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THE GATHERING
DARKNESS
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Julia knew she could cope with Luc Marchal --

And as long as they were in England, where shenwesing his little niece,
Justine, she did just that. It was when Luc indisia her accompanying
them back to his home in the Camargue that hebkeswbegan.

Julia felt like an outsider--and Luc was preoccdpigmough his presence
was strangely disturbing. After one betrayal Jdi@n't need a man in her
life.

Perhaps she should return to England and leavettiRoseanne, who
seemed to think she was destined for Luc. Excegitdhlia was already in
love with him.



CHAPTER ONE

IT was wonderful outside in the garden, and Julia stoppedding to sit
back on her heels for a moment, enjoying the ©i§hb much work come to
fruition. They were lucky to have such a big gardenclose to the city,
lucky too to have such a big house, not that thesded it now.

Her eyes became sad, introspective, a state thataghthought she would
be coming out of but from which she had never esgap

'Oh, Lucy"

Whispering the name aloud sometimes helped, sodsnger father never
heard. This time, though, her eyes swam with téemnsthroat tightened with
grief and the colours of the garden on a brillidday afternoon faded to
pale, ghostly shades, no longer important.

Three years, and the laughing face of Lucy stitlagal before her eyes. She
would have been eleven now, her beloved littleesidorn so long after
Julia, she had been a ray of sunshine in theirsliveore precious still
because, without her mother, Julia had taken omaleeof mother herself.
From fourteen years old she had shared the reafibgcy with her father
and with Mrs Dobson, who had been their housekefepeo long.

They would never be the same again, none of theem.féther was a
different man, and even Mrs Dobson no longer saogral the house in her
squeaky, off-key voice. The sunlight had gone Waticy. Maybe that was
why Julia had fallen so easily under Graham's spelleving him when he
spoke of marriage, her love poured on to him when should have seen
him for what he was: ambitious, calculating anddhar

Her father was coming back across the wide langstateurs in his hand,
and she knew he would sit down by her in the gaothair against the white
table. Surreptitiously she dried her eyes, readynide brilliantly up at him
as he joined her.

'What a glorious day for this time of the year!" Hi®pped into the seat,
pulling off his gardening gloves, and her eyesofekkd the movement,



seeing his hands emerge, square-fingered, clegautiful hands, the hands
of a surgeon. The choking feeling rose again aedcslk to move, to pull off
her own gloves, dust the loose soil from her jearake movement to gain
time to recover.

'Everything looks splendid!" she said briskly. deswe're going to have
plenty of blossoms on the lilac trees this yeagytte well into bud.'

'Yes.' His eyes scanned the length of the gardezing over the lovely Old
English setting they had made together, therapydttheir hearts of pain.
Sometimes it worked, but not too often.

It was so quiet, so slumberously still that thegildethe chiming of the front
door bell even from the garden, and Paul Redfcaidagd up at Julia.

'Expecting anyone, dear?' he asked quietly. Thegmmentioned Graham
or his cruel desertion of her for a well-placedréss, a woman who could
certainly further his career. She knew that hdrdatgnored him when they
met in the hospital, and she knew too that it veaihate that they were in
different departments and in very different sphebesctor Graham Adams
was important only to himself, small fry indeedtire world of Professor
Paul Redford.

‘There's a gentleman to see you, Professor!" MissBo appeared in the
french window and walked across quickly, lowerimg toice. 'l asked what
his business was and | reminded him that it wasi®&urbut he won't take no
for an answer. | think he's foreign!" she finishada whisper, her face
showing that this explained all.

'‘Damn! | wish they wouldn't do this! Why can't thespital deal with things
like this at the proper time? | imagine it's onetludse new students with
some totally idiotic problem! Send him out here sNobson!

'Shall 1 go and... ?' Julia began quietly, pregatim leave them to it. Her
father did not like to be disturbed, and it usuatigk two or three weeks
before this fact dawned on any new students.



'Stay here, Julia!" he ordered. 'We both look sidfitly relaxed to make it
quite clear that we're off duty! You'll probably lble to answer all his
guestions, anyway, then | can get back to the Fdseadded with a chuckle.

She smiled and they both sat down, her fatheatalldistinguished-looking,
his thick, white hair slightly untidy after an aft@on in the garden, Julia fair
and slender, her rich, corn-coloured hair pulledkbiato a pony- tail, her
deep blue eyes large in her face, shadowed widf gat yet healed. She
was twenty-four but didn't look it at all. Her stiar figure, the large, deep
blue eyes that were now shadowed, the sweet syspéther mouth all

belied her age. She looked sometimes no more iktges, Paul Redford
thought. His poor, sweet Julia with the bright mamdl a heart twice broken.

It was not a student, that much was instantly aggarThey both came
slowly to their feet as the man stood at the fremgidow, pausing to watch
them for a moment. This was not a man who had cente some
insignificant problem.

He was tall, athletic-looking, his skin deeply tadn his hair black and
heavy. There was an austere look on the handsareetfee look of a man
who smiled rarely, and he radiated raw power evem fthere. The dark
eyes took in the scene swiftly, but there was raagyy on his ascetic face
and Julia could see that none would be forthcomidg. was a man
accustomed to being obeyed, and his attitude waabuut to change for
them.

There was an animal grace about him as he croksddwn that brought a
quick shiver of fear racing down Julia's spine.w#es trouble, she knew it,
and the glittering gaze that flared over her ordgled to that certainty. He
was lean, lithe, his movements alone telling ofuhier self-assurance.

'Professor Redford?" After that one all-encompagskiok, he ignored Julia
and concentrated on her father, his gaze rivetdueofather's fine face, his
bright blue eyes. 'l am Luc Marchal!"

He paused, making no attempt to shake hands, likevieleing dominant as
if his very presence was a command.



'Sit down, please. Monsieur Marchal!" Suddenly, fadter sounded weary,
looked older and he motioned very tiredly to a sggdosite Julia. She sat
too, slowly and uneasily. She had rarely seendtlef look so defeated, not
for three years. A dread grew in her then that had staring at the

Frenchman warrily.

The cold, dark eyes swept over her pitilessly, @egin them: what was she
doing here? The eyes said that plainly with no wosgdoken and in her
consternation she almost rose, obeying an unspariasm.

'Please stay, Julia!' Her father was now seatadpldi authority about him,
the shock, whatever it had been, over, and Judigest taking her cue from
her father, her professional training coming torescue as she looked back
into the dark, almost black eyes that had toldtbdeave.

'My daughter Julia, Monsieur Marchal,' her fathaidsn an unbelievably
stiff tone.

'‘Enchante, mademoiselleHie barely glanced at her, although he rose
instantly and bowed in her direction. His eyes,utfitg were all for her
father. Now that she had not obeyed his silent canthto leave, he had
dismissed her as unimportant. He looked as if esyrtvas second nature to
him, but it was barely there now. Whatever had ghdihim here was so
consuming, so dear to his heart that the more atealsings of life were not
to be given more than a slight consideration.

You know why | am here, Professor Redford!" hel sacisively. 'We will
not waste time on preliminaries!"l know why you'here, Monsieur
Marchal," her father agreed with a severe lookirat H have answered all
your letters personally because | have the greayespathy with you, but
the answer is, and will always be, no!"

‘The child will die, professor! | cannot see howy@reat sympathy will
prevent that!'

There was a vibrant force about the Frenchman'sevidiat held Julia
spellbound, although every instinct urged her tmbeaged at the way he



had spoken to her father. The lean, deeply tanmaslWwas alive with scorn,
the black, glittering eyes punishingly intent.

To her astonishment she saw a deep flare of rexb drer father's face. He
was angry, angrier than she had ever seen him.

'You have come here, uninvited, disturbing both effyand my daughter,
Monsieur Marchal," he said bitingly{L. have given you my answer and it is
final. | will not accept the child as a patient!

'‘Because she is French, Professor Redford? Iswthis you, the best
neuro-surgeon in two continents, refuse to savdifia@f a child of eight
years old?’

'Oh, no!" Julia's cry brought the dark eyes roumtidr, surprise in them as
she jumped to her feet, shaken to her very core.

‘Julia, my dear girl!" Her father crossed to hestas turned to leave, his arms
tightening round her. She was on the very edgeasktand unwilling to give
way to her feelings before this arrogant Frenchndg.dear, don't upset
yourself.'

Her father was bitterly angry, although pale hifjsshd Luc Marchal too
was on his feet, consternation on his face, uegrllderment at this sudden
little scene.

‘Mademoisellg he began softlyif my words have upset you..."

They have, Monsieur Marchal!" her father said vedwethy, urging Julia to
her seat and sitting in the chair beside her, kegper hand in his as she sat
white-faced. 'Since you are not content to takéon@n answer, since you
have stormed your way into my house demanding @hapation when |
have already told you that | no longer perform atiens and that | work
now merely in a teaching capacity, | will give ythe explanation that you
demand.



'l have not operated for three years. The lasepatlied under my hands.
That patient too was a child, a little girl of eigyears old. | will never
operate again!'

'You are not the only surgeon to lose a patientfeBsor,’ Luc Marchal said
quietly. 'Others have done it before you and sifitey still use their skills
to save others.’

But | do not!" Her father stood, his breathing agitated, paihigneyes that
was hidden by cold rage. The chifdpnsieuy was mine! My Lucy! Julia's
sister!'

He turned and walked stiffly away, entering thedegueaving them without
a backward glance, and Julia stared at Luc Martiealeyes accusing.

‘MademoiselleHow can | tell you how much | regret this? In myropain,

| would not wish to bring pain to others. How coulfabssibly have known?
In his letters, he gave no explanation. He simpfused!" He shrugged in
disgust. 'l suppose that | am too accustomed tplpexffering explanations
to me.

'It—it's all right," she said quietly, taking a geesteadying breath. "You
couldn't possibly have known. He—we never talk abiouShe raised deep
blue eyes to his, eyes that still glittering witippressed tears. 'Is— is the
child a relative?' she asked tremulously.

‘Yes,' he said flatly, a bleak, far-away look is Byes. 'She is my niece. My
brother is dead. She is all that is left of Jules!

'What is her name?' Julia asked softly.

‘Justine,’ he said, his voice harsh with pain. Sheight years old, lively,
dark and just a little wild.'

"You're describing my sister,’ she whispered. 'Lwag just like that." She
turned away abruptly. 'I'll see you out, Monsieuarkhal. | must go to my
father.'



He followed her, saying nothing more until theyostat the opened front
door.

'l was certain that | could get your father to heip do the necessary
operation,' he confessed quietly. 'All that | hawueceeded in doing is to
bring unhappiness to more than myself.’

'Perhaps when you get back to her in France, Mondarchal, some
French surgeon will be able to save her.'

He looked down at her steadily.

'l do not think that there is now timepademoiselle,he informed her.
‘Justine is no longer in France. | brought herrgl&nd this morning. She is
now in a private room at your father's hospitataked everything upon his
help.'

'Oh! I'm so sorry!"

His lips twisted into a bitter smile. "You are kjrialit compassion will not
save Justine. She needs your father's skill. Fengig for the unhappiness |
have brought to younademoisellehe said coldly. ‘Goodbye.’

Julia watched him walk down the path and then gheitdoor firmly. She
could not fail to feel sympathy but he was a hardnmunreachable.
Inadvertently, she shuddered. He was like a mah sétrets, dark secrets.
There was a brooding air about him that was frigimgz. She hurried to her
father, knowing that the old, old wound was re-agukn

It was a relief to get back to the hospital thetriay. She felt uneasy about
her father but there was nothing that he wouldvak®r to say. From the
moment that he had left her in the garden, he hatlEmself in his room
and answered only briefly when she had gone to hiemwas back in the
past again, burdened with guilt and grief, the atgbat the Frenchman
rocking him so badly that he had no time even @diaJIt would all have to
die down again.



'‘Anything new?' She took over from the night sisted stopped for the
usual small but necessary conference.

'Mrs Brown is going out today after Mr Elton hasddis rounds. Young
Cynthia is allowed up for two hours this morning,walking, though! Oh,
yes, and Mrs Watkins is as troublesome as usual.'

Sister Todd smiled broadly and found an answenmideson Julia's face.

‘This place will be very quiet when she goes hondalla remarked,
straightening her cap and fastening her watch teti§ white apron. She
looked very different today, another person entirelThe long,
thickcorn-coloured hair was swept up and pulletthgback from her face,
the frilled white cap set on top at a very straightl exact angle, and
although her dark blue uniform dress made her &@n more slender, she
was seriously professional, Sister Redford, aboutake the Woman's
Surgical ward into her care.

'‘Better get off to bed, Jean,' she said softlyu"Yamk tired.’

'Yes,' Jean Todd sighed and chewed at her botjpnWe've had quite a
night. I'm afraid that I've saved the worst newsldast, Julia. There's a
patient in one of the private wards, a little Fiemgrl, head injuries. She's
drifting in and out of a coma. Mr Elton is goingdperate tomorrow as your
father... as Professor Redford...'

She trailed away into unhappy silence and Julisegdter arm.

'It's all right, Jean. | know about the little gifll go to see her as soon as I've
done the rounds of the ward.’

'Her father was furious! He didn't take to Mr Eltéthought he was going to
refuse... but after all, he brought her all the \waye on the off-chance.’

'Monsieur Marchal is the child's uncle,’" Julia sgidetly. 'He called on us
yesterday.'



'‘Gosh! I'm sorry, Julia. | mean you've got enoughyour plate right now,
what with... Oh, God! Look, I'm going! Everythingshy makes things
worse. | can't seem to get control of my tongud.iPdown to the rotten
night we've had.'

'‘Don't worry.' Julia made a quick dismissive gesti8he knew what Jean
had been about to say. Everyone in the hospitakkhat her engagement
with Graham was off. It had happened so quicklyt thawas quite
spectacular. Her mind flashed back to that eveminmonth ago. The
ridiculous scene.

'‘Graham, | saw you with a lovely girl this aftermo&®Vho on earth was she?'
She had not been too curious. It was not in harraab be jealous and she
had expected some laughing reply, not the sereply she had received. It
was the girl he was going to marry, a girl withexrywwealthy father who
wouldn't at all mind setting Graham up in a privattactice if that was what
Gloria wanted, and Gloria did!

‘Are you all right?' Sister Todd touched her arrd aulia pulled herself back
to the present.

'Of course! | was just thinking about the day. ditsng to be busy.'
It is! I'd better let you get started. | hope /bBa't upset you, Julia.’

"You haven't." Julia said firmly, giving her capecinal twitch. Upset! She
sometimes felt that she was storing up a mentaldi@vn, hiding it away
to take out later. Soon, though, she would beffiaa St Andrew's. She had
handed in her resignation and now she was coutiimgme.

'Sister Redford! Thank God you're on duty again$ Watkins' shrill little
voice echoed through the ward as soon as Julipestiefnrough the swing
doors, and the staff nurse gave her a wry smile.

'Shall we go down to her straight off, Sister, gnd ourselves out of our
misery?' she asked with a grimace.



'We shall not, Staffl She can wait her turn." Julkent from bed to bed,
speaking to each patient in turn, checking thearis finally fetching up
against the invariably untidy bed of Mrs Watkins.

'l want you to speak to the doctor today, Sistedf&el. | intend to go home
tomorrow at the latest!

"Your leg isn't healed yet, Mrs Watkins," Juliadsquietly, nodding to the
staff nurse who went around the other side of #ak Bogether they began
to straighten the bedcovers.

'Look at you!" Mrs Watkins squeaked. 'More integdsin the bed than the
patient! What's so important about a tidy bed?'

‘Not a lot!" Julia said in a matter-of-fact voic#'s good for the morale
though, yours and ours. If we all look as tidy ameltty as possible, the day
takes on a different outlook. In your case totglls me at a glance if you've
been sneaking out of bed! Unless you keep off ldgtit will never heal.
We're too short-staffed to watch you all the tifeu have to take some
responsibility for your own health, you know!

'Well, 1 don't mind for you, but I'd do nothing all for her," Mrs Watkins
grumbled, eyeing the staff nurse bitterly. 'Shetgh!

"The moment we're off the ward, I'll reprimand héujia said seriously, her
eyes twinkling at the staff nurse as they turnedyaw

‘Right! I'll just keep still then!" Mrs Watkins shin a satisfied voice.

"Il go out into the corridor and scream a blig staff nurse whispered with
a grin.

'‘Anything to keep her in bed!" Julia murmured.ti#is rate, she'll be here for
ever.'

She walked back to the office, measuring out thenmg's medication and
handing the list to the staff nurse. Then she Wasea She was putting it off.
She knew that. But it had to be faced. Quietly, dudt-soled shoes making



no sound, she walked down the corridor to the wigel that held their only
private patient, a little girl with dark hair, argkt-year-old child who was
sometimes a little wild.

A nurse was standing outside the room, lookingreitly worried, clearly
torn between conflicting orders.

'What's wrong, Nurse James?' Julia stopped besidéhér deep blue eyes
keenly alert.

'I'm supposed to stay with the little French d¢gister Redford, report any
change, but the man came in and told me to wasiaeit| didn't quite know
what to do." She was very young and anxious and datided.

'‘Go and put the kettle on in the office. I'll cglu back in a minute." She
knew who was in the room and she knew that he a@snuch for Nurse
James, too much for her too, but she had the regplity now. She
straightened her back and walked in.

Luc Marchal was sitting beside the bed, his straagned figure gently

holding the pale hand of the child who lay therenoming, and at the sound
of the door he spun round angrily, no doubt expedib see the young nurse
who had been despatched as being unnecessarye Aight of Julia, he

stood slowly and she thought that she had nevem saeh a stunned
expression on any face in her life.

'Mademoiselle Redford?' His dark eyes swept over éeamining her in
detail from her severely tidy hair and her whitldd cap to her dark blue
uniform and white apron. 'Sister Redford?' he askealstonishment. 'But
you are a young girl, little more than a child!

‘Twenty-four, Monsieur Marchal,’ she said stiffupprepared for the wave
of tingling shock that hit her as his eyes heldshdrassure you that | am
gualified and in charge of the ward for the day. &uthority includes this
room, and you had no right to dismiss the nurse was here!'

'She was unnecessary at the moment,’ he assurddsherind still not quite
on the subject, otherwise he would never have &itblaer to speak like that,



she was sure. 'In any case, this is a private rdoerdidded sharply, coming
back to the present with a snap.

'‘But still under my caremonsieur!'she returned as sharply, walking to the
bed and looking down at the child.

It took all her courage and only after a deep lréared she focus her eyes
on the little face. It was lifeless, the closedssikadowed with blue, the pale
cheeks like death. Automatically she took the chijoulse. It was faint,
barely there at all.

'How long has she been like this?' she asked shamphching for the
equipment on the side table and beginning to tateading of the child's
blood-pressure.

'As she is now? Since this morning!" he said tighttIntil then, she drifted in

and out of consciousness but she did not know riter &he accident she
seemed to be perfectly all right. It seemed that Isdd escaped from the
crash that killed her parents without any morerinjilhan a few scratches.
Later she began to behave strangely, and soonoshgl@ned that her arm
would not move. X-rays showed nothing, but finahgy found it.'

'Pressure on the brain," Julia said quietly, hee feoncerned at the child's
blood-pressure.

"Yes!" His voice was harsh but she ignored himlligtaer hand reaching for
the chart at the foot of the bed, reading all tpes Since she had taken over
such a short time ago, the child had deterioraapdlly. Before tomorrow's
planned operation, this child would be dead. Mbantthat, Derrick Elton
did not have the supreme skills of her father.

She walked to the door and found Nurse James hayagain.

'‘Go on the ward, Nurse James, and stay theregrsleeed. 'Send the staff
nurse here and tell her to wait for nmesidethe room!



'Yes, Sister Redford!" The little nurse almost asa Julia turned along the
corridor. By now her father would be in the hodpit@ had a lecture at nine
and he would have to leave it!

Julia came back fifteen minutes later with a posated a trolley in tow and
the door of the private room was wide open. So viere Marchal's dark
eyes.

‘Mademoisellelhe began heatedly, his glare leaving the staffenwho held
her position by the bed with a stubborn exprestianJulia knew well.

'Sister!" Julia corrected sharply. If she was teetaouble then she had better
stand on her dignity. 'Will you please wait outsife®nsieur Marchal! You
may use the office at the end of the corridor.' &ineed away, dismissing
him. 'Right, staff, let's get this patient readyttoe theatre.'

'‘Mademoiselle-Sister Redford!" he said tersely. 'lt is to be tomw, this
operation. By then | may get your father to... Ind have great faith in this
Monsieur Elton!

'Mr Elton is a very fine surgeon!" Julia rounded bim in her most
professional manner. 'However, he is not doingdpisration.’

"Your father...?' he began in a taut voice, somallsmope at the back of his
eyes.

'Professor Redford will operate as soon as we @tnygur niece to the
theatre, Monsieur Marchal,” Julia said firmly. 'Téfere, the sooner you
obey my instructions and leave, the better it !’

A slow smile lit the dark contours of his austexed and he took her hand.

‘Thank you, Sister Redford!" he said in a quietyadt humble voice. 'You
have persuaded him. | will never cease to be griatef



'He is not Godmonsieur,'she warned him quietly, her hand tingling with
the shock of contact with those hard, warm fing&ise is very, very ill.’

'l am aware of it,;" he confessed, his dark eyesninbn her face. 'At the
moment, though, he is the nearest thing to Godlthave to hand, and you
are an angel, a beautiful, severe and efficienelasgnt to help Justine.
Whatever you tell me to do, | will do it!

'Simply wait in the office, Monsieur Marchal, anet lus do what we are
trained to do,’ she answered stiffly.

'l obey, Sister Redford,' he said quietly as heddsher hand. He left at once
and Julia's astonished eyes met the equally stugazel of the staff nurse.
There was no time to stand and gasp though, thd,qpaée face on the
white pillows held all her attention.

'Right!" She moved forward and they worked in unjseell used to each
other, each respecting the other's abilities.

Later, as the theatre trolley was wheeled away dibvercorridor, the staff
nurse walking beside it, Julia turned and madewssr back to the office,
pausing at the open door to speak to a nurse.

'Strip the bed in the private room, Nurse,' sheed, and then walked in to
face the Frenchman.

'l saw them take her away!" he said tautly. '"Yaurast going with her?’

'I'm not a theatre sistemonsieuy she explained wearily. 'Please sit down
and you can have a cup of tea with me."

'l want...I would like you to be with her," he séidrshly, still standing. Julia
sat anyway and looked up at his great height, bep dlue eyes calm and
firm all at the same time, although it took an &tffo

'l am not trained for the theatre,' she told hirretjy. 'l would only be in the
way. When she comes back, | can help then.’



'How can you?' he said bitterly. 'She will be oahe of many. You have a
whole roomful of patients and Justine will get ofigr share of your
attention! How can you be here and in her roonhatsame time?'

Julia sighed and stood, pulling back a curtain reggeer desk, indicating a
small room there and the bed in it, the equipmgrthb walls.

"Your niece will be in the Intensive Care ward, Mmur Marchal. My eyes
will be on her for most of the time. | will be nurg her throughout each day.
It is what | do best. Now please sit down.'

She handed him a cup of tea and he took it witlvady look on his face, his
dark eyes meeting hers and holding her gaze.

'What do you think of her chances?' he said tightly

'l can only tell you that my father is the bedtg said quietly. She tore her
gaze away, looking out into the ward, knowing #@in she would have to
go out there and smile. 'lf—if she dies... | thibwill kill my father. | don't
imagine he can face that again and she's so likeHlicy.'

'‘And yet it was you who persuaded him," he remintadsoftly.

'For two reasons,’' she said, her white teeth sinkito her lower lip, her
eyes far away, seeing the past. "Your niece neleidednd in many ways, he
needed her; no other person would have done. liva® | think he will go
back to doing what he was intended to do, savieslilf she dies...'

She couldn't finish and he looked at her intently.

"You have a great amount of courage and compass$iersaid softly. ‘It
shows in your mouth, in your eyes. Yesterday, Irditleven know that you
existed. Now, though, | think that whatever happérsve changed your
life.'

A cold fear seemed to come from nowhere and raesnd@r spine and it
took all her professional training to keep her fatand. Even so, she was



not at all sure that he did not know of her shduqck of fear. His dark eyes
were mercilessly intent and she stood to go ohdontard.

It will take some time, Monsieur Marchal," shedshriskly, ‘and | am very
busy. If you would like to ring in about three heur may have some news
for you.'

He nodded. 'l may ring you personally, Sister Redf?o
"Yes. Now, if you will excuse me...'

'l will return to my hotel. | would not wish to giet your way. Thank you for
your help and for your kindness."

He gave her that stiff little bow and suddenly delkded quite alien; she had
not noticed that before. He was a dark and silea @nd, she thought,
dangerous. It was just a feeling, but right thesmas overwhelming. She did
not want him to change her life. She did not want m her life. He had
made so much of her actions, but she would have tensame for anyone.
In this case, though, she was left with the frigirig feeling that it gave him
some hold over her, like an old saying, 'You haaxed my life, therefore
you are responsible for it.'

He had been angry that she had not been accomgadystine to the

theatre, jealous that her time would be shared otitler patients. Only the
sight of the room so close to her desk had siletosd Julia watched him

walk away, so tall and dark, so quietly masculing, there was aggression
there too, she already knew that. It was just belwsvsurface waiting to

erupt. If this operation failed...

She straightened her apron and hurried on to the.v@nly hard work
would keep her mind away from the theatre, hereiaimd the small child in
his clever hands.

It would also rid her mind of the uneasy picturest tshe was beginning to
build around Luc Marchal.



Her father came along to see her later, and thiehage of his blue eyes told
her all that she wanted to know.

'Oh, Daddy! How is she?' she cried breathlesslinguhim into the office
and closing the door.

'She'll do! She's on her way up. It's over to yowpdarling.' He hugged her
close. 'Maybe now | can learn to live again,' hid gaietly. ‘Maybe | needed
this to pull me back to the living, to my other dater. Thank you, Julia,
you have more courage than I.'

There were still tears in her eyes when Luc Marc¢ki@phoned, but they
were tears of happiness.

'Sister Redford?' he asked in a taut voice, andvhete being went out to
him.

'I've got her heranonsieur,she said happily. 'l can see her from where I'm
standing. Of course, she's still sedated so tomorrfo

'I may see her now?' he asked urgently. "You Witame?' Suddenly she
was laughing, happiness welling up inside her.

"You can come to my office and look at her throtigh window. You can
break every rule. If anyone questions you, I'lbthra tantrum!’

'l do not quite know what a tantrum is," he conéelssith a low laugh, 'but if
you throw it then | am sure it will be severe, esally if you look as you did
this morning when | sent out your nurse. | will t¥&¢h you in twenty
minutes, Sister Redford, and | will be on my veegtbehaviour.'

She put the phone dovand for the first time in &ery long time, she was
laughing quietly.



CHAPTER TWO

HE cAME quickly after the call and stayed with Julia ir tbffice, simply
gazing with vibrant face upon Justine. There waking to see beyond the
small, white face, the tightly bandaged head, barely took his eyes
from her. There was now nothing of the light-hedud& about him that had
come across on the telephone. He was silent, sorhisréace turned with
unnatural intensity towards his niece.

"You will guard her well, Sister Redford?' he asksgdgietly, his eyes
skimming briefly to Julia's face.

'She is my patient, Monsieur Marchal,’ she saidogmbut the vehemence
of his reaction startled her.

‘Justine must be more than that to ymademoiselleV She has suffered
enough. It is not enough that she lives! She musthbppy, secure,
untroubled by doubt!

'Most of those things | can promise while she igrig care, Monsieur
Marchal!" Julia said stiffly. 'Happiness is somathithat cannot be
guaranteed, although | shall do my best.’

He turned completely to look at her, leaning agaths desk, his arms
folded, his elegantly clad legs crossed.

'While she is with you, she is safe,’ he said, wiaty her face almost
aggressively. 'l could wish that you were with b#rthe time, although |
know that you would be less than efficient if yoaererto be here constantly.'

'I'm grateful to be allowed time off for good belau!" Julia said wryly,
adding as he continued to gaze at her, 'The nigetrss very good, and for
most of the time the child will be asleep. | takeioevery morning.’

'‘And what about your days off?’



'We're short-staffed,” Julia said quietly, her eygsing to the small and
rather tragic figure in the bed. 'While she is ltkés, | could arrange to be
here every day; nobody would object, | imagine.’

'Merci, mademoiselle—er—Sister," he said deeply, correcting his errahwi
one of his rare smiles. His dark head tilted thafudlly as he watched. 'l
never expected that my gratitude would run so geefth an English girl.’'

'My duty, monsieuy she said, a trifle coolly. His intent looks were
beginning to worry her. Unless she was carefus, tén and child, this odd
pair, were going to invade her life. Some instim@rned her and her
reaction was swift and guarded. She needed noefudibset in her life.

'It was not your duty to persuade your father,e8iedford,' he reminded
her quietly.

'l had no other course of action, and in any dag's,glad. | think that we are
both satisfied by the outconmpnsieur Now, if you don't mind, | must ask
you to leave. | have to get ready to hand ovelhémight sister.’

It was not merely her natural reaction to an intmsnto the quiet and

carefully controlled running of the ward; she felf if she was actually
holding down something powerful here. True, he awasanxious relative,

but she had seen plenty of those, and reactioas a&uccessful operation
were usually very different from this. He had nelaxed at all. After that

first burst of gladness, he was back to normat,was normal for him; he

was back to a watchfulness that left her feelimy waeasy, as if they would
all have to walk carefully.

He left unwillingly enough though, clearly not warg to be the one to
jeopardise his niece's chances in any way. Asfhegdemham came round to
the office door and Luc Marchal's dark eyebrows rggestioningly at the
suddenly changed expression on Julia's face, lesr @yld and aloof.

