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TRAITOR'S HEIR

Jasmine Cresswell



Like father, like daughterSuch was the handsome Lord Moreton's bitter
reflection at the first sight of his brother's fi@e, the beautiful and spirited
Diane de Verette. Knowing that her father was iarahe was determined
that no offspring of the Comte de Verette wouldrewarry into the Moreton
family-no matter what steps he had to take to preite.

But surely there had to be a better way to foilrigia part in the attempted
rescue of Napoleon from St. Helena-and save highérofrom her
clutches-than by marrying her himself!.



CHAPTER ONE

THE CoMTE de Verette's body lay on the gilded bed, drapdt wigolden

silk cover. Two servants, elderly retainers who lesdaped with their
master's family from France, stood in respectfldngie at its foot. Their
heads were bowed and they each held a lighted esabdt their faces
showed no sign of overwhelming grief. The Comte Wialded his servants
for their practical skills, not for the warmth dfetir characters or for their
long years of faithful service.

Diane de Verette tore her gaze away from the s&vamd turned back to
look again at her father. She searched his paltid fntently as if now, after
twenty years of incomprehension, she might finkdgrn to understand him.
It was a foolish hope, of course. In death, agfen her father's features
remained inscrutable. His mouth was unsmilingJipsstightly compressed.
His nostrils seemed pinched, as though to indicesteontempt for the petty
inefficiencies and muddled emotions of humankindtogether, Diane

reflected, it was not the face of a man who tokztdools gladly.

She reached out hesitantly to caress the deliegigtpcratic line of her
father's jaw. The skin was icy cold, but what dise she expected? Two
tears trickled down her cheeks and lost themsetvéne frill of black lace at
her throat. She had so desperately wanted her fatheve her, and now it
was finally and irrevocably too late.

She pulled out a handkerchief and brushed awayedes, knowing her

father would have scorned them. She wished thattfgu®nce—she could

do something that was exactly in accordance wihwishes. Unfortunately,

she had no idea what his wishes would have beenCoimte de Verette had
not been in the habit of confiding his thoughtaybody, least of all to his
only child.

Diane had long since learned to accept the Comitie's coldness, although
she had never managed to abandon her uselessisttaggease him. A
cynical half-smile from her father had always seeémere valuable than
the most lyrical praise from one of her many susit@he understood why
her father could not like her, and accepted thed&ber guilt. She was the



perpetrator of a double crime: her mother had ohiegving her life, and she
was merely a female, not the son and heir the Cbaddonged for.

One of the old maidservants had confided in amament of intimacy that
the Comte had loved his beautiful wife to the pamhtmadness. He had
never, the maid asserted, recovered from the sbbdier death. Diane
listened to the story and tried to reconcile thegm of her father as a
passionate lover with the restrained and calcigatiman she knew. She
found the task impossible. It was difficult to lesfe that the Comte had ever
loved anybody at all; it was impossible to accépt he had once loved his
countess to the point of madness.

The entry of a young footman interrupted Diane&ailited thoughts. 'Mr
Thomas Baker is here to pay his respects, madeledise

She hesitated for no more than a second. 'Plekdgmdo come in.'

Mr Baker was a lawyer by profession and he look&y much the part. He
was dressed in neat black, his linen plain but topbly white and his
expression exactly the proper blend of respectsantw. Mr Baker's facial
expressions, Diane thought irritably, weakvaysthe perfect fit for the
occasion.

'My dear Mademoiselle de Verette, this is indeedoarnful day.'

'Yes.' She removed her hand from his limp graspuds good of you to call,
Mr Baker."'

‘Not at all. I am, after all, the Comte's man déa@s. | flatter myself that no
other human being held the Comte in higher estbamit Certainly nobody
here in London knew him as well as | did.’'

Mr Baker's glance slid over the golden-draped body quick, sharp
scrutiny. Diane had the oddest impression that ag actually reassuring
himself that the Comte was really dead. 'Tragagitr, and so sudden an end
to such a healthy existence.' Mr Baker made a vagu#ling noise before
lifting his spectacles and wiping a black- borddreen handkerchief across
his eyes. Diane could not help noticing that itreéd to his pocket without



any visible sign of being dampened by tears. Notife first time in her life,
she cursed her acute powers of observation. Tod rperception, she had
discovered, made the London social round excegtiodétficult.

'My dear Mademoiselle de Verette, may | so fauudé upon your grief as to
solicit a few moments of your time away from theg@ous mortal remains
of your beloved Papa?'

'Do you mean, Mr Baker, that you wish to speak &imprivate?’
'Yes, my dear mademoiselle. That is precisely whatan.'

'l believe refreshments have been left in the fjgrdiane said. 'Will you
follow me?"'

The sky had been overcast for days and it wasngiheavily. As they
entered the library, Diane could hear the steaaly 8f water trickling from
the eaves and dripping against the shuttered wiad8e shivered as the
dankness clutched at her thin muslin dress. Tharlfbwas almost chilly
enough to warrant lighting a fire and it was diflicto remember it was only
the first week of September.

Mr Baker seemed unaware of the cold. He politefiysed her offer of wine
and, for once, came straight to the point. '‘Whanghave you made for your
future, mademoiselle? | trust you intend to renvaithh your friends here in
London.’

'l haven't yet made definite plans,’ she replieddiy, not allowing herself

to show resentment at his personal question. "Tdrat€ was taken ill less

than a week ago. He died ... he died only yesterlagre has not been much
time, Mr Baker, to consider my future.’'

He did not make the fussy apology she had expedtedact, Diane
reflected, the man she saw in front of her todayrsel subtly altered from
the obsequious lawyer she had known all of hertdifiell She watched as he
placed the tips of his fingers delicately togethed examined them with
apparent fascination. For some inexplicable reasiom shuddered.



"You don't wish to visit Paris?' he asked. 'Aftiéryou are a member of the
French aristocracy, and the Bourbon monarchy is seiely restored.’

'l should like to see Paris some day,' Diane $&id.I've lived all my life in
England, Mr Baker, and | imagine my future, tool| \i¢ here.’

'Perhaps it will, although that was not what yoathér planned for you.'
With seeming irrelevance he added, 'Did you knowdemoiselle, that |
was born in France?'

"You are an emigre? No, | never knew, Mr Baker. Wag father a lawyer
before the Revolution?'

A faint flicker of emotion distorted the lawyer'smally bland features.
'No, Mademoiselle de Verette. Before the Revolutignfather was a baron,
living on his estates in Normandy.'

'I'm sorry,’ she said simply. 'So many people sosinuch. It will be a relief
for everyone, French and English alike, to knowt tha endless years of
war are finally behind us.’

'I'm not sure that | share your faith in the peaeging powers of King
Louis XVIII. His conductsince" regaining his throhas not been such as to
inspire even the most optimistic of us with confide. The Bourbons, | fear,
are painfully slow learners. But now, MademoisdieVerette, let us turn to
happier topics. You will be pleased to know thati yan face the future
without financial worries of any sort. You are, migar mademoiselle, the
possessor of a comfortable fortune.’

'Yes. | have always known my father was luckiemtinaost emigres. He
escaped from France before the Terror was at ighhand managed to
bring most of the family jewels with him to England

'‘Ah yes ... the jewels. The Verette jewels, howeweere merely the
foundation of your father's fortune. | have alwagscribed myself as your
father's man of affairs, but the term is not diyicdccurate. We were
partners, mademoiselle. Together he and | have duilost lucrative trade
with the Americas. Americans, you know, are stilonials at heart. They



are so painfully short of those little refinemetttat make life worth living.
They are positively grateful to pay anybody whaliée to ship them some
small share in the civilised comforts of Europkale heard that even quite
humble American women will not get married withthe benefit of at least
one pair of French silk stockings.'

"You mean the Comte was involved trade?' Diane did not attempt to
conceal her astonishment. If Mr Baker had saidfé&iver was a murderer,
she could hardly have felt more astonished.

‘Actively involved, my dear Mademoiselle de Veretieth with the United
States and with the countries of South Americah\litdue modesty, | may
say we have done very well together. And | am ¢tiédid to be able to tell
you that so great was the Comte's faith in my goolgment that he has
made me your guardian and the trustee of your rieruntil you marry. |
shall be watching over you from now on, guiding yeuery step.'

'How . . . wonderful.'

'If you marry with my approval, mademoiselle, cohtof your fortune
immediately passes out of my hands." Mr Baker abrugeased
contemplation of his fingertips. 'On the other handhe unlikely event of
your deciding to marry without my consent, yourtdime becomes mine to
dispose of as | wish.’

Diane clenched her hands tightly in her lap. 'Myaéa obviously had great
faith in your judgment, Mr Baker. And in your beéance.’

'Yes, you are quite right, my dear. And | am suwa will find me the most
accommodating of guardians.' He peered at her ghrthe thick lenses of
his spectacles, then smiled with avuncular condesce.

'‘Well, now that we understand each other so wetly$t inform you of your
father's plans for your future. | believe you acquainted with Captain the
Honourable William Moreton?'

'‘Captain Moreton? Yes, the name is familiar. | khive met several times
last season, although | can't quite recall wheeeh&ps at Almack's?'



'I'm delighted that you remember the young man. ¥dube interested to
know that your father decided shortly before hisfillness that you should
marry Captain Moreton. | am naturally anxious te feat his wishes are
carried out.'

Diane's mouth fell inelegantly open. 'Marry?' slasmed. 'Marry Captain
Moreton? But we scarcely know one another!'

'Marriage, my dear mademoiselle, usually lastsni@any years. You will
have ample opportunity to become better acquaintéld your husband
after you are wed. If you wish to further the adgtance, that is.’

'‘But did Captain Moreton suggest to my father thatshould marry? We
can't have spoken together more than a half dozesst Indeed, aside from
the fact that the poor man had lost an eye at Wiatend laughed a great
deal at his own jokes, | remember almost nothinguabim. Why does he
want to marry me?'

‘Captain Moreton doesn't yet know that he wishesdory you. | rely upon
you to convince him by the end of the year. Shallsay by the middle of
December? He will be leaving the country beforeudayis over, and you
must be wed by then.'

Diane pressed a hand against her forehead, whishswddenly aching
fiercely. She drew in a deep breath. 'Mr Bakerp'tdunderstand you.'

'It is quite simple, my dear. Captain Moreton Ww# leaving for the island of
St Helena late in January to take charge of thiesBrgarrison there. | wish
you to accompany him as his wife. | assure you thatComte, were he
alive, would enthusiastically support my wishes.'

Diane gasped, then spoke slowly, choosing her waitls care. 'General
Napoleon Buonaparte is being held prisoner on $ride | can't imagine
any reason to visit the island, except to see Negoll have heard that it's
nothing more than a hot, barren pile of rock in thieldle of the Atlantic
Ocean, miles from anywhere."’



'‘Over eleven hundred miles from the continent afeaf and four thousand
miles from London. That, my dear mademoiselle, riscisely why the
English Government has chosen to imprison the Eongkere. They want
no more escapes.’

Diane stood up and moved restlessly towards thédeskd windows. She
couldn't help shivering although the atmospherthefroom had begun to
seem oppressive rather than cold. 'l have no desirmarry Captain

Moreton, and even less desire to find myself igalain a rock in the middle
of the Atlantic. And | certainly have no wish toegk to General

Buonaparte.' She swung round to face Mr Baker. "dthyou want me to

marry this Captain Moreton, a man | have scarcai?riiiow do | know that
in marrying him | am actually obeying my fathersyanand?"'

The lawyer reached inside his black coat and wivda letter. "Your father
revised his will only last month, mademoiselle, ahthat time he wrote this
letter to you. Please study it, and then decidetlhdreor not your father
wished you to accept my plans for your future.’

Diane's hand was quite steady when she took tter,lelthough her heart
was pounding so fast she felt breathless. She Witukecrested seal and
rapidly glanced over the neat black lines of hdrdds handwriting. She had
hoped to read the words of love that had never legpnessed during the
Comte's lifetime. Instead she read only a precisemotional, request for
obedience to Mr Baker's wishes. She re-read thel 8entence several
times. 'l have always admired your intelligence aladity of vision. | rely
upon you not to fail me in this, the most importantleavour we have ever
undertaken.'

Diane carefully re-folded the letter. There wastrawe of emotion in her
voice when she finally spoke. 'Why do you and ntfgédawant me to marry
Captain Moreton?'

'‘Because we need somebody on St Helena who israsid®u There are less
than eight hundred Europeans on the island andaohandful of them have
access to Napoleon's quarters at Longwood. Visémrscarefully screened
before they are allowed to speak privately to Rivie need somebody who



can pass freely between the garrison and the Emgdrome. We have
chosen you, mademoiselle, to be our emissary t&mmeeror.'

She whirled round from the window, unable to camter growing fear any
longer. 'What do you mean, 1 am to be your emissaNapoleon?’

'‘Come now, my dear mademoiselle. You are your fathsaughter and
therefore you cannot possibly be a fool. My meaninglear. Your father
and 1, together with a small group of other loyaédchmen, planned to
return the Emperor Napoleon to his rightful platéha head of the French
nation. But first we must free him from St Helena.'

Diane sat down on a chair with a distinct, inelégaomp. 'But my father
never supported Napoleon! He called him an upsarsurper!

"Your father recognised fifteen years ago that Nemowas a genius, the
sort of natural leader who comes along less thare am a lifetime. The

Comte also realised that his support would be maheable to Napoleon's
cause if it was not openly declared.’

"You mean my father was working for Napoleon'sang? All these years
while we lived in London, he was hoping the Enghebuld be defeated?"
Diane's voice was no more than a thread of sotdmiv Wwas he supporting
Napoleon's cause? With money?'

‘Occasionally. Our business enterprises flouridhezhuse we had personal
safe conducts from the Emperor that enabled usirictire French naval
blockade. In return, we were happy to provide futalsleserving causes.
But your father's major contribution was the gaitigof information for the
Emperor. The Comte was much admired by London sgcigademoiselle.
He had access to the innermost circles of thedBriovernment, and the
advice he sent to Napoleon helped to make seveeick victories
possible.'

'l see. In brief, Mr Baker, you are telling me thay father was a spy, who
used his friendship with his English acquaintartodsetray their interests to
the enemy.’



For the first time since she had known him. Diaa& §r Baker truly angry.
"Your father was a loyal Frenchman, mademoiseléesétved his country to
the best of his ability and to the limits of hisliskrou are a Frenchwoman.
Eight centuries of the most noble French blood ringour veins. The
English are our enemies. They have always beerememies, and that is
why they are so determined to defeat Napoleonbidcause he is a threat to
the peace of Europe, or for any other noble reaBomey fight him because
he is a great Frenchman and the only obstacle gidbndomination of the
commerce of the entire world.’

'It was Napoleon who invaded Italy and Austria &®rmany and Russia,
and tried also to invade England,’ Diane said wigkeptive mildness. "It
was not King George who redrew the map of Europe iastalled his

relatives on every available throne. Even now, witenvictory is his, the
Prince Regent has expressed no desire to acquiop&an kingdoms for his
brothers to govern. He is quite content to remaikaglish gentleman, and
so are his brothers.'

"You have met the Prince Regent, mademoiselle. v as well as | do
that he long ago stopped thinking about anythinge shis belly. His

planning is limited to making preparations for mext meal. Do not
compare such an apology for a prince with the mhao @onquered half the
civilised world.’

'He never conquered England.’

'The English, mademoiselle, were saved by the Rassinter." Mr Baker's
smile contained no warmth and little humour. 'Besijdhe game is not yet
finally over. Remember, my dear, that your fathaswounting on you. You
have seen the letter he wrote. Everything he ewekad for during his years
of exile now rests in your hands.’

Diane felt the blood drain from her cheeks, angias some time before she
spoke again. 'Mr Baker, even if | agreed to help,ywhat you ask is
impossible. How could | outwit an entire Britishrgaon? More to the point,
how am | ever to persuade Captain Moreton to mare® | have already
told you that we scarcely know one another. Whdteagou suppose that |
have only to decide to marry a man in order to agash my objective? It



is absurd, if you will forgive me speaking plainiyy announce that by
December of this year | am to secure Captain Matgt@affections. How in
the world am | to achieve such a thing?'

'In any other woman, my dear Mademoiselle de Veréttvould consider
your question no more than a request for a compliméu must be aware
of your quite remarkable physical attributes.’

'l have two eyes, a nose and a mouth," she rephgdly. 'l am of average
height and possess all my teeth. | am fortunateigiméo be blessed with a
clear complexion. The same could be said of manthefyoung girls in
London.’

'Indeed it could. But | will remind you once agéairat you are not a fool,
mademoiselle. You must know that your particulamb@mation of black
hair, green eyes and flawless skin is quite—speatdacYou have been the
rage of London society for the past two seasons.’

Mr Baker returned to a study of his fingernailst &®Ourse, | will not deny

that the attractions of your fortune must be cogrsile to any man,

particularly to a younger son such as Captain Moretsee no reason at all
why you should not attract his interest. And onoe yave engaged his
attention, | rely upon you to see that a proposibivs in swift order.’

'‘But Mr Baker, this whole scheme is impossible! \ham | to meet
Captain Moreton? | can't bang on his front door affier myself up for his
inspection.’

'l am well aware of the hypocrisy of English so@ahvention.' Mr Baker's
voice was cold. 'l know that marriages here arargyed with exactly the
same practical goals as they are in France. lkaew that, in London, it is
necessary to dress up these practical arrangenmeatsomantic froth that
conceals their true nature. Don't worry. We shellise a love story that will
have all the hearts of London a-flutter.'

'l trust London society is as easy to deceive ashgieve.'



You have spent two seasons moving amidst the liedazream of English
society. How can you have any doubts?"

'I'm afraid you have an exaggerated idea of my peweé persuasion, Mr
Baker.'

‘Not at all. | merely repeat your father's viewsuyforget that | shared the
Comte's confidences, my dear. | am aware of howyn@moposals of
marriage you have received these past two years-thah you have turned
every one of them down.’

'Oh yes!" Her brittle laugh contained a hint ofteys. "You see, Mr Baker, |
was waiting to make a love match."'

He smiled thinly. 'Your father is dead, and itiime for you to put such
childish fantasies behind you. Only peasants cdorcafthe luxury of
marrying for love. | shall repeat one final timatlthe Comte was relying on
you, his only child, to carry out his most cherdhpans. Do not fail him, |
beg.’

Diane walked to the empty fireplace and stareddbjirat the painted
firescreen. Her heart began to pound with a ragidgtic rhythm and she
knew she was taking a decision that would affeegtttire course of her life.
She smoothed her father's letter with nervous fsmgand glanced
abstractedly around the room. She thought how argazwas that nothing
in there seemed changed. Even the windows franeeskiime grey scene, for
the rain still fell with gentle but unremitting [@&stence.

It was several minutes before she looked up andmedawyer's gaze. But,
in the end, she spoke without faltering. 'What muki, Mr Baker, to bring
myself to Captain Moreton's attention?'

The faintest relaxation of his posture was the ordiple sign of Mr Baker's
relief, and his words made no overt acknowledgmeht Diane's
commitment to the cause of the Emperor's freedoim.vbice, however,
contained a faint new thread of excitement.



'‘By a stroke of great good fortune, the Captamtlsdr died two months ago
and the family is still officially in mourning. Higbsence from town gives us
a couple of weeks to make our plans, secure ikrtbe/ledge that he cannot
be forming any other attachment. Our first tastoiind you a chaperon of
impeccable credentials. Our second and more diffiask is to devise some
story to explain why your own period of mourning foe Comte has , been
cut so short.'

She bit her lip, determined not to utter any progdmut lack of respect to
her father's memory. After all, if she could trampan into marriage under
false pretences and plan to set free an Empersegeined a mere trifle to
worry about mere social convention. She claspedimes tightly around her
body, and found to her surprise that she was spakin

'When we have invented the necessary lies, Mr Baksv do | re-introduce
myself to Captain Moreton?"'

'l have friends to help us, mademoiselle. A parily lve arranged. You and
the Captain will sit next to each other at dinfkegom there, the matter will
be entirely in your own capable hands.'

'l may not succeed.'

'Of all the British officials journeying to St Hela, we have chosen Captain
Moreton precisely because we are confident thatwilunave no difficulty
in convincing him that he wishes to marry you.'

The 'trembling of her body refused to stop. 'Whemekt Napoleon, if | do
eventually meet him, what shall |1 say? How willkreow that he can trust
me? How can | organise an escape route for a mardegd by an entire
naval fleet and a regiment of soldiers?'

'One step at a time, mademoiselle. For the timegygiou must concentrate
on becoming betrothed to Captain Moreton. When gbip is leaving for St
Helena, you will be told the next stage of our plan

The enormity of what she was doing struck her sittiden sharp force. The
lives of thousands of people might be affected H®y decisions she took



today. Panic overwhelmed her. 'Mr Baker, | dontikh can do this! We
have peace in Europe at last after twenty yeavgofIt's not right . . . Even
for my father's sake, | am not capable of betrayimg country ... of
deceiving the man | marry.'

Mr Baker rose to his feet in a leisurely manneaddmoiselle de Verette, an
unjust peace never endures. Even if we did nothiagis XVIII's perch on
his throne would never be secure. Think only thai gre working in the
service of a noble cause and that the destiny ahd& may rest upon
your—exquisite—shoulders. Remember that you are father's daughter.
Remember that his blessing goes with you, ands#dl will seem easy.'

Diane said nothing, and the lawyer bowed low owartrend. 'l shall take
my leave,' he said ponderously and, as he spoksedmaed to shrink back
again into the familiar, humble figure she had kndaer years. 'l shall, of

course, see you at the services for your beloved.Pa

'Yes. Goodbye, Mr Baker.'

'l would rather sagu revoir.Perhaps you will allow me to suggest the name
of a suitable chapefon? | shall call early nextkveEhe lawyer paused with
his hand on the porcelain handle of the libraryrddu will find Captain
Moreton an amiable young man, blessed with a fastd-arm and only a
modest supply of brains. His elder brother, howeiera very different
kettle offish. I warn you, mademoiselle, to keep aart eye on Lord
Moreton. The Captain does nothing without his bedthapproval, and Lord
Moreton's opposition would be fatal to our plans.’

He slipped quietly through the library door, a llabadow fading into the
darkness of the hall. Diane waited until the lasbtf echo of his footsteps
had died away before she returned upstairs to tmet€s bedroom.

The golden cover remained as smooth as ever, tadgue looked as grim
as it had done an hour earlier. Diane sank ondchfair at the side of the
bed.

'Don't worry, Papa.' The words formed silently er head. 'l won't fail you
this time. This time you will really be proud of m#&t last.’



CHAPTER TWO

CAPTAIN THE Honourable William Moreton did not wait for thergant to
announce him. He rushed into the library of histheds town-house,
dropping his hat and cane on to an empty chaiadngsting the black silken
patch over his eye with an automatic, unthinkingtges.

‘Thank God you've finally reached town, Edward!eixelaimed. 'l thought
you were going to stay buried in the country foere\Don't you realise that
it's nearly the end of December and | shall beitgathe country in three
and a half weeks?'

Edward, fifth baron of Moreton and Wellespont, cigineturned his quill to
the chased silver inkstand before standing up &etghis brother. The
resemblance between the two was marked, although h@ndsome
regularity of Captain Moreton's features was sonswdistorted by the
black eye-patch, and Lord Moreton's grey eyes gbeamith a cynicism
totally absent from his younger brother's exprassio

A faint, affectionate smile touched the cornerdofd Moreton's mouth as
he shook his brother's hand. "Thank you, Williaar,the warmth of your
greeting.' There was no more than a trace of inoiys voice. 'I'm happy to
report that I'm in excellent health and had an enéul journey up to town,
despite the icy conditions of the road.'

Captain Moreton had the grace to look somewhabdidited. 'Dash it all,
Edward, | dare say | should have enquired about youney, but I've been
in a devil of a state these past few days. | thoygh would never get here!
He drew in a deep breath. 'Tell me, how is Mama® kaJuliana?'

'Our mother is in her usual state of robust heallihough she is currently
attempting to live on honey and sour milk, a regintech she assures me
the Ancient Greeks found amazingly beneficial. Osister and
brother-in-law are both well and bid me give yoweithlove. | am
commanded to say that we all missed you at Chrstma

'l was sorry not to have been at Wellespont, but koow why | had to
remain in town. | explained it all to you in mytets." Captain Moreton



paced agitatedly about the room. 'Edward, | hageartbst urgent business to
discuss with you.'

'Yes, | rather gathered that.' Lord Moreton walleth seeming casualness
towards the study window, drawing back the greeim shaperies to look

out into the small, formal garden. He hoped higheowould be too excited
to notice the slight rigidity of his shoulders ahe& frown he couldn't quite

manage to conceal.

'l apologise for my delay in coming to town," hédsarhere were matters
connected with the estate that required my attenfiovould have come
earlier if I could.’

Captain Moreton's expression became wryly sympiathHEather left things
in an even worse mess than we had feared, did?i't he

'Father was interested only in the classical ation of Ancient Greece;
the problems of running an estate in Suffolk weegem of the slightest
interest to him. And our mother is almost as far@tas he was. The only
time | can remember seeing her set foot in thénkitovas when she wanted
to test a two-thousand-year-old recipe for presgrypeaches. We nearly
lost the housekeeper and three kitchen-maidstafi¢episode, so | suppose
it's fortunate that Mama appears temporarily toehbost interest in the
cooking secrets of the Ancient World. I'm thankifmlsay that she and the
housekeeper now merely refuse to speak to each othiln any luck, they
may remain in that condition for several years.'

Captain Moreton grinned. 'That must explain thedemdmprovement in the
food at Wellespont. | thought when | was home ipt8eber that the meals
tasted remarkably appetising!’

"You don't miss the curdled goat's milk cheese® IMoreton's smile was
wry when he finally turned around from his conteatigih of the frost-
covered garden. 'l only wish the problems of thatescould be as easily
cured as the problems in the kitchen. Wellespoint liad shape, Will, and |
have only myself to blame.’



‘You've always been cursed with an oversensitivescience, Edward, old
fellow. You can't possibly be blamed for Papa'sesb®n with the Greeks
and Romans.'

'Of course | can't. But we both know that Fatheuldavillingly have turned
the running of the estate over to me if | hadndrbpreoccupied on pursuing
a career in the diplomatic service. | wasn't rei@adgpend my time worrying
about how many pounds of wool our sheep were piaguand how many
cottagers needed new thatch on their roofs. | wagygo control the destiny
of nations! So while | danced the nights away iP8tersburg and Vienna,
and imagined myself to be a very fine fellow, oamily estate—my
inheritance—was being neglected, almost irretriguab

The Captain looked shocked. 'Is it really as batthats Edward?’

'Yes,' Lord Moreton said curtly. 'lt is as bad lagtt Over the last couple of
years, | believe, the people dependent upon ouilyfanere sometimes
close to starving. You may as well know the wofst,aVill. The bailiff had
been cheating Father for years.'

'‘Good God! Why didn't you say something when | Wwame with you in
September? You should have told me just how badshivere.'

‘There was no point in both of us being worrieditioately, our sister was
already married before the stealing began, sodweture was secure. And
your own estate, thank heaven, was always separateiaged.’

'‘But there must have been some way in which | chaidge helped you! Why
didn't you ask me to come back from London?’

"Your regiment needed you here.' Lord Moreton alffes younger brother
lightly on the arm, then deliberately changed thigject. '‘Besides, | had the
impression from your recent letters that you woliédve been somewhat
loath to leave town.’

Captain Moreton blushed a vivid red, suddenly lagknot a day older than
his twenty-two years. His eyes took on a reverégtav. 'Well, it's true, of
course, that | was quite pleased to stay in Loridde.sighed wistfully.



'Wait until you see Diane. Truly, Edward, | dorélibve there has ever been
another woman as angelic as she. She is exquieels the most beautiful
woman | have ever seen. Sheis ... Sheis ...

‘A goddess?' Lord Moreton suggested helpfully.

The Captain looked surprised but pleased. 'Yes'stithShe's a goddess.
Divinely beautiful and divinely good.’

'‘And no doubt divinely short of worldly goods witlthich to support
herself?' Lord Moreton's tone was very dry. 'Aftdl, angels can't be
expected to concern themselves with trivial mattdes money. That is
always the chore of mortals with no claim to ditydi

Captain Moreton stiffened angrily. "You mistake thwtter,” he said
haughtily. 'If you are implying that Mademoiselle \derette is out to catch a
wealthy husband, you are way off the mark. Sheamample dowry. In
fact, she has more money than | would wish. Sise iserfect in every way
that | have nothing to offer her, not even the aotndf a higher income."

Lord Moreton concealed a faint start of surprise.

'Is there not a great deal of competition for thadhof such a truly celestial
being?' he asked, keeping his voice determineglh.liwill, forgive me, but
this is not the first time you have fancied youfrsideply in love. Are you
quite sure you are not just delighting in the thoil the chase? Are you
certain Mademoiselle de Verette returns your afb@ct

'We do not feel affection for each other,' the @approtested. 'l tell you,
Edward, we are in love. Passionately in love.'

'Personally,” said Lord Moreton mildly, 'l have alg found love an
exhausting emotion. It seems that the more intgremes feels it during the
first month, the more rapidly one begins to fealdolom thereafter.’

'If you can speak so, | don't believe you have &een in love.' -



Lord Moreton's expression became quizzical. 'Believe, Will, you are
quite wrong. | have been in love more times thaark to count and | am
currently passionately devoted to an altogethashang creature. She has a
body that is intoxicating, | promise you. A meragdse of her lying in bed,
her curls spread out against the pillows, is gautiicient to convince me of
my eternal \ devotion.' He flicked a minute spetkwst from the sleeve of
his morning coat. 'Unfortunately, my dear brotheknow that by next
month the sight of her body will merely evoke a yawnd her curls will
probably make me sneeze.’

Captain Moreton refused to smile. He avoided hathar's mocking eyes
when he spoke again.

'Sometimes, Edward, | feel sorry for you. Oh, yavédnsome of London's
most beautiful women at your command. Your misgssslancers, and
assorted birds of paradise are the envy of eveupgonan about town. But
you have never fallen in love with the sort of féenane can marry. You
only know what it feels like to be attracted toembtiful face.'

‘The face is not necessarily what most appeals ¢¢ bord Moreton
murmured. Seeing that his brother was determinétbremile, he walked to
the fireplace, where he kicked gently at a burhagg sending up a shower
of sparks and a sudden blaze of heat. 'Very wall,"We said softly. 'l admit

| have never fallen in love with a woman | couldrrgaBut you, my dear
young brother, have more than made up for my oomssfou must have
fallen in love with at least twenty eligible femalsince you received your
commission. In your first season, | do believe yoanounced yourself in
love on no less than half a dozen occasions.

"This time it's different.’

'l am forced to point out, Will, that | have hedle same remark at least
fifteen times before.’

'l am going to marry Diane de Verette,' said thpt@a, and the defiance in
his voice made him sound particularly youthfulv@uld prefer to do it with
your blessing, Edward, but | am of age and if nsassl will do it without.'



'Have you told her that you are being posted tbi&ena?' Lord Moreton

asked. 'Does she realise that your home will b@raverted merchant's
cottage perched on a barren outcrop of rock imtielle of the ocean? Does
she realise that the new governor lives in congeantof an uprising by the
natives or a mutiny by the troops?'

'She knows all about my tour of duty on St Heldfra.sure she will be

happy to accompany me."' He thrust his chin upwara proud gesture of
defiance. 'We are in love, and naturally we wishédogether. Nothing else
is at all important to us.'

‘Naturally." Lord Moreton once again seemed abgbibéhis study of the
fire. When he glanced up, his face was slightlgliled from the reflected
heat, and his dark eyes contained no trace of tieeial cynicism. 'Well,
little brother, when am | going to meet this pamagball the virtues? | trust
you will not keep me in suspense for long?’

The Captain approached his brother eagerly. 'Youoaet her tonight,' he
said. 'She is going to Lady Wendell's party. I'mesgpu must have had an
invitation.'

'Yes, the card's here somewhere.' Lord Moretonetliramway so that his
brother could not observe his expression. 'l anprised that Diane de
Verette will be there, however. | was under thenespion that her father
died less than three months ago.’

'It's true—he did die only recently." Captain Moretwvas unable to avoid
sounding a little defensive. 'But she intends neredipect to her father's
memory. The Comte forbade her to have an offiesiqal of mourning. He

told Diane that too many of his friends and rekesivdied un- mourned
during the Terror and that he wanted no elaboratade of black lace on his
behalf. He said life was for the living, not forethinhabitants of the

churchyard.’

'It seems a reasonable philosophy, but | wonder hwamy of society's
matrons are prepared to accept it?'



'Diane attends only small parties and musical exgmiand always with her
chaperon in close attendance. Of course, she dakmsme or go to the
theatre or ... or anything like that.'

'Of course not.'

