


A PERFECT FAMILY
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Book 1 - The Crightons



The Crightons have everything that money can bogitjon,
power and elegance... but one fateful weekendaessit all.

Three generations of Crightons have gathered dathey estate
for a fiftieth birthday party. But the expected aef@iation turns
into an ugly battle for power, with the family inftance as the
prize.

Brothers become rivals and allies become advessasdamily
scandals become the weapon of choice. Past l|owearsaff
embezzlement scams--nothing is sacred and all tsecam be
betrayed for a price.

The Crightons' carefully polished facade is crumipliwill they
learn to accept their not-so-perfect family in titnesave it?



The Crighton Family

BEN CRIGHTON: Proud patriarch of the family, a strong- mindedretter in his
seventies, determined to see his dynasty thrivepamgper.

RUTH CRIGHTON: Ben's sister, a vibrant woman in her late sixtidter a tragic love
affair during the war years, Ruth has devoted Hiets¢he family and become a source of
comfort and advice.

DAVID CRIGHTON: Twin brother of Jon, and favourite son of Ben. r@taous,
charming and selfish, he doesn't deserve his statheir to the Crighton fortune...

TIGGY CRIGHTON: Beautiful, fragile wife of David, an ex- model wksodetermined to
remain youthful as long as possible. Desperatattention, she flirts with all men.

OLIVIA JOHNSON: Daughter of David and Tiggy, an independent yowognan who
wants to break from the family and set up home wigh lover, Caspar, in America. In
defiance of family opposition, Livvy has becomeakeited lawyer outside the family firm.

CASPAR JOHNSON: An American law tutor. He is brought into the Grign family by
Olivia and is wary of the way the family exertsiitfuence over her.

JON CRIGHTON: Younger twin of David, steady and reliable, heriearthe burden of
responsibility in the family law firm.

JENNY CRIGHTON: Wife of Jon, a very practical and warm-hearted \wardevoted to
her family. Partner in a local antiques businegsarole model for her niece, Livvy.

MAX CRIGHTON: Son of Jon and Jenny, a self-assured, sexy, ssiilembitious
lawyer who is prepared to do anything to climb ¢hecer ladder.

LOUISE and KATE: Twin teenage daughters of Jon and Jenny. Vibrgpitited
characters determined to go their own way.

JOSS: Charming eight-year-old son of Jon and Jenny.

SAUL CRIGHTON: A caring, charismatic man. Years before the farhéyl hoped he
would marry his cousin Olivia. Now, he is marriedain American, but their relationship is
on shaky ground.



Prologue
1917

It had been a cold, wet spring followed by an ewestter
summer, and the crops lay flattened and battereedile the
relentlessly driving rain.

As Josiah Crighton wiped the condensation away fitbmn
railway carriage window to look outside he paustotning
instead to study the pale, set face of the gitlesebeside him.

The girl...his wife, soon to be the mother of hisla: His jaw
tightened as he remembered his father's fury wreete&rned
what had happened.

'For God's sake, if you had to behave so...sodiyprhy the hell
didn't you do it outside your own backyard? Oxfoad.the Inns
of Court...surely you had ample opportunity there-t

His father had broken off, drumming angrily on tdesk whilst
he surveyed him.

‘Well, there's no help for it now. The girl will ato be found a
suitable husband and as for you—"'

‘She already has a husband,' he had told his fathetly.

Just for a moment he saw that his father had messtabd him,
noting the relief expelling the impatient angemfrbis eyes as he
exclaimed, 'She's married... then why the hell 'tiggou say
so...?"



His expression began changing as Josiah continoelbak
steadily at him and quietly explained, 'We're neatriFather...
Bethany and I...

He had of course already anticipated the uproamtbald follow

his announcement and their mutual banishment franives of
both their families. Hers had been no more pledsad his had
been. Bethany was a yeoman farmer's daughter widoden
working up at the big house. He had bumped intowieen he
had gone there with some papers his father hadigtstl him to
take to Lord Haver. They had recognised each atm@ediately
from shared summer childhoods playing forbidden egon the
muddy banks of the Dee.

One thing had led to another and the inevitablelagbened. As
soon as she had come to him with her news, asled-fand

frightened, he had done what he had convinced imse the

only honourable thing he could do; never mind #et that it was
virtually an accepted thing within his family thahe day he
would cement the ties that kept the family togetret, following

its long-established tradition, marry his secondsoo.

Bethany, too, had been destined for a family- ardngarriage
to a distant relation, a widower with some well-&&xt
farmlands on the Welsh side of the city and twof-gedwn

children in need of a mother's care.

Refused the support of both families and the pthaehad been
promised to him in the family firm of solicitorspsiah had had
no other course open to him but to find some adtiera way of
providing for his new wife and the child they wei@n to have.
And so he had taken a small set of rooms in themiarket town
of Haslewich, hoping that the business from thengpeople and



the local rural community would be enough to sustamself
and his new family.

‘Do you really love me, Josiah?' his new bride hakied him
miserably, clinging tearfully to him on the day tbeir hurried
and secret wedding.

He had held her tightly in his arms, unable to aardver honestly
and unwilling to lie to her. The past and the comafiole security
it had contained were now lost to him. The futuretshed ahead
as bleak and unwelcoming as the rain-lashed coudéys
Turning his attention back to the scene beyond rthisvay
carriage window, he tried not to contrast thetiéehad left to the
one he was heading towards.

In Chester, his father's secretary would just beglomg in
afternoon tea. A fire would be burning warmly i tirate of his
father's panelled office. As the senior partneChester's most
prestigious firm of solicitors, his father was hetery much in
awe by those who worked for him and most especisliys
Berry, who guarded his privacy as jealously as gugrd dog,
even keeping a watchful eye on Josiah's elder éretivho were
also partners in the family firm.

The handsome silver teapot from which his fatheuld/dake his

afternoon tea had been a gift from a wealthy cliém china

likewise, a particularly attractive and rare Seuesset that had
come to his father by way of a bequest.

In the bare spare rooms that were all Josiah caifitald to rent
and that must serve as his home as well as hig plalousiness,
he would be lucky if he managed the luxury of aftem tea at
all. There would certainly be no silver teapot framich to pour
it and no Sevres cup from which to drink it.



As he stared out of the window, his expressiortediaio harden.
The youngest of his father's three sons, he hadkmeven before
his father had announced his rejection from theilfathat he

was the least valuable of his father's many as@éth. his sons,
Edward and William, already in the family busineashrother
and a sister and countless numbers of nieces, wspdrad other
familial connections, his father could quite easdfford to

dispense with one disobedient and disgraced son.

He would never treat his child, his own son, asfateer had
treated him, Josiah decided passionately, and heldwo
furthermore, ensure that his son would inheriaditron every bit
as proud and respected as the one that had beled tém. More
so...much more so. As he glanced at the face afdwssleeping
wife, Josiah determined to found a dynasty thatld/ome day
rival that of his father and brothers. Rival it amdmatch it.

1969

As they drove north, the top down on the bright sedrts car
David Crighton had persuaded his father to buy &sna reward
for obtaining his degree—not a firstjput at least had

passed—he turned his head to look at the girl enpassenger
seat beside him, a feeling of fierce exultationning through

him.

He had snatched her, virtually stolen her awaynftonder the
nose of one of his friends, another member of tgroup that
four of them had formed in their final year at egié.

For a few months they had enjoyed a spell of draz@uccess; a
small fat man with a shiny bald head and even shisuit,



smoking a fat cigar, had come backstage after orleetr gigs
and offered to help them get a contract with oné¢hef major
recording studios.

It had been at a time when young unknowns were rbiggp
overnight millionaires, their names whispered Urkessly and
then screamed at in orgasmic frenzy by thousantéeobge girls
throughout the land, and there had been no reasdaubt that
the same thing could happen to them. Only the diatathan had
turned out to be rather shrewder than they hagezhland whilst
they had ridiculed his attempts to become one emthhe had
been quietly skimming off most of their earnings.

All they had been left with were the remainderegies of a
record that had never made it out of the bottomy of the hit
parade and a very large bill from the tax authesiti

His grandfather, Josiah, had paid off his shart ahgrily telling

him that he was only doing so to save the familpy@&om being
disgraced. David hadn't cared what had motivated Bimiling

genially at the older man in a marijuana-inducedehaf

goodwill, he had carelessly listened to the lechwenas being
given and then as quickly as he could escaped tmatkndon

and his friends and the lifestyle he loved so mittat had been
over two years ago. Then he had laughed at hislivather for

wanting nothing more than to settle down in Cheshind take
his place in the family business. Now though...

Now though, things were different. He glanced agithe girl
sleeping so peacefully beside him. They had beemiedaat
Caxton Hall three days ago. She had been wearmdiriest
minidress there had ever been, revealing yardsvety, luscious
legs, and smiling Bambi-eyed from between straigjdssy



curtains of ash blonde hair. She was eighteen y#adrgust...and
a model. The most sought-after, the most swingitst. most
wanted and lusted-after model there was on the Lorsdene
and now she was all his. She was also pregnant.

'‘But how can | be?' she had wailed in squeaky- voiced protest
after the doctor had given them the results. 'fnthe pill....'

'‘Obviously it doesn't work when you go to bed vatiman as sexy
as me,' David had told her, grinning.

She had refused to share his amusement, poutikitysatlhim as
she reminded him of her modelling commitments.

And so here they were married and on their way akera new
life for themselves in Cheshire, and not just bsealiggy was
pregnant. David frowned but there was no pointrimoding on
that other unfortunate matter. He had made a nastéakli been
found out, and as he had already defensively taddfdther,
others did the same and got away with it. It wasis'tfault that
the senior partner in his set of chambers shoukbb@liculously
stuffy. After all, he had done nothing legally wgpon

1996

'So tell me again about this family of yours anel tirthday we're
going to help celebrate.'

Even now after six months together, the lazy, @fastic drawl
of Caspar Johnson's voice still had almost as rpoever to stir
her senses as his powerful six-foot-odd and verscoiane body,
Olivia acknowledged as she turned to smile at him.



'‘Watch the road," Caspar warned her, adding sdéhd don't
look at me like that, otherwise...'

His openly and frequently expressed sexual desirdnér was
just one of the things that made him so differeoif any of the
other men she had known, Olivia owned as she reémtiner
attention on the heavy north-flowing motorway ti@affand
answered his initial question.

‘Birthdays,' she reminded him, adding, 'and I'veay told you
umpteen times.'

'l know," Caspar agreed, 'but | like hearing it dhkle even more
watching your face when you talk about them. Jastvall you
decided against a career as a trial judge,' heedehsr. "Your
expression, especially your eyes, would have gy away
every time. They can be very revealing.'

Olivia Crighton grimaced but she knew he was ridtitey had
met whilst she had been taking a postgraduate eours
American law. Caspar had been her tutor and, like bome
from a legal background and also like her had amos# to go
into the family partnership but to make his own wathe world.
Chosen... Caspar might have had a choice but she...

There were other reasons why the two of them madé s
perfect couple, she told herself hastily, abandprier earlier
and far too dangerous train of thought—this wasnnhéabe a
happy family visit, not a means of resurrecting old
problems—reasons that had nothing to do with tleared legal
background, reasons of a very much more personairea
Instinctively, as she dwelt on those reasons, toanach muscles
clenched, her toes curling into her shoes, her facshing



slightly as she mentally relived the previous emgls blissful
lovemaking.

It was just over two months now since she and Gdspétaken
the decision to move in together and it had bedrasion that
neither of them regretted— far from it. She had yeittold her
family about their plans for their shared futureher decision to
go with Caspar when he returned to America and nhakdife
there with him. Not that she expected them to hawg
objections; after all, as a female member of tmilig she was
easily expendable, neither wanted nor needed infdhaly
partnership unlike its males. Their role was detidpon and
planned for almost from the moment of their conicept

Caspar had been at first amused and then amabed &mily's
history, unable to believe that such an old-fasatbfamily still

existed. Her upbringing and the whole of her fanifly was so
different from his own. His parents had divorcedewthe was
six, and Olivia had sensed that he was a man wisoshg of
emotional commitment, which had made his openly itdth
desire for her all the more precious.

She knew that he loved her as she did him, but diothem had
been hurt and bruised by their childhood experienand
because of that, both of them were wary of thensitg of the
emotions they shared. Both of them in their difféneays feared
love, Olivia suspected in her more introspectivenmaots, but
another thing she had learned young was the féljyuestioning
her feelings too deeply. Painful emotions, likenfali cuts and
bruises, were best left unprodded and not intedlfeviéh.

They had made no long-term plans for a shared dut@fivia
recognised, other than that she would go to PHjshike with



Caspar when he returned to his home country. Insadaher
career plans went, it would definitely be a lateradve as she
would have to requalify, but as she and Caspaibo#d agreed,
the way they felt about one another was too impomat to be
given a chance. But a chance for what? A chandeelop into
something permanent or a chance to die?

Olivia wasn't sure which she actually wanted anidheg she
suspected, was Caspar. Right now, the biggest conami they
could give one another was to say that they watotbd together,
that right now their relationship was of primarypantance to
both of them.

‘Your family...?' Caspar prodded her from the pagse seat of
her small, sturdy Ford—a twenty-first birthday preaskom her
grandfather. She recalled that when Max, her conearest in
age to her, had turned twenty-one, Gramps had ¢ivem sleek
and dangerously fast sports car.

The family... Where should she start...? With harepts? Her
grandparents? Or at the beginning with her greatdfather,
Josiah, who had initially founded the family busisiebreaking
away from hisown family in Chester to make a nefe for

himself and the bride his family had disdained.

'How many of you exactly will there be attendingstiparty?'
Caspar asked her, interrupting her train of thought

'It's hard tosay.lIt all depends on how many of the cousins and
second cousins have been invited. The main famlilybe there,

of course. Gramps, Mum and Dad, Uncle Jon and Aanty,
Max, their son, and my great-aunt Ruth. Maybe somé&ée
Chester lot.’



She glanced at the motorway sign by the side ofdhd. 'Only
another couple of exits now,' she told him, 'thexiMse home.'

As she concentrated on the traffic, she didn'tceohis small
frown as he heard her say the word 'home.' To home was
wherever he happened to be living at the time.t8tmer...

She had come to mean a lot to him, this prettyyverle
Englishwoman, who in some ways seemed so much wouhgn
her American contemporaries and in others so mucihem
mature. Unlike them, she seemed instinctively to lpm first
and that was very important to him—a legacy frohttad years
as a child when he had felt more like an unwanteded being
passed from one parent to the other than a lovedwamted
child.

Families—he was instinctively suspicious of themut b
thankfully this visit would only be a short one atheén he and
Olivia would be leaving for America and their owifel

together—just the two of them.



1

‘Do you think the weather will stay fine? It wilebawful if it
doesn't, everywhere muddy and wet, and with a nesrquut in
the rain.’

Jenny Crighton looked up from the guest list shd baen
checking to smile at her sister-in-law.