'A doctor,' he murmured, seeing the white coatsteéhoscope in Graham's
pocket. 'l hope that you will not be in any troulide allowing me here,
Sister Redford?’



'Don't worry!" Julia said tightly and unwisely, adst forgetting him in the
way her bitterness flooded to the surface at thlet ©f Graham. 'He doesn't
have the authority! This iswyward until I hand it over to Sister Todd.'

‘Then | will bid you goodnight, Sister. | shall bere tomorrow.'

He left as Graham came to the door and Julia steppiside with him. She
had no intention of being trapped in the officeGnaham Adams.

'Did you want something, Doctor Adams?' she saidlgas the Frenchman
walked off down the shining corridor.

Oh, for God's sake, Julia! Don't be like this, oyl Graham attempted to
take her hand and she stiffened into an almostarylstance, her head high
and rigid, her hand snatched away from his quesingrs.

'I'm very busy, Doctor Adams,' she bit out morallguhan she intended. 'If
this is a social visit then please leave the ward!

Graham growled under his breath but he could s#estie was unyielding,
and turning on his heel, he stalked off along tbeidor that ran at right
angles to the main one. Julia leaned against tlwe, deer stiffly held
shoulders falling, her face defeated. It was glhtito let herself know, but
nobody else. It had been a cruel blow when Grahaarsb easily tossed her
aside for wealth and a possible future of powee B&ad no doubt that he
would rise rapidly. He trampled to the top, stagdam anyone who got in
his way. She carefully wiped away the bitter tethegt had flooded to her
eyes.

Only then did she see that the Frenchman waglstile, part way along the
main corridor, his dark eyes vividly on her, hianeface full of unspoken
guestions.

'Sister Redford?' he said quietly, taking a stegkltawards her, but she
turned quickly and went on to the ward. Right ndwe sgid not wish to be

reminded that any self-concern on her part woutipgedise his niece's
welfare, and she had no doubt whatever that héaad about to come back
and say as much.



She was very pleased when her duty ended. It had devery trying day,
filled with dreads and high points, ending on ayv&sur note indeed with
Graham's arrival and the Frenchman's domineertitgdg. She wanted to
get back to her father and share with him the joyi® achievement, to see
his face at last back to that quiet happinessstathad seen for most of her
life. She swung her red-lined cape over her shaosldad walked through
the main doors of the hospital, down the wide steps

Graham was waiting for her, pouncing on her besbr could turn away.

‘Julia, I've got to talk to you! | have to get yioumyself for a while!" He took
her arm but she snatched it away, turning on hinodisly.

'How dare you accost me here, where anyone can see?aged quietly.
'How dare you speak to me at all after what yodwee?'

'l still love you, Julia," he said miserably. '‘Dowknow what it does to me
seeing you every day and wanting you in my armsthiNg has changed
with me.’

'Oh, but it has!" she said bitterly and angrilyotiffe now engaged to another
woman! You're set up for life | should think, cents you're going to be
married.’

"You don't know what she's like,’ he muttered, fase flushed with
frustration. 'l never intended it to happen. Skely persuasive. I've got to
think of the future, though. | haven't got a famesusgeon for a father!

'‘And neither had my father!" Julia snapped, hes djled with tears of anger
and shame. 'He worked for his success, he didhhisgself for it!'

‘Julia!" His hand came back to her arm as he saweles, but it fell away
rapidly at the sound of the cool voice that stdrtlulia into actually
jumping, her face flushed with embarrassment, barst quickly blinked
away.

Ah, you are here at last! | thought that you wondver arrive. My car is
over here.'



Luc Marchal appeared from nowhere and seemed toviering over them,
clearly aware of the atmosphere that stretchedasduylly between them.
He took Julia's arm firmly, turning her away fromma@am and leading her
across the road to his car.

"You do not have your own car at the hospitedemoisellehe enquired
softly.

'No, it's not worth the effort of getting it out;usually get the bus.'" She
realised that she was shaking, and he must hanielfetause his grip on her
arm tightened. Til get the bus now, if you don'hd)i she added stiffly.

'l will take you home," he said quietly, opening tar door for her, and she
was too shattered to refuse; in any case, Grahasnstilastanding there,
looking daggers at the Frenchman but unable tovete.

"You—you weren't really waiting for me, were youshe managed
tremulously as he drove away, not even glancinthatangry figure of
Graham Adams.

'‘Actually, | was,' he assured her. 'l could nophmit see that you were upset
at your encounter with that particular doctor ie tiospital, although | did
note that he obeyed your orders as everyone elasséo do. He was
waiting outside, however, and | assumed that héegldor you.'

‘Thank you,monsieuy but | don't need protection from hospital stafffia
said tightly. 'Nor do | usually accept lifts froralatives of my patients.'

'It is merely because of your patient that | amelmademoisellghe replied
with equal stiffness. 'l do not wish you to be upswish for your complete
tranquillity at this time. | have been making a femquiries about you and |
am given to understand that you are a very brillnse; that is why you
are in such a high position so early in your ldeso they tell me. They also
tell me that your fiance abandoned you for a githw-better prospects. If
he is now to come back every time he realisesth®e is much more to a
woman than money, then you will be unsettled alncosistantly. | do not
intend to stand by and see that happen!’



'How dareyou?' Julia took a full three seconds to follow tangthy speech
and to get her breath back at this high-handedference. 'How dare you
pry into my private life and step into somethingttdoes not concern you in
the least?’

'While Justine is in your care,' he bit out angrijypu have no private life as
far as | am concerned. Already you have savedifeér |

'My father did that, and..." Julia began heatebliit,he would not allow her
to continue.

'She was almost gone! | saw your face when you d¢arher room and first
looked at her. The other sister had not long dvaceled over to you, and she
had been content to allow Justine to go on as eeffine did not see what
you saw. You acted swiftly, courageously and skiffuYou saved her!
Your father was merely the instrument you callegdor aid. As far as | am
concerted, you are the best and Justine needss$hd kvill protect you from
upset even if it means that | must follow you, eotlyou and deliver you to
the hospital and physically restrain that doctowill not allow anything or
anybody to come between you and Justine!’

Julia was speechless. Never in her whole life maa@e behaved like this

towards her, or regarded her so highly that otlhese counted as mere
secondary considerations of no concern. She hagmesed trouble as soon
as she had seen Monsieur Marchal, but what trah#enad envisaged she
was not sure. It had certainly not been this, thdug

'Monsieur Marchal," she began softly, her manneefahin face of his
obvious belief in his own towering capabilities.olY must not take this
attitude, and | assure you that...’

'Do not address me as if | were a lunatiedemoisellehe advised sharply.
'My world revolves around one small girl at the neg and | intend to take
her back to France cured, healthy and happy. Anygeesteps between me
and that desire will be thrust aside! You are ne@mgsfor her existence,
responsible for the fact that she is alive at thgsnent. | intend to deal very
severely with anyone who harasses you!



'l am only a nursanonsieuy Julia said with growing exasperation.

"You are Justine's nurse!' he corrected fierce$ydark face turned to her for
a second with a look that silenced her. 'Until ishigetter, you are under my
wing, Sister Redford, whether you wish to be or. hattend to watch you,
and to watch also those who would presume to ierterf

It was quite hopeless, she conceded in astonishi8betcould give him a
good shaking, but he seemed quite capable of gutBnacross his knee and
spanking her and then telling her to go to bedhab $he would be alert to
take care of Justine tomorrow. As to being hargsske felt totally
frustrated at this unbelievable attitude. Graham tecxeded into the very
back of her mind: She was hovering between wile ragd wild laughter.

‘It may not have dawned on you, Monsieur Marchsdg informed him
quietly, 'but you are harassing me yourself. Myyantention tonight was to
go home to my father and have a meal with him adis@issed Justine and
her medical problems.’

'Excellent!" he said in a satisfied voice. "You areadmirable nurse, Sister
Redford! It is a miracle that Justine has found. y@o not worry, | will have
you home long before you could have been thereusy b

‘The bus driver would not, however, have wadea ioantrol my life!" Julia
snapped irritably, quite sure that this had gondooig enough. 'Here we
are!' she added sharply as her house came in $igh#ll not require you to
take me to work tomorrowmonsieur.l invariably go with my father.
Tomorrow night, | will make my own way home, deaittwmy own
problems and ward off any unsuitable intruders ynawn inimitable way.
Goodnight!

'l would like it very much if you and your fatherowld dine with me
tonight," he said pleasantly, quite ignoring hegean

'l assure youmonsieuy thatwewould not like it at all'' she bit out, turning
away. 'l know | can answer for both of us in tivde have had a very trying
day and | have had a very irritating ride home. ©again,monsieuy
goodnight!



He seemed to find it all suddenly amusing, butaldid not. She decided
though that her father could do without this amg#mie, and after a few
deep breaths she went in, a smile on her facertaethed the smile on his. It
was a very happy evening, even though the thougMomsieur Marchal
did intrude several times as she found herself nelpeging his astonishing
attitude. As an experience, she could have managrgdvell without it.

Luc Marchal seemed to be constantly at the hodpitid to keep his eye on
his niece's progress and to make quite sure thiatwas toeing the line. It
was not at all pleasing. Justine's condition wateqormal for anyone who
had undergone this type of surgery. She was dateast unmoving, and
although she clearly recognised her uncle, she madsdfort to speak or to
make any contact with him.

Most days he left the hospital with a deep frowrhandark face. The only

time his expression lightened was when he camené@xpectedly once or

twice to find Julia sitting beside the child's bedy hand clasping the frail

little fingers, her voice quiet and soothing as ttlkked. Justine never made
any attempt to reply, but eventually the dark dy@same intent, amusement
in their black depths as Julia told her some offtimay stories that she had
once told Lucy. Justine never laughed aloud, thpugh even after many

days of contact.

Physically, the child's progress was excellent, Badl Redford saw her
daily, sometimes more than once. He had returnéidktlife's work and the

whole hospital seemed to rejoice about it. EvenJastine was his special
case, his talisman, and Julia could see that shEgalihim. Justine was now
sitting up, taking her meals with no problem, matan down to a

minimum, but she had made not one sound, no layghetears, not one
Single word.

'She can't speak, can she?' Julia said to herr fatieeafternoon when he had
visited the child and then come worriedly into tb#fice. 'What went
wrong?'

‘Nothing at all, darling!" Paul Redford said in&pled voice. 'We've had her
back down for tests and X-rays, as you know, aedetis nothing whatever
to account for this, no motor damage at all. | assuhere was nothing



wrong with her before this accident;* he added smilyl 'We're not dealing
with a mute child, by any chance? I'm not at aftaia that Marchal would
have told us; he's a very strange chap, after all"

'l agree, he is!" Julia said deeply; in fact he waginning to take on an
enormous importance in her mind, a dark importdinaeshe seemed unable
to shake off. It even drowned some of her misegualsraham, making her
shrug his tentative advances away with an almastragbminded ease when
he was on the ward. She seemed to spend everympare puzzling about
the child or her uncle.

'I'm sure he would have said something, thoughsé#ms to think that I'm
some sort of superhuman nurse. | don't imagine di@dvkeep important
information from me."'

'‘No," her father agreed, adding with a sudden laltghhas mentioned you
to me. He was not entirely specific, but | gaineel impression that | was to
allow myself to be guided by your judgement as &ar Justine was
concerned.’

'Oh, really!" Julia said irritably. 'He's the masipossible man! I'll speak to
him about Justine, though. He'll be here soon.’

‘Tell me tonight, then, darling," Paul Redford sai@ glanced at the small
French girl through the window in the office, gring and waving, and Julia
felt her heart quicken as Justine smiled slowly eer@fully waved back.

'‘Well"" Julia's father looked across at her andrtleges met in mutual

understanding. 'Find out something from that odehEhman, Julia,’ he said
quietly. '‘Don't be fobbed off! There's somethingtguwvrong here and we'd
better know what it is as soon as possible!'

She tackled Luc Marchal as soon as he arrivedngakim into the office
and closing the door firmly.

'l don't suppose that Justine speaks Enghiginsieuy she asked seriously.

'‘As a matter of fact, she does," he informed herdark eyes intent on her.



‘Then she does actually speak?' Julia asked chreaftiimacing at his raised
eyebrows and startled expression. 'What I'm gettatj she said

determinedly, deciding to come straight out withistto ask you whether or
not there is something about Justine that we shioal@ been told. Is she
perfectly normal, Monsieur Marchal?'

'She was!' he said coldly, his eyes narrowing suspsly. 'If she is now

different, then Professor Redford is not the gseatjeon that his reputation
suggests! What has happened to her?' He stood;ibaveer Julia, his face

threatening, but she was not easily intimidatetthoaigh her heart did give a
sudden and alarming thump.

'She has been back down for X-rays, for tests aathmations. Physically,
Justine is in excellent condition. | think, howevexe think that she is
either unable or unwilling to speak.’

For a second he stood and looked down at her megigciand then he
turned to the window and swept the curtain asigedark gaze vibrantly on
the small child who slept peacefully.

'l know this already!" he said in a frightening e@i 'l was not willing to
believe it, | waited for you to tell me. Clearlyglyimagine that she was not
normal before this accident, that | kept thingsrfrgou. | did not! She was as
| told you at the very first, lively, a little wild- and very talkative!' He spun
round, his eyes hard on her face. 'l do not blame @nce again you are
vigilant. If Justine has lost the power of speddf because of some mistake
during the operation! Where is Professor Redfordhd will see him at
once!'

"You will do no such thing!" Julia snapped, stagdamd facing him angrily.
'Is it normal with you, Monsieur Marchal, to plattee blame squarely on
others? There is no motor damage whatever. Evstyideclear and to all
intents and purposes Justine is now cured!

'Something has been missed!" he rasped. 'It istakae because your father
has not operated for some time.’



'My father does not make mistakes!" Julia flareltl,haspital discipline
forgotten at this attack on her father, but he sftbwo sign of backing
down.

'He made a tragic mistake once,' he grated, 'anchgwe both been paying
for it since then!

If he had struck her she could not have felt paisugldenly or so blindingly.
Her face paled to chalk-white, her deep blue egekihg at him in stunned
disbelief.

'Lucy had an incurable brain tumour,' she saidwhaper. 'Nothing could
have saved her. He knows that. He knew it thewalt merely desperation
that forced him to operate. He took all the blamperuhimself for no good
reason except that we loved her.’

Tears poured down her face and she made no attersfgm the flow, the
hospital, her duties, this hard man forgotten invaave of misery.

'Forgive me!Mon Diey | am a heathen!" He reached across and pulled he
into his arms, his hand against her hair, forciaghead to his chest. 'You
have fought for a life that is dear to me and affide in return is pain!
Forgive me, Julia. Please!

'My name is Sister Redford,' she said in a shakérey straightening up and
pulling away from the rather frightening feeling obmfort that was
growing very rapidly.

'For a moment it was not," he said quietly. He hedcout and adjusted her
white frilled cap, his eyes shocked at his own gama ‘Now that you are

back to normal, though, | can ask you a questionatdre we going to do

about Justine, Sister Redford?'

'We are going to get to the bottom of it!" Juliedsgeterminedly, wiping her
eyes. 'We are going to do it methodically and chfly, and we are not
going to rage at anyone for that time!'



'We will try not to," he agreed and, for the fiigte ever, Julia saw a smile in
his eyes. It went some way to banish her sudde, ¢mitt it did not fool her
for one minute. Here was a hard man, a savage amraan who was clearly
quite accustomed to issuing orders and having thieeyed. He would take
a lot of careful handling and she was not at ak stishe could manage it.
Time alone would tell. She indicated that he sh@aldn to see Justine who
was now stirring, and as he went to the bed shehgdtthem through the
window. The child's hand came out to him at oncamée on her lips as she
lifted her face for a kiss. They were a strange, jga@icret and dark.

Julia drew the curtain across and left the offgeng back on to the shining
brightness of the ward. Luc and Justine Marchalrditfit in here in any
way. They were alien, locked in a world that wolde hard to enter.
Somehow, though, she would have to gain entrandesime would never
speak again. Some deep inner conviction told redr #md she was prepared
to back her instincts. Graham was on the ward aedpsassed him almost
without noticing. Another man was on her mind, shalised, a dark and
forbidding man with a very difficult problem. Shadnot the slightest doubt
that Luc Marchal would expect her to solve it fanh

Again he was waiting for her as she left the hasphut this time she had
expected it. She got into his car without any lasih, knowing quite well

that if she was to get close enough to Justineetp tihhen she would first
have to get close to her uncle.

‘It must be clear to you that we should speak th egher privately,’ he said
quietly as he drove her homén the hospital you are too busy. | am asking
you again to have dinner with me."'

'Very well," Julia said evenly, secretly amusediatsurprise. It was a small
victory to be able to surprise Monsieur Marchal.

Tonight?' he asked with great care.

'Yes, monsieur | shall be ready at seven-thirty if you woulddito pick me
up then.'

'‘And the Professor?' he asked eagerly. 'We cowd hgoint discussion.’



‘No!" Julia said firmly. 'My father has been opargtfor most of the
afternoon. He will be very tired.'

'‘And you have been working all the day but yourasttired?' he enquired
softly. 'What you really mean, Sister Redford hiattyou will not allow the

opportunity for me to get close enough to yourdatio question him. Still, |

agree! You are protective of Justine, | cannot ekgeat you are not like that
with others, especially your own father. It is yothiaracter. | will be

honoured to take you to dine.’

'For a discussion about Justine omhgnsieur,Julia reminded him firmly.
'If I am to discover nothing helpful then the tinvél have been wasted.’

'l will not count it wastedmademoiselle he said mockingly. 'l have said
that it will be an honour and | meant it.'

She wasn't quite sure how to take that and theseonly one way to deal
with him in any case—a businesslike way. She nodaedsantly as he
dropped her at her house and walked straightaal @l shut the door behind
her and cut him off from her life for a while.

Her father got a very severely edited version @& theeting with the
Frenchman at the hospital and then she told him utabber
dinner-date.'Straight in at the deep end as udading?' he asked quietly,
watching her face.

She knew what he meant. She had always thrownlherselutely into her
work. It was this total commitment to life that hiad her to be so involved
with Graham. She had been hurt badly and Paul Retdfeew it.

" Just take care that you don't get in out of yapth,' he said softly. 'This
Frenchman is a handsome devil, and the most detedhman I've ever
seen.'

'Daddy, he's a lunatic!" Julia said in a scanddlisgce.

‘That's all right, then!" he laughed. 'Speak to batmly and carefully." She
had already tried that! She seemed to get on bstien she raged at him,



although she suspected that she had merely seareithdip of his rage.
There would certainly be a lot more floating undexth.



CHAPTER THREE

HE NEEDEDNO suggestion as to where they should dine. Hplgitook her
to the best place, and she was pleased in spéeeoything to see that many
people who knew both herself and Graham were thieveas some small
consolation that they saw her with a very handsorae and would assume
that she was not pining for any lost love. Theres \dirm protective air
about Luc Marchal that was very obvious, and Jutew that people would
draw their own conclusions, even though she knesiegity well that he
was guarding Justine's nurse. If she should skipigyare herself, he would
probably take the restaurant apart!

She was glad that she had dressed up well. Simdadek-up from Graham

she had been in danger of letting herself go. dt b@en jeans around the
house and then straight into uniform. She had alfieogotten the pleasure

of being feminine.

She had plenty of clothes, and tonight she woneane silk dress with leaf
prints across the skirt, the belt an exact matctiHe feathery leaves. She
had left her hair loose, the straight heavy falgofd shining in the lights,

and Luc's eyes moved over her with unexpected ajaian.

It is a pleasure to be your esconademoisellghe said with a smile that she
suspected was sheer mockery. His tone brought shhkin her smooth
cheeks and she was glad that he was behind hpmadiler to her seat. Far
to© many eyes were on them, and she certainly tdiglaht to make a
spectacle of herself.

He sat opposite and instantly the waiter was hagetiuc Marchal was that
sort of a man. She glanced at him from beneathhiek lashes, uneasy at
the way he was beginning to fascinate her. Torhightvas relaxed, none of
the taut power about him. It might have been annarg date and not a
meeting to discuss his niece and her wellbeing.

He was very handsome, she admitted, her fatheriglaisthere. In a dark
grey suit, his white shirt startling against hisrtad face, his pale grey silk
tie perfectly arranged, he looked less alarmings Eustere. Away from the



hospital and the constant reminder of his problémasseemed to have
thawed a little.

She looked away hastily before he could catch taeing at him and as her
eyes rose, she gasped in dismay. Across the rao@Bralaam and his Gloria,
her father and mother dining with them, and alirtkges were on her and
the handsome Frenchman.

Ah! You have seen him! | regremademoisellethat this has happened,
naturally 1 had no idea that he would be here tanitf you wish, | will
cancel our dinner and we will leave, there are opheces to dine.’

'‘No! It doesn't matter at all'" Realising that she Wwasg sharp, seeming
anxious, Julia smiled across at him. There's realyeason why..

'l would not wish to embarrass you. You were enddgédrim and now he is
about to marry this other girl.'

Her eyes darkened in anger.

'l already know that you have been investigatingmnsieur.You told me
so before!" she said furiously, her voice Idlvassume it was to see if | am
suitable to care for your niece.’

'You are upset, so | will forgive you that remafie'said with a warning look
at her. 'There is talk in the hospital, as you nkastw. You are very popular
and Doctor Adams is not. The fact that your fatlseagain operating has
lifted the spirits of everyone, it seems. It is aj@ a surpriséo me that
people imagine others to be deaf. | have not inya®d- you,
mademoisellel, have simply listened to other people's converaat’

I'm surprised that you listen to gossip, Monsiewarshal!' Julia said rather
desperately, terribly aware of the looks that wamening their way.

1 am interested in younademoiselleAt the mention of your name |
simply—what is your English saying— pricked up nays?' he said quietly,
his hand covering hers on the table, closing tygitbund it when she would



have moved hers away. 'Leave it!' he ordetesd.us give them something to
think about, eh?’

When she looked up he was smiling in a mockinggdesus way, and in
spite of everything, she suddenly felt like laughi8ince the advent of Luc
Marchal and Justine into her life, she had fourad the thought of Graham
and his treachery had begun to recede into thebaaty of her mind. He was
utterly worthless and she knew it; only sentimetytddad kept her thinking
of him at all. Gloria had really done her a favdsine felt her heart lift like
magic.

It was surprisingly easy to concentrate on Luc simgk out the others. He
was a very dominant man, someone to lean on. Theehand lingered on
hers and then withdrew.

'‘Good girl!" he murmured, his eyes amused at theslhia had pulled herself
out of an angry and embarrassed mood. 'Let usatadkit Justine. What do
you know about us?'

'‘Oddly enough, nothing,' Julia admitted sarcadtickloking across into his
dark, lean face. 'l don't listen to gossip!

‘Touche, mademoisellefie applauded with an amused quirk to his lips.
‘Then again of course, you are not interested in wigle | am most
assuredly interested in you.'

He couldn't be anything but French, Julia thoughe mobile but firm lips,

the slant of his eyes, the darkly tinted skin ahd tinderlying, amused
assurance he had about him at this moment all spiokis race. There was
something else too, something rather mysteriousjtlwias impossible to
put her finger on that.

'‘Odd is perhaps an astute choice of word," he moed drily. 'We are
perhaps, to someone like you, an odd family. Thereny stepmother,
Lucille, my half- sister, Maryse and her brotheiliBpe,' he paused. 'There
was also my brother Jules and his wife Deirdretidels parents, but they
were killed in the car accident that Hold you of.’



He frowned for a moment and she almost held hethréle was, in reality,
a very forbidding man, and now the unsmiling lobktthad marked him
from the first was back again.

'In this strangely assorted household, it was advelfficult for Justine to be
herself, to grow, to expand and develop her brgghdssets. From the first
she was spoiled by everyone except her mother whlnled too much.
Since the accident there has been too much gloamuswding a small child.
Lucille is too gentle to be objective, although shes.’

‘After the accident, when you thought that Jusivas quite all right, did you
notice any difficulty with speech?' Julia interregta trifle uneasily.

She had the feeling that he had forgotten the reémothis meeting. His
mind seemed to be far into the past, his eyes pguite unseeing. She had
to keep him in the present if any good was to cofrthis, and she did not
like the idea of being drawn into his private affan any case. She had the
decided feeling that they would be painful!

'‘No. She was very subdued, especially with me.d @ surprised. | look
very much like Jules and | imagine that | was astamt reminder. She spoke
well enough though, quite normally. Her chatter wassing, but then that
would be normal for a child who had just lost bpérents, don't you think?'

He suddenly seemed to be looking into the pashamad sighed deeply.

'l have little time to spend on protecting Justnoen the worst kinds of adult
gloom." He suddenly laughed softly, his dark eyasrawing. 'You are
thinking no doubt that the reason for the gloonthes fact that | head the
household.’

'l was not thinking any such thing!" She flushadt, lis amusement was over
in any case.

You imagine, | suspect, that Justine will not speglin ever,' he said
bitterly. 'Do you advise that we get other spestalito see her, to make
further tests?'



'‘No! Let's wait a while. | want to try first," Jalisaid eagerly, realising that
this was completely unprofessional. 'She's stdl tbto be moved, in any
case,' she added hastily as his eyes focusedlintenher flushed face.

She didn't at all like the speculating look in Bies and sought rapidly to
change the direction of the conversation.

'Where exactly do you livenonsieur,'she asked, more to bring him away
from this intent scrutiny of her face than from aegl desire to know. At the
mention of his family he had taken on a look offlbeooding. Now he was
all attention to her and it filled her with unease.

'We are of the Camargumademoisellehe said quietly and proudly.

'Oh! That's in the south of France, isn't it?'

'Oui!" he said looking at her with unsettling vibrantyis' a strange place, a
solitary place, a land of sky and water. The Cammaiggare not like other
people. They do not wish to be!"

'l can quite believe that, Monsieur Marchal," Jakad wryly.

He suddenly laughed, genuine amusement lightingisigdarkly handsome
face, turning him into another person, a dangeyoatstactive person.

'Why do you not call me Luc?' he enquired. 'Wedaneng out together and
it is, after all, my name.’

'l have not been invited to call you by your finstme,' Julia reminded him. 'l
wouldn't wish to presume.’

'Presume?' he laughed softly. 'l thimkademoisellghat you are a match for
me any day, with your softly feminine fears and rybursts of starchy
energy. | never quite know whom | am confronting!'

'l never have any doubts on that score with yoansieur,'Julia got out
smartly.



'l am alarming?' he enquired softly.

'‘Quite alien!" she countered, glad even so thatwhéer came at that
moment.

'It is merely because you do not know me," he assher quietly. 'All that
will change. Let us eat,' he finished coolly. dthietter to discuss important
things after a meal.’

The feeling of being out-manoeuvred, trapped, caurging over her and
she didn't quite know why. She had never met a lkarthis before, and
like an animal she scented danger, though from winattion she did not
know. Luc Marchal applied himself to his meal agddred her.

As she came later from the powder-room Graham weasring near the bar
and walked quickly over to her, stopping her pregrigack to her own table.

'Doing rather well for yourself, | see!" he snappedrily. '‘Does he know
that he's second choice?’

'Does Gloria?' Julia countered with equal anger.
'She doesn't much care so long as she gets whatastts," he said irritably.

'Do you, so long as it's wealth?' Julia bit out, thark blue eyes blazing at
him.

"You little bitch!" he said in a quiet whisper.

'Only recently! Now, if you'll excuse me, | haveartner of my own.’

'l can see that! Rolling in money and hard as n&isaham rasped.

'Oh! You've had a private investigator followingrtit What a pity | didn't

think of that when we were engaged,' Julia sa@ sweetly regretful voice.
‘Think what | would have discovered!



'‘As a matter of fact,’” he said morosely, his eyasher beautiful face,

‘Gloria's father recognised him. Monsieur Marchaeals bulls and horses.
Gloria's father breeds horses. It takes one to kmo& Marchal is a power
in France.'

'He'd be a power anywhere, | imagine," Julia saiétty, glancing at Luc
and then looking rapidly away. There was a dange®u of annoyance
about the handsome face and a shiver ran dowrphres. s

'He'll go," Graham said softly, his hand cominghtr arm, his fingers
beginning to stroke her as they had done so mufdreheand a feeling of
wild irritation filled her, along with an astonisthend happy feeling that
came from nowhere. She just didn't care! It wae lieing touched by a
stranger! Her life had taken a new turn, a difféemirection. Nothing that
Graham did bothered her at all!

'l still want you, Julia," Graham said tightly. "@finthis is all over, we'll get
back together.'

'‘Not while Gloria is watching as closely as she&aohing now!" she said
pertly, smiling up at him. 'If you don't take ycwaind away, | think Luc will
be over here, and as you said, he's hard!

Graham's hand moved away fast and Julia walked todwo&r table, smiling
at Luc as he stood and helped her to her seat.

'He is never going to leave you alone!' he saidcshigy his face angry.
'Clearly he desires two women!" He was almost gtpet her and her face
flushed wildly at his next comments. 'He has pullswealth but he cannot
give up your beauty. | shall speak to him. | wiititnave you harassed!

It was a very violent temper that raged behinddyss, and Julia stared at
him for a second, feeling quite bewildered.

'Shall we go now, Monsieur Marchal?' she askedtlyyieer soft question
quite startling him when clearly he had expecteabgance.



'‘Ah! You are treating me like an imbecile againlv@hisly | have annoyed
you.'