'Wait until you see her!" The Captain's eyes hambwvered their misty,
rapturous sheen and he ignored the dryness ofdiisds's remarks. 'l swear
you will fall in love with her yourself, Edward! Xowon't be able to help it"

Lord Moreton gave a ghost of a laugh. 'That wotlsiait either of us very
well, I believe! Two brothers in love with the sameman! But | am curious
about the prospect of meeting her. | do not belieliave ever spent the
evening with a goddess.’

Lady Wendell, a middle-aged widow of stout bosom ample fortune, was
renowned for the quiet elegance of her eveninggsarand her reception
rooms were already pleasantly crowded when Lordetbor finally arrived.
His thoughts, however, were far from pleasant abhewed the footman
upstairs to the main drawing-room. No trace of imser perturbation
showed in his expression. His years in the diplacnsgrvice had trained
him well in the art of disguising his feelings.Hadhnever actually met
Mademoiselle de Verette, but he had known her fathell and was
determined that no child of the Comte would everrgnato the Moreton
family. He couldn't imagine why Diane de Verettesvgatting out to entrap
William into marriage, but he was confident thatardver her scheme was,
love had little to do with it. Like father, like dghter, Lord Moreton thought
with a flash of bitter anger.

His acquaintance with the Comte de Varette streftiaek twelve years, to
the autumn of 1804. At that time he had just begpomted to a junior

position on the Foreign Secretary's staff, and &e tmet the Comte at a
diplomatic dinner party given in honour of the Raesambassador.

Lord Moreton had been an unsophisticated twentyy@ae-old, but his
very naivety gave him a clarity of vision that there worldly diplomats



lacked. He had immediately sensed that the Comt talang pains to
conceal the true brilliance of his mind. Lord Mamethad wondered why.

This first mild prickle of curiosity gradually ineased and, when they
continued to meet at parties and receptions, hehsdtthe Comte closely.
Before many weeks had passed, he was certain ¢hatas deliberately
persuading members of the Government to speakciedily. Within a
year, he was convinced that the Comte was systealligtigathering
intelligence for the benefit of the enemy.

As a young man new to his job, however, he hadcditfy in convincing
people in authority to accept truths that seemebino self-evident. The
Foreign Secretary patted him kindly on the shouldad asked for proof.
This, of course, Lord Moreton didn't possess, aachéd no idea how to
procure it. Five years later, after exposure toititegues of the Russian
Imperial court, he might have known how to set dbjmstifying his
suspicions. But by then his visits to London werfeeiquent, no more than
short, harried stops en route to Strasbourg ornéen

He understood why the world at large was deceivgdth® quaint,
old-fashioned courtesy of the Comte's manner. Lorsliciety was in the
habit of looking only on the surface of things amwad, the surface, the
Comte's disguise was perfect. He dressed in tliiesstiin clothes of a
vanished era and told nostalgic tales of the Viesdie had known as a boy.
His stories were charming as well as witty, anddppearance graceful, if
outmoded. He was a patrticular favourite with théida, but he was almost
as popular with many gentlemen whom Lord Moretautiht should have
known better. It was universally agreed in Soctkat the Comte de Verette
wasn't at all a bad sort of fellow— particularlynstdering the fact that he
was born a Frenchman and had no idea how to hyesfo

Lord Moreton had been frustrated by his failurenttict the Comte, but that
frustration had been pushed well to the back ofnhiisd during the busy
intervening years. It had been rapidly jolted te ftont again three days ago
when he received his brother's most recent |étefinally realised that 'the
angel' about whom William had been writing withreasing fervour was, in
fact, none other than-the daughter of the Comt¥atette. Lord Moreton
had posted to London first thing the following mioimn



His name was announced in ringing tones by Lady d&k¥s major-domo,

and he quickly put all thoughts of the past ouhisf mind. He bowed low
over his hostess's hand, murmuring courteous assteeher questions
without really hearing them. His diplomatic expage had made him an
expert in the art of conducting meaningless coratemss and he had
become a master at telling the convincing halfitthiat conceals a lie.

He glanced covertly around the room while he waswaning Lady
Wendell's polite enquiries about his family. Hiotwer was nowhere in
sight, and Diane de Verette, if she was alreadgegme did not stand out
among the two dozen simpering debutantes clustdoed) the walls.

A slight stir in one of the doorways attracteddtiention, and Lady Wendell
broke off her enquiries about Vienna to say, 'Qbre¢ is Mademoiselle de
Verette! And with your brother, too.' She tappedd_-Moreton archly with
her fan. 'l swear, my lord, they are always togetihese days. Well, you will
want to greet them, I'm sure. Isn't she the logeljeung creature you have
ever seen?'

For a moment, he couldn't speak. 'Indeed sheassaid grimly, when he
finally recovered his voice. 'If you will excuse meady Wendell, | would
like to have a few words with my brother."’

He bowed, then walked slowly towards them, watchegdemoiselle de
Verette's progress through the room with grudgidguieation. She could
play an audience, he thought angrily, with thel siib veteran actress.

Her hand rested lightly on his brother's arm, aad flashing green eyes
sparkled with laughter as she exchanged littleptgof conversation with
various friends and acquaintances. Occasionallyvsiudd turn to look up at
the Captain, obviously asking his opinion with pretlirtatious deference.
Her raven-dark hair was piled high on the top of head. Two thick,
smooth curls fell forward on to the whiteness af ne@ast and it seemed to
Lord Moreton that, every time she turned to ackmalgke a greeting, the
candlelight would reveal a new, more lustrous, miéa the dark masses of
her hair.



Her gown was modestly cut and coloured a soft ldegnpresumably in
token deference to her state of semi-mourning.siiin@le lines of the dress,
however, did nothing to disguise either the littemef her body or the
delicate fullness of her curves. Lord Moreton was acknowledged
connoisseur of women, but he knew he had neverrdbefeen one as
exquisite as Diane de Verette.

He had been prepared to despise her. He had ededie suspicious of her
motives, but he discovered that he had not adelyuatagined just how
violent his reaction against her would be. He voatthat moment that she
would never marry his brother, whatever steps ltetbdake to prevent it.
He watched in silent fury as she flashed anothexeswemile at William,
revealing a row of perfect pearl-white teeth. Haspled his hands tightly
behind his back, and imagined them closing withtatigsing, mocking
tenderness around Mademoiselle de Verette's fragiie throat. He had a
sudden shocking vision of his mouth crushed ag&iestips, bruising their
softness, and he pushed the image angrily awayvasethirty-three years
old, and too experienced to allow himself to bpped by a beautiful face or
a delectable body.

They finally met somewhere in the middle of themodNilliam, his face
flushed with youthful pride, hailed his brother joly.

'Edward, you've turned up at last! We thought yauld never get here!
Diane has been longing to meet you and | have Ogiag to introduce you
to each other for a month at least. | know yousir&lare going to be the best
of friends!’

Lord Moreton smiled, although he could cheerfullgvé strangled his
young brother. If William had planned to announterharital intentions to
the world, he could not have achieved his purpcstteb After such a
speech in such a public place, the world couldifjabty expect the
betrothal announcement to follow within days.

'Mademoiselle de Verette,' he said coolly, takieg lland into a brief, firm
handshake. 'l knew your father well, and | offeuyay sympathy in your
great loss.'



‘Thank you, my lord. | miss him a great deal.'

‘That is hardly surprising, mademoiselle. | beligve scarcely three months
since he died.’'

The faintest trace of colour flared up in her clseddut she was too clever to
pretend to misunderstand him. 'Perhaps Captain teloteas not told you,
my lord. My father specifically asked that | shounlat mark his death with a
conventional period of mourning.’

Her voice was soft, with a tiny trace of huskings®bbing beneath the
words and, as she spoke, the Captain looked awitieran expression of
mingled adoration and longing. By exerting an extianary amount of
will-power, Lord Moreton managed to resist the utgeive his brother a
sharp kick in the seat of his pantaloons.

'We must find somewhere we can talk privately, @lagtain said. 'There is.
.. thatis, we. . . I. . . have something veryamant to say to you, Edward.’'

Lord Moreton's expression remained polite and ffaianused. 'How very
dramatic you sound, Will. I have not seen you Isokfiercely determined
since you asked me to approach Papa about an sedregour allowance. |
think you were about ten years old at the time.'

Captain Moreton refused to be diverted. 'Dashl ittalward, this is not the
time for reminiscences! We must talk privately, aodn.' He allowed his
voice to fall to a dramatic whisper. 'MademoiselkeVerette has just agreed
to marry me.'

Lord Moreton's heart lurched with sickening foreéthough he knew he
ought not to be surprised. It required some etimikeep his tolerant smile
firmly in place as he grasped his brother's ouistiei hand. ‘'Indeed we
must talk,' he agreed in a low voice. 'But | haméyqust arrived at Lady
Wendell's, and can hardly take my leave again iniatel¢." He saw how
many interested eyes were observing their grough hendeliberately raised
his voice. 'l have absolutely no intention of tatkito you now, Will. You

have just introduced me to the divine Mademoisd#eVerette and it is



inhuman of you to whisk me away before | have haldamce to impress her
with my charms. Is he not behaving unreasonablylemmiselle?’

Her smile was almost irresistible. 'l believe hd lsave heard so much about
you, my lord, that | am looking forward to findimgit if the reality lives up
to your reputation!" Her eyes twinkled with a hoftmischief before she
turned and laid a consoling hand lightly on the t@eys sleeve. She gave
him a quick, almost imperceptible, squeeze of igasee. 'Lord Moreton is
right, William,' she said softly. 'We need to knone another a little better,
your brother and I.'

In other circumstances, Lord Moreton would have iagan her skilful
handling of a sulky lover. As it was, however, haswin no mood to
appreciate Diane de Verette's expert feminine wiles

'‘Come and see me tomorrow morning," he said ctathys brother. He held
out his arm. 'Would you be good enough, mademeistllaccompany me
in search of something cool to drink? These rooravary warm.'

‘Thank you, my lord, | should like that.' The huskyob of her voice seemed
a little more pronounced as she spoke, and shednil at Lord Moreton in
a perfect imitation of shy pleasure. Her eyes,dtead irrelevantly, seemed
to have changed colour and were now an extraorglsteade of blue-green.
Like the Aegean Sea at dawn, he reflected. He étinkmazed at the trend
of his own thoughts, and his mouth tightened intpim line when he saw
that his brother was still staring at Diane de Meravith an idiotic
expression of devotion. He spoke more sharply tieahad intended.

'l will see you later, Will. This way, Mademoiselie Verette.'

He said nothing more until they reached the disalpn, where he quickly
procured two glasses of lemonade and found a satd# where he could
talk to her with some degree of privacy.

She thanked him prettily, then sipped at the coivlkg pushing one of her
lustrous black ringlets out of the way with apparémpatience. It
immediately fell forward again, drawing attentianthe enticing swell of



her breasts as it nestled against her throat anvedyrovocatively against
the neckline of her dress.

His eyes narrowed in cynical appreciation. He woeedéow many hours it
required in front of her mirror to achieve just ttreotic impression of
seeming artlessness. He had known too many beawdmen to be
deceived into thinking that Diane de Verette cobkl unaware of her
physical attractions. He continued to watch heselpas she drank, making
no attempt to break the lengthening silence.

She looked up at last, giving him another one af dweeet, shy smiles.
‘Thank you, my lord, | was very thirsty.’

He was suddenly aware that his hands were clenfjiedin an effort to
control the burning rush of his anger, and his amgw smile contained no
hint of friendliness. No wonder poor Will was emicad, he thought harshly.
She must have spent years perfecting that pantisaide with its dazzling
combination of warmth and modesty. His anger wallsnly too great to
allow him to behave wisely.

'Why have you decided to marry my brother?' he csketly.

Startled colour rushed into her cheeks, making loek even more

delightfully innocent than before . 'Captain Moretwas told me that he. . .
that he loves me,' she murmured. 'l ... | hopemarriage will have your

blessing?’

"You have not answered my question, mademoisetlel hot ask whether
my brother wanted to marry you. | asked wioyihad decided to marry my
brother.'

She lowered her eyes so that he could no longdrthegexpression in them,
but her voice was stiff when she replied, '‘CapMoreton is a kind, good
man. He loves me, and of course | am. . .lam veng of him.’

'Of course.' He didn't bother to disguise the irohiis reply.



She looked at him, and he could have sworn headadch of panic in the
depths of her gaze. 'What other reason could tpessibly be for our
betrothal, my lord?’'

'l have already askeguthat question, mademoiselle, and | am still wgitin
for your answer. In fact, | await it with considelainterest.’

This time she did not look at him. 'The implicatioh your question is
unbearably insulting, my lord, not only to me blstoeto your brother.'

He shrugged. 'My brother, Mademoiselle de Verétteyes for an island in
the middle of the Atlantic Ocean before the endaruary. His departure
date does not leave me much time for tactfulnedsdgsiomacy.'

'If we love each other . . .

'Even if your love appears to rival that of Romeal duliet, for both your
sakes | urge you to wait before committing yoursslto marriage.'

‘Captain Moreton loves me and we want to marry. \fghiywrong for me to
agree to accompany him on a lonely, miserabledbduty?'

He was surprised to sense a note of anguish umgrher question, but
when he looked at her he could see no trace ofher face, and he decided
he must have been mistaken.

'‘Love,’ he said harshly, 'is an unreliable emot@mn which to base a
marriage. My brother has always been absurdly geisan the bestowal of
his heart, and | feel it is my duty to warn youttha the usual course of
events, William falls out of love almost as fasthesfalls in. It would be
inconvenient—to say the least of it—if you founduyself perched on an
overheated rock, four thousand miles from Londomenv my brother
decided he was no longer in love with you.'

He saw her draw in a quick, sharp breath; then@med away, and all he
could see was the shadow of her profile and thk uh@ss of her hair. "You
cannot expect me to agree that your brother witinsdiscover that he
doesn't love me.'



'‘Become betrothed to him if you must. Don't maiing kintil his return from
St Helena.'

'l cannot bear to wait for two or three years, worg! Our feelings . . . our
feelings for each other are too strong to pernthsaseparation.’

'l see.' His voice hardened because he knew, Wgblate certainty, that she
was lying. Whatever she felt for his brother, itsw@othing that could be
described as love.

'Mademoiselle de Verette, my brother sets sailferSouth Atlantic in three
weeks, and I'm afraid that leaves me no time tdddeate in my dealings
with you. Let me come straight to the point, madeselte. Precisely what
would it take to convince you that your feelingg foy brother have
undergone a sudden change, and that you no longertevmarry him?'

Her hands, which had been playing restlessly whith émpty lemonade
glass, were suddenly totally still. She looked tien, tossing the errant
curls away from her face. 'l believe | have notemstbod you, my lord,' she
said very quietly.

'On the contrary, mademoiselle, | believe you usiderd me very well
indeed. Whatever else you lack, it is certainly stwrpness of intellect.'

She said nothing at all, and his anger increasgané, mademoiselle, |
shall be even more blunt and, in exchange, | asky@xpress yourself with
equal frankness. | am asking for the second tinteatvare your terms for
terminating this farcical engagement to my brother?

She stood up, holding herself very straight, and dyes flashed with
emerald fire. 'Since we are to be frank, my lordh&ll answer you with a
crudity that matches your own questions. | intemdntarry your brother as
soon as the ceremony can be arranged. There isngethothing at

all—that you can do to stop me. William, you sse;razily in love with me,
and | intend to make sure he remains that way.'

She swept out of the dining salon, head held higfierly indifferent to the
buzz of fascinated conversation that followed im &ke. And Lord



Moreton, inwardly cursing his gross mishandlingha whole situation, was
left with no alternative but to walk quietly fronhd room, smiling with
apparent complaisance at every acquaintance whwetldo catch his eye.



CHAPTER THREE

DIANE REGRETTED her defiance almost before she reached the hathéd
time she had returned to her chaperon's side, sisemwndering how she
had ever allowed herself to be provoked into sushuacharacteristic
display of temper.

She slipped into a seat between Mrs Sherwood apthibaMoreton and
pretended to listen to the orchestra. She schobé&rdfeatures into an
expression of rapt appreciation, then, during #mainder of the music,
silently castigated herself for her absurd chakeofy Lord Moreton. Mr
Baker had told her many times that Lord Moretopjsraval was crucial to
the success of their plans, and she could scanesky provoked him more if
she had deliberately set out to anger him. Shenwadlea why he had
managed to ruffle her so badly. In the three mosithse her father died, she
had learned to exercise almost supernatural coowesl her emotions.

A burst of applause greeted the end of the musid, she'felt Captain
Moreton's light touch upon her arm. She turnedidesat him, aware of a
familiar twinge of guilt as she noted the ferveldvg of admiration in his
one good eye.

'How do you like my brother, now that you have laadhance to become
acquainted?' he asked. 'He is a great gun, ish'Absolutely the very best
of brothers.’

'Oh, undoubtedly the very best,' she said.

Captain Moreton, as always, was unaware of theyiianher voice. He
launched into an enthusiastic hymn of praise, &mtplhis brother's
expertise in every field of human endeavour. Haviogched upon his
brother's intelligence, wit, charm, diplomacy, fmaffection and skilful
estate management, he launched into a spiriteduatod his unparalleled
success with the opposite sex, stopping only whenchaperon's discreet
cough reminded him that Lord Moreton's virtuoso@enance in the royal
bedrooms of Europe was scarcely a suitable topiDi@ne's maidenly ears.



During the Captain's rhapsody, Diane gradually ébler feelings changing
from lingering rage at Lord Moreton's arroganceatoague hopefulness
about her own prospects for release from a sitnai@at became more
impossible by the moment. If Lord Moreton had ewertenth of the
intelligence his younger brother credited him witle, would surely put an
immediate stop to this engagement. Any sensible maat realise that
Captain Moreton was too immature to form a lasittgchment, and that he
should wait to marry until his return from St Hedem he rigours of living
for three years on a tiny, isolated island woulgpase maturity and powers
of self-discipline that the Captain currently ladkend which would enable
him to make a sensible choice of wife.

Fortunately, a three-year delay in the marriagermeny wouldn't suit Mr
Baker's plans at all. If Diane couldn't get to thland immediately, Mr
Baker might be forced to abandon his attempt toueNapoleon, and the
whole misbegotten scheme would die still-born. Biavould be released
from her promise to participate in a rescue plaat thent against every
instinct she possessed—except loyalty to her fatihezmory.

Her eyes took on a misty glow of happiness as sheemplated this blissful
release from an impossible situation. And all iteded was a little
firm-mindedness on the part of Lord Moreton!

She heard the Captain draw in a strangled gulpr @nal returned abruptly
from her daydreams to the reality of Lady Wendaeliissic-room. She gave
the Captain a radiant smile, wanting to reassurge &ven though she didn't
quite understand why he was staring at her. Heswek a kind, good boy,
she thought with a renewed surge of guilt. She doelver have agreed to
deceive him if she had known how innocently unsospe a veteran soldier
could be. He had spent two years fighting bravalysome of Europe's
bloodiest wars, and yet he seemed to understarasahothing of the world

beyond the battlefield. He had certainly not begansuspect that life

presented a host of problems that couldn't be dddyea fast sword-arm or a
swift punch on the jaw.

She looked at him, suddenly wistful, and saw hisegis flush with a scarlet
that rivalled the red of his uniform. 'Oh, Dianebwy are . . . you are so
beautiful,’ he mumbled.



She could think of no suitable response excepatdis arm soothingly. His
compliments, for some reason, always aroused hdernad instincts.
Unfortunately, her kindly pat didn't seem to hawve talming effect she had
hoped for and, as she absent-mindedly continuetihgatis arm, some
inexplicable force drew her gaze over the Captaimsilder towards the far
corner of the room. Lord Moreton was standing treome, staring at the
pair of them, his face as expressionless as a emeaoVving, his eyes a dark,
impenetrable blue.

Captain Moreton's protestations of undying devotiad never brought so
much as a sheen of pink to Diane's cheeks, mushalgmlpitation to her
heart. But his brother's gaze, from across tweeg¢y 6f a crowded music
salon, caused a strange tremble to start somewh#re pit of her stomach
and rise up her body until her face flamed as hadlthe Captain's had done
a few seconds earlier. The sensation was so ualikghing she had ever
experienced before that she didn't know how to tiflert. She glanced
down at her hands without really seeing them, thiemked when she
realised that her fingers had clenched so tighdlynd the Captain's wrist
that her knuckles gleamed white. She withdrew la@dastily.

'I'm sorry," she murmured, not looking at him. Bome reason, she felt
incapable of meeting his eyes.

'l understand. | understand completely." He lowdrsdvoice so that the
chaperon couldn't hear. "Oh, Diane, amgel,lI can hardly wait for us to be
married!’

There was a disturbing new note of ardour in higejoand she was very
glad when Mrs Sherwood chose that moment to anmotimat she was
exhausted and would like to go home before the¢ sfathe next piece of
music. Diane sprang to her feet with alacrity, mewere pleased that her
chaperon's contribution to any conversation waarnably to put an end to
it.

By the exercise of considerable will-power, she alalg to escape from the
salon without ever once glancing back towards taek @orner that still
sheltered Lord Moreton's silent, compelling pregenc



Mrs Sherwood made no effort to converse duringjtheney home, so

Diane had ample time to reflect on the events ®@&tfening. It was strange,
she thought, that Lord Moreton had seemed to dis&pf her so strongly,

even before he had met her. What could she have tdomake him dislike

her? She could think of no logical reason. In the& resort, however, his
reasons were probably unimportant. All that mattevas that he should put
a stop to his brother's engagement before it paezkany further along its
inevitable path to disaster. In three and a hadtkgeCaptain Moreton would
sail for St Helena—and Diane prayed that he woaildedone. In three and a
half weeks,'with any luck, Lord Moreton would hdeé her life for ever.

The prospect was not quite as gratifying as it khbave been.

Either Lord Moreton's intelligence was consideralglys than Diane had
hoped for, or Captain Moreton's pleas were morerdened than she had
reckoned upon. In any event, she soon discoveradhigr betrothal was
considered an established fact by all the parbeserned.

In view of her father's recent death, Lord Moretowd Mr Baker agreed it
would be better if the formal announcements waiteiil after the wedding

ceremony, when Captain Moreton and his new brideldvbe on the high
seas and well out of reach of the gossiping tongifelsondon society.

However, with the blessing of Mr Baker and her @rap—and presumably
with Lord Moreton's blessing as well—she spent gwevening in the

Captain's company, sometimes at a small privatg/,psometimes in her
own home.

Lord Moreton was always present at these meetimgghing her and his
brother with an intense scrutiny that Diane fouretve-racking in the

extreme. To her surprise, she gradually discern&dna softening in his

manner towards her and eventually, about ten dtgs their first angry

encounter, he drew her into a private conversaksaaling her to the far side
of the drawing-room, away from the cheerful circk people gathered
around the blazing fire.

He pretended to examine the group of rustic pagstiwhich had been his
excuse for leaving the fireside, then turned to d&@uptly. 'l owe you an
apology, Mademoiselle de Verette,' he said. ‘Myh®pis truly in love with



you and 1 have every reason to believe you retisrrelgard. My opposition
at our first meeting was unwarranted and irratipbased upon events in the
past that have nothing to do with you personally.’

'Events in the past? Then you have known membersnyffamily
previously, my lord? It can only be my father.’

His hesitation was so brief as to be almost unicaable. 'l met the Comte
de Verette when | was a very young man, mademejsblit we were
scarcely even acquaintances. If he were alive toddpubt if he would

remember that we were once introduced. | phrase@pojogy clumsily,

and I'm sorry for it. | did not intend to alarm you

"Your apology was not at all clumsy, my lord. Oe tontrary, it was very
generous.' She stared at one of the water-colatish showed five fat and
mysteriously sexless cows in a lush meadow. Anlegplump milkmaid,
whose feminine charms were depicted with an acgutanied to the cattle,
hovered conspicuously in the background.

'l have seen that you make my brother very hapagemoiselle.’

I'm ... I'm glad." She found it difficult to cbnue the pretence of normal
conversation as she struggled with a sudden, &mhy sense of
abandonment. She had been counting more heavitysina ought to have
done on Lord Moreton's opposition to her marriage now she felt the
web of Mr Baker's schemes imprisoning her ever ntigtgtly within Its
sticky strands.

'My brother is almost looking forward to three y&an St Helena, knowing
that you will be there at his side.’

She searched desperately for some truthful comioemiake. She was so
heartily sick of lies. 'Captain Moreton is . . uydrother is a most amiable
man," she said at last. A hint of colour tinged ttezeks as she considered
the inadequacy of her feelings for the man sheabkasit to marry. The man
she would promise before God to love and cherigshaey for the rest of
her life. The man she was going to betray almostcas as the wedding
vows were spoken.



The pink of her cheeks darkened hectically at foight of her imminent
betrayal. 'He is very good- natured,’ she stuttaradble to think of another
single word to add to her faint praise of the Ceptd Mr Baker were

observing her now, she thought dispassionatelywbeld see how ill-

equipped she was for the role he had assigned rtoTle#ing even the

simplest of lies reduced her to virtual incoherent#at would it be like

when the destiny of nations hung on her abilitiigaonvincingly?

Lord Moreton's brows twitched together in faint sipnce, then he looked
down at her, smiling suddenly with real warmth.whkes mistaking her guilt
for virginal modesty, she realised. She had foegothe deadening weight
of social convention which prevented any unmarrdman from
expressing her true feelings about a member obpipesite sex.

'My brother has found many more enthusiastic waykescribe you,' he said
with another warmly teasing smilérigelicis almost the lowest praise he
ever accords you.'She felt suffocated by the weidliter own guilt. 'l am
not in the least angelic, my lord, either in digpos or in any other way. |
do hope your brother will not be disappointed todfihe has married a
perfectly ordinary woman.'

'A woman, certainly. But far from an ordinary onkedrd Moreton had
scarcely finished speaking before he turned shawly from her, leaning
forward for a closer examination of the buxom milich His face was
completely hidden from her view.

It was only a second or two before he turned bemk fhis inspection of the
painting. 'l think perhaps we had better rejoinryoilner guests,' he said, and
his voice was once again laced with the mockingeaothe Diane had
grown to expect. 'l do believe we have stretchedrdarest in these grossly
overfed animals about as far as politeness pefmits.

She smiled with fleeting amusement. Even when siemost on edge, she
often found herself smiling at remarks Lord Moret@ad made. 'l have no
idea why the milkmaid is looking so well pleasedhnherself, have you?
Have you noticed that the artist has neglecteddwige the poor beasts with
anyudd. ..



She stopped almost in mid-breath, embarrassed taitd silence. Her
unthinking conversation had nearly led her into toeing a part of the
anatomy delicate females never even thought abauth less mentioned in
masculine company.

Lord Moreton didn't seem at all shocked. He melalghed. 'Indeed, | had
noticed that very problem. One wonders how thod&-pails the girl is
carrying became so satisfyingly full.'

'l have lived all my life in the centre of town, ntyrd. | am certainly not
going to hazard a guess in the presence of a gogettleman.’

He smiled, then touched her very lightly on the @nis blue eyes gleaming
with new warmth. 'I'm delighted for my brother'«kesahat he is to have a
companion during his stay on St Helena," he said.

Her breath caught in her throat, and the strarigeesng sensation she had
felt once before made her knees feel positivelkgh@he was overcome by
the overwhelming urge to throw herself on Lord Mores mercy and to ask
for his assistance in defying Mr Baker. There waseed, she thought, to
tell him the whole sordid truth. There was no neetinplicate her father or

the lawyer. She would simply suggest that she wiasmtiain of her feelings,

not yet ready for marriage.

'‘Lord Moreton, | need your help,’ she said in a,lavgent voice.

All trace of laughter, all trace of mockery, immatdily dropped from his
manner. 'You are welcome to any help it is withiy power to offer,
mademoiselle.'

'How very dramatic your offer sounds, my lord."

Diane whirled round and saw the blandly smilingdeas of her guardian.
She hadn't realised he had left his seat by tlee 8he certainly hadn't

realised he was so close behind her.

'Things are not always as they sound, Mr BakerdIMoreton said softly.
'I'm sure you must appreciate that.’



Mr Baker interposed himself between the two of theffectively breaking
the subtle bond she had felt growing between Heasel Lord Moreton.

'Oh, | appreciate it fully,' he said with anothdarid smile. 'l imagine that
Mademoiselle de Verette has asked for nothing niome the support of
your arm on her walk back to the fireplace, or sastteer equally trivial

piece of assistance.'

'My request didn't seem trivial to me,' Diane sédcing herself to meet the
lawyer's eyes. He returned her gaze coldly, makiogeffort to conceal
either his anger or the harsh warning implicit is tight, thin-lipped smile.

'l was about to solicit Lord Moreton's opinion o/ rfather's collection of
snuff-boxes,' she said breathlessly. 'The Captantioned to me that his
brother is something of a connoisseur.'

'l see. |, too, have heard of his lordship's fiodection. However, | fear
your interest in your father's little hobby is madxiyou forgetful of your
manners, my dear. You are neglecting your fiandey wishes to discuss
some details of the wedding ceremony with you. Ithenman your father
chose to act as your guardian, and | take thetjilmdrreminding you how
punctilious the Comte was in educating you to Fudfl your obligations.
You will remember the instructions he wrote to yakmost on his deathbed.
The snuff-box collection can surely wait to be enaékd until after your
marriage. Is that not so, my lord?"

Lord Moreton ignored the lawyer and looked direettyDiane. 'l should be
happy to examine your father's collection at ameti mademoiselle. You
have only to send word to my secretary, and a tom¥enient to both of us
can be arranged. | understand that you may wistate the matter settled
before you leave for St Helen.' He bowed briefljMoBaker and walked
briskly back to seat himself on the sofa between bviother and Mrs
Sherwood.

By the following Sunday, less than three days reethibefore the date set
for the wedding. Mr Baker called at the de Verétt@n-house to escort
Diane and her chaperon to Morning Service. He dibugrd with him that
all the immediate members of the Moreton family eveow in town, eager



to meet the Captain's intended bride. Diane, hardjan and her chaperon
were invited to a family luncheon with the Moretansnediately after the
church service. With the prospect of meeting thpt&ia's family looming
over her, Morning Prayer provided Diane with nohigsousual solace. After
the service was over, Mrs Sherwood lingered to lzawerd with the Vicar
and, in the crush of worshippers leaving the chuiane found herself
alone with her guardian. When he turned the comwersto the topic of the
weather, she cut him off ruthlessly.

'‘Mr Baker, we have more urgent matters to dischias the unseasonable
warmth of today's sunshine and the possibility ¢dck frost before
nightfall. In five days, | am supposed to be sgtsail for the South Atlantic.

| think it is high time | was given some informatiabout the role | am to
play in your plans for the rescue of the Emperor.'

'‘Be quiet, you foolish child." His words were se&ycmore than a low
murmur and his mouth still curved into a smile. Yhls eyes, shadowy
behind his thick spectacles, gave some faint irtidicaof his anger. ‘A
public courtyard in front of London's most fashibleachurch is not the
place to discuss such matters.'

‘Then what is the place? It seems to me that yat't ind anywhere very
suitable.'

‘That is because you have no need to know anythiog than | have told
you. You will marry Captain Moreton. If there isydning else you ought to
know, you will be informed in adequate time.'

Diane felt an explosion of rage, fiercer than amghshe had ever before
experienced. 'In three days | am to marry a manmvhbave no desire to
marry and | still have no idea why | must do it!trleave a strange definition
of adequate time, Mr Baker!

He shrugged. 'Captain Moreton is an amiable engaghg man. You could
find a hundred less desirable husbands among gsdieichelors.'

The pent-up frustrations of twelve weeks burstiouhoment of wild rage.
‘'The Captain may be amiable enough, but he haw #ies of a pea-hen, and



| want to marry him about as much as | want to snary horse! Why must |
be forced into marrying him?"

'Imbecile! Lower your voice!" Mr Baker's mouth tighed into a line of cold
anger. 'l will remind you, mademoiselle, that yoavé already been told
exactlywhyyou are to marry Captain Moreton. You are marryinmg as
part of your plan to rescue Napoleon. Now you aegeaty waiting to find
out how you will bring our plan to a successful conclusionce your
marriage is an accomplished fact.'

He held up his hand to prevent her from interruptifThere is nothing
further to be said. This subject is closed to fartiscussion.' He peered
short-sightedly around the courtyard until he sgbtCaptain Moreton's
bright military uniform on the far side of the crded square. 'l suggest that
you join your fiance and his family and that youkagourself as agreeable
as you possibly can to his mother and to his si¥teu cannot acquire too
many allies in the Moreton camp. | am gratifiedtthau have at least had
the good sense to get Lord Moreton into your patket

'Mr Baker, please! | cannot carry on this deceptiaimhout knowing a little
more of what is involved!'

‘The knowledge that you are obeying your fatheyiegl wish should be
sufficient inducement for you to follow any insttioms | give you.'

'Mr Baker, | begyou . . .