'‘With any luck the weather should stay fine, Tiggie reassured
her. 'But even if it doesn't, the marquee will leated and—'

‘Yes, but people will have to walk across the lamd—'

‘The marquee people are putting a walkway down ttearhouse
to the marquee. It will be covered and quite ditye promised her
patiently as though this had not been a subjegthihd discussed
many times before.

It had come as no surprise to her to discoverahibugh Tiggy
had spent a good deal of time on the telephonatpbout what
hard work organising the joint fiftieth birthdaylebration for
their husbands had been, it was she, Jenny, whbdwuleft to
do the actual work. But then, that was their relahip all over,
she acknowledged wryly. Tiggy had always been tamgrous
one of the two of them whilst she was the more hgme
hard-working one.

People made allowances for Tiggy and for her valbities;

men were bedazzled by her even now when both of there in

their forties, and Tiggy, because she was Tiggylccoever quite
resist her need to respond to their admirationsarak it up and
feed on it. She meant no harm, of course. She ddoewid,

everyone knew that, and he clearly worshipped her.



Jenny could still remember the look of pride angedbawe in his
eyes that summer he had brought Tiggy, his bridek home and
introduced her to them all. David—how everyone tbve
him—nhis father, the clients, his friends, the cteld, everyone,
but no one so fiercely nor so determinedly as ker busband,
Jonathon, his twin brother.

It had been Jonathon's idea that they should hagedbuble
birthday celebration and combine it with a granaifg reunion.

‘Dad would love it. You know how much the family ams to
him," he had told Jenny when they were discussing i

'‘He may wellloveit, but he will carp like mad about the cost,'
Jenny had warned him dryly, 'andull be expensive if we are to
do it properly.’

'Of course we are and Dad won't mind...not iffdisDavid.’

'‘No," Jenny had agreed, but she had had to turfaberaway so
that Jonathon wouldn't see her expression.

She knew, of course, why so much family emphasts placed
upon David; why her father-in-law was so determittest these
twins of his should be so close, so supportiverns another, or
rather that Jonathon should be so supportive dbiother.

Ben himself had been a twin but his brother had diebirth, and
that loss had marked and scarred virtually the wiobhis life.

Jonathon had been brought up knowing that in tiefes eyes he
should consider himself most fortunate to have suthin there
in life beside him.



Only once had Jenny seen the fierce pride in B®yés turn to
disappointment and that had been when David hadhlefset of
chambers where he had been in training for the lBhowing a
career pattern that had been laid out for him fribm first
moment of his birth.

'‘Well, | hope you're right about the weather," Jiggas saying
fretfully now. 'My shoes still haven't arrived, yegnow, and they
promised that they would be here. It's far too tatget another
pair made and dyed and—'

‘They'll be here. There's still plenty of time hdg soothed her.

Tiggy had been a model in the sixties and shelstdl the same
haunting, high-cheeked beauty she had possessgdattieough

the years of dieting and worrying about her welgd, in Jenny's
opinion, left her too thin. Her almost waiflike aggrance, so
appealing in a young, immature girl, somehow, tmnyeat least,

seemed oddly jarring in a woman of forty- five.

Not that Jenny would ever voice such views. Shewealsaware
of how others judged her and her relationship Witlpgy, and
those, apart from her closest friends, could it as envy, as
those same critics judged Jonathon as being jealddavid.Her
normally mild brown eyes showed a brief flash obéion before
she controlled it and turned her attention badkéoarge area of
lawn in front of them. It had taken quite a bit diplomatic
manoeuvring to get her father-in-law, Ben, to agiest the
birthday festivities could be held here.

He had grumbled as Jenny had known he would abheutdst
and the inconvenience, but of course, when the tamee he
would rise to the occasion as the convivial pathal host,



accepting the admiration and praise of their guestsout a
flicker of conscience.

There had been battles over each and every stagteof
preparations for the weekend's celebrations, wivat no more
and no less than Jenny had anticipated, but thg obit was that
Ben would be the first to complain if even the Istegt detail fell
short of his exacting standards—a fact that heagasell aware
of as she was herself, Jenny acknowledged.

Of course, she had had to use diversionary ancedhde times,
almost underhanded tactics to get her own way oregmints. A
reminder that at his own insistence, members oCihester side
of the family had been invited to the event and hadbe

impressed had proved a handy tool for digging asitdeepest-
rooted objections about cost and one that Jennytatkd'she
had wielded shamefully at times.

Not that she minded; indeed, she positively enjdiiecchallenge
of doing battle with her formidable fa- ther-in-la@onversely,
she knew that whilst in public he paid lip-servite the

conventional view that Tiggy, on account of herki®amust take
precedence in his affections and approval, priyatkle was the
one who had his respect.

Oh yes, men respected her, liked her, trustedimamed to her for
advice and comfort, but they did not flirt with h@rsee her as a
desirable, sexual woman, a situation easy enougmitie over
now, but not so easy when younger.

Jenny could still remember how she had felt thst fime she had
met Tiggy. She and Jon had been married for fofiveryears at
that time and had been trying for a baby withoutcess for the
last two. The sight of Tiggy blooming with Davidtsre, basking



in both that and her discreetly evident pregnanagt baused
Jenny more than one pang of pain and self-pity. Ialaiehardly
been able to bring herself to look at Jon, and wdtenhad, the
withdrawn look in his eyes as he deliberately agditboking at
Tiggy's pregnant body had made her bite her lig mixture of
guilt and despair.

Jenny's heart had sunk when they had receiveelighone call
summoning them to Queensmead to meet David's nee br
officially. It had been one of those sticky hot sner days when
even the air they breathed had seemed heavy ameédaand
somehow lacking in life-giving oxygen.

The partnership had been going through a rather tieze and
Jon had quietly accepted his father's decisionit@ahould draw
only a very small salary. David's allowance waargé drain on
the partnership's profits but Jenny knew that Jdn'dbegrudge
it any more than his father did. Luckily she wascareful
housewife, scrupulously saving money where she dgoul
especially when it came to spending money on Herzedl she
certainly had nothing in her wardrobe remotely ahl# for the
garden party-cum-belated wedding breakfast Ben wastimng
on throwing for the newly married couple. In thedghaving
stubbornly refused Jon's tentative suggestion tlsgysome of
their savings to buy her a new dress, she deciledake her
own.

'‘Get yourself something pretty,' Jon had trieddaxcher, but she
had shaken her head, stubbornly folding her lips antight line,
which he had interpreted as disapproval but whithact, had
been her defence strategy against the tears shecleadighting
not to let fall as she reacted to the unsubtle agsshis
suggestion had concealed—that she was so plaisiteateeded



to wear something eye-catching enough to draw tadteaway
from that plainness and, even worse, that Jon masigrassed by
it.

She felt she was letting him down not just by hemhbly

appearance but by the fact that she had not cateanother
child. After all, she had fallen pregnant easilpegh to David
but that was something she refused to allow hetséhink about
even in her most private thoughts and it was adgtanot

something she could ever say to Jon. How could &he®duld

look as though she was comparing the two of thedhfisuding

Jon wanting. It didn't need much intelligence towkrthat in the
eyes of Jon's family, and she suspected almosy@wverelse,
David and Tiggy would be very much the golden ceuphilst

she and Jon were very much the dull also-rans.

Both of them had already been treated to a lenggityouring of

praise from Ben about Tiggy's exceptional beaubyit 8ad been
with a feeling of tense trepidation plus the disatage of a bad
tension headache and the disaster that was the-hnawle dress
she had run up herself from a piece of fabric sltkdought in the
market that she had reluctantly pinned an uncoimgngmile on

her face and tried not to look as though she mindezh she was
finally confronted with Tiggy's breathtakingly legdithe and oh

so slim reality.

Tiggy herself hadn't quite been able to stop herfeim
betraying what Jenny had known humiliatingly w&ely to be
everyone else's reaction to the difference betweem, and her
eyes widened just a little before she looked dyiliway from
Jenny, obviously unable to meet her gaze as Danidduced
them.



David, too, managed to avoid meeting her gaze. davas

clearly bursting with pride over the reaction Tigggs causing
amongst the male guests. They milled enthusiaktiaedund her
and barely had time to do much more than say alweey hello

not just to her but to Jon, his twin, before Tiggyight hold of his
arm and demanded to be told the names of all tirewhe were
so eager to talk with her.

As she reached out to David, she had tilted hex fgctowards
him, throwing her head back and laughing. The searged

richly in the heavy thickness of her glossy hamnd #éhe bones in
her shoulders revealed by the cutaway neckline aesf brief

cotton minidress seemed as fragile and delicatieose of a bird.
Jenny had watched her, mute with misery, contrgdter own

flushed, shiny, wholesomely plain face .with theeftboned,
high-cheeked beauty of Tiggy's.

Everything about David's new wife, from the polidhigps of her
fingernails to the artfully applied fake eyelasheshich, unlike
her, Jenny was absolutely sure that Tiggy hade litieed
of—spoke of someone who took it for granted that\whs loved
and desired. And why shouldn't she? David was seoably
besotted tvith her, so completely in love, he colildear even to
let go of her hand, never mind leave her side.

Jenny had felt her eyes start to well up with hetg and
self-pitying tears as she watched them. Even Jaet,glightly
shy Jon, was watching Tiggy with a bemused andlgahi smile
on his normally serious face.

‘Jenny, could you come and give me a hand witliabe?'

Reluctantly Jenny had dragged her attention aveay the group
of enthusiastic admirers thronging round Tiggy duadhed to



look at Jon's Aunt Ruth, answering automaticallyes, of
course...'

‘Tiggy is very pretty, isn't she?' she had comnekmfaietly to
Ruth as they walked across the lawn together. doim'heven
noticed her leaving. He was standing next to Déwitlslightly
behind him, slightly in his shadow. Was he wishthgt like
David he had married someone beautiful and livebmeone
who was fun to be with, someone who other men enkien
being married to and not...? Her throat, alreadgourfortably
dry, had become even drier as she added, 'Sheand Dok so
right together and they're obviously very deepliowe.'

'Indeed they are,' Ruth had agreed, but her vaaceldeen wry
rather than warm, carrying more of a hint of cysmeithan the
outright approval that Jenny had been expectingemdenny
had looked uncertainly at her, Ruth had explairggutly, 'David

and Tiggy are in love, Jenny, but | suspect th#h lod them are
rather more in love with themselves than they cewier be with
anyone else. Perhaps I'm wrong...I certainly hape s

Jenny and Jon had left Queensmead and gone homiy sho
afterwards. She hadn't been feeling very wellpihygressive heat
making her feel sick, and she had felt guilty alarnaigging Jon
away especially when she had seen the look oftpay Tiggy
had given them both as they said their goodbyes.

As they walked away, she had heard Tiggy sayindwid, 'l
can't believe that you and Jon are twins. He |lad#ter than you
but then | suppose that's because his wife isssody and plain.'

Frumpy and plain. Tiggy hadn't meant to be unkwofdgourse,
she hadn't even realised that Jenny had overheard h



'l think I'd better go and ring them again, justhteck that they
havesent my shoes. It will be a complete disastehdfytdon't
arrive.'

'‘Mmm?' Jenny murmured, coming back to the present.

‘My shoes, Jenny,' Tiggy repeated irritably. Heaydenny could
be so dull and boring at times. She hadn't evertioread what
she was going to wear for the ball. Tiggy had @feto go

shopping with her, help her choose something deitalbut

predictably Jenny had shaken her head and saidhkatias too
busy...that she would find 'something'.

Tiggy just hoped that the 'something’, whatevevas, wouldn't
prove to be too horrendous. Her own dress, of eQursas a
dream by one of her favourite designers. David badlked a
little at the cost but she had soon talked him doun

The cream of Cheshire society had been invited afteDavid's
people, through the Chester side, were extremellyosanected
and when one included some of their long-standiognty
clients...

It was a pity that the house didn't have its owfirkbam...a
marquee was all very well in its way but... She baen a little bit
cross when Jenny had refused to agree with her @hat
black-and-white theme would be marvellously chis. well as
setting off her own colouring, black always lookgdod on
blondes.



'It's too restricting, too dramatic, Tiggy,' Jerirad argued in that
guiet, calm voice of hers. 'Not everyone will wemkeep to the
theme and wear black or white. We must be practical

Typical of Jenny, practical should have been hetdiei name.
She was a dear, of course, frightfully worthy amddynatured
and, oddly enough, she was more attractive now $fenhad
been when she was younger. She had kept her figuea,if she
was a good size twelve compared with her own delis@e eight
and her hair was still a rich, glossy brown ancursdly curly,
even if it could do with a proper styling.

Tiggy had seen the way Jonathon looked at the tivthem
sometimes, no doubt comparing her elegance ang'3dank of
fashion sense. Jenny really ought to take a biertrauble with
her appearance. Jonathon was a very attractive timaungh not
quite as startlingly good-looking as David. The athblond of
David's hair was slightly less extravagantly filrtarsish in
Jonathon. His was tinged with a soft caramel brdwihthe twins
shared the same impressive height and the same &inoalders.
Curiously it was Jonathon's slightly more sparemfrathat
seemed to carry the years well now; David had béguievelop
a paunch, although he denied it vigorously andhkedtany
reference to it.

‘Ah, there you are...'

Jenny smiled as she saw their mutual father-in-lapvagzhing
them. He was in his seventies now, a widower, anavalked
with a slight limp, the legacy of a bad fall thsemters ago when
he had dislocated his hip and broken his leg.

'‘Have a few things | want to talk to you about,'dmmounced as
he reached them.



'Father, you look wonderful,' Tiggy told him, dagiforward to
give him a quick hug and to kiss him delicatelytbe cheek.
Even with her father-in-law she still could notistshe impulse
to flirt, Jenny realised.

No, not to flirt, she amended mentally. What Tighg, what she
wanted, was to reassure herself that she waslisslrable, still
wanted. Poor Tiggy. Jenny wondered briefly whahtst feel
like to have one's whole self-worth invested in thghtening
transitoriness of one's physical features. No woratetimes
Tiggy seemed so brittle, so insecure.

Tania, I—'
‘Darling, | must fly. There's so much | have to.do.

Their father-in-law was one of the few people wisedi Tiggy's
proper name and Jenny hid another wry smile aswsttehed
Tiggy detach herself from him.She knew quite welhywiggy
wanted to avoid being questioned by Ben.

'‘She does too much,' Ben commented as they botheaiiggy

hurry round the side of the house to where hemea parked.
'‘She's never been very strong. Ellie tells me thesmguee people
are due to start work tomorrow.'

‘Yes, that's right,’ Jenny agreed. Ellie was Béwssekeeper.
"They're due to arrive about lunch-time and mosthef work
should be completed by early evening.’

'‘Mmm... Well, let's just hope they don't make taecimof a damn
mess of the lawn. Ruth tells me she's doing thedits,' he added,
referring to his unmarried sister. '‘Should haveitid you'd have
got somebody professional in to do that.'