"You could say that," Julia observed without logkat him, picking up her

bag and standing. 'l will help Justine, but | witit be ordered about. The
wing you threatened to put over me will be sevelrlyned if you cannot

control this urge to dominate! Let me remind yaoatthdo not know you, do

not particularly wish to know you and am interestay in Justine's

welfare!'

His lips twitched and then he smiled, white teeghiast his dark face.

"Your position is stated in no uncertain termsdemoiselléhe assured her.
'We need you, and | will try to curb my desire terthe world. We will go
as you suggest, any other suggestions and | vaitilglobey.’

'‘Leave Justine to me for a while,’ she said deteediy. 'If | can't do
anything with her, then when she leaves the hdspidather will find her a
specialist who deals with such things.'

'‘D'accord!" he said with a bow. 'Let us depantademoisellewhile you have
the upper hand!

On Graham's table two people at least were vegrasted in this intense
conversation, and Julia hoped that they did nowkiinat this was a meeting
that had ended with sharp words.

Luc's smile grew as he looked at her, almost regldéer mind, and his hand
reached for hers, holding it firmly and warmly.

'Let us leave in style!" he suggested. 'They woll have the slightest idea
where we are going so early in the evening. Ifincd speak severely to
your doctor, at least let us leave him with a fiskr

Julia looked at him wryly, her lips pursed.

'Does the expression bossy-boots mean anythingot®'yshe enquired
mockingly.



‘Not entirely,” he confessed with a grin, 'but ihcillow the general
meaning. You will grow accustomed to it, and atiewhile, we will not
fight.'

'‘Ah! You'll give in?' she asked flippantly.

'‘But no,mademoisellghe assured her. 'l shall expect that of you!"

Julia had a curious light-hearted feeling. It wésrey time since she had felt
like that. Suddenly, everything was going well. Hether was doing what
he had been born to do and his confidence was Hduke had been no
chance to save Lucy, and deep down inside he kinagwtad always known
it. The mourning had stayed, even so, but now, witlstine growing
stronger every day, he seemed to have come to teitmife all over again.
His happiness permeated the house and Julia felrdafiected warmth
although they were both busy from morning untilimig

There was only the problem of Justine and her atfitsspeak. Julia was
quite sure it was that. The little girl was now kbat her own room almost
ready to be discharged. With Julia she was brightaheerful but no word
ever crossed her lips, not one sound.

It seemed that her progress was the only subjemirofersation at home but
they were getting nowhere. There was not enough tinspend with her and
soon Julia would be leaving, her departure almoistording with Justine's.
It never seemed to have sunk in with Luc Marchat thustine must soon
leave the hospital. He made quick necessary \tisiEsance but was never
away for long, reappearing and demanding discussidth Julia, expecting
that she would be available to stop everythinghiar.

She knew that she was being drawn too deeply mto tives, that her
attachment to Justine and the child's attachmdmrtavas not good, but she
also knew that behind those bright, dark eyes,rkishought clearly and
determinedly kept silent. It was utterly frustratin



Both Julia and the professor had brushed up themdh, talking to Justine
and to each other in her presence in her own laygguahe had still said
nothing, although she had smiled at their mistakédse time was fast
running out. Justine would soon be in France amdesme else's problem.
Julia knew that she would miss her, that she hadbdiyed the first rule of
nursing and become emotionally attached to a patoen it had happened
almost without her noticing.

She was beginning to be impatient to get on dugyyeday. In the evenings
her mind was taken up with thoughts of the child bhar uncle. Justine had
steadily taken a place for herself in Julia's heaplace that had been empty
for three years, and she dreaded the day whenebignation would take
effect and she would no longer be able to seelilié again.

'Here you are, Curly Top!" The sight of Justingrsigtup in bed, her head just
covered with a fine growth of dark hair, never ddilto bring a smile to
Julia's lips, although this time she almost lost @ise. She had not seen
Luc Marchal arrive, otherwise she would have dedaler visit. What a
stupid thought! Her lips tightened at the idea dnstine's face fell.

"You are angry with us, Sister Redford?' Luc Malasked in an amused
voice, glancing from his niece's face to Juliahnot think how we have
offended. We are sitting here most quietly.’

'I'm not angry,’ Julia said with a reassuring sratldustine, walking briskly
forward to the bed and the charts at the end diett,face slightly flushed.
Justine's sharp, dark eyes saw far too much anaytddlia felt quite
frustrated.

'Oh, you're doing this deliberately, Curly Top,rdrgou?’ she said quietly to
Justine. "You simply refuse to speak. | would hidnaaight that by now you
would want to talk to me.'

The effect of her small burst of frustration wasasshing. Justine looked at
her intently, her eyes switching to Luc's face #rah back again, and for a
second, Julia imagined that she saw fear. But leaddt be? Justine waited
with impatience for her uncle, threw her arms atbbim, did everything
but speak.



Her eyes came to Luc Marchal's face and he lootesttidy back, reading
her mind.

"You are quite wrong,' he said quietly.

She was saved from any comment by the staff nursecame in with an
unusual rush.

'We've just found out who your replacement is! GueBo... oh, sorry!" She
stopped in confusion at the sight of Julia's facé at the suddenly tight
expression on the face of the Frenchman. 'I'llytell later." She backed out
rapidly but the damage had been done. Julia coedd Jstine's small
forehead creased as she struggled with the mearfingplacement. Luc

Marchal was not struggling at all. He was furious!

Julia went along to the office but almost immediatee was there.

"You are leaving, Sister Redford. You are deserdungfine!" he accused her
in a dangerously quiet voice.

'My resignation was already handed in long befoegdn saw your niece,
Monsieur Marchal!" Julia replied, angry that he waaking her feel guilty
when she had nothing whatever to feel guilty abduam not deserting
anyone. Justine will be going soon in any case's$hady to be discharged.’

‘Tell me which hospital you are going to and | widlve her moved to be
with you,' he said decisively, ignoring her comnsent

'I'm not going to any hospital yemonsieur Julia sat down and then
changed her mind. She didn't at all fancy the wfdaim towering over her

so insistently. 'For a short time | shall not apelany hospital. Ihave—have
things to sort out/ Like my life, she thought rugfu

Then nurse Justine for me!" he said forcefully,retaking her hand. 'l will
place her in a private nursing home and you cawitieher. | will not take
her so far from Professor Redford yet, and | walitainly not take her from
you!'



Julia looked at him seriously, a little afraid nofhe plan that she and her
father had discussed.

Tm sure | can help her,' she said quietly. 'Mydathnd | have talked about
it, and if you feel so strongly that you want heebe close to both of us, then
we suggest that when she leaves the hospital sshescto stay with us for a
while. I'll be able to give her my full attentioand if it doesn't work, then

both of us feel that at least no harm wiil haverbéene.'

Luc was astonished. For a few minutes he just ld@ltéder until she began
to feel she had suggested something altogethepioppate.

"You would do this, for Justine?' he enquired veithiery intent look on his
face. "You would take her into your own home?'

'Gladly!" She suddenly found herself smiling. '‘Maymou'll live to regret it.
It might be that when the time comes, we'll reftesket her go.'

'‘Ah, no!" he said with one of his faint smiles.idtthe other way around.
Justine and | are hanging on very tightly to yaulsl you who will be
released with reluctance.’

'l do hope you realise it will be for a short timly," Julia said with a quick
flare of unexpected anxiety. 'After all, | haveaeaer, and sooner or later |
must get back into a hospital.'

'Oh, | understand,' he said easily, a deep glovinbeyg in his dark eyes.
‘Just for a while. When Justine is stronger, e¥eeé is not speaking, we
will say goodbye to you and offer our thanks. Mehi@ you may just

perform a miracle. | know you are capable of that!'

It did nothing to quiet Julia's sudden misgivinghat exactly did he expect
of her? How much more would he expect? She had éeswn into his life
and now, quite suddenly, she was being drawn théuaiby her affection for
a small child who was nothing to her at all, anchby inability to let go of a
problem until it was solved. There was somethingcimmore too and it
quite frightened her. She wanted no further involeats.



Her father was delighted when she told him thalhnig

'We'll see what we can do here,' he said vigoroughu'll be with her all
day and I'll help when | can. At least we'll impeoour French!

Julia looked at him steadily, a little worried ndwy their decision.

'‘Are we wise, Daddy?' she asked quietly. 'Are wibges letting this get out
of hand for—for personal reasons?'

'Perhaps,' he said softly, taking her slim shousldleis hands and looking
down at her anxious face. 'l only know that weggibning to recover, both
of us. If we can help Justine too, then what ishien?’

'l suppose you're right," Julia sighed. 'You've gddt more wisdom than |
have.'

‘Not according to Luc Marchal,’ her father laughéte imagines you are
some quite superior being.'

'He's the very limit!" Julia said, turning fretfulaway. Goodness knew how
she was going to live up to the standards Luc Marsbemed to have set for
her.

'I've been thinking that it would perhaps be a kiegk to invite him to stay
here too when he's in England,” her father saich vait suspiciously

nonchalant air. 'lt seems a bit mean, Justine dredeher uncle staying in an
hotel when we've got all this room.’

'‘No!" Julia turned rapidly to face her father andked at him in near horror.
'‘No! No! No! | could not face Luc Marchal day inydaut! A small dose at a
time is more than enough.’

'‘Are you scared of getting involved again, Juli@ father asked quietly.
"You're very beautiful and very loving. Don't I&at young puppy Adams
ruin your life for ever.’



Graham might very well be a young puppy, but Luadhal was far more
alarming and lingered in her mind almost constanibpally worrying her.

‘There's no chance of getting involved with hirhE said a trifle sharply, her
cheeks somewhat flushed. 'He's like a machine waithinclination to
dominate all humanity. His mind is totally on Jastiand my supposedly
supreme skills. He's irritating and quite impossiibl

'‘Well, that's boxed him up nicely," her father laed. 'Maybe you should
help him to improve by telling him all that?"

'l have!" Julia said impatiently. 'I've told him @nvariety of different ways.
He can't seem to take it in!

Justine would improve more if he were constantlifiance.’

'l don't think so, darling," Paul Redford said dlyie'That child loves him
dearly.’

'l know," Julia murmured, almost to herself. 'Igndtrange, though, that she
looks so anxious each time they meet? She needsaiohim speak for a
while before the anxiety dies down. | wonder whad's dreading.’



CHAPTER FOUR

IT was almost a month before Luc decided that Justinelgh@turn to the
Camargue. For Julia and her father it had beenrahmaf pure joy mixed
with frustration. The little girl had simply slipdanto their lives with ease
and the yawning gap that had held them all in @ppimess had closed and
healed. She had not, however, spoken one single avat they had all given
up, even Julia. It was time to hand Justine ovesaimeone trained in the
field, but Julia was still convinced that the reasay not too deeply below
the surface.

She had tried everything. Her French was now vendgbecause she had
decided that for a child so young it would be hetibecoax her in her own
language. Even Mrs Dobson tried the odd word, lething worked. Free
now from the hospital, Julia took to her old hobbly painting, her
watercolours constantly out, Justine fascinatethbybirds and flowers that
grew from the swift strokes of her brush, but aliiio the child pointed and
became sometimes very excited, she said nothing.

Julia has greatly improved her Frenofa belle,Luc said one day when he
visited. She is doing very well. It would be even bettgrati could help her,
| think.'

The trick did not succeed, but Justine ran intalaroroom and came back
with some of the paintings, embarrassing Julialainthing her father into

instant action as he joined in to show off her wd#k was not long going

into his study and bringing back more of her ef@ither, and Luc looked at
her with a different respect.

You are very talented,’ he assured her, his eyab@ifresh and glowing
colours of the flowers and birds that her fathet &lavays had framedVhy
did you decide to be a nurse instead?"

Tm not good enough to earn my living as an aitidd it now to help me to
relax," Julia said quietly, giving her father akaif exasperation. She did not
particy larly want to have those dark eyes drawn to hec. Marchal was a
very disturbing man and often, when he came t@sstne, he spent a great
deal of time with his unfathomable gaze on Jufee. She wished to avoid



it, not draw it to her. He made her feel too extiteside in a queer and
troubled way. She was quite unused to feelings tiike and she did not
welcome them.

Luc had spent more time in France once he wadisdtithat Justine was
settled and Julia was becoming increasingly nenemesy time he called.
The next time he came however there was a diffeagrdbout him and it
was with a terrible shocks that Julia faced thétyeaf the end of all this. He
came one weekend and announced that the next weadl e Justine's last
in England.

"You have found yourself a new famiiya belle,he said as Justine curled
in his lap. It is an addition, though, not to replace your diamily. Next
week, you will return to your own land and say doyelto your friend Julia.'

His eyes noted the sudden sadness in Julia'sbdat@ot one of them was
prepared for the reaction of Justine to this neSte stiffened in surprise,
her eyes on Luc and then on Julia, and before angould react or soothe
her she was out of Luc's arms, racing across taevbglia sat, her arms
outstretched to be flung wildly around Julia's naskshe launched herself
upon her.

'‘Non!" It was a small voice, almost rusty with lack oéubslon! Come, Julia!
Come!Venez avec moi!'

Sheer delight grew on Julia's face, tears springiriger eyes as she met Luc
Marchal's dark and startled gazkel!" he breathedC'est incroyableMhey
were all on their feet, Paul Redford grinning wigelulia laughing and
crying as she hugged the weeping child who clunigetoand refused to let
go, and Luc who seemed to be stunned into immgpiiis night-black eyes
vividly on Julia's glowing face.

For a while there was turmoil and then Julia calrhestine and suggested
that she be put to bed for a small sleep. The teffind the emotion had
exhausted the little girl and she clung to Julmesk, her sobbing now soft
and quiet as she was carried away.



Paul Redford took Luc upstairs after a few minwed silently pointed to
the half-opened door of Justine's room. Julia sathe bed, the little girl's
hands in her own and softly, carefully she coaxedd# from the once silent
lips.

'Have a quick look at her, Daddy, will you?' Jud&d as she came quietly
out to them later. 'She seems to be all rightjtbuds as big a shock to her as
it was to us. Her pupils are a little dilated.b& happier if you'd just check.’
She turned to Luc with a rather shaky smile agdtaer went in to Justine. 'l

think we need a cup of temonsieur,'she said tremulously. 'Let's go down
to the kitchen.’

Mrs Dobson had gone and Julia walked into the brgfichen to make a
drink, her hands still shaking. She was not aware tlose Luc stood until
he suddenly swung her around with an almost impaé about him.

‘Julia!" he said vibrantly, just standing perfecdtill, his dark eyes burning
into hers. 'Julia!" He suddenly drew her into lims, holding her tightly, his
face in her hair.

'‘Come, Julia! Come!" he begged harshly. ‘Come ustto France.' He lifted
his head and looked into her startled ey¥®né&z avec moihe said
desperately, exactly like Justine. And Julia kneghtrthen that she would
go. The door to the heart of this strange and aloarh was wide open just
this once, and she wanted to walk inside more sharhad wanted anything
in her whole life.

Even so, as they flew out to France the next weekwsondered if she had
done the right thing. That Justine was delightedehvas no doubt and, after
the dramatic recovery of the child's speech, Padfé&td had agreed that to
separate her from Julia at this stage would be smwie agreed with Luc

also that it was time that Justine returned todwar home, and although he
did not mention it, he clearly considered thatatad be better for Julia to be
with Justine when the little girl faced again tlteation that they both felt

had brought all this on in the first place.



At Luc's insistence, her watercolours were packdter luggage. There was
little to do to pass the time for someone who el in or near a city for
most of her life, he had told her. When Justine wéhk her tutor, Julia
would be able to make a permanent record of hgristthe Camargue. It
took her fancy and she was glad she had brougit.thevas something to
hang on to because she had not the slightest tmatlshe was about to enter
a very alien atmosphere, and the calm of the Wan8nrgical ward
suddenly seemed to be very far away.

She had never asked about Luc's home or even #im@amargue itself,

and she was stunned into silence when they arriMeely had driven from

Marseilles and though the distance was not grléat,change to another
world was almost frightening.

Luc had called it a land of sky and water, a ddférland, and it was that.
Bounded by the sea to the south, by the two arrttsedRhone, the area was
a vast water- jewelled plain of great variety. Ehevas a huge area of
wilderness that sheltered migratory birds, thereewace fields and
shimmering salt flats and great areas of grassidrete the fierce bulls of
the Camargue were reared manadesranches. That was where Luc lived,
and that was their destination.

He drove close to the Etang de Vaccares and stdppethr as Julia gasped
in amazement to see great flights of flamingoes aisove the water, their
beauty turning the sky pink as they wheeled anketito seek other feeding
grounds.

'You are glad now that you brought your paintsanith quiet amusement,
his eyes on her entranced face.

'Oh! If only I had the skill'" she whispered, heide eyes following their
flight.

'l think that you have," he insisted. 'l will see it that you get the
opportunity.’

'I'm here to help Justine, don't forget,’ Julia iretad him, turning
reluctantly away and finding his eyes on her face.



‘Not all the time," he assured her, watching headity. "You will not find
Justine too difficult, and | will see to it that bmdy else presents any
difficulty for you.'

For a second she looked back at him, and theynsatdilence that was
almost breathtaking. She had no idea how she lodked blue linen suit

that was almost the colour of her eyes, her tHaik,hair caught up into a
loose knot, strands of gold escaping to curve atdwar delicate face, she
might have been as much a child as Justine bahé&oripe perfection of her
breasts, the slender elegance of her legs.

Luc's eyes roamed over her slowly, and only thdrste realise that she too
was openly regarding him, seeing anew the leark, d@ndsome face, the
thick black hair now tossed by the wind that blewvoas the Camargue.
Their eyes met and held and there was no smileisngaze, merely a
guestioning and probing vibrancy that brought hexath out in a long,
shuddering sigh. Something was happening betwesn #nd she had no
idea what it was. A great flare of awareness rdksaligh her and she tore
her gaze away, her cheeks flushing wildly.

'OncleLuc can see that nobody is difficult! Justineesitesd after a puzzled
glance at both of themOhcleLuc is very important, he is the Marquis de
Saint - Michaud! And that is very important!'

'‘Be quiet,s'il te plait Justine!" he said sharply, his lips twisting wrgk her
face fell.

‘But it is true! Why should not Julia kno®ncleLuc? Everyone else knows
and Julia is our friendy'est-ce pas™he finished with a frown, and then
subsided into silence, curling up on the back eé#te car and closing her
eyes as if to shut out everything.

Now that they were back, the chatter that had grover the past week was
beginning to slow down and Julia felt that she nigsalert, watchful. She
did not want to start all over again with a silehtld. Luc's quick reproof

had gone very deep with Justine.



'It really doesn't matter, Justine," Julia saidihaser eyes reproachful on
Luc's dark face. 'l really don't mind who Uncle LiscNobody is important
to me, except you!'

That is nice!" Justine sprang up and threw her anmsnd Julia's neck. 'Now
| shall not share you witncle Luc until he has stopped being cross with
me!’

'l have stopped! | regret my annoyanpetite,'he said with a mockingly
anxious look at her that had Julia laughing.

‘Then we are all friends again!" Justine drew to the stranglehold of her
embrace. 'l have a great fancy to €&mnd-mamanLucille! Can we go
now?"'

'‘But of course!" Luc swung the car away from théewand turned to the
road and Julia was silent. Justine was going ta benstant problem. She
was talking again, but they had no idea why she dtagped in the first
place. It was perhaps the accident, the loss ophegnts. She had never
once mentioned them, the desire to see her grah@émtite only mention
she had ever made of home. It was disturbing. & wat, however, as
disturbing as the discovery of Luc's title, andféedings that had seemed to
arc between them when their eyes had met.

Here, in the Camargue, a cloak seemed to haven flmtben him and he was

subtly different. Uneasiness flooded through Jalal she stared at the
straight road, telling herself that she was medsing a favour, that she
could go home whenever the mood took her. Why wathen, that one

surreptitious glance at the dark and capable handfie wheel made her
doubt that?

He had called her Justine's friend; who would lixéead to her in this new
and strange land? With every mile, Luc had changed,she knew without
any doubt that she was now in his territory, wii greople.

She took a deep breath and straightened her backmbuth firm and
resolute, almost jumping to find Luc's dark eyesnglng across at her, a
quick and brilliant glance like summer lightning.



'You have decided to delay your escape until samgré date, Julia?' he
gueried drily. "You have courag®a cherebut it will not be needed against
me. We are in this together, for Justine's sakg.tdremember that when
you find me so—alien!

The Manade de Michaud was a surprise to Julia. Véhat had been
expecting, she did not quite know. Perhaps somghremthe manner of the
American West. This was utterly different. Nightsuapidly approaching
and the gathering dusk made everything seem maoealun

They entered high white gates and drove alongvateriroad that led to the
house and Julia could feel tension mounting inidestlthough the child

saidnothing. In this quiet and mysterious landscdpstine began to seem
as unreal as Luc, as darkly alien. She must puBdtietogether and not
allow this moodiness to grip her.

On either side, the ferny tamarisk trees cast shadwer the road and the
car seemed to sweep from sunlight into shadow witlry foot of the
journey. Beyond the trees was land, vast stretohiésthat was home to the
fierce black bulls raised here; over two hundred.oc's ranch, Justine had
told her, but they were not visible now althougk sratched for them rather
fearfully.

Among the trees though a small herd of white hogsazed, ghostly in the
gathering dusk, their heads tossing impatientihatpassing of the car.

They look almost wild!" Julia said in an awe-steokvoice, and Luc's cool,
dark voice was tinged with mockery.

'Mostly, they are! Surely you have heard of the teshhorses of the
Camargue? A few of them are used to work on theh@as but they are not
confined, the rest wander at will by teeangs the marshes. From time to
time, we have a drive, that is something to see,gtirdianswith their
tridents herding the horses to the ranch!



‘Gardians?'Julia asked in a subdued voice, wondering howcshi&l have
been so stupid as to imagine that she was merahngpto France. This
place seemed as unreal as to be another continent.

'‘Cowboys,mademoisellehe informed her mockingly. "You will find them
quite romantic | imagine because | strongly suspleat under that calm
exterior there lurks a romantic. You are not alwegisn.'

And that's a fact! Julia thought with a sudden shiut was becoming
increasingly difficult to stay calm and face Luc fdiaal. This was not the
ordered existence of the hospital or her own hattbpugh that had been
difficult enough. This was his own home territoapd she suspected that he
was something like a king here in his own land.

Unexpectedly they swung around the long narrow evaticame to a white
fence and sweeping lawns, and the rather wildcdtestof tree and grassland
gave way to ordered beauty. The gardens were abidtzsummer flowers,
trees and bushes filled with colour, the glitteagdfool around the side of the
house, and the house itself, a long, white housemsiderable size, built in
the Provencal manner, gabled, attractive and somebmforting.

'We have arrived!" Luc said softly. 'Welcome to hgme, Julia. From this
moment forward, you are my guest as Justine wassytfuthere is any way
that we can repay your kindness and care we wiit.do

'l have no desire to be repardpnsieur,Julia said a trifle anxiously, and he
turned to her with his faintly mocking smile.

'Luc!" he corrected firmly. 'Please do not callmensieur As to repayment,
| do not have to be able to read your mind to kribat we are but at the
beginning of the cure for Justine. You act purebnf instinct and from
compassion but you will fathom it all out, of tHaam sure. My debt of
gratitude will then be beyond price. | have toldiybat | am very busy for
most of the time. | want Justine to be in your camd | will tell the family

that you are to have total control over her. | hemplete faith in you.'

'‘But I'm an outsider, a visitor! What will they:.she began uneasily.



‘Leave them to me,' he said sharply. ‘Justinalissty vulnerable, likely to
go back to silence as well you know. She needs god,| will not allow
interference!’

So he was back to that! Julia felt very vulnerdigeself. One false step and
the whole thing would come crashing down. She hadiheasy feeling that
she would be the one to feel the blow.

There was nothing further to say. Justine remainede car with a marked
reluctance to step down in spite of her expresssitalto se&rand-maman
Lucille, and in the end it was Luc who lifted hertokeeping her hand in his
as her other hand stole quietly into Julia's aké were about to face a great
ordeal.

Julia looked up at the house in the gathering dbhslaring the strange
sounds around her, the night music of the Camarfoere was no going
back now, at least not yet. Luc's proud face t@dthat, and the little hand
that clenched and unclenched in her own told henewore loudly. For

better or for worse she was in Luc's land, at ttendtle de Michaud, home
of Luc Marchal, Marquis de Saint-Michaud. She hgread to come here,
had found within her a great love for Justine. bad changed all their lives
for the better and she should be happy. Why the st feel like a captive?
It was a question she did not care to answer.

Later, as Julia unpacked her things and changeddioner in the

comfortable and airy room close to Justine's robm asked herself what
she had been worrying about. They loved the cbidyy one of them. She
had been completely wrong. Nothing here could hkeek to Justine's
silence.

Her mind went back to their arrival and she redligeat she was looking
forward to going back downstairs. In their way,tlveere all strange but
there was something about them that was excitihgy Tvere very different
from any people she had known. She was intriguadi felt almost as if she
were merely on holiday.



Justine had behaved a little oddly as they canwethe house, turning her
face into Julia's warmth, her hand releasing Lug¢hWo hesitation, Julia
lifted her. Slender though Julia was herself, ttike Igirl was still light and
fragile-looking from her ordeal, and Julia wasefillagain with the need to
protect her.

The house was beautiful, warm and well kept; sutedye was nothing here
to frighten a child? Julia's eyes met Luc's asgh®e rested narrowed and
puzzled on Justine and then on her. He seemed &bdat to speak, but
anything he would have said was forestalled as mavmocame quietly into
the room.

‘Justine,ma petite!You are home at last!" Her arms opened wide asd, a
Julia allowed Justine to slide to the floor, shewfl across to her
grandmother.

‘Grand-mamarLucille! | have wanted to see you! | have missed!yShe
was enfolded tightly in two warm arms and the dayks that met Julia’s
were warm too. She was perhaps fifty, Julia thoulght she was not like
Luc in any way. She did not have the haughty begarine austere face.
There was some extra thing about her that defisdrgion, a sharp gleam
in the dark eyes, an extra quality to the nut-brdage. Whereas Luc was
golden brown, his stepmother was almost swarthy, lagr eyes had a
knowing look that was at once amusing and uncanny.

"You are Sister Redford?' she asked softly, hed stnoking and soothing on
Justine's short and tender hair. 'Luc has toldfugor great kindness to
Justine, and also of your father's great skill.'

‘The professeurs the best in the world and lives in a great leottke is very
important!" Justine said, looking up at her granttran 'He also is my friend
and he tosses me in the air. | will go back to Bndlwith Julia one day and
live with them!'

'Hush, child," Lucille Marchal said softly. '"Whorisore important than you?
If you leave us we will shrivel like the grass & tmarshes. You are greatly
loved.'



'‘Ah, rascal! You are home!" The voice from the daemy had Justine
squealing with pleasure and she launched herselfyiat new arms as a
young man of Julia's own age stood dramaticallggubito receive her.

'Philippe!" She was caught into two arms and hejtt im the air before he
turned to smile at Julia.

'‘Ah! You have brought us an English princess!"did,dooking at Julia with
open admiration. 'l have heard you boasting abeutitnportance. | am
pleased that you are back to making much naiserie It has been quiet
without you.'

'In Julia's house | did not speak!" Justine saiettyy her thin arms around
his neck. 'l had to speak though at last, becaus&vas going to stay behind
and not come with me. It was necessary to speak'the

'Perhaps this English princess spoils you," Phaligpid softly, his eyes
beginning to roam appreciatively over Julia's fegur

‘The English princess is a very strict sister inogpital!" Luc said a little
sharply, coming forward to take Julia's arm. 'lliitroduce you properly,
now that the initial skirmish is over," he addetiydt_ucille, my stepmother,
and Philippe, my half-brother.’

He nodded to each in turn, his manner a little cb grip on Julia's arm
unnecessarily tight.

'Sister Redford, who has very kindly offered tovie&er career in abeyance
and come here to help Justine. You will call héiaJ$he will be one of the
family and she is to have a free hand entirely \lthtine. She is answerable
only to me!’

'‘And you, as we know, are answerable to no onalippk quipped, his
handsome face breaking into smiles when Luc's nedceyes were turned
on him. 'l do but jest!" he said with amusing ha$teave seen what happens
to those who cross swords with you, big brother.’



'If you continue to play the fool you may well fimthe day that it is exactly
what you are!" Luc said sardonically. 'For now Ilshow Julia to her room
and | will offer you the privilege of carrying upehluggage. Where is
Maryse?' he suddenly asked sharply.

'She is late this evening, but she will be in fomer!" Lucille said quickly,
and Julia was oddly relieved to see Luc's hand ctum@s stepmother's
shoulder, a look of understanding and liking pastsvben them. It was not
all to be battle in this house, then. Clearly heerged his brother's attitude
towards her. She hoped that he did not feel thdippa would become a
problem in her way. There would clearly be spatmd if Luc was to
continue this hard attitude.

'‘Come, ma belle,'Luc said to Justine as Philippe lowered her tofliner.
'Use those legs to walk to your room. If you leiiallook around she may
decide that the walls are too bare and need perdg@psture or two. Who
knows, she may even paint one for you.'

"You are also an artist, Julia?' Philippe askediadgty, his handsome face
alive with interest.

'A wonderful artist!" Justine boasted.

'‘And very important!" Luc said drily, turning hikharges to the door and
urging them out of the room.

He had shown her the room that was to be hersremdhe had left, no doubt
to go back to making her position here quite clestwe thought a little
angrily. She was not about to throw her weight abehben Lucille and
Philippe so obviously loved Justine. She wonderbedtviMaryse was like.
Philippe did not resemble his mother, except pestiapa certain harshness
of skin. He was more like Luc in looks but with attogether softer,
handsome look. Was Maryse like that? Was she artylgmn?