There was a tiny pause. 'Your demands are unreblggn@ademoiselle. But
| am a generous man, and if information will make yasier in your mind,

| shall provide you with as much as it is safeyou to possess. | shall call
on you the night before your wedding and give yoms indication of how

the rescue is to be effected. In the meantime, mdmee that your chief

obligation is to ensure that your marriage to Captoreton takes place on
schedule.’

'l am well aware of my obligations."'



'‘Good. Please smile, mademoiselle? You look likegedienne preparing
for the role of Lady Macbeth rather than a younymieparing to meet her
loved one.’

‘The Captain is not my loved one,' she said imal foutburst of bitterness.

'‘But let us make sure that only you and | are avedirnat fact, my dear
mademoiselle. Smile, if you please. It is a netgé$sr a betrothed woman.'

Mr Baker returned his hat to his head with a ddtthump, betraying the
fact that he was unusually rattled. He stalked lefiving Diane staring
disconsolately across the courtyard in the directod her fiance. For a
moment, she rebelled at her lot and turned on éelr half-thinking that she
might return to the church. What would the Vicar gloe wondered, if she
cast herself at his feet and pleaded for sanctuBing?absurd thought was
almost enough to make her smile:-

She found her passage blocked by a solid expanseastuline chest
clothed in white linen and grey superfine. She &blup to meet the
disconcertingly 'penetrating gaze of Lord Moretaldsk blue eyes.

The panic she felt was so acute she could almst ta She had been so
certain that Lord Moreton was with the rest offaisily on the other side of

the courtyard—and yet here he was, scarcely twodeeay from her. The

colour drained from her cheeks as she thought baek her conversation

with Mr Baker. Dear heaven, if he had overhearchevemall part of what

she had said, she was likely to find herself loclpdn the Tower!

"You don't appear pleased to see me, Mademoiseéedette. In fact, you
look quite white. | trust you are not indisposed?"

She told herself that the mockery in his tone wasmarper than it usually
was. And surely, if he had heaadythingof what she had been saying, he
would not open the conversation by discussing téie ©f her complexion?
She struggled to force a few words past her ligackvfelt as if they had |
ust become permanently paralysed.

'M-my lord, | didn't expect to see you here.'



'Did you not? But | always attend Morning Servicea &Gundays,
mademoiselle.'

'Oh yes, I'm sure you do. | meant only that | tHdugpu were with your
family on the other side of the courtyard. | wasaware that you were here,
in this precise spot. You gave no indication of yptesence when | was
talking with Mr Baker.' She realised that she walhiing, and clamped her
lips tightly together. Now that she had startedakpey, it seemed to be
difficult to stop the terrified rush of words fropouring out.

'Were you talking with Mr Baker? | don't see himiéhe

'‘No. I mean, yes, he was here and | was talkin tiih, but he has left me
now. He has gone away.'

'‘But not too far, | trust. We are so much lookimgwiard to enjoying his
company at luncheon.’

'Oh, he will be there. | am sure of it.'

Lord Moreton bent solicitously towards her. 'Yowlhg don't look well,
mademoiselle. Allow me to offer you my arm acrdss ¢ourtyard. | know
you will be longing to meet my mother and my sissance they are so soon
to form part of your own new family. Just thinkifOnly three days until
you become the Honourable Mrs Moreton. | am quédain your heart
must beat a little faster at the prospect. A lowatam is a wonderful thing, is
it not, mademoiselle?’

'‘Wonderful," she whispered. For a few despairingmmiots she was
absolutely certain Lord Moreton was merely toyingwer, teasing her like
an angry cat waiting to rip her apart at the Hihen he looked at her with his
usual polite, reserved smile and she decided tlaias letting her guilty
conscience colour her judgment.

She rested her hand reluctantly upon his arm. &t wish to touch him,
but she doubted her ability to walk in a straighé lwithout some form of
assistance.



She was only hazily aware of her introduction te bowager Baroness of
Moreton, and to Sir Alfred and Lady Chester, ratajrust enough presence
of mind to ensure that she rode back to the Moretam-house in a carriage
with the Captain, his sister and Mrs Sherwood. d&kelt escaping both Mr
Baker and Lord Moreton restored her to the poinénshshe could behave
almost normally by the time they all sat down &t téble.

The dishes for the first course had scarcely baerolut when Lord Moreton
turned to speak to her. 'l trust you have recovdredh your slight
indisposition, mademoiselle.'

The Captain was immediately all eager concernn®igou didn't tell me
you had been unwell! Are you sure you are feelimgefhough to take
luncheon with us? Do you want me to summon yourdfhd&erhaps you
should lie down?'

She managed a light laugh. 'His lordship exaggeraevery minor
indisposition, William. | am in no danger, excelpat | may smother under
the weight of your kind concern for me.’

"You are so frail, such a delicate angel! | canmait to cherish you as you
deserve to be cherished.'

Her fork stopped in mid-air, and she hurriedly read it to her plate. She
turned to her fiance, doing her best to smile shye®&Villiam, | assure you

that | am disgustingly healthy and need no cherghvhatsoever. | don't
believe | have suffered a day's sickness sincedveged from a childhood
attack of the measles. And that was at least néaesyago!"

His expression merely became more adoring. 'Scateli but so brave!

The Dowager, whose attention had so far been devexelusively to

examining all the dishes on the table and rejeathagt of them, finally

fixed her gaze squarely upon Diane. After a lengitryutiny, she spoke to
her son.

"You never could see half the things that weretrighfront of your nose,
William,' she said. 'That's what makes you suchaavellous soldier. If you



marry Mademoiselle de Verette, the pair of you Wéle five babies in the
nursery by the time you've been married five yepust, mark my words.
Look at Juliana.’

All eyes at the table immediately turned towarddy &hester, who simply
laughed and said, 'My mother, mademoiselle, is \dd atudent of the
Classics and has come to consider herself somettfiran oracle. Her
pronouncements, however, rival the priestess aptdebr obscurity. |

believe Mama is merely suggesting that you andvelesimilarly healthy
appearance. Sir Alfred and | are the proud pamniso sets of twins and,
although she will never admit it, Mama is an ugtelbting grandmother.'

The Dowager sniffed. 'Somebody has to see that gfispring are given
some vestige of civilised knowledge, some tiny amass of their cultural
heritage. | know | cannot rely upon you to doit.’

Lord Moreton smiled. 'My dear Mama, if | recall oectly, Juliana's elder
twins are not yet four. Their characters will syrglot be irreparably
damaged if their introduction to ThucydidéBstory of the Peloponnesian
Warsis delayed for another year or so.”.

'Who knows what constant exposure to a barbarisdiold will do to a

young mind? Juliana wastes her time with them rogpn the snow and
playing jackstraws. It is no wonder | feel obligextake my duties as a
grandmother very seriously.'

Sir Alfred laughed. 'Come, come, Lady Moreton, ygre not usually so
reticent. Juliana stands condemned, but why anddesnly excluded from
your list of denunciations?’

"You ride well," said the Dowager, as if this wdlat needed to be said. 'A
gentleman needs to know how to ride.’

Sir Alfred smiled as he turned towards Diane. Ta&art, Mademoiselle de
Verette. Juliana and | have been married for seegjeand Lady Moreton
has just awarded me my first compliment. Persevayedear young lady,
and | have no doubt that you will win her apprawdess than half the time
it has taken me."’



'l could not hope to outshine you, Sir Alfred. | anore modest in my
expectations, | promise you!'

The Dowager smiled placidly. "You don't have to tway time at all,
mademoiselle. | have a compliment to give you alye&ou are without
doubt the most beautiful young woman I've seere@ry." -

Captain Moreton beamed with proprietary pride, eknyou would be
delighted with Diane, Mama. Now you can see forrgeli why | am so
longing to marry her.'

The Dowager paused in her consumption of a dishngiveetened milk
curds. 'Oh yes, William. I'm not a bit surprisedttlyou are wild to marry
her.’

Diane felt sure there was more than a hint of deubéaning in the
Dowager's remark, but the Captain appeared unpedusind conversation
continued to flow easily around the table. The Mams cheerfully ignored
the social rule which stimulated that people shdalll only to the guests
seated on either side of them, and Diane foundeHlensshing that the
Moreton family could have been a little less frigndt was bad enough that
she should marry the Captain when he obviouslyededd deserved quite
a different kind of woman for his wife. It was alstavorse that she should
be forced into deceiving so many other members lafvang, close-knit
family.

She felt Mr Baker's short-sighted gaze resting upmmand she managed to
conceal an unexpected surge of resentment. Theetawgs her guardian
and he had the power to force her into marryingt@&agMoreton, but she
suddenly realised that he had no means of forcangdbetray the country
she had come to consider her own. She would maeyQaptain and
accompany him to St Helena, but she would takearbip any plans to
rescue Napoleon. Mr Baker was soon going to digctha his powers of
coercion did not extend as long or as far as heipated.

She looked up and happened to meet the Captaitysadoring gaze. She
smiled tenderly at him, resolving silently thathalugh she would never be
able to love him, she would make up for that latloge by being the best



possible wife to him in every other way. She waddgote her life to making
the Captain happy.

She wondered why pleasing such an agreeable yoanghould seem such
a Herculean task and why making such a noble resolshould leave her
feeling so utterly miserable.



CHAPTER FOUR

WHEN THE time came to depart, Lord Moreton insisted on st Diane
and Mrs Sherwood home, politely overruling all psis that such courtesy
was unnecessary.

Diane bade a genuinely fond farewell to the Dowaget her prospective
sister-in-law, responding eagerly when Juliana sstgyl that they spend a
day shopping together. She shook hands warmly Siitilfred, and felt a
faint pang of envy when she saw the affectionaaaags he cast towards his
wife as he admonished her not to spend too mucheynam useless
fripperies.

Try to dissuade my wife from the acquisition ofyamore dyed purple
ostrich feathers, mademoiselle. | find that for samason they exert a fatal
fascination upon her senses. We already possesieation of some five
dozen that she assures me will be of tremendousarse time soon. | can
only pray she is mistaken. | scarcely dare to gqoptate a future in which
purple ostrich feathers play a significant part.'

Diane laughed. 'l shall do my best, Sir Alfred. Buhake you no firm
promises.’

With exquisite tact, the family drifted out of tdeawing-room, taking Mrs
Sherwood with them. The huge double doors wererakty, left wide open.
Even so, it was the first time Diane and the Caphiad been entirely alone
since the afternoon he had proposed to her.

The Captain raised her hand to his lips and pres$enning kiss against her
fingertips. 'l wish that | didn't have to reportrity colonel this afternoon. |
am almost envious of my brother, since he is toyanother hour of your
company.’

She gently withdrew her hand from his clasp. "Weeha lifetime ahead of
us, William," she said. "There will be many hounsSi Helena that we can
spend together. In fact, | expect you will soorwadering how you can
tolerate another evening with only my face to st@recross the dinner-
table!’



'‘Never!" he breathed, seizing both her hands emnaht clasp. 'Oh Diane, |
can hardly believe that next Saturday you will bmeomy wife. Dearest
Diane.’

‘The carriage is waiting for us, mademoiselle.'dloreton's voice cut with
unexpected harshness into their tete-a-tete. i%rctiid weather it would be
better not to keep the horses standing.’

"'l come at once. Goodbye, William.'

A servant waited in the hall with her pelisse andrhuff. She wrapped a
soft white fur scarf around her neck, forcing hdrée smile as she
acknowledged the taciturn presence of her chap@tirer than her father,
she had never known anybody as utterly emotiorieddrs Sherwood, who
was a distant cousin of the Count. She steppedhettarriage, wondering
fleetingly if coldness and lack of feeling ranletde Verette family's blood.
Certainly her own feelings for the Captain were atnrally tepid. Surely
any normal woman would respond to such passiongidags of devotion?

‘The snow that you prophesied at luncheon seentsetarriving, Mrs
Sherwood,' she said, as Lord Moreton pulled ondather strap to indicate
that the coachman should drive off. 'The sky isvigeaith it towards the
north.'

The chaperon acknowledged the conversational gaandtfor the first half

of the short ride they maintained a brisk discussibwinter weather, past
and present. Mrs Sherwood so far unbent under Modeton's expert

handling as to speak eloquently of her childhogaeeences skating on the
frozen ponds of her family's estate near Chamofach year, she
explained, the grooms had taken her and her brdathexplore the icy

caverns at the foot of Mont Blanc, carving tinylésband pristine white

chairs out of the solid, snow-covered ice. Her deyks sparkled at the
memory.

'Is your brother in England, Mrs Sherwood? | do reshember my father
ever mentioning him." Diane cursed herself for tth@ughtlessness of the
guestion almost as soon as she had uttered itewaas only one likely

reason for the Count's silence.



'My brother is dead,’ Mrs Sherwood replied curthfiter a momentary
pause, she added, 'He was four years old whendtheliRion spread to our
part of France. He had his throat cut by the sam@rfan who carried him
on our last picnic into the mountains.’

Diane reached out to touch her chaperon's handatitezly offering
sympathy, even though she was not at all sure uladvioe accepted.

'I'm so sorry, Mrs Sherwood,' she said. 'l havedé&am other friends of
my father that it was always such acts of persbe#iayal that caused the
most anguish. How did you manage to escape frommtireerers?’

'My nurse took pity on me and hid me with her sistehildren.’ The
chaperon's voice was once again drained of ak tobhemotion. 'l have been
told | was an affectionate child before this alppaned, and for that reason
the nurse could not bear to see me murdered. Samgi® found a way to
inform your father that | had survived the massaifreny family and he
bribed smugglers to carry me across the Chansehll always be grateful
to him for offering me the chance of a new life.’

The carriage jolted to halt, and the door was opdryeone of the coachmen.
Mrs Sherwood, obviously more upset by her revetatithan her rigid
demeanour suggested, stepped out and hurried ugtdps to the house.
Lord Moreton and Diane were left alone.

He put out a hand and prevented her from leaviegctiach, pulling her
back into the corner furthest away from the waisegvant. 'Mademoiselle,’
he said softly, 'l regret that there is no time fioe to be tactful in my
approach to you. | escorted you home in the hogteile might obtain a few
minutes alone. You once requested my help in s@rsopal matter. If there
is any way in which | can assist you, | beg yoexplain it now, before it is
too late. | want to help you, Mademoiselle de ViexreRermit me the honour
of being of service to you.'

The gentleness in his voice was almost her undsinge gentleness was an
ingredient singularly lacking in her upbringing.€eSlooked up at him, but
the interior of the carriage was too dark to seeslkpression clearly, and she
hesitated on the very brink of renewing her plaahiep. If she confessed



that she didn't love the Captain, Lord Moreton wiazértainly agree that she
ought not to marry his brother. But she shuddevetihk of what Mr Baker
might do if her marriage were called off at the lasute.

The idea of confessing the whole truth flitted téimgly into her mind, only
to be firmly dismissed. Lord Moreton was an Englisbbleman whose
honour and loyalty to the Crown were unquestionablee cold fact was
that Diane had already conspired to commit a tressle act, and Lord
Moreton would never agree to protect her from thesequences of such an
act. The punishment for traitors was death, arsthéf trusted Lord Moreton
with the true facts of her situation she might Viieldl that she had frustrated
Mr Baker's schemes at the cost of her own life.tTgrece, she decided
wryly, was rather too high.

Diane dropped her gaze to her lap, running heefimigervously through the
silky fur of her muff. In the end, she thoughttléitas she wanted to embroil
Moreton in Mr Baker's treacherous plans, it wowddoetter for everybody if
she went through with the marriage. Once she haevdundred miles of
ocean between herself and Mr Baker, she would ysteelable to think of
some way to ensure that his plot to free Napoleas fwiled.

She realised that she had taken far too long tooresto Lord Moreton's
offer of help, and she pulled herself sharply adrayn the restraint of his
arm. She was aware of a curious reluctance toaletite gentleness she
sensed within him, but she knew she had no choiteei matter, so she took
refuge from the turmoil of her feelings in an outdvadisplay of cool
formality.

"Your offer is generous, my lord, but quite unnsaeg. As | explained to
my guardian, | needed your opinion of my fathersfEbox collection.
However, Mr Baker has already found somebody wishes to purchase it,
so I no longer have any need for your expert adWesertheless, | do thank
you, my lord, for your offer of assistance.'

He leaned back on the coach seat, moving complatedy from her, and a
pale ray of late afternoon light revealed the suadderpression of harsh
cynicism that settled over his features.



‘That is your final word on the matter, Mademoisele Verette?'

'Indeed, my lord. | have already wasted far too mafcyour time on a very
trivial matter.’

'l was not entirely convinced that the matter wecdssed was trivial,
mademoiselle.’

She was frightened by his sudden persistence. Maivshe had finally
resolved to go through with her marriage to thet@apshe didn't want any
probing of her motives. 'My father's snuffboxes exeeptionally fine," she
said breathlessly. 'But, in the greater scheméiofys, their fate must be
considered trivial.'

She could hear the sound of her own rapid heartbé¢la¢ dense silence that
followed her words. Lord Moreton moved suddenly aods the door of the

carriage. 'So be it, Mademoiselle de Verette. Altitol regret that you no

longer have any need of my help.’

He nodded coolly in the direction of her houseah see that Mrs Sherwood
remains in the hall with your butler. She no doabxkiously awaits your
arrival.’

Diane descended quickly, holding out her gloveddhare polite gesture of
farewell. 'l shall probably not see you again utii¢ day of the wedding
ceremony, my lord.’

'Probably not. Until next Wednesday, then, madeetieis

The first snowflakes started to fall, blowing ardumer in thick, whirling
ribbons as she walked up the marble stairs thatddtie door. She was
shaking by the time she entered the hall. Mrs Sbedwascribed her
charge's shivers to the bitter chill of the Janutgrnoon, and Diane made
no attempt to disillusion her.

Diane and Mrs Sherwood had just finished dinner wh& Baker was
shown into the drawing-room on the eve of the Denedding. He refused



their offer of tea and, after a scant five minubépolite conversation, he
coughed peremptorily. Mrs Sherwood rose to her feet

'Please excuse me,"' she murmured. 'It will be g,lerciting day for us all
tomorrow and | should like to retire. Goodnight,aBe. Goodnight, Mr
Baker.'

Diane and the lawyer wished the chaperon goodnayid, Mrs Sherwood
walked quietly from the room, closing the door ehiher. Mr Baker gave a
small sigh of satisfaction and came to sit besid@n® on the sofa. His
normally reserved features were flushed with urekible triumph.

'Well, my dear mademoiselle, together we have dbhacknowledge your
invaluable help.' He sprang to his feet, appareutigble to contain his
enthusiasm.

'Yes, tomorrow is the day! At noon, you become lthide of Captain the
Honourable William Moreton and the first stage afr gplan will be
complete. How splendidly ironic it is to think thiie first decisive step in
the Emperor's new march to glory will take placa small London church!
With one of England's oldest and most noble famitie our ally!”

Diane's hands clenched into a tight ball beneaHdlus of her satin gown.
It is certainly ironic," she agreed.

For once, Mr Baker seemed insensitive to the nuisofcker mood. He gave
no sign that he had heard the underlying desp&ieinesponse. 'l think it is
finally safe to congratulate you, my dear, on tkid with which you have
manipulated the Captain's feelings. | confess thhtave been full of
admiration for the easy artistry with which you Basonvinced him he is
deeply in love with you. It is no mean feat to keeph a volatile young man
in the throes of passion for three long months.'

Diane drew in a deep breath, struggling to conkeafevulsion. If she was
to thwart the lawyer's schemes, she needed to lasomuch as possible
about them. 'Mr Baker, after the church servic&onday, you promised me
that you would explain something more of how we trerescue the

Emperor. Tomorrow | shall be married, and yet $tihow nothing.’



‘That is why | have come here, mademoiselle, ino@ance with my
promise. You should know by now that | am a mamgfword.' He delved
into the pocket of his waistcoat and withdrew alssik-wrapped package.
He handed it slowly her.

'Here, mademoiselle, is your father's final and tnposcious gift to you. It
was his greatest treasure and | know you will valaecordingly.'

There was no mistaking the absolute sincerity eflghwyer's words. With
trembling fingers, Diane reached out and took ttie Isilk packet. Inside,
nestled in another layer of white silk, was an esitgly fashioned brooch.
Topaz, onyx and diamonds had been set in paletgdtwrm the shape and
colours of a bee.

It is very beautiful," Diane said.

'It was a gift from the Emperor Napoleon to youh&. The bee, you know,
is his personal symbol. If you touch that tiny dard, there at the bee's
waist, you will discover a hidden compartment ssting.'

She pressed the glittering diamond and the brobicked open to reveal a
strand of dull brown hair.

'It is the Emperor's hair,"” Mr Baker said. 'Cutiiy own hand.' Diane again
heard the note of genuine reverence in the lawyerte.

‘This brooch is to be your means of identificatiorHis Imperial Highness.
The Emperor will recognise his gift to your fatlaerd will know you are to
be trusted, even though you are married to an &mgirmy officer.
Naturally you should keep the brooch hidden fromaozs eyes, because the
bee is a well-known symbol of the Imperial causeawthe brooch close to
your heart, mademoiselle, where it surely belongs.'

She was touched by his sincerity as she had neesr by his threats or his
demands. She carefully wrapped the bee in itsrsilélels and returned it to

the little bag. 'l shall certainly treasure sualaluable and beautiful gift, Mr

Baker. Not only because it was once Napoleon'salsotbecause it was my
father's.'



'‘Ah, mademoiselle, | knew that you would quicklare where your true
loyalties must lie! Together we will change thedaif Europe, you and |I.
Tomorrow we shall see the start of a glorious fifor France and for us all!
Soon the Emperor will be free from the ignominyiraprisonment, and the
French people will rise up to shake off the bittegmories of their defeat!
As soon as the Emperor lands on French soil, tioelpewill flock to his
banner and Europe will once again reverberate @ogthrious sounds of
French armies on the march!'

Diane watched the glow of rapture spread over MkeBa normally stolid
features, and it seemed as though his body gregralauches taller, almost
in front of her gaze. She recognised the lighteftrue fanatic gleaming in
his eyes, and terror twisted her stomach intola &got of pain. Her hand
shook as she clenched it around the brooch. Fdtadtebeen fair to her, she
thought in a brief moment of bitterness. She way anyoung woman,
totally inexperienced in the demands of the wonldsmle her home. How
could she be expected to stand up—alone—againsspoators as
experienced and dedicated as her guardian?

'‘Mr Baker," she whispered, realising even as slo&esghat her attempt at
protest was useless. 'Mr Baker, have you reallygho about what will

happen to the French people if there is anothef? vikwasants all over
Europe are dying in their thousands because oby&agricultural neglect.
Seeds do not get planted or fields ploughed whethalyoung men of a
village have been impressed into the army. We dabeaesponsible for
unleashing another war on people still starvingnfithe effects of the last
one. The Emperor was a great man, Mr Baker, buir@not leave him to
finish out his days in peaceful obscurity?'

As soon as she had finished speaking, she kneva¢nhaiea had been much
worse than useless: it had been dangerous. Mr Bafagturous smiles
froze into a cruel twist of anger.

'Mademoiselle, | had thought all such foolish thngkwas long since safely
put behind you. I will explain to you one last tithat the French people will
soon be in open revolt against the Bourbon tyrafttat revolution cannot
be averted. As a loyal Frenchman, | believe we iNggzbleon to be on hand
to save the French people from the consequendégioown violence. We



need Napoleon to be present to harness and coh&@otential power of
the revolution. And we need you, mademoiselle, esuaier who will give
crucial details of our escape plan to the Emperor.’

'‘But | have no knowledge of any details! | havekmowledge even of the
broad outline of your scheme! And the day afterdamaw, | leave England.
How can | tell Napoleon something that | don't knowself?’

‘Naturally, you will be given more information.’
'‘But how? When? By whom? You are not coming with'me

"You surely did not imagine that you would be sejloff into the mists of
the South Atlantic without anybody to watch overuyopassage,
mademoiselle? Naturally, | have friends on board ghip. Colleagues of
mine will await your arrival in Lisbon, and at eyegport where the ship
docks. As I'm sure you must have realised, | halleagues on St Helena,
although none of them has free, unsupervised adcesse Emperor's
guarters at Longwood. That is one of the reasae®dl your co-operation.’

Diane sank against the cushioned back of the doémr heaven, she
thought, how incredibly naive she had been! Magyihne Captain would
not be a solution to her problem, it would mereéythe beginning of a
waking nightmare, with her every movement watchedr dy unknown

conspirators, her every step forced into a path léd inexorably to the
escape of Napoleon. Marriage to Captain Moretonldvawt bring her

freedom; it would merely ensure that her guardidrep closed with

maximum tightness round her.

Her shock was so great that she failed to thin&rble She spoke before her
conscious mind had fully assessed the fatal corsems of open defiance.

'Mr Baker,' she said. 'l cannot marry Captain Mametl cannot go to St
Helena. | cannot assist you in the rescue of thpdtar.’

One glance at her guardian's face was sufficiemiaim Diane of the extent
of her folly. The veneer of the obsequious lawyener very thick since the
death of her father, was utterly stripped awayeaéing the clear outline of a



ruthless conspirator and political fanatic. He obsd her coldly, his
absolute stillness frightening her more profourttign any violent outburst
of temper could have done. His short-sighted gameslied slowly up from
the brooch clutched in her hands and rested lingBrion the stark pallor of
her face.

'Mademoiselle de Verette," he said softly. "You wiarry Captain Moreton
at noon tomorrow.'

She realised that, in the naivety of her planngig could not, at this stage,
oppose Mr Baker's schemes by any method otherahtight defiance. It
was too late for cunning, too late for seeking Hedp some member of the
Moreton family. She knew a brief, sharp pang ofeefpr the carelessness
with which she had turned aside Lord Moreton'sradfeassistance.

Although her knees were shaking, she refused toaway from the cruelty
of her guardian's gaze. 'You cannot make me mhgyCaptain,' she said.
"You can deprive me of my inheritance. You can keepa prisoner in my
own home. But you cannot force me to repeat thedwgdsows in front of a

minister.'

The cruelty of his gaze shaded into scorn. "Yotelligence, mademoiselle,
is less than | had expected. Even though you dyeaowoman, you are the
Comte's daughter, and | had hoped for great tHings.

He walked calmly to the end of the drawing- roond @oured himself a
measure of brandy from the crystal decanter lefa @mall table. He then
walked to the window, parting the heavy velvet érsgs and staring out
into the darkness of the night as he continuedispga

'On the day that | first outlined my plan to yowasemoiselle, | had already
taken steps to ensure that | would have your c@npd—one way or
another. You are aware of my political beliefs. Yare aware of my plans
for the Emperor's glorious future. The safety ofnths of planning lies in
your hands. You may be very sure, mademoiselle; iha such
circumstances | have been at pains to protect my pwsition. If you
attempt to voice any opposition at your weddingeoeny tomorrow, the
British authorities will immediately find themselvé possession of a very



interesting set of documents. They will, within hghave incontrovertible

proof of the sad fact that you and your late fathere continuously engaged
in espionage on behalf of the French. Furtherrmeord,even more damning,
they will learn that you are actively working orpkot to assassinate Her
Royal Highness, the Princess Charlotte. That buyoumg lady must surely

be the most beloved member of the British royalifigrespecially now that

she is married to Prince Leopold and likely to proglan heir to the Throne.
| believe | can promise, mademoiselle, that if yefuse to marry the

Captain, you will find yourself barred behind therge walls of the Tower

before nightfall. The chances of your celebratingther birthday would not

be great. Do you not think, Mademoiselle de Verektat you are too young
to die?'

The fear she had felt earlier grew until it wasckrsess, invading all of her
limbs. Her fear was not only of the British Goveemty but also of Mr
Baker himself. Too late, she realised that he wddldcher with no greater
burden to his conscience than most people expe&dent drowning an
unwanted kitten.

She feared she had no means, now, to recoup hakmidut she did the
best she could under the circumstances. She tuiorethg herself to meet
her guardian's eyes. She pressed her hand to redretl in a fluttery
gesture of agitation, and tried to look like a ygumaiden overwhelmed by
the approaching obligations of matrimony. If shelldoappear harmless
enough, perhaps—despite her stupid outburst ofliretre-he would leave

her alone for a few precious hours.

'La, Mr Baker, | suppose | must apologise for mgden attack of bridal
nerves.' She gave a little laugh and pretendedttihder breath on a note of
girlish anxiety. 'St Helena is so far away fromta# excitement of London,
| was afraid of being bored. And there are so fewilised people living
there that I could not help but think of how loneghall be. There will be no
parties, no dances, no theatres to attend . . | Batept that | must do as
Papa wished. Of course | will marry Captain Moretnce that is what my
father wanted me to do.’

'l am delighted that you have so quickly changear ynind, mademoiselle.
But just to be sure that you do not change it beg&in equally swiftly, |



intend to make some slight modifications to my quilens for the night. |
shall sleep here in your house, and then we canlimtonfident that your
newly-recovered common sense will not desert ybwolld not suit my
plans at all if you suddenly developed a cravintate a midnight stroll.'

Her heart sank as she realised that even her feepkof running away and
disappearing into the night was being snatched fn@m but she forced
herself to conceal her despair. True understanadihdher guardian's
character had arrived a little late, but she finalppreciated exactly how
ruthless a man she was opposing, and she would @gan make the
mistake of attempting open defiance of his wishes.

She gave another trill of laughter, even though effert of appearing

unconcerned nearly choked her. 'Mr Baker, it i®4reg outside, and the
snow is thick upon the ground. Why in the world wbluleave the comfort

of a warm bed to go for a walk?'

'Why indeed? There is no sensible reason that | tbark of. Well,
mademoiselle, if you will summon a servant, | vgive him the necessary
instructions to ensure your complete comfort an@tgauntil tomorrow
noon, when you will leave here to marry the Capt&ilease excuse me
while | write a note to my valet, explaining pregiswhat | require him to
do. One of your grooms can deliver the message.'

She swallowed her resentment at his ordering o$éefants, and pulled the
bell-rope to summon a footman. He arrived prompihyg her guardian
handed over his note. Mr Baker issued the remaioida@s instructions with
pompous authority, stripping away any lingeringt@nee that Diane was in
charge of her own movements or her own household.

Mr Baker commanded his valet and three other merasts to come to the
de Verette town- house, bringing with them evenghtheir master would
need for the wedding ceremony. Each of the threerés was to spend the
night guarding one of the three exits from the leold$ie de Verette servants
were all to be informed that, in no circumstancebatgver, was
Mademoiselle de Verette to leave the house untiais time to depart for
her wedding ceremony. Furthermore, she was notvatloto speak alone
with anybody except Mr Baker.



Diane listened with increasing hopelessness toghardian's orders, her
spirits reaching their nadir when she understoockcipely how
comprehensive his instructions were. If tears wdwdde done any good at
all, she could have wept an ocean of them for ttlg bf her moment of
unthinking defiance. As it was, there was nothimdpé gained from tears.
She could only remain silent and attempt to resame small shreds of her
dignity.

As soon as the footman left to carry out his indtams, Mr Bakei; poured
himself another glass of brandy. 'Go to bed, madsetie,” he said,
abandoning the final shred of pretence that sheinvasy way in charge of
her own actions. 'It is late, and you have an irtgmirday ahead of you
tomorrow.'

She rose to her feet, not subjecting herself tohtmmiliation of useless
defiance. 'Goodnight, Mr Baker.'

His voice halted her on the threshold of the drgaimom. 'l shall be
sleeping in the bedroom directly across the hatimfr your own,
Mademoiselle de Verette, and | do not plan to ctbealoor. Be warned that
| am an exceptionally light sleeper. A mouse sangyehind the wainscot
is quite sufficient to awaken me. And, once | walke | regret to confess
that my mood is always very black. Do not give raase to display one of
my black moods, mademoiselle. | assure you thatwauwid not like it.’

'l plan to sleep, Mr Baker. | shall not disturb yoest.’

She left the room quickly, before he could say himg further, but her
parting words proved to be, at least partiallyealEven after she was curled
into the cosy warmth of her bed, sleep remainedinatu Her thoughts
chased each other ceaselessly around a treadmeifycet.

If only she had understood her father better. Iy e had not longed so
desperately to please him. If only she had notexbte help Mr Baker. If
only she had not tried to trap Captain Moreton mtariage. If only she had
confided the truth to Lord Moreton when she hadthadchance. If only she
had not declared her defiance this evening. If only



She finally managed to shut her mind to the endléss of
might-have-beens. She had always prided hersetherstrong practical
streak in her nature, and now, as never beforekiséw that she needed to
be practical. The past was finished— only the feitifered her some hope
of change. It occurred to her, as the dawn tingaddom with a soft grey
light, that her previous optimism about marrying tbaptain had not been
entirely unfounded. Whatever Mr Baker's plans, emBde Verette she was
powerless to stop them. But once she became theusialole Mrs Moreton,
her situation would be vastly improved. Mr Bakeghtiwell have spies on
board ship and scheming colleagues in every padlgfout she would have
a husband who belonged to one of England's mosegolhand respected
families. She couldn't imagine Lord Moreton alloginis brother's wife to
be thrown into the Tower.