'‘Aunt Ruth is better than a professional,’ Jeniy tham calmly.
'‘When she does the church flowers—'

‘The church flowers,' Ben interrupted, snortingrdssively, then
shaking his head when he realised that Jenny wgsmig to
allow him to agitate her but instead was simpltehsng serenely.

That was the trouble with Jenny; she wae damn serene at
times and too damn clever.

‘Young Olivia's coming home, | hear, and bringingme
American or other with her.’

'Of course she's coming home,' Jenny agreed. 'Afteshe is
David's daughter—and Tiggy's." But it was Jenny; aent,
whom she had telephoned to tell her in the strticteafidence
that she had decided to move in with Caspar, andyJa&zhom
she had contacted to sound her out about the wisddimnging
Caspar home with her.

'‘Exactly who is he, then, this American?' Ben deteal)
changing tack, having recognised that Jenny wgenig to rise
to the bait he had originally been dangling andh iesdefend his
sister. They were having a particularly hot sumaret since his
accident the heat bothered him. It got into hiskbrojoints and
made them ache so much that the pain made himleit

'He's Livvy's boyfriend,"' Jenny returned.

'‘Boyfriend.' Ben frowned at her under his heavyesikeyebrows.
Like his sons he, too, had a good thick head of, ladihough
where theirs was still blond, his was now silvé&iccording to
David he's in his thirties—hardly a boy. Seriousasen them, is
it?' he demanded, shooting her a penetrating look.



‘That's something you must ask Livvy,' Jenny toitd.h

It was certainly serious enough for Olivia to tedr mother that
the two of them would be sharing a room even thobgkid
apparently had put his foot down and said no.

'‘David's right, of course,’ Tiggy had told Jennyawhelating the
details of their conversation to her. 'Father wawdtl approve at
all and we'd never hear the end of it for allowihgnd really, it
will only be for a few days....'

‘Mmm.. .at that age a few days can seem an awlotiy time.
What does Livvy say?"

'We haven't told her yet. David said it was begsttoauntil she
arrived. You know what she can be like. She's mmgtwilled at
times...." Tiggy pulled a small face. 'You remembéat it was
like when she decided she wanted to study law.ocOfse, we all
knew it was only because David and her grandfatiaer both
told her that they really didn't think it was a gadea and after
all, she is—'

'Female,' Jenny had supplied dryly.

Personally she thought the views of the males efGhighton
family were decades out of date and that it waé hige that
someone challenged them. Olivia might be the fistale of the
family to do so, but she wasn't going to be the amle.

Jenny knew that her own Katie already, at sixtded very
strong views as to where her future lay. It wasdahe Bar or
nothing, she had told her parents emphaticallyidegther twin,
was less single- minded; she still hadn't totallsegiup all hopes



of becoming a film star. Failing that, she mightlvegt to study
law, she had said judiciously.

'‘But | wouldn't want to stay here,' she had toldgerents.

'‘No, neither do |,' Katie had agreed. She was awag one who
took control, and Louise, like her father before, lseemed quite
happy to good-naturedly let her do so.

Jenny, however, had been determined from the monenyt
were born that there was not going to be a favoahéld and a
second best; that both of them were going to grpvknowing
they were of equal importance, equal value.

T know," she had told Louise. 'We'll go to Strasigourhat's
where all the important legal decisions are madehoman
rights....'

'‘Does your father know that?' Jenny had murmsodth voceo
her husband. 'l sometimes think he has a hard gimegingly
acknowledging that even Chester has more impac¢henegal
world than Haslewich.’

‘Mmm... Dad is fiercely parochial,’ Jonathon agredde
inherited that from his own father, of course. ARuith says that
their father, Josiah, never really got over beiagt@away from
Chester in disgrace and that he always remainég libout the
way his family treated him.'

'‘Well, your father certainly believes in keeping tbld rivalries
going,' Jenny had agreed. 'l was quite surpriseshwie insisted
on inviting the Chester side of the family to ydinthday do.’

'Oh, that's just because he wants to impress tinelr+-a



‘Just like Max wants to impress Grandad and Uneleid)' Katie
had interrupted scathingly, tossing her sixteen-pééead in
sisterly contempt of her elder brother.

Over that head Jenny had looked warily at her mbdawas no
secret that Max was very much the apple of hisdjedher's eye
and that of his uncle David's.

‘That boy should have been David's son, not yoBesy'had once
infamously remarked at a family gathering.

Jenny had never forgotten hearing him say it. Mejth
unfortunately it seemed, had Max.

Much as it pained Jenny to admit it, her son hsillesak of vanity
and, yes, weakness in him that she felt had beaceexated by
his grandfather's indulgence.

'‘Max will never be called to the Bar,' Katie hadnaunced

scathingly the day of Max's twenty-first when thgrandfather
had beamingly made the announcement of his gratedsareer
intentions and presented him with the keys to a¢har Carrera
that both Jonathon and Jenny had pleaded with Betorgive

him.

Max had finished his pupillage the previous yeaewlhe was
twenty-three but so far had been unable to finchagohs a junior
in a set of chambers in London.

It would be left no doubt to Joss, their youngémsidg to take his
father's place in the family business in due tijmgt, as his cousin
Jack would take David's, but that lay well into foéure. Jack
was only ten and Joss an even younger eight.



As she walked back with her father-in-law acrosddn, Jenny
paused to admire the outline of the house.

Originally a large farmhouse, it was built in aditeonal hall
house shape with the main central block from witvet wings
projected one at either end.

The rear of the property they were facing was tleroportion
built in the traditional Cheshire farmhouse styfehoge oak
beams infilled with wattle- and-daub panels. Thenfrovas a
more modern seventeenth century instead of fifteantsoftly
tinted locally quarried stone.

There had been those who had raised their eyeladittie when
Ben's father had moved into the large farmhousegeonng how
on earth he had come to inherit such a valuablgegty.
Valuable not so much because of the house, bugrbdtause of
the fertile Cheshire farmlands that went with itndAit had
belonged to a lonely widow, as well.

One day, following the rules of primogeniture toievhthey all

knew Ben intended to rigidly adhere, David, simip{yvirtue of

the fact he had arrived into the world ten minwtkead of Jon,
would inherit Queensmead, but Jenny didn't envyrtheritance.

She was perfectly happy with their own much smdi®use on
the other side of town. Georgian in origin, it leate belonged to
the church and Jenny particularly loved its wathedden and its
proximity to the river that flowed through the pad# at the
bottom of the garden.

She might not envy David and Tiggy their ultimatenership of
Queensmead but there was no doubt that it wasettfiegb setting
for a large family gathering, she acknowledged.



In all, over two hundred and fifty people would dteending and
over a hundred of them were in one way or anothewever
loosely, connected ‘family’. The rest were eitheenfs,
colleagues, clients or, in some cases, all thremkig out the
table plans alone had taken Jenny the best partfafnight of
winter evenings at her desk.

Fortunately Guy Cooke, her business partner, hadn be
wonderfully understanding and accommodating.

Her work was still a source of acrimony betweemyesnd her
father-in-law. It had infuriated her that instead teking the
matter up with her, Ben had manipulatively atterdgtedictate
what she should do by objecting to Jonathon thaidi&t think it
was a good thing for the family that she shouldnvelved in a
local business.

It was true that financially she didn't need tondaer own living,
but the business had brought her something shevieeliwas
equally vital to her: her" own feelings of self-wortand
self-justification. Her need to be something otlhantJonathon's
wife, the plain one...

The plain one... How those words had once hurt. iddid?

No, not any more. In fact, if anything, she wasteftd for the
truth of them because they had forced her to aghinst them, to
look within herself, to find something there thiae<ould hold on
to and value.

She glanced at her watch. Jon wouldn't be homangtioss was
going straight from school to have tea with a fdeKatie and
Louise had after-school tennis practice. She ramiple of hours



in hand and her conscience had been pricking metaps about
Guy and their business.

Being a partner in an antique shop and repaireghtmot have
Ben's approval but she enjoyed it. Even more shayed the
actual renovation and restoration side of the mssnsomething
that Guy freely admitted she had a definite talentHer career
plans had been shelved when her mother had fdllevithin
weeks of her sitting her A levels.

Her illness had mercifully been as swift as it watentless.
Within a few short weeks she was dead, but by itheas too late
for Jenny to pick up the threads she had droppédeapply for a
course she had hoped to take—in more ways than one.

She and Jonathon had been married very quietly stemaf
months after her mother's death.

As she reached the main road, she paused anduthmesd tright
instead of left, heading for Haslewich instead ome. Guy had
said he had picked up some silver he wanted hezdo

Tiggy exhaled in relief as she saw that the foretaaiufront of the
Dower House was empty. Good. David wasn't homeSfet.had
stayed longer in Chester than she had plannedtiilizishe
opened the boot of her car and removed the glamsiec bags,
grimacing as she stepped onto the gravel andt fgtate against
her delicately pale high heels.

She would have preferred to have the forecourt ghavet since
they merely leased the Dower House from Sir Riclrarthess
and since he was fiercely opposed to any kind aihghk, she



knew that she had scant chance of doing away whth t
annoyance of the gravel.

Initially when, after their marriage, David had aonced that
they would be living in the Dower House, she haalithht that he
was joking. 'But what's the point when we'll bergpback to
London?' she had protested.

David had looked uncomfortable and then defenss/éetold
her that there was no way he could afford to liveendon now,
that they would have to live in Cheshire wheredtdeast, had
the security of a partnership in the family busmewhich
included a generous additional allowance to cdvercbst of the
lease on the Dower House.

She hadn't minded too much at the time. She wamsaabmide,
pretty and young, and everyone made a huge fusdevelt was
only sometime afterwards that she began to feédtibored
with life as a country solicitor's wife and thenelaagain that
boredom had turned to...

Quickly she unlocked the front door and hurriea itite house,
going directly upstairs and into the privacy of bathroom. She
shuddered, her fingers trembling slightly as shiastened the
buttons of her silk shirt, then hastily bundlednito the linen
basket along with the brief and very expensive ik she had
been wearing underneath it.

Her skirt could only be dry-cleaned and she grimastigghtly in
distaste as she saw the small mark on the creasauohdabric.

Cream was one of her favourite colours. She woreaitot. It
suited her, drew attention to her fragile bonecttme and pale,
carefully highlighted hair.



She stepped into the shower. She much preferregatimpering
luxury of a bath but today she just didn't haveetirBhe and
David were due to go out to dinner and she wouldgha wash
her hair and do her nails. She had noticed as aheg the car
that one of them was chipped. She had no idea howaoth
Jenny could bear to leave hers unmanicured thesivaylid.

As she stepped out of the shower and reachedtbwel, Tiggy

studied her reflection in the bathroom's full-ldngtirrors. Her

breasts were still as high and firm as they hachgdibeen, her
stomach as flat, her skin as silken, but for hovelmionger?

She was forty-five now and already she was beggtordiscern
a certain betraying slackness in the flesh of hee fand those
tell-tale lines around her eyes. She had had aegiseye tuck the
year she was forty, but that wouldn't last for ever

Tiggy dreaded the thought of growing old or notigelbeautiful
and desirable any more. David laughed at her,Hart he didn't
understand. How could he? Wrapped in her towel,vel&ed
into their bedroom. A copy of the new editionMaiguelay on the
bed. She picked it up, studying the model on theco

She had been a fool to give up her own career wherhad, but
at the time... David had seemed so glamorous, sibirex..so

sexy...so different from all those paunchy, middieéamen she
kept being introduced to by the agency. Men whdéaloat her
with hot, avaricious eyes and wanted to touch hih wven

hotter and more avaricious hands.

Knowing how much David had wanted her, how muchd he
desired and loved her, had thrilled her, but thall hadn't lasted.
It never did.



She wondered what time Olivia would arrive and wtias

boyfriend she was bringing with her would be likéot too

American, she hoped. Ben was bound to disappromenGhe
guite small age gap between them, it was odd tieaaad Olivia
weren't closer. People often commented that thekeld more
like sisters than mother and daughter. It had skddkggy when
Olivia had announced that she wanted to train fer kaw.

Somehow she had expected that she would followemolwn

footsteps and go into modelling or something simbbait then in
many ways Olivia really was such an odd girl. Tiguyy it down
to the fact that Olivia had spent so much time wihny when
she was growing up.

Jack would be home tomorrow, as well. Tiggy knewat tBen
hadn't approved of their sending him to boardingost Jack,
like his father and all the male members of theykdon family
had attended the King's School in Chester. Bukarthem, Jack
boarded there on a weekly basis.

Jenny, of course, being Jenny, would make nothindrieing
first Max and now Joss there day in and day out—aadieven
offered to pick Jack up and take him with themTaggy had her
own reasons for preferring to have her son outhefway on
occasion.

She glanced impatiently at her nails. She was liboke
tomorrow for a manicure at the beauty salon in a@kelusive
country club close to Chester, which she and Daad joined
shortly after it had opened. David didn't use taellities very
often; he preferred playing golf at the same cliitere his father
and brother were members.



Now, what was she going to wear tonight? The Buoklewere
members of an old Cheshire family and well-conraictbey
lived in a huge, draughty, rambling Victorian hoyis& outside
Chester. In addition to the couple's being clieft®avid's, Ann
Buckleton was a local JP. Tiggy suspected that Baokleton
didn't particularly approve of her and would haveferred
Jenny's company, but David was the firm's senidinpaand as
such it was David whom they invited to dinner.

Jenny parked her car in the large municipal cak pest outside
the town. The town itself was old; the Romans hatkephsalt in
the area and so had others both before and aéer. th

The town had literally been built on salt and ndvere was
concern that parts of it could be subject to sudysié because of
the now-disused and extensive salt workings ooutskirts.

To Jenny, Haslewich was everything that a smakllrknglish

town should be—a neat, compact and harmonious inlgraf

buildings actually built in some cases on top oé @nother,
absurd Georgian growths sprouting from Tudor rdmésidsome
stone structures jostling for space with others erfadm brick.

Some of the more flamboyant stone ones sported fithdbined
masonry without any hint of shame or subtlety.

During the Civil War, so much damage had been donihe
town's surrounding stone wall by the attacking Rithead troops
that after the war the stone had been used, in sages, to repair
the homes of the townspeople, and the only patthefriginal
wall that now remained was the section that rawéet the town
and the river. The local council was presently rngma campaign
to raise money to have it restored. So far, thenspeople



appeared stoically determined to leave their walt avas and in
many ways Jenny didn't blame them.

The antique shop was in a small, narrow alley giisthe town
square, a pretty, double-fronted Tudor building wati upper
storey that overhung the alleyway.

Guy Cooke was rearranging some delicate Stafforel$igurines
when she walked in. He looked up and saw her, innbelgt
stopping what he was doing to come over and greetith a
warm smile.

He was at least fifteen years younger than Jonatioch
physically completely different. Where Jon was &id blond
with long arms and legs, Guy was shorter, broaber,hair
pitch-dark and his colouring just short of swarthy.