She finished dressing, impatient with herself fibtlas detective work. It
was quite ridiculous. It became more apparent eyntinute that Justine's
silence was some sort of trauma after the accidRerhaps her illness had
prevented it from happening before.



Tonight she wanted to look good, to have everytlgiigg well. She would

not be here for long. For the first time since dperation she felt quite at
ease about Justine and as soon as it became apjmatarc he would be

quite agreeable to her going home.

Her jersey trousers were tight in the leg and tlaching loose top with
wide sleeves were a deep purple, a startling csinteaher richly golden
hair. She had left her hair loose, swept back liEhar ears, silver earrings
dangling and catching the light. With a silver bl@ngn her wrist,
high-heeled silver sandals on her small and peféett Julia looked almost
eastern, very exotic. It was a sophisticated oatfd she was pleased with it.

At the tap on her door she smiled at the thoughtustine and called out
merrily, '‘Come in, Justine!

It was Luc, his tall frame resplendent in a dark, suis icily blue shirt
brilliant against his deeply golden skin.

‘Justine has been given her supper in bed," hegséedy, his eyes on her
startling beauty. 'She is overexcited and even fadiimg asleep.’

'Oh! I'll go to her!" She made to move forward Ingt shook his head,
stopping her.

'No. Let her simply drift off to sleep. Tomorrowlilne soon enough for you
to take responsibility for Justine. For tonightnply be my guest.'

Her sudden movement had left her standing in theeeef the room and she
felt extremely vulnerable, over-conscious of heindvody and shamefully
conscious of his. He simply watched her, a halait tte seemed to have had
since their first meeting, his dark eyes intenhenface.

"You think that it is I, do you not?' he asked djyie

For a moment she failed to understand and theohezks flushed, but she
held her ground.



"No, not now. | admit that at first | thought itgsible. Justine loves you, but
she sometimes gives you very odd looks.'

'l can only agree.' He walked slowly further irfte room and leaned against
the dressing-table, his legs crossed eleganthyhdmsls in his pockets. 'She
has been like that since the accident. | assuntét kamy likeness to Jules,
as | have said before. What do you think now, thoag you appear to have
discarded that idea?"

'Probably delayed shock," Julia said firmly. Shendilike this conversation
and she didn't like him here in her room. 'We\legit a week, and if she's
still all right, I'll go home.'

‘That is an idea that | have not yet considerezisdid quietly. 'l think you
will find our need for you stretches far longerrreny week.'

‘Justine understands that | have my own work toXigila said as forcefully
as possible.

'She understands,' Luc said softly. 'But will shiertate your departure?'
Julia felt trapped. Every instinct told her to kethis matter here and now.

'Sooner or later | shall have to go!' she said@iai've helped as much as |
have been able, but there will obviously be anterttiis. Justine will settle

here and I'll be less important to her. It will pap very quickly. Lots of

young patients take a great liking for their nursasgen grown-ups do it.
When they settle at home, they don't even remegtername. That's how
it should be!" she finished starchily.

‘Justine is not just any child, though," Luc salarantly. 'Deirdre was never
really a mother to her, she did not want a chilcstihe has never known a
mother's love. When Jules was alive, it did nottemrago much, he gave her
all the love she could wish for. Now, the wholetestaf affairs is painfully
clear to her, and she has a memory.'

'How dreadful! Julia looked at him in silence, kieep blue eyes shocked.



'Children tend to take matters into their own hanus said softly. 'She has
relatives who love her, but it is not enough. Shess me, but again that is
not enough. As we came into the house | could el hut notice that she
left me to go to you. You have puzzled over her smtave I. | have solved
my puzzle. Justine has decided that she needsremothink that she has
chosen you!

‘That's impossible!" Julia stared at him a littlédly. ‘My stay here is very
temporary. You know that! If | had suspected anghsthing | would never
have come. It's best for her to have a clean bireak me if that's how she
feels! Of course,' she added, 'it's only your apifi

'‘An opinion | have had for some time!" he assured h

Then she saw the trap that she had walked intené&Co France with us,
Julia."'Venez avec moilust what did he expect her to do now? He had
deliberately manoeuvred her here to the Camargueitig this! She had
done well to fear this dark, strange man.

'l am not always here, Julia,' he continued be$tie could reply. 'We have
business interests in other parts of France. Vehare only because we are
Camarguais and enjoy the wilderness. Our wealthhstels on the Riviera,
in vineyards and in many other things. It is neagsgor me to travel,
therefore, we need you, Justine and 1.’

As what, exactlymonsieur?Julia asked tightly, her eyes beginning to take
on the old aggression.

'As a friend most assuredly,' he remarked with akimg smile. 'What else
could you be?"

'l could not be a substitute mother, for one thidglia snapped. 'I'm very
fond of Justine, but | have a life of my own andoaintry of my own. As |
said before, we'll give it a week!'

'We will see,” he said infuriatingly. 'Until therdo not spread your
compassion around too freely, English princessidy be that very soon |
would greedily accept it and | am sure that Phdippuld accept it from the



first, the way he looked at you tonight. Concemtrah Justine and leave
everyone else to defend themselves.'

'I'll remember thatmmonsieur,she said stiffly, her stance back to the sister at
St Andrews.

'Luc!" he corrected mildly, his smile growing atr Heistered appearance.
'‘Come, let me escort you to dinner!" She walkedavisidorward, a little
anxious at the necessity to pass so close to wenialy masculine body,
and his hand shot out unexpectedly, capturing dez &ind tilting it to the
light.

"You are dazzlingly beautiful!" he said steadidnd yet, | do not know if
you even realise it. In many ways you are a chddrgelf, but | know that
Justine is safe always with you. Com& belle!Let us face things together!’

He took her arm politely, escorting her from thenm but the feelings that
began to race through her as soon as his handedingr were molten and
frightening. He was some dark power who had re-stidper life and
suddenly, like a child, she longed for her fatMghat had he meant? As far
as she was concerned there was nothing at alkéo &he would go home as
soon as possible. This had been a very foolisH idea



CHAPTERFIVE

THE OTHER member of the family was there when they went dsiairs,
Maryse, Luc's half-sister. Her relationship to Bipié was obvious and she
had her mother's strangely knowing eyes.

Dark, with long black hair that reached her wdlstye was a rather haughty
beauty about her that was spoiled by her look tdgonism, an expression
that seemed to be well established. She greetediithca stare that was

both worried and defiant.

The bank is working late nowadays?' he enquiretliysaf certain amount of
steel behind the quiet question.

Julia would have liked to wander off to some otpart of the charming
room but his hand was as firm on her arm as a clamp

'l am eighteen! | can do as | please!" Maryse thész head and raised her
chin, meeting his gaze with a blushing anger likehdd who had been
caught out in some mischief.

You are lucky! At thirty-six | do not do as | pledsLuc said irascibly. 'l do
what is expected of me. You will do the same angedess worry to your
mother!’

'It's all right, Luc," Lucille said quickly, her ¢a anxious, but Maryse
interrupted before Luc could reply.

There is nobody to tell you what to do, Luc!" shepped angrily. "You are
the complete master here and we dokmatwwhat you do!

Her dark eyes flicked to Julia with the merest |sgign of query and Luc
exploded.

'Insolence with me does not pay!" he grated, hie fdarkening in fury. 'If
you also intend to insult my guest then you willeogected to eat in your
room for the duration of her stay. | will not haMademoiselle Redford



upset under any circumstances! You will now apaedb her for that sly
little look that contained so much venom!'

' am sorry, Luc." The dark head fell beneath thislaught and Julia
tightened up inside with embarrassment. 'l am sdademoiselle Redford.
| really do know why you are here and we are atejul.’

‘J'esptre bien,Luc rasped, his face still tight with anger. "Tanoav | will
see this man at the bank. You ajeune filleand not to be put at risk!'

'Oh, please, Luc!" Maryse looked utterly defeatad, Luc waved his hand
dismissively.

‘That is enough! This is Julia's first meal with st us try to behave as a
family. It is what she is accustomed to and whatestpects.’

'‘And she is an English princess gifeat importance!" Philippe ventured
boldly before Luc's flashing dark eyes stopped lihatof banter promptly.

With his hand still tight on her arm, Luc led Jul#o the next room to dine
and she felt as upset as Maryse appeared to bethavher attempt at
defiance had been crushed so harshly. It had ntiered to Luc that there
was a stranger here tonight. He had wielded dis@ptuthlessly and

immediately. He was the master and clearly, thekraw that. Julia could

not help wondering how he behaved under normaligistances. His sharp
guery as he had noticed Maryse's absence whenhtewarrived and his
anger now showed that he took full responsibilitydveryone here. It rather
put into perspective his demands upon her.

During the meal, tempers cooled, even Luc's, atitbafjh Maryse was
mostly silent except for the odd remark she mad®hdippe, her eyes
strayed to Julia from time to time and finally s$mailed a rather tentative
smile which Julia returned wholeheartedly. Whenilleiquestioned her
about her job, about Justine's operation and di@ubwn father, Julia was
glad to be able to talk and help to ease the strahhad lingered among
them. They were all interested, and Maryse pasgityl



'l would be interested in being a nurse,’ Marysd aa they went into the
salon, her words meant for Julia's ears alone.

‘Ciel! Next you will want to be a brain surgeon!" Philpgaid with a laugh,
ducking as she aimed a playful blow at him.

‘Julia is only twenty-four and already she is &esjsLuc reminded Maryse
with a rather indulgent look that took Julia bymise after his sharp words
to the girl earlier. 'Can you even imagine the hesmatk that that has

entailed? You are very much like a butterfhgtite.l think that the idea of

beginning at the bottom and working your way up lddae too much for

you. You cannot start as a sister. Julia has gialis.’

This extravagant praise startled and embarrasdied S3he had no desire to
be the focus of so many admiring eyes.

'She has plenty of time to learn if she really nseiyhJulia said with some
annoyance. 'l started at the bottom and so doegane’

'l think she is dazzled by you,' Luc said quieBhe does not realise that you
are exceptional and that she will not necessatifirayour standards!'

'I'm merely a nurse!" Julia said in exasperati®he'could easily do anything
she wanted. Nurses are always needed. Why, hersknglexcellent, she
could train in England.’

'‘And who would care for her, may | ask?' Luc renedrlwith a wry smile at
Julia's flushed and angry face. It infuriated her.

'She could live with me! She would be welcome atlmuse. | could help
her with her exams.’

'How very rash, Sister Redford," Luc said softli, thark eyes amused and
sardonic. 'You do not know our little Maryse, sk@ihandful of trouble!

'She is a very good girl, Luc!" Lucille remonstchtoftly, eyes on Maryse
whose face was beginning to show signs of mutiny.



'She is near perfect,’ Luc agreed quietly, his aoming around his
half-sister's tight shoulders, 'but | sometimes denf that is because | am
near her!

The general laughter in which Maryse joined asimgly as anyone only
served to puzzle Julia. What was there here toecaushild to make a
decision to remain silent? They were all fond afreather, and there was no
doubt whatever that Justine was greatly loved. &hefery much
superfluous to requirements and seriously doulbtsgltei had been needed at
all. Only Justine's plea, so demandingly backeduxy had brought her here
and she had no doubt that very soon, within the fex days, it would
become apparent that this was merely a holidajidoand nothing more.

It was easy to talk to Lucille, and now that henper had subsided Maryse
was eager to learn about England, nursing, and hdia had dealt with
Justine. Philippe disappeared and Luc settled avitbok in the big chair at
the side of the room, his attention given totadiynis reading.

Julia glanced at him. The thick, curling lashesevgark against his high
cheekbones, his long-fingered hands brown and tap&ven now, he
looked elegant, his jacket removed and slung dweatm of the chair, and
Julia's eyes came to his powerful arms, a shivening over her that was
certainly not fear.

He suddenly raised his head, looking directly ar,'this eyes intent on her
face, until a slow flush spread over her cheeks.aqmoment they became
again as they had been when they sat in the cawatahed the wheeling
birds, their attention rapt with each other, theies searching each other's
faces. Any amusement that had at first been iglaisce drained away and
he stood abruptly, throwing down his book and pigkup his discarded
jacket.

'‘Come, Julia," he said with an unexpected softimesis voice. "You must be
tired. It has been a long day for you and the lRdigpear to be questioning
you very vigorously. | will walk in the garden wittou for five minutes and
then show you to your room.’



‘Are you sending her to bed?' Maryse asked withstaonished laugh. 'Not
more than half an hour ago you were insisting #iet was capable and
skilful, now you treat her as a child. | have naidhed talking to her. It is

fascinating!

'She will fascinate you tomorrow,"' Luc said detaredly. 'Do not forget that
she is our guest and would not feel able simplyatk off to bed. | know
your ability to keep on talking!

It was all taken with a laugh and Julia found hiémesscorted from the room
whether she had wanted to go or not.

It was still warm, the night breeze soft and sawghiand Julia was glad of
the darkness. Luc Marchal was a very disturbing,nf@antoo sure of his
own masculinity and far too powerful for her novattshe had cast aside her
own role to come here under his care.

'What is it about me, | wonder, that frightens yo€ murmured as he
walked beside her. 'You have faced many things gi¢fat courage and yet
you cannot face me.'

'l am facing youmonsieuy she said quietly, mesmerised by him and not
wishing to show it at all.

'‘But not with courage,' he assured her softlyhlaisd coming to her arm as
she stumbled in the dim light. "You still suspéttiustine fears me?"

'‘No!" Julia said determinedly. 'l have no idea wigtine suddenly decided
to remain silent, but I'm fairly sure that it waslecision and not any other
thing.'

'l agree!' he said deeply. "You have found nothiace yet that would lead
you to believe she was afraid to come home?"

No. Everyone is charming. They love her,' Julia spiickly and he laughed
softly, his grip tightening imperceptibly.



1 hope that | am included in the general charm2idldt as time goes on
you will discover what she fears. If she is eveingdo tell anyone, it will
obviously be you.'

‘Time cannot go on for very long," Julia remindech,hher heart suddenly
accelerating at his tone, the feeling of being pgeghcoming back with a
rush. 'l have a career and a home of my own. Myefateeds me, too.'

'‘But we all need you, Julia!" he taunted. "You Walve to decide exactly who
has the greater need. Is this what alarms youfekigg of being pulled in
two directions? You are not captured. Say the veodi| will take you back
to England at once, this very night even, if youlsocide.'

'You're making me feel rather childish!" Julia speg. When | decide to
make a run for it, I'll let you know!'

His quiet laughter had a strange effect on havak neither patronising nor
unkind but it was very secret, as if he knew soyrthimgs that she did not.
She was glad to plead tiredness and escape tot@r r

During the next few days, Julia settled into thedehold, a little unsure of
what to do at first. For the first couple of wedksre was to be no tutor for
Justine and so they were constantly together rogmme more accessible
parts of the ranch, Justine fascinated by Juliaietipg and only a little
fretful when Julia insisted that she have a reshedternoon.

As to Luc, he was busy from morning until night ahduited Julia very
well. When those imperious, dark eyes rested onsher was instantly
thrown into confusion and unease, a strange, efeptyng hitting the pit of
her stomach that she strove to control, but nevie gnanaged. He left her
well alone and was merely polite and pleasant, lied with discussions
about themanadewith Philippe at dinner and then heading for hisdg
until bedtime.

There were many acres of land to supervise, thdshier tend, and more
often than not she was awakened early in the mgrasnLuc and Philippe



drove off in the Land Rover to the outlying parfstiee ranch. Almost
always she sprang out of bed to watch them go,elyes unwillingly
lingering on Luc until they were out of sight.

The evenings would have been very empty had ibaet for Maryse, who
sat close to Julia all the time and wanted to spéakthing but England and
nursing. Both subjects were safe and ignored by Bpparently the crisis
with the gentleman at the bank was past. Marysensasr late again.

Do you realise how very clever you are?' Philipame silently up to Julia
when she was painting in the garden one afterrfwenng put Justine safely
to bed for a couple of hours. 'Beautiful, a skilledse, a talented painter. |
could wish that, like Justine, | had a nurse whih tace of an angel.’

"You're a little old for that," Julia countered lweé smile, glad that his tone
was merely bantering. 'l thought you were out \hiagardianstoday.'

'Please, mademoisellefou sound like my unbending brother. | do not
intend to join them until after three.there is &velrand by then Luc will be
here. He has been busy all morning and so hawed.now time for my
break and if I do not get it he will be here tovdrime also before | have
caught my breath. | am not at all sure that h@iredn. Perhaps he is like the
bulls, merely single-minded!

Philippe sank to the ground beside her, grimacmgsangly.

'l rarely have the chance to speak to you. You takg pity on me!

'You can speak to me whenever you like/ Julia Benaly, her delicate face
flushing at the mention of Luc, try as she mightitte it. 'So long as nothing
interferes with my time with Justine, I'm free to as | wish!'

‘Then do you wish to dine with me one evening Wegk, alone? There is a
small, insignificant restaurant in the nearest toWme food is good and it is

quiet," Philippe smiled into her deep blue eyestao#é her hand.



She was spared the necessity of a reply by thetitgurvoice that
interrupted. 'You have retired from a working lifehilippe?' Luc asked in
amusement, coming on them silently and towering dwem both. Dressed
as agardian in tight moleskin trousers, high boots and a ltgprinted
shirt, a wide-brimmed, flat-topped hat pushed ®lthck of his dark head,
he looked so unlike the man who had come to Englatid his niece that
Julia stared at him in fascination, unable to laalay. Every last vestige of
the suave, wealthy businessman was gone. He Idikeed man of his own
people, and his attitude was lighter than she kad €een it before.

'l haven't even ordered my coffee yet!" Philippetested, looking up at Luc
without much hope. 'l thought | had captured Jal@ne. There is a great
deal of the spoil-sport in yomon ami.'

'We have a while," Luc said with a laugh, flingmgself down beside Julia.
'l have saddled up for you, as a matter of facateing the case, you may
go and order coffee for Julia and me. My task isasharder!'

Philippe left with much good-natured grumbling ahdia tried to remain
utterly normal, reminding herself with some irntat that she was rapidly
forgetting what normal was. Every time she saw how, her heart just took
off at an alarming rate, and it was quite ridic@otlde was absolutely
nothing to her and had never once given her reasanagine otherwise.
Except for the odd look that might well have been dwn imagination, he
was as he had ever been. He was much softer nawuase, but then why
not? He was home, Justine returning more to hewalgs every day.

"Your painting is improving rapidly, do you realifgat?' he said quietly,
moving closer to look at her work. 'You are begmio be tanned and
healthy-looking too. Your time here is clearly gdodyou.’

'My time is supposed to be good for Justine!" Jedi@ a little more sharply
than she had intended. 'l must soon think abourggloome.’

'Must you spoil my days with threats?' Luc said dyobumouredly. "You
have done so much for Justine and for me, am alhoived to give you a
holiday?'



'If that's why you want me to stay, then..." Jldegan in surprise, but he
interrupted quietly, his eyes on her face.

If you would relax from this starchy hospital manrteen you would
suddenly find a very good reason why | want yostay," he said softly.

She had no time either to think that one out ometee reply. Philippe
appeared, a newcomer with him, a vibrantly preitivgho flung herself at
Luc as he stood politely.

You are back and | have never seen you until reheyi,' she cried, her
arms around his neckVhy have you not been to see me?"

'I have been snowed under with work!" Luc proteséegjhingly, his arms
tightening around heilt is a long way to your estate. | would have come
sooner or later.'

Later, | think!" the girl laughed, her eyes brighitiquisitive as she stepped
away from his arms and looked at Julia.

Julia Redford,’ Philippe introduced as it becamgaagnt that Luc was not
about to.Sister Redford!" he added pointedly.

Ah yes! The nurse who has saved Justine! | metlleutie other day and
she told me about you. The family are very gratedidter Redford!

Suddenly, Julia had no doubt about this girl's e@lat the family. Her
greeting of Luc and his readiness to hold her spakemes, and Philippe
seemed to be intent on reading her mind by the wfokim. She pulled
herself out of an unexpected feeling of dismay andled brightly as
Philippe continued the introductions.

‘This is Rosanne Dupin, Julia,” he said with a snShe lives on the next
estate, but far enough away to keep her out ohainrfor most of the time.’

'l have come to help with the drive!' Rosanne miete. \We completed ours
yesterday and, not knowing that Luc was here Ighdliwould give you a
hand.’'



Then bring your coffee and | will saddle up for yo®hilippe said
determinedly.

'Will Mademoiselle Redford ride with us?' Rosana&lsher smile a little
stiff as Luc once more sat beside Juan you ridemademoiselle?’

Even if she can, she will not ride with us to madte bulls!" Luc said
determinedly.She is valuable in her own right being exactly whia is.
Julia is not here to begardian.’

1 want her all in one piece for tonight, in any ea®hilippe put in swiftly,
smiling at Julia.She is dining with me in town.’

It was news to Julia. She had not agreed at dlif how seemed to be a very
good idea and she smiled back readily.

We will all go together,' Luc said firmlywe will collect Rosanne on the
way.'

Philippe looked a little taken aback but he acapitevith his usual good

nature and Rosanne looked very pleased with he&®dfwas more ready to
go along with Philippe and leave Luc here now ti@tvas taking her out
tonight, and Julia did not know what to say to lwicen they had gone
laughing and joking towards the stables.

'You do not mind that Rosanne and | are joining gowour date?' Luc said
quietly.

'It's hardly a date!" Julia reminded him a littragply.

‘That is a pity," he murmured softly. 'It is timeat you forgot about this
doctor of yours. Philippe is good company, as ydusee.'

His ready acceptance of this dismayed Julia moae #he had believed
possible and she had to remind herself sharplysimratwvas only here for a
while, that it was merely because of their anxgetibout Justine that she was
here at all.



'I'd better get Justine up or she'll never sleepgtd,’ Julia said quickly,
standing and gathering her things.

Luc stood too, bending to help her, his hand limgeas he handed her the
paints that she had used.

'l hope you do not think that we are cutting yot'‘mf things by leaving you
here as we go on the drive,’" he said, looking airttently. 'It is sometimes a
little dangerous. Rosanne is used to such thingsydu are not.'

'l have Justine to see to,' Julia reminded him,inggkerself face those dark
and probing eyes. 'l hope | didn't give the impi@sshat | was displeased.’

'Displeased, no. But there is suddenly a littlengad in you, is there not?' he
enquired astutely. 'l wish you to be happy here.

'How could | not be?' Julia asked, her eyes loweredshe gave up the
attempt to face him out. 'l can paint. Justinedglght. It's like a holiday.’

‘A very long one, | hope!" he said softly. He tdod hand, raising it to his
lips. ‘Alors! If you are reasonably happy then | will gobientot, Julia'He
strode off to join the other two and Julia felt lsbya at the reaction she had to
this small act of contact. Surely she had face@&ngisnough? Was she once
again throwing herself so deeply into her feelirngs, love of life, that she
would be distraught to leave this dark and unuswai?

The meal out had been a mistake. She acknowletigédlmost as soon as
they were settled to dine at the small local restatu With only Philippe
here she would have enjoyed it. There was the dppity to watch the
people of the Camargue, tlgardiansdressed up for the evening who
greeted Luc with a great deal of respect and Rigli@s one of themselves.
Rosanne, however, was making it more than cledrthii® was not just a
casual foursome. Very pointedly she let it be kndkat she was with Luc
and, although he took it in his stride easily, iPpk was not his usual
smiling self.



Again and again Julia's eyes were drawn to Luevds an act that was
completely against her will. There was a dreadadlihg of inevitability
about being close to Luc Marchal. There had beisrfdékling from the first,
and she was terrified that he would realise it.

Her own inner agitation only served to make thingsse, and by the time
they were ready to leave, Julia was wishing herséffs away. Her dismay
grew when a close neighbour of Rosanne's who haddahem with his
wife towards the end of the meal suggested that the Rosanne home,
saving Luc the journey. Philippe, to her astonishini@tervened to say that
he would take her as he had some business to digdtisher father about
the coming sales.

She found herself alone with Luc, and he did nokltwo pleased about it.

'l would have thought that you would be the ondisauss such things with
Monsieur Dupin," Julia ventured as they drove off.

'‘And why would you think that?' he said darkly. &xay, Philippe will run a
manadeof his own, the one where we now live, as a maitéact. | have my
own place and, when he is quite ready to take dsrall move out. | have
enough to do without running two ranches.'

'Oh! I didn't know that!" Julia confessed quickhgr mind searching through
this new information. Would he take Justine witmfiWould he marry
Rosanne and then look after Justine as his owdZfihey were certainly
close. He could hardly leave her behind.

'l—-I suppose you have plans for then...I mean abetiling down and that
sort of thing?' she said a little unwisely.

'l usually do have plans,’ he said quietly, turntoglook at her. 'What
particular plan did you have in minchademoiselle?'

For no reason he was a little angry, and his csatdonic voice quite
silenced her. When she did not reply, he stoppedah suddenly, turning to
stare at her. It was dark and silent and she fegteat rush of emotion,



making her feel only weakness and a sudden teadslthat was quite
inexplicable.

They sat quite still, their eyes locked and Lu@skdorehead creased in a
frown. His gaze moved to her lips that trembled auttle and then to the

frantically beating pulse in the soft hollow of heack before moving back

to capture her worried blue eyes.

'What plans?' he asked intently. 'You are oncemagg@arching for a truth, a
reason. What is it now? You imagine that Justinafrigid that | will leave
her? Once again | am the villain?'

'l never thought that!" Julia said with an attengpteturn to her old attitude
with him, but it failed. She was trembling too mdohthat. Her words came
out more like a plea and his attention sharpened.

It is not a good idea," he muttered, almost apgahd Julia was so much
afraid of her own feelings that she could not ablatthe meant.

The hard, strong hand captured her chin, tiltingfaee.

‘Twice in your life to my certain knowledge you lealveen badly hurt,’ he
murmured. 'lt is not a good idea to invite furthert, further damage!'

'l don't know what you mean.' She could only maregéisper with those
compelling eyes holding her in bondage, and helshahead angrily, his
grip tightening.

'Perhaps you do not but | suspect that you do. aieuquite transparent
sometimes and at others you are a mystery to me.tRing | do know,
however; | want you around. | do not look forwaodseeing Justine's face
when you tell her that you are about to leave!

'l can't just go on staying here!" Julia protesied low voice, and he smiled
slowly, his hand drawing her forward.

‘Then I will have to try and persuade you, Juhia,5aid in a voice suddenly
roughened.



His lips caught hers, startling her for only a mamand, though it was the
first time, she knew that she had been waitingH for days, perhaps even
weeks. It was not a particularly gentle kiss but bedy softened in
response, her lips opening, her arms immediatetyraimg his neck. It
surprised him. She felt shock waves right through &nd for a second he
moved to leave her, but his heart was hammering bee own, and
whatever chivalrous instinct had made him momelgtasithdraw, he
guelled it and moved in closer to lift her into higns and deepen the kiss.

She was dazed when he lifted his head, his hahawgbiping her face, his
arm holding her tightly.

'l am rarely taken by surprise,’ he murmured. 'leexgd a fight from you.
You are lonely now that this doctor has left yogZHat why you are so
ready for me?"

'I'm not!" Shame flooded over her and she struggésy belatedly.

'‘Dieu, but you are!" he ground out. 'Would Philippe hdeae equally well?'
Her hand freed itself and rose to lash out at hithle caught it and held it
fast against his chest.

'So! Now we know thenpademoiselléhe said softly. 'I have overstepped
the bounds of hospitality, but you needed that &ssuch as IV

‘Take me back!" Julia snapped, her legs tremblingh& sat bolt upright in
the car. 'If you ever touch me again, I'll go gfrwihome in spite of Justine!

'l think not, Julia,' he said quietly, starting tber and pulling away. 'l told
you, did | not, that | would alter your life? | ditbt then realise how very
much | would alter it, but we have not finished digcussion by any means.'



CHAPTER SIX

THE screams woke her, the screams and the shoutid@téinst she thought

that they were coming from her own lips. Her dredrad been disturbed,
Lucy, Justine and Luc walking darkly through thdmey own protesting

spirit agonised at their presence, but the screansnued, the shouting
increased and she was out of bed at once, racitnghe passage, hastily
tying her robe around her.

'‘Non! It's not true! It's not true! Stop it! Stop it!

Justine's voice was pitched at hysterical level dnlila recognised the
dangerous sound, so damaging for the child.

The passage seemed to be filled with people imuarstates of dress, and as
Julia ran into Justine's room she saw Luc tryingdlm the child. Justine
was awake now but clearly the nightmare was not.owéhatever had
walked through her dreams haunted her still andast®eresisting all Luc's
efforts to calm her, unwilling it seemed to haventulose at all.

‘Julia!l Julia!'

As her eyes fell on Julia she held out her arms lamzl moved aside,
standing to watch sombrely as Julia gathered tsteadight child to her.

‘There now, it's only a dream. Now it's quite godalia rocked her gently,
her voice soothing, but Justine was stiff and dfrber face buried against
Julia's shoulder, her hands clutching tightly.

It was with a small shiver of alarm that Julia readl the little girl was
whispering, so low that the words were quite inblediHer eyes met Luc's
and he understood quickly that Justine meant tossayething for Julia's
ears alone.

'We must leave her to Julia," he said quietly ®odthers who now crowded
worriedly into the room. 'It is quite plain thatestvants no one else. | think it
would be a good idea if you were all to go backed. | will make Justine a
milky drink and no doubt Julia will have calmed lbgrthen.'



They accepted it with no question and soon the ra@® silent, the door
closed and Justine raised a tear- stained face.

'She killed my papa, Julia! It was all my fauMlamantried to kill us all,
because of me!'