A vivid image of Lord Moreton rescuing her from tank recesses of a
dungeon was the last clear thought to enter hed ingfore she drifted off
into a light, uneasy sleep.



CHAPTER FIVE

THE WEATHER Was bleak when Diane, Mrs Sherwood and Mr Bakeose

for All Souls' church, where the wedding ceremorasvo take place. The
lawyer directed Mrs Sherwood into a hackney caejannouncing that he
wished to discuss some private matters with hisgehduring their ride to
the church. The chaperon accepted his instructiotis her usual lack of
emotion.

Diane wrapped her pale pink velvet cloak more tigitdund her shoulders,

and climbed into the coach with her guardian. She& &éxpected no help
from Mrs Sherwood, so she would not allow herselbécome depressed
because none had been forthcoming. She sat prohetypack ramrod

straight against the leather seat, turning indéffélly to stare out of the
window when the groom slammed the door shut andaiage rattled into

motion.

Clouds covered the sun, and the sky was heavyanfitesh threat of snow,
so that the streets appeared gloomy and the intgrtbe carriage was dark.
The lawyer waited until they were scarcely morataanile from the church
before he made any attempt to break the silence.

'It is time, mademoiselle, for you to be told mat®ut our plans to free the
Emperor.' His voice was quiet, scarcely audiblevaltbe clatter of the iron
carriage-wheels.

'Yes, Mr Baker.' Diane's heart lurched with a vitdatixture of panic and
excitement. At last she was going to receive somedi how Napoleon's
rescue would be organised! She had accepted thelcmwe fact that it was
already too late to save herself from marriagedpt&n Moreton, but, with
any luck at all, it wouldn't be too late to frusgahe rest of Mr Baker's
schemes.



'It was | who conceived the basic outline of owarpl the lawyer said. "Then
my friends and | spent three months searching Eufapa man who would
enable us to put the plan into practical operatibe. fell abruptly silent,

taking off his spectacles and polishing them vigstg on a silk pocket
handkerchief. The jerkiness of his movements bettdalje fact that he was
nowhere near as calm as he pretended, and Diareeifrio immobility. She

was afraid that the smallest movement or simplestraent might cause
him to cut off his revelations before they had begu

The lawyer returned his spectacles to his noseh@tlandkerchief to his
pocket. Diane breathed again when he started sppd¥e have succeeded
in finding a trained actor who not only bears ancammy physical
resemblance to Napoleon but is also devoted tdntiperial cause. He is
soon to set sail for St Helena in the guise of dugoiese merchant. He will
be embarking on a brigantine in Lisbon, immediatelfyer Captain
Moreton's ship has stopped there for re-provisignifhis actorwill seek
you out in Lisbon and give you any further detafighe plan which you may
need to know at that time.'

'How can an actor who looks just like Napoleon seekout?' she asked.
'Will it not be very dangerous for him?'

"You may safely leave all such worries in otherdgrmrmademoiselle. The
actor will not approach you direct.’

'‘But how shall | know when the contact has beenefidtwill not be easy
for any of your friends to approach the wife of @iBh army officer.'

'On the contrary, there will be no difficulty. Tleentact will be made and
you will know at once when it has occurred.’

She fought to keep her mounting sense of urgemey @olouring her voice
or even her manner. The information he had soi¥@ngher was tantalising,
but too slight to be of much use if she was to titwe schemes. The British
Government was scarcely in a position to boardyerarchant ship leaving
Lisbon to search for a man who might look like Niapa.



'‘Mr Baker, what if | receive a message and domlige that it's from your
friends? Surely you can give me some more certathod of identifying
them?'

‘The freedom of the Emperor depends on the wisdbmimypo planning,
mademoiselle. You may rest assured that plans bese prepared to take
care of every eventuality. My friends know who \are; they will seek you
out. You need to know nothing more except that gbould carry the
jewelled bee with you at all times, so that youl aivays have it available
to show to anybody who may ask.'

He rubbed the misted pane of the window and pemrethto the enveloping
greyness. 'We have nearly arrived, mademoiselle tlae icy condition of
the road has made us a little late. Please pregpadeescend from the
carriage. And remember, | beg, what will happeyoifi should be foolish
enough to fail to repeat your vows.'

Mrs Sherwood was just entering the church as Dgotedown from the

barouche. She turned to greet the lawyer and hengehaddressing them
with her invariable courtesy. The greeting over slalked briskly through

the carved oaken doors. She would let the Moregomly know, she said,

that the bride had arrived.

The bitter January cold seemed to intensify rathan diminish as Diane
entered the small church in the wake of her chape3be had little enough
reason to look forward to her wedding, and shelfeit spirits sink as Mr
Baker escorted her through the gloomy portal atal time chilly nave. All
Souls' had been built in late Norman times andnéeevy grey stone walls
soaked up the feeble winter daylight, making therior seem darker and
even more miserable than the cloudy day outsides®&ime reason, only two
branches of candles had been lit, and, althougp gleamed brightly on
either side of the altar, the rest of the churclk \eét in a shadowy pool of
blackness.

Diane repressed the beginnings of a hysterical iseo laugh. The overall
effect, she thought wildly, was more suited to tleéebration of a funeral
than a wedding. She peered through the gloom amd/sa Sherwood seat
herself in the front left-hand pew. Juliana alreadywith her husband and



the Dowager Lady Moreton in the opposite right-h@esv. The Captain,
seeing her enter with Mr Baker, leaned forward mmgmured something to
his sister before marching towards the vestry. Biassumed he was going
in search of the Vicar. The scarlet glow of hisimegntals and the gleam of
his white buckskin breeches stood out as he wadkeady, forming two
welcome splashes of colour against the prevailangroess.

Juliana walked back down the aisle to greet theagmhing bridal party.

Diane felt her gaze drawn once again towards thevgeere the Moretons
were seated, and she realised with a rush of deadiLord Moreton Was

not in the church. Her sense of loss was so ghedtitt broke through the
numbness that had shrouded her feelings duringrdeeding twelve hours.
In @ moment of self-revelation, she understood mouch she had been
counting on Lord Moreton's presence at the weddergmony. Somehow,
against all reason, she had hoped to find an oppitytto appeal to him for
help. But he wasn't here, and now that tiny, iorzéi hope was gone.

Juliana greeted her future sister-in-law with r@@sied courtesy, brushing a
brief kiss against her cold cheek. Diane had thgré@ssion that she gave the
formal embrace reluctantly.

'l must apologise to you both," Juliana said, spgpknnaturally fast. ‘My
brother, Lord Moreton, is indisposed. He asks medovey his deepest
apologies to you for not being present at this oersy.'

'l am sorry to hear of Lord Moreton's iliness,' Baker said. 'l trust it is not
serious?’

'He has a high fever,' Juliana said. 'However chisstitution is strong and
the doctor assures us we are not to be worried.'

‘That is good news,' Diane managed to say.

Juliana looked away and, in the dim light of therch, Diane had the odd
impression that her face turned pale. Before shddcask any further

guestions, however, Juliana gestured towards theéledit altar. 'Look, the

Vicar is already waiting with my brother. Are yoeady for the ceremony to
begin, mademoiselle? Mr Baker?'



'Yes, we are ready,' the lawyer said, and hurngdhmarge down the last few
feet of the aisle, bowing to the Dowager and Sfreil as they passed.

The Vicar was a friendly, chubby man, whose bal@ pad circle of white
hair made him appear more like a medieval frianthaminister of the
Church of England. He greeted Diane with a smitmrapliment and a little
joke about the wintry weather. She glanced oncejously, towards her
husband-to-be, but the Captain appeared unsmilinigsae turned away
again, not wanting to meet his eyes. She didndl @@§ more reminders of
the fact that she was betraying a good man.

The Vicar shook hands with Mr Baker, then immedyataunched into a

booming recital of the opening prayers. The sone@resonance of his voice
bounced against the stone walls and echoed baokDrgne's ears, an
inescapable reminder of the wickedness of whawssedoing. She closed
her eyes, shutting out the unwelcome scene in fbmier, and when she
opened them again she found her gaze fixed on dipgah's profile.

As tradition demanded, she stood on his left sidkthe sight of his familiar
black eye patch twisted her heart with a little goah remorse. During the
three months of their courtship, she had learnelletondifferent to this

reminder of the battles he had fought and the fs@&si he had made on
behalf of England. But now the square of silk sedreassume a fresh
significance. The black patch tormented her comsegea visible sign of the
Captain's bravery in the service of his country ansymbol of her own

impending treachery.

The Vicar began his recital of the words of the mage service itself, and
Diane's heart pounded with a stifling awarenesgudf. The words of the
service dissolved into a blur, then into a muffledr. She was startled when
she felt the Vicar touch her gently on the wrist.

'l shall now ask you and Captain Moreton to repgafir VOWS,
Mademoiselle de Verette,' he said in a low voice.gdve her a reassuring
smile, not seeming to expect any reply. He rudtiedugh several pages of
his Prayer Book and his rumbling voice took on aemtheerful note as he
started reading the familiar questions.



'Wilt thou, William Edward St Aubyn, have this womep thy wedded wife,
to live together after God's ordinance . . .'

In five minutes she would be married. Diane's krimggan to shake, and she
knew that she wasn't going to be able to standgbpfor much longer.
Despising herself for the weakness, she reachetliolly in the direction
of her fiance's arm, leaning against its rock-hswgport. As soon as her
fingers touched his sleeve, she felt him turn tklat her, and her own gaze
was drawn inexorably upward to meet his.

For a second or so she looked at him through a tla@engled regret and
fear. She blinked away the beginnings of a teat tha haze lifted from her
eyes. For the first time she saw clearly the h&eskures of the man who
stood beside her.

She heard a tiny strangled sound escape from heatthbut the sound
seemed to come from a great distance, as thoughdmss had detached
itself from her body. At the same time, the tremdlin her legs reached out
until even her spine seemed to be shivering.

She blinked, but her eyes still saw the same inlgiedruth. Despite the
scarlet regimentals and slashing black eye-patelgs not the Captain who
stood at her side. It was Lord Moreton.

For a terrifying moment she wondered if she wasgtpker sanity. Why, in
heaven's name, would Lord Moreton impersonate twis brother? She
could think of no logical explanation, and the denffames on the altar
began to blur into a solid blaze of golden lighheSnew she was only
seconds away from fainting when Lord Moreton's awwept round her
waist to support her, its hard pressure forcingdeetain her grip on reality.

He leaned over, smoothing a curl away from her fadd apparent
solicitude, but the icy expression in his eyes madenockery of his
pretended concern.

'Stand up and say nothing," he murmured into hertéia words were so
softly spoken that it was amazing they could sosmditter. 'Repeat your



vows when the minister prompts you, or | swear thiaight will only be the
first of many you spend in a prison cell.’

Her faintness was swept away in an hysterical désitaugh. Everybody, it
seemed, was determined to see her married. And wieeg all equally
determined to lock her in gaol if she failed toigblthem. She pressed her
hands to her head in a gesture of despair, and Mareéton gathered her
shaking body more closely into his arms, skilfudlyielding her from the
view of both the Vicar and the small congregation.

'It is too late for any more of your play-actinige said softly. 'Repeat your
vows if you value your freedom.’

The Vicar appeared at her side and patted her'armyou quite well, my
dear young lady? Are you sure that you are readyhie marriage to take
place?'-

She managed a smile for the Vicar while she trradtically to think of

what she should do. The minister was obviouslynal khan, but could he
offer her any practical assistance? More to thentpowhat practical

assistance did she require? Did she want to beedstom Lord Moreton

and returned to the power of her guardian? And didlé Vicar agree to
help her if he knew the truth? He was a ministethefEstablished Church,
and presumably as loyal an Englishman as couldiedf anywhere.

'l feel a little faint,’ she said finally, hoping tin a few more minutes in
which to consider what she should do. In truth,wioeld still seemed to be
tilting around her and it wasn't easy to think.

The Vicar was all concern. 'Shall | delay the ceseyifor a while, my dear?
Would you care for a cup of water? Perhaps thesyémn time to prepare
some tea?'

Mr Baker sprang to his feet. 'There is no reasordébay, my good sir," he
said loudly. 'My ward is known for her delicatemi@ine susceptibilities.
But the truth of the matter is that she longs f@ marriage to take place
immediately. Is that not so, my dear mademoiselle? You recall o
conversation of only last night? You do not wishtia, I'm quite certain.’



'‘No," she said flatly, 'l don't wish for any teBlie forced herself to give the
Vicar another smile, realising that it would be &lgss to appeal to him.

'l recall our conversation clearly, Mr Baker, andis as you say. |
am—Ionging—to be married. | apologise for my attatkerves.’

The Vicar apparently had no difficulty in believitigat the pallor of her
cheeks and the tremble in her voice were both chiog¢he delicacy of her
feminine constitution. He insisted on giving hemsowater from the carafe
kept in the vestry. When she had taken a few sidspait down the pewter
cup, he gave her hand yet another encouraging pat.

'l can see that your husband will have to taketgrae of you, my dear. But
it will be a pleasure to look after such a beautdnd fragile flower of
womanhood, is that not so, Captain Moreton?'

Lord Moreton's mouth twisted into a grim smile. ifitend to give
Mademoiselle de Verette all the attention she deesgrhe said. 'You need
have no fears, dear sir, that even her slighteshemt of frailty will go
undetected, since | don't intend to let her ouhgfsight. She shall have my
undivided attention, | promise you.'

The Vicar's benevolent nature was ill-suited to ersthnding subtle
double-meanings. The threat implicit in Lord Mot words entirely
escaped his notice.

Young love is a wonderful thing," he said withentsmental smile. 'And
although you two will find this hard to believeii¢rlove becomes better the
longer you are married. My dear wife and | are opist beginning to
discover how fond we are of each other.’

His smile stretched into a beam of utter joyfuln€éBise Good Lord has truly
provided everything that we mortals could ever nieechappiness, if only
we would use his gifts wisely.’

The Vicar gave Diane's arm one last reassuringesguand resumed his
recital of the wedding service. She heard Lord Nwors low voice promise
to love and cherish her, and she wondered why reo protested at the



hollow, cynical ring to his words. She forced h#rse make the necessary
responses, and watched, as though observing tlbasof a stranger, when
the Vicar took her left hand and joined it to Ld/dreton's.

A quiver of sensation ran up her arm when Lord Ntmreslipped an
elaborately-chased golden ring on her finger. $Saed silently at the ring.
She was married. To Lord Moreton. She allowed l@@dho drop back to
her side, where the golden band was hidden in dfftesgk folds of her
gown.

The cheerful boom of the Vicar's voice pronouncedt tDiane Helene
Victoire and William Edward St Aubyn were now mandawife. He
suggested that ‘Captain Moreton' might care tolkssride.

Lord Moreton bent and brushed his lips against ®goheek. Although his
lips were cool— even cold—she was aware of a sedngning sensation
where his mouth had touched her skin. He leaneasado kiss her other
cheek, and whispered softly, 'Remember, one wordléa your friend
Baker as to who | am, and you will spend the régoar life regretting it.'

The Vicar ushered the newly-wedded couple intouestry and invited
them to sign their names in his register. Diane suaprised to find that her
shaking fingers were able to grip the quill firrdgough to make a legible
signature. She saw that her husband had sign@aums as William Edward
St Aubyn of Moreton and Wellespont. The Vicar, wh@ny case scarcely
glanced at their signatures, seemed to find thise gsatisfactory. She
wondered abstractedly if Lord Moreton really walkethWilliam, although
it seemed odd that two brothers should have the same.

Lord Moreton shook the minister's hand in a briglstgre of farewell.
'‘Because of the bad weather, my bride and | hakeatee immediately for
the coast. But my mother and my sister have ordarsthall celebratory
dinner to be served at my . . . that it to sayngtbrother's town-house. |
hope you will be able to join them? And perhapsrygnod wife also?’

‘Certainly, it will be our pleasure. | am only spthat you and your beautiful
bride won't be with us. | hope you have some fgsrmside your travelling
carriage. Your bride still looks pale and chillédgar.’



'Yes, our comfort has been well provided for.' LMdreton turned to Diane
with every appearance of solicitude, but she wdkaweare of the fact that
his eyes never actually met hers without hardemitg scorn. 'Are you
ready to leave, my dear? We should be on our way.'

'Do you not plan to say farewell to your mother arsder?'

‘They will say goodbye to us when we are in ouriage.'

If the Vicar thought this rather a strange arrangetyhe made no comment.
He unbarred the vestry door and allowed Diane aod Moreton to pass
through to the road where his lordship's low-sluravelling carriage
already awaited them.

'Why didn't you want us to return to the churchiare asked.

She was sure there must be other, more importadtigns that needed to
be asked, but she felt capable of thinking onlypd&rthoughts. The reason
why Lord Moreton had decided to marry her stillraed too bizarre to

worry about.

For a moment she thought he would not answer dvisrtrivial question,
then he raised his shoulders in a slight shrug.

'l don't want your guardian to see me face-to-.fateis short-sighted, and
my brother and | look reasonably alike, but therea point in providing Mr
Baker with an opportunity to view me at close qgesest

"You want my guardian to think | have married Capidoreton?"

"The answer to that is self-evident, mademoiselle.’

'l am not mademoiselle any longer.' Her breath caaten a tiny gasp of
overwrought laughter. 'l am Lady Moreton.'

His expression froze into the iciest of rejectid&sjoy your title while you
may, my lady.It will not be yours for long.'



Whichever way she interpreted this, it didn't sowwmly promising.
'Wh-what precisely do you mean, my lord?"

There was total indifference in his voice and irs hbok. "You will
eventually find out.’

He tossed a fur-lined travelling rug in her direntiat the same time rubbing
away the steam that had already accumulated ocatin@ge window. ‘My-
family is leaving the church. Your guardian hasrb@&#ormed that the
sailing date of our ship has been moved forward, #rat we are in a
desperate hurry to start our journey to PlymoutkeiKyour goodbyes brief,
and do not attempt to enlighten Mr Baker as to Wiaathappened.’

'How could | do that?' she said wearily. 'l haveid®a whathashappened,
except that | have been forced to marry a man whsearcely know.'

‘That situation will soon be rectified, my dear.f@e long you will know

me intimately—and you will realise that my brothand | share few
characteristics, save a love of our country. laiely share none of his
susceptibility to scheming women. | warn you novadam, that your wiles
will not deceive me, however skilfully you play thel have met Cyprians
in the courts of St Petersburg and Vienna who put gfforts at seduction
to shame. Don't expect me to call you an angel gvewsoftly you sigh and
flutter your eyelashes. My names for you have ntordo with hell than

heaven. | knew your father, and | have always resegl you for the
she-devil that you are.'

She recoiled from the viciousness of his attack lbefiore she could attempt
to defend herself, the wedding guests arrived yotlsair goodbyes. Lord

Moreton leaned back into the far corner of his etlvg carriage, at the
same time ordering Diane to move in front of thadwaw, thus blocking the
view of anybody who might attempt to look insidee thhaise. In fact,

however, the chill of the January day was so bttiat all the guests were
huddled deep into the protective warmth of theioakks, and Diane

suspected that even Mr Baker was paying only cyrsttention to the

appearance of the bridal couple.



The Dowager offered formal congratulations and @fbfarewell. The
coldness of her manner was in sharp contrast tddnerer air of casual
friendship, and it soon became clear to Diane #iiaihe members of the
Moreton family, including Sir Alfred, were well anaof Lord Moreton's
impersonation and were actively working to supporfluliana's vaguely
hostile behaviour prior to the wedding ceremony wa® explained. She
had been forced to pretend friendship for Diane lzatiscarcely been able
to keep up the pretence.

Sir Alfred reminded everybody that the ship wasirsgiearlier than planned
and, pointing to the snow-heavy sky, urged 'Captéameton’ to be on his
way. Mr Baker, delighted that his plans had thus geogressed so
successfully, added his voice to the general chamgisag the newly-weds to
depart.

Diane ought to have found a certain ironic amusenmenbserving the two
sets of guests, each intent on deceiving the otlaeh) intent on making sure
that she had no chance to confide in any membéreobpposing family.
Unfortunately, she felt unable to appreciate thejo

A miserable icy rain began to fall, and the fardsvalame to a rapid
conclusion. The carriage window was ordered tolbsed, the coachman
sprang up on his box, and the horses were encalitagpick their way

nervously across the slippery cobblestones. Slavyjron wheels skating
dahgerously on the freezing road surface, the agarrolled towards the
River Thames and the start of its journey to Plythou

The heavy clouds lifted as they left town, and tbad surface cleared
sufficiently to allow the horses to maintain a stgdrot. The rhythmic
swaying of the coach gradually soothed Diane's¢ded nerves, and by the
time the horses broke into a slow canter overibeeh mud of the western
pike road, her thoughts had finally coalesced amtmherent question.

She turned away from her inspection of the bleake®utside the window
and looked up at Lord Moreton. He had discardeduhisecessary eye-
patch, she discovered, and now stared at her witmeisguised mixture of
anger and loathing.



His expression did not augur well for the discussishe planned,
nevertheless she had to try to make sense of {he eleents. She drew in a
deep, calming breath, meeting his frowning gazéawuit flinching.

'Why did you marry me?' she asked.



CHAPTER SIX

IT SEEMED a long time before Lord Moreton deigned to replys gaze
flicked contemptuously over her and she wondered, heven in the
darkness of All Souls' church, she had ever mistdken for his brother.
Every line of his body breathed an arrogant sedfieence that was entirely
lacking from the Captain's boyish figure. Everyeliof his face betrayed a
cynicism equally lacking from the Captain's fraogen features.

He finally spoke. 'l married you for the sake of oguntry, madam, and in
order to rescue my brother from your clutches.'

A frisson of anger pierced the numbness of her em®t 'Noble aims, my
lord, but | must point out that your rescue plaenss badly flawed. | fail to
see how your decision to marry me helps England ahltlough your
brother may be saved from my evil clutchgsu are now hopelessly
ensnared.'

His mouth thinned. 'You mistake the matter, maday bond to

you—distasteful as | find it—will not endure forrlg. |1 have the Foreign
Secretary's personal assurance that a Bill of Aneat will be rushed
through Parliament as soon asmy mission is suadgssbmpleted. Within
a few months it will be as though our marriage hader existed.’

'‘But a Bill of Annulment will create such a scarldélow can you
contemplate such a thing?'

"The matter will be handled with the utmost disomt The Bill will be
passed in a closed session of Parliament and thesHRegent will sign it in
secret.’

'Even if the Bill remains entirely secret, | cannoterstand what you hope
to achieve by going through such an extraordinagding ceremony. Why

did you pretend to be your own brother? The evehtisis whole day make

no shred of sense to me.’



'l find that statement hard to believe. You arershbhonour, madam, but
you are well- equipped with brains. Our journeyPlgmouth is sure to be
long and tedious, so you will have plenty of timmemork out the answers to
your own questions. | am confident that you wilbsdoe able to deduce
precisely why | chose to impersonate my brother.’

She laughed and, hearing the harshness of the s@aaoginised the note of
hysteria that lingered in her laughter. 'In truthy lord, | think | must be a
great deal more foolish than either you or my gizerduppose. | can think
of no logical reason why you should marry a woman gespise, simply to
prevent your brother making the same mistake.'

'Don't try to feign an innocence that we both kriowe false.'
'l am feigning nothing, my lord.’

'Does that mean you are finally willing to confegsur true reasons for
trying to entrap my brother into marriage?'

'Yes,' she said, deciding that the moment had aehen she had no choice
but to confess the truth and hope for Lord Moretamderstanding. 'l am
perfectly willing to explain how | became involvedMr Baker's plans. But

you must believe, my lord, that | never intendedday out his instructions

once | was safely out of his power. | could findway to avoid marriage to
your brother, but | swear | never intended to bglang other than a loyal,

dutiful wife to the Captain.'

Lord Moreton's mouth twisted into the most cynioélsmiles. 'Oh, well

done!" he said softly. 'Such a heart-rending ptates would have been
guaranteed to melt the last trace of my brothessstance. But | would
remind you, madam, that | am not my brother. Youy s@are me the soft
blushes and the sparkle of approaching tears. pertiawill speed us

through the early stages of your confession ifl yigu that | know precisely
why you set out to seduce my brother into matrimoyvigu needed an
iron-clad excuse for journeying to St Helena beeausir guardian needed
a friend on the island who had access both to ttigsiB garrison and to
Napoleon's headquarters at Longwood.'



She had realised, of course, that Lord Moreton keemething about her
guardian's plans, but she was startled by the eafdns knowledge. 'lthat
why you married me?' she asked. 'You felt it wasessary to do something
so extraordinary simply to stop me going to St Hal®

'On the contrary, my dear. | married you in ordemiake absolutely certain
that you went there with all possible speed.’

'l don't understand . . . Yomantme to go to St Helena?'

'‘But of course. The British Government is most ansito see what you do
once you arrive there. | shall take the greatestslre in telling them.'

'l see.’

'Do you? | wonder if you understand just how muéhyaur guardian's
plotting is already known to the British Governnfa&everal months ago,
the Foreign Secretary learned that an active goddjapoleon's supporters,
based in London, was headed by the Comte de Veistigrou know that it
was only your father's suicide that prevented Hiss#?"

She felt her emotions freeze into a solid lump aihpthat seemed to be
lodged somewhere tight and uncomfortable beneathdwaat. It was almost
impossible to breathe, but she managed to malkgbkeshape a single word.
‘Suicide?'

"Your father, so | understand, was in excellentithetsvo days before his
death. It is assumed by the Foreign Secretaryiseothat he swallowed
poison rather than endure the capture he suspeetdnminent.’

She pushed her hand hard against her mouth, swagjdiercely until the
spasms of sickness passed. Lord Moreton's expressinained utterly
pitiless as he watched her struggle for control.

‘'The British Government is well aware of the fdwttMr Baker has taken
over the leadership of this group from the Comeiryfather. We know that
he and his cronies are hoping to restore NapoletretFrench throne.' Lord
Moreton's cool gaze travelled over her with rutblassessment. 'If you are



wise, madam, you will tell me what part you aremuged to play in the
ill-fated rescue scheme they are concocting.'

She forced back a final wave of nausea, deterntmadle the black despair
she felt at the information Lord Moreton had tossécher so brutally.
Suicide. Her father had committed suicide. He helibdrately planned his
death and yet had spared no word of love for teetiny word of affection or
regret for years of coldness. Fiercely she blinkack the hot tears, refusing
to give Lord Moreton the satisfaction of breakiraywh in front of him.

'It seems to me that the British Government knowgseat deal more than |
do,' she said and the bleakness she felt made bdetsvsound hollow.

'‘Believe me, my lord, | knew nothing of Mr Bakeplans except that | was
to marry Captain Moreton. And | know nothing of wham supposed to do
on St Helena other than wait for instructions.’

The shadows in the interior of the carriage maddifiicult to read Lord
Moreton's expression, but Diane had the impressiahher answer didn't
please him.

"Your protestations of innocence are singularlyamvincing, my dear, and
they carry little weight with me. You have forgattéhat | gave you ample
opportunity to confess that you did not want to nymany brother. You
turned the opportunity aside, which was certaimdythe act of an innocent
woman.'

'Surely you can understand that | was frightengdt®’ exclaimed. 'Mr Baker
threatened me with imprisonment! He even threatengdife! | decided
that it would be best to pretend to help my guardiatil | was safely at sea.
Once free of him, | planned to ignore his instroigs. | even hoped that, by
pretending to go along with his schemes, | mighteenough to make a
helpful report to the British authorities.’

Lord Moreton's voice was very soft. 'And just howd chy brother fit into

this wonderfully noble plan of yours, my lady? Ymay recall my brother.
He is the young man you deliberately dazzled irgtate of blind adoration.
He is the man misguided enough to worship the gtgquou walk upon. Did
you spare him any thought in all this enterprigatnning of yours?'



She bit her lip nervously. 'l have already told ymy lord, that | intended to
be the best possible wife to your brother.’

'The best possible wife . . . except for the tiivéet that you do not love
him. Except for the fact that you scarcely caretivbehe lives or dies.’

She felt her fingers twist tightly together insideer muff. "Your
condemnation is unjust, my lord. | have often hehat love grows after
marriage rather than before. | hoped the Captainl amght find it so.'

He remained coldly silent, and she looked at hieagingly. ‘My father had
been dead only one day when Mr Baker ordered rhelfohim. He told me

it was my father's express wish that | should matgptain Moreton.

Perhaps it was wrong of me to want to please ntyefadbove all other
considerations, but | loved him, and it did notreeerong at the time. Later,
when | had wiser thoughts, | was already trappedBaker would not allow

me to renege on my agreement to help him and, yncase, your brother
was already attracted to me. Surely you can uraletsmy lord, that | was a
victim of my circumstances rather than a crimin&lonset out to commit
treason?"

'l see only that you are a traitor to the courttat has sheltered you from the
moment of your birth. | see only that you are &ibarit actress who beguiled
my brother into a web of false delight." He looledher, his eyes dark with
anger. 'l will give you a piece of advice, madamg & urge you to take it
deeply to heart. If you wish to save that prettgknef yours from the
gallows, doexactlyas | command you. If | am satisfied with your babav
over the next few weeks, | shall recommend thatly@allowed to remain
on St Helena as part of the governor's househipldnithe other hand, you
are foolish enough to attempt to double-cross rakall see to it that you are
brought to trial on charges of high treason. Ya &am sure, aware of the
punishment for persons convicted of treason.'

'l am aware that traitors in England are hangedlard/

'‘And | shall personally escort you to the gallofvgau try any tricks. Do |
make myself absolutely clear?’



'Crystal clear," she said wearily. She leaned baldsing her eyes and
drawing the thick fur-lined rug more tightly rouhdr shoulders. Her body
and mind each seemed to ache with a tirednessmérat beyond normal
fatigue, leaving her in a bone- chilling state xfi@ustion. She knew that she
was beyond attempting any further rational jusdificn of her actions to
Lord Moreton, and she tried to relax herself sugfitly to sleep.

The coach hurtled endlessly over the rough roafterdoon dimmed into
evening, and still they maintained their relentlgssirney towards
Plymouth. They stopped only to change horses angrdr sometimes
completing the changeover so swiftly that there m@atime even to walk as
far as the inn. By midnight they had covered alnzoktindred and twenty
miles, a well-nigh miraculous achievement overaoerusted winter roads.

Diane's body ached everywhere it was possible fwvdy to ache, and her
head throbbed with a mixture of pain and nausea.l&mged to hear Lord
Moreton say that they were halting for the nighif be made no such
suggestion and some stubborn streak of pride é&firitapable of begging
for rest. He bought her coffee and hot bread ainansomewnhere in
Hampshire, and again somewhere in Dorset. By the the carriage rolled
into the town of Exeter, night had given way to tireyness of another
winter morning. Diane stared listlessly towards the where they had
halted. Lord Moreton sprang out of the coach, onggner to follow, but she
didn't stir. She longed for a cup of fresh hot teat, she felt too sick, too
chilled and too unutterably weary to step down frdme chaise. She
huddled, shivering, in her corner of the carriage.

She saw Lord Moreton halt in his brisk progres®os&ithe courtyard. He
spoke without turning to look at her. 'Please dendate unnecessary
difficulties, my dear. You need to eat something] gou need to wash your
face and hands in hot water. Your muscles mustdmamed after so many
hours of travel in a cold carriage, and hot wadehe only effective way to
take off the chill.’

She knew he was right, but she didn't have enougingg to force her
aching limbs into action. She tried to get up buatdiscovering that her legs
wouldn't support her, sank listlessly back on ® hlard seat. She retained



only one spark of defiant energy: she would pas®eiore she admitted her
weakness in front of Lord Moreton.

‘Thank you, but I do not choose to enter the irghdll stay here.' Her voice
rasped with dryness, but she managed to add, dtrhungry.’

She was bundled roughly into his arms even befoeehad time to register

the fact that he had returned to the carriagegHered her croaks of protest
and walked swiftly across the rain-wet cobblestmfeke yard, carrying her

into the heavenly warmth of the inn. He took héoia private parlour and

dumped her on the wooden settle which was drawin @rpnt of the fire.

She leaned back against the cushion that had sawegbymeared behind her
head and sighed with involuntary pleasure as thentveof the blazing logs
reached out to envelop her. An unwelcome honestypetied her to
acknowledge how glad she was to be inside the inn.

‘Thank you, my lord, for carrying me," she saidetlyi This warmth is
wonderful and | had forgotten cushions could feetsft.'

He looked at her, tight-lipped, and strode from them without replying.
She felt a curious little twitch of regret as shatehed him leave, but she
dismissed the feeling, taking off her white kid a@and wriggling her
stockinged toes ecstatically in front of the legpffames. Her stockings
soon began to steam with the dampness that haddse#gp the carriage and
through the thin soles of her boots.

