs with him. 'We
thought you'd got lost, darling. How are thingskstage?'

'Everyone's a bundle of nerves. Except Nathan,oafse. That man had
nerves of steel.’

And a heart of steel, Celeste thought, but declineshy so.
'What did he say about me?' Gemma asked nervously.

'Not a word.'



Gemma looked and felt crestfallen. 'Does.. .dodsnlogv I'm here, and that
I'm going to the party afterwards?’

'l did mention it in passing, but he didn't seencdoe one way or the other.
To be honest, I'm a little shocked at Nathan's dstaver this divorce
business. I've never known him to be so inflexibleso unfeeling. It's as
though he's retreated behind some hard shell tihing can penetrate.’

‘That's just a facade he hides behind,” Gemmadstatel did her best to
believe it. Because if she didn't, what then?

'It's time we went inside, isn't it?' Celeste jumhpe, deciding a change of
subject was called for when she saw a stricken lmwoknentarily flash
across her daughter's eyes. God, if that bastatdauagain, she was going
to kill him with her bare hands, something she wagable of. All those
years of martial arts training had to be good tansthing!

‘The bell hasn't gone,' Byron replied. 'But yes,added quickly on seeing
Celeste's withering glance, 'l think we might go in

A photographer snapped the three of them as thésedianto the theatre,
Celeste and Byron flashing him a quick smile. Geranfiace, however,
reflected an inner misery that she could not hitks. faith in her plan was
already crumbling, as was her faith in Nathan'® Ifor her.

Their seats were in the middle of the fifth rowrfréhe front, the best seats
in the house. As the play's producer, Byron hag@ssto this whole row if
he wanted. He'd offered seats to both Jade andbAwahey had declined to
come in protest over Nathan's unreasonable behatoswards Gemma.
Both women had declared they would never speaintabain till he came
to his senses.

Gemma sat down and began flicking through the progne booklet Byron
had bought her on arrival, anything to still thétérdlies in her stomach. The
sight of her husband's face staring out at heggdtter for a second.

The black and white photograph brought a hardreebstiooks that she had
never noticed before. He'd always looked like algnlgod to her, with hair



the colour of wheat, skin like bronze satin, a silealy handsome face, a
highly sensual mouth and the most beautiful gregseNow, those eyes
stared out at her with all the warmth of a wintelasvn, a slight arching of
his left eyebrow adding a cynical edge to theidogkpression, as did the
twisted curve of his half-smile.

Oh, how she'd always hated it when he smiled alikeethat, as though he
knew things about the world that she was not yetypto. Nathan had
always declared the world a rotten place full oftew people. He was
cynical through and through about the human rae,the female sex in
particular, probably because of the wicked, evepraleed women who had
played vital roles during his growing-up years.

First there had been his mother, a spoiled riathbitho had left home as a
teenager to live a life of debauchery, drugs atal self-indulgence. Nathan
had been illegitimate, his father unknown to hird gonssibly to his mother,
who had spent her entire life going from loverdedr, orgy to orgy, trip to
trip.

Gemma had heard about Nathan's mother from ses@redes—though not
Nathan himself. He never talked about the pastafgtly, she had put him
in his first boarding-school at the age of eiglggtjing him out whenever
her latest lover left her or vice versa, then pgttiim back in school once a
new man came on the scene. After she died of adreigilose when Nathan
was sixteen, he had become a street kid up atK@mgss. When Byron had
come across him several months later Nathan haelacbeen living with
some woman old enough to be his mother, and thasensthing platonic
about the relationship. Byron had befriended thg &od, later, adopted
him.

Gemma shuddered to think what might have happeméththan if Byron
hadn't come along.

Not that Nathan's life as Byron's adopted son had been without its
problems, especially when it came to the opposite dis relationship with
the female members of his adoptive family seemedydirom what she'd
gathered, and his shotgun marriage to Lenore helde®m a raving success,
even if his plays were. By the time Gemma had nahah early this year



when he was out at Lightning Ridge on an opal-bgiyiip, he'd become a
rather world-weary thirty-five, divorced from Lemoand about to resign
from Whitmore Opals to write full-time.

From the first moment they met, Gemma had beetiymitten by his
mature handsomeness, his city glamour and smogthisti@ation, while
Nathan had seemed equally bowled over by her yolbieauty, countrified
innocence and obvious inexperience with men. Germatkainitially been
very wary of having anything to do with a divoraadn so many years older
than herself, but within a few short weeks of heming to Sydney Nathan
had seduced and married her.

Gemma had gone off on her honeymoon with many wgsabout Nathan
ringing in her ears. Not too many people had beanfident that their
marriage would work out, their view being that Nathhad only married her
for the sex.

They'd been right and they'd been wrong. Sex haykpla big part in their
relationship so far. This did not bother Gemma ashras Nathan's jealous
possessiveness, plus his tendency to treat henawe child. His extreme
cynicism was another bone of contention betweemthaong with his
obvious inability to communicate with women on aier level than the
physical.

But none of that meant he didn't really love heenttna kept believing
staunchly. He just didn't know how to express thae any other way, or
how to trust in it. Gemma believed that time woblihg about the real
intimacy and bonding she was looking for with Nath&ime and love. She
had no intention of giving up on her marriage atfihst hurdle.

OK, so it was a pretty stiff hurdle. Not many wivwesuld forgive their
husbands falsely accusing them of unfaithfulnessthan virtually raping
them. But Gemma had, after all, been the first dofpthe finger in the
matter of unfaithfulness. As for the rape.. .sheéarstood why and how that
had happened, and with the understanding had corgeéness.

Nathan had gone crazy when he'd found her in Dan@ampbell's
bedroom. Fury had turned to a violent passion whaghspun out of control



before he could stop himself. Maybe if she hadgsfied instead of lying

there in stunned horror, Nathan might have stopfedt was, his remorse
afterwards had been a palpable thing, and while i@&imad been shocked
and appalled at first, in the end she'd been ablput the unfortunate
incident into perspective.

Which was just as well, since it was possible Nathad started a baby in
her that afternoon. He'd obviously forgotten thaddhasked her to throw
away her pills the previous weekend. But throw ttaemay she had.

Most women might have revolted at a rape makingitheegnant. But once
Gemma had found it in her heart to forgive Nattse'd been consumed by
an amazing feeling of Tightness. It had also gikkena way of getting her
husband back. Hadn't he married Lenore—a womaiathe'tioved—on the
strength of a pregnancy? Surely he'd come backviteehe already loved if
she was having his baby.

Which was why she was going to the post-premiergy panight, hoping for

an opportunity to seduce her husband, thereby asarg her chance of
pregnancy, and at the same time freeing Nathan fawing to accept that
any baby she might have already conceived had $teeted on that awful
afternoon. Gemma might have forgiven Nathan foréipe but it was clear
to her that he hadn't forgiven himself. She wa® ghis was one of the
reasons he was insisting on a divorce, becauses awn self-disgust and
guilt.

'It's not a very good photo of Lenore, is it?" Gaesuddenly commented,
looking over Gemma's shoulder at the page across fine one she'd been
staring blankly at.

Gemma refocused on the booklet in her lap and exedrthe photograph of
the woman who was not only Nathan's ex-wife bub #te leading lady in
his new play.

Celeste was quite right. It was not a particuldidytering photo, though
once again the black and white print did not ddi¢gesto Lenore's vivid
beauty. In colour and in the flesh, Lenore wasistgly lovely, her bright
red hair and flashing green eyes projecting a aoke' quality which no



doubt served her well as a stage actress. Gemnginetathat from the
moment Lenore walked on stage, all eyes would tarmer as though
magnetised.

Though going on thirty-five, Lenore looked much gger, her figure still as
spectacular as her face, its model-slim tallnessed@gance adding to her
already captivating package. Gemma had alwaygdeithe by comparison.
No matter how many people complimented her preitefand eyes, no
matter how many men ogled her voluptuous curvesni@a only had to
look at Nathan's wife to feel inadequate and ioferi

Lenore's stunning sex appeal was the main reasomfadad been so quick
to believe what she had believed last Sunday, wivia$ that Nathan had
spent the weekend with his ex-wife while she'd ba#rat Lightning Ridge
trying to find some clues to her till-then missingther's identity. When
Gemma had come back unexpectedly early and foundreen their flat
with Nathan, she'd been right and ready to miswstded tragically the
seemingly shocking conversation she had overheard.

If she'd had a little more faith in her husbandige| she would have stayed
and found out that they'd been rehearsing a sedfotheir play, not
discussing their previous night's dalliance. Indte&emma had fled,
eventually to the Campbell house, thereby puttimtg imotion the awful
circumstances that had led to Nathan assaulting her

The only good thing to come out of the horrorshef past week was that she
not only found out her mother's identity, but hastdvered, with a degree
of relief, that the man who she had thought haa lbesz father all her life
and whom she had never been able to love was néather after all!

'‘Byron tells me Lenore is having an affair with Bacy Marsden," Celeste
whispered. 'Apparently, they intend to marry neséaryafter he's divorced
his wife.'

'Yes, | know.'

'She's no danger to your marriage, Gemma.'



'Yes, | know that tooNow.'
'Better late than never.'

Gemma smiled across at her mother. 'Is that howfgeluabout marrying
Byron?'

Celeste grinned. 'You'd better believe it. | caveit to hog-tie him to me
forever.'

'When's the big day?'

'‘As soon as we can arrange it. No long white deesseanything. Just a
simple ceremony. | have no patience with frippdryng age. All | want is
Byron's ring on my finger.’

'‘And all | want is my Nathan back again.’

Celeste sighed. 'Are you sure your love for thisinsanot blind, Gemma?
Do you know what you're dealing with? You were vgoung when you
married him. Just twenty. You're only a few mondtder now.'

"You were only seventeen when you fell in love vByron.'

Celeste shook her head. 'That's different.’

'How?"

'Will you two women stop whispering together?' Byroissed down the
line. The curtain's about to go up.'

Celeste patted his arm. 'Keep your shirt on, dgrlin

'It's my shirt I'm worried about," he grumbled ba€ke put a hell of a lot of
money into this play.’'

'Don't worry, if it bombs I'll sell my yacht andvgi you the proceeds.’



'l just might keep you to that!

'Sssh,’ someone in the row behind them said akgtits dimmed and the
curtain rose.

It wasn't long before everyone was silent and ptigrossed in what was
going on on stage.

Gemma soon realised why the play was calleé Woman in Blacklhe
heroine, played by Lenore, was a widow in her rhidies, whose elderly
husband had just died. Her wickedly handsome béhaep stepson showed
up at the funeral and immediately created an athergp of tingling
suspense and sexual tension. It quickly becameabyhat he had once had
an affair with his stepmother and the affair haguted in the birth of a son
who the dead husband believed was his and who svaseir to the bulk of
his estate.

Towards the end of the first half of the play thelew was once again in
danger of being seduced by her evil stepson. Hesdanher bedroom the
night after the funeral, where by some very deviaml seductive

manoeuvres he succeeded in binding her hand andofdloe bed. He was
about to cut her nightwear off with a pair of sorsswhen the curtain came
down.

'‘Good God," Celeste let out on a shuddering sigthadights came on.
Slowly, she turned wide eyes towards Gemma. 'Aadrtan who wrote that
is the man youove!'

Gemma flushed fiercely. 'It's only a play, Cele#ite.not real!
'Still....!

'My God, I'm on a winner!" Byron exclaimed excitgedlJust look at the
audience. They can't stop talking about it. | knehen | first read the
darned thing that it was a powerfully emotional anotic drama, but to see
it enacted..." He shook his head in disbelief ashdigation. ‘Lenore's quite
brilliant, isn't she? And that that chap they'vé gjaying the hero is simply
incredible!



'He's hardly a hero, Byron,' Celeste remarked drily

'You know what | mean. Besides, I'll bet theretisnivoman in this theatre
who'd say no to him if he put his slippers underbes.’

"You could be right," she said, revelling in thekaf instant jealousy that
burnt in his intense blue eyes.

'In that case, I'm not takingputo the party afterwards. That devil will be
there. Gemma can go alone!

'l doubt she'll mind that," Celeste muttered, tmgkGemma might not want
her father to see what she was up to. Despite Bypassionate nature, he
was basically a man of old-fashioned principlesvds the man's place to do
the chasing, in his opinion, not the woman's. Sedievas not supposed to
be a woman's domain. He was still coming to terntls @eleste's liberated
views and would not condone his daughter doingdaenedest to get her
husband back in her bed by the methods she obyimesint to employ later
tonight. Celeste decided it might be wise to cogwoB away from the party
afterwards as early as possible.

She didn't think she would have any trouble.

Her hand came to rest with seeming innocence othigh. 'Don't be silly,
Byron,' she said, her eyes locking on his. 'Ydwdlexpected to attend. At
least for a little while," she added, droppingVwce to a husky whisper, her
hand moving ever so slightly up his leg. 'But | seereason why we can't
slip away early. If Gemma wants to stay and talkavhan she can go home
to Belleview in a taxi.'

'"You're wicked," he groaned, but did not removehaerd.

She simply smiled. The things a mother did fordfeidren, Celeste thought
with a stab of perverse amusement.

Byron cleared his throat. 'Can |l—er—get you twoidada drink?' he
offered, his voice a little shaky.



‘That would be nice, darling," Celeste returned atfnly. ‘Champagne, |
think. Celebrations are obviously in order.’

'‘Champagne it is.’

'What are we celebrating?' Gemma asked after Bgfothem. Clearly, she
hadn't been listening to their ongoing conversation

‘The success of the play.'

Gemma grimaced. 'l suppose | should be happy farasabut I'll never like
that play. How can | when it was responsible faaiing up our marriage?'

‘The play wasn't responsible for breaking up yoarmage. Nathan was,
when he refused to listen to you, when he close®eis and ears to your
love.'

Gemma frowned as the reality of what Celeste wgsgaank in. Why had
Nathan turned his back on her love? Why? His bhamfession to having
kept her in the dark about Celeste being her mdthdibeen a deliberate act
to drive her away and make her agree to a divakaild a man genuinely
in love do that?

Her highly practical and logical brain reached &ranswer but her heart
didn't like the one it came up with. Nathan couldiove her, in that case.
Maybe he never had. Maybe everyone else was righha'd only married

her out of lust. Maybe he'd even found someone.el¥® number three
Celeste had mentioned.

Panic began to set in till Gemma remembered they Isdle might be
carrying. Could she afford to think negative thaisgleven if they were
logical ones? Love wasn't logical, she remindedéiéfrantically. Love had
never been logical. Perhaps it was shame andtbatlhad impelled him to
push her away with the only weapon he could firfthtTreport. Helid love
her. He must! For if he didn't...

God, if hedidn't!



Black thoughts swirled in her head.
"You don'thaveto go to the party afterwards,' Celeste said tuiet

Gemma blinked, her confusion clearing as she ezhtisat if there was even
the smallest chance Nathan loved her she had ¢éattak

'Oh, yes, | do," she said, her nerves calmingla I the face of having no
alternative. 'l don't have any choice.'

Celeste almost argued with her daughter, till glicalted all the stupid, crazy
things she had done in the name of love. Could m@yave dissuaded her at
the time? She doubted it.

So she remained silent, and eventually Byron retimith the champagne.
Eventually, too, the play resumed, the second halfcompelling and
shocking as the first. And eventually, the thre¢hein left the theatre to go
to the post-premiere party.



CHAPTER TWO

'WHY didn't you hold this party at Belleview?' Celeatked Byron as he
drove up the ramp of the underground car park. tNait I'm complaining,
mind. Double Bay is a lot closer than St Ives.'

'Which is precisely the answer to your questiore tast and crew have two
performances tomorrow, it being a Saturday, and wiohem live close to
the city. So when CIiff offered his place as thawe | jumped at it.'

'Who's Cliff? One of your business cronies?’

'He'd like to be. He's an American movie producéowants to buy the
rights to Nathan's play. A colleague of his snappselup earlier in the year.
When CIiff read it, he hot-footed it over here ahé was shot out of a
cannon. He's as slick as they come and thinks wssids have all come
down in the last shower when it comes to the mbwvsiness. Which we
have, in a way,' Byron finished drily.

'Don't let him have the rights to this play forddgkan five million, Byron,’
Celeste advised. 'lI've heard that's what a topeeptay commands these
days.'

'Five million, eh? You're sure that's not excesgive
‘Not at all. That play will be a big hit, be it stage or screen.'

"You're right!" Byron pronounced firmly. 'It's eBsworth five million. I'll
ask for six.'

‘That's the spirit,’ Celeste laughed.

Gemma sat silently in the back of Byron's Jagueatedul for her parents’
lively conversation. It took her mind off the evegiahead, and her mission
impossible. She wondered idly what kind of place thmerican movie
mogul had rented. A large harbour- side apartmshg& supposed. A
penthouse, even.



When Byron turned down a quiet Double Bay stredtauiled into the kerb
outside an outlandishly huge Mediterranean-styléeamtuccoed mansion,
her eyes almost popped out of her head. She waniltiave believed that
any home could make Belleview pale by comparisam,she was wrong.
This particular place dwarfed. Byron's home in s@édid it for opulence,
and made her realise that, while money could ngtduerything, it could
buy a hell of a lot!

Celeste must have been having similar thoughts.

'If he can afford a place like this, Byron,' sh&lses they climbed out of the
car, 'then six million will be just a drop in theean.’

A security guard checked their identities at theegathen let them inside.

Gemma was all eyes as they made their way thrdwglushly tropical front

garden—complete with fountain—up some statue-listegps and on to an
arched portico that was at least twenty feet wittt @od knew how long. It
disappeared into the dim distance as did the rahgh-building itself. The

ceramic pots lining the covered veranda at regatarvals were enormous
and alone would have cost a small fortune.

Byron moved over to ring the front doorbell whilei®ma turned to admire
the gushing fountain from the top of the steps.