'Hush, hush! It was an accident. Everyone knows tfaling!'

Julia rocked her quietly, hearing the small sokséda, feeling the clutching
hands hold less tightly.

'‘Non! It was not an accident. They do not know! ShesHilhim andOncle
Luc must not find out!"

He came in at that moment, a glass of warm milkignhand, but Justine
avoided his eyes, only accepting the drink whemaJofnded it to her,
agitated again until Luc looked at Julia and walkedh the room.

He was outside the door when Julia eventually meshég settle Justine and
came out on to the passage.

'‘Come downstairs,' he suggested quietly. 'l wilkena drink for both of us.
You look a trifle shaken, and | cannot say th&el deliriously happy at this
turn of events.’

Julia followed him without any thought, Justine'srds still ringing in her
mind. What imagined guilt did that child bear? Eswnot over by any means
and she had been foolish to think otherwise. A ntivad could decide to be
silent was troubled deeply and she must stay haiestne found out why.

'She has told you something?' Luc said with cetyaas he handed her a
coffee, and Julia nodded, her eyes a little wary.

'Out with it, then!" he grated. 'It concerns mknow. There is suspicion yet
again on your face! If | am a villain | would like know about it"

Julia sat at the long, scrubbed table in the waitch&n and faced him
squarely. 'You're quite wrong," she informed hinetw. 'If | look anything



at all it is puzzled. Who was driving when the deait happened?' she
suddenly asked.

‘Jules!" Luc said with no hesitation, relaxingttdias he sat on the edge of
the table and looked down at her. 'When they fdhectar, Jules was still at
the wheel. There could be no question whateveeatre was driving.'

‘Then why does Justine insist that her motherkilier father and, in fact,
tried to kill them all?' Julia asked softly, heregeblue eyes questioning on
his face.

For a moment he looked astonished and then his epgsOwed
thoughtfully.

'Why did she not tell me this? As | am clearly maolved | cannot see why
she would not have told me. Why should | be exai@dall her young life

she hasrun to me when Jules was not there. She raveéo her mother.
Deirdre was utterly unfeeling towards the child. YMave this for you,
Julia?'

" You were wrong when you imagined that she wantedvamother,' Julia
said softly, her expression compassionate as shéheaaw look in his dark
eyes. 'She has come to me because I'm a frients #ih She told me
because I'm not involved. It's not unusual. Hernhasds were that you must
never find out, and you must not mention this unglhave the whole thing
solved.’

'I must never find out?' Luc looked at her deepligrashment on his face,
and she had not the slightest doubt that, no mattat Justine imagined,
Luc was in no way involved.

'It seems that there is to be no end to this,did wearily, and Julia's heart
went out to him.

‘There will be," she assured him quietly. 'We'recmturther forward than
we were. Not too long ago, Justine would not spaakll. Now, she is
beginning to tell us why. We'll get to the bottofritpdon't worry.'



In her compassion, her hand had gone out to toiscand he turned it into
his strong palm, looking down at the slender fisgierthe warmth of his
hand.

'So you will not desert us?' he asked quietly,dais eyes rising to search
her own.

Soft colour tinted her cheeks but she stood reslyiugently removing her
hand, her eyes meeting his.

'l never leave a job half donejonsieur,'she said firmly, and his lips
softened into a smile.

'It is hard to be Sister Redford when you are pretty nightdress and a
silken robe, is it not? You did that rather wellptigh, and | am filled with
admiration.' He stood, his hand tilting her deteradli chin. "Tomorrow | will
arrange for Justine's tutor to come. It would bieeloéf her mind were fully
occupied, do you not agree?’

'Definitely!" Julia said, a little afraid to attetnfp move away in case his
softened mood should end. There was something \@advintimate about
being here with Luc, and she could have stayediglit simply looking at
him.

'Also," he added quietly, 'you are not a nursemaich filled with guilt when

| remember how | have treated you, the demandséd placed on you. | do
not wish ' you to have to take care of Justinealy @sk that you be here,
Julia, because we need you.'

Tll stay," Julia said softly, her eyes clinging his in spite of her mind's
urgent warnings.

'l am gratefulma cherg he assured her quietly, his eyes moving over her
face, 'so grateful that | will remind myself thatuhave suffered much hurt.
It would be best if you went now to bed. Goodnighija.'

To her dismay, he turned and walked from the ronthshe realised that she
was becoming very obvious to him, her expressiorctear for him to see.



Rosanne would be here more often now though andishil have to stifle
her feelings for Luc if she was to stay and seé@rkifully recovered. Now,
she had promised! She sighed deeply and went hertooom, the house
quiet and dark around her.

Things returned to normal. Justine's tutor camerandh of the day was
occupied with lessons. Julia was now simply a fljeand it was as a friend
that Justine sought her out each day. There was ¢imher hands now,
enough time for her to extend her painting and mowe of the garden
without Justine. She was always watchful, but wietevas troubling the
child was now well back beneath the surface.

She had little choice but to play the game Justiweay until the secret was
told and the child's fears put to rest. A routiae been established now that
lessons were again progressing and Julia knew lgxalsen Justine would
be free. She was always there, waiting, hopingddher revelations, but
none were forthcoming.

Luc seemed to spend more and more time away framrdahch, only

appearing at dinner time, usually unapproachabém ¢kien, and Rosanne
Dupin came to dinner too with a regularity that\woced Julia that one day
she would marry Luc. He was clearly fond of her ah@ was as well
informed about the affairs of the ranching as Lux &@hilippe. The

after-dinner discussions now included Rosanne ala gpend much of her
after-dinner time with Maryse and Lucille, bothwhom were becoming
more like old friends daily.

In her free time she painted, becoming deeply insetkin the ambience of
the place but never able to leave the nearer cemfof the ranch house
because of Justine. One day there would be a onattle armour that the
child had built around herself, and Julia wantedb&o there when that
happened.

She had noticed that the birds did not all staghegtangs They came to the
ranch, moving in their inquisitive way about thesjpme. Down by the gates
at the entrance, she made herself a little "himteathless with excitement
when they wandered close, her skilled fingers camjutheir movement,

their colours and their surroundings.



Already, Justine had two brilliant pictures on hells, an egret motionless
under the tamarisk trees, a purple heron in fligigainst a dark,

storm-threatening sky. They were good, very gobe, lsnew that. They

were the best things she had ever done and théytteeiystery that she felt
here, an oppressive beauty excitingly tinged wahger.

Luc had looked at her hard when Justine had exgigttbwn him the gifts
that Julia had painted for her room, but he had sathing. Later, Justine
had led her to her room and shown her the finigleedlt. Oncle Luc had
taken them to be framed and they were resplendettteowall behind her
bed, as grandly framed as old masters. She wawitéfthe uncomfortable
feeling that he had felt her anxious mood and thiat expensive framing
was a reward to soothe her. It was like an unspokessage, although he
seemed now to keep strictly out of her way, nevaking any comment on
her work at all.

She was glad of her hide when one day the windssthept the Camargue
were stronger than ever. Today she had longestmitioubted if the birds
would come. Justine had gone off for the whole raien with her

grandmother, visiting friends a couple of villagaway, and Julia had
refused the invitation to accompany them. Justias safe with Lucille, and
she herself felt the need to unwind in the silesfdeer little nest by the gate.

The sound of a Land Rover stopping close by stahér out of her reverie.
Vehicles went up and down the track frequentlythat never stopped and
she was uneasy when Luc peered in-at her, his dack quite
expressionless.

‘Justine is out for the day with her grandmotlstrg’ said defensively and his
black eyebrows raised mockingly.

'l know it. Do not be so ready to defend yours¥kbu are not a servant
caught taking time off!"

'It was merely a remark! | have no reason to defagself!

The rapid beating of her heart threatened to clngkeand he was as usual
utterly dominant, peculiarly silent even though Wwas crouched down



looking in at her. Annoyance with herself and leslihgs had sharpened her
voice and he muttered crossly, straightening up.

'‘Come out from there! | cannot see you properly babsolutely refuse to
kneel down and peer at any woman!' He was now toge@way outside and
Julia crawled out, dusting off her skirt and reachin to get her things.

'‘Leave them! Nobody would dare touch them. Thigelinest and the
delights that come from it are a source of wondénhégardians.l am not at
all sure that they do not cross themselves asritieyoy; certainly their eyes
are more on this place than on the horses for ofdke time!

'It's hardly my fault!" Julia snapped, cross wherphlled her to her feet and
stared down at her with cold, black eyes. 'The wipens of the
Camarguais are quite beyond me and no doubt quip&s

'For one with such a wonderful face, you have guenlike a steel file at
times,' he said wryly, seemingly amused all at ofget in the Land Rover
and try to keep your nerve. We have not talkedstone time, and at the
moment | have no murderous intent although by dpeession on your face
one would think that | had.'

In the face of such sarcasm, she climbed stifftg the vehicle, gathering
the skirts of her sun-dress around her and trymdépd calm. Maybe he
wanted a companion for afternoon tea? Rosanne wodikle that! She
blushed as a swift pang of jealousy caught her anavguddenly becoming
conscious that he was still standing there, the dodiis hand, the dark
eyebrows raised sardonically. She had the decigelthfy that he had read
her thoughts and found them utterly amusing. Slo&dd away and he
slammed the door, coming to climb in beside hertarmithe heavy vehicle
in a tight circle, heading out and away from thectain a rush of speed that
had her clinging to the seat.

'Where are we going?' She could even hear the pah&r own voice.
'Visiting, mademoisellé he assured her calmly, taking another and

decidedly more bumpy road off the main road thdtftem the Manade de
Michaud.



'I'm not dressed for visiting!" She looked downtla¢ skirt of her dress,
searching anxiously for creases, but he glancdweasideways, a quick
glance that seemed to take in everything about her.

'For this visit, you will be quite adequately dregs

He lapsed into his usual silence and Julia dedinléd likewise. She had not
had the time to prepare herself for this encounttlr Luc and she realised
that, every day, she prepared herself to meet himost without knowing
that she did it. She felt all the time that she watkof her depth. Since the
incident in the kitchen he had almost ignored bet, the same electrical
feelings were, there every time they were in themesaoom together, and
though he said nothing she knew that he felt it too

Often she would look up and find his eyes on harkdburning and filled
with a look closely akin to resentment. Why he bhdsen to come for her
this afternoon she had no idea. Avoiding her wadwdde been the best
solution it seemed. Even now, he obviously hadthetfaintest desire to
speak to her. She was angry with herself and dhilgiangry with him.

They entered a lonely road, passing a soligaydian'shut close to the
entrance, and drove along the long track that séémiee leading to another
manade.The horses were there too, even more of thentethg tamarisk
trees, the marsh sampire, but the place was wilolee)ier and oddly more
beautiful.

The white-walled ranch house stood among lawnsgtdreens carefully
tended, and Julia caught her breath as a whitenharotionless as a statue
on the lawn, suddenly swept upwards into the skil. Luc stopped the
engine and there was silence, utter stillness mostl frightening peace as
they both sat looking at the house.

'It—it's so quiet!" Julia found herself whisperiagd he glanced across at her
quickly.

‘That worries you?'

'No! It's quite beautiful. Who lives here?"



'l do! Or at least, very soon, | intend to live&ewhen Philippe can shoulder
his responsibilities and his inheritance. | wikthbe free to follow my own
inclinations, and my inclination is to live here.'

He grinned, suddenly a different person, and thened to leap out,
slamming the driver's door loudly and coming rotmter side. '‘Come then,
mademoiselleLet us make a little noise and frighten the dewilay! He
reached up and caught her by the waist, liftingdugrand setting her on her
feet before she could catch" her breath.

The hall was wide and well lit, dark, old beaménglof great age, and the
walls were lined with oil paintings of bulls, gredtlack, fierce-looking
brutes, each named.

'The great breeding bulls of the past that founsgdfamily's fortune!" he
said with a sweep of his hand. 'l tell you thistiyagn case you think that
they are my ancestors!" He was suddenly laughirdy taok her hand
light-heartedly, leading her into the wide and spag€ salon that only
needed a woman's touch to make it perfect. Juwiadséntranced, her eyes
darting everywhere, and his laughing voice behied itmade her blush
wildly, considering the thoughts that had beenma¢hrough her mind.

‘Alter it all you wish, provided that it is merelgnental speculation,
mademoisellg he said in amusement, smiling into her rosy facd then
leading her round the rest of the house. It walcdlf not to begin her
mental rearrangements in every room, and he knet® gquell the struggle
she was having.

'Well? Tell me what you think of it and then youlae rewarded,' he said as
they were once again in the salon. 'l will makdesffor you myself.'

'Is—isn't there anyone here?' It was a particulsiiypid thing to say, as she
knew perfectly well that they were alone.

1 am here and you are here.' He was suddenly natedrany more and she
wished she had not spoken at all.



'Why—-why did you bring me here?' She turned awmalking towards the
window, very anxious now to be gone.

'l brought you to show you my home, mywnhome, where | will live for the
rest of my life. | thought it might interest youod are very interested in
many things."'

Of course! The Camargue is a fascinating placeyantve got a lot of land.
One day, | may come back and look at the whole Cgined

'You are not again contemplating an early departut@ope?' he asked
quietly, a hint of steel behind the softly spokeords.

No, but | can't just go on staying here, you knbatt | have a job of my
own! |—I don't talk about it but | miss it, and rfgther.’

| am unfair to you, am | not?', he asked with adgully sombre note in his
voice. 1 ask of you things that | have no right to askurytime, your
patience, your compassion. Even now | have draggadhere away from
the thing that you enjoy doing!’

'I'm happy to be here!" Julia said quickly, turntog/ards him] told you I'm
fascinated with the Camargue. This is a beautitulse, a bit lonely, but
then | don't suppose you'll mind that when you'senmed!

Ah! You are now arranging my life for me as you eraccused me of
arranging yours!'

Of course not!" Julia turned her back and lookedoduhe window again,
her tongue running wildly ont's just so obvious that you'll need a wife, and
as you're a landowner | imagine that Rosanne'silahee would make your
own into almost a small empire.'

It would!" he agreed, making her heart sink.

He came closer, standing behind her, and thereanasrtain amount of
panic in her voice when she started to turn away.



We'd better be going!" she said sharpiyvas nice of you to let me see your
house, but rather a long way to come.’

'l imagined that it would be worth it,’ he said efly, his hands coming to
span her waist, drawing her back to him. 'l broyght here because we are
alone here, not to see my house!" He caught harlddrs and spun her
round, almost lifting her off her feet and bringirnger close to the
hard-packed strength of his bodlycannot continue to look at you and not
touch!'

His arm tightly came around her, his other hancsgxkin her hair, he lifted
her face to his, no escape possible.

It is clear that | must decide about you. | amaotan who can be teased.
You have stopped saying that you will leave umtilaty but it is always on
your face, and | expect almost daily to be facethwiour departure.
Meanwhile, | work myself to death to avoid you. ragss | can rid myself of
the feelings that boil inside me every time | sea!y

He was angry with himself and Julia tensed asipssdlosed harshly over
hers, the strong arms like a steel prison.

Luc!" Her cry, almost crushed beneath his lips, hiat raising his head, his
eyes burning darkly.

'Shh! Hush, Julia,’ he said roughly against hes. [ijgou know that we want
each other!'

Her lips parted beneath his and this time he didetder go; he allowed his
own feelings to flare out of control, a dangeroxgeziment, and they both
sensed the danger as his fire caught her too andrims went around his
neck. It was an explosion of feeling long hidderellwcontrolled, and
instantly she was closer, pressed to the lengttinof his hard hands urging
her closer.

‘Julia!" Her name was a hoarse cry on his lipseasolvered her face and neck
with kisses, his mouth burning her shoulders asstraps of her sun-dress
were ruthlessly pushed aside.



He suddenly swept her up into his arms, stridindpéosettee and placing her
on the cushions, coming down to her at once, hid hady covering hers,
every inch of him demanding.

'Luc! I'm afraid!" she gasped out, holding him with trembling hands, and
he drew back to look at her, his harshly handsamee taut with desire,
before his expression softened.

'Yes, | can see that you are," he murmured so@lyme!’

He did not intend to let her go, but his handseswdt, his whole demeanour
changed magically, and the irresistible tenderradshis touch had her
sighing in his arms within minutes as he coaxedtémsion from her and
stilled her fears, leaving her prey to every emmotitside her.

The lips that roamed over her were like velvet,wloeds that he murmured
were heated and soft, and Julia gave herself tiettondling hands with no
thought but delight, gasping with pleasure as hrsds peeled the sun-dress
to her waist and his lips urged the tips of heabte to sharp excitement.

‘Tu n'as pas peur de moi, cherig® murmured, his hands capturing the
swollen beauty of her breasts.

‘No, I'm not afraid!" She was desperately anxitas he should not stop and
his dark eyes met hers at the sharp anxiety ivtiee, his intake of breath
swift and harsh at the expression oh her face.

'Viens, ma bellehe breathed harshly, lifting her towards him. "“amd | are
like fire in the dry grassesy comprendsWhenever | see you | wish to be
here with you, like this!

And she felt like fire, like a wild flame, rising meet every hard movement
of his body, totally lost in the suspended timehis wild place. It was the

thought of the place that froze her in his arms, ttiought of Rosanne.
Graham had wanted her too, still wanted her butasdhis wife. Rosanne
would be Luc's wife, their land joined, both of th€amarguais. Hadn't she
seen the way they had their heads together, Paijlippc and Rosanne, all
understanding each other? She was the outsidessing passion for Luc.



She stiffened, turning her head aside, rejectiaheénwhole of her attitude,
and his eyes narrowed on her face as he drew loaldok at her. For a
moment he said nothing, straightening her drespalitig her to her feet to
stand looking at her with cool considering eyes.

"You do not trust well, do you, Julia?' he asked taut voice. 'Deep inside
you there is this belief that | am responsibleJiastine's problems, and now
you believe that | intend to seduce you beforernétg you to your father. |
suppose you have not recovered from the love yauftwathis worthless
doctor. You are not yet again a woman, although lpok at me with a
woman's eyes, a woman's desire. Fearmatchere,l had intended to take
you back before things went too far!'

It brought her into the present, back into her ogharacter and the
realisation of where this had been leading, herltesteel mind and
upbringing shocked and shaken that she could hidkweeal herself to be
here with Luc when she knew very well what his fatheld.

'|—I wouldn't have...'

"You would had | continued!" He looked at her cgintbtally in control of
himself with alarming speed. 'In spite of your dwdiance, you are naive
and as unaware of your own passions as a chilgidPasrun high in the
Camargue. | will take you home.'

'It's not my home!" Julia said wildly, her faceshed and beautiful. 'l live in
England, and now of course, | must go back at once!

'l think not, Julia!" he said shortly, leading herthe door and out into the
gathering dusk. "You will stay for Justine becayse cannot let things go.
You are a perfectionist and Justine is not curdtk fiurse in you is ever
uppermost, the woman afraid and unsure. | couldenyaki stay—for me!"

'Don't fool yourself!" Julia snapped, trying to lpalvay.

' rarely do," he bit out angrily, taking her bgdiind lifting her with ease into
the Land Rover. 'And in this case, | am not foolmygself at all. Any time



that | reach for you, you will come to me, but yeme not Camarguais and
you are a guest in my house!'

That said it all and he was as silent on the dvaek as he had been coming.
The experiment was over.

It was a relief to see Lucille arriving with an é&ed Justine as they stopped
in front of the Manade de Michaud.

'l have eaten already!" Justine cried, leaping ftioencar and racing round to
Luc as he climbed from the bigger Land Rover. d imaullet, asparagus, rice
and strawberries! | ate every last bit!

"You will be fatter than a duck!" Luc swung herinfo his arms, hugging her
to him, and Julia suddenly had a picture of himhwits own child, some
dark haired boy or girl with the stamp of the Caguar on them. It brought
tears to the back of her eyes and she knew thas iarms she had admitted
to herself a love so wild and strong that she caoldyet fully believe it. The
love she had imagined with Graham was shallow attitetbut the way she
felt about Luc was burning and deep, a passion shathad not known
herself to be capable of. She raced off to her rodmanging for dinner
quickly, greatly pleased when the tap on her doas Wwom Justine and
nobody else.

'Will you help me to bed, Julia?' Justine coaxethwirare grin. 'l am tired
and very full.’

"You'll be totally better any day now," Julia saml she sat on the bed later
and looked at the little girl, so frail when shalHast seen her but now so
much stronger. 'I'll be able to go home then.’

'Oh, no!" Justine instantly clasped her hands ahdl ¢n tightly. OncleLuc
will not let you go! He said that while | want ytwere you will stay, and |
want you here for ever!

Such faith inOncleLuc's dominance! Julia tried to laugh but it wasdh and
already the small, pretty face was clouded witkesileess.



'We'll see,’ she added soothingly and Justine dnsleepily, her eyes
already closed.

'l like it when you say that. It means good thingsm happy when you are

here, Julia. One day, everything will be all rightiOncleLuc will take care
of both of us!'



CHAPTER SEVEN

IN sPITE of everything, Julia was surprised to find Phiéparriving early
next day with a small Renault which he parked wiffourish. He beckoned
to her, grinning all over his face.

'‘Now | am useful merely as a delivery boy!" he sssdhe came outside and
looked at him suspiciously. ‘Do not be so anxidu$ia. Big brother has sent
this along for you. He says that you are too ret&id here and the use of this
will make it possible for you to travel further @i when you paint this
noble land.’

'I—I'm astonished!" Julia walked around the briggitow little car. 'Are you
quite sure, Philippe? This is not one of your aakeg that's going to get me
into trouble?"

'‘Word of honour!" He crossed his heart and grinaielder, his head on one
side as he regarded her startled face. 'In any itas@ot possible to get you
into trouble with Luc; he would rather blame anyaige no matter what
you did.'

‘Little do you know!" Julia said darkly, adding kibsat the speculating look
in his eyes. 'In any case, he never notices tpainit, I'm sure.’

'Oh, no?' Philippe said with friendly sarcasm. flinast be why he goes for
miles to get the frames!"

‘That was for Justine! Anyway, thank you very mdchdelivering it. I'l
thank Luc when | see him.’

It was time to dismiss Philippe, she thought. He w&lvays ready to flirt,
and another clash with Luc was the last thing saeted.

Justine was delighted.

'Oh, how kind he is! Do you not agree, Julia, tiets the kindest man in the
whole world?"



'I'm sure he must be," Julia murmured, certainlywas just about the
strangest! 'This afternoon, we will go to the EtalegVaccares and look at
the flamingoes.'

It quite made Justine's day and Julia had to athattit had made hers; not
only because she did not now feel quite so trajppetiecause Luc had been
thinking about her. She got the chance to thank dtiminner time after a
long, hot afternoon watching the wheeling and lagdf the flame-bright
flamingoes. Their movements, their colours werk istiher mind, and it
was with shining eyes that she approached Lucdrs#ton before dinner.

'l want to thank you for the car, Luc,’ she saiflgdlt was very kind of you
to think about it. Even today, it's made such &d#nce to me.'

'‘And you have been watching the flamingoes!" hd saih a half-smile on
his lips.

'Well, yes! How did you know?'

‘'The English nose is a little red, a little touch®dthe sun,’ he said with a
smile. He ran his long finger down the length of Ipeofile, a subtle
movement that was almost a caress, and Julia'srgigvreaction brought
the same sparks to the back of his dark eyesll'hewe to get you a large
floppy hat," he added softly, his eyes holding hers

'Luc can be very indulgent,’ Rosanne said shaqolying close and sliding
her arm into Luc's possessively.

'When he wants!" Luc finished for her sardonicahd the moment had
gone, the dark spell was broken. A wordless prdtastd across Julia's
face, the shine dying from her eyes, and Luc loakieder with narrowed
gaze for a second before turning abruptly away.useeat!" he said harshly.
'l have a lot to do this evening and so has Pleligp the ladies will have to
be left to themselves.’

After that she saw little of Luc. Much of her timgth Justine was spent
away from themanadeas they explored the villages and the surrounding
countryside together, and her paintings grew, gubhHanging as she



absorbed the mystery of the Camargue. She could s it herself. She
was changed in so many ways. She was more matateesed in an
entirely different way, almost wildly in love wita hard, dark man who
would eventually marry someone else.

The thought of returning to England and puttingead to this daily torture
was ever present in her mind, but she put off tae # she left and Justine
deteriorated, Luc would only call her back. And sfwild come, there was
no doubt of that, she would leave everything to eom

She was going out one afternoon when Rosanne drrisiee seemed to
haunt the place and, try as she might, Julia coatdstifle the jealousy she
felt for the girl.

'I've seen the paintings you do. You're very gdedsanne said with a smile.
"Why do you always do birds and flowers?"

'l suppose it's because | do them best," Juligesk@urprised by this sudden
friendliness.

"You would make a very good painting of the whibedes, | think," Rosanne
said with a great deal of enthusiasm. "Your stykoi flowing. | can even see
the finished picture in my head!

"They don't stand still for long," Julia mused, idea suddenly seeming very
good. 'I'd like to paint them but not in large nwerg) not grazing close to the
house like any other horses.'

'On theetangs,’Rosanne agreed eagerly. 'There is a place ndataway
where they are always to be found. Now that Lucdiasn you a car you
could easily drive there. It is a great, floode@tsth of plain and the horses
splash around there. You would be able to workvell

It seemed to be a good idea and Rosanne gave aegfukinstructions.
Perhaps she wanted her out of the way more, hdigght; she was usually
very watchful when Luc and Philippe were thereaity case, Julia wanted
to go. Something new might take her mind off Ldidt Were not for Justine
she would go home now! Even as she thought itelha fvave of panic. She



could no more leave Luc than she could leave Jus8he saw little of him
now, but life without a sight of him would be utieempty. It was a
chastening thought considering Rosanne and heoobwattachment to him,
and Julia drove out to the place where the horse wupposed to be, her
mind turning over the new hurt that she was sldwliding inside her.

It was a desolate, empty place with a wild beafitysaown that a few brief
weeks ago she would have shunned as too lonelysalfarsaken. Now
though with the sky above her and the stretch démlaefore her she could
see what these people saw. She was beginningkatdbings through the
eyes of a Camarguais. It would help little, thoubgkcause she was an
outsider, a stranger in this land.

She stopped the bright yellow car at the side efrtbad and looked out
across the water. Sure enough there were horses, dh four of them, but
they were some distance away and in the wrong tadée light.

Julia stepped from the car and wémthe water's edge. If she could get a
little closer she could make her preliminary sketchnd then do a great deal
from memory but there was no way of going in, theeteept on foot, and she
did not fancy stepping in and then sinking to harsiv

It looked shallow enough though for a few yardsifrihe roadside and she
took off her shoes, leaving them in the car, anty@ily stepped into the
water. It was not as cold as she had anticipatddogiriaking care she was
able to get quite a way from the road, warily apgtong the horses who
raised their heads and looked in her direction ftone to time but largely

ignored her.

Her pencil flew along. It was a precarious positoart she was completely
absorbed in a very short while, the scene growergehth her fingers with a
talent that she had not before fully realised. Toeses too were most
obliging, keeping quite still for most of the timand there was an almost
uncanny silence about the place.

Suddenly, the whole scene changed! The horses etunds before had
almost been posing for her threw up their headsthed wheeled, racing
away at high speed, water splashing around thethshe was left almost



open-mouthed at the change, wondering how on esréh could have
startled them, when she had not even made a move.

The growing sound though soon told her that thed/ i@t been concerned
about her lowly presence; others were coming amadirap fast. First, she
heard the thunder of noise, a noise that grew émaater, and sharp cries
carried over the water, the combination quite f@ng, and then the heads
of the first horses appeared, the forerunnerseofitrd.

She realised that she was standing calf-deep ierwiat front of a racing
herd of wild and semi-wild horses who were beingeir towards her. Of all
the days she could have chosen, this was the oae site should not have
been here. Rosanne's specific instructions, héstamce, the look on her
face came into Julia's mind, and then she was hédanly with the thought
of survival.

They seemed to be upon her with uncanny speed. Wkey being driven
line abreast, thgardiansrunning them hard, each man seeming to be part of
the white horse he rode. Flat black hats pulled dalvn over their eyes,
tridents in hand, they were magnificent, unreal &ndfying.

She was stunned into inaction, caught in a nighenadrflashing hooves,
flying spray, gleaming coats and bared teeth witbasional glimpses of
hard, dark riders like horsemen from another world.

And as she stood there motionless, simply unabiedee from their path,
one dark figure seemed to leap out at her, hisshmiesving with frightening
speed to overtake the leaders of the herd andriputiseém.

'Yah! Ay—yah! Yah!" Waving his hat, his trident jahg menacingly at

their heads, by some miracle he turned them, stpveway as they
thundered to the distant haze of sky and water,tlae he was upon her,
leaping from his horse, water splashing to his kreel over the high black
boots as he grasped her shoulders and shook lelikeaa lifeless doll.

Imbecile!"



There was a fury on Luc's dark face that she hadrreeen before. His hat
was lost and his black hair was tousled acrossimjgy face. The fingers
that bit into her shoulders were like hot steel dedseemed to have lost
control of his temper with no hope of recovery.

'Did | buy you a car for this, so that you couldr@out here and almost kill
yourself?' he roared. 'Where is your much-vauntedmon sense? You are
as useless as a child!"

'You—you boughtthe car just for me?' It was the only thought Segmed
to stick in her head and earned her another hakksh

Stop talking stupidly!Dieu! | could kill you myselfl Why did you stand
there like a glassy-eyed doll? Where is your imtstior self-preservation?
Did you father restore Justine to me so that | ¢dekl free to kill his only
daughter?' He let her go abruptly, as if unablegt@ertain that he would not
harm her in his rage. 'Answer me!’