She drowsed contentedly in the heat, and it seemigdnoments later that a
maid entered, carrying an earthenware bow! of mutteth and a pitcher of
hot water. Diane looked up quickly, but Lord Mometead not returned with
the maid.

By the time she had eaten the piping hot soup &ntypd her arms into the
water as far as her elbows” she felt like a lidingnan being again instead
of a walking corpse. Lord Moreton appeared in tberday just as she
reluctantly finished pulling on her still-damp bsot



They observed each other in tense silence for anseor so, then Lord
Moreton made a small impatient exclamation anddstroto the parlour,
sweeping her back into his arms.

'l can walk, my lord!" she protested. Now that senses had thawed out a
little, she found it extraordinarily disturbing be carried so close to Lord
Moreton's chest.

'We are late," he said curtly. 'l cannot wait whyleu teeter across the
courtyard."'

He returned her unceremoniously to her corner efcdrriage, then seated
himself as far away from her as space allowed.dds s he had given the
order to depart, he closed his eyes. To the bediamfe's knowledge, he did
not open them again until they arrived in Plymoditre weary hours later.

This time he did not carry her into the inn. He tedi with obvious
impatience while she descended from the carriagesly concealing his
irritation when she stumbled and he was forcece&xin out to prevent her
from falling.

The innkeeper was apparently expecting them. HetegdeLord Moreton by

name and cast several interested, though disapgoglances in Diane's
direction. Lord Moreton made no attempt to allewidhe innkeeper's
curiosity by introducing her. He simply asked tosbewn into their suite of
rooms and tossed a handful of silver coins on tbeden counter in order to
ensure prompt service. The innkeeper scooped times doto a purse

hanging from his waist, bowed obsequiously, andatéd a maidservant to
conduct the distinguished visitors to their roonike silver effectively

answered any questions he might have had aboute#pectability of his

visitors.

Diane barely managed to follow Lord Moreton upshallow stairs without
falling over from weariness. The little maidservavtio had led the way
pushed open a heavy oaken door and Lord MoretarezhtDiane trailing
in his wake. She walked almost blindly in the dii@t of the fireplace, then
came to a dead halt when she realised there weadglisomebody in the
room.



She looked up, feeling a tremor of despair run uglo her when she
recognised the silent figure standing by the chiypmiece, staring
broodingly into the glow of the fire. It was Captdfloreton.

The Captain turned and looked at her briefly, withtrace of his former

devotion. When he had taken in every detail ofdesiraggled appearance,
his gaze shifted towards his brother. 'You've mgaied time, Edward,’' he

said.

'Yes." Lord Moreton stripped off his gloves anddhkls hands out to the
warmth. 'lt's been the devil of a journey, howevEne roads are in a
shocking state.'

Despite the reflected glow of the flames, Dianeld¢@ee that the Captain's
face was very pale. His gaze turned once more ttsvaer, then flicked
quickly away. 'l assume you found it necessary tarynher,’ he said
tightly, 'since you have brought—her—with you.'

'Yes, we were married yesterday. And | regret §pwsa shall have to go
through with the rest of our plan, William.'

'l see. Then your worst suspicions . . . about Bianabout her . . . were
correct?'

'I'm afraid so. She has admitted the existence pibtaito free Napoleon,
although she has been clever enough to confessngdtimat the Foreign
Secretary hadn't already told me.' There was anite$imal pause. 'I'm
sorry, Will. I know how much you were hoping that were all mistaken.'

'It's of no consequence.’ The bleakness of theaapexpression belied his
words. He squared his shoulders and turned once todiace Diane. Her

heart ached to see the hurt, mingled with self-@mpt, that was reflected in
his normally cheerful features. 'l made a fool gfself, didn't I? You must

have been amused to find your victim such an easguest.’

'‘No." Overwhelming fatigue and bitter regret matdieaird to speak clearly,
but she forced the denial out of her aching thi&d&ase, William, 1 beg you



to believe that deceiving you was never easy. édhatvolving you in Mr
Baker's plans.'

'Did you, Diane? But they were not orir Baker'splans. They were your
plans, too. They must have been, for you did ehargtin your power to
make sure they succeeded." The Captain drew himagelifith youthful
dignity. "You pretended to love me, Diane. You bletately lied to me, not
just once but over and over again.’

She felt as if every last vestige of colour wasrdng from her cheeks. ‘It
wasn't all a lie, William, truly it wasn't. | waery ... | am very . . . fond of
you.'

His smile was cold. 'And | aiondof my favourite spaniel. She is a faithful
bitch and pleasant to have around.’ He picked sigt@atcoat from the back
of a chair and turned to speak to his brotheellelve | am required on board
ship. There is certainly no reason for me to rentere."Lord Moreton
grasped his brother's arm in an affectionate gesiftireassurance. 'Waste
no time in regrets, Will, because there is nothimgegret. You have lost
absolutely nothing that was worth keeping.'

'Except my illusions, perhaps.' The Captain fastethe metal frog of his
coat collar. 'My Colonel will expect to speak touytater this evening,
Edward, when you've had a chance to rest. As yowkthe ship sails on
the afternoon tide tomorrow. Shall we eat dinngetber?'

'Yes, I'll look forward to it.'

The Captain left the room without looking againDiane's direction. Lord
Moreton scarcely waited for the sound of his broghi®otsteps to die away
before rounding on her, his eyes black with fury.

'l trust you are satisfied with what you have wratignadam. In addition to
all the other sins | can hold against you, you relse managed to break my
brother's heart.’

They had been travelling virtually non-stop for meahirty hours, and
Diane heard Lord Moreton's accusation through & lidaveariness. Her



self-control, intolerably strained by the months aéception, finally
snapped.

'If the Captain's heart is broken, he inflicted Wheund himself," she said.
"Your brother came to London determined to putrhemories of battle
behind him. He was more than willing to fall in ®with the first
presentable female who said a few kind words ta himappened to be that
female, but if it hadn't been me he chose to falbve with, it could equally
easily have been any one of a dozen other youtsgyrgaking their debuts
this year. It is the Captain's pride which is haodt his heart.'

'What a very accommodating conscience you havdady The fact of the

matter is that you are ill equipped to pass judgnmnthe state of my
brother's emotions. Since it is obvious you youraed incapable of feeling
either pride or love, | don't know how you wouldpext to recognise such
emotions in others.’

Diane felt the unwelcome smart of tears stingingeyes, and she turned
away so that Lord Moreton wouldn't be able to sew is words had

wounded her. When she was quite sure that her wasaunder control, she
spoke quietly. 'l am dizzy with fatigue, my lorahcashall be happy to relieve
you of my unwelcome presence, if you will only @k where | am to sleep.’

‘There is a door immediately to your right," hedsdiassume the bedroom
lies behind it.’

She walked wearily to the door he had indicated @pehed it on to the
welcome sight of a small bedroom. Lord Moreton'ge@dalted her on the
threshold. 'l shall order food and hot water."

‘Thank you.'
'l shall not see you again tonight, but don't imaghat my absence will give
you the opportunity to run away. The bedroom doi lve locked, and |

shall be sleeping directly outside it.'

She bit her lip, trying to force back a gasp ofthyisal laughter. It seemed
that these days she always had a retinue of mepistein the corridor



outside her bedroom. Mr Baker had guarded her loedmoor in case she
ran away from the Captain. Lord Moreton, presumalshs guarding her in
case she ran to the Captain and pleaded for his Helr guardian and her
husband had more in common than they knew: neithiddem trusted her in
the slightest.

She heard herself start to laugh. There was a tofickildness in the
laughter, but she no longer cared. 'Don't worry, fogd,’ she said
sarcastically. 'Your presence won't disturb me ha teast. | am quite
accustomed to men lining up outside my bedchambédewsleep.’

'l don't doubt it. In this instance, however, ybiosld remember that there is
one very substantial difference between me and fgrarer suitors. | have
no desire to be admitted."'

Diane slept for thirteen hours, getting up only wiemaidservant pulled
back the bed curtains and shook her awake. A katralteady been placed
in a corner of the bedroom, and another maid atrivigh two copper cans
of boiling water just as Diane reluctantly removeetself from the cosy
comfort of the feather bed. There was no sign ofdLdoreton, so
presumably he had unlocked her bedroom door bémieft.

A delicious breakfast of fresh milk, eggs, ham anead was brought up to
her, and by the time she had bathed and sat dotire &ble in the private
parlour, she felt strong enough to face whateved IMoreton might have in

store for her. She examined the large mounds af fe@aped on the serving
tray and smiled with satisfaction. At least Lord fétmn was not planning to
starve her into submission.

After breakfast, one of the maids cleared awayrémains of the meal,
while the other sat down opposite Diane. 'I'm tegkgou company,' she said
cheerfully, adjusting her plump curves more conafoit to the contours of
the armchair. 'His lordship explained to us how yewer like to be alone,
even for a moment.’'



'Did he indeed?' Diane spoke more sharply thanirdkeded, then forced
herself to smile at the maid. The servant coulde'blamed for following
Lord Moreton's instructions. 'Well, thank you fdawng here with me.
Company is always welcome after a long journey.’

When Lord Moreton finally returned to their suiteyas already the middle
of the morning. Diane was seated composedly int fobthe fire, reading a
week-old newspaper. The maid was sewing, hummirgglguao herself. His
lordship did not seem entirely pleased by the stargesticity of the scene
in front of him. His mouth tightened into a grirméi and he dismissed the
maid with the briefest of nods.

If he was displeased, he didn't specify the reagmmsis displeasure. '‘Good
morning,' he said to Diane. His gaze flicked owvarih a cursory, seemingly
uninterested inspection. 'You look— rested," hd.sai

'l feel much better, thank you." With the benefitaogood night's sleep,
Diane had decided that determined courtesy, foltblaea full revelation of
every scrap of information she possessed, wastheveay to set about
rectifying the hopeless situation she had beengddnnto. 'l enjoyed my
breakfast,' she added with a shy smile.

Lord Moreton totally ignored the smile. 'Our frigawill sail in two hours. If
you are ready, we should go on board.’

'I'm ready any time. | have no luggage.'

"Your belongings have already been stowed on bddrey travelled here
with my brother's trunks, as was originally arrasthge

She was glad to know that she would not have tlmpuall the way to St
Helena in her wedding dress and, buoyed by thgppmf changing into
clean clothes, she walked up the gangplank tohiewith a lighter heart
than she would have thought possible a mere twientyhours earlier.

They were not greeted by any of the ship's officensl Lord Moreton led
her down only one flight of narrow stairs beforening into a short,



panelled corridor. Half-way along the passage, tbpped and inserted a
large brass key into the lock of an oaken door.

‘This will be your cabin,’ he said.

It was a tiny room, but it was attractively fittedth new furniture and shiny
brass lamps. The cover on the wide bed was rosmadecand the window
curtains over the small porthole were made of #mesfabric. 'lt's very
pleasant,’ she said truthfully. 'l expect | shallduite comfortable here.' *

'I'm glad you like it, since you will be spendingeat deal of time here.' He
didn't attempt to disguise the mockery in his voi¥eu have realised, | am
sure, that you will be locked into this cabin foe tentire voyage—except for
a brief exercise period each day.'

She paled, then turned aside, shrugging off hexkalthile she attempted to
regain her composure. This cabin and | will ceftaiknow each other
intimately by the time we reach St Helena,' shd aaiast. 'How long will
the voyage take, my lord?"

'If we are lucky and the winds are kind, we shdagdthere in about eleven
weeks.'

'Eleven weeks!" She swallowed hard. 'l hadn't sedlithe island was so far
away.' She took two paces to the porthole and andthio paces back
towards the door. In those four paces she had eduae entire floor of the
cabin. She tried to imagine seventy-seven daysnagtds locked into this
tiny space. She visualised the boat creeping ifsagaoss the storm-swept
waters of the South Atlantic. The swell of the titgppened to increase at
that precise moment, and her imagination took btoal vivid a hue. She
clutched her midriff and found herself thinkingtbé solid ground under the
Tower of London with a new-found appreciation sfrterits.

"You don't look very happy, my dear. Do you notstelthe thought of an
ocean voyage? Remember, it is the only one youewdl take, for you will
not leave St Helena once you have arrived there.’



She sat down on her bed, sickened as much by tele bandemnation in his
voice as by the increased rocking of the boat.

'My lord, can we not deal together better thankshie asked quietly. 'We
have to spend many weeks together, perhaps everasawnths. It will be
intolerable if we are constantly at each othergdts. Once | had thought. . .
hoped . . . that we might be good friends.'

'In what way do you hope to gain my— friendshipdena?’ Lord Moreton's
voice was bland, suspiciously bland, if she hag stwpped to think about
it.

'l want you to trust me," she said eagerly, reaghar hands out towards him
in an unconscious gesture of appeal. 'l want yobeieve that | didn't
intend to carry through with my guardian's plamascue Napoleon. | want
you to believe that | will give you all the infort@n | have in order to
thwart my guardian's schemes.’

'l am most anxious to trust you," he said smoothfhatis your guardian's
plan, my dear?’

'I know so little about it,' she admitted. '‘But ®Maker did tell me that an
actor, capable of impersonating the Emperor, \mitirly be leaving Lisbon,
bound for St Helena.'

‘A substitution! So that is how they planned tcaage it!" Lord Moreton's
breath emerged in a sharp sigh. He looked doweraaind, in the dull light
of the cabin, she had the impression that his eses icily cold.

‘That is most useful information, my dear. What aew—other than my
friendship—were you hoping to purchase with it?'

She recoiled visibly. 'l don't expect any rewastig said. 'l told you before
that | don't share my guardian's conviction thap®eon should be freed.
The people of Europe, especially the French peopdémd peace and
prosperity, not another twenty years of militargrgl'



'‘And just when did you reach this interesting casmn, my lady? Not,
presumably, when you originally agreed to help Mk& with his schemes.’

She pulled distractedly at a loose thread in haetdivey gown. 'l gradually
changed my mind,' she said, knowing how feebleettanation sounded
even as she offered it. 'At first, | thought tooahuwabout honouring my
father's dying wishes. Later on, | had more chaocthink of the wider
consequences of what | was doing.’

'How—sensitive—of you. And are you sure you doavdrany other tiny

snippets of information you could pass on to mefh&muber, there are so
many ways in which | could make your captivity ar&lena easier, if you

are prepared to work with me.’

'l know nothing more than | have told you, but liéee that, some time
during the voyage, | shall receive further instimas. | don't know how the
instructions will be passed on to me, but | shalllyou anything | find out,
my lord, | promise you.'

She looked up, and this time there was no mistatkiagold condemnation
in his gaze. 'That is good news," he said scathirgithough | would have
admired you more, madam, if your loyalty had beefttee harder to

purchase. It is disconcerting to discover that mother fell in love with a

woman who would sell out the dreams of an entite@ndor the sake of a
little personal comfort.'She was infuriated by twegry sarcasm of his
words, and her own temper exploded in a white-lané fof rage. 'From the
moment we first met, you have been determined spide me. Well, my
lord, | am tired of your scorn! You twist everythih say; you misinterpret
my motives; you condemn my character and my motaaggest that you
look deep into your own soul and perhaps you wiiltl fthat you are less
perfect than you had imagined. | certainly find ydterly repugnant and |
would like you to remove yourself from my cabin iredmately!

He looked at her once more, his own face devoilaxpression. He said
absolutely nothing, merely closing his eyes momdgtaas if to shut out a
sight he found intolerable, then swung sharply isrhieel and left the cabin.
She heard the grinding of the key in the lock dredduick firm tread of his
footsteps passing along the corridor. Then there omdy silence.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE sHIP set sail within half an hour of Lord Moreton's @bt departure
from the cabin. Neither he nor anyone else retufoedeveral hours. The
dull January light was already beginning to fadeewkhe finally heard the
sound of her door opening.

A slender, elderly man entered, carrying a trajoofl. He bowed politely
before setting the tray neatly in the centre ofrtham's only table.

'l am Barclay, my lady, his lordship's valet. Hisdship has instructed me to
bring you dinner. | have done my best to prepapeaging food. | hope you
will find it to your liking, my lady.'

She was so relieved to see another human facédéhamile was radiant.
‘Thank you, I'm sure it will be excellent.'

He inclined his head with great dignity and turteteave the cabin. 'Wait!'
she called out. '‘Barclay, please don't go! Did Liglareton say . . . that is,
will Lord Moreton be returning here this evening?'

'l couldn't say, my lady.’

'l see.' She gestured to a leather trunk stowdkeimnly available corner of
the cabin. 'Some of my luggage has already beewvedetl here, Barclay,
but I don't have the keys. Could you open thatkifion me?"

His expression softened slightly. 'l shall ask Ibisiship, my lady. At the
moment, I'm afraid | don't have the keys eithee' bbwed once again.
'Please enjoy your dinner, my lady.'

The food was palatable enough and, by the timehsldeeaten, dusk was
already changing to the inky darkness of a wintaght. She waited for the
valet to come and collect her tray, but he didetm, neither did anybody
arrive to light the brass lamps. She sat on the lhedlegs curled up under
her skirts, and stared out over the foam-fleckextliess of the ocean,
feeling her anger change first to fear and therk laa@in into a cold, hard
rage. She was tired of being a puppet, she thoudia,danced either to the



jerks of Mr Baker's commands or to the harsh ordekerd Moreton. There
was no reason for her to submit to the bleaknesiseofuture her guardian
and her husband seemed determined to impose upofmVhen the ship
docked at Lisbon, she would leave and make herpesddoney would
present no problem. She had her wedding ring, wibisbuld be a pleasure
to sell. She had Napoleon's brooch. She touchelddrat to her throat. And
she had the delicate pearl and diamond necklacehwiad once been her
mother's. With jewels such as these to sell, sluédcgurely beg and bribe
her way across Portugal and into southern France.

The more she considered the practical difficuloéser escape, the firmer
her resolution grew. She would not allow herselb¢cat the mercy of other
people any longer. She was only a woman, but skeaim@ost of age and she
was determined to take charge of her own life. Atitleenty years of trying
to please other people, it was time to please lierse

She whiled away the dark, lonely hours by planr@ngdyllic new life in a
humble Provencal home. She visualised a white-whsbtage perched on
a cliff, caressed by the warm winds of the Med#@regan. Red roses climbed
around the door (did roses grow in southern Frastoewondered?) and the
sun shone permanently on a tranquil, turquoise S¢e would live
completely alone, she decided, breeding fat greatsgand woolly brown
sheep and refusing to talk to any of the neighlmgugentlemen. At night,
she would curl up in a comfortable armchair witoad book. Even a bad
book, she thought wryly, would make more entertagjraiompany than most
of the people she had met over the past coupleary

In a brief moment of practicality, hastily dismidsshe did wonder whether
she possessed all the skills needed by a successftifarmer. She pushed
the minor worry aside and turned her mind to happiensiderations.
Anything, she thought, would be preferable to suting tamely to Lord
Moreton's scornful commands.

She came out of her daydream to realise that, withght or heat, the cabin
was rapidly becoming bitterly cold, and she decittedet into bed. It was
difficult to undress in the dark, but there wast jsgfficient moonlight to
reveal the shadowy outlines of the furniture. Usldbe ship rolled
unexpectedly, she was unlikely to bump into anyghin



She started to prepare for bed by pulling all tives put of her hair and
placing them neatly on the table next to the ditrasr. She raked her fingers
through the loosened strands, but she knew thabwutta brush and comb
she had little hope of taming the wild mass of darks.

Without the help of a maid, the removal of her wadddress presented
almost insurmountable problems. It was elaborastyyed and fastened
down the back with two tiny rows of silken buttofitie buttons completely
defied her efforts to undo them. She contemplaitegly ripping the dress

off, but that would leave her with nothing to wédrord Moreton refused to

unlock her luggage, so she persevered with theiseae task. She was
panting and flushed with triumph when the dress fivedly unfastened and

she was able to pull it over her head.. The cabior dpened just as she
tossed the dress on the foot of the bed. She loogeahd recognised the
shadowy outline of Lord Moreton.

She snatched her dress off the bed and tried ttatily to drape it over her
bosom, doing her best to look both dignified andcommand of the
situation. Not surprisingly, since both sleeves evfiopping agitatedly
beneath her chin, her efforts weren't very sucoés$Vhat are you doing
here?' she croaked. She took a firmer hold of thle $ilk skirts of her dress
and tried again. 'Why have you come back to myrcabithis hour of the
night?'

Lord Moreton had brought a tinder-box with him. blesied himself lighting
one of the brass lamps. 'I'm tired," he said softim going to bed.’

'‘Going to bed?' Diane repeated. She blinked, sthidy the sudden flare of
light from the lamp, and stared stupidly arounddakin. "'Then why are you
in here?'

'‘Because this is where | am going to sleep.’

"You are going to sleep in here?"

It is my cabin.’

'Your cabin?'



He turned and began to take his jacket off. 'l dshywmy dear, that you
would refrain from repeating everything | say. lakes for exceptionally
tedious conversation.'

She swallowed hard, trying not to see that whiter@shis shirt and the
breadth of his shoulders. From the corner of her slge saw him reach for
his cravat and she spoke hurriedly. 'You canna&psie here, my lord. Not
possibly. There is only one bed.’

'Fortunately it is quite wide.'

'‘Quite wide!" She realised she was once again eghus words, and she
spoke quickly before he could make any more cuttergarks. 'However
wide the bed may be, my lord, you cannot sleept.itYou must find
somewhere else.’

‘This frigate, madam, is transporting a regimentsofdiers with a full
complement of officers to St Helena. There is nmasate cabin available for
me. Besides, | prefer to keep a close personalipye you.'

He began to unlace the linen fastenings of hig,glewealing a small section
of his chest. Diane stared with hypnotised faswnahs she became aware
that the faint shadow she could see underneatwhite linen was actually
hair, growing out of his skin in springy dark cuidd all men have hair on
their chests, she wondered? How very odd it woekd if one ever touched
it.

She turned hastily away, pulling the brocade cdvem the bed and
wrapping it tightly around her shoulders.

'Why do you need to keep an eye on me?' she aSkhdt villainy do you
expect me to commit, locked and bolted into a Galin?'

'You exchanged no more than three sentences withaley, and yet you

have already managed to entrance him with youe faélsguiling sweetness.
If my valet had been given the charge of supergisiour captivity, | don't

doubt you would by now have been given free ruthefship. It is obviously

safer to keep you well away from the ship's offscand crew.’



'You exaggerate my powers of attraction,’ she bdtdrly. 'Even | cannot
seduce a man through an oaken door six inches fttiukk the crew of this
ship is quite safe while | am locked away. Theraaseed for you to add
your unwelcome presence.’

He sat down on the room's only chair. 'Perhaps would help me to
remove my boots?' he said, totally ignoring herjongs remarks.

She gritted her teeth. 'l will not help you to rera@nything. My lord, you
have not considered all the . . . the implicatiohgour decision. How can
you have our marriage annulled when you haverlhat is to say, when we
have slept together?'

Lord Moreton's response was sardonic. 'Your pretent maidenly
confusion lacks conviction, my dear. The mere td&leeping in the same
room will not prevent me from annulling this magé& And you flatter
yourself if you think you can tempt me to consunmar@ir union. | shall do
nothing that threatens my chances of becomingdfeeu.’

Goaded beyond endurance, Diane whirled round te fam, her eyes
flashing fire. 'l am considered one of the mostubi&éa women in London,
my lord. What makes you so sure you are safely imarta my attractions?
Only five minutes ago, you suggested that | wasabbpof tempting any
man to indiscretion.’

"You forget, my lady, that | am completely armouegghinst your charms. |
learned early on that your beauty is only skin déegquire something more
than physical attractiveness from my mistresses.'

'l am not your mistress,' she said. 'l am your wife

Even in the flickering lamplight, she could seet theturned pale. 'As far as
| am concerned, madam, you are a liar and a tratmthing more."

She was more wounded by his insults than she daredimit, even to
herself, and she reacted unthinkingly. Her handired up to lash out athim
just as the keel of the boat hit a particularlyhhigave. She lurched forward,



her dress and the brocade cover both slipping eff dhoulders as she
grasped the edge of the bed in an attempt to steadglf.

A sudden, inexplicable stillness descended on #i#nc She saw Lord
Moreton's gaze fix itself on the swift rise and tdlher breasts, and she had
the impression that his eyes darkened with sonmreefigleam of emotion.
Within seconds, the trace of emotion vanished aasl igplaced by a blaze
of white-hot anger.

Diane glanced down in the direction of his gaze laedheart began to beat
with real fear. Her brooch, the Napoleonic beeagled in the glow of the
lamp, its sting on fire with the striped glow ofteahating topaz and
diamonds.

Very slowly, Lord Moreton stretched out his handdgmove the brooch, and
his fingers brushed against the soft swell of heast. Neither of them
moved, and for several tense seconds his handddgs her bare skin. The
unfamiliar heat generated by the contact seemegread out and envelop
Diane's whole body.

She was frightened by the strangeness of the paliml instinctively she
retreated, walking backwards in the direction ef ¢abin door. She stopped
only when her legs were pressed tightly againstibed and she could go
no further. In two quick strides, Lord Moreton wadront of her, his arms
on either side of her and his palms pressed fainagthe door. She couldn't
move, or her body would touch his.

With one hand, he reached again for the broochcatah was very stiff and
it took him some time to unfasten it. The silennethe tiny room was
oppressive and Diane felt sure he must be abledo the unnaturally loud
and rapid thumping of her heart. When he finalipoged the brooch from
the bodice of her chemise, she was shaking frord te#oe, even though
she wasn't exactly afraid. In fact, she wasn'tegsuire what she was feeling.

Lord Moreton looked at her in grim silence, theagsed the tiny diamond at
the waist of the bee. The brooch clicked open hadidck of pale brown hair

was revealed. He stared at it in silence for séwa&eonds, then his mouth
twisted into a bleak smile.



"You promised to tell me everything about your giien's plans, my lady. |
wonder how the significance of this elegant likguble slipped your mind?'

She felt a wave of hopelessness wash over her.t"\8dra | say?' she
murmured despairingly. '"Will you believe me if lysthhat in the shock of
finding myself married to you, | completely forgdiad been given it?'

'‘No, my lady. | won't believe such an obvious lieve® though your lips
tremble with such a convincing appearance of tragiocence.'

‘Then you must believe what you will, my lord.'

She forced herself to look up and her gaze chatwadeet his. For some
inexplicable reason, her eyes filled with tears] ahe dashed them angrily
away. When the foolish tears refused to stop, wimet her head to one side
and stared determinedly away from him, even thalghcould still feel the
teardrops rolling relentlessly down her cheeks.

Lord Moreton made a small, harsh exclamation, duickit off, and she

heard the brooch click shut again. Without sayingtler word, he grabbed
his jacket from the chair and, pushing her to ade,gerked open the door.
It slammed shut behind him with a force that caubedcrockery on her
dinner tray to rattle.

She stood to one side of the door for a very lomg tthen walked slowly
back to the bed and crawled under the covers.dtdasvn before she finally
fell asleep, and Lord Moreton still hadn't returiedhe cabin.

The ship arrived in Lisbon Harbour a week laterribg that entire time
Diane had not seen Lord Moreton, nor had she bessduced to any of the
ship's officers. Barclay and the Captain were hdy @ontacts with the
outside world.

On the day after the confrontation with Lord MorgtBarclay provided her
with the keys to her leather trunks so that shefima#ly able to change out
of her wedding gown. She folded it thankfully andffed it in the deepest



recesses of her locker. The valet also continuaseree all her meals and to
bring her hot water each morning for bathing. Sls grateful for the calm

courtesy with which he invariably treated her, aatually began to look

forward to hearing the chink of china in the cooridvhich heralded his

arrival.

Captain Moreton came punctually twice a day in otde¢ake her for a brisk

walk around the decks. The winds were high andsétieladen air bitterly

cold, but the sailors she saw during her brief wa&emed to be perfectly
cheerful and she concluded that the weather, thawgigh, was not

dangerous.

Her walks with the Captain took place in totalsde. The noise of the wind
in the sails and rigging effectively precluded @atill conversation, but, in

any case, the Captain showed not the smallestediesspeak to her—and
Diane, burdened with oppressive feelings of gadtjld think of nothing she

wanted to say to him. She realised as the week tirevelose that, since her
argument with Lord Moreton, she had probably nathexged more than
two dozen sentences with another human being.

Her determination to escape from imprisonment rnyeiretreased as the
difficulties of her situation became more apparkntas clear to her that her
best—perhaps her only—chance of freedom was liteelgrrive when the

ship docked in Lisbon. If she could somehow martagget on shore, she
could disappear into the dockside crowds and begiijourney to freedom.

Once the ship left Lisbon, it would also be leaviagrope, and escape
inevitably would become more complicated.

She was sitting on the bed, her nose pressed nthk porthole in order to
watch the activity on the dockside, when Lord Moretame into the cabin.
She scrambled off the bed and faced him with ungons defiance.

He scrutinised her appearance closely. 'You lookie;ple said, breaking
the long silence.

Her chin inched higher. 'l am a prisoner, my lokdsuppose pallor is
inevitable for people who are kept confined agathsir will.'



His expression hardened. 'Many prisoners wouldhehe luxuries of your
situation. In the circumstances, the terms of yioysrisonment cannot be
considered harsh.'

'Perhaps not. | dare say the perspective of thiegmsaalways different from
the perspective of the prisoner." She turned aviag. you come here for
some special purpose, my lord? Or did you merehwo remind me of my
great good fortune in being kept so cosily lockeg?'

'l came here to say that you are to dine with nmégtd. The Marques de
Algarve Branca, the most important local landowreas invited Captain
Moreton and his bride to join the ship's captainl @me other senior
officers for dinner at his house. | shall take filace of my brother as
"Captain Moreton", and you are to accompany me.'

'Why?' she asked. 'Why, after seven days of enforselation, do you
suddenly wish me to take my place among the oflagives? Why do you
want me to accompany you to some Portuguese digsitaouse?’

'‘Our ship will remain in port for less than forgight hours. If Mr Baker and
his fellow conspirators want to give you a messagi®re we set sail for
Africa, they have only a short time in which to akayou. The invitation
from the Marques de Algarve Branca was the only mamication my
brother and his supposed bride received. Theretaselogical to conclude
that somebody will attempt to contact you when goaiat this party.'

'l see. What makes you suppose that | won't bgioayas an impostor and
claim sanctuary with the Marques?'

'Only my judgment that you are too wise to make amgh attempt. The
ship's officers have all been alerted to watch gtmsely, although they
haven't been told precisely why you are to be gedirdrhe smallest
indication that you plan to betray me, however, gad will immediately
find yourself surrounded by naval officers, all eatp prove their mettle.’

'Watching over me will certainly prove a real te$ttheir bravery. One
woman alone, and a dozen men to guard her.'



‘The odds are not in your favour," he agreed gilkilust remember them if
you should be tempted to try anything foolish. Bore | don't have to
explain how much more unpleasant your captivitylddae if | chose to

make it so. Your exercise periods, for example|c&de discontinued. Or
the hot water you require for bathing could be gtap Or your meals could
become— less bountiful.’

‘There is no need to continue with your threatss' said bitterly, turning
away to stare out of the tiny window. 'l understanecisely what is required
of me. You are setting a trap and | am to be thé lfal obey your
instructions implicitly, | shall not be eaten white trap is sprung. | shall be
permitted to return to this ship and remain yousgnmer until you need to
bait your next trap. You are full of generous ingad, my lord.’'

He bowed mockingly, although his eyes seemed ttago@a hint of some
other emotion. 'l thank you for the compliment, lagy. | believe | have not
previously been known for my generosity. Until tieigening.' He did not
wait for her reply, but turned and went quicklyrfrahe cabin.

Diane chose her clothes for the party with a cha¢ surprised her. After a
great deal of thought, she selected a cream san,grimmed with a froth
of turquoise Brussels lace at the neck and sle@vesrich lace enhanced
the subtle blue sheen of her eyes and the softicofdhe satin flattered the
ivory pallor of her complexion. She put on her nesth pearl and diamond
necklace and added a pair of drop-pearl earrifigeyveels she had worn for
her wedding. Lord Moreton had not delivered hergkwase to her, so she
had no other choice, but she felt confident thaséhwould be sufficient to
buy her transportation all across Europe if sheledat.

She had been waiting for almost an hour when Lorardtbn finally
returned to the cabin. He was once again dresshis ibrother's uniform,
and the black silken eye-patch covered his left €pere was no sign of the
real Captain Moreton, who had presumably been badiso his cabin for
the duration of the masquerade.

Lord Moreton picked up her velvet evening cape draped it round her
shoulders. He extended his hand and she saw tha¢ltleout Napoleon's



brooch. "You may need this to identify yourself/twr fellow conspirators,’
he said. 'You had best conceal it somewhere almutperson.’

' don't want it.'
Take it.'