'If only Ma could see this place,’ she muttered.

'Have you told Ma about me yet?' Celeste askeddueghter on hearing her
mention her old neighbour out at Lightning Ridge.

Gemma nodded. 'l wrote to her last night. She'sgyod be tickled pink
when she finds out Byron is my father. | think glleays rather fancied
him.'

'Did she, now?' Celeste said archly. 'l thinkhdlve to put a stop to all those
opal-buying trips dear Byron goes on. I've nevdrsstubed to the theory
that absence makes the heart grow fonder. I'm imol@ed to believe out
of sight out of mind, especially where the male isssoncerned!



Gemma laughed. 'Ma's about seventy, Celeste. t tlunk you have to
worry on that score.'

'‘Worry?' Byron butted in. 'What are you worried abh@demma? Look, I'm
sure Nathan will come round eventually. Give thg bome time and he'll
see sense.'

Byron's reminder of why she had come to this partyght a resurgence of
nerves to Gemma's stomach. Her confidence slippethar notch and it
took all of her courage not to turn and run away.

‘Nathan is not a boy, Byron,' Celeste advisedytatind we weren't talking
about him, anyway. Did you ring the doorbell?'

Right at that moment, the heavy front door was glupen and a big,
barrel-chested man with a ruddy face and thick evhdir appeared, a glass
of whisky in one hand and a cigar in the other.

'‘Byron, my man!" he boomed in a broad American aicckve been waiting
for you to show up. Everyone else has been hemevidiile. What kept you?'

"The Press.'

Cliff laughed. 'l saw them swarming all over yoteafvards. | gather they
were keen on the play?’

‘Very keen.'

'How could they not be?' the American enthusede ‘@amned thing was
brilliant! If you don't sell me the rights, I'll ka to throw myself off your
Gap.'.

Gemma was startled by this mention of a ratherrimise Sydney suicide
spot since she hadn't really been tuned into ttezahange. Her mind had
been elsewhere.

Byron merely laughed. 'That's a bit drastic. I'meswe could be persuaded
to sell at the right price. Have you a spare sifioni or so?'



'Six million! Why, you Aussie rogue, you! But leti®t talk money matters
on the front doorstep. I'm much better at negatratifter a pint or two of
Southern Comfort. And with a bit of luck, you wobé&," he chuckled.

'‘Come in, ladies, come in," Cliff continued expagli, and threw an
appreciative glance first at Celeste, then at Genifmeo women, Byron?'
he joked as he ushered the threesome into theosisat@rracotta-tiled foyer.
'l thought you were a conservative widower. Is thiside to you | haven't
seen before?'

Byron gave him a look of mock horror. 'Good lordiffCone woman is
enough for me to handle, especially one like tht&' linked arms with
Celeste and drew her, forward. 'Let me introduce fragicée, Celeste
Campbell. Celeste, this is Cliff Overton.’

Celeste shook his hand and smiled with mischiegedsictiveness.

Cliff whistled. 'l see what you mean, Byron. Andatgithis gorgeous young
thing?' he said on turning to Gemma. 'l don't lesaéing you on stage
tonight, honey, yet someone as lovely-looking as e must surely be an
actress. | could set up a screen test for youpu ke, he whispered
conspiratorially.

'‘Back off, Cliff,” Byron said, putting a protectivem around Gemma's
shoulder. 'Gemma doesn't want to be an actresgmwdove?’

'‘Gemmal! What a fantastic stage name!" Cliff gusbedbefore Gemma
could get a word in edgeways. 'And so individudl.iAneeds is the right
surname. | can see it in lights now. GEMMA STONE.'

Celeste and Gemma rolled their eyes at each othée Byron's mouth
thinned. 'Gemma is Nathan's wife," he informedydtildoubt he would like
to see her name in lights.’

The American's broad grin faded to a puzzled frd®heis? But | thought
Nathan was divorced. | mean, he—er—well, never rhimel shrugged. 'l
must have got it wrong. Nice to meet you, Gemmau st be very proud
of that genius husband of yours. Thats@meplay he's written. Not to



mention directed. | wonder if he'd consider comimgdollywood to direct
the movie. What do you think, Byron?'

"You'll have to ask Nathan that. He's his own nigmesume he's here?"

Their host looked oddly disconcerted again. 'Er—s.yeyes, he is.
Somewhere...'

'Perhaps we could go and find him, then?' Byrorgsestgd, and Gemma's
stomach clenched down hard. Suddenly, she didmt twasee Nathan. Not
here. Not with a lot of other people around. Sihe'dn stupid to come.

Her spirits sinking with each step, she followed tthers down the wide
tiled corridor to find herself eventually standing an archway that
overlooked a huge sunken living area full of lamgfitalking, drinking,

smoking partygoers. Music played in the backgrodmough only one
couple was dancing. Lively conversation and thgacette haze filled the
air.

The first person Gemma spotted was Lenore, whosteasling, arm in arm
with her leading man, surrounded by a rather laggeup of people.
Everyone was drinking champagne and generally fa@pkery happy and
excited. When Lenore spotted Gemma too, her #@@ttion was a worried
frown and a darting glance down the other end efrdtom. Gemma's eyes
followed, and what she saw made her breath catdteimthroat and her
insides flip right over.

Nathan was sitting on a large padded leather gofd.the beautiful blonde
curled up next to him was hardly acting like a phat acquaintance. She
was all over him like a rash and Nathan wasn't imgrtier off.

Gemma's mouth went dry as she watched her huslaarttiforward to pick
up a drink from the table in front of them, laugiiand smiling with his
companion as they shared the glass. When he brishedmpanion's hair
with his lips Gemma was almost sick on the spotddealy, he looked up
over the blonde's head, straight at the archway $iti@ight into Gemma's
appalled face. Without acknowledging her, he loolk&dhy and started



talking to the couple seated on an adjacent saédaarim still firmly around
the blonde's shoulder.

'Who the hell is that with Nathan?' Celeste snagpeah where she was
standing between Gemma and Byron.

'Her name is Jody Something-or-other,' Byron gratetd 'She's one of the
understudies.'

'I'd hoped | got the wrong idea earlier," Cliff rared on the other side of
Byron. 'Clearly | hadn't.’

'‘Gemma, darling,” Celeste said abruptly, grabbieg thaughter by the
shoulders and dragging her back out of sight. "\dyt | take you home?
You can see for yourself Nathan doesn't want an@bation. Don't belittle
yourself by tryingPlease.’

Having snapped out of her shocked reaction, Gemlmgisal brain jolted
into gear. What she'd seen with her eyes didn'tensgkse. Nathan loved
her, not some strange woman. In that case, what waking, draped all
over her like that and doing something as intinestsharing a drink, not to
mention kissing her hair?

Every instinct told her to flee. But she'd run aveage before when things
looked bad and look what had happened!

'l...I haveto talk to him.'

‘Not in there, for pity's sake,' Celeste said, mogldowards the crowded and
quite noisy room. She turned to her host, her vagsertive. 'Cliff, you must
have a quiet room near by where Gemma could speaktgly with
Nathan.'

'Yes, of course!’
Gemma was ushered back down the corridor and thr@udoor into a

darkly furnished study-cum- library, where she editvith Celeste while
Byron went to get Nathan. A lingering nausea camtto swim in her



stomach as she tried desperately to get a grasipeosituation. But it was
beyond her.

Nathan came into the room alone, looking elegarttyl in his black dinner
suit, not the slightest bit perturbed at havinfgite his estranged wife.

'You wanted to see me, Gemma?' he drawled withndifference that
stunned her.

"You unfeeling bastard,’ Celeste bit out. 'We sawjyst-now with that little
tramp.'

Icy grey eyes turned her way. 'Watch your mouthes§te. Jody is no tramp.
And | should know. I've seen plenty of the reahthil'm looking at one right
now.'

‘Nathan!" Gemma gasped, appalled by such open egden

'It's all right, Gemma,' Celeste said sharplyal take care of myself. Now
you listen to me, you creep! For some weird and deoful reason which
eludes me, Gemma here still loves you, and beligoasstill love her. Or
she did till she saw that lovely little scenarid there with that blonde! But
you and | know what you are, don't we? You're idbfbe the husband of a
lovely young girl like this. Why don't you do hefavour? Get the hell out
of her life and stay out of it!"

'Celeste, please,’” Gemma groaned, clasping hershanthe sides of her
head.

'I'd like to do exactly that, Celeste,’ Nathan kwar'Your precious daughter
just isn't getting the message. Why in God's naoeafiowed her to come
here tonight is beyond me. | don't want her backaht a divorce. What
more is there to be said?"

‘There's plenty more to be said!" Gemma suddenigtlmut. ‘And | want it
said tome!l'm here in this room, Nathan. Don't talk arounel'm



He turned slowly to face her, the cold fury in kiges making her flinch
away. 'I have nothing more to say to you.'

Gemma almost crumbled at that point, but she krieshe walked out of
here right now without asking him critical quessorshe would never be
able to live with herself, or the doubts that wordchain. '‘But | have things |
want to say toyou Nathan,' she said with more steel than she waslhc
feeling.

His shrug was indifferent. 'Please yourself.'

Gemma turned to her mother. 'Celeste? Will you deawe alone with
Nathan?'

Celeste grimaced. 'l don't like this, but | suppblave no alternative. It is
your life, after all. I'll join Byron for a whileBut | won't be far away.'

Giving Nathan a warning glance, Celeste strode fitmerroom, banging the
door shut behind her. A strained silence descemni¢idl Gemma eventually
moving a little nervously away from Nathan.

"You don't have to do that," he snapped. 'I'm oatgto attack you again.’

'‘Good God, Nathan," she groaned, 'is that whahallis really about? Do
you think that | can't possibly have forgiven youwhat you did that day? |
can and | do, because | understand the pressuvesem@ under when you
did it.’

"You misunderstand me, Gemma,' he returned caldtio not care if you
forgive me or not. And it's immaterial to me nowetler you slept with
Campbell or not.’

'‘But | didn't! | swear to you, | didn't. | won't dg that he fancied me and that
he might have wanted something to develop betwse®But nothing did.
And now that he's found out he's my uncle, there'ssk of that.’

Nathan's laughter sent a chill running throughdwmei. 'As if something as
trivial as a little incest would stop a man likathGod, but you still haven't



grown up, have you? | would have thought some spent in the bosom of
the Campbells would have opened up those innogest& yours.'

Gemma closed those eyes with a pained sigh bepaneimg them again, her
expression sad as she surveyed her cynical huslyandalways believe the
worst of people, don't you? Not everyone is wickedthan.'

He laughed, then moved slowly towards her, makiegn@a stiffen inside
with an odd mixture of excitement and apprehensighen he reached out,
to tip her chin upwards with a single finger, hgegwere wide and fearful.

'If they aren't, my darling,’ he said in a darkgiloice, 'then it's only a
guestion of time and opportunity. Even the bess@ercan be corrupted,
given the right weapons. Just look at Byron. Alneeded was a woman like
Celeste to come into his life and his morals wegtitrout of the window.
With some people it's sex. With others it's dri@smoney. Or power. Total
innocents can be corrupted even against theiriiviligy fall into the wrong
hands.’

The awfulness of Nathan's words seemed to geuluder the spell of his
physical closeness, and that finger which had whider her chin and was
even now tracing an erotic circle around her qungemouth. Smoky grey
eyes locked on to hers and Gemma found herselflertalktear her gaze
away from his.

'l could have really corrupted you if I'd wanted tee murmured thickly.

Gemma moaned softly when that tantalising fingéreeged from those
tortuous circles. Dazed, she just stood there faoment till she realised he
was staring down at her braless breasts, which atetiegat moment rising
and falling with a betrayingly increased heartbeat.

'Maybe | already have,' he rasped, startling hezrwhe slipped his hands
into the deep neckline and slid the dress off teuklers, dragging the
material down her arms, till her breasts were tp&tposed.

'Why else would you have dressed like this tonight?aunted, his thumbs
rubbing her rapidly hardening nipples. 'Unless ymanted me to see that



your breasts were within easy reach. Unless youedame to touch them
like this, maybe touch you far more intimately...'

She whimpered as desire shot through her, her lezguing when his eyes
locked on to hers and she saw an answering deéaresrhadly within his
glittering gaze.

'If 1 did,” she whispered breathlessly, 'it's bessaulove you. And because |
know you still love me.’

Her words brought a stunned look to his face, duidkllowed by a
darkening fury.

‘Then you're a bloody fool!" he exclaimed, angyinking her dress back
into place. 'l do not love you and neither do yowel me. God, there | was,
thinking you might have grown up a little, that yauight have learnt to call
our feelings for each other by its correct nams. dalled lust, Gemma.
L-U-S-T. Only romantic-minded little fools talk dbve when they mean
sex. Now get out of here before | do somethingeMeath going to regret
afterwards.’

Gemma stared up at him with her mouth agape anbdaat whirling.

'Didn't you hear me, you silly little bitch?' heasled. 'Get out! And take
your naiveté with you. | have no patience withriyyanore. | should never
have damned well married you in the first place aothing you or anyone
else can say will stop me divorcing you!'

Gemma stumbled over to the door where she grippgd the knob with a
white-knuckled intensity. But she did not turn tkabb. She dragged some
deep, steadying breaths and, when she felt enougbnitrol, slowly turned
to face her husband once more.

‘Just tell me one thing before I go,' she said.

'What?' he snapped, scowling over at her.



'If you never loved me, and didn't believe | lowasl, then whydid you
marry me? You could have had me without marrying Yiwai did have me
without marrying me!'

His sardonic laugh increased her confusion, angbaier. 'So | did. And you
were enchanting, my dear. So enchanting that Ighbuwanted you in my
bed for forever and exclusively. | was even prepdodet you have a child
to keep you there. Foolish of me, | realise. Buigrea mature man can be
made a fool of when in the grip of a sexual obsesdtrankly, | was still
quite enamoured of your charms when fate steppe@shdhsent you racing
off to Campbell Court, which is why | reacted smgp to finding you in
Damian Campbell's bedroom.’

'‘But | wasn't sleeping in there!" she cried. 'Hoanytimes do | have to tell
you that | never went to bed with Damian?"

'As | said before, dear heart,’ Nathan drawled 'longer care whether you
did or not. My maniacal appetite for youth and ioeloce seems to have
been cured somewhere along the line. Perhaps yeuhsacur® yourself
with me earlier? She's thirty-three, blonde ang veery inventive.'

Gemma stared at him before shaking her head iarklaind bleak disbelief.
'l never really knew you, did 1?' she said dazedwamian did. He said you
were bad. | should have believed him.'

Angry grey eyes snapped back to hers. 'Why didnit then?’

'‘Because | stupidly believed you loved me," shentered, her agony
switching to outrage. 'l stupidly believed in you!

'Yes, that was stupid, I'll grant you that.'

Gemma could only keep shaking her head at him. Yown't have any
conscience at all where women are concerned, d® You're like that hero
in your play. Sex and lust are all there is for y¥ou probablydid sleep
with Irene as Damian said you did.’

Nathan smiled a smile that sent a shiver down Gemspine.



"You know, some day that bastard is going to gefjust deserts.'
'l suppose you're going to say he's lying aboutabkavell,’ she said bitterly.

'Not if agreeing | went to bed with Irene will getu out of that door and out
of my life.’

Gemma blinked her shock.

'Oh, for God's sake,' he swept on irritably. 'Odirse | didn't sleep with that
pathetic bitch. Give me some credit for taste! Batare say you won't
believe me. If you did, that would mean your presioncle must have lied
to you.'

'l...I suppose Irene could have lied to him abguGemma said hesitatingly.

'‘Good thinking, Gemma,' he praised, but in a magkane. 'Amazing how
one and one doesn't always make two, isn't it? 8oras you have to look
outside the dots."

Gemma frowned. 'And should | look outside the deith you, Nathan?
Could you be driving me away because you thinkat'sny own good, that
you're no good for me?"

His laughter was dark but not without humour. "Thab splendidly noble. |

wish | could embrace it! But thatould be lying, my darling,’ he said,
walking towards her with such a wicked glitter iis kryes that she shrank
back against the wall next to the door.

'Don't touch me,' she whispered.

Nathan's raised eyebrows were pure sarcasm. 'Dmuch you? A few
minutes ago you were dying for me to touch you. V€hhappened to
change that, | wonder? Are you beginning to doupsense of honour? Are
you afraid that at any moment | might change ihi® animal of the other
day?'

'I'm not afraid of you, Nathan,' she lied bravely.



‘Then you should be," he warned in a raw whisgecause if you stay here
any longer, Gemma, my sweet, | might set aboutyreakrupting you, just
for the hell of it!"

Gemma stared at him, appalled at this dark stramndper had been her
husband but whom she did not know.

'Too late," he mocked. 'l withdraw the offer. Besidl just remembered |
promised Jody a night of indefatigable energy.usé some of it up on you,
darling, I just won't have enough to go around.’

Gemma's hand came up and slapped him. His heaedjdérkck and a red
mark immediately stained his cheek, but he madenowge to retaliate,
merely rubbed his cheek and smiled a faintly wrylenFeel better now?’
he taunted softly.

'l hate and despise you, Nathan Whitmore,"” Gemmspery her voice

shaking. 'How you can look yourself in the mirnothe morning, | have no
idea. | came here to this party tonight hoping Watould get back together
again. | was prepared to forgive you everythingdose | thought you loved
me, and because | loved you. But | don't love youraore. | refuse to love

someone so unworthy of being loved.'

"You've no idea how pleased | am to hear that, GenBacause | don't want
your love. It's the last thing | want from you.'

Gemma could no longer deny the harsh sincerity fakline chillingly
delivered words. But oh, dear God.. .what was gam¢pecome of her..
.without Nathan.. .without her dreams...? What pwias there in going on?