He had once told Jenny that there was suppose@ t@ypsy
blood in his family somewhere, and looking at hiemdy could
well believe it. They had been partners for sevgears and
friends for much longer. Guy's family had livedtive town for
generations and his parents had run a pub seveoat gdway
from the shop before they retired and moved. He distérs,
brothers, cousins, aunts and uncles all living wita stone's
throw of one another and all virtually united ireithdisapproval
of Guy and what he was doing.

Guy had always been 'arty' as he had wryly destribmself
once to Jenny. Of course, his parents had triedt thest to
smother such an undesirable trait, which would Haeen bad
enough in a daughter, but was totally unaccepialdeson....

The Cookes as a clan were notoriously macho; tiekst,
dark-haired, very male men knew their place in &fed what



being a man and, more importantly, being a Cookee vad#i
about.

Not so Guy. He had wanted something different duife. He
wassomething different.

I'm sorry | haven't been much in evidence latelghny
apologised, shaking her head when Guy offered lsapaof tea.

'‘Mmm. How are things going?' he asked her.

‘All right—I think," Jenny said, laughing. 'Tiggyd | were up at
Queensmead this morning just checking on the tetdils—'

'You meanyouwere checking on the final details,’ Guy corrected
her.

Jenny frowned. It was no secret to her that Gug'tghrticularly
like her sister-in-law, which was quite odd reallhen one
thought about how he felt about anything that weeutiful, and
Tiggy was certainly that.

Tiggy didn't like him, either. In fact, she had, occasion, been
uncharacteristically vindictive about him, makingaspish
comments about the fact that he wasn't married.

Jenny had started to laugh. She could think ofrfeam who were
more masculinely heterosexual than Guy—not thatatle any
difference what his sexual preference was—and tifye reason
he hadn't married was because he hadn't wantad tonself

down to one woman. In his sexuality at least, he vaay much a
member of the Cooke clan who had, to a man, whattaeitly

understood to be a weakness for the female sex.



'‘What about this silver you wanted me to look sk® reminded
him.

'Oh, yes. | think it's Queen Anne but you're theesiexpert. I've
got it in the safe.’

It was over an hour before Jenny finally left thes. Like Guy,

she was convinced that the silver was genuine @ihoas she
had pointed out to him, the lack of any identifyimgrks could

mean that it might have been stolen at some poititne.

'It's too good not to have had proper marking® 'reld observed.
'l suppose the best thing we can do is to chedk t police.’

After she left the shop, she crossed the square. &t had
enough time left to call on Ruth; her husband'st éived in a
narrow, elegant Georgian town house on Church Wakkch
she rented from the church commissioners. To gdét ttenny
made a small detour through the churchyard itpalising as she
walked past the Crighton family plot to stop anddealown
towards a small single headstone carved with laugghi
naughty-looking cherubs. The epitaph read:

'HARRY CRIGHTON JUNE 19TH 1965-JUNE 20TH 1965.

He had lived such a heartbreakingly short times tinst child of

hers, and a part of her still mourned for him albgs would.

Time had eased the piercing sharpness of herligrief, but she
could never forget him, nor would she want to. Befshe stood
up, she touched the headstone, stroking it, cag#salmost, as
she said his name.



Ruth was waiting for her with the front door openshe walked
up the path. 'l saw you in the churchyard,' shd d@nny. 'He
would have been thirty-one this year if he'd lived.

'l know.' For a moment both women were quiet. ihg Ben as
a father-in-law weighed heavily at times in the atege balance
sheet of her marriage to Jonathon, then having Rutre family
certainly added balance to the positive side oethgation, Jenny
acknowledged.

Have you got time for a cup of tea?' Ruth asked her
‘No,' Jenny told her ruefully, 'but I'd still lowme.'

'‘Come on in, then," Ruth invited her, and as Jdalgwed her
into the pretty sitting room at the front of theulse, she paused to
admire the huge profusion of flowers decorating #mpty
fireplace.

Ruth had a gift, not just for arranging flowergsditally, but for
growing them, as well.

'‘Pieter is coming with the flowers on the day & garty," she told
Jenny, following the direction of her glance. 'He&ching the
first ferry over that morning. The flowers will alie freshly
picked and he knows exactly what we want."'

Ruth bought her flowers directly from a Dutch su@plvhose
younger son crossed the North Sea to Hull once akwe
delivering flowers to his regular customers butr fihis
weekend's celebration, Pieter had agreed to mapea@al trip
bringing only the flowers that Ruth had orderedeesgly for the
event.



'l imagine Ben's driving you crazy, isn't he?' asked now.

‘Just a little bit,’ Jenny agreed. 'His hip bothlkms at times
although he won't admit it...."

Half an hour later when Jenny left, Ruth watchedwalk back
across the churchyard and pause a second timédarmoments
in front of the grave of her first-born son.

She sensed what Jenny was feeling. Some pains exsefiaded;
some things could never ever be forgotten, andhgnik always
true that with time they eased.



2
‘Jon, have you got a minute?'

Jonathon looked up from his desk as his twin walikéd his
office, then frowned slightly as he saw the wayt thavid was
massaging his shoulder. 'Something wrong?' he dsked

'‘Not really, just a bit of an ache. | must havelguilsomething
playing golf on Sunday, which reminds me, we'rehbddwn to
play in the Captain's Cup next month but Tiggy e$tigg a bit
agitated about our getting away so | might havyeutbout. Look,
I'm going to get off early. We're having dinner lwithe
Buckletons tonight and there's nothing pressing.her

No, there probably wasn't, not once you discoutttedwo wills

waiting to be redrafted, the conveyancing for Havgkrarm and
a whole host of other complicated and fiddly consiaiss that
increasingly recently seemed to find their way fridavid's desk
to his own because his brother couldn't find theetto deal with
them.

It had never really been intended that the twdefrt would go
into the family business; David had been earmat&dzecome a
member of a much more elevated rank of their peobes—a
barrister—and long before they had both even Ilgfbsl, their
father was already talking about the time when Davould be a

QC.

All that had changed, though, the summer Davidreaarned to
Haslewich with Tiggy to tell the family that theyeve married
and that Tiggy was expecting his child. No one hsahtioned
David's failure to fulfil his father's hopes forniiby not
gualifying for the Bar, just as no one had mentidtiee debts



David had run up whilst living in London or the tiletive and
tell-tale, sickly sweet smell that emanated frora tbom that
David and Tiggy were sharing at Queensmead umgva home
was found for them.

Arrangements were very quickly made for David tm jthe
partnership, but not as a practising solicitor beeaof course, he
wasn't qualified, but Jon doubted that anyone relezed that
these days. As the favoured brother, David wasnaatigally
assumed to be the firm's senior partner and Jongllezause he
was Jonathon, had never done anything to dispsl rthyth.
Equally David, because he was David, hadn't, either

Now as Jonathon looked at his twin and saw the ssigh
weakness that age was making increasingly plamsirieatures,
the faint coarsening of the once healthily tanrsed flesh of his
face, the inability of his gaze to hold Jon's otine, fleshiness on
a body that used to be as firmly muscular as Jifi'svas, these
vulnerabilities if anything only made him love Hisother more
and not less. Jon loved him with a fiercely pratesgt

unvocalised love so intense that sometimes it ghaillginurt him.

He would never have dreamed of telling his twiranyone else
how he thought and knew instinctively that David dot have
the same intensity of feeling for him.

Watching David massaging the shoulder he complaiaedbeen
aching, Jon found he was automatically copyingniovement
even though his own shoulder was completely fregaot.

‘Looks like the weather is going to stay fine fbe tweekend,’
David commented as he turned to leave. 'The giils e
pleased. By the way, young Max rang me the othghtnHe's
driving up from London tomorrow, he says.'



‘Yes,' Jon agreed. Max might be his son, but it agid whom

he treated more like a father. It was David who Mooave

preferred to be his father, Jon suspected. Thesedithe same
extrovert, almost extravagantly outrageous perggnéhe same
needs, the same love of ownership and glory, thne gafts—and
the same weaknesses. Jon started to frown.

'Livvy's due back tonight," David was continuingndanow he,

too, was starting to frown. 'She's bringing thisekican with her.

I'm not sure...look, I'd better go," he told Jonrimdly as the

phone started to ring. 'l promised Tiggy | wouldret late and
she's already in a bit of a state, something athlmishoes she
ordered for Saturday not arriving... You know h@asiey she gets
upset.’

From his office window, Jon could see across thallstown
square with its neatly enclosed immaculate lawn isdidy
flower-beds. He could see Jenny, his wife, crostiegquare on
her way back to her car. She stopped to talk tad)@avid had
obviously seen her, too, as he quickened his macatth up with
her. Jon saw the way she smiled as she greetdatdilzer, the
afternoon sun turning her brunette hair a nice wahastnut.
Once, a long time ago, so long ago now that mosplpehad
forgotten all about it, Jenny had been David'Srggrid.

The telephone had started to ring again. Lookingyafnom the
window, Jon reached out to answer it.

'What's for tea?'



Jenny smiled at her youngest child. At forty she haought
herself too old and too careful to have anotherpbbt nature
had proved her wrong.

Jon had been almost shocked when she had toldridmte had
felt oddly, awkwardly self-conscious about deliverithe news
to him herself.

‘You're pregnant, but how...?'

'‘Our wedding anniversary,' she'd reminded him, ragldimply,

'‘We were supposed to be going out for a meal, rdreenonly

you were delayed in court and instead we ate inogathed that
wine that Uncle Hugh had given you.'

'Oh God, yes,' Jon had agreed. 'That stuff waslléth

'It was vintage burgundy,’ Jenny chided him seyerahd we
shouldn't have opened that second bottle. It's amit.flt never
occurred to me to think about taking any precaustion

What she didn't add was that sex between them aednte so
rare an event that her diaphragm was somethingwhsipushed
to the back of her dressing-table drawer and lgrémigotten.

They had a comfortable, steady marriage and wergiuaen to

being physically affectionate with one another ublc the way

David and Tiggy often were and perhaps, becauediusyness
of their lives, they had somehow grown out of théihof being

physically demonstrative with one another in prvats well.

However, as Jenny surveyed the result of their botiles of
vintage burgundy and her carelessness, she ackigsdethat
she wouldn't be without the consequences of thenident'.



'It's lamb and new potatoes,' she told Joss, naafist his
paternal great-grandfather, adding warningly, 'Aonds) don't
forget—homework first.'

'‘When's Livvy coming back?' Joss asked her, iggoter
warning. 'She promised to come round."'

‘Some time this evening,' Jenny responded, '‘buémdmer, Joss,
she's bringing a friend back with her and she wene time to
go roaming all over the countryside with you.'

‘The badger cubs are coming out at night now. IShatit to see
them.'

Jenny grinned to herself as she heard the conmigtiber young
son's voice. He was going to be a real heartbre@ken he grew
up. By some magical alchemy he had managed toitthervery

best of both his father's and his uncle's genesvid3a
overconfidence and flamboyance were toned downbac#ed

up by Jon's guarded personality; his nature wasealkanced by
the ingredients of good humour and irrepressibity sense of
fun, a love of life and the people around him.

'‘Max is due back tomorrow,' she reminded him. fyou haven't
already removed your belongings from his room,dgast that
you do so this evening, and as long as we're osubgect, your
brother's bedroom is not the place to dismantler yuke,' she
remonstrated severely.

Joss looked innocently at her. 'But | had to dbeate,' he told her
winningly. "There was nowhere else. There's no raonthe
garage and...'



And the truth was that there was nothing quite sehrfun for
him as testing the strength of Max's claim to setyioJenny
knew, but Max was not like Olivia, indulgent of hsgbling's
youthfulness and disposed to be amused and entsthy him.

Max had been horrified when she had told him theg was
pregnant, and that disgust and dislike of her peagy had been
transferred into a disgust and dislike for his ygembrother.

‘It would be much better if Max went and stayetlatle David's
and Olivia stayed here,' Joss grumbled.

Jenny gave him another warning look and remindedgternly,
'Homework.' But she knew that there was an elemetruth in
what he said.

Max did prefer the company of his aunt and undeegeially his
uncle, whilst Olivia... Livvy was such a darlingdaso dear to
her, Jenny just hoped that this young American,evBohe was,
realised that he was a lucky man.

Max grimaced as the office door swung closed belthml
chambers clerk. It was already gone six o'clockreowd it looked
as though he was going to have at least anothg@iead hours
work ahead of him. He glanced in disgust at theepgaBob Ford
had just placed on his desk.

It was no secret that he wasn't exactly one of dlek's
favourites, a legacy of the early days of Max'silage at the
chambers when Bob had unfortunately overheard flost® to
make fun of him by imitating the slight stammer developed
whenever he was under pressure.



Max shrugged.

He had inherited his father's and his uncle's tallscular body
frame, and the years of playing rugby first at Ksn§chool and
then later at Oxford had developed the powerfulsphye of
which he was now secretly rather proud.

He enjoyed it when he saw the sideways doublevakeen gave
him as they discreetly and sometimes not so didgrassessed
him. He liked it, as well, when he stripped oftlne shower after
a hard game of squash or rugby and saw the emgyliteefly in
the eyes of other men. It gave him an advantageaaMax was
well aware, advantages were all plus points whetaihe to
winning life's games. And Max intended to be a wmnrHe
wasn't going to be like his father, content to éeosid best. No,
Max only had to look at his Uncle David to see wiatvanted to
be.

He couldn't remember the first time he had realibedlifference
in the way people treated his father and his Ubdeid but he
could remember that he had decided that peopledaoeht him
the way they did his uncle and not his father.

The knowledge that he would have much preferrédivid had
been his father had come later. He had enjoyeterviDavid had
begun to treat him more like a son than a nephaivhenhad
enjoyed even more displacing Olivia in her fathaffections,
had relished knowing that of the two of them he edinst.

It had been David and his grandfather who had bhdkof praise
and encouragement when he had announced his orteattrain
as a barrister.



'You'll need a first-class degree,' his father wadned him. 'And
even then it won't be easy.’

'Stop trying to put the lad off,' his grandfathedhnterrupted.
'It's time we had a QC on our side of the family.'

'‘Well, that's certainly what | intend to aim fdvjax had agreed,
taking advantage of his grandfather's good moadt, itbisn't

going to be that simple. There's no way I'm goobe able to get
a part-time job whilst I'm at Oxford—not if I'm guaj to get a
good degree,’ he added virtuously, 'and as for raptg. And

then I'm going to have to replace my car...' He padsed
hopefully, and as he had anticipated, his grandfathadn't
disappointed him.

'‘Well, I'm sure we'll be able to sort something. otbu've got
some money coming to you eventually from your graather,
and as for a car, haven't you got a twenty-firshiog up...?"

Later on he had overheard his parents discussengntdent.

'It's David all over again,' he heard his mothgirsaangrily, ‘and
Max encourages him.'

'Yes, | know, but what could | do?' Max had heaisl father
responding quietly. "You know what Dad's like.'

The trouble with his mother was that she was tocafrstic, Max
decided, but then he supposed she had to be sogeiiier all,
she wasn't as physically attractive as David's ,\wiiggy, the
kind of woman that men stopped to stare at intitges The kind
of woman that other men envied a man for havingcéidd still
vividly remember the thrill it had given him theareDavid and
Tiggy had come to his school sports day insteddsoparents.