Julia looked wildly at him and then her legs gaué witerly and she fell at
his feet into the water, so shaken that her whotelybtrembled
uncontrollably.

When he picked her up she was soaked to the shierwiripping from her
hair, the sketch floating away on the very wavestsdrself had created, and
to her astonishment he reached forward and scobpegx before turning
back to the road and the safe haven of the smiall ca

'l will take you back. We are both soaked and tyegwu have been badly
shocked," he muttered, putting her into the passeseat and striding round
to fold his great length behind the wheel.

'I—I can manage,' she whispered, certain thatrbis discomfort would
merely enrage him more. However, he seemed to hegained some
measure of control over that wild temper.

'l think not!" He did not look at her but startéx tcar at once and proceeded
to pull away.



'Your horse...!" She looked back over her shoudael the white horse was
still where he had left it, standing obedientlydavho would not? she asked
herself with a shudder.

The men will see him when they come back," he lsaédly. Assuming that
we do not have to begin rounding up the horsesndda¢ added as a
sarcastic afterthought, and Julia decided to kesgt.gn any case, she was
still frightened, the sound of the thundering haosgéll in her mind, Luc's
violence still ringing in her ears and the markshisf fingers still burning
into her shoulders.

The others were still not back but as the car ctonthe door, Rosanne
appeared and at the sight of her Julia couldnft k&ffening even though
she thought herself a fool. How could Rosanne tkaosvn that she would
get herself into such a situation? After all, arg/avith any sense would not
have left the car, anyone with even one ounce desgvould have run for
the car at the sound of the horses. It was justdiva had not known what
was happening and then had been almost hypnotiséeklwild beauty, the
unreality.

Can you walk?' Luc helped her from the car anddé¢esher for a second.
Yes, I'm all right, thank you. If you hadn't..

1 have no desire to be reminded!" he said harghilyshing aside the
beginnings of her thanks before she could even stau are soaking wet.
You had better shower.'

What is it?' Rosanne was right up to them, heresstwarp with interest.

‘Nothing!" Luc's terse voice would have been endogttop anyone but she
still stood there, her hand coming to his arm, rgrgpthe angry signs.

But Luc, what has she done? What happened?’
Mind your own business!" Luc said rudely and sharptartling Julia as

much as Rosanne, and when she heard nothing leéskugied to her room,
to shower and change before anyone else couldesgeddicament.



She was not all right really. She knew that asstbed shivering under a hot
shower. She was still frightened and shocked aeditjht of Rosanne had
brought it racing back. Common sense told her thatas all her own
stupidity but she was not as a rule stupid. Thirkgsthis did not happen to
her. She suddenly realised with great astonishrttetit she was crying
quietly and she recognised delayed shock. It wdisulous, pitiful!'Julia!
Luc's voice in her room was the last straw andfshevild with anger at
him. He had no right simply to walk in like that.

‘Julia!" Before she could even complete the switghoff of the shower he
was there, staring angrily at her.

'Luc! Please!'There wasn't a thing in reach that she could getover
herself and he grunted angrily, tossing her a ttogkel and turning away to
her bedroom.

'‘Can't you even answer when | call to you?' he gadp| imagined that you
were collapsed in here!’

'Oh, get out! And close that door!" The tears waemixture of anger, shock
and shame now, but they rolled down her face argldmemed the door for
good measure.

He was still in her room when she came out secuaethick towelling robe.
He was standing looking out of the window and skeatwor him before he
had even the time to turn.

"You have no right to walk into my room like thikh not a little serving
wench on your estate! Don't do it again!" She kiieavthere was an edge of
hysteria in her voice but she was past caring. Ekigrg went wrong with
Luc. Hemadeeverything go wrong!

He turned slowly and looked at her a funny expmssi his eyes.

'What are you so desperate about?' he said quietlias merely anxious
about you.'



"You had no right simply to walk in there!" shersted, making matters even
worse.

He stared at her oddly, the dark eyes holding tnetisher face flushed even
more and then he ran his hand over his face almestily.

'Why do | get this feeling that | have every right® mused softly, his dark
face sombre. 'Why do | feel that | have no needdwvespeak, that | can
simply reach out for you?' He seemed to shake hirosé of the peculiar
mood and his eyes focused sharply on her startleel iNobody had ever
been able to silence her like Luc. She was stuanéduzzled.

'l want to know why you were there,' he said deteedlly, back to normal
with a vengeance. 'l want to know why you pickedt txact spot at that
exact time when we were doing the drive!

'‘Obviously | didn't know, unless of course you ththat I'm suicidal.' She

turned away and began to brush her hair to esbtage probing eyes, but he
strode across and took the brush from her, slamihorgthe dressing- table
without more ado.

"You did not go there by chance! It is out of theywdifficult to find. There
is not a person on thmanadevho does not know that today we were driving
the horses in in readiness for the fair. So who yolu to go there?"

'Is there a fair?' she said guilelessly, the softdito turn away wrath, but he
was not to be sidetracked.

‘Julia!" he said dangerously. 'Stop this nonsewdg} were you there?"

'l was doing a sketch for a painting." She lookegy but the hard hand
came to her face, tilting it to the light.

'Why are you protecting Rosanne?' he said softtynarrowed eyes on her
face.

"You can't possibly know that.’



'‘Nobody else would do it,’” he assured her. 'Justil@res you. Lucille

admires you and she is, in any case, the genflestatures. Maryse is your
friend and Philippe—well, he imagines that withtdd encouragement he
could fall in love with you. Who is left but Rosait

'I'm sure that she didn't realise..." Julia sai@tty her head bowed as soon
as he released her face.

He gave a grunt of exasperation and then to henigsiment he drew her
forward and folded her in his arms, a hard walbaftection that seemed to
enclose her tenderly.

'l cannot always be on hand at the correct timee/mlarmured against her
still wet cheeks. 'l want you to promise me thati yall take care in the

future. There is not a great deal of danger in[dmsl but it is there for the
seeking.' He tilted her face and looked at hemnithye'You will take care?’

'Yes,' she whispered, blissfully happy for this om@ment, and a smile grew
deep in his eyes as he cupped her nape with oma hand.

‘Then | will forgive you for being a nuisance armat probably costing me
another day's work,' he assured her softly.

'I'm sorry," she whispered, her eyes clinging & hi

'Maybe | am not," he murmured quietly, his eyesdeag her flushed face,
and he suddenly pulled her closer. 'l did not cdraee to hold you,' he
muttered against her hair, 'but now that | am héessems to be inevitable.’

It was. Inevitable was the only word that she cdhldk of, too. In spite of
her knowledge that this was so pointless she maedtetdis touch, her
breathing instantly slow and uneven, and he dreek ta search her
entranced face, to look into her dazed eyes.

‘Julia! Pour I'amour de Dieu,he murmured, but his will was not strong
enough for this any more than hers, and with a deagn he held her tightly
to him, his lips closing over hers, stifling heofasts as his hands moulded
her to the hardening planes of his body.



Only the loud bang of a door along the passageghitahem back to reality
and he put her away harshly.

Truly, I am losing my mind!" he said bitterly.

'‘And so am [I!" Julia cried, shaken by the depthkesffeelings and hurt by
his rejection. 'There's a great deal of truth iratrthey say about proximity.
There must be, knowing as | do that..."

"You know precisely nothing!" he rasped, turningite door and opening it
wide. 'We know more about each other since thisradion than you will

ever find out about me from anyone else, and wiegtnow is the truth, not
some wild fantasy!"

"You don't know anything about me," she whispeagdhre of the way that
sound carried in this house.

'Wrong!" He stared at her with hard, dark eydedw that you are mine for
the taking. Next time, perhaps | will take you!' leé& angrily and Julia sank
to the bed, utterly shaken.

Rosanne was not there at dinner time and Julialamly speculate that Luc
had taken her to task for her actions. It madeféer guilty, because she
could not really imagine that anyone would delilbelsahave done it. Even
so, it was a relief not to have to face her and, lagcusual, was back to
normal, silent and dark, his conversation for Leciwhen he bothered to
speak at all. He did not even glance at Julia,sredbegan to wonder if the
incident in her room was all her fevered imaginatio

Justine told Julia the next day that they were ggtarthe coast. She assumed
that Justine meant the whole family and that trestwould be only a few
miles away but she was wrong.

'Oncle Luc has to go to Cap d'Antibes. We have a propiye, hotels
along the coast, and it is quite a while since las there because | was in
England with you. | am allowed to go sometimes waedstay at one of our



hotels. It is rather grand!" she finished with augrlittle smile that brought
an answering smile to Julia's face.

Then I'm sure that you'll have a lovely time."'

Ah! You are to come too, Julia!" Justine said glégf'l shall be alone when
OncleLuc is working and, as you are here to take caraey | expect that
you will be coming along. | have not mentioneditncleLuc but...'

'What have you not mentioned @ncleLuc?'

He was there, his movements as silent and condraeléeusual, and Julia
found her face flushing although she tried to siyn.

'l want Julia to go with us to Cap d'Antibes!" dustsaid determinedly. She
was not now anxious when Luc came upon them sugdend Julia was
sure that she was getting over her problems. Havagh, it seemed that she
had one of her own. 'l would rather be with hemntkath any one of your
lady friends when you are busy. They are very lgpand Julia is fun. I'm
sure that she will take me swimming instead of ingkn the windows of
dress shops!

'Suddenly you are a very forward young lady,” Luarmured with a
mocking severity, clearly delighted at this rettwmormality. 'Is it possible
that | spoil you, | wonder?'

'Oh, pleaseDncleLuc!" Justine was instantly contrite but still@ld use her
feminine wiles. Take Julia, and | will not ask forything else for—for—-a
long time!"

'Perhaps Julia does not wish to go with us," Lud saftly with a sideways
glance at Julia that brought a shiver to her skin.

There was no time to reply because Rosanne appeackdulia had to
revise her opinion about Luc's having remonstratitlal her. She was bright
and smiling, reaching to kiss Luc's cheek.



What time do we leave for Cap d'Antibes?' she askeerfully, ignoring
everyone but Luc.

'We leave in the late afternoon, there was no faregbu to arrive so early.
Julia and Justine are coming but .first there aside's morning lessons.’

Julia had already decided that she was not goit¢ghizinow left her in the
position of either a quiet scene with Justine oopen battle with Luc. His
dark eyes seemed to acknowledge that fact witkfaation.

It is a very long drive. You had better pack thinipr two days and
remember to travel in something light,' he saidklng directly at her. His
dark eyes left hers to survey the molten sky. Tieeegathering storm but
maybe it will not hit us. Nevertheless, it is venitry and the sea air will be
good for you both.’

There was no getting out of it and, as they latghered to leave, with
Lucille to wave them off and Maryse mournfully wisy that the bank
would close its doors and set her free for a fewsd® go with them,
Philippe appeared and slid into the back of theagtdr Julia and Justine.

'l didn't know you were coming!" Rosanne exclainsthrply. She had
placed herself in the front of the car with Ludtlgey herself comfortably,
and Julia was thankful that the big Mercedes es@tgave plenty of room
to be well back. She did not want to hear Luc spegpto her.

‘Naturally Philippe is coming,’ Luc said quietlie also runs the business.
You may be going for the shopping but Philippe ahdve to work.’

‘Justine is going to sunbathe and Julia is goingiraply look beautiful,’
Philippe said teasingly, and Julia was surprisefirnid that this silenced
Rosanne completely. There were many undercurréatis she could not
understand, but her inclination at the moment wasgly to leave them to it
and look after Justine.

She looked up and saw Luc's dark eyes regardingereyusly through the
rear-view mirror, and she glared at him even thdugihheart leapt into her
throat as their eyes met. He merely raised oné lfleaw and said nothing at



all for the whole time that they travelled, eveough the journey seemed
interminable.

Justine was fast asleep when they arrived, andnbdded to the boy who
appeared as if by magic to collect the luggage.

'Put it all in my suite for now. | will sort it ouater," he ordered, picking
Justine up and walking forward. 'You may put theasaay!"

He was the owner and no mistake, and Julia's ey@®ed the front of the
hotel. It was massive and had an air of luxury altdhat the inside merely
confirmed. This was not the sort of hotel that smrithe Mediterranean
coast, it was no quickly erected building for tteekage-holiday business.
Only the rich would be able to afford to stay harel, by the look of the
guests, they were here in plenty. She hurried &fier feeling very creased
and dishevelled, but Rosanne lingered, quite uséig place, greeting the
guests that they met in the foyer as old friendsraging meetings for later.
Clearly she was well known here and Luc's freqeentpanion.

She took over from Luc as soon as he had placdgohdus her bed.

'If you will get her into bed," he suggested quieshe will probably sleep
until morning; if not, she can have a meal in loam.’

When Julia merely nodded and got on with the taSkirmiressing the
sleeping child, he watched her for a moment and thened abruptly to
leave.

"Your room is next door," he commented harshlyis'lready opened for
you.'

He did not even wait for a reply but later, as $lagl left Justine and
inspected her own rather splendid room, he tappeti@door and came in.

'When you are ready, | will take you down to dinhlee said coolly, coming
no further in than the doorway.



'Oh! I—I wondered if | could eat here in my own noo Julia said with a
small look of pleading. She had no fancy to sitvRbsanne and Luc even if
Philippe was there, and she felt too tired to nmakesort of effort. Maybe it
was the threatening storm, or maybe it was thatgoelose to Luc and
seeing him every day was beginning to take too nowtfof her.

She dropped her eyes at his probing stare.
'l had not intended that Rosanne should accompsihhel said flatly.

'It's no business of mine!" Julia got out quickgeping her head averted.
'I'm here to look after Justine and nothing m@he gave a little laugh. 'You
probably had no intention of bringing me eithesstihe invited me!

'She did not," he assured her softly. 'l had ewsigntion of bringing you.
You are tight as a drum. You need to relax, to mawi had imagined that
Philippe would do most of the work this time whillkeelped you to relax.’

She moved further away, shaken by this admisslon,usual excitement
beating high inside her.

'Shall | order my own meal here?' she asked quligtlite desperate for him
to leave and not at all surprised when he muttangglily that she was quite
at liberty to do so and walked out.

Her breakfast was served in her room the next mgmwithout her lifting a
finger to order it and it came to her mind that lhadl washed his hands of
her and was about to allow her to eat here andistiprs for the whole of
the time if she chose. It annoyed her out of adipprtion to the imagined
crime and she met him head on as he came in later.

'I'm not so decadent that | need breakfast in behk you!" she snapped
before he had even said good morning.

'It is not so much decadence as a presumptionmeafriess,’ he said with a
wry smile of amusement, coming to lean againstdit@ssing-table as she
stood in the middle of the floor in her dressingvgo 'In any case,
mademoiselld did not order it. No doubt the staff assumeat ts you were



with me you were of the same inclination as theeavho normally stay
here and refuse to move until they have been fed.'

'‘Well, I'm not!" Julia snapped, quite taken abagkhis slightly indulgent
amusement. 'You had better make it clear thatu'stide's nurse and not one
of your lady-loves!" Her tongue was quite out ofitol and she turned away
heatedly at his suddenly gleaming look.

‘That sounds a little like jealousy,’ he murmuredety.

'Well, it most certainly is not!" she snapped, heitwas behind her instantly,
his hands on her shoulders, pulling her back aghins

'‘But | want it to be, Julia!' he said deeply andantly. 'l want you to be
jealous. If things were as | want them to be tiveoelld be only you and |
here!'

'Luc!" she began but he turned her into his armiglding her tightly, his
hands warm against her nape.

'‘No!" he said vehemently. 'Do not tell me to stop.'

She looked up at him helplessly, utterly vulnerabled then, almost in a
trance, she stood on tiptoe and kissed him. Ithessh meant to be a brief
kiss, an answer to the plea in his voice, but bdyttightened against her,
lightning flared between them and with a low murrdaep in his throat he
parted her questing lips and began to kiss heryle®glpe seemed to be filled
with light, floating, whirling and falling as Lucatight her against him, the
hard length of his body pressed to hers as thénhess of the kiss turned to
honeyed sweetness that filled her with shiveringte

‘Julia! Chirie!" he murmured hotly against her skin, his handsistgoher
closer.

She had known that any sweetness from Luc, anytaeds would be the
end of her, and this was sweet beyond her wildasginings. Her arms
tightened around his neck and she clung to him wikind of desperation,
wishing the whole world away to prolong this ragtur



"You are killing me!" he gasped. 'l want to makeeldo younow,to begin
and never stop.’

Two bodies on fire, they clung together breathiedsbth utterly dazed as
Justine burst into the room without so much asackn

'Ca alors!" she gasped, her face reddening and then beamthgdelight.
'Oh, c'est belle! Onclé.uc is kissing you. | am so happy!

Greatly flustered, Julia could have wished thatidashad a slightly quieter
voice, and she drew away from Luc who even now seereluctant to let

her go. It was as well, though, for at that montkeatdoor opposite and just
to the left opened as Rosanne came out dresseal day's shopping, her
eyes furious and her face red as she took in t@esc

'l will go back to my room and then you can carrykissing JuliaOncle
Luc!" Justine said loudly, her bright eyes narrowed suddenly spiteful as
she saw Rosanne. There was an adult assessmbkatsituation on her face
that shocked Julia, and Rosanne's steps faltest@ince before she swept
off along the corridor, ignoring them all.

‘Justine!" Julia reprimanded sharply, but the chkgbped out of the room,
ignoring her call this time. Wow look!" Julia sttt turning to Luc angrily,
although she was the one who had initiated the kigs he was utterly
indifferent himself to either the spite of his reeor the cold fury of
Rosanne.

'l am looking," he said softly, his eyes still Brignith desire, 'and | am
remembering how you felt in my arms, pressed diosee. | will remember

when next you pretend that you are not burning tighsame fire that burns
mel’

He turned away but paused at the door, his eyesimmgnover her
possessively.

'l shall be busy for most of the day but | haveiaged for you to take Justine
to the boat of a friend of mine. | presume that go&ia good swimmer?'



'Y-yes.' She nodded, swallowing hard when he caetinto allow his gaze
to roam at will over her trembling form.

‘Then you can spend the day in relaxing, swimmingd sunbathing. The
hotel will make you a packed lunch, the boat hasyelxury, and provided
that you do not overdo the sunbathing you will &fe sAt least you will be
out of harm's way!

She had a good idea of what he meant. She hadRsesamne's face, but
Julia could not imagine that she would swim outhem. She just nodded
numbly and he left as silently as he had come. \Bag left deeply in
thought. Luc knew that Rosanne had deliberately lsento the area of the
drive but still he had brought her here, Sven ihbd not at first intended to.
He had not remonstrated with her either. His désijein the two properties
must be very strong.

The 'boat’ proved to be a launch of consideralzie, sine that Justine was
obviously well used to because she raced aheadoaiéeof Luc's men had
dropped them off, finding her way to the cabins aakcting one for Julia
where she could change in private.

They were anchored a little way down the coast e/kfegre was a surprising
amount of tranquillity and solitude, and as theyenguite a few yards from
the shore the water was green and crystal clear.

'Oh! It is wonderful!" Justine cried with delight.shall race you to change
and then we will swim." She was back to being He@&ery uncomplicated

child, and Julia could almost feel that she hadgimed the sharp look of
spite that had crossed her face that morning.

She raced to change, scared that Justine woutteryater before she was
ready to supervise, but the little girl was waitidgtifully, and laughed at
Julia's flustered appearance.

'l would have waited!" she said merrily.dare not do otherwis@ncleLuc
has threatened me with very big punishments if hdgthing to spoil the
day for you. | am to be on my very best behaviale added with a quick
grin.



'You always are!'" Julia said loyally and receivedsmall and most
unchildlike knowing look before Justine declaredttbhe was about to get
into the water.

It was a wonderful day and Julia kept her mind nfiostly away from Luc
and the incidents of the morning, but now and agéie memory of his
arms, his lips came rushing back, flooding her viegtlings that she could
not control. He had said that he only had to réacher and she would go to
him and she knew that he was right. She had prthado herself this very
day.



CHAPTER EIGHT

JUSTINE was given an early meal when they returned tdttel and after a
day in the sun and in the sea she was quite readyefl. Julia then had no
excuse and after getting ready, she found her wayt's suite. That was
not at all difficult. It was on the same floor aolarly was permanently
reserved, for a plate on the door stated simplptSdichaud. The marquis
did not allow the rooms to be let and it took aldéaourage to knock on the
door and enter when his deep voice called.

'Entrez!'

Rosanne was in the room, dressed for dinner, amdegfarded Julia slowly
and carefully, her eyes taking in the shine offagrhair, the light dusting of
freckles that make-up could not conceal, and tiggndéngs of a golden tan.
Julia felt most unsophisticated in her simple wisieeveless dress. What
had appeared to be very dressed up in her old mnrewas definitely not
the height of fashion here, and Rosanne's facentidhat quite dearly.

1—I thought that... Am | to go to dinner with yos®e asked as Luc simply
looked at her.

'You are!' He seemed to pull himself out of hiswte and walked forwards
to take her arm. 'Now that you are here we waiy émi Philippe and then
we will dine. We have been waiting for you.'

'Have we?' Rosanne's little laugh said his wordsewrerely pointless
courtesy. 'l thought that we were merely enjoyingtome together.’

Luc ignored her and Julia was pleased when Philggmee into the room,
smiling when he saw her.

'l will take Julia off your hands for the eveninfyyiou wish," he said
pleasantly to Luc, his eyes flirting with Julia,tda her surprise, Rosanne
spoke out quickly, rejecting that idea.

'We are all together surely," she insisted, her slrding into Philippe's. 'A
foursome is much better | think!



'l would not have imagined so,' Luc murmured fdralsiears alone, but she
was too busy sorting this out. At this moment grsed that Rosanne was
hedging her bets. If she did not get Luc then sbeldvhave Philippe. Her
deep blue eyes slid to Philippe and for once thiéirggrface looked a little
grim.

Rosanne chatted constantly at dinner and both hddPhilippe seemed to
expect it, both treating her with indulgence udtilia felt that she herself
might as well not have been there. Her subtle smgldf Julia seemed to go
unnoticed and it would have been altogether toohmexcept for the fact
that Luc's dark eyes rarely left her and her he&as too busy racing to be
hurt.

The next afternoon, he joined them on the boat,cgmut to them without
warning and tying the small fast craft he had wdedgside before swinging
himself to the deck. Justine raced to him as usdlwas lifted high in two
strong, brown arms.

"You cheated!" she cried excitedly. "You said yltat would not have time to
join us!

'Well, | have made time," he countered. 'Besidbayk to make sure that our
English princess does not get too much sun.’

'l have looked after her!" Justine declared with geeat deal of
self-importance, and Luc's eyes slid over Julighessat on the deck in her
dark blue bikini, her slender legs already goldamed, the brief covering
merely making her femininity more pronounced.

"You have done well," Luc said softly, his eyeddingy Julia's. 'For the rest of
the day | will stay and help you.'

He went to change and Justine was instantly iemefr of excitement.

'Let us hide!" she whispered hurriedly. 'l will gm one place and you to
anotherOncleLuc will love it"



Julia doubted that. He was not the sort of marceldd imagine playing at

hide-and-seek, but nothing would have made her thiane to face those
dark and burning eyes. As Justine fled to the adltr of the boat to crouch
down, trying to still her giggles, Julia slid owke side of the boat and into
the warm clear water. Time to get out when Jugtateeither been caught or
given the idea up altogether.

In the event it was a mistake. She did not evernkti@at Luc was in the
water until he surfaced beside her, looking diserito her eyes, and then
clasping her warmly by the waist to take them tlagtheath the surface. She
barely had the time to divine his intentions arketa deep breath before
they were sinking into the clear green water, Ludimy her close and
finding her mouth with passionate urgency.

'l could stay here all day and all night," he sasdthey surfaced together
breathing deeply, his hands stroking over the wlarofither back. 'l could
float on the water and kiss every inch of you!

'Oncle Luc!" Justine's voice carried clear as a bellhent and he grinned
widely as he turned to face her. 'You have notedaye game properly!

'l play by my own rulesma belle,'he called back. '‘But we will come on
board and take coffee.’

He swam to the boat and climbed aboard, liftingalia the deck, his hands
still lingering on her, and she blushed at theyfigassion in his dark eyes,
not knowing whether to be thankful that Justine wese or not. Truth to
tell, she did not want to protect herself from L8be had long ago admitted
her feelings for him and, as he had said, it wasitable. Rosanne and the
mystery of Justine's silence were far from her mind

The long, hot afternoon drew slowly on and they etbnto the shade of the
bright canopy of the boat, where, after a whilestihe put her head on her
arm and fell asleep. Instantly Julia was in a pdnic had changed to white
shorts, his legs brown and bare, his broad chestosted by dark curling
hair, but she was still in her bikini that had losmce dried. She felt
altogether too vulnerable.



'l think that we should be going back, don't yakf® said in a low voice, her
eyes on Justine. 'Maybe she's had too much sun.'

'She is simply tired, as all children are afteray @f excitement,’ he said
off-handedly. 'She will be all right there. In angse, she is as dark as |I.
Your fair skin is the only skin at risk from thersu

'‘Well—well, I'll go and change anyway," Julia sguickly but he did not
even open his eyes.

She had barely closed her cabin door before it epegain and Luc was
standing looking at her, his jaw tight, his breaghuneven, and he walked
slowly in, closing the door behind him, reaching wuthe small cabin and
running his hand over her skin, down her arm arck lzagain, across the
rapid rise and fall of flesh that marked the mouafiker breasts, cupping
her slender waist and drawing her close to his bady.

'l think that you are trying to kill me slowly,' tlireathed against the silken
skin of her neck, ‘and you are succeeding very.well

His lips were devastating her, making her tremdleoser, and she
murmured her protest softly, her hands limply tgyia fend him off.

'Shh!" he whispered. 'Come to me, Julia, beauténhpting Julia!’

‘Luc!" Her little gasp of protest was realty an @hBion of defeat, the only
signal he needed, and he drew her down to thewdred, pulling her close,
his hands exploring the satin softness of her bbidyjps whispering heated
words she did not understand.

The tiny bra surrendered too to his skilled fingarsl he looked with
passion at the firm rose-tipped breasts, leanimgdal to rub his mouth
gently against each sensitive tip, bringing sofameof delight to the back
of her throat.

She arched towards him, desperate for more, antbdiethe tip in his
mouth, almost cruel in his hunger, gasping alougeagripped her waist and
lifted her towards him, his body forcing her inkeetsoftness of the bed.



She forgot everything except the moment, the bgrnieed to be one with
this dark, powerful man who filled her thoughts sveaking moment and
walked through her dreams.

'Luc!" Her hands clutched at his shoulders, fedlimgtaut muscles, the iron
restraint, feeling too the moment when that stamktol snapped and his
mouth came down hard on hers, devouring her hyndn$ hands on her
slender thighs, urging her against him. They weiteiw seconds of being
one and it was what she wanted.

‘Julia! OncleLuc!" Justine's voice, still clouded with sleeplled from the
deck above and Luc rolled aside, coming to his tastbreathing harsh and
unsteady.

'‘Dieu!" he grated. 'When will | be able to live my owreff

Her breath still rasping in her throat, Julia lazedd, looking up at him, and
he reach down to her, pulling her to her feet.

'‘Get changed!" he said tightly, his eyes still brigiith hunger. 'You were
quite right. It is time that we went back.’

She could only nod stupidly, unable still to felehsie that she was almost
naked and that his eyes still devoured her. Wity ituwvas right, everything
that she wanted. Dazedly she tried to pull her nbinthe present to battle
with her own desire and she hurriedly donned hethek, following him
with as much speed as possible.

She found herself left pretty much to Philippe ianér that night. Rosanne
was with Luc, determinedly so, and Philippe's dpdswed them ruefully
as they danced.

'She will get him," he murmured almost to hims¥®lfe have always spoiled
her and now she sees no reason to deny herselffiagghe wants.'



'You've always known Rosanne?' Julia asked quikedyeyes on Luc as he
smiled down at the girl.

'Since we were children,’ he assured her. 'At lsaste Rosanne and | were
children. | cannot remember Luc ever being a chitdink sometimes that
he never was.' He laughed a little harshly. 'Wefalbwed Luc around.
Even when Jules was there it was always Luc. He twasoldest, the
steadiest, the strongest, the bravest. For a tiraecsuld not make up her
mind which she wanted, Luc or me. It appears thatlgas now decided.
Perhaps your coming has helped her to decide.’

'I'm sure that it hasn't," Julia said softly. 'lhed no impact on any life other
than Justine's!’

'‘And my mother's and Maryse's and mine," he saild amhusement, adding
softly, 'and Luc's.'

'If—if he marries Rosanne, the property will be Bnously enhanced.’

Philippe nodded, his eyes leaving the two who wdamecing. He looked
impatient with himself and turned his full attemtion Julia.

'When my father died," he explained, 'the propevBs divided as he

felt—fairly. Luc was now the Marquis de Saint-Micliband the lion's share
went to him. Jules was next. The property thataw huc's belonged to

Jules. He and Deirdre lived there with Justineotlagylesser share of things
as | was only a son by his second marriage. Maggseven less—she is a
girl!" he grimaced. 'My father, you understand, veasery old-fashioned

man. Luc was not pleased. Always he has workethdngest, protected us,
guided us. The Manade de Michaud was my mothersehour home and

clearly Luc would one day marry. What would he @dPow us out? He was

angry about it all.’

He was building a picture of past events that festeid Julia. Her mind saw
Luc as he had been before, understood his catbdar all.