'So why are you still standing there?' he jeendthat more is there to be
said? You're free, Gemma. Free of our marriagee Bféoving me. Free of
me.l'd say you're one lucky girl, wouldn't you? Nozate me be," he bit out
savagely, and turned his back on her.

Gemma somehow made it out of the room and backlest, who took one
look at her and called for Byron to take them Hwdime.



CHAPTER THREE
LIFE went on.

Gemma would not have believed it could after haurmatic meeting with
Nathan. Surely she must die from the pain and tiethat was consuming
every fibre of her being? Nathan didn't love had hever loved her. All her
dreams and hopes for the future were obliteratedtiat one cruel
admission. As for the past.. .it was almost asfphin look back as it was to
look bleakly forward. Her marriage had been a mogk@oomed from the
start. Why hadn't she heeded the signs? Why hadtshbornly refused to
see what others saw?

Because yowre a naive silly bitch, that's why, an angry innerceokept
telling her. Or youvere\

It was this angry inner voice that sustained hesugh the following day,
refusing to let her break down totally, althougbrthwere frequent bouts of
weeping, as well as long hours of deep depresBiatin the end anger, plus
a healthy dose of burgeoning bitterness, stoppedn&efrom succumbing
to total despair.

When she woke on Sunday to the news that Nathardélacered her car
during the night—complete with the rest of her bgiogs—Ileaving again
without speaking to anyone, her sense of outragerkio bounds. What had
happened to the man she had first met and falléove with? Where was
this wicked stranger coming from? Had he alwaysilikere, hiding behind
that cool conservative facade, that seemingly dguensona? He must have
been, she supposed, her bewilderment almost ast gusa her
disillusionment.

Still, she wasn't the only one to be fooled. Byhawl clearly been taken in,
as had Lenore. Ava and Melanie, however, had gldwd their misgivings
about him all along. Jade had been ambivalent, mgrner off Nathan at
first before unexpectedly coming round to belienénis love for Gemma
almost as much as she had.



But he hadn't been able to sustain the act indefynihad he? His dark side
had finally surfaced, and surfaced with a vengeaBbe now felt utterly

mortified at having forgiven him for the rape. Hadhprobably enjoyed

every perverse moment, his supposed feelings abyet love being

nothing but a bruised ego that his sexual possessight have dared turn to
another man.

By Sunday evening, Gemma found solace in a bigerchination not to
fall apart over the bastard's black treachery. ldsnk worth it. So on the
Monday morning she gritted her teeth and went baakork.

From the first moment she walked into the shop, Gamealised that the
news of her separation from Nathan must have gntral, because all the
girls were extraordinarily nice to her, which wasnething new.

When Byron had given her a job as a sales assistém more exclusive of
his two city stores, Gemma had gradually noticedraherlying resentment
from the rest of the staff. She supposed they thbigr employment
smacked of nepotism, even though she had quicklyear herself a very
competent salesperson, her Japanese better thameamyse's. Gemma
believed she might have overcome her workmatesenyidg hostility if
Nathan hadn't vetoed her going out with them omesoccasions.

In the circumstances, she didn't blame them farkihg she was a snob, so
she was quite touched by their kindness to herrtifmning, and found it
hard not to dissolve into tears. With a stiff uplpeiand a lot of false smiles,
she made it through the morning, but as one o'cigapkoached Gemma
couldn't wait to spend an hour sitting by hersel&ipark somewhere.

At a couple of minutes past one she was walkinguitin the hotel arcade,
heading for the main exit, her eyes on the blackvaimte tiled floor, when a
man's voice suddenly spoke from just behind hdt sgpoulder. 'Going my
way, sweetheart?'

Gemma ground to a halt and spun round, her stdotiedn eyes quickly
filling with reproach. 'Damian, you bad man. Yowstin't sneak up on a
girl like that.'



'‘Sometimes it's the only way," he returned driBorhe girls don't answer
telephone calls.’

Gemma coloured guiltily. 'I'm sorry. | was goingriag you back, but |
forgot. Truly. I.. .1 was a bit of a mess over weekend.'

'l can imagine. Celeste filled me in on what hamggetast Friday night.
Which is why | was so startled when Ava told melomphone this morning
that you'd gone to work.'

'It seemed the best thing to do.'

'l couldn't agree more. I'm delighted to see yode&ermined not to be
down-in-the-mouth and dreary. Life's too short taste it mooning over
bastards like Nathan Whitmore.'

Gemma's reaction was instant and quite absurdwaiéed to scream at
Damian that he had no right to judge Nathan, tieakiew nothing about
him at all! Just in time, she controlled the quitational urge, recognising it
as a hangover from what she had so very recentlysaupidly believed in
her husband and his love for her. 'Yes, well,dtther not talk about Nathan,
if you don't mind," she said instead.

"Your wish is my command.' Damian took her arm. &Mhiould you like to
talk about over lunch?’

Gemma felt a reluctant smile pull at her mouth las was masterfully
propelled towards the street. 'Who said | was tgalinch with you?'

'You don't want to have lunch with your poor old uncle?' he raplie
teasingly.

She laughed at this description of himself. Damias only twenty-nine.
He was also the epitome of 'tall dark and handsomih the added
elegance and style that being very wealthy provitdemst men would have
looked good in the suit Damian was wearing. He éabfantastic. And he
knew it.



‘Lunch is fine," she agreed. 'But as | said, a alutingue-lashing of Nathan
is out. | also don't want to hear any sarcasm aBgrdn and Celeste being
my parents.’

'Hey!" Damian put up his hands in mock defeat. "Wiwayou think | am, an
unfeeling monster? All | want is to have lunch witly very beautiful niece
who, by the way, looks gorgeous with her hair upuYnust wear it that way
to the party this Friday night.’

'P...party? What kind of party?' Damian's sweétdtg had been acceptable.
His inviting her to a party made her uncomfortablesome unaccountable
reason. Were Nathan's vile accusations about Dastilhingering at the
back of her mind? It seemed the only reasonabl&eapon for her sudden
unease. Or maybe her trust in the male sex in gehad received such an
incredible blow that it would be a long time befaiee could trust another
man.

‘Just a dance party, Gemma,’ Damian explained antiindulgent smile.
‘They're very popular with young people. A lot oy fnends go to them. |
thought it might make you feel better to get oud about, dance a little and
meet some new people.'

It did sound innocent enough. And Damiaas her uncle. Why was she
hesitating?

.. .I'm not sure.’

'Hey, no sweat. You don't have to do anything youn'tdwant to do any
more. You're your own boss now, remember? Jusk @iinout it and if you
decide you need some cheering up come Friday rmjogle me a call.
Smiling, he linked arms with her again. 'Now Ilgjsto lunch before your
hour is up and we haven't had a thing to eat!

Gemma did need cheering up by Friday night. Frargtlig needed cheering
up a lot earlier than that.



Work occupied her mind during the day, but coméhnigne, Belleview

was hardly a hive of distracting activity and corsation. Byron, quite

rightly, was spending a lot of time with Celesteuxting her as he should
have courted her all those years ago. And Ava, Gwe her, either

disappeared into her studio with Vince or wentwitih him. Knowing Ava's

history, Gemma did not have the heart to spoifineat this glorious time in
her life.

So Gemma pretended to be quite happy staying hdoree avatching
television, saying she was tired after being onflet all day. Yet all the
while she was getting more and more depressed.hBytime Damian
telephoned her on the Thursday night, it didn‘etakuch persuasion for her
to say yes.

Damian hung up, not bothering to hide his devitie. No one could see
him. Celeste had just left with dear old Byron, @ara was out in the
kitchen, clearing up after dinner.

‘At last,” he muttered, and let his mind run freerchow Friday night should
pan out.

Sweet little Gemma would have no resistance abathe drugs he would
slip into her drinks. In the end, she would haveegistance thim.

Damian actually trembled with the anticipated pleaf finally having her
in his power. God, but he had waited months fag thoment. Never had a
woman possessed his brain and his body as muckras@ had.

From the first moment he'd seen her at that b&ll wanted her, wanted her
with a want that had gradually become an obsessien.being his niece
didn't change a thing. If anything, it would addedightfully perverse edge
to the experience.

Damian made his way slowly back upstairs while tneughts raced
feverishly on.



He was going to have to be very careful the firsiet He would have to
seem to give her everything she was looking fod abviously needing.
Tenderness. Comfort. Love...

Later, when she was totally addicted to the mirslkxsstasy that the drugs
and he could give her, he would introduce her toemmefined pleasures. It
was amazing the pain a woman could endure—and weltlome— when
she was high on the right cocktail.

He would have to video-tape everything, of coussee it got to that stage.
Otherwise she might be tempted to tell someone @féedrugs wore off. He
couldn't have that.

Damian smiled. He might even make some money okéoflt wouldn't be

the first time. Amazing how much women were pregdcepay rather than
have tapes of their sexual exploits posted to thesbands or their families.
They never breathed a word, either. Damian constgrwas ironic that it

was Nathan himself who had first given him the iaddataping sexual

encounters to blackmail women. Poor old Irene...

In a way, it was a form of justice that Nathan'snowife be similarly
blackmailed.

Not that justice ever really interested Damian.hHdd only one aim in life.
Pleasure.
Sheer unadulterated pleasure.

He could hardly wait for tomorrow night to come.

Byron didn't come home for dinner on the FridayhhigHe'd organised to
meet Celeste after work for dinner in town and ghtat the theatre. Ava
and Vince went out for dinner as well, over to \afscfamily. Which meant
Gemma would be alone at Belleview when Damian cenpck her up at



nine o'clock. She hadn't told anyone yet aboutitirece party, and now that
she didn't have to she was relieved.

Gemma hadn't been looking forward to facing thevire of disapproval. All
the Whitmores thought very badly of Damian, yetalhhonesty she had
never seen any evidence to support his reputasoa &ild and dissolute
playboy. Any concerns she had ever had over the Ina@hcome from
everyone around Belleview bad-mouthing him, as thag bad-mouthed
Celeste.

He was probably as innocent of any real wrongdasjis sister had proved
to be.

Nathan had been the chief castigator of both Calisplyet it was Nathan
who had proven to be the wicked one.

Still, it worried Gemma that she hadn't told Avansowhite lie about going
out somewhere. What if Ava came home before Genmddaund her bed
empty? The poor darling would worry and Gemma tiant that.

In the end, she decided to leave a note proppezhuger pillow saying a
friend from work had rung and she'd gone out taryp and not to worry if
she got home late. Byron had given her a set of k@yhe house, as well as
a remote control for the gates, so there was nibteowith letting herself in.

With that problem solved. Gemma set about havimglaxing bath, then
getting herself ready. She had plenty of time—agpily these parties didn't
start early. Neither were they dressy affairs. Bantiad suggested she wear
something casual. Jeans or a skirt and top woufthbe

Gemma's wardrobe was full of mostly classic omotadl garments but she
did have a reddish-brown leather skirt which, wiesmed with a simple
cream silk shirt looked fairly casual. The colodsoasuited the auburn
highlights the hairdresser regularly put into Hesdder-length brown hair.
Remembering the compliment Damian had given hdieear the week, she
put it up as she had that day in a loose knot, Voits of wispy bits left

around her face and neck. She put gold loops ied&erand a couple of gold



chains round her neck. As it was night time, sheawaoreasonable amount
of make-up, high heels and perfume.

Gemma was ready and waiting, the gates open anciéwm clutch bag in
hand, when Damian drove in shortly before nine.leliswolf whistle when
she opened the door unnerved her slightly, asidid/ards.

'‘God, you look great. I'll have to beat the mervath broomsticks.’

When Gemma frowned her immediate unease, Damidedn@assuringly
at her. 'Don't worry, love, you're with me. If wertk tell anyone I'm your
uncle, they won't come anywhere near you. Damiaint always has a
hands-off sign on her.’

Gemma wasn't entirely reassured by this idea, aitder did she like others
thinking they were boyfriend and girlfriend, buestould see the sense of it
if she didn't want to ward off unwanted advancésight. The thought of
dancing with perfectly strange men was suddenlyheemaa to her. Why had
she ever agreed to come? She was not ready fointhisy way, shape or
form.

'Even if | went around telling everyone | was yaurcle,” Damian added
with an amused gleam in his eye, 'no one woulckbelme.'

He was right, Gemma conceded as she looked him Hedooked younger

than his twenty-nine years, especially when dresdlad black, as he was

tonight. Absolutely everything he had on was bldobin his high-necked

shirt and casual woollen trousers down to his sa@cid shoes. There was
even an ebony ring flashing on one finger and akbfaced watch on his

wrist. At least no one would stare at them toge#tsethey had often done at
her and Nathan.

A jab of intense dismay made her stiffen for a mom&Vhy do | keep
thinking of him? Why can't | forget him as he hasiously forgotten me?

You know why, taunted a dark inner voice, and Getamand instinctively
moved across her stomach. God, what ifwhspregnant? She didn't want



to be. Not now. Not any more. She wanted to folgghan, to put him right
out of her mind for the rest of her life.

‘Are you feeling all right, Gemma?' Damian askethwuch a warm concern
she felt terribly guilty. Her worry was probably &dr nothing anyway. Her
period would be along any day, once her cycle goklto normal.

'I'm fine," she said with a quick smile. 'And yautjuite right, Damian. We
make a handsome couple.'

He smiled, radiating that dazzling charm which raulat sent all the
women's hearts fluttering. But Gemma knew her heastunlikely to flutter

again for a long time. Not that it had ever flugigtrfor Damian. Nathan's
jealousy had been way off the mark, and quite whste

A sharp bitterness shot through Gemma as she thafghll she had
suffered at Nathan's hands because of what hismsiokl imagined was
going on between her and Damian. In a weird kindvaf, she almost
wished there had been something between themtityjtie treatment she
had endured. There was nothing worse than beingsadof something you
hadn't done, nothing worse than being punished wharwere innocent.

'Stop thinking about that bastard,’ Damian saidujatty, sending her
thoughts scattering when he curled his hand ardwerdempty one and
pulled her down the front steps.

Gemma found herself belted into the passenger$&dmian's red Ferrari
before she could say boo.

'Walit!" she cried out when he zoomed through thenogates and would
have taken off before she had a chance" to clega.thle screeched on the
brakes, darting her a frustrated look.

'l have to close the gates,' she explained pafyientiereupon he gave her a
sighing smile.

'For a second there, | thought you'd changed yond mbout coming.'



'‘Never," she said, determined to dismiss Natham tner mind for tonight.
He didn't deserve thinking about. 'Where is thisogaparty, by the way?'

‘At a pub in North Sydney. You won't know it. li'sthe back streets and not
the newest establishment around, but the musieat gnd the drinks are
cheap.’

Gemma laughed. 'l wouldn't think you'd care mudhéf drinks were cheap
or not.'

Damian flashed her a wicked grin. 'Watch the penaigd the pounds will
look after themselves," he quipped. 'Light me aamdge, would you?
They're on the dash there, and there's a lightenyirleft trouser pocket.
Can't get it myself. Must concentrate on the rddus traffic's hell.'

The traffic on the Pacific highway was indeed Hadery man and his dog
seemed to be heading for the city. Neverthelesanree felt very
uncomfortable doing something as intimate as fglaround in Damian's
trouser pocket. Luckily, she found the lighter dalycand was soon placing a
glowing cigarette between Damian's lips. Their ayes briefly as she did
so and Gemma quickly looked away. For there had hething platonic in
the look Damian had just given her. It had beenyonidense.

Either that, or her imagination was getting thetdrebf her. The latter
seemed the most likely.

Damian had always been a perfect gentleman in dempany. Always.
Nathan's wicked warnings had put the fear of thél deto her, Gemma
decided. Listening to scurrilous gossip about peophs wrong. And
listening to unfounded fears was wrong too. Shelves not to do it any
more.

With this in mind Gemma turned a smiling face bamkards Damian. 'lt's
really sweet of you to take me out like this. lligaeeded it. | was feeling
awfully down.’

'l know, honey, | know," he said kindly. ‘Leavédtdear old Uncle Damian.
He knows exactly what you need to cheer you up...'



CHAPTER FOUR

LUke wouldn't normally have been seen dead at a daante. @\t thirty, he
considered himself too old for such goings-on. Heildfly gone through a
stage for a couple of years after finishing uni vehlee haunted clubs, pubs
and discos every Friday and Saturday night, bigelttays were long gone.
His life was Campbell Jewels now.

He'd only come here tonight as a favour to his motApparently his kid
sister, Mandy, had been coming here nearly evedafFnight lately and his
mother wanted him to check the place out. Luke ghbishe was being
over-protective, since Mandy was twenty and a \senysible girl, but he'd
promised to drop in and see for himself if there awaything to worry about.

He stood in a corner of the room, shaking his retadhat was before his
eyes. How had he ever enjoyed this kind of thing@ $creechingly loud
music was enough to give anyone an instant migréde to this the garish
lights flashing on and off, the heavy pall of smaked the crush of a
hundred sweaty gyrating bodies in an area whersilpgsfifty might
comfortably have fitted, and you had a scene hadauite repulsive.

Still, Luke wasn't too old that he couldn't appaeeiMandy would quite like

such an atmosphere, but he was perturbed by how theedrug use was.
Nobody bothered to hide the pill-popping and mama-smoking. Luke had
also seen a couple of suspicious-looking packagasging hands and quite
a few empty syringes in the bins in the toilet klogde began to worry if

Mandy made a habit of coming to this place she tmégid up not being so
sensible.

So Luke stayed in the dimly lit corner and waitedping she would show
up and he could have a brotherly word in her eat.dter a further half-
hour's peering through the smoke haze Mandy stdhh turned up. He was
about to leave when his attention was suddenlyucagtby a man dressed in
black, an exceptionally handsome man with sliclckliaair, wicked black
eyes and flashing white teeth.