Old Harris, the sports master, had gone beetraoame behaved
like an idiot when Max had introduced Tiggy to hiMax had
amused himself imagining his wanking off laterhe privacy of
his rented rooms as he relived the occasion. Ratdwd. Max bet
he didn't know what it was like to have a womanljkenMax
himself, who had lost his virginity at fourteen withe able, the
very able, help of a girl who worked behind the bBathe pub
they all went into after Saturday morning sport.

Tucked away down a side street in Chester, it ltedgssed the
kind of seediness that both excited and amusedfoma start it
had so obviously been a place his respectablerfaii@d never
have dreamed of going to, and as for his mothgut.Max had
enjoyed it. Just as he had enjoyed the slightlyasyyeearthy
scent of the girl as she took him back to her ramchlet him kiss
and grope her for several minutes before finallghig him off
and commanding him to wait whilst she strippedhaf clothes.

It had been the first time he had seen a real nékadle in the
flesh, and she had had no inhibitions about letkimy see her,
even to the extent of laughing mockingly at hineaghe propped
herself up on her pillows and spread her legstimyhim to have
a good look at what lay between them.

'Pet you haven't seen many of these before, haue' yghe
demanded, grinning at him as he touched the thioketark,
rough hair and then parted the thick, fleshy lipsdath it. 'Know
what this is, do you?' she asked him, commandingtbilook as
she revealed the small inner nub of hard flesh.

'‘Course | do,' Max responded swaggeringly.

'‘Good," she announced, 'then you'll know what twido it, won't
you?'



Max certainly thought he did but she soon disabimsedof this
misapprehension.

'‘God, you're rough,’ she complained. 'lt's not yown prick
you've got there, you know, and besides,’ she adididy,
watching him, 'it works much better if you suck it.

She laughed when she saw his expression.

‘Never gone down on a girl before, have you? Welly's your
big chance.'

She hadn't let him put himself inside her untieahe'd had her
orgasm and by then... She had laughed again whieadmét been
able to hold back or control his excitement or tthiek gush of
semen that shot from his tensely erect cock, baithsiun't been
laughing later when he had thrust into her and gom#hrusting
until she was moaning and clawing at his back ng¢im on and
on and then screeching like the alley cat thatvg® as he took
her through her orgasm and refused to stop undiltsd had
another and then another. He hadn't seen her aaféen
that—there hadn't been any need.

He could remember how shocked and disgusted held Wwhen
his mother had been pregnant with Joss, knowingstit@and his
father still did it.

He could remember her and his father attendingpdhes school
functions and how furious and ashamed he hadtféiessight of
her heavily pregnant body. She had no right, agger.. She was
making a laughing-stock of herself and of him.

Max's mouth hardened as he thought of his paresotagtimes
there was a look in his mother's eyes when shehedthim....



His mother was crazy if she thought he was goingnid up like
his father, a second-rate man working for a secota-ra
out-of-touch family business in a second-rate cptoivn. If it
wasn't for his Uncle David and his charismatic peadity, the
business would have gone to the wall years ago b&aesuse his
uncle had made one foolish mistake and...

It wasn't a mistake Max was going to repeat. Ohntended to
enjoy his life but he also intended to make sureioa't get
caught in the same trap as his uncle.

Max had made sure that he left Oxford with a goadugh
degree to get him into a decent set of chambees hfts Bar
finals; and once there not only had he made satehi brought
himself to the attention of those who could be ehdfit to his
future career, but additionally he had also made that his life
wasn't all hard work and paying lip-service to prefessional
ambitions. However, unlike his uncle, he had beenrdet and
careful.

'Still here, old boy? | thought you were intendinget off early.’

Max tensed as Roderick Hamilton walked into hisiceff
Roderick was just over twelve months his senioeylhad been
at Oxford at the same time but had not mixed instirae circles;
Roderick's parents were extremely wealthy and waikected.
His uncle was the present head of chambers, whachne doubt
why of the two of them Roderick had been chosefilltdhe
vacancy for a tenancy at the end of their pupillbgst Max had
had to fall back on the ignominy of being allowedrgly to stay
on as a squatter. This meant, of course, thatrihefee-paying
work that Max could get was whatever had been pagger by
the existing members of the chambers, includingeRoA.



Max had never been the type to feel the need toenuddse
friends; to Max his peers were rivals, obstacleshae to
overcome, but in Roderick's case, Max activelyikksl the man,
as well.

'‘Mmm...the Wilson brief. Hard luck,' Roderick consmiated as
he picked up the papers on Max's desk and glari¢cedra before
tossing them to one side. 'Pity you're not fres theekend,' he
added. 'Ma's having a "do" for my sister. She'singnout this

year and Ma's asked me to round up some men.'

Max didn't take his eyes off the papers he was p@tending to
study. He knew perfectly well that Roderick wasrgyto amuse
himself at his own expense; there was no way Roklsrmother
would welcome any uninvited extra guests to theesxely

prestigious and carefully planned ball she waseassstg for her
daughter's coming-out party.

'‘Out of the question, I'm afraid,' he respondedheut looking at
Roderick. 'It's my father's fiftieth birthday thweeekend.’

'‘Ah, you'll have heard about old Benson, | expdRgterick
remarked, obviously getting down to the real puepo$ his
'Visit'.

Even though he had been expecting it, waitingtfan iactual fact
Max could still feel his body fighting to betrayethage that had
been boiling inside him all day.

‘Yes, I've heard,' he agreed.

'‘Once he goes it will mean there'll be a tenancgamay in
chambers,' Roderick told him unnecessarily.



'Yes,' Max responded neutrally, knowing that he bmadnake
some response.

‘Applying for it, are you?'

Max could feel his control starting to slip. 'l leawvt made up my
mind yet," he lied.

‘Well, | should do if | were you, old chap,' Road&riwvarned him,
because it seems that tenancies aren't that easyne by these
days and I've heard that there's a lot of intdvegig shown in
this one. Not, of course, that there should be@oplem if you
did decide to go for it. After all, you did your pillage here and
you've been squatting here for...let me think,ustrbe well over
a year, mustn't it? God, is that the time? I'ddyegb...| promised
Ma I'd be on hand at home this evening. Good luck the
Wilson brief,' he drawled as he walked into thericor.

Max waited until he was quite sure that Roderialk gane before
balling up the piece of paper he had been readidgharling it

across the room with all the force of his ruggaming. Damn
Roderick, damn him to hell and back and damn laedy uncle,
as well.

It was over eight months now since Max had heagl fitst
whisper that Clive Benson was going to be inviedécome a
judge. He had heard it initially on a visit to Ctezsto keep up
with the Chester branch of the family; after atl,this business
you needed all the help you could get. And evaresthen he had
been doing all he could to make sure thatgot the vacancy
when it came up.

On Wednesday morning, when the clerk had told tat the
senior partner wanted to have a meeting with hinaxNad



confidently expected to be told officially abouetkiacancy and
to be assured that once the tenancy did fall vadawould be
his.

Instead he had been told following much harrumplaing throat
clearing that after much discussion the partneds decided it
was time they observed the rules against sexuatiisation
and gave consideration to taking on a female harridlot that
that necessarily meant that they were going toodmar that he
was being passed over, Max had been assured. plicapts
would be considered on their merits, of course.

'Of course,' Max had returned through gritted tdethhe knew
exactly what he was being told and, without doRatjlerick also
knew exactly what was going on. How could he nét do

It was too late now for Max to wish he had not ammed
privately to his grandfather the last time he hadegghome that
the tenancy was as good as his. Gramps was alchadyping at
the bit about the fact that he was only working aguatter. In his
day such a situation had been inconceivable; yal yaiur
pupillage and then went on to work as a fully fledgunior
barrister. But things had changed; places in chasnvere hard
to come by.

And just who the hell was this female anyway? Nmes had
been mentioned and mentally Max had run throughf¢heale
barristers of his acquaintance who might be consdieSod the
bloody sex discrimination laws. What about him.atviabout
discriminating against him?

He had gone out that night in a foul mood, pickpdhe girl he
was currently dating, a leggy, passionate redhdamlivad made
no objection when he had cut their dinner datetsvad taken her



home. Shdadobjected later on, though, on the fifth occasien h
had woken her in the night to vent his pent-up fanyd
resentment, filling her body with his without tagirsufficient
time to arouse her completely first, using her lagkly and
emotionlessly and refusing to let her go until lagl lolriven his
body into a state of physically exhausted detaclhmen

She had told him in no uncertain terms that he didtibe seeing
her again but he didn't particularly care. He hademmportant
things to worry about. Despite all the sexual epeng had
discharged, he was still furiously, bitterly angHe wasowed

that vacancy.

He had worked his butt off this last year, lettihgm throw every
bit of dross they had at him. Gritting his teeté had managed to
master the sometimes almost overwhelming urge ro round
and tell them just what to do with their non-fee-yipg,
thanklessly unrewarding juvenile bits of work tiveguldn't give
a pupil to do but which they had no compunctionutlatumping
on his desk, knowing he could ndgrednot, object.

What had all that been for if he wasn't going to the vacant
tenancy? He might as well have gone into indushmre at least
he would be earning a decent salary. But he hadme into
industry because as his Uncle David and his grémeifehad
desired, so Max wanted for himself the prestigebeing a
barrister, of rising to QC and ultimately being ledl to the
Bench.

He wanted it, hungered for it, yearned forthedfor it and, by
God, he intended to have it, and no female, nageximination
law was going to stand in his way.



There was only one way to deal with the situatiow mand Max
knew exactly what it was, but first he had to foutt exactly the
identity of the hopeful candidate for the vacantige partners
would no doubt know and so, too, would the senlerk¢ but
Max quickly dismissed him from his calculations. Meuld
never divulge that kind of information to him, whiteft only the
partners and anyone who had their confidence @sado it.

Max was still mulling over what course of action ¢muld take
when he climbed into his car two hours later analded for the
North.

'Here we are, home.'

‘Very impressive,' Caspar murmured as Olivia braungh car to
a halt and turned round in her seat to look at him.

'Here's Tiggy,' she announced when she saw thédamr open
and her mother hurry towards the stationary car.

Caspar remained silent as he turned to take hs$ lfok at

Olivia's mother. Her use of her mother's nicknarhemnever she
spoke of her wasn't anything unusual in the sodretyhich he

had grown up, but a certain undertone that wasyawaOlivia's

voice when she spoke about her mother made hiy stuthe

older woman thoughtfully assessing. Physicallyythvere very
alike; Olivia had inherited her mother's beautyluding her

high-cheeked facial features. In contrast to hethero however,
Olivia's beauty radiated from within her in a wénat made it
almost unimportant that she possessed the kinasaksl that
could take one's breath away. Beside her daughtgy seemed
to be a beautiful but blank two-dimensional image.



Caspar's first feeling as he watched her was one o
disappointment. Why so? he wondered as he got fotlteocar
and waited for Olivia to introduce them. What haeé h
expected...hoped for, if indeed he had hoped forthamy?
Perhaps despite that carefully neutral note he alaeady
observed in Olivia's voice, her mother would gtiin out to be
more rather than less of what her daughter alresdy

'Livvy darling...at last... Oh dear, look at yowils and your hair,
and those jeans... Oh, darling—'

Tiggy, this is Caspar,' Olivia interrupted her neaticalmly.
‘Caspatr, this is my mother.’

‘Tiggy, you must call me Tiggy,' Tiggy announcedheg slightly

breathy voice that years ago admirers had told vis@s so

incredibly sexy. 'Come on in, both of you. I'm argiour father

and | are just on our way out,' she told Olivieshe urged them
into the house. '"We're having dinner with the Batds....'

The front door was already open, the parquet flgleaming
richly of wax, and as he stepped inside, Casparigali
impression was one of a room filled with soft calaad flowers.
There were huge bowls filled with floral arrangensen
everywhere: in the fireplace, on a round polishalolet in the
middle of the room, on a pair of small tables bémé&aposing
Georgian silver-framed mirrors that faced one anadleeoss the
width of the room.

'l do so think that flowers are important,' he lde@iggy telling
him as she saw him staring at his surroundingsyThake a
house come alive, turn it into a home,' she wasmgaguietly,
then... 'Oh, Jack, no, don't you dare bring thahahin here. Use
the back door. You know the rules.'



Caspar frowned as a young boy and a large, sligiviiyweight
golden retriever walked in through the still-opeont door.

‘Well, if you're going out, we'd better not keepuyche heard
Olivia telling her mother. 'l take it that we'renmy room. We—'

'Oh dear... Darling, I'm sorry but that's somethymgir father
wants a word with you about. It's not that we mofcourse...but
it's your grandfather. You know how old-fashionedshand how
important public opinion is to him. Your father le¢hat he just
wouldn't be at all happy about you and Casparl.wspecially
with the Chester family coming over for the pangur father
felt—'

‘Are you trying to say that you expect me and Cagpaleep in
separate rooms?' Olivia interrupted her mothereihaiously.
'‘But that's..." She started to shake her head asgkening her
eyes, her voice crisping authoritatively as sheomstrated with
her mother. 'There's no way—'

Caspar touched her lightly on her arm. 'It's okaynderstand.
Separate rooms will be fine,' he told Tiggy easily.

Olivia shook her head and pulled a rueful faceimt fhe sheer
intensity of her love for him frightened her at ési Love was a
word that was expressed freely and mercilesslyeimhome, but
as an emotion, she wasn't sure she fully understeeahd it left
her feeling vulnerable and wary.

She had practically swooned at his feet with Insetrhoment she
set eyes on him. Who wouldn't have done? Six fomt with
broad, well-muscled shoulders and physique to mdtehhad
inherited from somewhere or other the facial banacture of a
Native American warrior chief along with the Celtolouring



that was the most compelling of all—black hair afadk blue
eyes.

As she walked into his lecture, Olivia simply had@en able to
take her eyes off him—and she wasn't the only &me had
almost fainted on the spot when he had asked heboushe had
retained enough sanity and enough sense of health
self-preservation to insist that their first datesbenewhere busy
and public and to arrange her own transport hostespu that she
wouldn't give in to the temptation—if it was offere- of going
straight to bed with him.

She didn't and it wasn't, but not, as both of tikenfessed to one
another later, because it wasn't what they wanted.

Oh yes, she had wanted him all right—and still dl+-now she
loved him, as well, loved him intellectually and @rmonally as
well as physically. He was her lover, her mentoer lbest
friend...her everything, and she couldn't envisage on earth
her life had ever seemed complete without him, Bberhad not,
for all those years when he had not been thereglsom been
conscious of a huge, aching, empty gap where hédvame day
be.

He was her whole world; he made her complete ahshesfound
it hard to tell him how much he meant to her emmuity. That
was far, far harder than to tell him just what kefeeffect he had
on her physically, but then Olivia was very leefyemotions, of
feeling them and exhibiting them. Her mother waoeonal,

everyone said so; they also said with varying degref

sympathy that that was why her mother needed asdrded
special handling, special allowances.