'When Jules died," Philippe continued. 'Luc divideidgs again, to his own
satisfaction. He took the otheranade leaving us our home whatever he



decided to do. The lands around the Manade de Mithee ours, Maryse's
and mine when we are thirty. Luc's land stretcheth¢ edge of the Dupin
land and if he marries Rosanne, it will be a sikialjdom for these parts. If
he does not marry, Justine will inherit all of thHat Jules.’

'‘And more, if he marries Rosanne,' Julia murmulned eyes drawn back to
them.

‘That is true," Philippe assured her. The titlewti have land, undivided
land more than he now possesses. He knows thatharizlipins would not
at all object to a title in the family. | do nowever, think it wise to guess
what Luc will do. | have known him all my life, &dl to keep up with his
thoughts and actions, and still | cannot. Whatéeedoes it will certainly be
for the good of the family, of this | am sure.’

'‘And if Rosanne chose you?' Julia asked quietly.

'l doubt if | could handle her," Philippe said, diges narrowed on the pair of
them. 'As | said, we have always spoiled her. Stemusing, wilful, very
capable but a little unpredictable. | think thatlyohuc could handle
Rosanne.' He didn't sound as if he even wantedyfcahd Julia's secret
thoughts that he too loved the girl began to f&he admitted that she did
not understand any of them.

She was withdrawn when they came back to the tahtafter a while Luc
seemed to lose patience with her. She was not goiafjow herself to be
hurt again. He could already call her with a looilelt her with one touch
and he had done. He was obviously contemplatingiagg to Rosanne and
she had had her fill of treachery with Graham.

Luc arrived before Justine next morning. He taplpgdly on the door and
came into the room, his face so filled with delighthe sight of her that she
could not bear to look at him. She turned her haady and when he
advanced into the room, puzzled by her attitude,gdanced at him coldly.

'l had imagined, Monsieur Marchal, that this wasrogm!" she said with all
that was left of her hospital manner. 'If you cowdldl me what you want then
perhaps we can deal with it and you can go.’'



‘Julia?' There was no anger in his voice, merdlyrashment. She knew that
she had puzzled and even angered him last nigheimg withdrawn, but the
last time they had been alone together she had imeea than ready to
belong to him and they both knew it. He walked fargdvand she sprang to
her feet, everything about her defensive and angry.

'Don’t make the mistake of touching magnsieur,she said sharply. 'If you
do, | swear that I'll scream so loudly that the ighof the hotel will be
alerted!

The delight had died from his face and now the fmaziook was replaced
by narrow-eyed anger.

'So, mademoiselle he grated harshly. 'Yesterday's game is over? yT bda
am to be starchily reminded of my duty to you ahgiaur position in my
life?'

‘There was no game," Julia said quietly, ‘and mgitiom is merely in
Justine's life, and as to that...'

She got no further. He held up his hand imperiausly

'Do not trouble to continue!" he snapped. 'You wislgo home, back to
England. Very well, | agree! You have tired of ydume with us in the
Camargue. You can no longer tolerate our ways duite all right. 1 will

arrange it. Justine will manage without you anavgbl!"

He turned abruptly to leave but Julia was too had,shocked to let it be left
like that.

‘'The ways are stranger than | thought! she crigdrly. 'What were you
doing yesterday on the boat, taking your frustretiout on me?"

He turned very slowly, his eyes cold and dark,eaklharshness to his face
that was frightening;

'‘And what does that little outburst meamademoiselle,he asked coldly.
"You have invented another reason to distrust me?"



'l haven't invented anything,’ Julia said quigilyning away from his anger.

'Perhaps not!" he bit out. 'The thought of my alit® my dark ways are
quite enough to fill you with distrust without amyention. | know this
already. You cannot comfortably accept us!

'l accept Lucille and Maryse! | accept Philipp&ount them my friends! It
is your behaviour | cannot accept. | love a man.who

She was stunned at her own outburst and the wbedsad chosen. She had
been about to say that she loved a man who wag goimarry someone
else and that he was merely playing with her affest Until the thought
had come into her head and so nearly been bludédhe had not even
realised the depths of her hurt and jealousy.

He stared at her as if she were a stranger, agstramith a mind quite
beyond his comprehension.

"You still love this man who has deserted you? #riquite prepared to go
back and allow him to see you when his new wifedasthere? Is this why
you are so frequently anxious to go, to leave thm&rgue? There is no need
for evasion and subterfugajademoiselleDo not bother! | will see that
when we return you are on the next flight from Nslfes !'

He turned and strode to the door and reality sweet her. He had said that
he wanted her to be jealous. She had been! Shedtagiven him any time
to speak, to explain. She had only Philippe's ssppipas to base her ideas
upon, those and her own knowledge of Rosanne. Wauddkiss her, hold
her, if he intended to marry another person?

'‘Luc!" She took a step towards him but stoppechasdtairk, cold eyes met
hers with the same look he had given her when ddirs seen her. What
was she doing here? He had dismissed her fromihd, teft her utterly.

'l preferred it when you called nrmeonsieurMademoiselle Redford!" he said
coldly, turning to walk from the room.



It was clear to Julia that he would never speakeioagain and that in the
morning he would book her flight to England. Shes\ganic-stricken at the
idea of leaving him and filled with shame when sdadised the extent of her
jealousy. He had been silent on the way back tonttweadeand she had no
chance to speak to him alone until the others fwex go bed and Luc was
securely in his study, the house silent around him.

She knocked on the door, shivering at the cold laagh sound of his
command to enter. He looked more cold than evenwigesaw that it was
Julia.

"Tomorrow, mademoisellehe said abruptly, turning back to the papers on
his desk. "Your flight will be booked at first ligmever fear!"

‘That's not why | came,’ Julia got out before herva deserted her
altogether.

‘Then why?' he asked harshly, his dark head liftisdne regarded her from
beneath black brows.

'l came to tell you that I'm sorry. | had no righbt— to be so harsh, to judge
you so unjustly. I—I don't fit in here—don't undinrsd. It's like another
world. I'm here to nurse Justine and not to ceggyou.'

"You should!" he said decisively. 'l have no righimake love to you. You
have a career of your own, a home of your ownithiaitally unlike this.' He
stood and went to look out of the window at th# sight, the rising moon.
'Oh, what is the use? You will never understand Yisu are not
Camarguais!

'‘No, I'm not!" Julia said desperately, afraid teapin more than a whisper,
feeling that her very life hung by a thread.

"It will not be necessary to understand when yaukack in England and
many miles away from this place!" he said bitteslyll turned away from
her.



It was now or never. Every instinct told her thadashe hedged up the
remains of her courage.

'Don't send me back, Luc!" she pleaded softlyagdedon't send me away!

'Why should you wish to stay when your opinion @& i® so low, so deeply
distrustful?’

He spun round and faced her but her courage waghaotstrong. She
wanted to say, 'Because | love you,' but the wardsld have taken more
strength than she possessed.

'Please Luc!' she whispered, her eyes downcast, and hterad under his
breath, mocking the words.

'Please Luc! You say it many times, but never for thehtigeasons!'

"You wanted me to stay with Justine and | wantgioé& said firmly, taking a
grip on her mind. 'Now you want me to go. Has hassuddenly become
unimportant? Has this sunk to the level of a peakbattle?’

"You are interested enough in me to battle, Juli@@ssked, his eyes dark and
probing.

'l came to do something and | haven't finishecktt'yshe said quietly, her
hands clenched to stop the trembling.

'The serious and determined Sister Redford. Yotham nothing more than
a perfectionist? Very well,’ he finished sombrele will try again. |
suppose that Justine has become too much paruofif@for you to leave
her willingly, but do not forget that you have flof your own. It was you
who said that this was merely a temporary arrangéime

He turned away, not seeing the look on her face.rei@sons for coming
here in the first place were now utterly forgotténvas Luc who was too
much a part of her life, Luc whom she could nové&aClearly, though, the
interview was over, and once again Luc was darkatbomable and
unreachable.



She whispered goodnight and went to bed, and asfalne knew he did not
even answer.

The next afternoon, though, when Julia was siiitinipe garden, Luc came
to find her. She had not felt like venturing outeafthe trauma of the
previous day, and as for Rosanne, there had besignof her. The whole
trip to the coast had left Julia feeling listlessl ansure and she looked up at
Luc with some misgivings as he hovered over her.

‘There is no need to brace yourself for attack,rdmearked drily as she
regarded him wide-eyed. 'Get your bag, | am takmginto town. You will
have a chaperon, never fear!" he added with a sardtlmok at her flushed
face. 'Justine is also invited.'

Justine appeared at that moment wreathed in s@wlésdancing forward,
apparently filled with glee.

'We are going to inspect the arena! Tl ring!" she added at Julia's
mystified expression. 'Also the gypsies have adiand Grand-mere
Lucille is there already! Hurry, Julia! It is anatng day! Tomorrow they
will run the bulls andOncleLuc will be the best of all!’

Julia was sure that whatever he was to do he wailithe best at it but his
greatly amused expression kept her silent and tasea light-hearted air
about him that took her breath away. Inexplicablybelievably, he had
forgiven her! She needed no further bidding and ¢etwff to the town with

two very excited people beside him.

The place was thronging with visitors, the atmosph®tally changed.
Suddenly, it had become a holiday resort and Latber than frowning on
this change, seemed to enjoy it. There were taunsthorts and sun-dresses
in the main square and here and there the vivithesoof the newly arrived

gypsies.

'I| seeGrand-mere!Justine was out of the car as fast as a littlehzatLuc
caught her as she passed and swept her up toduikish



'‘Not so fastima belle,'he said amusedly. 'If you wish to desert us farryo
grandmother then we will hand you over properigo Inot wish to find that
you have disappeared into some caravan, nevergedreagain.'

‘They love me!" Justine protested, wriggling ussglesAlmost, | am one of
their own!

'‘But not quite!" Luc remained her.
'Maryse is! And also Philippe!" she said with agjreéeal of pride.

‘That much is true," Luc agreed quietly with a kdg look at Julia's face.
The whole thing was beginning to dawn on. her,wheén she found herself
surrounded by dark-skinned laughing people anddhkeacille answering
their questions in the Romany tongue, everything ifdo place. The
amused, knowing eyes, the differently textured skie diffidence of the
woman who had after all married Luc's father ancfome at least had been
the wife of the once Marquis de Saint-Michaud.

Lucille was with her people and happy as Juliamaer seen her before.

They were a handsome people, proudly unaware ointieeests of the
tourists, and by the way they were greeted it waarchat there was a
special affection for them here in the Camargue.

"You think that tomorrow will be a bright day, Moesr le Marquis?' one
grinning old man asked Luc.

"You tell me, Denys!" Luc laughed, handing the wlilgg Justine over to
Lucille and the admiring gypsy woman. 'lt is yowskess to know these
things.'

'Storm clouds are coming! the old man said, sulydeombre, and for a
second his sharp old eyes rested on Julia, giveng hiveird feeling that was
half premonition. 'For thabrivadq though, we will have sunshine, great
heat and plenty of dust.’'



'l can believe it!" Luc said with a laugh. 'And e will taste the dust in their
mouths tomorrow!

He had a quick word with Lucille and then led Jaimay, making for the
shops at the side of the road.

'‘Before we inspect the arena we will get you atbatover that bright head
and protect that haughty nose!" he said drily,haisd firmly and warm on
her arm.

‘There is nothing haughty about my nose!" Juliarted still rather dazed by
the latest revelations, bemused by Luc's readyviengss.

'‘Not even when you now know that my stepmotherggmsy?' he countered
wryly. 'Your great friend Maryse and your great agmPhilippe have true
Romany blood running in their veins.'

"You expect me to be shocked?' Julia stopped inoide and looked at him.
'Lucille is gentle, kind, a very handsome woman #adle is nothing wrong
with Maryse and Philippe either. Why, in Englandilippe would certainly
turn any girl's head!

'‘But not yoursmademoisell® he enquired softly.

She didn't answer. He already knew that he onlytbiémbk at her to turn her
to shivering delight. He began to laugh softly,dieg her into the nearby
shop and buying the floppy hat that he had proméstdv days before.

'C'est elegant!he pronounced, standing back to look at heridieda little
of the beauty perhaps but then again, it protdwsbright head and the
haughty nose!

The woman in the shop was delighted with this babte Julia was quite
flustered. This was Luc as she had never seen biordoand she hardly
dared to breathe in case he withdrew and left loereaand unhappy.

The arena was starkly splendid. It had once hogkatiators who fought to
the death but now, with its arches still intact,gtand entrance restored, it



held the bulls after the race through the townatbr@vado.Luc sat her in the
seats half-way up where she could see all arowplai@ing that there was
no intention to fight the bulls, only to take fratreir heads a small rosette
strung between the horns.

‘Naturally, the bull objects!" he said with a grifhe degree of his objection
is the thing that brings the excitement and thdlehge.'

'Do the horses get hurt?' Julia asked worriedipkihg of the beauty of the
wild white horses that she now took almost for ¢gen

‘There are no horsesiademoisellehe said in a mockingly shocked voice.
'He who challenges the bull does so on foot aridsabwn risk. The horses
are merely used in thabrivado and in the grand race that follows the
robbing of the bulls!’

'‘Don't—don't people get tossed?' Julia asked.

'Frequently! he agreed with a certain amount kidlnghat had her looking at
him in horror. 'They are rarely badly hurt thoudlou will see many acts of
courage tomorrow and quite a few of sheer stupialitlyit is theabrivadq
and then at night, there is the great fair anddidugcing.' He looked at her
steadily. "You will not try to back out of it | hef@ Your English nerves will
be up to it?’

'If yours are!" she said pertly and he laughed,ltvalaugh that she heard so
rarely.

'Oh, I have nerve for almost anything, English pess!'

After he had looked the ring over and talked tortte:n working there, they
went back out into the sunny streets, and thougtetivas still that slight air
of aloofness about him, Julia knew that for the rantrhe was as relaxed as
she was ever likely to see him, and in some watystifia did not understand,
he was happy. It was all she could wish for.

They were almost ready to leave and were lookingdgtine when she saw
Graham. At first, she could not believe her eyassire drew close to Luc's



side, trying to hide as much as she could, thartkfatl the hat hid her bright
head and made her less obvious in the crowds whe nvestly dark-haired
and French, or gypsies. It was Graham, thoughh&tde¢he chance to take a
good look at him and she spent the rest of the tintle her heart in her
mouth, her tense state at first mystifying and @uaaoying Luc.

"You are perfectly safe in a crowd!" he said witme asperity. 'And |
promise that | will have you back at the ranch befbis time for dinner. If
you wish, | will get one of the gypsy boys to escmu, perhaps you will
feel safer with one of them. | know your opinionno@!

'l feel perfectly safe with you!' she said rapidhying to plead with him, but
he was not at all pleased.

'What is wrong with you?' he demanded. 'For the ha#f-hour you have
been like a frightened child. What have | done owpset you?'

'It's nothing.Please Luc!'
'Please Luc!" he mocked. 'How many times have | heard agiv@ady?’

His light-hearted mood had gone and there was mgtiiat she could do to
bring it back. The drive back to theanadewvas not the joyous thing that the
outward ride had been and Julia spent all eveningdge, waiting for the

telephone to ring, or for Graham simply to arrittewas too much of a

coincidence that he should have turned up hereslaadould only think that

Jean Todd had somehow been persuaded into givirgeupew address.

She wished that she had never written to her.



CHAPTER NINE

IN THE morning, though, her mind had pushed Graham anglyt, into the
background. He had never been in touch and maybabsenerely a tourist,
passing through. Maybe he was on his honeymoon tteheght with a
grimace. It was strange that the idea of beingietto Graham, an idea she
had once accepted so readily, now gave her arkaifsshudders. Luc was
the only one who would ever be right for her, shew that. Only Luc's arms
could satisfy and thrill her.

The men had all gone on ahead and Julia found Ihehseing Justine,
Lucille and Maryse in the small car that Luc hagegi her. The whole town
seemed to be full of noise, bright colour and mukievas a holiday and
everyone was out, the young gypsy guitarists stigplalong, playing and
dancing as they went, flashing their dark eyesatgirls and adding to the
excitement.

There were stalls, horse traders, everything béobed and bright, and the
atmosphere was electric with expectancy. The ttsuois the terraces of the
cafes, sipping their coffee and watching the paskgythe roguish-looking
gypsies, the citizens on holiday for the day, &them were out, all waiting
for the event that marked this day, #d&ivado.

Suddenly a great shout went up.

‘They're coming!'

There was a rush to get to the sides of the steetyone jostling for a good
view, and Julia caught her breath in excitement, Hend tightening on
Justine's as the black bulls came charging dowmitie avenue.

Behind them and flanking them were thgardiansriding the fast white
horses of the Camargue. They were grim-lookinggrd@ned, and the pace

was furiously fast.

‘They must get the bulls to the arena without lgsamy!" Lucille said
excitedly.



‘The boys will try to stop them! It is a great gdhdeistine shouted, jumping
up and down.

It seemed to Julia that it was an insane gameytmtstop this wild charge.
She saw Luc and Philippe at opposite ends of teecent of riders and it all
seemed so grim, so deadly serious. But the croimégan with gusto doing
all in their power to stop the racing bulls. Théyew flour-bombs, sticks
and even fireworks, and finally to Julia's horrbree young man threw
themselves under the flashing hooves to capturdla b

As the riders thundered past she saw that theghexbeded in detaining it.
Once had its horns, another its tail, and the tvd half-way on to its back.
The triumph was short-lived however because alimssantly the enraged
animal was free and the crowd scattered to runhieir lives as it charged
everywhere, seeking revenge.

It was Luc who came back for it. Trident in hant, tmat pulled well down
against the dust, he nodded in acknowledgemertiadteathless youths
who had performed the impossible, his smile a ftedirilliantly white teeth
against his dark face before he skilfully usedhusse, sidestepping around
the bull, his voice calming, the trident warningtrbtted away, the crowd
once more merry as he left. They had in no way aegdehe capture. The
game was over.

'Ciel"" Lucille mopped her face as they stepped off thete where they
had sought shelterlt was a greaabrivado! But it took three to get the one
bull. This year, the bulls are stronger than eizer told me this morning.
Let us hurry to the ring and take our places!

Julia was still reeling from it all, astonishedtla¢ great relish with which
this quiet and self-effacing woman had cheereddhts of madness. There
was more to come, but she was drawn into the fitaeCamargue and into
Luc's life. She suddenly found herself laughingstihe's hand in hers, her
arm tucked into Lucille's as they hurried to seliblls take their revenge.

'What of that, English girl?"



The others were all there in reserved seats anigpdchallenged her as she
came along the row with Justine and Lucille.

'Madness!" she said with a wide grin that appayepidased him.

Luc said nothing. Rosanne was at his left sidestieddid not even raise her
eyes, but Luc's eyes held Julia's and he patteskidtebeside him.

'Sit here!" he ordered quietly and she had noradtere but to obey, although
she saw Rosanne stiffen and glance across withegelsl Maryse looked on
with startled gaze and then carefully looked awssy, lips edged with a
pleasant smile.

The bulls were now the masters. Each bull was a¢adliét by name and
challenged by a group of young men dressed in whitey raced around the
dusty arena dodging the razor-sharp horns, reachinghe rosette and
darting away with or without it as the bull guardad treasure and
attempted to maim them.

They were swift-footed and they had to be! Manyevesduced to leaping
the barriers and leaving the ring entirely, an gadabull close behind, but
many succeeded in their goal. Any bull who kept fuisette for fifteen

minutes was the winner and retired from the rintheocheers of the crowd.

But the greatest was Tamerline, a bull from Lues oanch.

'He is the very devil!" Philippe remarked to Ludobody will win against
him, and they will be lucky not be tossed badly!'™

And they tried, two of them finding themselves higtthe air and landing
well behind the barriers, lucky to have escapedligbtly. Nobody
succeeded. It was all wildly exciting and as thag#s seemed merely to
bring on further acts of madness, Julia stoppedyway and joined in with
the rest, cheering the bulls.

‘That is the end!" Justine said confidently aslése bull was cheered from
the ring, but there was an air of expectancy teat khe crowd in their seats
and once again the loudspeakers blared.



‘A challenge!’

The gates opened and Tamerline trotted back ietaniy, his head high, his
nostrils flaring, more annoyed than ever, the smgrehampion, and as he
circled the ring the crowd began to chant, 'SaiitHdud! Saint- Michaud!',
the cries growing to a great climax.

'Mon Dieu! You will not accept?' Philippe muttered, his hamdLuc's arm
as he leaned across. 'He is a killer, that one kyow it!"

'l reared him, | am expected to take the roseliet' said firmly, and to
Julia's horror he stood and bowed to the crowdkiwglthen to the arena to
the cheers which only maddened the bull further.

If she had been able to hold him back, she wowe ld@ne. One look at the
faces of his family was enough to tell her thas thias not usual. The bull
had been once in the ring and emerged victor. He clever and angry,
knowing now exactly what to expect, and she coaklthe great head turn,
the glittering horns toss experimentally as thevckiushed and Luc vaulted
into the ring.

It was a lesson in nerve, in sheer skill, and itespf her fear, Julia found
herself watching with breathless admiration. Thenraad the bull circled
each other, the animal seeming to realise that Wwasesomeone entirely
different. And Luc moved like a great cat, making attempt to take the
rosette, his actions turning the bull this way #mak, forcing him into the
sort of footwork that she had seen him force fromhorse as he had ridden
back down the avenue to recapture the bull iretbréevado.

He seemed to be mesmerising it, taming it, holdimgth his glittering eyes
and with the lithe movements of his body. Then smtly] like a bullfighter,
he stopped, raised his hand and snapped his fingedsbefore the bull
could make a move, the rosette was snatched, safélyc's hand, and he
strode to the barrier, vaulting to safety as thenahseemed to come out of
some trance and charged madly but belatedly.

Luc was grinning widely and the crowd went mad,ezireg and throwing
their hats in the air, amused and delighted atpi@ise of sheer effrontery.



'Fantastique!'Philippe shouted, on his feet, cheering with & of them.
'He is the best! When he dies there will be a nyightnadanas every bull
mourns him as one of their own!

'‘But not yet!" Luc retorted, gaining his seat amdching the tail end of
Philippe's remarks. 'For now | am in one piece. At of that, English
girl?' he added, turning to Julia with a sardowickl, repeating the words
that Philippe had said earlier.

'It was mad, dangerous and magnificent,’ she saatlg, knowing well that
her heart was in her eyes.

‘Then for those words you shall become a queeeadsif a princess for this
day,' he said softly as he slid the rosette ovewnist, presenting it to her in
front of everyone.

'He has claimed you for the dance!" Justine sholaedly, clapping her
hands gleefully. 'And you cannot refuse!" she additll even greater glee.
‘It would be an insult, would it not, Philippe?’

‘A rare insult indeed, as he has never botheredbtd before!" Philippe
remarked, his eyes wide with speculation on Luat& face and Julia's rosy
cheeks.

‘Then I shall not refuse!" Julia said quietly, gathg her dignity around her
quickly. 'l shall bear it with fortitude!

There was a great laugh in which Luc joined, busdme most certainly did
not. She looked furiously at Julia and her hanldtéged on Luc's arm with
all the possessiveness of someone quite used tmggeverything she
wanted.

After that there was the great race around thetstkghen thgardiansvied

with each other to be first past the winning-post gain the silver cup to be
held for the year. Then, as the dusk of the Caneacgept stealthily into the
brightly lit streets, the party from the ManadeMiehaud went to the hotel
to change for the dance. Justine was packed offfetband a contented



Lucille, who declared herself too exhausted to stgy any more,
volunteered to sit with her.

The excitement still hung in the air as later Jwint with Maryse to join

the others and make her way to the square, nowtbsigh lanterns, where
the dance was to be held. The night was softly wemththe blue silk dress
whispered around her legs as she walked alongd&tadyse.

As usual, Rosanne was there first and Julia hadnat that she looked very
beautiful. She was clinging to Luc's arm as ifabdo would be the end of
her, and Julia wished that the incident at the aatesd never happened.
Much as she wanted to be in Luc's arms, she dremdesicene that it might
bring. It reminded her too of his intentions, whiabw, in the soft darkness,
seemed real again. It was expected that he woulketwith Rosanne. A
marriage between them had probably been expectge&os.

The men were in shirts and slacks, Philippe joirthem, and when one of
the younggardianscame forward to claim Maryse for the dance Lucegav
no sign of annoyance. Apparentlygardian could be trusted whereas the
gentleman at the bank could not. She never doubttd uc knew exactly
what he was doing.

He suddenly turned to her, quietly disengaging kifMfsom Rosanne and
bowing over her hand in his usual sardonic way.

'For the evening you are claimed,’ he said detexdiyn 'and the dance
begins. For this nighmademoiselleyou aremine!’

She had intended to refuse, her jealousy agaireatdry surface at the sight
of him with Rosanne, but his eyes held hers hypatlyi and she could do
nothing but look back at him.

"You never meant it, surely, Luc?' Rosanne saitl wihard little laugh.

'‘But | did," he said softly, his hand held outligdknows that | did.'



For a moment his eyes were sardonic and she knéwowtidoubt that he
was thinking of his own words, 'If | reach for ygou will come to me.' She
looked back at him and placed her hand in his.

"You will have to make do with me!" Philippe sa@ Rosanne with what
seemed to be a great deal of satisfaction but didiaot look for the girl's

reaction. Luc pulled her forward, right into hisre; smiling down at her as
they began to dance, and as usual she let herdweartide her head.

It was easy to forget everything and it was alt thdia wanted to do. She
realised that she was almost lightheaded, pregaréde this night as if it
were her last on earth. She saw nothing but thie liead bent to hers, felt
nothing but the strong arms that held her everecldSometimes they were
in the glow of the lanterns, sometimes in the shadat the side of the
square, but Luc never relinquished her. Partners aleanged and refound,
laughter echoed above the music, but all the threéwo of them seemed to
be in a world of their own.

When the music finally stopped for a break shedalted and cheated, her
bewilderment at first mirrored on Luc's dark faseha looked down at her
before smiling in self-derision and leading hethe side of the square.

'l will get drinks for us," he said softly. 'Stayaetly where you are. In this
crowd it would take me some time to find you."'

It was an unnecessary worry. There was no wayammgabine could part her
from Luc while he wanted her. Her eyes followed laisrhe strode, dark and
lithe, across the square. She could watch himafl ahd never tire of it.

There was something in the air, something extravéen Luc and herself.
Excitement welled up inside her.

‘Julia!" The hand that took her arm was not Luctsfar a second she gaped
stupidly. 'My God! I've been trying to get to yduday! | saw you at the bull
ring but you never looked across and | was tootlagget to you when you
left. If you hadn't been here tonight | don't thinkould have ever been able
to find you!'



It was Graham! For a second she just stared atHiémvas like someone out
of the very distant past, almost unrecognisabl&hing to do with her at all.

She had completely forgotten about seeing him te lwkfore and her

fingers fretfully removed his hand without any ccinsis knowledge of

having done it.

'What are you doing here? What do you want?'

She looked at him in near horror, thankful thatlitjets here were very low.
In the break for the small band, the square echodte sound of flamenco
music and the rhythmical chatter of castanets agypsies danced.

'‘Come over here, out of all this damned noise!'@malpulled her out of the
square into the greater darkness of the streeslamduddenly came to life.

'What are you doing here? | don't want to see you!'

Luc had told her to stay where she was and nowd&andtad moved her. She
struggled, looking round for him, and to her astbment, Graham shook
her, his face angry and mean.

'‘Come to your senses, Julia!" he snapped anghig.Been looking for you
for two days, wandering about this town. | knewadts useless coming out to
that ranch place. You've got yourself into a fiayén't you, coming out here
with that man, taking a job as a nursemaid!'

'Let me go!" Julia struggled wildly, but he pulleer into his arms, more than
a little wild himself.

'I've come for you, Julia!" he said determinediywas all a mistake. Gloria
wasn't like you, nobody is. I've told her | stdMe you. We belong together,
Julia, we always did!"

'We don't! I'm not coming back! | don't want towgh you!'

'l know you do! I'll not let you ruin our lives!



To her horror, he bent his head to kiss her, gnaspier cruelly in his
frustration, his lips hot and violent, his strenddicing her head back
against his arm. Sheer panic shot through herthaitshe was afraid of
Graham in this town where there were people sceeclust the idea of other
lips than Luc's on hers was distasteful to the tpofimevulsion.

She was powerless to move and when he raised hi$ tieimphantly,
utterly careless of whether he had hurt her orstwt,opened her eyes to see
Luc standing a few feet away, two glasses in hisdbahis face tight and
cold. She just looked at him, seeing it all frora point of view, unable to
utter a word in her own defence.

He simply opened his fingers and allowed the gkssealrop to the floor,
ignoring the sharp splintering sound as they sndhsinethe cobbles of the
darkened road, and then he strode forward with erurdhis eyes.

Graham never knew what happened. Savagely pleasediwmself at his
ability to subdue Julia, he was suddenly spun rcamdl Luc's fist crashed
into his jaw, all the power and fury of the supgriit body behind it.
Graham went down silently and Luc turned on hid,Heaving the square
without a backward glance.

'Mon Dieu!What is it? What has happened?’

Philippe was suddenly there, his arm coming araluié who still stood
dazed, and all she could do was shake her heaidlgtup

'Who is this man?' Philippe asked urgently. 'lindike Luc to attack anyone
without good cause.'

'l knew him in England," Julia got out dazedlyd&mic thought... he thought
that...!"

'‘Go after him!" Philippe said quickly. 'Explain!

'How can 1?' Julia asked miserably. 'He's so amagiy he's never going to
believe me.’



'He is not if you never explain!" Philippe exclaineith exasperated logic.
'He singled you out for the dance. Now he has faeed into this! Can you
not see what it all means to him? He is a proud amahl know him. Explain
now or you will never again get the chance to db so

'He'll never believe...!"