Luke was not at all surprised to see Damian Canhjpbal place like this.
Everyone around Campbell's knew of his reputatosrdécadent living. He



liked to mix with a young fast crowd. He liked mW®men beautiful, and he
didn't care if they were married.

The girl with Damian was certainly beautiful, arery married.

Luke recognised Gemma Whitmore from the photograplast Sunday's
paper of her attending the premiere to Nathan'dMdre's latest play. She'd
been snapped alongside Celeste and Nathan's aslojatier, Byron

Whitmore.

Now Luke was an astute man. He'd long known abdlmufd¢ud between the
Campbells and the Whitmores. But one didn't haveettoo astute to have
noticed that something was afoot between the twailies. Celeste
Campbell and Byron Whitmore were suddenly as tagkhieves. Yet while
that old feud business seemed to have gone oineofvindow, Luke still
didn't think this extended to Damian draping hirhs@l over Nathan
Whitmore's wife.

Luke smelled a rat. And there wasn't a bigger raurd Sydney than
Damian Campbell.

Luke watched his antics with distaste. The manau&sal sleaze-bag. Under
the guise of dancing, he was touching Mrs Whitmaherever he could,
finally putting her arms around his neck then cogvhis hands over her
buttocks, pulling her hard against him.

Suddenly, the girl wrenched away from him, swawraently on her feet.

The look on her face was one of total confusionwdis then that Luke
realised she was under the influence of some drugher. Alcohol was

unlikely to produce that type of bewilderment. Hecidled to edge closer
and see if he could pick up some of their conversat

'l...I don't think | like it here, Damian,' the was saying in a very slurred
voice. Her hand fluttered up to her foreheadl feel hot, and sort of funny.
You'd better take me home.'

'I'll get you a cool drink first,” Damian offerednd led her over to a wall
where he virtually propped her against it. 'Stayeheéwon't be long.’



Luke didn't know what to do. He didn't want to tengvith Damian

Campbell, especially not after just being given jbb as sales and
marketing manager at Campbell's. But Gemma Whitimoreactions

bothered him. Clearly, she wasn't sure what wasggon. Luke suspected
she hadn't knowingly taken drugs. If she had, shealan't be acting so
confused over her condition.

With this thought in mind, Luke followed Damian ttee bar and watched
while the bastard slipped some powder into thegeguice, mixing it very

well while his eyes darted slyly around. Damn, haswight! He was

drugging that girl without her knowledge.

Yet it wasn't any of his business, was it?

For a full ten minutes Luke argued with his conscee then, with a resigned
sigh, went in search of trouble. But Damian anddinewere no longer on
the dance-floor or anywhere in the room. Swearingiraself, Luke raced
outside to the car park where he spotted DamiaminigaMrs Whitmore
against a car and kissing her. The girl's arms warggling limply by her
sides, like a rag doll.

Luke felt fury well up inside him. He didn't stop think any longer, didn't
stop to count the cost of his actions, just chaeggdss the car park, whirled
Campbell away from the girl and socked him onetrahthe jaw.

No one was more surprised than Luke when Damiangied immediately,
falling blessedly unconscious to the concrete. Ldiki't think he'd even
seen what hit him. Or who.

'Hey!" some bloke called out from a few cars avdhat's going on there?"

Luke didn't stay around for any explanations. Hegved up the girl from
where she had slid down to sit blank-eyed on treumpl, and virtually
carried her over to where his own car was parkedffi8g her into the
passenger seat, he raced around to get in anadkerckaway before anyone
could collar him. He wasn't sure what he was gtindo, especially after a
glimpse in the rear-view mirror showed Damian Caelipgpetting groggily
to his feet.



It was only after he'd driven several blocks aritidecure that no one was
following that he pulled over to the kerb and triedssess the situation. Mrs
Whitmore was slumped down in the passenger seatnimg softly. Hell,
what had the bastard fed her? Clearly too mucheaiething. She was
almost out of it.

There was nothing for it, really, but to take hente, to her husband. A
glance at his watch showed eleven thirty-five. VdoNkathan Whitmore be
home? Luke had read about his hit play, the ond tetten and was
directing. What time did plays end? And where wamé, anyway? Mrs
Whitmore was hardly in a position to tell him afet glidn't have any ID on
her.

Spying a public telephone box on the next corndeeldecided to try calling
him. If his number was in the book, that was. Dabut,this was becoming
complicated. Luke almost regretted getting involuethe first place till he
took another look at Gemma Whitmore's sweetly iembéace. How could
he have left her with that devil?

Luke had a change of luck. Nathan Whitmore's numlaexin the book and
he was home, answering quite quickly.

Luke kept his voice crisp and businesslike, hodikg hell that Nathan
Whitmore was a sensible and reasonable man. Heldl tree was a cool
customer, but men were not always cool when it caméheir wives,
especially beautiful young ones like his.

'Mr Whitmore, this is Luke Barton. Sorry to bothgru at this hour, but it
was an emergency.'

'Do | know you, Mr Barton?' came a rather tiredrgue

‘Not personally. You may have heard of me. I'm &ecative at Campbell
Jewels. | was recently promoted to sales and matketanager.'

‘Then haven't you rung the wrong person? Any enmenget Campbell
Jewels is hardly a concern of mine. Though mayhecguld try my father,’
he added caustically.



‘This has nothing to do with business. It concgog wife...'

Luke heard the sharp intake of breath on the other 'What about my
wife?' he demanded with abrupt harshness.

'God, this is awkward.'

You're beginning to worry me, Mr Barton. Has sam&y happened to
Gemma? Is she all right?'

'l think so.’

"You think so. God-dammit, man, what do you mean by that?"
'If you'll just let me explain,' Luke complained.

'Explain, then. But be quick!

'Look, I'll have to start at the beginning. Earlienight | dropped into this
disco in a pub at North Sydney—Ilooking for my siséetually—and while
| was there | couldn't help noticing Damian Camptliahcing with a woman
| soon recognised as your wife.'

Nathan muttered something highly uncomplimentaguahbis wife's choice
of companion.

'l quite agree with you, Mr Whitmore," Luke saidlgr'which is why |
started watching them, and it soon became obvmuosetthat your wife was
under the influence of some kind of narcotic. Tgiace is rather a haunt for
drug users, | think. Anyway, when | saw Campbep sbmething into her
drink without her knowing | realised she wasn'tilling party to what was
going on, if you get my drift.’

'l get your drift only too well, Mr Barton,' he shbitterly. ‘Can you tell me
where exactly this place is? Is my wife still tH&re



'‘No need to worry, Mr Whitmore. When | saw thediethe land, | took it
upon myself to get your wife away from the bastattave her with me in
my car. She's— er—fallen asleep.'

Luke sensed a wealth of emotion vibrating in the sslence that followed.

'If you'd give me your address, Mr Whitmore," Lukéered, 'I'll drive her
straight home.'

'‘Are you sure she's all right? Will she need a aitt

'l think all she needs is a good night's sleepygihoshe’s going to have one
heck of a hangover in the morning. But yes, Mr \Wiaite, I'm pretty sure
she's all right.’

Luke committed the address and Nathan Whitmoreitibns to memory,
grateful that he didn't live at Palm Beach or someww as distant as that.
Elizabeth Bay wasn't more than a hop, skip and jinoyp North Sydney.

Nathan Whitmore was pacing up and down the pavemiesa Luke guided
his car into the kerb. He immediately strode ovedt arenched open the
passenger door. As soon as he undipped the sedtisalinconscious wife
slumped sideways out of the car and into her huksbaarms. Nathan
scooped her up, his face grim.

'I should have killed that bastard the first time tame near her,' he
muttered, Luke having no doubt whom he meant.

'She's only asleep, Mr Whitmore,' he reassurechécked her pulse. It's
fine.'

'Do you have any idea what he gave her?’
Luke shook his head.

Gemma stirred in his arms. 'Is that you, Natham®ssid in a tiny, child-like
voice.



'Yes, Gemma. It's me.'

She sighed her satisfaction then drifted back etoblessedly unconscious
state.

'Help me get her upstairs?' Nathan asked Luke.

Some considerable time later, Luke was percheth@edge of a sofa in an
elegantly furnished sitting-room while Nathan Whita was supposedly
putting his wife to bed. Nathan had asked Luke&d so he had. But he was
certainly taking his time. He'd been away ages.

Frankly, Luke was beginning to feel concerned owvbat had happened
back in that car park, despite Damian Campbelhaging been badly hurt.
It was a question of how much he'd seen. Hopefultyhadn't had time to
recognise him, or take down the number- plate ®aktacker's vehicle. If he
had, Luke could kiss his job at Campbell's goodbye.

'‘Can | get you a drink, Mr Barton?' Nathan askedebarning to the room. 'l
certainly can do with one, but | can make you aoffetea if you'd prefer.’

'l think a small Scotch wouldn't go amiss,' Luk&lsa

'l don't think I'll be making mine too small," H®st muttered, and, after
handing Luke a conservative amount, poured hingsbé#fty slug.

There ensued a short, tense conversation whereahéiked to elicit more
details from Luke.

'So you actually hit him.'

'Had to. He's all right, though. | saw him begimmnto get to his feet, but |
hope to hell he didn't recognise me."

'He won't be getting to his feet by the time | tigbugh with him," Nathan
said darkly.

Luke frowned. 'Do you think that's a wise idea?"



‘No. But the time for caution has passed. The nahlet on society. He has
to be stopped.’

'Stopped?' Luke repeated. 'What do you mean, sii®p@®od God, man,
you don't mean to.. .to...?'

Luke watched, appalled, as Nathan Whitmore's facaie a stony mask.
Those cool grey eyes of his turned icy cold betbey met Luke's over the
rim of the glass. 'Don't let your imagination det better of you, Mr Barton,’
he said with a silky smoothness that sent a shimening down Luke's

spine. 'There are many ways to stop a monster ttharmurder.’

An uneasy silence descended on the room. Lukeh&difis drink and was
standing up to go when a telephone rang somewlsehost excused
himself and left the room, closing the door behiimd. Luke could hear his
muffled voice but couldn't work out what he wasisgy When he finally
returned, Luke also couldn't work out the exprassio his face. It was most
peculiar.

‘That was my father," he explained. 'lt seems boithproblems have been
solved, Mr Barton.'

'‘Both our problems?’

'With Damian Campbell.'

'Oh? How's that?'

'Our esteemed Mr Campbell has been in a car adcM&apped his Ferrari
around a telegraph pole a little over an hour &gibnesses say he sped out
of a hotel car park in North Sydney like a maniad anmediately lost
control of the car.' Nathan walked over and pounrigdself another drink,

turning to raise the glass in a mock toast. 'He kilsed instantly.’

Luke said nothing as Nathan Whitmore smiled a gaddkisfied smile, then
drank.



The first flutterings of consciousness were accamgghby a dull throbbing
in Gemma's temples. She moaned softly and pulledb@dclothes up
around her neck, squeezing her eyes shut agamgidin. The throbbing
increased as she surfaced further and another fabbéom her lips.

The mattress dipped beside her and a hand strokeel strands of hair back
from her face. 'How are you feeling?' a familiarceoenquired.

'I've got a terrible headache,' she mumbled. Sgghideep shuddering sigh,
she rolled over on to her back where slowly andegp@infully she opened
her eyes.

Nathan was sitting on the side of the bed, looklogin at her with those
beautiful grey eyes of his. Only they didn't loaklseautiful at that moment.
They looked awful. Dull and sunken, with huge danigys around them.

Any shock at his appearance was suddenly overridgé&emma’s shock at
realising where she was and who she was lookingitug-or one mad
moment, she wondered if the past fortnight had bseme ghastly
nightmare and she'd woken to find everything wak la& it once had been,
and she and Nathan would live happily ever after.

But of course, that wasn't the case. She couldhatl just by looking into
Nathan's face. Yet what was she doing here? Hovglhadgot here? The last
thing she remembered was dancing at that disco Datimian and feeling
very peculiar.

Her face screwed up with the pain of her throblbiegd and the effort to put
the pieces together of the night before. Shorthtasof memory kept
jumping into her head, then skittering away beftiney came clear.

Someone had kissed her, she thought. And held drgrtightly. Had that

been Nathan? She seemed to recall speaking toNatlsame stage during
the night. Had he shown up at the disco and takemway from Damian?
No, that didn't feel right. There had been someioithan...

Gemma's head throbbed ever harder as she triechiemnber. God, she must
have been blind drunk. Yet she'd only had a coopigasses of wine earlier



in the evening before switching to orange juiceuld@omeone have spiked
her juice with gin, or vodka perhaps?

More flashes of memory started to return, sketaiy guite alarming. She
recalled being carried somewhere and then handessidg her. Her eyes
flung wide as that particular memory seemed to cepmpanied by an
intense wave of sensual pleasure. Dear God, Néthamt, had he?

With a fearful gasp, she lifted the bedclothesateeta quick anxious look at
herself, and while she wasn't naked she only hskimpy bra and bikini
pants on. A frantic glance around the room sawch@hes draped over a
nearby chair and her jewellery on the bedside table

'No need to panic,’ Nathan said drily. 'l didntid¢b you, except in the course
of undressing you and putting you to bed. Not ffat didn‘twantme to.
You were all for it. Fact is, | had the devil ofime getting away from you
with my virtue intact. |1 could have done anythigybu | wanted and you
would not have objected. It was lucky for me that gventually passed out
again.'

Gemma stared at him. 'l don't believe you!" shdagxed, horrified by the
inner suspicion that what he was saying was true.

‘There's no need to be so appalled at yourself,r@erit wasn't your fault.
Anyone can become wildly uninhibited and promisaiethile under the
influence of certain drugs.’

'‘Drugs!’ she gasped, her head reeling.

‘That's right. Your dear uncle Damian had beemsigpsomething into your
drinks all night.’

She just stared at him.
He shook his head, his eyes reproachful. 'Why did go out with him,

Gemma? | did warn you his being your uncle wouldtop him. Men like
him don't have any qualms, or morals, or consciénce



These last words outraged her so much she wasligdp®m her frozen
horror into a somewhat shaky tirade. 'Isn't thatfh .pot calling the kettle
black? I've already told you a thousand times, Rantas never been
anything but a perfect gentleman with me, so whguldn't | go to a
harmless disco with him? Besides, | only have ygay-so that he was the
one who put drugs in my drinks. Maybe it was soneeelse,’ she argued,
already knowing in her heart that she was clutchingtraws.

'l don't blame you for not taking my word for anyity,’ Nathan returned
ruefully, 'but I have an independent witness whe eaerything. A Mr Luke
Barton. He's an executive at Campbell's. He notigkdt was happening
between you and Campbell and didn't like the lobkhongs. The man's
reputationhaspreceded him. When Damian coerced you into thepask
outside and started mauling you, he stepped in.’

'S.. .stepped in? What do you mean?'

'Rescued you, dear heart. Dragged Damian off yoppéd him on the chin
and took off with you in his car. The fact that yeant with him without a

whimper might underline my earlier claim that yoare not in a fit state to
say no to any man. You're damned lucky that Luka éecent fellow. He

could easily have taken over here Damian left atfibstead he called me,
then brought you home.’

Gemma closed her eyes against the horrors Natththju$tadescribed to her.
She didn't want to believe him, for to do so waadoept that everything he
had ever said about Damian was true. And everythénlgad said aboter
was true. Shevasa naive silly little bitch to have been taken ijndmmeone
as deeply evil as Damian obviously was.

The extent of her uncle's wickedness hit her likguach in the stomach.
Good God, the man was vile! But how had he hopegt@away with doing
something so.. .so gross? Drugging her, thenn..the

Nausea and an overwhelming feeling of betrayal admtter taste into her
mouth and she lashed out at the person closesridhe one whose own
betrayal cut even deeper than Damian's. Her ey&seapin a way they had



never opened before, raking over Nathan with a ofpmoldly cynical gaze
which had previously been his sole province.

'Why didn't you tell this Luke person we were sepaal?' she asked, her
voice hard and bitter. 'Why didn't you have himetake home to Belleview
instead of here?’

Nathan seemed startled by her accusatory tonehvifigriated her further.
"You couldn't resist having the opportunity to sdytold you so", could

you? You had to lord it over me, make me feel si@aadl stupid. You had to
show me that you had known best all along andithidtlistened to you this
wouldn't have happened.'

Nathan sighed a weary sigh. "That's not true, Gerlivieen Luke rang, all |
thought about was your welfare. | had to see fosetfythat you were all
right.’

‘You're a liar!" she flung at him wildly, hatingethvay her heart had turned
over at his pretend concern. 'You don't care albweit You've only ever
cared about yourself!’

Gemma threw back the bedclothes and climbed oiledbed, snatching up
her clothes from the chair and whirling to glarendoat a stony-faced
Nathan.

'Don't go thinking you're any better than Damiagduise you're not! You're
both bastards. | hate and despise the pair of When | think that | spent
this last night in the same bed that you've propbbéen busy screwing Jody
in all week, | want to be sick.’

Nathan stood up, his face ashen. 'Jody hasn'tibehis bed. Not once.’
'‘And I'm supposed to believe that?' she said sugiffi

His eyes turned sardonic, a wry smile twisting mmisuth. 'If you did, I'd
probably call you a fool. But it's true, nevertisse

'Are you saying you didn't bring her home herertight after the party?'



'No, that's not what I'm saying."'

Her top lip curled with contempt. 'So! You're jysaying with words. No
doubt she was very happy to accommodate you th@dk interesting places
and ways your innocent and silly young wife usedghank from, or be
embarrassed over.'

'l never wanted you to do anything you weren't cable with, Gemma,’
he said stiffly.

She laughed. 'Then why throw me over for an oldesre experienced
model? Didn't straightforward love- making satigbu any more? Maybe |
should have asked Lenore what she did for youkibatt you in her bed for
twelve years. Obviously my country-bumpkin techmiqwas a little
lacking.'