Even as a very small child, Olivia was aware thatsé special
allowances made for her mother's emotional nativweys
seemed to be given at the expense of other pebplein some
way or other those closest to her mother had lesseemotional
as though to compensate for her mother's excesses.

'You really are the most amazing person,' Casphtdid her one
day after she had spent weeks tracking down acp&ti book
she knew he had wanted, presenting it to him weisual
indifference. '"You'll do something like this, busf try to get you
to tell me that you love me,’

'You know | do,' Olivia returned watrily.

'Yes,' he agreed, adding lightly, 'but it wouldl &te nice to hear
you say it, though.'

'l know," Olivia admitted, but she couldn't bringrbelf to say the
small phrase then...and she still couldn't, noheltging the most
intense moments of their shared heights of passion.

'l just don't believe this," she told him fifteennoites later after
her parents had left and Jack had gone out tead's. She had
gone from her childhood bedroom to the small atiest-room
where Caspar was unpacking his case. 'They migbast have
put you up in the room next to mine.'

'It's only for a couple of days,’ Caspar reminded, ladding
teasingly, 'and | don't mind. In fact, I'm ratheoking forward to
the rest. Have you any idea how much you move ardqugour
sleep?' he asked her mock-aggrievedly. 'It's bemmthns since |
got a decent night's sleep.’



‘Two months six days and...eight hours,' Olivid taim lovingly,

counting the actual hours on her fingers whilstgaagrinned at
her. 'It's ridiculous of Mum and Dad to expect assteep in
separate rooms,' she continued, perching on thefend small
single bed.

After studying it, Caspar had already decided riiefthat there
was no way it was going to be long enough for fanmg despite
what he had said to her, he knew already that leegeang to
miss having Olivia next to him, and not simply besa of the
sex, in fact, not really at all because of the sex.

He was thirty-two years old and had had good searbeaind if
he was honest, great sex before, but the differaneewas that
he had never been in love before, ndgeedbefore, never really
believed that love, the kind of love he felt foriv@d, could
actually exist. He had watched his parents go tiitaarious sets
of mix-and-match relationships, taking on partnetsen
abandoning them to take on new ones. He had marnageaid
the trap of an early marriage fatally programmedéddure, had
realistically accepted that he would marry perhsmse time in
his thirties and that maybe it would last long egioéor him and
his partner to see their children through theinseer maybe it
wouldn't and that was all any sensible, maturetsilgimking
adult could expect.

'It's the fact that it's all so damned hypocritithat really
infuriates me,' Olivia complained, nibbling at hawer lip in the

same way that she worried over the issue of tiegibaing able to
sleep together. 'It's always the same. We've algayso fall in

line behind what Grapips decides we should do.’



'‘Morally speaking..." Caspar started to say, buki®khook her
head, refusing to let him continue.

‘Morally speaking nothing. Gramps just likes colitng other
people. He isn't in the least bit concerned abguinoral welfare
or about any aspect of my welfare,’ she declareatdly. 'He
never has been. Now if I'd been a boy...a grands&hme broke
off and shook her head a second time, a ruefulesouitling her
mouth. 'Look at me. | haven't been back for twentyrfhours
and already it's starting. | promised myself whésftthome that
I'd leave my chip behind me.'

‘You've said yourself that you wouldn't really havanted to go
into the family practice,' he reminded her.

'Yes, | know,' she agreed, 'but | should have hadpportunity
to choose. Gramps and Dad did everything they douliissuade
me from studying law. Only Aunt Jen supported meal an
encouraged me. Oh, and Aunt Ruth, as well. Yakélthem and
Uncle Jon.'

"Your father's twin?"'

'Mmm...although they aren't at all alike, well, ploally they are,
of course, because they're identical, but Uncle.J&he stopped
in mid-sentence.

‘Uncle Jon...?" Caspar pressed but Olivia shookéad.

'l can't really explain. You'll see for yourself ainyou meet him.
It's as though somehow he's always standing ishldows—in
Dad's shadow—and yet..."



She stopped, her brow furrowed in thought. 'lIt'shemsigh he
deliberately makes less of himself and more of Eadkryone,
but most especially Gramps, focuses on Dad and iggyT
because she's his wife, and yet to me it sometseesns as
though both of them are somehow unreal, that thgyat cut-out
cardboard figures with no substance to them..e'gtve a small
shiver.

'It used to frighten me a bit when | was youngeeisg them like
that and wondering why no one else seemed to see ith the
same way.' She pulled a wry face. 'Sort of likedlukfairy story
about the emperor's new clothes in a way, | supptse heard
Tiggy going on earlier about the flowers, aboutnth@aking a
house a home. Everyone always says what a marsdikufor

decor my mother has, and granted, the house iyalpe&xfect but
it's not a home. Aunt Jen's house is a home. Thiseps just
like...like a set out of a film or a play...thehtdurniture, the right
colours, the right flowers.' She grimaced again.

‘Dad was originally supposed to qualify as a b#arjs/ou know,
but something went wrong. I'm not sure what exa@ly, Tiggy

makes references to how they met, the fact thafather was
playing in a pop group, the fact that she was mioadgehand he fell
in love with her on sight. They were married at ©axHall—it

was the fashion then. Tiggy was already pregnatit me and
that was why they decided to move back to Haslewizdd

wanted his children to be brought up here, so lamddned his
plans to work as a barrister for our sake...att ldes's what I've
always been told and, of course, Gramps has nexalyr
forgiven me for it. He so desperately wants to haw@C in the
family.'

'‘But | thought there already was, your great-umitigh.'



'Hugh was a QC, yes,' Olivia agreed. 'He was dgtappointed a
judge last year, but Hugh isn't true family, asteaot as Gramps
defines it. Hugh is merely Gramps's half-brotherarGps's

father, Josiah, remarried after Gramps's mother ael Hugh is

his second wife, Ellen's, son.

‘Although Gramps would never admit it, secretlyhink he's
always been a little bit jealous of Hugh. Elle@mily had money
and Gramps's father was, according to Aunt Rukbast, always
that little bit more indulgent towards Hugh thanviags towards
them.

'It was Ellen's family's money that paid for Hughttain as a
barrister. Gramps, of course, had to go into theilja
business—there wasn't anyone else who could. lestigpat
really he's still disappointed that Dad wasn'tedhlto the Bar,
which is why he's so determined that Max will be.’

'‘Ah, Max.'
*You don't like him, do you?' Olivia questioned.
‘Do you?' Caspar returned dryly.

‘We've never really got on, even when we were hgaun. Oh, |
know everyone thinks I'm jealous be-cause Max id'®a
favourite, but it isn't that. | just don't think M#s a very likeable
person. No one else agrees with me, of courseyTlggks he's
wonderful. He flirts outrageously with her and slam't see that
underneath it all he's really laughing at her. IBpbably try to
flirt with you as she would him. She doesn't meaytlaing by
it...it's just her way...she can't help it, shedse¢



Olivia paused, groping for the right words to explaer mother's
vulnerability and then abandoned the attempt, spyjunietly
instead, 'Sometimes when | see Aunt Jenny watdWizng | sort
of get the impression that she doesn't like himhrherself but,
of course, that can't be true. She's his mother aftand mothers
always love their children.’

'Do they?' Caspar asked her wryly. 'I'm not sua#'shirue. What
certainly isn't true is that children always loveeit parents.
There's virtually a whole industry growing up nowownd
analysing why so many adult and sometimes not-yelt-ad
children murder their parents.’

'‘Mmm... | was reading about that case involving...'

They were off, both of them quickly becoming engeain the
intricacies of the legal case Olivia had refermed t

She was more beautiful than ever when she was tadnli&ke
this, Caspar acknowledged, watching her, but nevewhere
ever near so beautiful as she was when she layiarms and
opened her eyes, her body, her soul to him.

‘Caspar,' she complained when she realised teadlish't have
his full attention, ‘what are you doing?"

‘Just testing this mattress,' he explained.
'‘Why?' she demanded curiously.

'‘Why do you think?' he responded softly, turningnma to kiss
her before asking, 'How long do you suppose we lmefere
your parents come back?'



'‘My bed's bigger,' Olivia whispered between retugriis kisses.

'‘Mmm..." he murmured distractedly, nuzzling thet,sténder
flesh of her throat. 'You can show me later. Rigbtv, right
now...'

He exhaled in masculine, sensual pleasure as hedpd@wvn her
top and exposed the taut curves of her breastanteéirst one
and then the other erect nipple with the tip oftbisgue, feeling
her whole body quiver in response to his touch.

He could still remember the first time he had gdow/n on her,
the intensity of the quicksilver shudders of pleasshe hadn't
been able to conceal from him. Thinking about ¥vrmoade his
own body harden.

'‘We haven't had any supper,’ Olivia reminded hiasping the
words between tiny shivers of responsive pleasure.

‘Mmm...who wants supper? I'm going to eat you exteCaspar
told her lovingly.

Olivia closed her eyes; she loved the way Caspas s@m
wonderfully vocal in his lovemaking. He wasn't poeds one
would-be admirer had been when she was at colfegedid he
talk dirty as some men—and women—enjoyed doinghbutad
a way that was somehow totally unique, totally Gasp way
that was both deliciously erotic and entrancinginrfy, and
sometimes whilst she was laughing, her own arocesadht her
unawares. But not Caspar. He seemed to sense tinadmb, that
second, that heartbeat of time when between orabesnd the
next, laughter turned to desire and her need fardverwhelmed
everything else. Just as it was doing now.



'‘Caspar,' she demanded, tugging urgently 'at hrsfealing the
hot sweetness of his breath feeding the softeflunt) pulse he
had so lovingly conjured up with his tongue.

'‘Mmm...?" he murmured teasingly, knowing full wedhat that
urgent little tug on his hair actually meant.

'l thought you said that Olivia was coming backigbm,' Joss
protested when his third attempt to telephone bision had met
with no response.

'l thought she was,' Jenny agreed, deliberatelpikgeher back
to him and to Jon.

‘Well, she can't be there, otherwise she'd havevermesl the
phone, so you must have got it wrong, and now theme't be
time to show her the badger cubs,’ Joss annourmpadntly
aggrieved.

'Livwy won't want to see the badgers. She's brigpgher
boyfriend back with her,’" Louise told her brothethvwelder-sister
superiority.

‘Louise," Jenny warned, frowning her disapproval.

'So...why should that stop her wanting to see thies?' Joss
demanded.

Behind her back, Jenny could hear the twins' stiflenowing
giggles.



'Girls!" Joss pronounced with exasperated contethen added,
‘Aren't you going to eat that pie, Lou, becaus®if're not...?' He
stared hopefully at his sister's plate.

‘You're looking tired," Jenny commented quietlyh&r husband
when they were finally on their own.

'‘Not really. It's just...well, | suppose this paligyings home the
fact that we're not getting any younger.'

Jenny didn't say anything; she knew quite well whaied the
heaviest part of the burden at work in the practigiee knew
equally well that any attempt by her to protest ldaueet with

that same polite, distancing withdrawal that Joadughenever
he considered that anyone was attempting to att@skwin

brother.

In the early years of their marriage she had fotimehbearably
hurtful, knowing that someone else would always edinst; that
his loyalty, his love for his twin, would always ke most
important, would always come before his feelingsHer. But
then she made herself recognise that it was tima¢ sayalty to
David that made him the man he was, iisbandhe was...the
father he was...and she had said to herself that she mousall
into the same trap as others and try to make redyemd what she
wanted him to be rather than appreciate what he imatheir
marriage at least, he would have the opportunity be
himself—to be an individual. She owed him that mu€hat
much, andnuch, mucmore. So very much more...
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‘Thank you, Mr Thompson, everything looks lovelydaou'll be
here in the morning to finish off?' Jenny askedrtta® in charge
of the team that had erected the marquee.

They had arrived earlier in the day, a dozen orenodithem, all
neatly dressed in an eye-catching uniform of jesms T-shirts
bearing the marquee company's logo. Most of thmugrof
energetic young men and women, Jenny had discovesee
students working through their summer vacations.

They had erected the marquee with commendable tesgpand
speed under the watchful eye of the forty-odd-yedrf@ieman,
breaking only for an hour's respite and a picnialrbefore going
on to hang the interior awnings, put up the lightsl erect the
connecting 'tunnels’ that led from the house tontaequee, one
for the guests and another for the caterers.

'‘We'll be here sharp on the dot at eight,' the fame assured
Jenny.

'‘And the tables will be set up and the chairs actelby twelve?'
she checked.

'‘By twelve,' he agreed.

'It looks absolutely wonderful," Olivia approved thg foreman
turned to gather his team together.

She and Caspar had called round just as Jennymtag @oint of
leaving home to check on how things were goinglaadlelected
to go with her. Max, who had arrived home late finevious
evening, had also announced that he would join thinny



wasn't sure why. He was standing on his own, sogwand
looking thoroughly bored and irritated.

'l hope having plain cream isn't going to be todl,ddenny
worried as she turned back to study the interiothefmarquee
again.

'‘No, it's perfect,’ Olivia assured her. 'So elegainything else
would have been too fussy...too weddingy.'

The marquee team were piling into the vehicles llaat brought
them and that Jenny was relieved to see were atlynparked
well away from Ben's precious lawn.

Apart from being present when they arrived to chécat

everything was in order, Jenny had left the margussple to get
on with their work on their own, having given thaer telephone
number in case there were any problems, but sheytered
from the comments Ben had made since they arrivatdhte had
spent most of the day keeping a stern eye on dcgirities.

She wasn't sure whether he was relieved or disafgubthat they
had worked so efficiently without causing any damdaut she
rather suspected it might be the latter.

‘Damn fuss,' he muttered now. 'In my day a fiftiettthday was
nothing to make any fuss about. They're forecastang, you
know.'

‘Not until Monday at the very earliest,' Jenny read serenely.

'l was wondering if | ought to offer Aunt Ruth somassistance
with the flowers,' Olivia told her, 'but | don't Gw whether I'd be
more of a hindrance than a help.'



'I'm sure she'd be only too grateful to have amqgtle of hands,
even if it's only to help fetch and carry,' Jensgwaed her.

'‘Make that two pairs of hands,' Caspar joined in.
Jenny smiled at him.

Apart from being introduced to him by Olivia wheheshad
brought him round, neither she nor Jon had had rappbrtunity
to talk to Caspar at any length as yet, but Jeradylkked him
immediately.

When one looked beyond the remarkable sexualityhisf

stunning good looks, there was a steadfastness &louthat

reassured her maternal heart as well as a certangsh of

purpose that told her he was not a man to be defidocom any

path he had chosen— any person he had chosen—aves it
plain that the person he had chosen, the persomah&ed was
Olivia.

Jenny watched her niece affectionately. There wasowbt at all
that Olivia wanted him, too.