She took it without another word and dropped itiffiedently into her
reticule. She stared straight ahead of her.

'‘Are you ready to leave?' Lord Moreton asked quiet!
'Yes. Quite ready.’

They walked in silence up the narrow flight of stab the deck. The night
air struck chill when they left the enclosed coorsl but in this southern
latitude it lacked the bitterness of the London teinwinds. The crew

scarcely glanced at them as they walked past.agellstomed by now to the
sight of 'Mrs Moreton' walking along at the sidaloé Captain, her husband.

Diane and Lord Moreton descended the gangplankhege.ord Moreton
guiding her steps with false solicitude. She redligluring their slow
progress to shore how utterly unrealistic her de@escape had been.
Sailors guarded the gangplank; more sailors pattalhe quayside. Even
i—by some miracle—she could have manoeuvred heapes from the
locked cabin, she could never have left the shigbgarved. She offered a
silent prayer of thanks for the Marques de Algawvdinner invitation.
Without it, she would have had no chance of esdapeause of it, there was
a slim possibility that she might yet find some ogipnity to run away into
the welcome blackness of the night.

The Marques had sent carriages to transport theto ais palace, some
miles north-west of the harbour. They travelledhwiite Colonel and his
lady, driving through the ornate, mosaic-tiled gatg after less than an
hour's journey.

It was strange to hear herself introduced to thegMes and Marquesa de
Algarve Branca as 'The Honourable Mrs William Morét It was even



stranger to find herself treated by Lord Moretomasuch-loved new bride.
His portrayal of devotion was so convincing thatasionally she needed to
remind herself that the reason he stayed so cldsglger side was not
because he loved her madly, but because he wasilede not to let her out
of his sight.

At dinner she was seated next to an elderly Poesgunobleman whose
command of the English language was apparentiytdinio the phrases
'beautiful lady' and 'wonderful food’, which he dsdternately in response
to all Diane's attempts at conversation. The pd#gilof increasing his
powers of response twofold by saying 'wonderfulylaat even 'beautiful
food' had obviously not occurred to him. Howeves, dmiled with great
good humour, and Diane decided that she had endusegt more tiresome
dinner companions. Her other partner was an offimeithe Captain's
regiment who, despite what Lord More- ton had saidier about alerting
all the officers to watch over her, did not seerbégpaying her any special
attention. Having remarked that he was delightese® she had recovered
from her seasickness, he returned his attentiorthéo plumply pretty
Portuguese girl on his left, who was blushing alggjlghg as she instructed
him in the rudiments of Portuguese grammar.

Finding both her table companions temporarily pcepeed, Diane glanced
across the table to the place where her husbandewdsd. To her surprise,
she found his gaze fixed upon her, his eyes bunnitiya seeming mixture
of intense longing and blazing passion. For sonssae she found it
impossible to lower her own gaze, and she felthbat creep up into her
cheeks until she was sure they must be suffusddamibur. Yet again she
reminded herself that these glimpses of passionemhusband were all
false, part of the role he was playing as Captaimetbn. But her body did
not seem to respond to the cool, crisp messageoseby her mind. She
trembled with the irresistible urge to reach oubas the table and caress the
hard line of Lord Moreton's cheek. She could alnfestthe tip of her finger
brushing across his mouth. She could almost feellips descending to
capture hers . . . The officer on her left coughed] she blinked rapidly,
tearing herself out of the extraordinary daydre&he couldn't imagine
what had caused it.

'Excellent dinner, what?' the officer remarked.



'Oh. . .er. .. excellent." She did her best td Iped scrambled wits into some
sort of order. 'The baked codfish was particulgdgd.’

'Yes, indeed. Not like the food we had when | wasetbefore. That was
nearly ten years ago now. Hard to believe it'sstmae place.’

The conversation continued along its predictabth,paith Diane enquiring
dutifully about the officer's role in the Peningu@ampaign while her gaze
searched the room, trying to decide which of tbitection of amiable bores
could possibly be her guardian's fellow conspiratéhoever he was, he had
not made even the slightest move to get in touc¢h ker, and she began to
feel a tiny relaxation of the tension that had geig her all evening. Perhaps,
after all, nobody was going to tell her anythingdahe could make her
escape quietly, without feeling obligated to firmre way to pass on the
information she received. As soon as the ladigsdrétw, leaving the men to
their brandy, she would search out some unguardekl éntrance and run
off into the night.

The moment for the ladies to leave the dining sdiloally arrived. They
rose in a graceful flurry of bright silk and shimmmng gauze, following the
Marquesa out of the room. Seemingly by chance, ®ifound herself
walking in step with a middle- aged lady dressedutmoded grey muslin.
She remembered that the lady had been introducie &owager Condesa
of somewhere or other, but she had not understagdEaglish, so it had
been impossible to converse with her. Not wantheglack of a common
language to present a barrier to friendship, Dianeled warmly and
gestured around the richly-decorated ladies’ drgasdom.

It is lovely here,' she said. 'The silk wallcoveys are very beautifullres
belle.' The Condesa's face remained unsmiling, so Diaee again!Muro

bonito, she murmured, not quite sure if the words wereugaese or
Spanish—or possibly neither.

The Condesa opened her fan and fluttered it rapidfyont of her mouth.
'Mrs Moreton, you are please to follow me. There aisfriend of
mine—who wishes to meet with you.'

"You speak English!" Diane exclaimed.



The Condesa ignored the self-evident truth of gtedement and walked
rapidly towards the door. 'Please follow me, Mrsr&ton,’ she repeated
softly.

They soon left the brightly lit main reception rogimehind as the Condesa
conducted Diane in silence through a series ofeeingly narrow
corridors. The walls were stone, damp with the taogsof centuries, and
the stone floors were worn to a smoothness thatawmagst dangerous. The
Condesa finally halted outside a small, whitewaskedden door.

'In here, Mrs Moreton, you will meet my friend, esbaid.

The Condesa rapped once on the door, then pusbperit "You must go in,
Mrs Moreton," she said. '"You are expected.’

Diane walked slowly into the room. She heard thed&sa swing the door
shut, locking it behind her, and looked up to seka@t, somewhat stout man
leaning comfortably against the fireplace.

'Welcome,' he said, in perfect unaccented Frerichave been looking
forward to meeting you, Mrs Moreton.'



CHAPTER EIGHT

SHE REPLIED automatically in the same languagewould return the
compliment, monsieur, except that | have no idea wbu are, or why |
have been brought here.’

'l am Senhor Carvalho, a good friend of your guardihe said. 'Mr Baker
asked me to come to meet you when your ship doickeisbon.'

'l see. Do you—do you have a message for me, man¥si@vas expecting to
hear from my guardian.’

'Perhaps | have a message. We shall see. | wohgleu ihave anything
interesting to show me first, before we discussehmatters further?'

She understood at once that he referred to Napsldmooch, but she
pretended incomprehension. She needed a few sedonsigrt out the
confusion of her thoughts.

'I'm sorry, Senhor Carvalho,' she said. 'But | tlenderstand what you want
to see. What could | have that would possibly bet&frest to you?'

His glance became impatient. 'l am a collector rdgfgae jewels,' he said
finally. 'l was given to understand that you hacthsthing particularly fine
to show me."Oh! Oh, | see.' She reached into dteaute and produced the
bee, unfolding its silken wrapper and clicking ople® secret compartment,
before holding it out to him on the flat of herpal

He examined it for a moment in silence. 'It is iedeexquisite,’ he said
reverently. 'Guard it with your life, Mrs Moretofpr the Emperor will

reveal nothing to you if you cannot show him thaisman. Remember,
opportunities for private conversation with His len@al Highness will be
few and far between, and we cannot afford to hawe @pportunities

wasted.'

"The brooch will be safe with me, Senhor.’



'‘Good, good. | am confident it will be." Senhor ¥Zdho's manner became
briskly business-like. 'l shall be sailing on théghntine Colombo,which
leaves here in about ten days. It is an excelleip, sioted for its speed. |
don't imagine, however, that it will accomplish goeirney as swiftly as
your frigate. You will have at least a month, p@hdonger, to familiarise
yourself with the island of St Helena before | semakd to you of my
arrival.’

'How will you send word to me? What shall | havela®'

'l have been appointed as the new purveyor of praws for the Emperor's
household. As such, it would not be unreasonableigoto communicate
over the purchase of some household necessity. @nan day, it will be

arranged for you to have a private audience wighEmperor. During that
private audience, the substitution will take place.

It took a moment of total, blank amazement befodawned on Diane that
the rather plump, nondescript man standing in freinher was actually

supposed to be Napoleon's double. He was the miggubadian planned to

substitute for the Emperor! She was so appalledSeghor Carvalho's

obvious inadequacy for the role that, for a smitad, she forgot that she
didn't want the plan to succeed.

'‘But Senhor Carvalho, you can't mean that you ar@mpersonate the
Emperor! My guardian claimed that you were an alnpesfect double for
Napoleon! You scarcely look like him at all"!

There was no mistaking the genuine note of foretmpdn her voice, but
Senhor Carvalho merely chuckled quietly.

‘The Emperor and | are exactly the same heighgalte 'And our hands and
feet match in size. My body measurements duplitetse of the Emperor as
they were two months ago, when we received ourdaspatch from the
island. As soon as you arrive on St Helena, youtrfind out if he has
gained or lost weight in the last few weeks, amdlllgain or lose the same
amount.’'



Diane realised that her dismay had been extremetyiocing. Senhor

Carvalho was smiling at her with almost avunculandecension, so she
continued to look as doubtful as she felt, allowimey brow to crease into
little wrinkles of worry.

It is not only height and weight which make onespe look like another,’
she murmured. 'There are a hundred other detatigke&ointo account.’

You are quite right, Mrs Moreton. But you shalegbat we've thought of
everything.' With anotherlittle laugh, Senhor Cédineavalked to a corner of
the small room. There was a Chinese screen startkdarg, incongruous
among the simple furnishings of the rest of themoo

Senhor Carvalho disappeared behind the screenfand, few minutes,
Diane heard only the sound of his breathing andsdferustle of fabric. It
was probably less than three minutes before he gadedrom behind the
screen, still smiling slightly.

He had changed his hairstyle and his jacket, andasealso carrying one of
Napoleon's famous bicorne hats. He faced Dianéngesne of his hands
inside his coat in a gesture made familiar by aedoetchings and
oil-paintings.

She gasped, almost unable to believe the evidehbercown eyes. The
superficial changes of jacket and hairstyle alreadyated a startling
resemblance between Senhor Carvalho and the Embetcsomehow the
superficial changes amounted to only a small gatietotal difference. By
the exercise of some near-magical skill, the a&ppeared to have
rearranged his nondescript features. His eyes skdarger and more
brooding, his lips were clamped in a firm, Imperiale. The hint of

sensuality, so much a part of Napoleon's charautas, etched into the
fullness of his lower lip and the dark gleam of &y®s. The man in front of
her, Diane admitted to herself, duplicated evenyrpi of the Emperor that
she had ever seen.

'Now do you see how our substitution will succe&#?ihor Carvalho asked.
'If you had stopped to think, you would have readishat we couldn't send



somebody to the island who already looked like Kkiwvg, breathing double
of the Emperor.’

‘The likeness, Senhor Carvalho, is incredible,'nBigaid with unfeigned

conviction. She watched as the actor tossed als@lhdt and ran his hands
through his hair. Before her mesmerised gaze, tuened once more to his
previous unremarkable appearance.

A quiet knock at the door was followed by the lovusd of the Condesa's
voice. 'lt is time for you to leave, Mrs Moreton.'

Diane looked towards Senhor Carvalho, who noddeteagathered up his
hat and walked quickly to the Chinese screen. '@ 3aid. 'l shall be in
touch when | arrive on St Helena.'

Diane slipped out of the room, and the Condesadtuher back along the
narrow corridors. 'The gentlemen prepare to rejoeladies, Mrs Moreton.
We must be quick.'

If she was going to escape from Lord Moreton, Didnoeight, now was the

only time for her to do it. If she asked for thendesa's help, she was fairly
confident it would be forthcoming. For her own sgf@and for the sake of

her fellow conspirators, the Condesa would whiskn@isafely away before
Lord Moreton even began to suspect what was hapgeni

But Diane made no plea for help. Unfortunately, ingvmet Senhor
Carvalho, she realised that her guardian's ploe®the Emperor had a fair
chance of succeeding. Her conscience, a tiresossuwe at the best of
times, wouldn't permit her to secure, her own foredt the possible cost of
thousands of young men's lives.

She shrugged her shoulders in a gesture of regygnadt Lord Moreton
insisted on exiling her permanently on St Heleha&, supposed she would
have to get used to the idea. If Napoleon couldmrreite himself to
occupying a tiny island instead of ruling an Empserely she should find
little difficulty in adjusting to the constraintg isolation.



The Condesa indicated the drawing-room, and Dieeel fa bright smile to
her lips as she rejoined the chattering group dfela She talked and
laughed with her hostess and with the officersewigs if the most troubling
thought on her mind was how soon the gentlemen dvémisake their
brandy and return to the pleasures of feminine @mp

The gentlemen arrived only moments after her owturme Captain

Fortescue, the naval officer in command of theafieg reminded his officers
that they had been absent from their duties fang ltime, and farewells
were soon said. Diane thanked the Marques fordspitality, searching his
paunchy features for any hint of complicity in #eents vyhich had just
transpired within the walls of his palace. Thereswa hint of such

awareness and she marvelled at his powers of didsgm

The British officers and their wives lined up iretfoyer of the Marques's
palace and waited for the carriages to arrive. &agfortescue and his wife
were the first to leave, and Diane found that, dume she and Lord
Moreton had once again been left to travel alon@enlast of the carriages
provided by the Marques. She wasn't sure if shegha or sorry that the
need for their masquerade of affection had endesbsn. It was disturbing
to think that she enjoyed Lord More- ton's yearngignces and tender
caresses, even though she knew they were meregnpee

The other carriages had passed through the stdaesphat marked the
entrance to the palace before Lord Moreton gavedaehman the order to
depart. The coach swung into motion and he leanack,bgazing
sardonically at Diane. As she had feared, his pvimanner disappeared
with the slamming of the coach door.

'‘Well, my lady, | trust you enjoyed your dinner?'
'Yes, thank you, my lord. It was very pleasant.’
Her voice was husky with the weight of unshed tedrdil he spoke, she

hadn't realised just how much she had hoped tratethotion he had
portrayed during the dinner party was genuine.



There was a little silence, and when he spoke agseaemed as if the words
emerged almost against his will. "You look very—iaéal. Your gown
becomes you.'

‘Thank you. My dress is new. | haven't worn it lsefoDiane pulled her
cloak tightly around her as she felt an icy draugfhvind blow through a
chink in the window-frame. Neither of them was agprately clad for the
chilly night and there were no rugs in the carriggfee stole a glance at Lord
Moreton and, deciding that he looked as forthconamghe ever did, she
took her courage into both hands. 'My-lord," shd.s@ihere is something |
have to tell you. Something that happened tonight.’

He was suddenly quite still. 'Yes?"

'l was approached by one of the Marques's guestisthe ladies retired to
the drawing-room.' She drew in a deep breath, kngwhat she was taking
the final, irrevocable decision to betray her fathelying wishes. It was
several seconds before she spoke, but Lord Mosstimhnothing.

'l was taken to meet the man who is to impersothet&mperor,’ she said at
last. 'He wanted me to recognise him when we me&tdielena.’

'If he looks like Napoleon, how could you fail tecognise him?' Lord
Moreton's brow creased into a faint frown. 'In faghy didn't | think of that

before? If he looks like Napoleon, we can all reasg him the moment he
tries to set foot on shore. | have only to alegtglnards.’

'‘But that is the point, my lord! I don't think yawould recognise him. It's the
strangest thing. When | first saw this impostor]deked indistinguishable
from a dozen other short men of dark complexionthéa took two or three
minutes to change the sweep of his hair and thke sif his jacket
and—almost before my eyes—it seemed that he. veasformed into a
living reproduction of the Emperor. Of course, Vdaever seen Napoleon
except in portraits and caricatures, but the retameb seemed to me to be
remarkable.’

'What is the impostor's name, and how is he to agetto St Helena
unobserved?'



'His name is Senhor Carvalho and he plans to t@vel brigantine called
the ColomboHowever, | don't think he will attempt to land uisebved. He

has been appointed purveyor of household goodeetdEmperor and, as
such, has every right to visit the island. Presuyhals appointment was
approved by the British Government?'

'‘No doubt." Lord Moreton asked her several detajjedstions, which she
answered as accurately and as fully as she colién\Wwhe could provide no
further information, Lord Moreton looked at heguious light in his eyes.

'Why did you tell me so many things | could nevewd discovered for
myself? You must appreciate that | would never hdigeovered that your
guardian's fellow conspirators had made contadt you.'

‘That is the whole point, my lord. They are guardian'scolleagues, not
mine. | have told you several times that | havevsh to see Napoleon set
free. He is probably a man of genius, but | ddnfik this is the right time
for his particular talents to be given free reiteTpeople of France need
peace and prosperity. They need harmony with theighbours, not the
empty glory which comes from military conquest. Tmany young men
have died trying to achieve Napoleon's dreams ohified Europe. The
Emperor came to power because he understood tloglepeannot live
without discipline, and his victories restored digmand pride to the French
people. But he has never understood that natiarde pannot fill a hungry
stomach or rebuild a devastated village. | wanpaut in letting such a man
loose upon the world once again.'

'"You are eloguent, my lady, when you choose toTdeere was a moment's
silence before Lord Moreton added, ‘It will be imable for the British and

Portuguese Governments to know that the Marquedgheve Branca is a

Napoleonic supporter. His loyalty to the Portugu€sernment had not
previously been questioned.’

He had no chance to say anything further. An exptosf sound burst out
all around them, shattering the previous quietra@sthe night, and the
carriage lurched so violently that for a momenytivere thrown together in
a heap on the carriage floor. As Diane lay theye,stunned to move, she



heard the shrill screams of terrified horses, fo#d by the unmistakable
sharp crack of repeated pistol-fire.

'What the devil!" Lord Moreton extricated himselfigly from the huddle

on the floor, then helped Diane back to her seatwds reaching for his
ceremonial sword when the carriage doors were gulipen and two
masked men burst inside. One of the men clubbed Muoreton swiftly

over the head. They then seized his arms and diabgoe out of the

carriage.

Diane had no more than a confused impression &, ahrty faces and

sweating bodies before she, too, was pulled froencdrriage and tossed
face down on the hard-packed earth by the sideeofdad. There was no
time to break the force of her fall and, for a fewoments, the pain of
breathing through her bruised lungs was so intdreteshe could do nothing
except lie on the frosty ground, exploring the &itent of her pain.

After a while the agony of drawing breath easeitla,land she began to be
aware again of her surroundings. She heard thetdutlding sounds of fists
beating into solid flesh, then the heavy thump bbdy landing beside her.
She realised that it was Lord Moreton, but shertday of telling whether
he was alive or dead. She could see, howeverhthatvord had been taken
from him.

Painfully she raised her head and inspected tlgeofimen surrounding her.
They all wore masks and were clothed in a tattarealy of black garments.
Despite her terror, she retained sufficient powsdrsbservation to notice
that, beneath the torn clothing, the robbers whkrenaaciated almost to the
point of starvation. Their voices sounded harstenemenacing, as they
conversed in a guttural babble of Portuguese. 8heafmoment of blind

panic as she considered the full implications dafigpat the mercy of a group
of hostile brigands whom she couldn't understartiveimo would probably

make no effort to understand her.

One of the brigands, who seemed to hold a positfoeome authority,
stepped forward and grabbed Lord Moreton by the peapping him into a
sitting position against the trunk of a dead olike=. Lord Moreton groaned
as his head banged against a low branch, and Biaeatt leapt with joy as



she became aware that, although he was still aryi-sonscious, he was
very much alive.

Despite her inability to understand what the robbgere saying, it was
evident that the entire band was disconcerted logt Moreton's appearance
and, from their gestures, Diane concluded thatg the sight of his British
military uniform which was causing all the concefn.heated argument
soon began among the thieves. One of the men gdstarthe Marques's
liveried grooms— now lying dead beneath the hoowkghe skittery
horses—and then back to Lord Moreton's uniformnBiavas quite sure she
heard him say the name of the Marques de Algananda. And even
without understanding the language, she was sanedime was spoken with
loathing.

The brigands' argument, though heated, was briefa Aod from their
leader, most of the men dispersed. One, slightiytset than the others,
walked back towards Lord Moreton and again graklned again by the
hair. He then beckoned to the robber who stilliedrthe wooden club.

Before she had time to think what she was doingnBilaunched herself
protectively in Lord Moreton's direction, throwingerself across his
unconscious body as the robber swung his weapon.

'Please don't kill him,' she begged. She knewrtbat of the brigands could
understand what she was saying, nevertheless thiessewords of appeal
spilled out.

‘There is no reason to kill him, surely you can sest?' As she was
speaking, she tore off her pearl and diamond eggriholding them out
towards the silent leader. "You see, | have jewkigu will let him go, you
may have them, all of them.’

Even as she made the offer, she realised how paih&tas: the robbers
could have all her jewels, whether she offered tbemot. They had only to
kill her, and then they could strip her body atitiesure. The thought was
unpleasantly vivid—she was amazed to discover htile khe wanted to
die—and she couldn't quite hold back a sob of fdakv could she expect
such desperate and hungry men to listen to hem dévehey could



understand what she was saying? Yet life, evefeafi permanent exile,
seemed irrationally sweet now that she was in danfdosing it, and,
brushing away her tears, she knelt in front ofsihent leader.

'Please don't kill my husband,' she whispered. \&tes only been married
for such a little while.'

She was disconcerted when she realised precisaly site had said. It was
true that she didn't want Lord Moreton to die, thwfir farcical marriage had
nothing to do with that wish. She was merely exgrgs the common
impulses of humanity. The brigands looked at hexasily, then began to
mutter restlessly among themselves, and she glanpedt the brigand
leader. He was obviously perturbed by her appeadn éhough he had
presumably understood none of it. After severadéanoments, he barked a
curt command to the man holding the club poised boed Moreton's head.
The robber stopped in his tracks, then allowedwespon to drop and
dangle uncertainly at his side.

The leader pointed towards Diane and gave a cadiglésp orders. She was
pulled away from Lord Moreton's inert body and,dvefshe had time even
to cry out, he was hit again on the back of hisdh&he shuddered as she
heard the impact of the blow but, when she finfdlged herself to look up,
she saw that the robber was rubbing his knuckles.saw that he had used
his fist, not his club, so the blow had definitalyt been intended to Kill.

She was given no time to speculate on the reasamthé comparative
mildness of the brigands' behaviour. Two of theftedi her on to a thin
brown horse, and one of them sprang up behind3ier. gagged as she was
assailed by the combined odours of stale swedt¢ ganrd rough wine. The
robber's wiry arms, caked in greasy dirt, reaclmdchd her and held her
firmly in place as he picked up the reins.

The leader grunted his approval of this arrangenteatfreed the carriage
horses from their traces and transferred his shahbgle to one of them. He
mounted the prancing animal confidently, and waittxe Lord Moreton's
limp body was hauled up and draped in front of hifith a flick of the
finger, the leader indicated which of the robbeeswo have possession of
the other horse.



Diane was relieved to see the brigands steal theehoShe doubted if the
poor, starving beasts they had previously posseseatil have been strong
enough to support the burden of Lord Moreton's Wei§he was amazed
that the wretched creature carrying her and hetocald not stumble. She
felt almost as sorry for the underfed animal asditidor herself.

The brigands methodically stripped the grooms arghing they wore,
then tossed the naked bodies into the carriagel€Haer glanced only once
at the pale corpses, then issued a brief, singted wommand. The band
rode off swiftly into the darkness of the night.

Diane was not blindfolded, but she might as weliehbeen for all she could
guess of the route they followed. They turned b# tutted highway and
took a path that wound its way through a maze ofeejroves into a
sparsely-planted wood. She knew only that the shgamtline of Lisbon's
hills loomed constantly on the horizon and, evernvthey were deep into
the wood, the swell of the hills could occasionddly glimpsed through a
clearing in the trees.

The leader called a halt in a deserted clearinge ©h the brigands
immediately removed his shirt and replaced it vilery stolen from the
Marques's dead groom. He tore his discarded stiatseveral filthy strips
which he braided and used to bind Diane's and Mwckton's hands. Both
prisoners were hauled off their mounts and led tickety shed situated at
the edge of the clearing, where their captors duhtipem unceremoniously
into a pile of straw. From the smell which greeted as she landed, Diane
deduced that they were occupying the previous hofrefamily of aged
goats.

The brigand leader jumped off his horse and wal@dss the clearing with
a definite swagger. He began to talk to Diane, nmgkinany gestures
towards Lord Moreton's uniform and repeatedly nwmtig the word
Salamanca. Finally, he turned his shoulders towdnds clutching
dramatically at his sleeve, and she saw that bkryeairs of encrusted grime
his jacket shone with the braided stripes of aesmg

"You were a soldier!" she exclaimed, understanditrigst. "You fought with
the British army at Salamanca?'



'Sergeant. | sergeant. Yessir."! The brigand smdesghlaying a mouthful of
black tooth- stumps. He then clutched his heart paictomimed a man
wounded in battle.

'‘Are you trying to tell me that you were wounded the Battle of
Salamanca?'

'Sergeant. Yessir. Salamanca. British good. Fréach British soldier save
me.'

His command of the English language, however lidhitwas certainly

forceful, but, before Diane could ask him any quest, he launched into
another spate of Portuguese. The only phrase Diaderstood was the
name of the Marques de Algarve Branca, which agolearth monotonous

frequency. Seeing her total lack of comprehenglmman swept his arm in
a gesture encompassing the entire circle of thieves

'Soldiers. All soldiers,' he said. 'No food. Margumad. Marques very bad.
No food for old soldiers. No work. No house.' Heigped for a moment then
added, 'British soldiers not bad. British officeesy good.'

Diane offered a silent prayer of thanks to thei@nitarmy officer who, by
saving a Portuguese soldier's life, unwittinglyoadaved her life and that of
Lord Moreton as well. She gave the robber a castgile, and he bowed
politely before tossing the reins of his horsertwaderling and walking into
the goat-shed. With great efficiency, he proceeidedtrip her and Lord
Moreton of every visible item of value except thelothes. The brigand's
sentimental affection for British officers appatgnhad its practical
limitations.

The brigand made one further concession to sentatign Lifting Diane's
hand to remove her rings, his grimy fingers pausest her wedding band.
With another beaming display of tooth- stumps, bevdd gallantly and
allowed her to retain it. The flourish of his bouggested that he was well
aware of his extravagant good nature in allowingtbeetain this cherished
possession.



He remounted his horse, dropping the jewels andscbe had just stolen
into his saddle pouch. 'My soldiers go to eat. Maagl hungry. Goodbye.'

'‘Don't forget to feed the horses,' Diane mutterethha band fell into straggly
order. 'They look as if they're very bad hungry.to

The robbers were just riding out of the clearinggwkhe finally managed to
pull herself to her feet, no mean achievement Wwithnd hands and a long
gown hampering her movements.

'Wait, Sergeant! Please leave us some water bgburggo!" She indicated
the lump on the side of Lord Moreton's head, wiaetreckle of blood oozed
into a scarlet slash across a darkening black arlebruise.

The brigand ignored her, and she pleaded agaieglyou, Sergeant. My
husband needs water.'

He looked at her in silent contemplation, then essa rapid command.
Diane was reluctantly handed a shabby leather cwmrtthat she judged to
be about half-full of liquid.

‘Thank you, Sergeant,’ she said to the leader. Shersmiled at him and,
with little hope of succeeding, indicated her botads.

With a grunt, he cut through the strips to reldasg and then called quietly
to his men. The prospect of unlimited food obvigwsiided a spurt to their
movements, for they disappeared quickly into thekmEss of the
olive-groves and, within less than a minute, ths¢ fastle of the branches
had faded into silence.



CHAPTER NINE

A BRIEF sNIFFof the brackish water was sufficient to convindari2 that it
was undrinkable, but she poured some of it oved IMoreton's face, partly
in an effort to revive him and partly in an effastremove the dirt and blood
from his wound. Even in the pale moonlight, sheld¢@ee that the wound
was caked with dirt.

Water alone was not really sufficient to do the jmhd her handkerchief had
disappeared, along with her reticule, into the dmjs saddlebags. Drips of
muddy water trickled off Lord Moreton's foreheadoirthe folds of his
jacket and, with an impatient exclamation, sheqaulip the skirts of her
gown and tore off a strip of her thin muslin ungetticoat.

She was carefully wiping the congealed blood awagnfLord Moreton's
wound when he stirred restlessly on the pile o&vstr With startling
suddenness he opened his eyes.

'Diane,’ he said. He reached out wonderingly, asthénd stroked down the
delicate sweep of her jaw. 'Diane, you're here.'

It was the first time he had ever called her by @aamd her heart gave the
strange lurchingmovement that she so often expsztein his company.
She felt a peculiar, pleasant warmth radiate aunfhis fingers and flow
through her veins.

'Yes, I'm here,' she replied softly. She stretchetther hand, moving it
gently over his face, caressing him as he had seddser. She pushed a lock
of thick springy hair away from his wound, and feefinger traced the line
where his hair grew against his cheek.

With an abrupt, almost violent, gesture, he pushed hand aside and
dragged himself to his feet. 'What has happeneder®\dre we? The men . .
.'He pressed his hands to his head, then swungl toulace her. 'Who were
they? Why have you stayed here with me?'

'l had no choice but to stay,' she said coollyebhigands did not offer to
take me to their lair, even if | had wanted to go.’



‘The brigands? You did not know our attackers, then

She was sickened by the realisation that he sidtéd her so little, and she
walked to the tumbledown entrance to the shaclimhgpout into the night
so that she wouldn't have to look towards him.

'No," she said finally, not attempting to defend &r@swer. 'l didn't know our
attackers.'

There was a small, smothered sound from the daskmelsind her, and she
became aware of Lord Moreton's presence closedésidin the doorway.

'Diane,’ he said, his breath feeling warm agaimstiape of her neck. 'Will
you please untie my hands? Do you think you canagarmo do it?"

She turned round to face him as a cloud rolled awasn the moon,
revealing the stark pallor of his complexion. Thealked out of the shack to
take advantage of such light as there was, anddret against the rickety
wall while she struggled with the damp knots ofsted cloth.

It was not easy, and she had plenty of time tdhiell what she knew of the
brigands as she strove to unfasten the bindingisink they feel particular
hostility towards the Marques de Algarve Brandag said, as the last knot
finally came undone. 'l have the impression tHahal soldiers once worked
on the Marques's estates, and they resent thetHatthe has made no
provision for them now that the war is over. Thegravstarving, and simply
attacked the first of the Marques's carriages thaty felt would be
vulnerable. We were a little separated from thesottoaches returning to
the ship, and so we became victims.'

'Without your intervention, | have no doubt we wibulave been dead
victims," Lord Moreton said. 'l am—obligated—my yad

‘A little while ago, you called mBiane.’

'l was not in full possession of my wits," he sauditly. 'l am very thankful,
my lady, that you were able to remove your own inigsl.'



'No, I could not have managed that, but fortunatedybrigand leader cut my
bonds just before they rode off.'

'Well, then, we had better start back towards Lishbis likely to prove a
long walk. Do you know in which direction the brigts led us?'

Diane admitted that she had no idea. 'The olivevgrvas so bewildering,'
she said apologetically. 'One olive-tree looks vanch like another to me.'

'Did you not think to look up at the stars?' heeakkritably. 'At least then
we might have known the general direction in whighshould head. Now
we are reduced to stumbling aimlessly through theds.'

Her eyes flashed turquoise fire. 'l apologise &&lihg so happy to be alive
that | neglected to insist upon return directiasif the brigands. After all, |
had merely been thrown from my carriage on to th&dside and held
captive by a man who smelled like a warehouse rfidacheese. True, we
had nearly been killed on two separate occasiartspdne of that ought to
have been a reason for my fluttery feminine weakneget the better of my
common sense. | cannot imagine how | came to ldergetful.’

'l did not ask for a route-map. | merely suggesiadian occasional glance at
the sky might have been of help.’

'I'm not a sailor. Even if | had kept my eyes fixgermanently towards
heaven, | would not have had the faintest idea &ker were going. My
education has equipped me to find my way aroundbeistesof London;
it has not shown me how to navigate by the staosing ladies of fashion
are not encouraged to contemplate the wonderseatfitiht sky unless it is
depicted on the ceiling of a ballroom. They ardaialy not expected to be
interested in celestial navigation.'

He turned suddenly and smiled at her, the laugh&®ming his eyes. 'When
you're angry, you talk too much," he said. 'A mowdesirable characteristic
in any young lady of fashion.'

The remains of a smile lingered around his moutliteeing the harsh
contours of his face. 'But | apologise for beingaasonable.'