‘That's not true," Nathan said rather bleakly. "koow | enjoyed making
love to you.'

'How kind of you to say so,' she retorted bitte'llyn so gratified. Of course,
there is only so much youth and innocence a marnyitki can take before he
needs a change. Still, all that's water under tigge now, isn't it? We're
over, as you so rightly pointed out to me the tasé we met. If | loved you
once, | certainly don't any more, so if you're Ingvsecond thoughts about
getting rid of your regular lay then think agairwaduldn't have you back if
you crawled on your hands and knees from here t&eBand back. Now,
I'm going to have a shower and get dressed, aftéchwi'm going to call
Belleview and let them know where | am. | can dmbpe that they haven't
noticed yet that I'm missing.’

''ve already spoken with Byron,"” Nathan said, bigression totally
unreadable now, his voice low and irritatingly calhfe knows where you
are.'

'l hope you haven't given him any false hopes,wrmed darkly. '"We both
know he wants us to get back together again. Butrl't be manipulated.
Not any more.'



'l won't deny he seemed pleased to hear you weheme.'

'My God, you really have changed your mind, havgolt? You want me
back for some reason. Why, for pity's sake? Hasdlebeen too high?' she
scorned. 'Is Byron's opinion of you so importait tyou would be prepared
to put up with this naive silly little bitch in yoled every night?'

Nathan flinched at this last remark. 'Please daep calling yourself that.'

'Why not? It seems very appropriate, especialgradist night, wouldn't you
say? I'd have to win the prize for shmuck of thatag/, wouldn't I?
Everyone else knew the sort of person Damian was) €eleste. But not
good old Gemma from Timbuctoo! She thought he wagpesfect
gentleman—instead he was the worst kind of pervsametimes wonder if
there's something about me that attracts that &inchan," she finished,
glaring straight at Nathan.

He visibly blanched and for some unaccountableoreake felt guilty. Lord
knew why. He deserved everything she could throkirat surely!

'Let's not pursue this conversation further," skddenly snapped. 'Because
there's nothing you could say or do to make memesour marriage.'

Gemma brushed past Nathan's seemingly frozen bodys@ode angrily

into the bathroom. It felt good to slam the doautslfelt good to snap the
taps on, hard and strong. But by the time sheiddterself of her underwear
and stepped under the steaming jets of water, weans running down her
face, tears for her lost innocence and her los,ltears for all the dreams
which she had once had and which would never nonedoue.

There was no evidence of tears, however, by the she walked into the
kitchen to find Nathan sitting up at the breakfhar, drinking coffee.
Gemma was fully composed, if a little fragile. Heeadache was only
marginally better, and there was a lingering ofseauin her empty stomach.
The clock on the wall said eleven-fifteen.

'I'm going to call a taxi now,' she told him crigpl



Ha looked up, his eyes betraying nothing as hedddier up and down. 'l
think you'd better sit down a while, Gemma. | haweething to tell you...'



CHAPTER FIVE

GEMMA sat on top of the mullock heap, idly swattingdli@nd fossicking
through the dirt and rocks around her. The likadithof finding any opal or
gemstone of value in Ma's leavings was remote, Geitnma found the
mindless activity soothing. She found life backigihtning Ridge soothing
all round.

When she'd stepped off the plane a little overvaeeks ago she'd been a
quivering wreck.

Twenty-four hours previously she had attended Dami@neral, staunchly
standing by her mother's and grandmother's sideterming for their sakes
that she still loved her uncle, still held him iglhesteem. It had been Byron
who had asked this mammoth effort from her, exphgithat it would have
been totally cruel to blacken the memory of thein and brother. Cruel and
unnecessary. What would be gained by exposing @hatian had tried to
do the night he died? Byron had argued.

Gemma had already been in too weakened an emostatal to fight her

father's wishes. She'd begun to fall apart fromntieenent Nathan had told
her of Damian's fatal car accident. Nathan had twebe kind in the telling,

she supposed, but had clearly been at a loss trstadd her tears. Disbelief
had eventually changed to a cold anger, when hegtitcshe was grieving
for the man.

But it wasn't that at all. She was grieving for gaghetic mess people made
of their lives when there was no need. Why coulevéryone be decent and
kind, loving and caring for each other instead @il consumed by their
own selfish and self-destructive desires?

Nathan hadn't said a single word to her duringdifive back to Belleview

later that day. Gemma suspected he'd once thouge thad been

something more than a platonic relationship betwesself and Damian at
some stage, and she'd been too emotionally andgallysexhausted to try

to convince him otherwise. She'd sat in the passeseat, huddled up and
shivering despite it being a reasonably warm spdieng



If it hadn't been for Ava, Gemma believed she mighte gone totally over
some dark edge that day. But dear sweet Ava haddexf her against her
womanly bosom, fed her and fussed over her therhputo bed with a

couple of sleeping pills. By the time Gemma woke tae next morning, the
sun had been shining brightly and any serious bi@ak had been averted.

Still, by the time the funeral was over a few diyer it had been imperative
that she get away. Gemma had somehow found justgbncourage and
spirit left to make that decision, and to followthtough. Both Celeste and
Byron had argued with her, saying they wanted ¢ lafter her. Even Ava
had argued with her, trying reverse psychology laining she needed
Gemma's company around Belleview.

Gemma had smiled indulgently at this—Ava's dayswoeghy-washy

dependence were well and truly over— then ignote&he'd ignored all
their wishes and booked her flight to Lightning gdAll she had promised
was that she would write. She'd refused to agreyoreturn date, simply
saying that she would come back when the time igas. IShe'd apologised
to Byron for quitting her job again, but this tinghe'd told him, it was for
good. If and when she returned to Sydney, she wtsrdined to get her
own job, under her own steam.

But would she ever return to Sydney? Gemma wongddépgang back the

brim of the old felt Akruba hat she was wearing ataring around her.
There had been a time when she had found nothaasiplg to the eye in the
dry, stark landscape around Lightning Ridge. Arellifiestyle had bored her
to tears.

Yet now, she could see a kind of raw beauty inrdloky ridges and the harsh
blue sky. And she had welcomed the peace and ghieh came with the
territory. The heat was the only thing she wasiglsome time getting used
to again. Gemma pulled a handkerchief from the ebak her denim
cut-offs and wiped a fine layer of sweat from harehead. She certainly
hadn't sweated like this back in Sydney.

'What on earth are you doin’ sittin' out here i $hin?' Ma growled at her.
'It's nearly midday, for heaven's sake. Only "madgsdand Englishmen go
out in the midday sun"!'



'Is it really that late?' Gemma replied, scrambtliogvn off the mullock heap
and giving Ma a sheepish look. She had developetabit of daydreaming
since returning to the Ridge. Many a time she wqusd sit, and her mind
would start wandering, or simply to blank for agéke first time she had
done it, she'd got a touch of the sun. Not burmdmGemma's skin wasn't
the kind to burn. But she'd developed the mostdirddaeadache which had
lasted for days.

‘Just look at you,"” Ma went on accusingly. "Yousdting as brown as a
berry. Haven't you been usin' your sunscreen?’

'Yes, | have," Gemma defended. 'Truly. I just hal@ of natural melanin in
my skin.'

‘A lot of what?'
'Melanin. It's a pigment.’

'It's an excuse, that's what it is. You don't wanbe gettin' as many skin
cancers as I've got when you're my age, do you? Wimt you make
yourself useful,’ Ma suggested, 'by gettin' us adgdrink while | get the
shoppin' out of the truck?'

Ma's idea of a cool drink was always a beer, bunhf@a didn't object. She
liked a cool beer herself when the temperatureugdo thirty-five as it was

today. And it was only November! By Christmas thelye steaming. Ma
thought the old dugout was cool compared to thavear she used to live in.
And it probably was, but hardly a patch on thecainditioning at Belleview.

Gemma missed her creature comforts sometimes.

She missed other things too.

Yet it had been good to come back to where she&d beought up, good for
her to get back to basic living. She'd been smloivn in Sydney. It had
made her soft. When troubles had come, she'd dtatecumbing to
self-pity and that was a sorry way to live.



But a few weeks of being around Ma and lookingrdftrself with little or
no pampering had done her the world of good. So r@tdhaving any
television or video to watch. They talked into thight most evenings, and
Gemma had at last begun to put her marriage ingppetive. Ma had a way
of putting things sometimes that made everythiregsso clear and simple.

'It was just sex, love," she'd said about Gemneg&'snigs for Nathan and his
for her. 'Happens all the time. Fact is, most nages start that way but then
kiddies come along and that either makes or bréakgs. Bein' a parent
makes one grow up, you see. Doesn't always hapiperhiat, of course,
specially with the men. Some men never grow uge.ldhat's the truth of it
and there's no use breakin' your heart over timat ki

Gemma didn't really think Nathan was that kind wes a far more complex
individual with deep dark hang-ups from a past 8@heone as simple as
Ma would never guess at. But it was still good sahher homespun
philosophies which indeed gave Gemma plenty tdkthlvout.

"You don't think | ever really loved Nathan eithdo, you?' she'd remarked
late one night.

'‘Nah. He bowled you over with his good looks arglkmow-how, that's all.
How could you really love him? You didn't even ggeknow him. Except in
the biblical sense,’ Ma had cackled, leaning ovelig Gemma in the ribs.

Although Gemma had laughed too at the time, shestilaa long way from
getting over Nathan. And she was long way from étirgg what it was like
when he made love to her. Many a night she wouwdirli the narrow,
uncomfortable single bed she'd slept in as a chiéd,body encased in a
simple cotton nightshirt, and think of her expeces as the wife of a man
who had done to her what he had once vowed to dddd made her body
attuned to his, had made her respond even whehahet wanted to, had
made her want him with a want that had nothing dowdth love and
everything to do with lust. In that respect, Ma wwasbably right.

Sometimes her skin would actually crawl with desaed she would toss
and turn, aching to have him there in bed with toedrive the madness
away. She wanted to cling to him, move with hing, loier nails into him. She



wanted.. .oh, she just wanted. There was no rhymeeason to her
frustrations, she knew that. She'd become a migdliesim to a devilishly
sexy man who had taken her blank virgin body arafammed it with
responses that only he could trigger, and need®ttgahe could soothe.

Which was why it would be a long time before sheilddorget him. Maybe
she never would if what she suspected turned dog toue.

But that didn't mean she had to fall apart over. hii@ll, no. She was made
of tougher stuff than that, she hoped.

Gemma walked into the relative cool of the dugmat was bending down to
extract a couple of cans of beer from the smallfgdge in the corner when
the dizziness struck. Instinctively, she sank doevthe ground and put her
head between her knees, which was how Ma found/hen she walked in.

'‘Good God!" Ma threw the shopping bags on the kiidlable and raced over
to squat down beside Gemma. 'What is it? What'sig?0

Gemma slowly raised her head. The black dots had ffom in front of her
eyes but she still felt cold and clammy. 'l.. . A fainted.'

'See what happens when you don't do as you're ¥dd?e probably got
sunstroke again.’'

'l don't think it's sunstroke,’ she said quietlyngping down on the floor. 'l
think I'm pregnant.’

Ma's eyebrows shot up. ‘Good lord! Have you beese&the doc?’
'No." Then how can you be sure?'

'l haven't had a period in ages, my breasts aeaut I've been feeling like
throwing up the last few mornings.'

'‘And you didn't tell me?'

'l... I was trying to pretend it wasn't true.’



Ma sat down on the floor beside her with a thuttpabled frown making
more wrinkles on her already deeply wrinkled fa@mon't you want this
baby, love?'

Gemma sighed. 'In any other circumstances, | wbaldver the moon, but
it's hardly the right time, is it? | always vowetht no child of mine would
have the disadvantages | had, being brought up $gghe parent with no
brothers or sisters.'

"You're not plannin' on doin' away with it, are You

‘Good lord, no!

'Didn't think so." Ma gnawed on her bottom lip fowhile then looked over
at Gemma. 'I'll help you any way | can but thi©iggdly the ideal place to
bring up a baby. You better than anyone should kitnat'

Gemma glanced around her at the primitive surroggdi'Yes, | know.'
'What do you think you might do?'

'l haven't thought that far ahead yet.'

'How far are you gone, do you know?'

‘A little over two months,' she said, deliberatatiding a week to the truth.
She'd told Ma just about everything that had hapgdretween herself and
Nathan since her last visit to Lightning Ridge, epicthe rape. She had
substituted a fierce argument for that incident.

Ma gave her a sharp look. ittyour husband's, isn't it?'

Gemma's dismay was acute. 'Oh, Ma.. .not you too.

Of course it's Nathan's. I've never been to bel ity other man. | know

you don't believe | loved Nathan any more thandwed me but you're
wrong. | did. | would never be unfaithful to him.’



Ma reached out to curve a comforting hand over Gamrshoulder. 'l
believe you, love. But | had to ask. Come on, lg¢syou up off this floor
and have that cool drink. Unless you think you $thidie down."'

'I'm all right now. Really. I'll just sit at thelike with you.'

'l get you a lemonade. No more beer for you,ngwoman. Ladies havin'
babies don't drink beer.'

Gemma didn't think a can or two of light beer wodtwlany harm but she
wasn't going to argue.

'Do you still love him?' Ma asked as she handed iGam can of lemonade
and sat down with her beer.

Gemma's stomach contracted. Did she? To be hatestyasn't sure. Her
shrug was full of confusion. 'Maybe. Probably. hilaeally know. I still
think about him a lot. He's a hard man to forget.’

'Tll have to meet this devil one day, see justthia that gets the women in
so badly.'

Gemma sighed. 'l doubt you'll ever get to meet lieis not likely to drop in
out here for morning tea, is he?'

'Oh, | don't know, love. Once you tell him abous thaby, | wouldn't mind
bettin' he hotfoots it cut here like a shot ouaa@jun.’

'I'm not going to tell him about the baby.’

Ma almost had apoplexy. 'Not tell him about they?aBood God, whyever
not, you stupid girl?'

Gemma bristled. 'He doesn't want me any more arwfainly won't want
this baby," she said firmly.

'Rubbish! He married that other woman cause shehaais' his baby, and
he never fancied her nearly as much as he obvidastyed you. As for his



not wantin' you any more, | can't believe you baithat nonsense. The man
was crazy about you at one stage, so crazy thagineed you after sayin' he
would never marry again! OK, so he went off hischedth jealousy when
he thought you were having an affair and did soraeycthings. But a lot of
men do crazy things when they're insanely jealbiubet he's already sorry
he chucked you out.'

Gemma recalled that brief moment the morning @temian's death, when
she'd accused Nathan of wanting her back again.cettinly hadn't
responded to that, nor had he done anything latpetsuade her to resume
their marriage. Yet he'd had plenty of opportunggpecially with her in
such an emotionally vulnerable state.

'l don't deny Nathan was jealous,’ she said wilgh. 'But he doesn't love
me, and it's perfectly clear he doesn't want me.biiche did, he'd have
called, or written, or come up here personally. Nepn't use this baby to
get back a man who doesn't love me."

‘Then you're a silly little fool. What if he finadsit anyway then tries to take
the baby away from you?’

Gemma stared at Ma, wide-eyed.

'He's a rich man, isn't he? You said he inheritetbrdune from his
grandparents on top of all the money those playsolbring in.’

Gemma nodded.

'‘Amazing what money can buy,' was Ma's dry comment.

'‘Nathan wouldn't do that!" Gemma gasped.

'How do you know? You yourself said you didn't he&how him. What if
he's always wanted a son and you have a boy? \Whathecomes as mad
for the child as he once was for you? The manldgal rights as well. He

might not need to bribe anyone to get custody sthild. All he needs is a
sympathetic judge.’



Gemma was shaking her head. 'Nathan would nevsomething like that.'

'For pity's sake, don't start puttin' your heathm sand, love. You might be
sorry one day if you do. It's time to be a reahsit, a fluffy-headed romantic.
You have to think of your own welfare as well. Byin' a baby up all alone
is one hell of a job in this day and age. It ta&det of time and money for
one thing.'

'l have time and money," Gemma countered irritaddyry now that she had
told Ma. 'If | want more money, | can get myselrart solicitor, divorce

Nathan and take him to the cleaners.

'Oh, lovely. Is that what city life has done to foliurned you into a
money-grubbin’, hard-hearted little bitch?"

Shock at Ma's harsh words sent Gemma's eyes raundin

'Don't look at me like that," Ma scorned with akliof her hand. "You're no
babe-in-the-woods any more. You're a married woarahyou're going to
have your husband's child. This is no time fonedie!

"You don't understand," Gemma wailed. 'Nathan weartt this child!

'Why won't he want it? | bet he'd be tickled pink.'

Gemma was about to blurt out the truth when somgtkept her mouth
shut. Instead, she dropped her eyes and shoolehdr e probably won't
believe the baby's his," she muttered.

'Rubbish! There's tests for that sort of thing ¢héays. You could prove it.’

'Ma, stop it,"” Gemma groaned. 'Please. I.. .1 duearit to tell Nathan about
the baby.'

'You're being a stubborn fool!

'‘Maybe. But it's my life and my baby.’



‘That's a very naive thing to say, Gemma.'
'l am not naive!' she cried.

‘Then put your actions where your mouth is andheti about the baby.
Make him put his uninterest along with his intentto divorce you both in
writin'.'

Gemma threw up her hands in defeat. 'All righte ¢fit out, the 'naive’
accusation still stinging. 'I'll go to Sydney aetl him.'

'‘No, you won't. We'll ring him and get him to commet here. | want to see
this devil for meself. And | want to see how heeslour news about the

baby.’

'How on earth are we going to get him to comehadl way without telling
him about the baby first?'

'I'll think of something, love. Never you fear.'



CHAPTER SIX

HE wAS coming.