Deep in her heart of hearts Jenny knew with thatkif knowing
like a well-spring in the human psyche that carretgnored or
dammed and was impossible to deny that out oheit thildren,
her own as well as David and Tiggy's, that Oliviaswher
favourite and extraordinarily special to her. lultn't be because
she was David's child... Her heart had startecetd b little too
fast. Fiercely she started to mentally run throtighlist of things
she still had to check up on.

'S0, young man, you're a teacher, | gather.'



Caspar inclined his head towards Ben as he spakewBs a tall
man himself and it irritated him to acknowledge ttliais
American Olivia had got herself involved with h&e iadvantage
over him in that department. Since his accident liBshstarted to
stoop | slightly and he frowned in exasperatiomasliscovered
that he was obliged to take a small step back etudbBy look up
at Caspar.

Americans! Ben didn't like thempnever had. American
servicemen had been stationed locally during ther, wa
loud-mouthed, gum-chewing individuals ! with moremsy than
sense, bragging and strutting about, turning thallgirls' heads
and causing all manner of havoc.

'I'm a lecturer,’ Caspar affirmed dryly.
‘And only over here temporarily, so | understaBen persisted.
‘That's right,' Caspar agreed.

'Hmm... Well, over here in this country we haveagiisg,' Ben
told him disagreeably, 'that those who can, do, twde who
can't, teach.'

‘Gramps,' Olivia protested, but Caspar shook helrgently at
her and smiled. If he chose to take it, there wamrdnership
waiting for him with one of Philadelphia's most §tigious law
firms. It would certainly make him far richer th&ms present
occupation, but he enjoyed what he was doing arfdraas he
was concerned that was more important than makmmgem

But then, as he would have been the first to adrmitallenged, it
was easy for him to make that decision when he thas



beneficiary of a considerable family trust set yphis maternal
grandfather.

‘That depends on the teacher,' he said simply, histface and
his voice calmly neutral, but Jenny, who had ovartiethe
conversation and who happened to be looking atd3e@aspar
made his response, knew that Caspar's refusaldorbmated by
him had reinforced Ben's antagonism towards him.

It was just as well that Olivia lived and worked.ondon and not
here, she decided, even though she knew how huiaGiad

originally been when her tentative hopes of beiifayaed to join

the family business had been contemptuously digdiby her
grandfather.

‘The law isn't a business for women,' he was fohdaying.
‘They're too emotional, get too involved.'

Her own daughters were going to make him eat thosels,

Jenny suspected, especially Katie, but then Kadie far tougher
emotionally than Olivia. She would never allow gesmndfather's
views, or anyone else's, Jenny surmised, to ddflectrom her
goals, a trait she had inherited from Ben himsatid one
reinforced by her own family's sturdy ability to tthstand
whatever shocks life chose to throw at them. Amfag stock
they had needed that characterissitehad needed it at times.

‘No, the only way anyone can really come to knogvIdw is to
practice it,' Ben was telling Caspar doggedlyntdw—I've done
it and | don't mean the pamby-pamby diluted kindvofk you
get in some company's legal department like Ohaige does,' he
added.



'‘Olivia is a very highly qualified and professioyalung woman,'
Caspar retaliated.

'‘Oh, she's passed the exams right enough,’ Berdygitaut it
takes more than a piece of paper to make a goadtsol The
law isn't sitting at some desk shifting pieces abgr. It's getting
out there in it, doing the kind of work young Maxdoing. That's
the law.’

Jenny could see Caspar stiffening slightly andieart sank. She
knew why, of course. Olivia for all her modesty ahdr
grandfather's deliberate hypocrisy was far moréligiqualified
than Max and, Jenny | was convinced, of far molaeséo any
prospective employer. For starters, Olivia's exgrere was wider
and for another... Well, Jenny knew which of the tfthem she
would want to handle her most personal \ affaird iamvouldn't
be her own son.

'I'm sorry,' she heard Caspar saying slowly andriing slightly
at the same time. 'Forgive me...I'm j still not gdately au fait
with the intricacies of the British legal systemt lso far as |
understood matters Max is still merely a squattehnis present
chambers and, as such, unable to take on any @btelrgnts. |
Olivia, on the other hand, is in charge of her ohighly
specialised department and | know for a fact—"'

Caspar,' Olivia protested in a stifled voice, 'Gpardoesn't—'

But it was too late. Ben was swinging round togwn at her,
sensing a much softer target than the unexpectelotiurate
barrier Caspar had thrown up | against him. Benmivased to
being challenged and he didn't like it.

‘What's this...? Her own department...? What's.tfis



'It's just a small promotion, Gramps. Nothing rgall all," Olivia
was already hurriedly protesting. 'Just an inteadpental thing,
but of course—'

'‘But of course it no doubt carries a whacking grsalary
increase,' Max interrupted, going over to join'¥ou certainly
fell on your feet there, old thing. I—'

‘Olivia did not fall on her feet,' Caspar correchah coolly. 'She
happens to be an extremely highly qualified andltvesrking

lawyer.'

‘You would say that," Max responded. 'After alle stias one of
your pupils—out of bed as well as in it.’

Jenny could feel her face burning with embarrassmoerbehalf
of her son, but typically Max was oblivious bothhis rudeness
and his lack of generosity.

'l hear that there's shortly to be a vacancy conupgn your
chambers. Do you intend to apply for it?' Caspkeddviax.

Max frowned. How the hell had Caspar learned abat®

'He doesn't need to apply for it,' Ben interjectaswering the
guestion for him. 'He's already been told thatveancy will be
his and so it should be. He's already had to séaide once in
favour of someone ..else.’

Max fought to conceal the irritation his grandfatbeeomment
was causing him. Normally he was only too gladawenthe old
man champion him, but on this occasion just how hmdizl

Olivia's damned American know about what was going



He had to have some kind of inside information jadtnow that
the vacancy was coming up. In any other circum&siridax
would immediately have started pumping him to disrgust
how much he knew and if that information included hame of
his female rival, but of course he could hardly that now
without admitting to his grandfather that his appawient wasn't
as cut and dried as he'd let him think.

Max could feel himself starting to sweat slightiis grandfather
was indulgent towards him—to a point—and Max kneswh
important it was to Ben that Max fulfilled his arhbns for him.

He had already been disappointed once and ultiynBilid had

been forgiven for that disappointment, but Max slardd at the
thought of having to live his uncle's life.

It had been bad enough living under his grandfathestrictive
eye when he was younger; to do so now... His gedhdr still
held the family purse strings and Max had seenvihg he
controlled his sons and their lives through thenaxMhad no
illusions about the price attached to being hisndfather's
favourite.

But his success meant just as much to him as ittaihis
grandfather, probably more so. Max liked moneylamtiked the
things it could buy. He wanted to be successful #rabssible,
famous, and no mere woman was going to stand iwdys

'Did your mother's shoes arrive safely?' Jenny csBkvia as
they walked back to the car.

'No. She's gone into Chester this morning to seéefcan find
another pair.'



Olivia hesitated for a moment, remembering the scgre had
interrupted in her parents' bedroom earlier. SHdedt disturbed
about it.

‘Aunt Jenny," she began, 'l know that you and Muen'a
particularly close, but have you, has she...?'

She stopped abruptly, recalling how on the way héer he had
met her aunt and uncle, Caspar had mentioned hoeh mu
everyone seemed to depend on Jenny. Seeing howonhpt
Jenny's own younger offspring but Olivia's brothack, as well,
had produced sets of grubby sports kits to be whsbaspar had
remarked wryly that the older members of the fandilymped
their problems on her in much the same way asdbeager ones
seemed to dump their dirty washing.

They alldid have a tendency to turn to Jenny when things wen
wrong in their lives, Olivia acknowledged but shaswan adult
now and...

'Is something wrong with your mother, Livvy?' Jenwgs asking
her but Olivia shook her head, ignoring the temgtetio confide
in her aunt,

'‘No,' she replied lightly, 'but you know Mum. Shb& worrying
herself silly about those shoes....'

Olivia winced inwardly as she heard her own voWhat would
Jenny have said if she had told her what was rbeallyering her?

She and Caspar had just been on the point of Igatie house
that morning when Olivia realised that she had dten her
jacket. As she dashed back upstairs to get it,sslwe that her



parents' bedroom door was open and she could leeandther
inside the room apparently talking to herself.

Automatically Olivia had walked into the bedroomhelscene
that met her eyes was one she doubted she wouldeable to
forget. And neither was the mingled look of shamgeilt,
defiance and fear she had seen in her mother's eyes

‘You won't say anything, will you?' she had plead&th Olivia
as she sat surrounded by dozens of glossy caraigs, kheir
contents plainly never unpacked, the result, Litety sure, of
many shopping trips. 'Don't tell your father. Heulin't... He
wouldn't understand....'

Olivia had left without making any response. Beheaer
mother's familiar perfume had been another smaltk rand
unpleasantly pervasive, a smell Olivia had recaghas actually
familiar to her. Her gorge had started to risegsponse to it and
she had had to leave the bedroom without responainger
mother's plea of secrecy.

'What's wrong?' she heard Caspar asking her quastiyhey
drove away from her grandfather's. "You're not dnog over
what he said, are you?'

'Who?' Olivia questioned, her face set.

‘Your grandfather," Caspar reminded her. 'l knowrhust have
upset you, dismissing everything you've achievedgssionally
by..."

Olivia's expression cleared then. Caspar thougatveds upset
because her grandfather had compared her adveviblyvax.
Once she might have been but not now, not when...



'‘No. My grandfather's too old-fashioned and chaistim to
change now and Max has always been his favourite.'

'‘Mmm... Well, things will be different in AmericaCaspar
promised her. When Olivia made no immediate respdmsgave
her a thoughtful look. "You're not having seconolthts about
our plans, are you?' he prodded, then added, 'tflblias/en't told

your family?"

‘How could | have second thoughts?' Olivia chaléshdim
lovingly. "You know how much you mean to me...howatm our
future together means to me,' she amended.

She laughed as he warned her softly, 'Just wattldan't know
what your laws are over here about stopping orfréesvay to—'

‘This isn't a freeway," Olivia interjected mock- smaly. 'It's a
guiet country road and if you want to stop..." §leced at him
provocatively, laughing again when Caspar shookéé&l at her.

The months they'd spent together had been thedstmdiher life
and when Caspar had told her that he was due uonré&t the
States at the end of the summer, she had thoudinstathat he
was trying to tell her that their relationship wext one he viewed
as potentially permanent.

She had tried not to show her feelings, to revedhim how
devastated she felt, but something must have e=trdyer
because he had immediately taken her in his armishald her
tight, rocking her protectively.

'‘No. No," he told her huskily, 'l don't mean to e relationship.
How could you think it? | love you, Olivia... | wayou with me.



| want you to come with me...it's just...well, yeei'worked so
damned hard for your promotion and...'

'It's just a job," Olivia had replied tremulousiynd in the emotion
of the moment she had meant it. "You are far, farenmportant.'
She had meant that, too.

Still meant it, even if sometimes she found somevdaanting
the fact that she would virtually have to retrairthe States if she
wanted to achieve the same professional status that she had
been well on her way to achieving here at home.

Caspar would never ask or expect her to give upcaezer for
him. She knew that. But he had made it equallynpilaat there
was no way that he envisaged his professional duigr lying
anywhere other than in the United States.

'‘We could always commute," he had whispered tohemight as
they lay entwined in one another's arms.

Commute. As Olivia contemplated the emptiness|dheliness,
the bleakness of all the nights they would havspend apart if
they did so, she had known that the option wasrétshe could
happily contemplate.

And so the decision had been made. Her notice Wwaady

handed in and worked through and she had interaderetk the
news about her plans for her future to her familg@ne stage
during the weekend. She had not foreseen any pnsblgvhy

should there be?

She loved her parents, her family, of course, bay thad their
lives and she had hers. The old childhood and tgeravy she
had felt for Max had long since faded away.



But what about the scene in her parents' bedrosmtbrning?
She bit down hard on her bottom lip. How long Hael problem
been going on? Did anyone else know? Her fatherghshe
must have some inkling. And what about her? Sheplgim
couldn't pre-tend or ignore what she had witnestspite the
pleading look she had seen in her mother's eyes.

Caspar realised that something still troubled @lili was just as
well they were only here for the weekend, he ackadged as he
drove back towards Olivia's parents' home. Fanmalyhgrings of
any kind tended to make him feel claustrophobidyring back
memories and fears of which, to say the least, lasniv
particularly proud. He could still vividly remembkow he had
disgraced himself at his father's second wedding.

He'd been taken there by his mother, who had gpenéentire
previous day patiently explaining to him that hisodgce from his
father and their consequent relationships with peviners had
absolutely no bearing on their shared love for Hita.was still
their very much loved child.

As a paediatrician, his mother had, of course, beshversed in
the kind of trauma experienced by children whernrtharents'
relationship broke down, and not only had Caspantzarefully
prepared for the break-up of his parents' marriagé their
subsequent divorce, he had also been equally dsrefnd
slowly introduced to their new partners.

In his mother's case, it was an old colleague aadd whom she
had known before she married his father* Divorced himself,
he had two teenage children—a son and a daughtah—djo
whom had been politely distant with Caspar androsher. His
father's inamorata was a younger ex-student who leh



tireless in her determination to show Caspar asddther how
much she acknowledged the importance of their iogighip.
Caspar had disgraced both himself and his pargntsrbwing
up all over the bride.

Given his parents' affiliations and careers, tisaltevas perhaps
not unexpected. His mother's reaction was to hawme dnd
herself undergo months of 'analysis' during whicsgar came
close to disliking his mother almost as much asliskked his
analyst. His father chose to proceed with an expernawsuit to
have his mother proved unfit to have sole chargdiof and
guilty of poisoning their son against him.

Neither of them had believed him when he told that his
sickness was the result of too much ice cream aratlacase of
nerves, and when eventually his father's new witelypced the
first of Caspar's half siblings, Caspar was forbrdo go
anywhere near the baby, a little girl, just in c&s® nervous
stomach got the better of him.

Caspar was not deceived. His stepmother didn'tHikeand he
didn't think he liked her very much, either.

It was not that Caspar was against families andlydife; it was
just that as yet he had not seen an examplelatithade him feel
it was a way of life he wanted for himself. Whyteaifall, make a
liar out of yourself by publicly making promisesatiwere more
likely to be broken than kept?

He didn't particularly want to share Olivia withriiamily; he

wanted her all to himself and he freely admittetHe hadn't had
a particularly high opinion of Olivia's father oragdfather
before he had met them and now that he had...



How could they value someone as obviously secored-aatl
unworthy as Max above Olivia? How nature must loglhéng at
them, mocking them, for their hypocrisy and chaisrm by
gifting Olivia above Max.

The two of them hadn't made any firm plans to magyet, but
ultimately Caspar knew that they would. He had Etexpected
to fall in love so deeply, to want to make the kafd&dommitment
he wanted to make to Olivia, but now that he had...

He didn't want to lose her, he admitted, and pitti@reason he
had been wary of meeting her family was becauskaldebeen
concerned that they might oppose her decision terhar home
and her life with him in the US.