His smile sent a shock of pleasure tingling aloeg\reins, and she turned
away in an effort to diminish its effects. 'l malkt too much when I'm
angry, but you, my lord, are excessively rude evban you're not angry.'

To her surprise, he laughed. He pointed to oneheffew stars visible

through the covering of cloud, and said, 'Thisaanfirst lesson in celestial
navigation. That is the North Star. Therefore, &turn round, we should be
going south. And Lisbon is certainly south of ugh& moment, so that must
be more or less the correct way for us to go.'

'Why must Lisbon be to the south of us?' she asisethey began to step
gingerly through the overgrown thickets of trees.

'Because Lisbon is towards the coast,’ he said.d 'Ame have
incontrovertibly not travelled inland.’

They did not have to proceed very far with theitlkwato the woods before
they both realised that the task was impossible. mbonlight, frequently
obscured by clouds, was feeble even in the cleafinge they ventured into
the woods, all light vanished. Moreover, Diane Ineeaaware that
herperception of the density of the trees had aehtaccurate. The brigands
knew the overgrown pathways well and had ridden@tbhem confidently,
creating a false impression of ease. The bare mirdes had added to the
illusion of space but, in fact, the forest was guiense.

It was Lord Moreton who called a halt. 'We are aghiig no useful purpose.
Let's go back to the clearing and try to get soest. At least if we sleep a
little tonight, the walk will not seem so wearisoteenorrow.'

Diane was only too willing to agree. In the darls)eshe had not been able to
avoid the protruding tree-roots and spiky, haltentbranches. Her satin
shoes had been designed for a polished ballroomfon@a rough forest
floor, and the soft soles were reduced to littlerenthan shreds of leather
tied on to her bruised feet.

They walked back to the clearing, entering theydittack reluctantly. The
smell of stale goat met them, and Diane lookedodiisclately at the heap of
damp straw.



In the moonlight, it seemed that Lord Moreton's segéeamed with an
unexpected hint of tenderness. He removed his thécge military cloak
and spread it over the pile of straw. He bowediemB with a mock flourish.

"Your bed awaits you, my lady, and you will be gle@ to learn that this
establishment prides itself on the- softness ahisstresses.'

She smiled, responding to his mood. She pokeddhar of his cloak with
her toe. 'l trust the pillows have been well aited?

‘Certainly, my lady. We provide only thestof service.'

'l can't think how the servants forgot to pack nmn@illows. Inevertravel
without them.' She sank down on to the improvised, ber skirts spreading
out around her in a billowing pool. She noticedesal/dozen rents in the
stiff silk, and smiled ruefully at Lord Moreton ake picked off the leaves
and brittle twigs that were caught in the lacelestf

'‘No pillows, and tattered lace, how shocking! Mygall is falling down on
her duties. | think | should hire a new dressen'tdgou?’

He drew in a quick breath then turned abruptly gwet attempting to
respond to her feeble joke. 'Goodnight, Dia—. y.lady. | will see you in
the morning.’

She was aware of a coldness seeping into her lantidreezing her heart.
'My lord," she whispered. 'Please don't go. De@té me alone.’

It will be—Dbetter—if | sleep outside.’

She sprang up and clutched his arm before she wa® af what she was
doing. 'My lord, it is close to freezing outsidedayou have been injured.
Your head wound . . .'

Her words died away as she saw how totally he tegjeber concern. His
gaze remained implacable, his expression so retinaté was impossible to
divine his feelings, and she was confused by ttange welter of emotions



which suddenly assailed her. It wasn't for his sake realised, that she had
not wanted to sleep alone.

'Please, my lord, don't leave me by myself,’ shenmuwed. She was
suddenly haunted by the memory of a thousand amildmights when she
had huddled in the blackness of her room, whilefatdrer entertained a
glittering throng of guests in his brilliant, croed reception rooms. 'It is so
dark and cold," she whispered. 'And . . . and fraghtened when you are not
near me.'

For a moment there was absolute silence. Then, avlihrsh exclamation
quickly cut off, Lord Moreton swung back into theesl.

'Lie down,' he ordered. 'Make yourself comfortablgou can.'

She knelt in the straw, then crawled awkwardly orhis cloak while he

watched her with a strange mixture of aloofness iatehsity. He waited

until she was lying down before lowering himselthe pile of straw. At no

point was any part of his body in contact with héts did not exactly turn

his back on her, but he hunched himself on onesadbat Diane could see
little more than his shoulder, his ear and the Jangscled length of his
thigh.

With extreme hesitation, because something in afgabiour was making
her acutely conscious of every .action she tooanBiunfastened the ties of
her fur-lined cape. The cold seemed to increaseéhbysecond and she
thought how lucky they were that the brigands hastolen their clothes.
The ermine lining of her cloak would have kept éméire band in food for
the best part of a month. In the circumstancesbtlgand leader had been
exceptionally generous.

Keeping her mind on the distant brigands, and tuel away from the
extreme closeness of Lord Moreton, she spread euftcloak so that it
formed a blanket to cover her. There was a faistleélfrom Lord Moreton's
side of the straw. She cleared her throat.

'Would you like me to spread my cloak over us bogie asked his ear,
which was the only part of his head visible to her.



‘Thank you, but I'm not cold.’

Diane envied him his state of warmth. Her own bfedyfrozen, at least in
those few parts that were not already numb eittoen fexhaustion, pain, or
cold. She thought longingly of heated copper wagypans and thick
woollen blankets, and a faint, shivery sigh escdpdre she could manage
to hold it in.

'What is the matter?"

His voice was brusque to the point of roughnesd, slre replied quickly.
'It's nothing. Only that | am a little cold.’

He sat up, resting his back against the wall ohtlteHe didn't look at Diane
when he spoke. 'If you will rest against me, | btrglto keep you warm,' he
said. 'Any old soldier will tell you that it's waenfor two people to sleep
close together.’

She refrained from pointing out that it was he wiagl maintained their
separate positions, and obediently edged closérinto Hesitantly, she
relaxed her body against his and rested her hesidsaghe hard wall of his
chest. Even through the thickness of his uniforakga she could feel the
strong beat of his heart. It seemed to her thasdme reason, the beat was
rather rapid.

A few minutes passed in uncomfortable silence tih, a small sigh, Lord
Moreton put one of his arms around her shouldeiigh We other hand he
pulled her cloak over them both so that they waoked into a cocoon of
fur-lined warmth.

She wriggled pleasurably as the heat from his kay the heat from her
cloak flowed into her from two opposite directiofe icy numbness of her
fingers and toes gradually changed into a pleasiagting warmth.

‘Are you an old soldier?' she asked drowsily.dutht you had always been
a diplomat.’'



'What?' His voice sounded curiously abstractednamked contrast to the
firm but gentle pressure of his arms around heybod

"You said that old soldiers believe two people kaap warmer if they lie
close together,' she explained.

'It is not only old soldiers who have discovered thuth of that claim,’ he
said. For some reason, his voice sounded veryEirgn diplomats have the
occasional chance to test the truth of it.’

'Er v . . Have you always been in the diplomaticvise?' she asked,
conscious of a need to direct their conversatioayafrom Lord Moreton's
sleeping habits, although she wasn't sure why.

'Yes-, | have always been a diplomat.' After a spause, he added, 'As a
young man, | was sure | would change the faceeoibrld with my brilliant
diplomatic negotiations. | imagined myself as tinet architect of a just
and enduring peace among the nations of Europe.’

'Most people would say you have fulfilled your dreg’ she said. '"Your
reputation in London stands high with everybody,lorg.'

'Does it?' His laughter held more than a traceetifraockery. 'Now that |
am an older man, my dear, | have discovered tipddmiiacy and justice do
not often go together. And rationality certainlysh#othing to do with the
conduct of any diplomatic negotiation.’'

"You are too severe upon yourself," she said quietl

'Perhaps.’

She settled herself more comfortably within thet@ebon of his arms. 'Are
you going to retire permanently from governmenviser, my lord?"

'l had already retired,” he said. 'l undertook noyrent mission at the
personal request of the Foreign Secretary.'



His current mission. His mission to alert the gaomi on St Helena and to
leave Diane there in permanent exile. 'l see,saite She laughed harshly. 'l
had forgotten your current mission, my lord. | madidea my memory was
so bad.’

The warmth drained out of her as she spoke, leavamdimbs chilled and

shivery. How could she have forgotten the trueestdt affairs between
herself and Lord Moreton, she wondered? When halitydaded and the
wild daydreams taken over? She found that she tdwlaht to define

precisely what form those daydreams had taken,shedstirred restlessly
within his arms, uncomfortable with the falsenekthe intimacy between
them.

His arm clamped her back against his side. 'Domgghe. You are letting in
a draught.' As though there had been no disruptibrtheir previous

conversation, he continued, 'When | return to Emgjla shall devote all my
energies to becoming a better farmer. | have ddcitkat it is more

important to increase the yield of my turnip-fielsd improve the quality of
my wool crop than to worry about the precise bouiedaof Saxony, or the
taxation system of Moravia. People can eat my psrand wear my wool.
The boundaries of Saxony—wherever we draw them-siarply one more
imaginary line for people to fight over.'

Her anger at him drained away. 'You and the otb&rgates to the Congress
offered the Governments of Europe the chance afgpeéou cannot blame
yourself if some men choose not to take advantagéat you offer them.'

'You are adept at offering reassurance, my ladyd shat of your own
hopes for the future? | trust they are more exgitiran mine.’

She would not tell him that his dreams soundedegertio her, with their
promise of comfortable friendship with village nieligpurs and close ties to
an affectionate family. She thought of the empsnesher childhood and
the long years spent craving for even a casuatigesft affection from her
father. She thought of her romantic daydream afifig a man who would
offer her all the love and tenderness her fathdrdemnied her. She thought
of her hope for a family of noisy, laughing, hamtyidren who would never



know the torment of a silent house, or the terfdoimeliness when the house
was crowded with visitors who had no time for dahi

‘The French are a practical people,’ she saidnigieerself to break the long
silence. 'And | am a typical Frenchwoman. | am moich in the habit of
dreaming.'

She felt his hand under her chin, tilting it upwardie looked at her
searchingly for a long time, then brushed his thgmibtly across her lips.

"Your eyes betray you for the dreamer that youragelady. Won't you share
any part of those dreams with me?"

Her lips trembled where he had touched them. 'Thayy dreams are scarce
worth discussing. They are very ordinary, my lord.’

"Then share them with me."

She closed her eyes, yearning to break the balngresed by years of
indifference from her father. She found that if &ket her eyes shut, it was
easier for the words to flow.

'l have lived all my life in the centre of fashidi@ London,' she said. 'My
father felt no urge to possess a country estatk] dmave no relatives who
live in the country to allow me the chance to vieg English countryside.
But I've read so many descriptions of it that somes | feel |1 have
experienced the colours and scents of at leashdréd English springs.’

"You have never spent springtime in the country?'

'Until you took me to Plymouth, | had never jouradymore than twenty
miles from town.' She smiled faintly. 'Perhaps, bwer, late January is not
the best time to admire the passing scenery.’

'Have you never wanted to visit France?' he asked.

'l don't believe either of my parents was ever meded to the loss of their
homeland," she said. 'l was born in England, butoafrse | have always



longed to see the country my parents missed serlgittin fact, | have
always wanted to travel and see all the other cambf Europe. After the
war was over, | tried to persuade my father todl#w the Continent, but he
did not wish it. | think he was almost afraid toum to France and find that
he no longer recognised the places that were saaéam.’

‘Then Lisbon was your first sight of a foreign @ity

'Yes.' Her smile became a touch rueful. 'l contéss$ | would have been
happy if my first experiences of sight-seeing haérbrather more on the
dull side.’

'‘But think of the tales you will be able to tellyograndchildren!

'If anybody believes them!" She didn't point ouivhunlikely it was that she
would ever have any grandchildren. She preferrethia moment, not to
dwell on the stark reality of a future permaneithunded by the coastline
of a small island.

Lord Moreton began to talk quietly about his staySt Petersburg and,
although she was fascinated by his stories, Diaaduglly found herself
dropping off into sleep. When she woke, it was wgng] and she was alone.



CHAPTER TEN

SHE RAN to the door, filled with an immense sensationadief when she
saw Lord Moreton crossing the small clearing. Shushed at her unkempt
hair and tried unsuccessfully to shake the crease®sf her dress, almost
grateful that there wasn't a mirror.

'‘Good morning,' Lord Moreton said as he approadhedshed. He was
unshaven, but otherwise looked clean and well-gembmHow are you
feeling?'

'I'm well," she lied. In truth, every bone and miashe possessed seemed to
be aching.

He walked into the shed, not looking at her closipugh to dispute her
statement. 'There's a stream just at the edgeeotldaring.’ He pointed
towards the trees behind the hut. 'The water séesis enough to drink.’

‘That's good. I'll wash and have a drink beforestegt our journey back to
Lisbon.'

She dipped her arms into the icy spring water upecelbows, scrubbing off
the mud and wisps of straw. She leaned forwarditk @nd discovered that
she had lost all her hairpins, so that her cutlddevard in a tangled mass
around her face. She scraped the curls back ititiclaplait and tied it with
a strip of lace torn from her petticoat. She spdsivater over her face until
her skin tingled with freshness, decided there wathing she could do
about the mud on her dress, and walked back tshée.

She found Lord Moreton waiting inside, seated @ite of straw. As soon
as she entered the hut, however, he sprang tedtisuhd held out her cloak.
'We had better start walking at once,' he said.

'Yes." She glanced up at the sun and turned confjdeowards the
south-east. 'Is this the correct way?"



He hesitated for a moment. 'It will certainly laaglback to the harbour. The
problem is, we do not know whether we have beemdironorth-east or
north-west of Lisbon.’

'l see.' They walked in silence until they entdtefirst thicket of trees. 'My
lord, do you think the ship will wait for us? Whishe sails with nobody on
board who can identify the impostor when he arrineSt Helena?'

'We must hope the ship doesn't sail without us.HAkk also better walk as
fast as we can. Let me go first, so that | can #aseath for us both. If only
they had left me my sword!

Passage through the wood was so difficult that ®iamas forced to keep her
gaze fixed firmly on the ground in an effort to al/the worst of the hazards
waiting to trip her. The remnants of her shoesntiggirated within the first
half-hour of their march and thereafter most of étéention was devoted to
not thinking about the excruciating pain in hertfeeery time she stumbled
against a tree-root.

So intense was her concentration on her woes lieatgared no thought for
Lord Moreton's uncharacteristic silence. It waamitil they suddenly
emerged from the wood into the narrow street ahalkfishing village that
she realised he had not uttered a single wordeiffivie hours they had been
walking.

She discovered the explanation for his silence wigestopped at the first of
the primitive fishermen's huts and turned reludyatiat face her.

He leaned against the wall of sun-baked mud, steading his forehead.
His skin was white, drained of every last vestidecolour, and blood
streamed in a scarlet slash from the re-opened avautihe side of his head.

‘A tree branch,' he mumbled indistinctly. Trying ¢lear the way and it
sprang up and caught me. Yougoon. ..

He closed his eyes and slid slowly to the groundn® caught him just in
time to prevent his head banging on the road. &ké Wwith his head resting
on hex lap, wondering how she was to move him. I8bked around the



deserted street with a hint of desperation in harag, and then saw that the
street was not deserted at all.

Faces of all ages peered from behind the narrdsvtbiat served as windows
in the huts. Dark eyes of liquid, mournful brownzgd watchfully and
unmovingly at the two of them. After several mirsuté silent inspection, a
thin, black-clad woman ventured as far as the dbber hut.

Diane did her best to look harmless and respectaliieeh she knew was
somewhat difficult since she was clothed in a sgbwn liberally scattered
with twigs and spiders.

'My husband has had an accident,’ she said, atvatréne villagers wouldn't
understand her, but unable to think of any othery i@ break the
suspicion-laden silence. 'Can you help us, please?’

The woman who had been brave enough to peep outediately
disappeared back into the darkness of her huttamddkety wooden door
was slammed shut. As if obeying some hidden sigalhlthe other eyes
simultaneously disappeared from the window slits.

It was only a few seconds, however, before theipgdaces reappeared.
Two or three women walked as far as their doors, aviten nothing
untoward happened, ventured out into the streein $owhole cluster of
women and children were gathered around Diane langttll unconscious
Lord Moreton.

Diane gave the assembled women her best efforpkcatory smile. The
villagers merely stared at her with increased sugp] making no move to
help her or Lord Moreton. 'My husband has beerupeh by thieves,' she
said, pointing to his wound. 'We need to eat amstl mefore we proceed to
Lisbon. Can you help us, please?’

If the villagers had been quiet before, her womssbme reason inspired
them to a positive cacophony of eager voices. Sa&lmot understand a
single word, and eventually the noise died awaythadwo groups were left
staring at each other in renewed, incomprehendlegce. Lord Moreton

chose this moment to regain consciousness. Hegyjagbow moan, stirred,



and looked up to find Diane and twenty-odd villagetl staring at him
expectantly.

He rubbed his hand across his eyes. 'Am | supptis&dow what to do
next?' he murmured to Diane.

'Unless you speak Portuguese,’ she said drylyink tone of us is going to
have to start playing charades.'

'‘God forbid!" Lord Moreton dragged himself to heet. He was still pale,
and he swayed ominously when he moved away fronstpgort of the
wall, but he did manage to remain upright. Onlyri2ialooking anxiously at
the greyness of his complexion, was aware of howtaidfort it cost him.

'Er—English. . .Ingles,” he said to the villagerfNavio. . . er . . .nosso
navio a Lisboa.'

'Oh, well done!" Diane exclaimed. 'l had no ideau yoould speak
Portuguese!'

'l can't." His mouth twisted wryly. 'I'm afraid ybave just heard the ultimate
limits of my command of the-language.’

Unfortunately the villagers did not seem to berapressed as Diane was
with Lord Moreton's valiant effort to communicaiéey shuffled their feet
and continued to look bewildered but, after marpet#ions of the words
Lisboa and navio, one woman pointed hesitantly towards the southeast,
adding a few phrases of explanation as she poihtd. Moreton looked
grim as he listened, and even grimmer as he trisasthe village woman's
words for Diane.

'l think she says Lisbon is very far away from he®@e can't give an
accurate estimate of the distance but, if I've wtded her correctly, she
says it's almost a day's walk.'

'But how could we have travelled so far?'



‘The Marques's palace is about twelve miles nohktw of
Lisbon—remember it took us well over an hour tached. The brigands, |
think, must have carried us another few miles \aastwe compounded the
error by travelling west as well as south when wessed through the
woods. | estimate that we are more than ten mites Lisbon harbour, even
though we have reached the coast.’

‘Ten miles!" Diane contemplated walking anotherrteles in her bare feet,
and felt her heart plummet straight to the gro8ttk leaned tiredly against
the wall of the cottage. 'Could we eat first, doi yoink?'

He smiled, his dark eyes unexpectedly tender.sline we could, at least if
the villagers have any food.'

He turned to speak to the village women. There wassiderable
conversation, accompanied by much gesturing andngaf hands, before
Lord Moreton finally turned back to her.

'I'm afraid they want your wedding ring before thveill take us into one of
their cottages,' he said. 'l have offered them noak; but they aren't
interested.’

'Of course they can have my ring.' She removedidkdy, surprised by the
sharp pang of regret she felt when one of the fisbmen snatched it
greedily. The woman tested it against her brokethtebefore grunting in
apparent satisfaction and tucking it into the fadfiker rusty black skirt.

'‘Anna Maria," she said, pointing to herself as sasrthe ring was safely
away. She seemed to have no interest in learngigrthmes. She swung on
her heel and with quick, flapping gestures indiddtet they should follow
her down the narrow street.

The business of the afternoon had apparently besclwded to the
satisfaction of the villagers. The women and clitddidn't follow the
visitors, but retired to their huts, and the stigas soon deserted.

Diane was agreeably surprised when Anna Maria dhaltéhe cleanest and
most prosperous- looking of all the cottages inuitlege. She beckoned



them inside, then conducted them on a tour of bardh proudly displaying
the fact that the cottage boasted three separamastoa stable for the
animals, and a bedroom, as well as the kitchen.

There was no need to understand Portuguese in todenow that the
bedroom was Anna Maria's pride and joy. A largavgtpallet, covered with
knitted blankets, was raised on a solid woodenflade, and the floor itself
was tiled with some sort of red flagstone, unlike kitchen floor which was
made of compressed earth. Anna Maria's chest sweikbly as she
displayed the colourful blankets. She was obvioustydinately proud of
the fact that she and her husband possessed feraitd linen, as well as the
luxury of a mud-and-stone wall between the kitchad the bedroom. She
gave a final fond smile as she patted the mattregting Diane and Lord
Moreton to sit down. Diane sat, doing her besbtuklsuitably impressed,
although the smell of goat and donkey wafting onrthe stable detracted
somewhat from the pleasure of resting her feet.

Lord Moreton looked at her with undisguised amusgm®on't wrinkle
your nose,' he said. 'lt was aristocratic sniffe lthat which cost your
ancestors their heads. | don't want to offend castdss before we eat
dinner.'

'Do you. . . do you think we shall have to eat ohthe goats?'

'I'm sure they're much too valuable to kill for aaupper, and | saw no
goat-meat hanging in the kitchen as we passeddhrddon't worry about
it."

To Diane's relief, Lord Moreton proved correct. Anklaria's husband,

Paulo, returned from his day's fishing in timedes a large codfish into the
simmering pot of vegetable stew. It bubbled amdmydeppers and black
olives, covering the odour of animals with the eintj smell of hot, spicy

food. Diane's stomach began to rumble in happgipation.

The kitchen table was generously sized, and haghtgtcarved benches on
either side of it. Anna Maria and Paulo sat onloerech together with Diane
and Lord Moreton. Six smiling children, the eldast more than ten, the
youngest barely able to walk*, seated themselvesgakthe other. The



children’s clothes were filthy and their hair mdtteith grease, but Diane
saw that Anna Maria made them all wash their hamdisfaces before they
sat down. They all looked a great deal more chedrén she had ever felt as
a child.

Anna Maria set the tureen of stew in the centtb@table and Paulo opened
the top half of the door between the kitchen areldtable. The donkey,
obviously familiar with the family routine, immedéy stuck his head
through the opening. Despite his best efforts, h@awnehis muzzle didn't
quite reach the table and he watched the progreshkeomeal with a
melancholy, but avid, interest.

His interest was not in vain. When all the bowlsl teeen filled, he was
awarded the head of the codfish. He ate it quicklth every appearance of
total enjoyment, then spent the remainder of thalmegbbing his nose
contemplatively against the wooden door-frame. Whihey ate, the
children often leaned back and gave him an absemead but affectionate
scratch. In return, the donkey nuzzled their nesmkd occasionally blew
gently in their ears.

Despite the pungent odours of the stable, Dianeghiothat the fish stew,
washed down by a coarse red wine, was the mosialgifood she had ever
eaten. She only wished there had been some brealdlde so that she
could mop up more of the sauce. As for the compsing,decided, it was a
great deal more congenial than that found at mostlbn dinner parties.

The sun was beginning to set before the meal was. dNow that her
stomach had stopped growling, Diane was able @ ddkesh interest in her
surroundings and, glancing at Lord Moreton, shetbaivhe looked far from

happy.

'Didn’t you enjoy the stew?' she asked.

'Yes, but I'm worried about our journey to Lisbdmventy miles is a long
way to walk, and it's getting dark.’

'Perhaps they would sell us the donkey in exchémgmy cloak. It's lined
with ermine and must be worth many times the valfube donkey.'



‘To us, perhaps, but not necessarily to them. Hewdfiere is no harm in
trying; they might be willing to make the exchange.

He began to talk with Paulo and Anna Maria. Diagenkd back against the
kitchen wall, allowing the meaningless words to ah flow around her in
gentle waves. She closed her eyes, feeling thsflinguor of repletion
steal up and overtake her. She took another dipeofed wine, and wished
that she and Lord Moreton did not have to set outisbon. The problems
of reaching their ship and keeping Napoleon safefyrisoned on St Helena
seemed remote and unimportant.

A rising spiral of voices alerted her to the fabiatt Lord Moreton's
discussions were not going smoothly. Reluctantig, gpened her eyes.

'Won't they sell us the donkey?' she asked.

'Yes, although they're not happy about it. The peablem, as far as | can
gather, is that there is no marked road betwees dnad Lisbon. Somebody
will have to guide us from here to the city, andody is willing to leave the
village after dark.'

‘Gatunos! Ladrdos!Anna Maria nodded her head vigorously.

'She claims there are thieves,' Lord Moreton teded curtly.

‘Ladraos violentos!'interjected Paulo.

'Well, we have proof positive that they are boghtj' Diane said wryly. 'The
thieves were certainly violent. What must we do, lorg, if they won't
guide us back to the city?"

He paused for a moment before replying. 'Anna Maighes us to spend
the night here," he said finally. 'l believe heslband is willing to act as our

guide if we wait until dawn before leaving the ade.’

'‘But our ship sails on the dawn tide," she saice Wdve to be in Lisbon
before then!



'If we are attacked and Kkilled, there will be nopo pass on the
information. If we wait until tomorrow morning, wahould arrive safely in
Lisbon by nightfall. I can hire a boat to catchwigh the frigate.’

"You have no money.'

'l shall simply approach the British ambassadoer&twill be no difficulty
in acquiring funds once we are in Lisbon.’'

Diane yawned. 'I'm delighted to hear we are stgysige said. "What do you
think we would have to offer Anna Maria for the toaf her bed? We are
getting short of items to sell, and | had no idestiraw pallet could look so
appealing.’

'She has already offered us the use of her bedsaitebrusquely. "Your
wedding ring apparently bought us that privilege.'

'That is excellent news.' Diane yawned again.strsleepy,' she added. 'Can
we go to bed right away?'

There was a tiny pause. 'You go ahead," he sadyfinl am not tired at the
moment.’

Diane yawned. "You must have the constitution glaaliator, my lord!"

He laughed, but his laughter sounded grim. 'Somgtlike that, | suppose.'
He got up from the table, pushing back the bendt &i quick, jerky

movement. 'l will see if our hostess can be persdad provide you with
some hot water. I'm sure you'd like to wash."'

‘It would be wonderful,’ she agreed.

Lord Moreton began the lengthy task of miming tkeadhfor hot water, and
Diane made her way to the somewhat chilly trantyidif the bedroom. All
six children followed her out of the kitchen, sagtithemselves on the
red-tiled floor and watching with solemn interestshe removed her shoes
and stretched out on the straw mattress. As soshasvas settled, the
youngest child clambered up on the bed, smilinggslg as he curled into a



tight ball on her lap. He stuck his thumb into imsuth, sucked noisily for a
couple of minutes, and soon fell asleep. The athédren, emboldened by
Diane's willing acceptance of the baby, walked dedhe bed and gingerly
stroked the satin skirts of her dress. The eldgkstiger dark eyes glowing
with pleasure, ruffled the soft falls of turquoisee, smiling as the filmy
material rippled through her fingers.

Anna Maria arrived only minutes later with the pised bucket of water
and, clucking sharply at her children, thrust deeging baby into the eldest
child's arms. Her offspring did not seem noticeatfigstened by her sharp
words and clattered out of the bedroom, castingrdhesmiles towards
Diane as they went. Despite her fatigue, she wag Bosee them leave. The
baby had been especially appealing, she thoughhadédelt so warm and
soft against her body, so pleasantly heavy as k#edetrustingly in the
crook of her arm.

Anna Maria set the wooden bucket down on the fiow rummaged around
in the small painted chest, which was the only ofhece of furniture in the
room apart from the bed. She eventually extractidesmdbare cotton towel
and a piece of pumice-stone, putting them on tliednel indicating with a
smile that she was ready to help Diane out of bemg

Until that moment Diane had not given much thoughhe fact that she and
Lord Moreton would be sharing a bedroom. Excessieglesty would, in
any case, have seemed out of place since she addMareton had spent
the previous night curled up under her cloak inraBandoned goat- shed.
Indeed, her only conscious thought about Anna Makadroom had been
that it provided a marked improvement in the statd# their sleeping
accommodation. Now, however, she suddenly visudhliserself in the
candle-lit bedroom, lying next to Lord Moreton, atlanly in her muslin
chemise. She thought about his hand touching hieedhahoulders. She
thought about his arm brushing against her breast$,a flush of burning
heat swept over her body, warming her from scalipés. As soon as she
realised precisely what she was imagining, she adnpff the bed and
walked swiftly towards the bucket of hot water.

‘There is no need to take off my dress, thank yghe'said to Anna Maria,
wondering how on earth she could explain—in mime+duesire to wash



and sleep without removing her clothes. She madg@ous attempt to
convey her meaning, but gave up in view of Annkslbincomprehension.

'l intend to sleep in my clothes,' she said withtla¢ firmness she could
muster. 'lt's better that way. More comfortables,Y#nat's it. It's warmer,
you know." She smiled—she hoped convincingly—andcbled her arms
around the embroidered waistband of her gown.

Anna Maria naturally paid not the slightest attentito these remarks.
Moreover, she clearly saw no reason to waste merith a pointless struggle
to understand why the English lady kept clutchieg mmidriff. As soon as
she was sure that Diane had stopped speaking,asteehgr guest another
beaming smile and proceeded exactly as thoughmptiad been said, and
exactly as though Diane were not frantically flagpher arms in a hopeless
attempt at communication. She calmly unfastenedrakae of cream silk
buttons at the back of the gown and, with sublindifierence to Diane's
continued mumbles of protest, then eased the dofflsand pointed
commandingly to the bucket of tepid water. MeeKliane knelt and began
to scrub herself clean.

As she rubbed the scratchy pumice-stone over hmes,aDiane reflected
wryly that, even if she had spoken fluent Portuguéswould have been
difficult to explain to a down-to-earth peasant vaanwhy she wanted to go
to bed clad in an embroidered gown. Satin stiffemeth six rows of
whalebone and liberally daubed with mud hardly matie most
comfortable of night attire.

Anna Maria watched as she finished drying herselihe cotton towel, and
then, with a triumphant flourish, produced a ta#sihell comb from her
apron pocket. With the firmness of a woman accustbta dealing with six
active children, she pushed Diane into a sittingjtpmn on the end of the bed
and swiftly unplaited the thick braid of her guedair. She crooned
admiringly as the lush curls were released fromfinement, and hummed
to herself as she began upon the time-consuming a@éasunsnarling
two-days'-worth of tangles.



The job was only half done when they both becans@wf Lord Moreton's
silent presence in the bedroom doorway. Diane ldakeand, meeting the
compelling intensity of his gaze, found herselflleao look away.

He, like her, must have been provided with a buoketater, for there was
no longer even the slightest trace of dust remgiomhis face or around his
wound. He had removed his uniform jacket, presugnabbrder to wash,
and he now carried it slung carelessly over hisikley. His cravat dangled
untied against the once-white folds of his shioatt He had been unable to
shave, for the stubble of his beard gleamed dag&mst his newly-washed
skin. Diane found herself wondering what it wouédlike to feel that rough
stubble moving beneath her fingertips . . . agadiestcheek . . . against her
mouth.

She was horrified by the extraordinary directiom ti@ughts kept taking

and she tried to look away, but a sudden flarenodteon in Lord Moreton's

eyes held her hypnotised. Her stomach muscles ldehin a strange
nervous excitement, and the sensation, insteactiofyldisagreeable, was
curiously pleasant. She felt sure that her cheek® @flame with colour

although, when she instinctively crossed her arwvex dver breasts, her
fingers seemed icy cold against the heat of her. ski

She realised that Anna Maria had stopped combingdieand was holding
out the comb to Lord Moreton, babbling a strearPoftuguese as she did
so. He advanced slowly into the bedroom, accepliaggcomb as he paused
in front of Diane. She clenched her hands in healad stared fixedly at her
knuckles. Whereas a few seconds before she haduresdate to tear her
gaze away from him, now she found it impossibleng®et his eyes.

At the edge of her vision she was aware of Annaidiseuttling from the

room, taking the wooden bucket with her. Dimly gkgistered that the
woman had paused in the doorway to say goodnightshe forced herself
to look up and wish her a safe night's rest. Anraidresponded with a
black-toothed grin and a respectful bob, closirggdbor behind her without
releasing her hold on the bucket.



There was a lengthy moment of silence, and thed Mwreton cleared his
throat. 'Paulo and the children wanted to rolltbeir pallets and get to bed.
| could not stay in the kitchen any longer.’

Diane returned to the obsessive inspection of Imeickle-bones. 'l quite
understand,’ she said. She searched desperatedprfaathing else to say,
but her mind remained an unco-operative blank.

Once again it was Lord Moreton who broke the unastable silence.
'Would you like me to finish combing your hair?gesthat Anna Maria has
not quite completed the task.’

‘That would be very good of you.'
‘Not at all.’'