Gemma still could not believe it. Ma had gone biaté& town the previous
afternoon and brought back a pregnancy testinfydt the chemist. When
it had returned a resoundingly positive result,dldeiven back into town
and rung Nathan at home, getting on to him immedtjiat

Apparently, he was flying up this morning, thenirgra car, refusing Ma's
offer to pick him up at the airport. Gemma estirddtet if the plane was on
time he should arrive around eleven. Since it wias lpefore ten, she still
had over an hour to wait, yet already she was higpitated.

'l want to know what you told Nathan to make hinmeg' she asked Ma
again as he paced up and down. "You told him atheubaby, didn't you?"'

‘Nope.'

'Why won't you tell me what you said?'

'‘Because.’

Gemma stamped her foot in frustration. 'That'smswer!’

'It's the only one you're going to get,’ Ma retdrfemly. 'Now go make
yourself pretty for your husband. And put on somesli clothes.’

‘I will not! I look perfectly all right in these sints and top which were put on
fresh this morning. It's what | always wear and hot changing it for
anyone, least of alim."

Ma shrugged and had to battle to stop a smile fvaliing at her lips. Little
did Gemma know that in her present rigout she wbold more attractions
for a jaded city man than the most dolled-up glarpuss.

There was so much for him to feast his eyes upon.



Gemma's long shapely legs would have made a dprmed, and every inch

of their firm tanned expanse was on display, hertsshorts only barely

covering her buttocks. If she bent over, they didwén do that. Then there
was her singlet top which might have been reasgnatdadest on a less
well-endowed girl. But Gemma's pregnancy had maatehieady full bust

more then memorable, her darkening and distenggalas clearly outlined

against the thin white material.

'I'm not putting any make-up on either," Gemma eduiNeither am | going
to do anything fancy with my hair!'

Now Gemma's face had never really needed makeubp,her clear olive

skin and thickly lashed brown eyes, her high cheakk that flushed
prettily when her blood was up, and her generquss livhich did likewise.

As for her hair.. .at the moment it was falling @amd her face with that
slightly dishevelled and tousled look which coutaretimes be sexier than
all the sleek coiffures in the world.

Ma had no doubt that when Nathan Whitmore arriveavbuld not be able
to take his eyes off his lovely young wife, nor wbine be able to stop
himself from wanting her back in his bed, as he dladously wanted her
from the first moment he'd set eyes upon her.

‘The least you can do is put some lipstick on,'ddaplained.

'What for? | don't think you've been listening te these past few weeks,
Ma. Nathan doesn't want me any more. And | cegaloh't want him. God
help you if you've been telling him | do. You.. wbaven't, have you?' she
asked in a panic.

‘Certainly not! Look, if you must know, all | tolim was that you hadn't
been very well.'

Gemma's expression was sceptical. ‘Oh, come nowihdawouldn't have
got Nathan charging up here. He'd have simply yold to take me to a
doctor.’

'Er—we don't have that kind of doctor up here.'



'What kind of doctor? Are you talking about a gyc@egist?'
'No, a psychiatrist.'

Gemma's mouth fell open then snapped shut. 'Yauhioh | was mad as a
hatter?"

'‘Something like that.'
'‘Ma, how could you?'

Ma shrugged, the action making her huge body jiggéejelly. 'It was real
easy.’'

Gemma groaned. 'Nathan's the one who's going todaeas a hatter when
he finds out you lied to him.'

'‘Couldn't you pretend to be a bit loony?' Ma askegefully.
Gemma pulled a face at her. 'Very funny.’

'Look, it got him up here, didn't it? I'll straigint things out as soon as he
arrives, then when you tell him the real reason wanted to see him he'll
soon forget my little white lie.'

‘You've never said a truer word, Ma," was Gemmg'samark, her stomach
turning over as she tried to imagine what Nathaaa@stion to her pregnancy
would be. 'God, this is going to be a disastee’' ghmaced.

‘No, it isn't. It'll settle a lot of things in youmind, and it'll give the two of
you a chance to come to some agreement where lilydeoncerned. As |
said before, Gemma, the man has rights. Best y@whkat part he wants to
play in the child's life right from the start. Maybe'll only want to give you
financial support, but | have a feelin' in me watet he'll want more than
that. Now, I'm going to make us a nice cup of teantwe'll talk about
somethin' else for the next hour, OK?'

Gemma sighed her defeat. 'OK.'



Ma turned away to walk over to the primitive kitclegte, filling the kettle
from the old tap which connected to the tank oetsidd lighting the small
gas primus stove. She wasn't sure how things whwlid out today with
Nathan and Gemma, but she was one of the old sclbol believed
marriage was a very serious business. It was nog #ntered into lightly.

It was not to be thrown away lightly, either. Gemhaal married this man
and she was having his baby. They both had a regplity to try again,
especially since it seemed that what had brokean tiighad been a series of
unfortunate mishaps, plus a healthy dose of maleysy.

OK, so they didn't seem to have much going for tlaethe moment except
sex, but that was not to be scoffed at, in Ma'siopi. Many a couple deeply
in love had broken up because of problems in tlizdmen. With a bit of
luck, this baby might make Mr Nathan Whitmore sisenNife as more than a
sex object. Maybe he would begin to appreciategbaerous and genuinely
loving soul, and maybe, with a bit of luck, sometludt capacity for love
might rub off on to his own obviously lacking arelfsh male heart.

Whatever, Ma believed she had done the right tiimg@rganising this
meeting. No matter what happened.

Gemma had to tell the man about his baby. After, ihevas-up to them.

Gemma was in a state by the time eleven came antdwithout Nathan

showing up. Her feelings swung between disappointraad relief. She

kept walking outside and staring down the dustgkiraquinting her eyes
against the glare of the sun. A couple of timeladof dust in the distance
sent her heart racing and a squirming feeling h@o stomach, but no car
materialised their way. The third time it happentg butterflies stayed
away. But then a car suddenly came into view, awneryhing inside

Gemma flipped over. She raced back inside, paleshaking.

'He's coming,' she whispered.



Ma stood up, a formidable figure despite being skedsn an old blue floral
dress that should have been consigned to a cleéottyes bin years ago. She
put a steadying hand on Gemma's shoulders andddwdestraight in the
eye. 'Calm yourself, love. He's just a man.’

Gemma swallowed, knowing Ma was saying it as sheisadut she didn't
have all the facts. Gemma was worried sick over Nathan was going to
react to the news that a baby had been conceiaeditiul afternoon. It was
ironic that she had first accepted such a possibiith such optimism,
thinking a pregnancy could be used as a weaporttdNgthan back. She
knew better now. Only Ma's argument that Nathardccoause her problems
later if she didn't tell him about the baby up frbad made her agree to this
course of action. Still, that didn't mean she hlatbok forward to relaying
the news.

'Don't skulk away in here," Ma reprimanded. '‘Comatside and meet him
with your head held high and some starch in yoekbane. Don't let him
think you're afraid of him.’

'I'm not afraid of him," she said stiffly. She walaid of herself. She'd
always been afraid of herself where Nathan waseroed.

Gemma walked out into the sunlight with Ma jusaddue Corolla pulled up
where the track ended, twenty or so metres awag/libéd a hand to shade
her eyes from the sunlight, but it was shaking schrshe put it down again.

Nathan climbed out from behind the wheel of thetgusr, looking as
though he'd just stepped out of an air-conditiondy office. He was
dressed in a pale grey business sulit, a crisp whiteand dark grey tie. Ma,
who had never seen Nathan before, sucked in destdmteath as he started
walking towards them, the sun dancing on his blbadl as the elegantly
lazy stride of his long legs covered the groundwitrprising speed.

'Hell, girl," she muttered under her breath. "Yadnd tell me he washat
good-looking.'



'He's just a man, Ma,' Gemma countered with peeMausnour, but her heart
was pounding in her chest at the sight of her haméshusband, in much the
same way as it had always done.

His beautiful grey eyes flicked from Ma to Gemmales approached,
disconcerting her when they travelled slowly doven body then up again.
God, but she despised herself for the way her palsewas going haywire.
But at least she wasn't fool enough to mistakeréactions for love any
more. She knew good old lust when she felt it tlges. And much as she
didn't want still to lust after Nathan, it was al¢laat she did.

"You look surprisingly well," he said curtly, ‘feomeone's who's having a
nervous breakdown.’

'‘Before any more is said,’ Ma intervened swifieinma is perfectly well,
as you've so rightly noticed. I lied to get you bate, Mr Whitmore. I'm not
sorry | did, either.'

Nathan's glare was withering as his eyes shiftddadout she didn't flinch
an inch.

'l hope you have a very good reason,' he grated'lbdemma’s face is
anything to go by, she doesn't seem to agree with Mrs—er...'

'‘Call me Ma. The truth is, Mr Whitmore, that Gemrnas something
important to tell you and | wanted to be with hdren she did.'

'Why?' he returned with a slicing edge to his volé¢hat did you think |
would do to her? What has she been telling you ale?’

‘Nothing | haven't seen for myself these few shorstnents, Mr Whitmore,'
Ma returned, blood-pressure making her face goedll 'My, but you're a
cold bastard, aren't you? My Gemma will be well otibeing married to
you!'

'| dare say there are others who agree with yodama he said drily. 'As for
my being cold..." He peeled off his suit jacket smwkened his tie, undoing
the top button on his shirt. 'l feel far from calicthe moment. But surely you



haven't dragged me all the way out here just tda@s& divorce, Gemma. A
telephone call to Zachary would have sufficed.’

‘This isn't about our divorce, Nathan,' she snappedoyed with herself for
having stared so when he started to undress| leaite the legalities of that
up to you, since you were the one who was so asxiowet rid of me.
Another little problem had cropped up that Ma felti should know about.'

Nathan arched his left eyebrow, a steely glanagtisigMa's way.

She drew herself up as tall as her five feet amg raund figure allowed. 'l
think we should go inside,' she said quite haughtil

'Amen to that," Nathan drawled, ducking as he vadetad through the low,
roughly framed door.

'‘Arrogant bastard," Ma hissed at Gemma. 'But sexalldhell. | can see why
you're having trouble forgetting him.'

Gemma smothered a silent groan. God, the momeanthbed out of that
car and looked her over with that lazily sensuakgat his her wits had been
in danger of becoming scrambled. As for her badlyat didn't bear thinking
about. It wasn't fair that any man should have kivad of power, but even
Ma was feeling it. What chance dsthiehave when she'd already spent so
much time in his bed, when he'd successfully talgintto respond to as
little as a glance, or a seemingly innocent touch?

Nathan stood behind one of the chairs at the lavgeden table that
dominated the single-room dugout, not botheringitle his feelings as he
glanced around. One could almost see his lips witH distaste at such
primitive living conditions.

'Do sit down, Nathan,” Gemma said sharply. 'Tharshaight be pretty
rough but they're solid. Would you like a cool dfth

'No, thank you. I'd like you to get on with tellimge why I'm here," he said,
not a ruffle in his cool demeanour as he pulledaocihair and sat down.



Gemma swallowed, then plunged in before she cdittk tbetter of it. 'l
won't beat around the bush,” she said swiftly. 'Tdet is, Nathan, I'm
pregnant. And before you say another word, let sgu@ you that it is
yours. If you don't believe me I'm quite preparechave the appropriate
tests once the child is born.'

Was she imagining it or did all the blood drainnfrais face?

She must have imagined it because the next thgrséw he was laughing.
Both Ma and Gemma stared at him with their moufteno

'If ever | was to believe in a just God," Nathard sdter one last harsh bark
of laughter, ‘then this would be the moment.’

Gemma had no idea what he was talking about. Alllstew was that she
found his laughter a hurtful and hateful thing.dfiy, his eyes dropped from
hers, his shoulders sagging a little. Gemma despiseself for feeling an

unaccountable pity for him. But when he looked gpia, any pity died in

the face of his implacable expression.

'Don't you mearmunjust?'she snapped. 'You don't thinkvantthis baby, do
you?'

Their eyes locked, hers projecting all the anged hitterness that had
festered in her heart over his treatment of her.

'l wish to speak to my wife alone,” he ground diiowing Ma an
uncompromising glance.

Ma looked uncertainly at Gemma, who nodded, nating herself to speak
at that moment. She was too flustered.

Sighing, Ma stood up. 'l won't be far away," shened Nathan as she
reluctantly left the dugout.

Gemma glared at Nathan across the table, finditecean the righteous
fury bubbling up inside her. It was better thankiog at him and thinking
how damned attractive he was or what she might ¢ ihad the gall to



suggest their getting back together again. Godslteihad to be sick even to
consider such a thing. The man had never lovedH®ihad used her and
abused her. She had to fight this weakness witbintrad to fight it to the
death!

'Well?' she snapped. 'What is it you have to sagedhat couldn't be said in
front of Ma?'

His eyes darkened to slate as they raked over gy dace, seemingly
assessing how she felt about the situation. Evesh&owasn't ready for what
he was about to say. Yet she should have beenl|dsttoshe? She should
have known, all along, what he would consider theal solution to her
having conceived that awful afternoon.

'l presume you want an abortion,' he said taudlyd'l presume you expect
me to pay for it. In the circumstances, | can agipte your —'

'‘No," she cut in coldly. 'l won't want an abortidram going to have this
baby, come hell or high water.’

His pained bewilderment seemed very real. By, for pity's sake? Every
time you look at the child you will remember howvas conceived. You'll
end up hating it as you obviously hate me.’

Her look changed quickly from shock to scorn. 'Hatie you know about

me, Nathan. But | don't have to explain my motwas to you. Or my

feelings. | have informed you of the baby's exisggrand my intention to
have it. | would like to know what your intentioage. Do you wish merely
to be its father in name only? Or do you wish taypsome role in its
upbringing? Either way, | can assure you that gmgoing to pay, and pay
dearly.’

Nathan glared at her. 'So that's the bottom Ig&?iMoney, You're going to
have the baby because it will squeeze a biggerdisettlement out of me.'

Gemma was almost numb with outrage. But be danfreteiwas going to
let him have the last word. 'And why not?' she tadn'lf that's what | want.



This silly little naive bitch has finally grown uplathan. I'm going to screw
you like you screwed me. Without mercy. And totaillyhout love.’

Now the blood really did drain from his face, amd & horrible moment
Gemma was filled with remorse. What had possessetblsay such wicked
words? Was it because of the desire that keptipgckt her flesh? Did she
hope to wipe away all her feelings for this manwagtlowing in hate and
revenge?

'So how much monegoyou want, Gemma?' he ground out at long lastt 'Spi
it out.'

"You think all I want is money?' she flung at him.

‘Then whatis it that you want?' he said, a weary exasperatidms voice.
‘Tell me, and if it's possible I'll give it to ydu.

She gave a small, hysterical little laugh. Tearsked at her eyes and she
looked down at the table. 'What if | told you thatant you back, as my
husband and the father of my baby? What if | tad {/want your love? Can
you give me that, Nathan?'

He didn't say a word.

‘Just as | thought,' she said bitterly, blinkinglothe tears. When she looked
up again, her eyes were bright and hard. 'In thse¢ cl'll settle for you being
a real father to this baby, not just a cheque-hmok'

'I've never shrunk from my responsibilities asthda.'

'How noble of you.'

'l think we've already established that I'm notlepfBemma. But | do have
my own peculiar brand of honour. If you're preparedverlook my obvious

shortcomings as a husband, I'm prepared to havbergo at our marriage.
What do you say?"



Gemma shot to her feet, instant indignation finipgher blood. 'l say to hell
with you, Nathan Whitmore! | don't want some sacial lamb as a

husband. Neither do | want a husband who doesrétriee. Who in hell do

you think you are, making me an offer like thatk& our guilt and shove
it, buster! Go back to Sydney and your preciousyJdoh sure you won't

have to feel guilty about screwing the likes of!end if she gets pregnant
I'm sure she'll rush off and have an abortion kefgpou can say Jack
Robinson!

'What's going on in here?' Ma raced in, all botlered breathless. 'What's
all the shouting about?'

Gemma was almost beside herséle'swhat the shouting's all about," she
cried, pointing at an ashen- faced Nathan with akisly hand. 'First, he
wanted me to have an abortion and then when | saido that he
magnanimously suggested | come back to Sydneyhinthand play happy
families!

'‘Well, what's wrong with that?' Ma said, clearlyrfimoxed by Gemma's
attitude. 'Sounds like common sense to me. Surelyrg not thinkin' of
havin' a baby all by yourself out here and bringiaop alone, are you, when
you have a perfectly good husband who wants to¢ake of you both?’

Gemma could not believe what she was hearing. Maywshe trusted and
relied upon, turning against her! '‘But | won't ben®," she argued fiercely.
"'l haveyou!

'For how long, love? I'm old and getting older gmeay. I'd love to have you
and the baby here, but it's not practical. Jusdt ltathis place. It's a dump.
Surely you want more for your son or daughter tiés' She came forward
and took Gemma's trembling hands in her large gdarhes. 'Give it a go,
love. If it doesn't work out then at least you viaeproach yourself for
never trying.'

'How can it work out when we don't love each oth&&®mnma groaned.

'‘But you will both love the child,” Ma insistednth out of that love you
might learn to love each other.’



'Who says we will both love the child?' Gemma nmetie knowing in her
heart that Nathan, for one, wouldrte was the one who didn't want a
constant reminder of what he had done, not her.

'If you come with me, Gemma,' Nathan said in a lawense voice, 'l
promise | will do my best to make reparation forawlh have done. You
won't believe me, | know, but | never meant to lyou.'

'‘But you did.'

'Yes.. .yes, | did," he confessed. 'l have hadtplehtime lately to think
about what I've done and regret it deeply. If y@generous enough to give
me a second chance, | won't let you down again. lArdn't let our child
down, either. And who knows? Maybe Ma is right. Mayve can learn to
love each other properly this time. I, for one, Vdblike to think it was
possible...’