‘Then you had better see to it that he does! | wake care of this
odd-looking person,' he added as Graham began e mibh a groan.

Julia took one disgusted look at Graham and thenShe had a very good
idea where Luc would be going. He would be headmngis own place,
away from everyone, and she was not at all sutestiecould find her way
there, especially in the dark.

Luc, it seemed, though, had not parked as convini@nshe had and as she
ran from the square, she saw him turn out of astiget into the main road.
The Land Rover was not yet going fast, and shedstdwere he could see
her, determinedly blocking his way.

He stopped but clearly had no intention of speakiven when Julia came to
the open window and stood looking at his tight face

Luc! Why did you just take off like that?"

The run had made her breathless and she leanedstgja@ dusty Land
Rover, wondering if he would simply drive off anddck her to the ground.

1 should have waited until you had had enough &ifisen your fiancé?' he
rasped savagely, not turning. 'Was my turn contieg imademoiselle?'

Sarcasm was the last thing she wanted now antuiiated her.

'‘Graham Adams isiot my fiancé! He has not been my fiancé for some
considerable time, as you well know!" she protestagrily.



'So | understood!" he snapped, turning to glareeathrough narrowed eyes.
'When | find however that you have been writingpitm, inviting him here to
the Camargue, arranging to meet him, | begin tdtowy own beliefs!’

'l did notinvite him here! You're no more surprised thaml &e must have
got my address from Jean Todd, the sister at thepitad. He—he
just—pounced on me.'

'‘And you were more than willing," he said in didgusrning away and
restarting the engine.

'l wasn't! | wasn't willing at all! He hurt me, btiten | don't suppose you
think that it matters all that much," Julia saidegly, all her temper dying
away in misery at the realisation that his actiad been only male pride,
damaged ego. 'I'm not of the Camargue, as yoursard than once. | can
get myself in and out of my own troubles. All yoare about is that the
Marquis de Saint-Michaud may have been seen tosudted. Your code of
honour is very strangenonsieur.In England | would have expected to be
rescued, not blamed.’

She turned away, giving up any idea of a pleara &Bhe wanted only to get
away, anywhere rather than face his angry loolsehmht and unforgiving
shoulders. What had she done after all that neéatgd/eness, except to
love him when she had no right? Her eyes fillechvitars. What was she
doing here, racing after Luc? He wanted her buktheas Rosanne, he had
never denied it. The title and the land were dadps blood and she was not
of the Camargue, he had told her that more thaa.ormmorrow she would
go back home, to her father.

He accelerated away without a backward glance aaddmitted that it was
the end of her time here. She would explain toidestt was a long time
now since she had felt any real concern aboutnRistproblems. As far as
she could tell, Justine was well restored to henilfa It was time she went
back to hers.

Philippe seemed to have alerted the rest of thdyamd as she returned he
was ushering them into the cars, his eyes flastargr face and seeing the
despair she could not hide. 'l will drive you honie, said quietly. 'Maryse



will take our car. Do not worry too much, Julia.morrow Luc will see that
this is all very unfair. He has the temper of d bul it does not last.’

Tomorrow she would be gone. Julia simply noddedsatdn weary silence
for the duration of the drive. Justine was stilegling, and at thenanade.
Philippe carried her out and placed her in her bed. Julia watched from
the door, knowing that tomorrow she would haveaalen her heart against
any tears as she told Justine of her decision.

Already a red dawn was breaking over the Camargdealia knew that for

herself there would be no sleep. Quietly she patieedhings and then lay
down for a few hours' rest, Luc's angry face in iménd. She could see
nothing but darkness before her. She was hurt againways would always
invite it. When she gave love it was always toopiiegiven, but this time

she knew that there would never be another loveadtended with Luc.

She was up at seven, breakfasting with the farhigy,explanations made.
They were bewildered by her sudden decision todeanly Philippe
knowing why she must go home with such urgency.

'Whatever you have done, Luc will forgive!" Marysad tearfully. 'Often he
is angry but he is never unjust.’

'l do not think that Julia needs forgiveness,' ippé said quietly. 'She has
done nothing but give since she has been here,shadhas given her
gentleness and her kindness to all of us. It isgpei, Maryse, and should be
left alone.’

He sounded like Luc and Julia was grateful to hghe went upstairs to
Justine, who was awake but still not up. It hablédaced and she might as
well do it now.

'How can you leave us?' Justine wept when Juliszelkpthined that she must
go back to England. 'l cannot manage without yod,wahat willOncleLuc
do? He also cannot manage without you!'



'l must go back to my own work," Julia told hertgofMy father needs me
too. You're quite better now, darling. Don't forgyet my father misses me.
| was only here for a while. You always knew that.’

'What will | do though ifOncleLuc finds out that | know?' Justine wept. 'l
cannot face him when he knows it was all my fehdt they died.’

‘Nothing was your fault!" Julia said firmly. "Yotather was driving the car.
It was an accident.’

'It was not!" Justine stated wildly, her voice eais'Maman pulled the wheel.
She tried to take the car from him. He was shoeketlangry when she told
him thatOncle Luc was really my father! What shall | do wh@mcle Luc
finds out that | know?"

For a second Julia was stunned into silence. Allitloks that Justine had
given Luc at first came back into her mind, theiatyxon her face until he
spoke, and she knew that her secret was still #afaynconscious decision
to hide in silence when there was nowhere elsédi@ h

'Listen to me, Justine!" she said sharply, takiagsmall thin shoulders in
her hands and forcing Justine to look into her ey{fesu heard a quarrel, a
grown-up quarrel. Grown-ups become angry and sengshto hurt each
other that they don't mean at all. If your moth&dghat then it was only
said to hurt because she was angry. It is not'true!

'‘But you did not know them! How can you say it @ true?' Justine begged.
'l didn't know them, but | know your Uncle Luc,lidusaid quietly. 'lt can't
be true because he is a wonderful, honourable amheven more than that,
he loved your father as he loves you. You must nieug him by telling him
things that are not true."

Justine nodded silently, the tension beginning aseefrom her small
shoulders.

'He will be hurt when you go," she said, her dgsantent on Julia's face.



'No. He has you. He has his family and Rosannehegthnd. You are all
Camarguais. | am English and | need my own homenaypadwn people.
One day, darling, I'll come back to see you. Pestaage day Uncle Luc will
let you come to stay with me." She kissed the ti@ar-wet face. "You can
make everyone happy, see that you do. We all Heateduty.'

Julia walked quickly to the door, getting out beftyer resolve deserted her
and almost stumbling into Lucille who was just adgs

It is not true, Julia!" she said urgently. 'Justia Jules' child. Deirdre was
always cold, hurtful. We tried to tell Jules beftine wedding but she was
beautiful and determined. Only Luc would have ba&ematch for such a one
as she. She had no love for Justine, not eventherfirst, and | doubt if she
ever loved anyone in her whole life. Whatever shd that night, it was not
true! Luc kept well away from her. He disliked laways and showed it
more often than not!

"You don't have to tell me this, Lucille," Juliadsaoftly. 'l know it couldn't

be true. Luc is a very special person and he coeNetr do anything to hurt
one of you. Now that Justine has said it, thougthink she'll simply forget it

all after a while. So you see, | can safely go hame leave her to you.'

'l will drive you to Marseilles!" Philippe said stmely as she went down to
collect her suitcases from the hall. 'l do not w&g this should be, but as
you are determined on it, | will take you to thepait.'

They were silent on the journey, Julia sitting lketatue, icily cold in the
hot sunshine, Luc's face before her as if he wereet

There was a flare of colour that caught her eyekthe flamingoes swept
into the air, flame-bright against the blue of $kg. The tears came then, her
icy restraint dropping away as she watched.

'‘Goodbye!" she whispered to herself, and she wasaying goodbye to the
beauty of the birds alone. It was a cry from herh® this land, this strange
land that she would never see again, a final goedy.uc.



Once at the airport she was torn between a desieate at once, to get back
to her father and grieve in silence for Luc, ardkaire to stay, to turn back
and seek him out. Philippe was grimly silent, laa¢hon her arm protective,
none of the flirtatious humour about him now. Heeknhow she was
feeling, she didn't doubt that for a moment.

She turned to him to say goodbye but their eyesmsttirtled glance as her
name came over the loudspeakers.

'Will Sister Julia Redford please come to the tetape.'

It had to be repeated before either of them camdet@nd Philippe was
more calm than Julia.

'It can be nothing serious,' he assured her quiaklie saw her face. 'It is

only a little while since we left. You have forgattsomething perhaps?'She
had not. She knew that and her hand trembled gsicked up the telephone

at the desk.

‘Julia?' It was Maryse, her voice agitated. 'Juf@) must come back at
once. Justine cannot speak. She is panicking, alnysgerical. Luc arrived
but he cannot do anything. We told him that you gade and he said to
phone the airport and stop you. You must come badia! Luc says that
there is nobody to help but you!

She told Philippe and her eyes lost their sorrowshe noticed his
expression. He was struggling between anxiety ded. d-ike Luc, he

clearly thought that her constant presence wouép kRistine normal, and
like Luc he disregarded her feelings.

'Will you go back?' he asked, a little more subdagtie saw her stony face.

'Oh, yes! Naturally I'll go back!" she said sharplyhis time though,
Mademoiselle Justine will have some explainingdd d

'‘But she is clearly ill!" Philippe said in a ratlstrocked voice, his eyes on her
severe face.



'l think not!" was all that Julia said as they ke building and went back to
the car. She would be most surprised to find Jestin anything but

blooming health. This was deliberate, a decisiobecilent. Before there
had been trauma behind Justine's tight face arsgdlbps, but now there
was only a grim determination to hang on to hemi. Yes, Mademoiselle

Justine would have some explaining to do!



CHAPTER TEN

WHEN they returned it was to find Luc's Land Rover parloutside, Julia
had expected as much. He would not leave Justmeefy long if she was
once again in trouble. As Philippe stopped the lcacille came out
anxiously, her face lighting up with relief at thight of Julia.

'l thought that perhaps we would be too late tolcgbu,’ she explained, her
hand clasping Julia's. 'Maryse phoned before shéolework. What are we
going to do with the child, Julia? She is in hesrmoand utterly silent.’

"Il go up to her," Julia said with a reassuringle at Lucille. 'Where is Luc?'
she asked quietly.

'He is with Justine, but as far as | can tell, ishgnoring him,' Lucille said
worriedly.

'Yes, she would be!" Julia strode forward and meditihe stairs, a grim look
on her face that boded ill for any interference tre look was still there as
she opened Justine's door.

Luc was sitting by the window and she knew at dhet he had observed
her arrival. His eyes met hers but she looked a®hg.had to defend herself
against this, against the small child who had wdréet a way to pull her

back if she tried to leave. She had also to defemdelf against heartbreak
with Luc.

Justine was in bed and it seemed to Julia thahatienot left the bed since
this morning. Her face lit up with happiness at fight of Julia but her

expression became wary as Julia regarded herigfitteted lips and severe
eyes.

She was no friend now as she strode to the bedv&b&ister Redford and
nothing more as she took the small wrist and loakdaer watch, checking
Justine's pulse. She expected to do nothing marelihing the child to her
senses with this act that would remind her of th&t,pand as she expected,
the pulse was racing with anxiety.



'Yes,' Julia said quietly. 'l think you should stayed, Justine. As you can't
speak again it will probably be necessary to get ywo hospital but of
course it will have to be in France. You would et allowed to be in
hospital twice in England. I'll try to get it ariged before | go home.'

‘You will still go? You will leave me?' Justine askguickly and Julia heard
Luc's sigh of exasperation. She had been well awzat he had been
shocked by her hard attitude, but as Justine spokesadily he probably
understood his niece more than ever.

Yes, Il go!" Julia said brisklyl have other little girls who need me. You
haven't really needed me for a long time, Jusbog] did think that | was a
friend!’

‘You are my friend, my very best friend!" Justindr struggling up in bed,
and Julia helped her out, sitting her then on &prand looking at her with
reproof.

And yet you didn't hesitate to worry me, to worrgdle Luc,Grand-mere
Lucille, Maryse and Philippe. You thought only @iwyself and not of all the
people who love you.'

| wanted you to stay," Justine murmured, her eilesgfwith tears.

'‘But | need to go,' Julia said softly. Tm a nunsd aow there is nobody here
who needs nursing, nobody who really needs mengiaad there are many
people who need me and no tricks will keep me hiareks will only make
me unhappy and annoyed. | want to be your friem@¥er, Justine, but you
must give as well as take.'

Suddenly the little arms were around her neck aistirike was crying softly
as Julia hugged her close.

‘There, now,’ she said quietly. 'I'll stay untitorrow. Get dressed and come
downstairs to tell your grandmother that she istaetorry. Explain it all to
her and everything will be all right.’



She kissed the wet little cheek and stood, puttusiine on the bed, her eyes
avoiding Luc's. He stayed behind to speak to Jeistimd when he came out
Julia was already downstairs explaining to Lucdled Philippe that there
was no cause to worry at all.

'l need to speak to you!" Luc said abruptly, hischaoming to her arm, but
when she thought he would lead her to his studyedéer outside straight
to the Land Rover, putting her inside without cominand getting in to
drive away from the house with no explanation kt al

'l should be back there with Justine. | shouldlxrd to get her over this
small difficulty!" Julia said tightly, her heart@aerating as fast as the Land
Rover as he turned in the direction of his own leous

'She has shown herself capable of dealing verywidilgrown-ups!" he said
grimly. "The only person who was not completelyléaowas you. She may
get herself over her own difficulties for an hourtwo. My diffi-culties are
concerning me at this moment, and for once in fieyllintend to be utterly
selfish!’

‘Not with me!" Julia snapped out bitterly. Tm noidpimore than a visitor. I'll
stay as Lucille's guest tonight and then Pm goomédiwhere | belong!

'| have not tried to stop you for a long time!" Lassured her tersel¥.ou
came all the way back from Marseilles for JustiDan you not spare a few
minutes for me?’

She nodded as he glanced sharply at her but shigghasiside, every nerve
on edge. He could very well have spoken to hdreaManade de Michaud if
he wished to discuss Justine, so why were theyitgidlong to his own
property?

No doubt she was about to discover why. There wdstarmination on

Luc's face and she knew better than to defy thisawitly powerful man. He

swung the heavy vehicle into his own driveway anadde round to help her
out but he said nothing at all until they were Il tsalon, the door shut
resoundingly behind them, and then he spun rounidde her, his eyes
intent on hers.



When | went to themanadethis morning, you were already gone!' he
snapped. 'Without a word, without a backward glaymewere leaving me!’

Julia gasped at this astonishing assertion, aben aggression after last
night's violence.

'Leaving you did not come into it!' she assured hinpusly. | was leaving
the Camargue, going home. Tomorrow | shall be didiagain. | came here
for Justine and it is Justine who is being leftshe doesn't need me any
more!'

"Would you normally leave in that manner?' he asitealply. "Would you
go quickly and secretly without a single goodbye?'

'l understood that we said goodbye last nighttidasaid tightly. ‘It seemed
to me that we had nothing more to say to each othemy case, you were
not there.'

'l arrived just after you had gone,' he said incearsubdued voice. 'Minutes
later, the house was in an uproar as Justine dir¢aléose the power of
speech. | would have come after you in any case!'

'l would not have come back if | had been alreadigngland!" Julia assured
him. 'Justine would have rapidly come to her sea$tes a very short time.'

'l would not have come for Justine,’ he said gquistiaring at her flushed and
angry face. 'l would have come for myself!'

'‘And you would have been wasting your time!" Jgkad shakily, not sure
now why he wanted her here. 'We have nothing tasagch other after all.'

'Do lovers never quarrel in England?' he askedlysofbo they never
become wildly, violently jealous as | did last nigh

We—we're not lovers,' Julia told him in a tremuloosrmur.

Only because you do not trust me,' he assured Bery because | have
been torn between my duty to you in an alien lamdimy desire for you. If



you had trusted me, we would have been lovers mageks ago, almost
from the first night that you came here to the Cayue.’

'You have no right to speak like this!" Julia sdidlsly, her eyes downcast in
case she met his burning gaze.

"It is not a rightcherig' he said softly, ‘it is a need. | know that yoanivme.

If you want me enough then | intend to put an emthis discussion as to
whether or not we are lovers.' She looked up witthewstartled eyes, the
endearment ringing like music in her ears, anceles held hers, his proud
looks gone as he watched her almost humbly, 'l wg Julia,’ he said
simply. She could not utter a word. For a few sesoshe was as silent as
Justine had pretended to be this morning but hmesg¢o understand and he
smiled at her, still doing nothing to close theaise between them.

'Lucille told me what Justine had said, what she iheagined, and she told
me how you had answered. You said that | was hatdeiand wonderful
and that Justine must not tell me and hurt meolf lyelieved that when you
said it, then how can you doubt me when I tell tfwat | love you, that there
is not and never will be anyone else for me?'

i—I thought that Rosanne..." Julia's blue eyes @&ouat leave his. i didn't
want to be hurt again.’

"You will never be hurtcherig' he promised softly, 'not even one golden
hair of your head."

For a second he just looked at her, and then heeajl@s arms and Julia ran
forward to be collected and held close to "his tiéée buried his face in her
hair, a shudder racing over him like a sigh ofefeli

‘Last night," he confessed, 'l was wild with raggging you in another man's
arms, willingly accepting his kisses.’

'I—I wasn't. | couldn't fight him, he was too stgonHe just suddenly
appeared.’



'‘And you had no idea that he was here in the Came&tdne persisted, lifting
his head, his dark eyes probing and brilliant.

'Last night, no," she said truthfully. 'l saw hirasyerday earlier when we
went to look at the arena but— but strangely enplidHorgotten all about
him.'

'Why did you not tell me at the time?' he askedgdstill tight with anxiety.

'l didn't want you to know,' she confessed, hedhaant to escape from his
fierce looks. 'l didn't want anything to happenytamg that would make
you angry and spoil... spoll...'

'Spoil what, Julia?' He bent towards her and whendid not answer his
strong hand tilted her face. 'Spoil what?' he asigain.

She looked into his eyes, finding her gaze helth wa hope of escape.

'l just wanted to be with you," she whispered. Hgtleng seems to go wrong.
Everybody needs you.' She suddenly turned herifaoehis hand, closing
her eyes. 7 need you too, Luc! | need you mostldiexause everything
seems dark when you're not there.'

If she had intended to say anything else, she woatchave been able to,
because she was wrapped in his arms, his hand iralveas he caught her to
him with a desperate strength that robbed herexitht

‘Then you love me?' he asked urgently.

'l think you know that already,' she whispered ot very good at hiding
my feelings.'

He smiled slowly, his tight restraint leaving himane shuddering sigh.

'‘No, you are notcherie,"he murmured deeply. 'l would not have allowed
you to leave me. | would find you if you stepped thie world because |
need you too. | need the warmth of you, the pe&gelg the golden beauty
of you. We will never be parted"



His lips crushed hers, hurting and fierce befoféesing to tenderness as he
gathered her gently against him.

"You are the bright rays of sunlight, a breathasfiy," he whispered against
her lips. 'l have wanted you since that day whem game so fiercely and
proudly into Justine's room to take me to task{ ttey when later you

allowed me to visit even though you were exhaustigid your own worries.

| have battled against it." He lifted his head &uked into her entranced
face. 'But not very hard," he admitted with a sniltds too much to battle

against the sunlight when all around is darkness.’

Julia stood on tiptoe and did what she had done dwedore, kissed him
softly and sweetly, all her feelings showing on fa&e. Then it was out of
her grasp, the waiting over, joy racing through &ed wild excitement as
Luc kissed her hungrily, his hands strong and Esége holding her to the
fierce demand of his body.

It was enchantment, a sinking, whirling magic thaept her away into light
and happiness. His demands did not frighten hee.\#s shivering with

delight, her longing matching his, her kisses waihd hot until he drew back
to look at her.

There was a question in his eyes, a burning questiat sought an answer,
and as her eyes closed and her trembling lips Isedragain for his, he
swept her into his arms, knowing how she felt withwords needed.

It was cool in his bedroom, the open window letiimghe light breeze that
blew all the way from the sea.

She was glad of the shadowy darkness as he slowlhessed her. Words of
protest hovered on her lips, in her mind as heahdy the last concealing
garment, but they were never uttered. His head, loank and exciting, his
lips warm and teasing as they explored the tigmpath mounds of her
breasts, his tongue flicking against the tight peaktil she gasped in
shocked excitement.

'Luc!



'We are just beginningzherie' he murmured softly. 'l have waited and
dreamed of this. Every night when | have taken elirat the house, | have
watched you, wanted you, longed to come later afidat you. Would you
have come with mema belle?'She could only shiver, waves of feeling
sweeping over her, and he laughed softly, placergom the smooth, cool
sheets.

'Wait for me now, then," he said quietly, a vibnamchis voice that made her
mouth dry.

He. undressed slowly in the purple darkness ofdleen, his outline clear
but his face not visible, and she thought he waisgiher time to change her
mind, some inner torment holding him back; but wlas too lost to move,
her eyes wide in the darkness, her body eagerlgngao belong to him.

'‘No!" Her face flushed and her eyes closed as Hdesuy flicked on the
lamp but his laughter was soft and teasing.

'Yes, my lovely Julia!" he said insistently. 'l leagiven you the chance to
leave me and you have not. Now | wish to look at.yo

His dark eyes moved over her and she knew thatunedfher beautiful, her

eyes closing again at the blaze of passion inHishands were heavy and
warm on the flat of her stomach, teasing as theyaudo cup her breasts,
and then with a groan he came to her, gatheringagamst him, his lips

claiming hers in a deep, drugging kiss.

'Lie still'" he ordered as his fingers against m&asts brought a great spasm
of desire that had her arching to him. 'l wantdwel you until you are
desperate for me, until you forget that there igae else in this world!

His mouth covered her cries and in spite of hismamd, she moved wildly
against him, aching for him, forgetful of her owrexperience.

He forced the upward curve of her body againsthspreathing heavy as
his hand slid to touch her more intimately, and reiting response drove
him to the end of his control as he lifted her i®hard, demanding body.



Please Luc!" she pleaded and his response was wild.

‘At last you are saying it for all the reasonsédiéhe said thickly. The sharp
burst of pain momentarily stopped his driving passan but his lips
covered hers until she wound her arms back aroiswdtk, softening into
willing submission, and his dark eyes held herqrés as he looked down at
her for a long moment, searching her flushed faeejnnocent blue eyes.

'‘Beautiful girl," he murmured softly, the passitarihg back into his face.
‘Crazy, beautiful girl"

His lips claimed hers again and his lovemaking slagv and gentle until
she moved against him urgently, her arms tighterdnging him to a wild

demand that could not be controlled, his hoarseotrgleasure blending
with her moan of delight as at last release came.

‘Let me hold you," he said later when his breathiad steadied and she lay
beside him. His voice was soft and tender and sheddto look up into his
eyes, eyes that were smiling down at her.

''ve never...' she began in blushing confusion lsiscsmile widened as he
bent to nip lightly at her skin.

It is too late to tell me nowgherie' he said with a quiet relish that had her
blushes growing. 'In my mind, | have owned youddong time. It is only
the fulfilment of my dreams. Soon we must go béck,for now | will hold
you and beg forgiveness for hurting you.'

You didn't, not really!" she said quickly, but hosv growl! of laughter and
his encircling arms silenced her as she hid hed hgainst his shoulder and
gave herself up to the bliss of her happinessb&leged to Luc and in her
heart she knew it was for ever because it had.to be

Later, as she lay in his arms, warm and contemntéael lamplit bedroom, the
curtains closed against the gathering darknessighey front door shutting
out the gloom, she stroked the face that was detrdser in the whole



world. In her arms, the harshness had left his, fdez lines of strain had
eased away and he turned his head to gaze at theadaration.

'l thought you intended to marry Rosanne,' she saiidly, even now afraid
to lose him, and he looked down at her, his frowiitdut soon gone.

'Why should | wish to marry a wilful girl when | gghave a warm and
willing woman?' he asked arrogantly. He relentelesaw her face cloud.
'If | caused you jealousy and pain then | regréthié said softly. ‘I have
known Rosanne since she was a child and | suppgwdewte have all
indulged her. She is possessive and swings wildisn fPhilippe to me; it
just happens to be my turn.’

'Do you think that Philippe...?" Julia began thabgly but Luc laughed
delightedly and shook his head.

'No, I do not think that Philippe...!I" he said ardly. 'She is spoiled and not
at all suitable, apart from the fact that he doet lave her. If he even

thought of it, | would try my best to dissuade hias, | tried to dissuade
Jules," he finished somberly.

'What about the land that Philippe says you neell@ asked quickly,
anxious to get away from Deirdre and the painfldlgacy she had left
behind.

'He has been telling you a great deal!" Luc saidkimyly. 'However he does
not know all my plans. The Dupins are seriouslpking of moving north.
Rosanne is an only child and she would never matieegaanadealone, in
spite of her riding skills and her knowledge of sheck. She would be better
with her inheritance in something a little moreilgasontrolled. When they
leave, | have arranged to buy their property and.l& will add to ours and
give Justine a separate inheritance."'

'Luc, when—when we're married...'

'‘And we will be married!" he said fiercely, turnihgr into the tight circle of
his arms. 'l will not let you out of my sight aghiin



'When we're married,” she continued carefully, Moygou like to adopt
Justine?'

For a second his proud face darkened but thendwve laker tightly to him, his
breath a sigh against her hair.

'Is there anything in this world that you wouldtdo for me, sweetest Julia?'
he asked tenderly.

'It would be no sacrifice,’ she assured him hulyiétllove her too!

'‘And so do many other people,' he said, drawing basmile down into her
eyes. 'There is Lucille who would be lost withoet hthere is Maryse and
there is Philippe who spoils her disgracefully. fehare also the gypsies
whom she erroneously imagines are her family awdthat she is well she
will return to her school and her own friends. Lidl be happy for her. |
am, in any case, her legal guardian, that was lesJwill. No, my love. |
would not like to adopt my niece.' He moved unélwas once again lying
over her, cupping her face in his warm hands. Uildidike children of my
own though, children with eyes as blue as a Jugewkih hair like the
sunlight.’

'Oh no, Luc! she protested. 'They'll be dark aact€ like you!

'‘And they will kneel at your feet, worship your streess, your kindness and
your beauty, as | do," he smiled. 'This land wéltheirs and they will be
surrounded by a loving family, with a famous gratddér in England.’

'l have to go back to tell him," Julia said dklic her eyes darting to his
face.

'We will go together,' he assured her, 'and therothers will join us for the
wedding. Maryse then can take a look at your f&gherspital and see if she
really wants to follow in your footsteps, althougstrongly suspect that she
is merely hypnotised by your importance.’

'I'm not important!" Julia began in exasperatiohhmismiled mockingly and
then his teasing ended on a sharp sigh.



"'To me, you are everything!" he whispered as ps ¢iosed over hers.

* % %

It was the day of thabrivadoand Julia sat beside her husband watching the
razeteursas they defied danger to collect the rosettes fitoenbulls. This
time, Luc had not ridden in thabrivada He had stayed with the others,
keeping Julia to the safety of the terrace of thtelhhis arm around her, his
dark eyes watchful for any danger as she cradkeddn against her.

Now, she looked with contentment at the scene ardwen. It was her land
and they were her people. Lucille sat with pridesmg Luc's child, friends
and admiring relatives around her as they watchedsimall and beautiful
baby with hair like jet and astonishingly blue eyes

Julia wished that her father could have stayedHh day but he had an
important conference in Paris and he had left tne loefore. Next year,
though, he had promised to be here. Justine hagdahe promise from
him, and in any case he spent a great deal ofvisiieng them. Maryse was
in England, her nursing duties keeping her awag,larc was satisfied that
at Paul Redford's home she was safe and well chaper

Dieu! Look! That one is as fierce and strong as Tameitlibuc said to
Philippe, leaning forward to watch the bull who reeht the young men
racing for the edge of the ring more than once.

'‘Not surprising!" Philippe growled. 'Tamerline hde same sire, as you
know.'

'l wonder if..." Luc began softly but Julia's hateme immediately to his
arm.

"You are not going down into that arena!' she datérminedly and Philippe
gave a growl of laughter as Luc shrugged and ledaed, tipping his hat
forward against the sun.

‘Neither are you!" Julia added firmly, her eyedtilippe.



Luc smiled slowly, his eyes darting sideways tolristher.
'In England,’ he said drily, ‘it is called beingelpecked”, | believe!

'You seem to thrive on it!" Philippe returned caadly, and Luc's low
laugh, never far away nowadays, brought a blushulia's cheeks.

'It has its compensations,' he said quietly, hrdh@apturing hers and lifting
it to his lips.

He looked across at Lucille and the small burdentstld so proudly. His
eyes filled with the same awe that had been in tivbien he had first seen
his son. The blue eyes stared straight at him laga ¢closed sleepily.

"This son of ours is wise as well as beautiful¢ lsaid softly. 'He sleeps so
much and leaves his mother plenty of time to bé wige.’

'‘Are we staying to the dance?' Julia asked, nohgavhether they did or
not, and Luc's eyes held hers for a moment.

'l had thought that we would go homeherie' he murmured, and Julia
nodded her agreement as his hand tightened over her

The loneliness had passed, the darkness was goeeeo Now there was
only the timeless, mysterious land of sky and wate fierce black bulls,
the wild white horses, and Luc, Luc who never tioétbving her, who filled

her days with happiness.

She gave a small, contented sigh, leaning her agaitist his shoulder, and
his free hand came to stroke her face.

‘Later, my love,' he promised softly. 'Later.'