Lord Moreton made a few swift passes of the combudh the front of her
hair, then cleared his throat again. 'l believkdllshave to sit on the bed in
order to reach the back of your hair. That is whaest of the tangles
remain.'

Diane looked studiously at the mud-filled cracksha stone wall. It was as
good a way as any of avoiding looking at him. 'Thgrall means sit on the
bed, my lord. Or | could stand up.’

‘There is no need for that," he said somewhat belggHe sat beside her
and she bent her head, glad that the heavy swelegr dfair hid the scarlet
glow of heat burning in her face. She had nevenlvegponsible for taking
care of her own hair; one of the maids had brushtsdce a day ever since
she could remember. But their ministrations hadeneaused a tight steel
band to coll itself around her rib-cage, makindifticult to breathe. Their,
actions had never made her tremble inside, or rhadbands icy cold even
while the surface of her skin seemed to burn watref.

Lord Moreton lifted up the weight of her hair arahithe comb through the
tangle of dark curls that rested against her stewaldHis breath was warm
against the bare nape of her neck, and her ownthimgacame to a
precipitous halt as his fingers twisted softlyhe thickness of her hair.



With a great effort of will, she shook off the stgge languor that afflicted
her. It was ridiculous that the simple act of binghher hair should leave
her feeling so disoriented. 'l think my hair isdfref tangles now, my lord,’
she said breathlessly.

'‘No. There is one section | have not yet combeis."ddice was curiously
thick, and for a moment the comb scraped clumgbirest her shoulders.

'I'm sorry,' he said curtly.
'It's quite all right, my lord. You didn't hurt me.
'Did | not?'

This time there was no mistaking the strange imbef his voice, but he
resumed his careful combing of her hair, and thielliteting weakness
overcame her again, precluding the possibilityadibinal thought. It seemed
to her that there were no sensations left in thedrexcept the featherlight
touch of his hands against her skin and the warnspen of his breath
caressing her shoulders.

The movement of the comb through her hair finatlypped and a great
silence filled the space between them, growing #ackening until the
airvibrated with a tension that she could almostio

'Diane . . ." She hardly heard the murmured sodihéioname as she felt the
slow, deliberate caress of his hands over the stdpeer shoulders and

then—unbelievably—the pressure of his fingers &y tturved round the

aching fullness of her breasts, gently pulling ihés his arms.

A lightning flash of sensation ripped through hetire body, radiating from
the place where his hands cupped her breasts ehisatson was so sharp, so
acute, that she felt it almost as pain, and shengpoff the bed, terrified by
the unfamiliar power of her own feelings.

‘Th-thank you for combing my hair,' she stutteréids completely free of
tangles now. It is enough, my lord.’



'No," he said harshly, and even in her overwrogtgite she could hear that
his voice was flat with the effort of control. 'NBiane, it is not enough. It is
nowhere near enough for me.'

In two strides he had crossed the tiny room, takieigback into his arms as
he urged her to turn around and look at him. 'l twammake love to you,

Diane. | have been in torment ever since | first yoai. Oh God, | feel as if

am being torn apart with the need to hold you inamys!

She did not dare to look at him, so she once agjaned blindly at the wall.

She knew that, for the sake of her sanity, shatagfuse him. And she also
knew that if she once looked at him, her poweetase him anything would

be lost.

'My lord, we cannot make love . . . We must ndttis not right . . .’
'We are husband and wife," he said softly. 'Howitant be right?'
'‘But our marriage is not real, my lord!

‘Tonight we shall make it real. Let me love youai®. Let me show you
how it can be for a man and a woman when they roadee’ With one finger

he traced the quivering outline of her mouth arehthwhile her lips still

tingled from the touch, he bent his head and kisszd

She had never known, never even imagined, thahtre touch of a man's
lips to her mouth could have such an effect uparyepart of her body. She
felt as if her limbs were dissolving until theresn@othing left of her except
a fierce ache of longing and the feverish uniorher lips with his. She

reached up her arms, winding her hands in the gipess of his hair as she
had so often longed to do, and she felt his bodgdér convulsively against
hers. His hands tightened against her back, highmooved urgently over

hers and suddenly, shockingly, she felt the hamalthof his tongue against
her lips.

She immediately pulled away, frightened both byetratic thudding of her
heart and by her sudden inexplicable urge to opemtouth and accept the
thrust of his tongue against her own. She feltesed, almost disembodied,



and yet at the same time startingly aware of ewsely of her skin. And
every inch of it seemed to be crying out for contgith Lord Moreton.

Once again, the silence between them stretchedntarminably. It was
shattered by the sudden echoing trumpet of Pasito'ses, and Diane gavea
tiny gasp of laughter that teetered perilously eltsa sob. Lord Moreton's
eyes darkened with wry, momentary amusement, tedraimed her face in
his hands and looked at her searchingly. He brush&s of butterfly
lightness across her mouth.

‘There is nothing to fear, Diane," he said. 'Weetal/night ahead of us and |
swear that we shall do nothing that you do not want

'‘My lord...'
'My name is Edward,' he said huskily. 'Let me hgar say my name.'

She looked up at him and the tenderness she shis face caused her fear
to vanish as if it had never been. 'Edward," shispdned. 'Will you please
kiss me again?'

He drew in a quick, unsteady breath, then swepinb@his arms and carried
her over to the bed. He cradled her against hig lasehe covered her with
the thin knitted blanket, and she could feel thedster of his body against
her side.

'Why are you trembling?' she asked. 'Are you cold?"

He laughed softly. 'On the contrary,’ he saidelidve | am burning up. | am
on fire, Diane, and only you can extinguish thebla

Even in the flickering light of the single tallovardle she could see that all
trace of tenderness had already vanished from yes.eHis gaze now

reflected-the same feverish glitter she felt withierself, and his cheeks
were stained with a hectic flush of desire. Shéised that he held himself

under the most rigid control, and she was suddsgiged by the longing to

know what he would be like when that iron self-cohfinally snapped.



She supposed that Paulo was still snoring andtieatnimals still snickered
in their stable, but she was deaf to the outsidédwBShe could hear only the
sound of Lord Moreton's rapid breathing and thedtiwg pound of her

heart.

She held out her arms, welcoming him into her esdgrand he gave a low
groan as his lips covered hers in a passionatkinggkiss.

His hands stroked away her clothes and turned ddy bo flame until, at
last, the world faded away into a dream of dark &ind there was nothing
left but the feel of his hard body coiled tight aug hers, and the blissful,
mindless ecstasy of his possession.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

IT was Paulo who woke them shortly before dawn the nertning,
summoning Lord Moreton into the kitchen to wash dnekss while Anna
Maria came into the bedroom to help Diane braidHar and do up the
buttons on her gown. They all met in the crowdedhdn, where they drank
a cup of warm goat's milk and bade goodbye to ltepg- eyed children.

Diane, noticing the yearning gaze of the eldesgtsar, tore off long strips
of the turquoise lace edging her gown and gawetie child, exchanging a
rueful smile with Lord Moreton when the tattereddavas accepted in a
stunned and gratified silence.

The younger children began to cry when they redlisat their donkey was
about to be taken away from them, but Lord Morejaietened their tears
by explaining, in halting Portuguese, that the aiwould be returning the
next day with their father. The cherubic, milk-smezh faces were
immediately full of smiles, and the donkey was dmeogd in sticky farewell
kisses.

Anna Maria was almost as full of smiles as herdrkih when they said their
final goodbyes. 'And so she should be," Lord Maretauttered to Diane.
'She obviously missed her calling. Anybody who acaegotiate the
acquisition of an ermine- lined cloak in exchange dne day's hire of a
donkey could make a fortune in a major trading.city

'‘But in fact we probably need the donkey more tHlag needs the ermine,’
Diane pointed out. 'Besides, it doesn't mattas ftot all that cold.’

"You were never a very good liar," he said sofflyha lifted her up on to the
donkey. 'lt is not very convincing if your teethatter when you claim to be
warm. Here, take my cloak.’

'‘But my lord . .

'Last night you called me Edward," he said, asak&ehed the cape securely
beneath her chin. 'And | have found that | likesband of my name on your



lips. Do you know that you have just the tiniestgéring trace of a French
accent?’

'I have never been told that before.'

'‘Ah, but nobody else has had the opportunity ta lyear sayEdwardin
precisely the urgent, longing way that | have heand say it.'

She blushed furiously, but there was no chancayasything more, for at
that point Paulo finished his lengthy instructiomis children and gave the
donkey a hearty slap on its rear. It snickered amgeotest, and then set off
in a steady, albeit somewhat reluctant, walk. Pand Lord Moreton
walked briskly alongside the animal.

Once they had left the village, the hard-packetrdad soon degenerated
into a winding track.

Within a mile, it became increasingly narrow anddha walk along. Diane
realised that the villagers had not exaggeratechvihey claimed it would
be impossible to follow the track at night. Theyravalso correct in claiming
that it would be impossible to find the trail forshon without a guide, for
the main route was criss-crossed with wanderingtsadks, and at the
points of intersection there rarely seemed anytwalecide which path was
the main one.

To compound the miseries of their journey, the wonalight with it gusts of

intermittent rain that turned stretches of the higd into muddy quagmires
and soaked their clothes until they became soddesses of half-frozen
fabric.

Diane glanced frequently at Lord Moreton, worriedi&ly by the grimness
and by the pallor of his expression. She hoped—Ild@sperately she
hoped—that the grim set of his features was cabgexncentration on the
task of reaching Lisbon, and not by regret for wiad occurred between
them the previous night.

Ever since she first met him, she had fought agaicisnowledging that she
was falling in love. But now, having spent the riighhis arms, there was no



longer any hope of disguising the truth from hdrs&he loved him,
hopelessly and irrevocably. The rational part of brain tried to point out
that her love alone could not turn her marriagéWwdrd Moreton into a true
union. But try as she might to temper her fantagiéis caution, her heart
would not co-operate with her head. As the donkewly jogged out the
miles, her imagination soared above the miserigbethilly road to take
comfort in a glorious daydream.

In this wonderful dream, when they arrived backhatship, Lord Moreton
ignored the frantic questions of the waiting off&and crew. He hurried to
their cabin where he swept her into his arms amthded that he loved her.
He kissed her passionately, his body hard and déimguagainst hers. Then
he ripped off her clothes . . . The next entranatage of her fantasy kept
Diane warm and glowing for several freezing milégheir journey.

Unfortunately, try as she might to prevent it, tbeldness of reality
eventually intruded on the rosy edges of her dreawen if he loved her,
Diane thought, what could their future hold? Howuldothey remain
together? Lord Moreton was a nobleman with oblayai and
responsibilities he could never escape. Her fuay®n a barren, hot island
in the South Atlantic. His future lay in England the lush green tranquillity
of the countryside. If anything could be certairif@, it was that he did not
need a suspected traitor as his bride.

A touch of bitterness tinged her smile as she sedlithe monumental
foolishness of her dreams. Two days of alternatert@nd ecstasy must be
affecting her brain. She had always prided hexselthe practicality of her

nature. As a practical woman, how could she believen for a moment,

that Lord Moreton was ready to count the world vedit for passion? He

had told her he desired her, but he had spokenardsaof love. He had

made no promises of undying devotion. She forcegdifeto face up to the

fact that he had probably made love to a hundreeratomen. His skill as a
lover came from experience, not from the tendernésss feelings for her.

Their love- making had transported her to paradisat did not mean that
Lord Moreton had joined her there.

She felt Paulo's hand tugging at her sodden caykslze saw that they had
actually reached the outskirts of Lisbon. She gtanewiftly towards Lord



Moreton, but he did not look at her, and the cosdnaf despair squeezed a
little tighter around her heart.

She scarcely noticed the bustling activity of titg streets as they crossed
the western part of the town and arrived at théddwar. She heard a brief,
quick cry of triumph from Lord Moreton, and lookeg to see their ship still

riding at anchor, the British flag blowing proudiy the brisk January

breeze.

Paulo grinned and let out a rushing stream of Bodse, obviously very
much pleased with himself and his skill as a guzlane smiled, sharing his
pleasure, although she was so tired and so nunfiboeitl that she had no
energy to celebrate their success with the intgiisiteserved.

Lord Moreton, after his one triumphant exclamatiogtreated again into
silence, walking the last few paces along the qu#ty his face averted both
from Paulo and from Diane.

Paulo pulled the donkey to a halt at the ship's,sadd a great shout went up
from the watching sailors as they recognised Looté¢bn's mud- spattered
uniform. Within minutes, their party was surroundsda swarm of sailors
and soldiers, the bright scarlet of their jacketkimg a welcoming splash of
colour against the gloom of the winter afternoon.

A dozen helping hands reached out to assist Diame the donkey, but she
was paralysed by her fatigue. Try as she mighthheds would not loosen
their tight hold on the reins, and her legs refusestraighten out and allow
her to slide to the ground.

Suddenly she felt Lord Moreton's arms around hdstwaddold on to my

shoulders,' he said curtly. There was no traceradriess in his voice, but
warmth flowed into her body where he touched herd &er hands
instinctively obeyed his command.

'‘Let me pass, please,' he said, and a pathwaydghrihe crowd of soldiers
and sailors immediately appeared.



He walked swiftly across the quay and up the nagamngplank, arriving on
board just as his brother and the ship's captaichex] the same spot.

'‘Lord Moreton!" Captain Fortescue exclaimed. 'Thémg@aven you have
returned! We have been sick with worry ever sinedheard about the attack
on the Marques's carriage and the murder of hisass!'

Captain Moreton thumped his brother feverishly e back, his grin
stretching almost from one ear to the other. 'EdwHrank God! We have
feared everything imaginable! By Jupiter, it's gaodee you!"lt's good to
be here. Please let me through, Edward, | mustrakevife to her cabin.
She is exhausted and half-dead with cold. Her havete frozen on the
reins.’

'l am not cold any longer," Diane protested. Shdxlsnly realised that she
felt so blissfully warm and protected because Llareton was holding

her. She stirred within his arms, but his grasprezeto tighten fractionally
around her, preventing her from standing.

'My lord, you should put me down," she murmureduYnust be even more
exhausted than | am. | have ridden here, but ymereal all those weary
miles on foot. | can walk to the cabin, my lord."

‘There is no need," he said shortly. "You are @ Mgint burden.’ He turned to
his brother. 'William, please send some femaleasds/to the cabin with
soap and hot water and tea for my wife." He noddetthe ship's captain
without waiting for his brother to reply. 'With yogpermission, Captain
Fortescue, | will join you when | have seen to mie® comfort. I'm sure
you will appreciate that she has endured a great dleing the past two
days, and that her well-being is my first concern.’

Diane could not hear Captain Fortescue's reply usscaf the bubble of
happiness enveloping her. Lord Moreton had caledhis wife. He had

made the magic acknowledgment three tinvgswife.The words echoed in
her head as he walked swiftly along the corriddh&r cabin. Perhaps, after
all, he envisaged some future for them togethee. f8h almost suffocated
with joy.



Once inside their cabin, he placed her gently erbiéd, but he turned away
so quickly that she had no chance to catch hertlgr@auch less to say
anything. He paused in the doorway, his back hated towards her. 'l will
leave you now, Diane. Whatever you need for younfoot, you have only
to ask. | shall instruct the servants to respongbta every need.'

"You will not stay, my lord?' she questioned hugkiurt by the unexpected
abruptness of his departure. He made no respondeshe abandoned all
consideration of personal pride. 'Please stay wmi#y’ she pleaded softly.
'Do not go for a little while, my lord. We have suich to say to each other.’

'l cannot stay now.' She saw that his knucklesthatked white where he
gripped the open doorframe and, before she coyldsgthing further, he
had passed through it without another glance indnection. The door
slammed shut, and within a few seconds the last e€lnis footsteps had
faded into silence.

Her brief moment of euphoria leaked away in unisotih his retreating
steps. A maid arrived carrying a steaming canitéot water, followed by
another maid bearing a laden tray of refreshmeants$ Diane was soon lying
back in a porcelain bathtub while one of the madared scented water
through her hair.

The bath revived her aching body but not her achpigts. The last trace of
her optimism faded, dissipated by the expert bpiirsonal ministrations of
the servants. She contrasted the luxury of heeptesirroundings with the
primitive bedroom in Anna Maria's cottage, and ¢hems no difficulty in
deciding where she would rather have been. Shembered the touch of
her husband's hands on her shoulders, the fee Gihgers running through
her hair. She remembered the throb of passion snvhice as he had
whispered that he wanted her. She rememberedapefalesire in his dark
eyes when he had finally possessed her and, egagtitshe tried to shut out
the memory, she remembered the trembling tenderoked$ss ultimate
possession.

The maids wrapped her in soft, warm towels and lsloo the delicate lace
of her undergarments. She sat docilely while theg the ribbons and
buttoned the buttons on her petticoats and turrexdohce again into a



jewelled and sparkling lady of fashion. She stobédiently while they

dressed her in a blue silk and wool afternoon gand thought of her

foolish hopes for the future, the hopes that hastasmed her through the
weary miles of the journey back to Lisbon. She tiidawf her dream of a life
spent with her husband in the peacefulness of ghdbnvillage. Then she
forced herself to visualise reality: the islandStfHelena where she would
spend the rest of her life—alone. So much for degars, she thought
cynically, and closed her eyes to shut in the tears

When the maids were finally satisfied with her appeace, they plied her
with tea and wafer-thin slices of bread and bufteen they summoned two
young subalterns to escort her to Captain Fortésceabin. She was
sufficiently restored to sanity by her bath andtlé food to speculate on
exactly why the young officers had been assignedstmort her. For her
safety? Or to prevent her from running away? Inrfeev mood of cynicism,
the latter explanation seemed more likely.

One of the young subalterns tapped on the captimo's and she heard the
command to enter. She went in, noticing vaguely tha cabin was large
and pleasantly panelled in some light-stained waad] that Captain
Moreton was standing next to Captain Fortescue h&hed the dismissal of
the two young officers and then, despite everyaiireer good intentions, all
her powers of observation became concentrated ugahMoreton.

He, like her, had bathed and changed. His two-gtawth of beard had
been shaven and he now wore an immaculately tdiljaket of dark grey
superfine. His linen was impeccably white, his etaerisply folded, and
when he turned to acknowledge her presence shadeftshe was being
greeted by an elegant stranger. Lord Moreton, shésed with a bitter
sensation of loss, was once again the sardoniaf diplomat of the London
salons. The loving, teasing, tender man who hacedhaer bed for the last
two nights had vanished without leaving a trace.

'My lady." If there was any note of personal warmttis voice, she could
not hear it. He inclined his head in a polite acklsalgment of her presence.
"You look much rested."



Pride kept her voice reasonably level, althouglideiad unfortunately

returned too late to protect her heart. She liftedchin and stared straight
into his eyes. 'You, too, look greatly improved, logd. | dare say | would

not recognise you if we had not known each othéwoimdon.’

He smiled. 'The beneficial effects of hot water amazing, are they not?'

Captain Fortescue cleared his throat with evidewmatience. '‘Perhaps you
would like to sit down, my lady. Lord Moreton hasj finished explaining

to us how your carriage came to be attacked whenlgfb the Marques's

dinner party.'

Captain Moreton looked at her critically, speakiogthe first time. 'Do you
have anything to add to my brother's account obttedent, my lady?’

She recognised the blatant hostility in his vomed with some difficulty
managed to prevent herself flinching under theshess of his question. 'l
don't know,' she replied coolly. 'Since | have aea what Lord Moreton has
already told you.'

'l have told them that we were attacked by a gdmgavauding ex-soldiers
and that you saved my life," he said. 'l have th&m that if it had not been
for your courage while | was unconscious, we wdadth have been left for
dead, along with the Marques's grooms.’

She looked up quickly, aware suddenly of some obseippressed emotion
in Lord Moreton's voice. His eyes were guarded, she had long since
learned to interpret the faint changes in his esgiom, and she realised with
a flash of incredulity that he somehow blamed hifrfee the success of the
brigands' attack.

"You flatter me, my lord!" she said softly. 'Youdw that | did almost
nothing. It was the sight of your British uniforimat saved us both.’

The remoteness of his expression relaxed into desudvarmth, and he
emerged from behind the captain's desk to comestenad beside her.
Ignoring the other people in the room, he liftedlmend to his lips. 'We shall



not argue about it,' he said huskily. 'We can guiied better things to do
with our time.'

She was quite unable to control the leap of hopegat her pulses racing,
and she looked at him, knowing that her heart wdser eyes. He took her
other hand and pressed it gently against his cheek.

'l have left you to tell Captain Fortescue and mgtlier about the
impersonation that Senhor Carvalho plans. | know g tired, but try to
recall every detail of your meeting with Senhor \@émo. It will be a big
help if you can make your descriptions as precsspassible.’

She recounted everything that she could remembekjirg her brains to
recall every nuance of the man's voice and evetgilde his appearance.
Captain Fortescue listened in attentive silenderjecting occasional quick
guestions. At last he seemed satisfied that heekidcted every possible
piece of relevant information and sat back in Hisic with an air of
restrained satisfaction.

'‘Captain Moreton will be given the task of makihg @arrest,' he said. 'We
shall have to alert the governor to the situati,| shall make as little of it
as possible. You know what the governor is like—shgpects murder plots
and insurrection at every turn, and news of thig piill confirm all of his
worst nightmares. The less said about all thisp#teer. If Captain Moreton
can make the arrest quickly enough, we shall b8eghor Carvalho back as
a prisoner on this very ship. With luck, he mayeareset foot on shore.’

'‘And | shall undertake to warn the British and Bguese Governments
about the Marques de Algarve Branca as soon d@dbgk to London,’ Lord

Moreton said. 'Unfortunately, | think that he i®tpowerful a man to be
arrested on mere suspicion of being a Napoleonmpayhiser. But his

activities can certainly be watched a great deaknotosely than they have
been in the past.'

'What about Mr Baker?' Diane asked.

Lord Moreton hesitated for a fraction of a secdhlé, too, will have to be
dealt with.'



Captain Moreton glanced towards his brother, ahoofcdefiance in his
manner. 'We have already sent a courier to Londtmandespatch ordering
his arrest. He will be deported to France, wheeeBburbons will no doubt
make him regret that he ever decided to supporbléap's cause.'

Lord Moreton appeared angry. 'l did not give pesiois for Mr Baker's
arrest,' he said.

'We imagined you to be dead,” his brother repliedsely. 'In the
circumstances, we were determined that Baker st $#wuld face up to the
consequences of his treachery.’

Lord Moreton's hands tightened their grasp aroDratie's fingers, then one
arm slipped around her waist. 'l hope this newsiapour guardian does not
distress you too much,' he said quietly.

'‘No, how could you think it might? | regret that Baker didn't use his
talents and his undoubted intelligence more prodeigt But he was never
my friend, and so | have no personal regrets abiguteportation.’

Lord Moreton left his arm round Diane's waist astimned to speak to
Captain Fortescue. 'My wife and | have now told gaarything we know. If

by any chance we should remember some other dewghall not hesitate
to pass it on to you. We are very tired and, widhiypermission, we should
like to retire. We shall take dinner in our calmnight, if you will excuse us
from your table.’

Captain Fortescue did not appear completely hapty this arrangement,
although he could not, in common courtesy, counascht. Diane sensed
considerable restraint in his manner as he thamiezdfor her help and
wished her a good night's rest after all her adwest It was obvious, she
thought weatrily, that the ship's captain was ndllapleased with Diane's
sudden transformation from suspect-in-chief to imexo

'l will come with you to the cabin, Edward,' Captdloreton said. 'We have
a great deal still to discuss.’

'‘Could it not wait until tomorrow morning?"'



Captain Moreton's expression was grim. 'l beliegg' e said. 'l believe
there are matters we should talk about right away."

There was no mistaking the Captain's state of ®gsed anger and, as soon
as they reached the cabin, he rounded upon higdsrdWWell, Edward, |
understand you plan to leave the ship at firsttliglhnorrow morning.’

'Yes.'
'And what of—Diane?"

Lord Moreton became intensely interested in thelpat inky water visible
outside the porthole. 'Naturally, Diane comes wiin She is my wife.'

'Is she?' the Captain said. 'Then | must say shaibad these two days of
your absence to very good effect. It is true thet s beautiful enough to
turn any man's head, and certainly desirable endogtempt even a

connoisseur of women into indiscretion. But hava gtopped to consider,
Edward, that she is also a traitor to our country?’

Lord Moreton paled. 'If you were not my brother,IN&m, you would not
live long enough to repeat any of those remarks.’

Diane gave a small cry of distress and interposeddif between the two
men. 'Ah, dear God, do not look at each other ahn sufashion! Please don't
force me to add responsibility for your enmity tbray other sins. My lord
...Ibegofyou...

The sheen of fury faded from Lord Moreton's eyed, after a moment's
evident struggle, he produced a slight smile.iHikh have spent too much
time among thieves and brigands recently. | amrimegg to act like my
captors. William, I'm sorry. | have not slept fava nights, and today |
walked many more miles than | care to think abBytthe "time | returned
to the ship, | was so exhausted that | could bestgd.'

'Is that why you left me so abruptly?' Diane exclaimed c&ese you were
tired?'



'Yes.' He lifted his shoulders in a self- deprewashrug. 'l seemed to have
spent a great deal of time over the past few daiysifig into your arms. For
once, | wanted to get out of your sight beforedlkd over.’

You mean that, when you left me, you fainted!

His expression became even more rueful. 'I'm afsaidIt is becoming
something of a habit with me recently.’

'l would remind you that we still have some impaottenatters to discuss,’'
Captain Moreton interjected stiffly.

Lord Moreton sighed. 'Yes, we do, but frankly | awat in the mood for
giving you complex explanations and justificatiéasmy behaviour. Could
you bring yourself to accept my apology? And toegeteny word that | was
mistaken about Diane and her role in Mr Baker'esws? | assure you that,
without her help, Senhor Carvalho's plans would enehhave been
unmasked.’

'Perhaps | can accept that she is not a traiter,Captain said stiffly. 'But
what of her role in your life, Edward? How is sbdit into our family? You
claim her now as your wife, but have you alreadgdtten that she was
oncemyfiancee?'

Lord Moreton grimaced uncertainly, and to Dianst®aishment she saw an
embarrassed blush creep up and stain his cheélese'is nothing | can say
in defence of my actions except that | fell in lovieh Diane the first time |
saw her. | married her, and despite all the clegasons | gave myself to
justify that marriage, | knew from the first th&ete was no real chance |
would ever allow the marriage to be annulled. Eltwer, William. | love her
more than | believed | could love any woman, andifeywill not be worth
living if she is not a part of it.'

"You may remember that | once told you more or thessame thing about
my own feelings for her.'



A hint of wry laughter mingled with the embarrassii@ Lord Moreton's
eyes. 'But there is one important difference, \&fifli* he said. 'l have never
claimed to be in love before. With you, it is a rtidy occurrence.’

The faintest of smiles chased away some of the ralggering in the

Captain's expression. 'Well, as for that, | thinkalve finally learned my
lesson,’ he said. 'l can assure you that | do laotto fall in love again for a
very long time.'

'In that case, might | persuade you to wish us imgss?’
The Captain glanced towards Diane. 'Do you loveZhime asked bluntly.

She drew in a deep, harsh breath, not daring todobord Moreton. 'Yes, |
love him," she admitted shakily. 'l love him witheeything that is in me,
with every part of me that is capable of loving.'

The Captain dropped his gaze. 'In all the monthswe knew each other,
you never once said that you loved me. | thinkwasls suspected, in my
heart of hearts, that you didn't speak the wordsiise you didn't want to
tell a lie.'

He turned abruptly to his brother and took his hamda quick, firm
hand-shake. 'l wish you both every joy in your neatlife,’ he said. 'Perhaps
| shall have a godson to be named after me byithe k return from St
Helena. At the very least, | expect a niece to taod my knee.'

He did not wait for his brother to reply, neithed tie look again in Diane's
direction. He walked out, leaving them alone in¢hadle-lit cabin.

They stared at each other across two feet of cadpidor that suddenly
seemed wider than a mountain abyss.

Lord Moreton turned his attention to re-lightingeoof the candles, and he
seemed totally absorbed in the simple task of timgnthe wick.

'Did you mean what you told my brother?' he askedllf, still without
turning to look at her.



‘That | loved you?' she asked. 'Yes, | meant it.'

She heard the swift intake of his breath as hesexbthe room and swept her
into his arms. 'Oh God!" he said unsteadily. 'hdodeserve your love, but |
have so longed to hear you confess it. Diane, canppssibly forgive me
for the way | treated you when we first met?"

‘There is nothing to forgive,' she said. 'On thet@ry, it is | who should ask
for your forgiveness.'

His arms tightened fiercely around her, crushingdgainst his chest as he
kissed her with a passion that left them both osiith longing. He pulled
her to the bed, his hands shaking with urgencyeasated the soft slope of
her shoulders and the delicate swell of her breast.

'Does that mean you will come back with me to Wagtnt?' he murmured.
'Do you think you could become accustomed to spengour life as the
wife of an English country gentleman?'She longeday Yes, so that she
could give herself up to the mindless joy of hisesaes, but her conscience
would not permit such an easy escape.

'Edward, | don't think you have considered what gaisuggesting. Are you
sure you wish to acknowledge our marriage? Perliapsnot too late to
have it annulled. Remember . . ." She swallowed.HRemember that my
father betrayed your country, the country whichegaim refuge when he
fled from the Terror. And | ... | was so despetaterin my father's love that
| agreed to help Mr Baker. | thought that if—jusice—I could do precisely
as my father wished, it would make up for all thgears when | had failed
him.'

Lord Moreton smoothed her hair away from her foeeghéYou did not fail

your father," he said. 'The failure was all onabieer side.’

'He wanted a son,' she said and it was an overwhglrelief to make the
simple confession aloud. 'My mother died produaimg, and then | was
only a female.’



‘Thank heaven for that,' Lord Moreton murmured hing her back against
the pillows. His hands roamed enticingly over herves and she felt her
skin dissolve into a hazy mass of tingling nerveiegs. She forced her
brain into action, while it still retained some tiggl power of rational
thought. She put her hands over his, stilling tee@tuctive movements.

'My lord, there are other problems. Think of thekvhat will your
neighbours say if you marry the daughter of an emniggench count? They
will not want you to marry a foreigner. | am subey have at least a dozen
eligible local girls already looked out for youspection.'

‘They will say | have married you for your monéyg'said with a grin. 'Did
you not know that you have a great deal more mahay | do, and that
Wellespont is sadly in need of some extra cash?’

'My money cannot buy forgiveness from your famigé said.
'l wouldn't be so sure of that. It is a very gré@al of money, you know.'

She would not be diverted by his teasing. 'My lgwayr family consider me
a traitor—they think of me as the woman who corespito set Napoleon
free. They will never accept me as your wife, whatethe size of my
dowry.'

He kissed the side of her mouth in an effort tersike her protests, but when
he saw that she was genuinely troubled he reachedrad curled her
tenderly into the curve of his shoulder. "You halready met my mother,’
he said with a tiny smile. 'So you should realls# she cares little for the
political convictions of anybody born during thestawo thousand years.
Unless your sympathies should happen to be forwttang side in the
Peloponnesian Wars, | doubt if we need to antieipaty trouble.’

It was almost impossible to feel worried about amg when he held her so
tightly against his heart. '‘But which is the wrasige?' she asked, nestling
more comfortably against the muscled strength sfchiest. 'Did they not

kill each other with equal ferocity for no very gbreason?’



"Tut, tut, my dear, now you are truly speakingd$ma The Spartans are the
wrong side, of course, although pray do not askumg. Just remember to
cheer every time my mother mentions Athens, andwhée quite willing

to ignore your minor indiscretions with regard t@héieur Napoleon.'

She could not help smiling. 'Unfortunately, yowstsr and her husband don't
share your mother's obsession with Classical GreHuoey will care very
much about what | have done.’'

"You have foiled a clever plot to set free Napoléafithout your help, the
plan might well have succeeded. So far as | kndwyt is cause for
congratulation, not for complaint.'

He tilted her chin up in his hands, brushing higitbs gently down the side
of her face. 'Enough of this nonsense, my lovgolf will not have me, you
must say so. But don't bring in my mother and nsyesiand my poor old
brother-in-law as excuses. | shall never accephthe

It was becoming increasingly impossible to remembiby she ought to
resist him, but she forced out a final questionhai\of your brother? You
have always been such good friends, | could nattoeeome between you.'

'Diane, we both know that my brother will have é¢allin love at least half a
dozen times before he returns from St Helena. Yerewot the love of his
life, and he will soon know that for himself."

Diane looked up into her husband's eyes, and ththde feeling she saw
there caused her heart to race and her pulsesutalpou are the love of
my life," she whispered. 'l want to love you.'

Lord Moreton did not respond to her in words. Hs§ himself off the bed
and walked to the cabin door. He locked it andwtitee bolt across before
turning round to face her, a tender smile twistimg corners of his mouth.

'We have the whole night ahead of us, my lady. Sh@exactly what you
mean.'