Gemma stared at him. God, but he was clever. Whddimave thought that
a few minutes ago he had coldly been discussingbamtion? What lay

behind his offer? she puzzled cynically. Did he twaar back in his bed? Or
was it once again a matter of getting back intodBig good books?

Gemma didn't understand how much his father's gmicion mattered to
him, and Byron would be less than impressed whdedrat she was having
Nathan's baby, but Nathan was still divorcing her.

'‘Now, Gemma," Ma said by her side. 'The man canindre than that, can
he? Go with him, love. Give him a second chance.'

Gemma had no intention of blithely going back tahéa, baby or no baby.
She had not forgotten, nor forgiven what he hacedorher. He could think
again if he thought his probably insincere and lyighanipulative apology
just now would set the record straight.

' will come back to Sydney with you,' she told hifaut | won't be living
with you. I want a house of my own. And a deceldvednce.’

'Now, Gemma,' Ma started. 'Don't be so stubborm ¥



'‘No, Ma," Gemma cut in firmly. 'l won't be swayed this. I've made up my
mind.’

"You can have the house up at Avoca if you liketHdn offered in such a
silky-smooth voice that Gemma was immediately stisps. 'And ten
thousand a month. Is that enough?’

‘That's more than generous, love,’ Ma said.

'It certainly is,"” Gemma bit out, her eyes lockingh her husband's. His
returning gaze was disconcertingly bland. Gemmavkifat Nathan had a
habit of wiping his face of all emotion when hisnaiiwas at its most active.
It wasn't like him to fall meekly in with her demdsnlike that. What devious
plan was he hatching to get her to come back t@ liid he hope to use sex
again to bend her to his will?

She almost laughed at this thought. For he dideedra devious plan, did
he? He'd put in the groundwork long ago. All he kadlo was press the
right buttons again and she would probably he drigHe taking.

Gemma decided it was fortunate he didn't seemaisecthat. Or did he?

Damn, but she was a fool to put herself anywhees tiee man, especially
now when she was still obviously suffering withdedveymptoms from

being in his bed. Maybe if she waited a few montiidier body was large
and clumsy with her pregnancy, there would be nagda of his being

able—or everwanting—to seduce her.

Nathan glanced at his watch. 'l hate to hurry yotiibwe're to catch this
afternoon's flight you should change and pack.’

'l see no reason for any hurry," Gemma countefeadnkly, | would like to
spend Christmas up here with Ma. I'll fly down sotinge in the new year.'

Nathan's face darkened at this. Even Ma frowned.

'l don't like you staying here in this heat and emthese conditions,' he
argued.



'She's been feeling the heat,' Ma put in, whiclught an exasperated glare
from Gemma.

'Well, you have' Ma insisted. 'And she's been having a bit of mimay
sickness. Hasn't been to see a doctor yet eitheugh the test from the
chemist said she was pregnant enough for two baltask your husband's
right. Gemma. The sooner you get back to Sydneyb#tter. I'll pack for
you if you like.'

Gemma knew when she was beaten. 'No,' she sighiedb & myself. Are
you sure there'll be a spare seat on the planen&®’ she asked Nathan,
despite already knowing that it was rare for tightls to be full at this time
of the year.

'I've already booked you one.’

This presumption irritated her. 'Why on earth woybdl do that? You didn't
know | was pregnant when you arrived.'

'l thought | might have to take you back to Sydnatyn me to see a shrink,
remember?'

'Oh.. .yes... | forgot about that.'

'l take Mr Whitmore for a walk while you changeye,’ Ma generously
offered. 'Maybe he'd like to see an old-fashiongal onine in the raw.’

Gemma watched wryly as Ma took Nathan's arm andrest him outside.
She was chatting happily away to him before thegnewit the sunshine.

Another female conquest, Gemma thought bitterlyd Aa easily done too.
Handsome men had it too easy, especially whenwleeg rich as well.

But Nathan wasn't going to have it easy this tiemma decided with a
further hardening of her heart. It would take aftothim to ever win her
trust or her love again. Frankly, it would takeaarged miracle!



CHAPTER SEVEN
'CAN we talk, Gemma?'

The plane had just taken off from Lightning Ridgad Gemma was in the
process of uncurling her nervous grip from the asts when Nathan spoke.
She slanted cool eyes his way.

‘Talk, Nathan? That's a new one for you, isn't it?'
'Drop the sarcasm, Gemma. It doesn't become you.'

'l don't give a fig if it becomes me or not. I'mtrgwing to pretend to be
happy about this situation. | didn't appreciatengetoerced into coming
back to Sydney today. And | don't appreciate yorogantly assuming that |
will do what you wish. My days of doing what youshiare well and truly
over, Nathan.'

'l realise that. But there are more people's wishesnsider than mine. The
child you're carrying will be Kirsty's brother orster, something she's
always wanted. Could we try to come to a more abhécarrangement for
her sake, perhaps?’

Kirsty...
Gemma hadn't thought of Kirsty.

Her heart turned over. The poor love had had alroegl the past few years,
what with her parents divorcing and then her fatharrying a girl only a
few years older than herself, someone Kirsty hattdd upon more dser
friend than her father's. Kirsty had only just matye come to terms with
Gemma's marriage to her father. To announce sheew@ecting Nathan's
baby in the same breath as she was divorcing himldvdistress the
teenager terribly.

'Poor Kirsty," Gemma murmured.



'We could at least put off the divorce for a whiathan suggested. 'She
doesn't know about our separation. Since she begaling at St Brigit's,
she's been so much happier, and Lenore didn'twasaty or do anything to
upset her again.’

Gemma knew he was referring to the incident wherstyKhad walked in on

her mother kissing Zachary Marsden. Gemma hersalf leen shocked
when first told of the affair till she was informéldat Zachary was in the
process of divorcing his wife, who had been thstfio say that their

marriage should end. She had also fallen in lowt sdmeone else. They
had been waiting till their younger son finished high-school exams at the
end of the year before dropping the bombshell kimtparents no longer
loved each other.

Gemma could understand how such things happenedheustill found

divorce a terribly sad thing, especially where dtah were concerned. It
turned her mind to her own child, doomed beforevés even born to
eventually having divorced parents. Unless thaaahér happened...

She turned to look at Nathan's coolly composed éackknew that miracle
would never happen. He would never love her aswsrged to be loved
because he didn't have it in him to love a womka tihat. Lenore had once
told her not to throw Nathan away, because to dwaald be to destroy
him.

Lenore was wrong. He'd already been destroyed ye=Hse Lenore had
even met him. His mother had been the destroysrmdither and that other
evil old bitch he'd lived with when he'd been étthore than a boy.

Gemma felt so sure of this that she would have swort on a stack of
bibles. And while this appreciation of the forchatthad shaped Nathan's
personality brought a message of understandinghBoman sitting beside
her, it did not change the facts. Gemma could is&tputting herself in his
hands again, for where women were concerned they warped hands.

But neither could she deliberately destroy othesppe Kirsty could not
cope with another divorce just now.



'l don't want to be the cause of making Kirsty mabée,’ she said with a
ragged sigh. 'I'm prepared to delay our divorcefimitely, if that will help.

| can't see myself ever wanting to marry againmay'

''ve made you bitter," he said, so bleakly thatn@= was startled.

'Bitter?' she repeated. 'l wouldn't say bittere Isimply become a realist
instead of a romantic. You should be pleased, Mathaow look at the
world in much the same light you do."

'‘And you think that would please me? he said grimly

'Well, it certainly didn't please you when | wasianocent little thing with
rose-coloured glasses.'

'"You pleased me well enough,’ he grated out, a lmisitching in his jaw.
'For a while, maybe.’

'‘Can we talk of other things?' he snapped.

'Like what?'

'Did you know that your parents married two weefs?a

'Yes, of course. They wrote to me about it." "Yet @idn't come back to
attend,' he said, almost accusingly, she thought.

'‘No. They understood why | didn't. | sent them @l@nd a gift with my best
wishes. Don't tell mgouwent?'

'‘Byron wanted me to be his best man, so | couldipaefuse.’
'‘Despite despising the woman he was marrying?' Gesaid archly.

'Celeste's not as bad as | thought she was,' desrgradging admission.



'‘Good God, | don't believe it," Gemma mocked. 'Nbitg you'll be telling
me you believe | didn't have an affair with Damian.

'l know you didn't.’
Gemma gasped her shock.

'If you had," Nathan went on, 'you would not haaleeh the stance you took
today. | recognise righteous indignation when | geg€semma. And |
recognise an embittered heart. You wouldn't hateawenuch as you
obviously do unless you were totally innocent of amongdoing. I'm only
sorry that my view of the world and the peopletiwas so jaundiced that |
couldn't trust what was obvious to everyone else.’

'What is this, Nathan? All this apologising is nrakime nervous. | keep
wondering what you want."'

He darted her a wry look. 'You really have growraupt, haven't you?'
'It happens. So out with it? Whab you want?'

He shrugged. 'No more than what | said in fronMef. | want you to give
our marriage—and me—a second chance.’

'‘Why should 1? | don't love you any more.'

'A marriage can survive without romantic love. dilt love Lenore, and we
were reasonably happy for twelve years. We alse dfarsty a secure and
stable home life, something a child has a rightltm't you think?"

'Might | remind you that your marriage to Lenoreeriually ended in

divorce right at a time in Kirsty's life when sheasvat her most
vulnerable—her teenage years? Might | also remind that Lenore

obviously pleased you a lot more in bed than | diid? Nathan, | will not

put myself back in a position where | will worryenmy performance all the
time, and where | will wonder whose bed you arkehind my back. | could
perhaps bear your not loving me, but | could netrly@ur being unfaithful.

Which reminds me, how's Jody these days?"



'l am not having an affair with Jody," Nathan hit.0My only relationship
with her nowadays is strictly professional.’

'No kidding. What are you doing for sex, then?n'thelieve you're doing
without. Not you, Nathan.’

His scowl carried frustration. 'Would you believeything | said? | doubt it.
Yes, you're quite right," he swept on savagele Ween bonking everything
in sight. Does that make you happy?'

'Yes.' Her voice was very hard, and very, veryebitiAnd | want you t&eep
bonking everything in sight, because if you eveanemear me again, God
help me, Nathan, I might do you damage.’

'Maybe the day will come when yovantme to come near you,' he snarled.
She laughed. 'l can't see that day coming too guick

' wouldn't be too sure of that.'

Her eyes snapped round to glare at him. 'I'm wargou, Nathan.'

His eyes narrowed as he glared right back at Ner, I'm warning you,

Gemma. Don't push me too far. I'm doing my best¢ beido the right thing
by you and this baby. But that doesn't mean I'lftwer whipping boy. OK,

SO0 you won't have me back in your bed. | can utdedsthat. But that
doesn't mean | have to like it, because, evenufdan't want me any more,
| still want you, my darling. That hasn't changdthat's never changed.

Neither am | entirely convinced | don't do anythiing you any more in a
sexual sense. Your eyes have always betrayed gelings, and the way
you were looking at me out at Lightning Ridge reded me of how you

used to look at me when we first met.'

'l won't deny 1 still find you physically attracgy Nathan,' she bit out
brusquely. 'But lust without love has never appgébeme. Oh, | know you
think | never really loved you, but that's your Iplenm, not mine¥ou'rethe
one who can't really love, not me. You obvioushdfsex an end in itself but
l, for one, would find it repulsive.’



'Is that so?' Nathan said with seeming indiffere@&h equally seeming
indifference, he reached over and picked up heresehand, turning it over
and drawing it slowly up to his lips, his eyes parnng as they locked on to
her own wide, startled ones. 'In that case youid fthis repulsive," he
rasped, and sent his tongue-tip across the sexnskin of her palm.

A shiver of sensation rippled up her arm and ddwaugh her body.

'‘And this..." He pressed the palm hard againshbiopen mouth, exerting
an inward sucking pressure as his tongue contitugg round and round
on her wet, tingling flesh.

Everything inside Gemma clenched down hard.
God!

She kept telling herself to tear her eyes awatgdoher hand away. Instead,
she remained frozen while those wicked eyes tofdalithout words what
he'd really like to be doing to her. Her mouth wedny as her memory
provided her with plenty of arousing images. He wasgood with his
mouth. So very, very good. As for his tongue..r¢ghgasn't an inch of her
body that it hadn't explored, making her shuddein wieasure.

She shuddered now.

'‘Come home with me,' he muttered into her hand,vhise thick with
arousal. "You won't regret it. | promise...'

He'd chosen the wrong word with 'regret’. For sloeld regret it. Bitterly.
Her pride would suffer, and so would her self-aste8he would be back on
that merry-go-round to nowhere, back to being Nalthsexual puppet, back
to dancing to the strings he pulled. As much asvgmged to go with him,
oh, so desperately, she could not. $toelldnot!

Slowly, with her heart and body aching, she shaakhead, till he stopped
doing what he was doing and lifted his mouth froer thands. His
expression was oddly bewildered.



'Why not?' he growled. "You want to. | know you'do.
'Oh, yes,' she agreed. 'l want to, so badly itreoat painful.’
'l could make you,' he warned darkly, the glittgraf raw desire in his eyes.

'‘No, you couldn't,’ she said with surprising coafide. 'Not any more. Not
without being as evil as Damian was. And you dwaaht to be like that,
Nathan. | know you don't. Basically, you're a goaah.'

He stared at her for a moment, clearly taken aliacker unexpected
conviction. AmI? | wonder... Would a good man do what | oncetdigou?'
he said, squeezing her hands so tightly that shesdlcried out. 'Would a
good man ask you to get rid of his baby? Would adgman be trying to
seduce you knowing that underneath you hate arjlsgelim?’

Gemma didn't know what to say to that, her eyeswigon his tormented
face. Suddenly he released her hands, throwing baark into her lap with
disgust in his gesture. "You're still too trustidgg snapped. 'Don't trust me,
Gemma. Don't ever trust me. I'm not fit to be tdst

"You're frightening me, Nathan,' she whispered sjak
'‘Good,' he snarled. 'Fear will keep you on yous taxed on your guard.’

Now she was hopelessly confused, for along withfiteehe'd managed to
kindle in her veins was a feeling so much like ltvat it terrified the life out
of her. She wanted to reach out to him and conhifiant to draw his tortured
face down on to her breast and tell him she fordanwefor everything.

Which showed that he was right. Seasstill too trusting. But at least he'd
given her fair warning that his lust for her rensdnintact, and that he

wouldn't hesitate to try to slake that lust wheml @hshe gave him the

chance. She would heed that warning and take tteseary steps not to be
alone with him any more than was essential.

In that case | don't want you dropping in on mexpeetedly up at Avoca,’
she said crisply, her cool composure a total stigarhhe didn't know that.



'Fine," he said curtly.
'‘And | don't want you offering to drive me up thel'k drive my own car.’

'Sensible.’

'l suppose I'll have to let you drive me home tdl&g&ew tonight," she
muttered. 'It would look odd if you didn't. | dasay I'll have to stay there for
a day or two before moving on. Ava will be angryhwine if I don't.’

'No, she won't. She's not there. Belleview's dedeért
'What?'

'l presume you know Byron and Celeste will be atmyanother two weeks
cruising the Whitsunday Islands.’

'Yes, they wrote to me about it. They also saig there planning on selling
the yacht up in Queensland at the end of theidaglthen flying back. But |
presumed Ava would be holding the fort at Bellevieuile they were
away.'

'Well, she isn't. She got fed up with being in sadhg house by herself and
has moved into some luxury penthouse with VindeByron and Celeste

return. Actually, Byron told me he was thinkings&lling Belleview in the

New Year. Celeste doesn't want to live permanentiyhe same house he
lived in with Irene, and come February Ava will married, which rather

leaves the old place strapped for inhabitants.’

'What a shame,’ Gemma said rather sadly. 'It's ala¥ely house. It should
stay in the family. What about Jade and Kyle? Mayles'd like to live in it.
They can't stay living in that houseboat afterrthaby is born, surely.’

'‘Byron offered it to them but Kyle recently boughtouse in Castlecrag,
overlooking the harbour. After living right on theater like that, they said
they couldn't bear not to be near it. In truthphd think Belleview held too
many happy memories for Jade but she didn't likbud her father by
saying so.'



Gemma frowned. 'You seem well acquainted with &meilfy's comings and
goings. Have you been welcomed back into the fold?"

'Oh, | wouldn't say that exactly, but Byron keepsinformed. | haven't had
that much to do with them, really, other than ale€® and Byron's small
wedding party.'

'What does everyone think is the situation betwest

'‘Aah, now, you'll have to ask the individuals thiatirself. It's not a matter |
have discussed with anyone. | think Ava hopes getlback together again.
She actually smiled at me. Once.’

'‘And what about Jade?'

‘Jade, the dear romantic girl, has always thoughb&longed together."

'She also thinks yoloveme," Gemma reminded him bluntly. '‘And that | love
you,' she added with a catch in her throat.

'Yes, well, Jade always was inclined to optimisvathan drawled. 'l gained
the impression she believes that given time yargive me. Once she finds
out you're pregnant, she'll be doubly sure.'

'Does.. .does everyone have to know that I'm pre@ha

His sidewards glance was sharp. 'Why shouldn't tkegw? Are you
reconsidering having an abortion?’

'Of course not!'

‘Then there's no point in keeping it a secret. Maving a baby will also put
your returning to me into perspective as well.’

'I'm not really returning to you.'

"You know what | mean. Everyone will think you haV# tell them you're
staying up in Avoca for the peace and quiet becgosdaven't been all that



well, and that | visit you all the time. They wokftow if it's true or not. Of

course, I'm sure to have to bring Kirsty up to tvigu on the occasional
weekend, especially with summer on our doorstepu Maoow how much

she loves the beach.’

'Oh, no, you don't! | recall what happened the fias¢ the three of us were
up there together. You dispatched Kirsty to amajht movie session so
that you could.. .could...'

'Have my wicked way with you?' he suggested drily.

'Yes,' she hissed, her mind filling with images sheuld rather have
forgotten.

Nathan sighed a wistful sigh, as though he too wemeembering. But any
regret he was feeling was that he could not haneeran this very night. 'l
have to admit you've always been one hell of a tatigm for me, Gemma.’

She didn't say anything to that. She didn't darka¥Woman didn't want to
be one hell of a temptation for a man? He coulibvie said anything more
seductive if he tried. Oh, God, any minute now\sbeld throw herself into

his arms and beg him to take her home to bed.

'l can see you think I'm a right bastard," he gtbont. 'The kind only a
mother could love.'

At this he laughed, the sound so dark and diaddihzd the most horrible
thought entered Gemma's mind. No, she denied qui&drely not! She
couldn't have been that wickedouldshe? Gemma had read of such things
but it was mostly a case of a father with his daeigtor perhaps a brother
with a sister.

Yet she supposed it was possible for a motherxoadly abuse her son. It
would explain Nathan's problem with really lovingdatrusting a woman,

his focusing all his relationships on sex, as wvasllhis reluctance to ever
open up to anyone, especially about his past.

Oh, God, if it was true...



Gemma's tender heart filled with emotion, torn églihgs of sympathy and
sadness which she had difficulty handling at thisgrable time in her life.
The more she thought about this idea the more stanle convinced it was
the answer to the puzzle that was Nathan Whitnméae.Lenore had similar
thoughts? Was that why she'd told Gemma that tsmtfNathan away would
be to destroy him? Maybe she should talk to Leniyeto find out more
about this enigma of a man she had married.

"You know, Nathan,' she said, trying to sound naiantt, 'you've never
really told me much about yourself. Irrespectivemiiether we eventually
divorce or not, you're the father of my baby atlgirk it's time you told me
a little more about your growing-up years.'

Slowly she turned a seemingly innocent face tobushis answering frown
suggested he was wondering what the hell had btabghsubject up. 'l
don't think this is the time and place for a D &hdGemma,' he drawled.

'‘A D and M?' she repeated blankly.
'It stands for "deep and meaningful”," he volurg€eedrily.

'Oh, | see. But why not? We've a couple of hougat@and flying makes me
nervous. | thought you might like to take my mirféitbings, by telling me
some childhood anecdotes.'

'l doubt anecdotes abomty childhood would make soothing chit-chat,” he
returned caustically, reinforcing Gemma's suspgiohsuggest you settle
back and try to have a sleep. Once we hit Mascohawe a long drive
through peak-hour traffic to Belleview. Unless,colurse, you've changed
your mind about coming home with me," he addedkifig her a wicked
smile.

. She hadn't, her returning smirk making his stoita wry. 'l didn't think so.
Trust me to marry a girl with character and cl&sl, our son or daughter
will be grateful for his mother's excellent quagisince he or she has the
disadvantage of having me as a father.’

"You've been a good father to Kirsty, Nathan, aoal know it.'



'Perhaps, but we all change, Gemma. I'm not theesaan who married
Lenore. I'm not even the same man who married you.'

Gemma could not disagree with that. Once befodghought of him as a
dark stranger. And yet, if what she thought wase,traany things might be
explained, and understood, and forgiven. If onlg sbuld get him to open
up to her, to tell her what had happened to him asy. If only he could
learn to trust her, maybe he could also learnye lter. He still wanted her.
She could see that. Maybe if they lived togethairgagf she let him make
love to her...

No!

Her reaction was automatic and instinctive. Nathaah always used sex as a
way to avoid true intimacy. By always keeping h@kationships superficial
and lustful, he never had to reveal anything ofdathbut his beautiful body
and his undoubtedly masterful technique. If shetskdth him again, she
would never find out a single damned thing. Only kseping their
relationship platonic did she have a hope of drgwiim out. Look how
much he'd spoken to her even just now, on thisepl#ould he have done
so if she had melted at his first touch, if she bagidly agreed to move
back in with him?

No way. He'd even now be seducing her with his ey@s$ his words,
keeping her body so aroused all the time that shddm't be able to think
straight. It was hisnodus operandior women who threatened to get under
his skin. Keep them trembling with desire and wayed with wonder lest
they find out that a real human being with realifigs and real failings lay
beneath the super-suave, super-slick, super-snfacdde.

Still, it wasn't easy to pass up what he couldv@eliGemma had been quite
correct when she'd said she found the thoughtsbfdithout love repulsive.
But that wouldn't be the case with Nathan, woudfithis flight had proved
anything, it was that she still loved the man asimas she ever had.

It was extremely painful for her to put him in asgmn where he would
undoubtedly continue to be unfaithful. If there ves® thing she knew and



understood about her husband, it was that he coatldolerate celibacy,
unless he was writing, which he wasn't at the. mame

But she would do it! It might kill her but she wduiake the sacrifice if it
meant she might ultimately bring about the miradiracles, Gemma
suspected, sometimes needed a little human help.

'‘And what does that look mean?' Nathan said.

'Look? What look?"

'Don't play dumb with me, Gemma. You know damned wbkat look. It's
the sort of look you see a lot in a dentist's wgitioom.’

'Oh, that look."

'Yes, thatlook,' he repeated drily.

'l was just thinking | would have to stay the nighBelleview alone.’
'If you want company, I'll stay with you," he oféer silkily.

'I'll just bet you would, but no, thanks, Natham kure you're needed back
at the theatre. The show must go on, you know.'

‘Actually, I've organised someone to look aftengjsi for me tonight, so I'm
quite free. | couldn't possibly let you stay in ttlggeat barn all alone,
considering it's already been empty a couple oltsigEmpty houses are
ready targets for burglars. No, don't bother taangith me. | insist.'
Gemma bit her bottom lip. Damn the man! But whatldshe do?

'Very well,' she agreed curtly. 'Just don't try thimg, Nathan.'

'l wouldn't dream of it. Not within Belleview's hadved walls. Actually, do
you realise we have never—er—done anything there?’



Gemma blushed. She might not have actually donthisngywith Nathan at
Belleview but she'd thought about it a heck oftanben she'd been living
there before their marriage. She would never fotget first night he'd
brought her there, especially when he'd been tegdier to play billiards
and he had leant over her from behind and curvedstairtlingly aroused
body around hers. If Lenore hadn't come in whenhstte God knew what
might have happened.

God knew what might happen tonight as well, if Natlhad any say in the
matter. He'd warned her not to trust him an inamd Ahe didn't.

'We won't be changing the status quo either," sldehim sharply.
'Spoil-sport.’

Gemma threw Nathan a disbelieving look. 'What orhé&agot into you,
Nathan? It's not like you to be so.. .so..."

'‘Crass?'

'Yes,' she snapped.

'It's called frustration, darling. | took one loakyou in those short shorts
and that skimpy top today, and my recently flaggligdo went into

overdrive.'

‘Nothing about your libido, Nathan,' she pointed rmefully, 'has ever been
flagging.'

‘Certainly not with you.'
'Do you think we could get off this subject?’
'If you insist.’

'l insist.’



‘Very well, but | must have the last word. If youee change your mind,
darling wife of mine, then do please give me the.ndl be ready and
waiting. Now lie, back, close your eyes and rel&e've still got an hour to
go before we arrive in Sydney.’

Gemma indulged in a silent groan. Relax! When ewenrye-ending in her

body was sizzling with sexual awareness? And whabmght, when she

would be so temptingly alone with Nathan in thaagrempty house with so
many beds to choose from?

God, but this was a stupid idea of mine all rowstte thought. How am |
ever going to keep to my vow to keep our relatigngthatonic? How?



CHAPTER EIGHT

IT wWAS nearly seven-thirty by the time Nathan's dark Bexcedes turned
into Belleview, gliding through the gates and srhbotfollowing the
semicircular driveway around the large lily ponddoe stopping at the
bottom of the wide stone steps.

Gemma glanced up at the impressively facaded howgh its
white-columned portico and air of gentle Southerangeur, a wave of
sadness sweeping through her to think that thistbebhome would soon
be passing out of the family.

'It seems a shame Byron's going to sell this plate, said with a wistful
sigh.

Nathan slanted her a thoughtful glance before asmme tugged at his lips.
'Do you remember when you first saw it, you thougktas like something
out of a fairy-tale?'

'Well, | don't think that any more," she returnadittle sharply. '‘But I still
think it's one of the most beautiful houses I'vereseen. The time | spent
living here was very happy.'

'‘As opposed to the time you spent as my wife.'

Gemma dragged in a deep breath, letting it outlglaw she twisted to face
Nathan across the car. 'l could have bemtyhappy as your wife,' she said,
'if only you'd treated me like a real wife, instezdcan expensive mistress.'

'Most women would have given their eye-teeth téréated as | treated you,
Gemma.'

Her sigh was rather sad. 'Then obviously I'm nosttiwomen. I've always
thought of marriage as a partnership, where husbacddwife were best
friends as well as lovers, best friends who shaestything and had no
secrets from each other.'



'You kept secrets from me," he reminded her coltMpu were seeing
Damian Campbell on the sly. | don't mean you wéremng with him," he
quickly amended when her face flamed with indigmati'but you were
meeting him and not telling me.’

'l was notmeetinghim," she denied. 'He spoke to me briefly at thié Bnd |
ran into him once in the street during my lunch+haook, I'm not going to
be drawn into defending myself over Damian. Cledriyasn't equipped to
deal with so devious a devil as he proved to be) biso did nothing with
him that I'm ashamed of. If | didn't tell you abdibse two early meetings,
it's because you were such a possessive and jdalmlsnd that | didn't
dare. Which is another thing | found hard to harejyeur extreme jealousy.
Husbands and wives have to trust each other, NaiWahout trust, any
marriage is doomed.’

‘Tell me, Gemma,' he said quietly, 'did | do anythiight during our time
together?

'You.. .you made love very well...'

His laugh was very dry. 'Clearly that wasn't enaugh

'‘No.'

'‘And it wouldn't be enough the second time routidegj would it?'

'‘No.'

He said nothing for a few moments, staring deep lm@r eyes till she was
forced to swallow. Only at the last second did stog@ herself from licking
suddenly dry lips, but they did fall a little apaaihd her damned pulse-rate
took off like a racing car revving on the startingg.

'We'll see, Gemma,' he said at long last. 'Wedl.se

She almost groaned aloud by the time he finallg those merciless eyes

away, unsnapping his seatbelt and climbing outefdar. There was no
doubt this was going to be a long and difficulthtigBut she was not going



to waver from her resolves. Making love was out!rNatter what he said or
did. He could climb stark naked into her bed arelwbuld simply turn the
other cheek.

Gemma started to giggle at this last thought, aad still giggling when
Nathan wrenched open her door. 'l must have mitisedoke,' he said
testily. 'Care to share it with me, since you'réasge on sharing?"

Gemma pulled a face at him as she climbed outc&Sar doesn't become
you, Nathan.'

'Neither does celibacy.’

'l haven't condemned you to celibacy. There aratplef other fish in the
sea.'

'So there are, my love. So there are. But fishsregich a tedious occupation.’
"Then go to a fish shop,' she countered caustically

Nathan gave her a disbelieving look. 'Are you sstigg that | frequent a
brothel?

'I'm not suggesting anything,’ she snapped. 'Yeurliée is your problem,
not mine. Now would you kindly get my luggage ofitlee boot? I'm tired
and I'm hungry and I'd like to go inside.’

He blinked at her autocratic tone, not to menti@m bncompromising
stance. 'Is this the same sweet, accommodatingjrgakried?"

"You'd better believe it, buster,” she told hinglifeg more in control of her
life than she had in a long time. She had succkgsfaflected Nathan's
sexual overtures with a suitable amount of styld sophistication, and was
even capable of ordering him around without quivgrafterwards. Her
miracle still seemed a long way off, but she hddray feeling she was on
the right track. Turning, she marched up the stepgit for Nathan near the
front door.



'l don't think your stay out at Lightning Ridge hd@ne you any good,' he
grumbled as he did indeed extract her suitcase theniboot of the car and
carried it up the steps, placing it at Gemma'svidgte he unlocked the door.
‘That Ma is a tough old bird, if ever | saw onee$wreatened me that if did
the wrong thing by you again she was going to peaitp come down and

flay every inch of flesh from my body with a bullhvp, starting on my

appendages.’

Gemma laughed. 'Good for Ma. There again, she rhighg to stand in line.
After me | think maybe Celeste and Kirsty and Lenmight like to have a
go at you. | wouldn't think Ava or Jade would be torgiving, either, if you
start blotting your copybook again. Maybe | shoalgn call Melanie in
England and ask her what a suitable punishmenttrbgh

Nathan adopted an expression of feigned terrord,'@on't do that. That
woman used to frighten the life out of me! | carlyoadmire Royce for
taking her on. There again, any fool who would éfformula One cars for a
living has no appreciation of danger.’

'Melanie was a very warm and misunderstood ladgm@a insisted,
brushing past Nathan to go inside, clicking onlitjet switch as she went.
Immediately, the huge crystal chandelier hangimgnfthe vaulted ceiling
flooded the spacious foyer with light.

'I've heard the same said about Lucrezia Borgath&h drawled. 'Er..." He
hesitated, throwing her a hopeful glance. 'Whatd®u do you want me to
put your case in?'

'Very funny, Nathan. The bedroom I've always siepthen | stay here, and
it isn't yours.'

'‘Can't blame a guy for trying," he muttered, anddged on up the stairs. 'Put
some coffee on, will you?' he called back overdhisulder. '‘And see what
food you can rustle up for us?"

When she didn't answer he stopped, turned and ¢miden at her with a
sheepish look on his fac®lease?'



Gemma sniffed. 'l suppose, since | have to eat ysm®uld cook for two
as well as one.’

‘Thank God for that," he muttered and moved orhestairs.

Gemma stayed where she was a moment longer, srsitifty to herself,
then frowning. Where had all her anger gone to? Rerdanxiety over what
Nathan's intentions were? Was she being naiverastirtg again, thinking
he really meant to try to win her back, that hesiely wanted to change?
Was he genuinely sorry for all the pain he hadhautthrough? What about
Jody, and the other women he had obviously bednwiitle she was away?
Was he going to put them aside and show her bgldsgnence that he cared
enough for her to do without if he couldn't hdne, his wife?

Gemma had no faith in this last part. Nathan wasanman to embrace
celibacy, as he had already indicated. She had dasgected sex was an
emotional as well as a physical release for hinat Was why, when he was
writing, he didn't need it as much, because themwas pouring all his
emotions in his characters.

Gemma made her way towards the kitchen, switchimiipgbts as she went,
wondering how she might get Nathan to start wriiggin. It would perhaps
solve her worry over refusing him sexually, yet m@nting him to go to

other women. She was moving through the family-ropwndering this

dilemma, when she heard a noise which sparked komd®f recognition in

her, but didn't register properly till she heardgdgin.

It was a dog, whining piteously.
She glanced around, but could see nothing.

The sound came again, thin and heart-rending. Gemaned swiftly
across the family-room, pulling the cord that stigt heavy curtains back
from the French doors that led out on the terrAdeuge dog, which looked
like no breed she had ever seen before, shrank foack second before
coming forward and pressing its black nose agaimstglass. His large
brown eyes looked up into hers and it whined again.



'Oh, you poor darling," Gemma groaned. A very largly dog, it was also
as thin as an escapee from a concentration cargokied like it had some
Great Dane in it, but she suspected it was a cresdbNaturally, there was
no collar around its neck. What person would waniay claim to such a
neglected animal? Clearly, it had been dumped, lreal come in here,
looking for food.

'Wait there,' she told the pathetic, sad-eyed areaaind raced for the stairs.
‘Nathan! Nathan! Where are you? Come quickly!

He rocketed along the upstairs hallway to virtuathylide with her, his eyes
panicky. 'What is it? What's wrong?'

'l need the keys. There's a dog outside, a poasisgething. | have to let it in
and find it something to eat.’'

Nathan grabbed her firmly by the shoulders, higesgion exasperated. 'A
dog? You came screaming up here about some stray tdbdught
something dreadful had happened.’

'Something dreadful has happened,’ she informedbingathlessly. 'Some
awful person has dumped the poor thing, probabigrbes bigger than they
thought he would. You should see him, Nathan. kiztin and his fur's all
scraggy, and.. .and...’

'‘And he's probably full of fleas," Nathan finishedly. 'As for letting it in
and feeding it, you're not going to do any suchghlf you do, it'll never go
away. And then iwill starve, since you're going up to Avoca tomorrow.'

She stared at him, eyes wide and disbelieving...'Bomit... | can't not do
something. | justan't!

'Yes, you can,' he said with a callousness thaenhad shudder. 'People do
it all the time. If you ignore it, it'll simply mavon.'



Ignore that pitiable whining? Turn her back on thesad suffering eyes?
What kind of inhuman creature did he think he wagat kind of inhuman
creature wabke”?

'Well, other people might do it all the time," $hdfed, 'butl don't!" Angrily,
she shook his hands off her shoulders. 'I'm ndahgsfour permission to do
this, Nathan. Just give me the keys, please.’ Blagedut her hand stiffly, her
mouth pouting her reproach. 'As for going up to éa&tomorrow, I'll simply
take the dog with me."’

Nathan shook his head in total exasperation. "Whiytiive to be married to
a woman who's not like mogteople,let alone most other women?' he
grumbled, then sighed resignedly. 'OK, Florenca] ken and I'll follow with
keys to the ready. I'll be interested to see thlusrpitiful creature for
myself...

'‘Good God, it's a horse!" he exclaimed on sightirgdog on the terrace.
'‘And just look at those teeth!" On seeing Nathandbg bared his teeth at
him, probably in fear.

'Oh, for pity's sake," Gemma exclaimed, snatchiregkieys out of Nathan's
hand and walking over to unlock the sliding glassrdhearest the dog. 'If
you're so frightened of him," she