As Caspar well knew from his own childhood, loviegmeone
made you overly vulnerable, which was why he hadilly been
so reluctant to acknowledge his feelings for Olivd@ would be
glad when this weekend was over and they weretéregnbark
on the next stage of their own lives.

As he turned into the drive to her parents' honee, studied
Olivia's profile. Something was clearly botherirgy kdespite her
refusal to admit it. He wondered what it was andyren
importantly, why she hadn't told him.

‘All women are liars and devious,' his father hadeosaid to him.
He had been in between marriages at the time amgleaming
about the amount of alimony his second wife wasritay from
him. 'Don't trust any of them, Caspar. Don't make same
mistakes that I've made. They'll tell you they Igwel with one
breath and then with the next...'



Olivia could feel her body starting to tense aspaastopped the
car. Was her mother at home?

Olivia couldn't see her car. She hated herselftdier sense of
relief that brought.

Why had she been the one to find out? she askedlfhdeeling a
defensive, angry resentment that made her acheshdme as
her initial shock began to wane. Why hadn't somezise...her
father for instance...?

‘Olivia?'

She realised that Caspar had said something tcamgrwas
waiting for her to reply. Giving him an apologetimile, she tried
to concentrate on what he was saying.

By rights she ought to be confiding in Casparjriglhim what
she had seen, but how could she betray her mothen whe
herself wasn't totally sure...when no one else sdamknow...?

Not sure. Of course you're sure, an inner voicenszbher. You
just don't want to accept it, that's all. You jden't want to face
up to the truth.

What truth? She only had to close her eyes to lo& baher
parents' bedroom, to see the disarray, clothesyehere, that
smell... Her stomach started to heave.

'‘What is it?' Caspar demanded anxiously as sh&lguioned to
get out of the car.

‘Nothing,' she denied.



When David heard his brother's footsteps outsid®ffice door,
he reached for the file he had been studying ardkigypushed it
out of sight beneath the leather blotter on hikdes

As Jonathon walked in, out of the corner of his Bg&id could
see his bank statement next to the telephone. gryinbe
unobtrusive, he angled his arm across it. He cfadbtthe heavy,
uneven thud of his heartbeat.

'l was looking for the Siddington Trust file,’ Joman said,
smiling. 'There's a query from the accountants and—

'Oh, | must have left it at home. | was doing sameek on it the
other night. I'll bring it in on Monday.'

"You took it home, but—'

'It looks like young Max is going to get his tengn®avid broke
in, overriding his brother.

‘Yes...yes...it does,' Jonathon agreed. 'Althoafbourse, it isn't
always wise to take these things for granted.’

"'l bet Dad can't wait to start bragging to Huabout it," David
declared, ignoring Jonathon's concern. "There'aydween a bit
of rivalry between them on that score, at leafanl's eyes.'

'I'm sure Uncle Hugh doesn't see it that way,' thaoraobjected.
His uncle had been particularly kind to him wheeythwere
growing up and Jonathon suspected that any rivedtyween the
two half- brothers existed more for his father titagid for his

uncle.



‘Well, Hugh wouldn't, would he?' David counteréte's—'

It will be good to have the family together,’ Jthom
commented, unwilling to pursue the matter.

David waited until he was quite sure that Jonathad gone
before retrieving the file he had hidden beneathltotter and
placing it in his briefcase. His fingers trembldaigtly as he
locked the case. He felt faintly sick and dizzywé#s this damned
heat.

He picked up his bank statement and studied reshf disbelief.
How could they have spent so much? He had warngglyTanly
last month that they simply could not afford to twone spending
as they had been doing. He had even threateneskéoaway
credit cards, but of course she had wept and pteadd in the
end he had given in.

It was all very well for Jonathon, he decided bigteHis brother
had never had expensive tastes and had alwayschesfl with
his money. Added to that, Jenny must be earningrg wseful
amount from that business of hers.

Not that he had ever envisaged Jenny as beconsugaessful
businesswoman all those years ago when they hstdkfiown
one another. She had been such a shy, diffidentsgidifferent
in every way from his wife.

He had first seen Tiggy perched on the countemoéxalusive
and fashionable London wine bar, surrounded bycavarof
admirers whom she was inciting to vie with one heofor the
chance to take her out.



David had still been playing with the group thed &émey had just
been featured in one of the countless trendy magazhat had
mushroomed into existence during that era. Somesrwgnised
him—one of the other models who had been in theWwar with

Tiggy—and she had attached herself to him.

He could still remember the sharp frisson of exogat and
challenge he had felt when he glanced across ttrewmaoom
and saw Tiggy looking back at him, knowing that shas
deliberately ignoring all the other men who wem@eburing for
her attention.

Impossible then and now, of course, to ever imagiaeny
posing negligently on a bar top wearing one ofshertest skirts
ever made, revealing acres of long, coltish legpbeating mouth
painted in the palest of frosted pink lipsticksr Fece deadpan
pale, her eyes enormous in their thick rim of bléashes and
even blacker kohl.

Jenny never pouted, and had she worn kohl eye mnakeer

father would have made her wash it off. Her legsensturdily

and sensibly constructed to carry her over thddgief her father's
farm, not delicately thin and fawn-like. Where Jgnwas

healthily robust, Tiggy had been fragile, delicabel vulnerable.
Where Jenny had stoically contained and controllest

emotions, Tiggy had gone from tears to laughterlzak again
in the space of a heartbeat. Where Jenny had laeahdr, safe
and dull, Tiggy had been deliciously different atahgerous.

And nothing had changed, he reassured himself.ddesken the
expression, the envy, in other men's eyes when ltaked at
Tiggy and compared her with their own dully comddnte

middle-aged wives.



Tiggy was the kind of woman who flirted by instineavho
appealed to everything that was male in a manc8tainly had
done to him. He had been completely bewitched by he
Bemused. Besotted.

They had gone on from the wine bar to a nightclaubwhole
crowd of them, Tiggy giggling as she openly boughsmall
handful of 'uppers' and insisted that he take drnleem.

k hadn't been any particularly big deal—everyoraktdrugs in
the sixties; it was part of the London scene—omifottunately
the senior members of the chambers where he waspitlage
hadn't seen it that way.

There had been his late arrivals and early depestamd the days
when he had never made it into chambers at allingakp late in
the afternoon in Tiggy's small flat and her everaléen bed to
while away what was left of the day in her armsisTdehaviour
had ultimately cost him his career.

He had to make a choice, the head of chambersdidciim
sternly when David had been summoned to his rooattount
for himself. The Bar or Tiggy and the life he waading with
her.

There had been no choice to make, really. He ajrkadw what
was expected of him, what his grandfather wouldeekpf him.

He had been given twenty-four hours to think itroaed he had
gone back to Tiggy's flat to tell her what had e and to
collect his things. Only when he had arrived thesehad found
Tiggy in a flood of tears—and pregnant with hislahi



The sight of her vulnerable face and childlike hadagr copious
tears, had swept aside all his carefully prepapmzbches. He
loved her. He couldn't live without her. She wasihg his baby.
His grandfather would understand. He would hawanderstand.

They were married three days later at Caxton Hall.

As he kissed his new bride, David had told herngyethat
henceforward there were to be no more drugs, n@ partying
all night and sleeping all day. They had their babthink about.

Docilely Tiggy had agreed, wrapping her arms arohimd and
kissing him passionately whilst she told him howcimshe loved
him.It was a pity that he wasn't still going to ddarrister, she
told him. He would have looked so deliciously steand
forbidding in his court robes, but she would bet jas happy
married to a famous pop star and she had no daebtss going
to be famous.

David hadn't had the heart to tell her that hi®enas a pop star
had ended almost as soon as it began.

Three weeks later when the bank announced that dte h
overspent his allowance and that they couldn'twallom to
withdraw any more money from his account, he hédl Taggy
that they were going to visit his family in Cheghir

'‘Cheshire?' she had repeated. '‘But we will comk tmacondon?'
David hadn't told her before the trip up North thaéturn to their
London lifestyle would not be possible.

In the end, though, she had seen that there waagndlternative.



The wild crowd she had run with had dropped heguaskly and
carelessly as it had picked her up. She was yestsrdews now,
yesterday's girl; the sixties were like that. Argltiner of them
had been willing to consider terminating her pregryaalthough
for different reasons.

A part of David was proud of the fact that he haithéred Tiggy's
child while Tiggy had heard all the terrifying sts the models
passed around and frightened themselves with—tales
unimaginable horror about girls who had been tefiie in their

own blood, or worse.

Tiggy's own family, a respectable middle-class &leeper and
his wife would have disowned her had she triedadigme to
them. David loved her, she knew that, and she datglg¢ needed
to be loved. David would keep her safe, protect frem the
demons that stalked her and surely they wouldw'é ha live in
Cheshire for ever.

To David's relief, his father had taken to Tiggwght away and
even semi-growled his reluctant approval when Davati
explained to him just why they had had to marrggickly.

The dismissal from his training for the Bar hadrbkss easy for
Ben to accept but David had known how to win himr. He
always had.

Oddly enough, it had been his mother, Sarah, thet,qu
self-effacing one, always willing to fall in with vakever her
husband wished, who seemed almost to dislike Tiggy.then,
as David himself had observed, Tiggy was not thd kif woman
that other members of her sex took to easily. Jetimankfully,
had been the exception, welcoming Tiggy into thamilfia with
genuine warmth.



She and Jon had been married for several yearsdoy David

suspected that Jenny had been so kind to Tiggyubecshe
herself had been pregnant when she married Josirog he was
not given to introspection he had not dwelt tooplie®n the

subject. He was thankful that he had managed teasgphis
father enough for him to agree to settle all histsdend that he
and Tiggy could make a fresh start in the secuvea@mment of

his birthplace.

David grimaced as he refocused on his bank stateiderwould
have to talk to Tiggy again, make her understanHe. had
started to sweat heavily and there was a pain snjaw. He
touched it experimentally. He would have to make an
appointment to see Paul Knighton, their dentist.

Unlike Jon, he was not looking forward to the weaekeFifty!
Where the hell had all the years' gone? Fifty..lao at him. He
pushed the bank statement into a desk drawer andaloked it.
His head ached and he felt slightly sick.

Probably that damned high blood pressure younge€Fsatiad
warned him about the last time he had had a chpck-u

It wasn't going to be easy talking to Tiggy...makimer listen.
She had been very upset the previous evening, eompud to
him that Olivia thought more of Jenny than sheldid and then
in the same breath begging him to reassure herstimatstill
looked as attractive as ever, fretfully comparirgrself with
Olivia.

‘Olivia's in her twenties,' he had pointed out wely, cursing
himself under his breath as he recognised his.fQlyly it had
been too late to recall his words then; the danmagebeen done
and the consequences so predictable that he ceelldff each



stage of them. He knew exactly what he would fifegivhe went
home this evening and exactly how Tiggy would refoe tried

to talk to her about what she was doing to herselijm, to their
life together.

If anyone had told him on the day they married wanaahead of
them, he would have laughed at them in disbelief.

Wearily he passed a hand over his eyes as thougtttingly
trying to obliterate the painful memories from bansciousness.



4
Tiggy-

Olivia paused hesitantly on the threshold of thealsrsunny
sitting room. Her mother was seated at the prettigae desk
Olivia could remember her father buying her onei€ihnas. As
she turned round to smile at her daughter therenadmsnt of the
morning's anxiety and trauma in her expressionfabt, she
looked almost serene, Olivia recognised as shehedther tuck
the cheque she had been writing into an envelogeaal it.

'I'm just paying a few bills,’ she informed Olivigour father isn't
back yet. | thought we'd have dinner in Knutsfordst Est Est
tonight. It's always been one of your favouritecp& and...
Where's Caspar, by the—'

'I'm here," Caspar responded, following Olivia ik sitting
room.

'He really is the most deliciously gorgeous-lookmgn," Tiggy
told Olivia, dimpling Caspar a teasing, flirtatiosmile.

This was her mother at her best, at her most stibk, Olivia
acknowledged as she watched her. It was impossiblieel
irritable or envious of her ability to charm or eve question her
need to have to do so.

'‘And so tall,’ Tiggy was trilling as she stood prcatively close
to Caspar, looking doe-eyed up at him as she askedlust how
tall exactly are you?"'

'Six-two or thereabouts,' Caspar obliged her gbodrouredly.



'‘And you've got the muscles to match,' Tiggy bredthoutingly
as she ran one polished fingertip down Casparésfoegarm. 'Oh
my..."

Over her mother's averted head, Olivia sent Caapaleading
look as she witnessed his withdrawal from her m&th@uch.
She knew how volatile her mother's mood swings whoav
quickly she reacted to other people's opinion of hew vitally
important it was to her that others liked and apgdoof her.

As a child Olivia had simply accepted her mothegésds as an
intrinsic part of her character, but now that slasan adult... Her
forehead started to pleat in an anxious frown oiceon.

'I'd better set my alarm when | go to bed tonighlivia told her
mother. 'l promised I'd be at Queensmead early t@wo
morning to help Aunt Ruth with the flowers. Oh, akaht Jenny
said to remind you that the Chester crowd wouldalresing
about lunch-time. She said to let her know if yoedex any
extra bedding or anything. Apparently she's besvutih the old
linen cupboard at Queensmead making sure that Gravopld
have enough of everything to cope with Hugh's fanilicholas,
Saul and Hillary and the children are staying treerd she says
she found enough bedding to equip a small hotel.

'What's wrong?' she asked uncertainly as she sawé#ly her
mother's expression had changed, her fingers plgdkinsely at
the cuff of her silk shirt.

'l don't knowwhywe have to have Laurence and Henry and theit
families staying here,' she fretted. 'After allisn't as if... That's
far more than anyone else is having to put up ansl Rhillips
can't give me any extra time because Jenny hasdglit@ooked

all her spare hours.'



Laurence and Henry were brothers and her fathecensl or
third cousins. Olivia was never quite sure whichey were a
little older than her father. Laurence had thremgr children and
Henry four plus three grandchildren; they belongedthe
original Chester family from which her own familgdh sprung.

'Is the competitiveness with the Chester side eféimily shared
by you?' Caspar had asked her curiously.

Olivia had shaken her head. 'No, it's all pasiinysso far as I'm
concerned and although technically they are famly/yve never
been that close—weddings, christenings and funarasabout
the only times we get to meet these days.'

'‘Why on earth couldn't they have stayed with JamwdyJon?' her
mother was still protesting.

'‘Probably because they don't have enough roonyiaQdointed
out gently.

‘There's plenty of room at Queensmead,' her moéterted.

'Yes,' Olivia agreed, 'but Uncle Hugh and his fgnaile staying
there.'

Although she didn't say so, she suspected thatyJeanld have
been reluctant to place so much of a burden orsB&oulders by
filling the house.

‘Come on, Tiggy,' Olivia coaxed her. 'You know ywaualways
enjoyed entertaining.'

'Yes, but that was before... You know | like totdimgs properly
but your father keeps complaining that we can'oraff." She



stopped, chewing on her cheek, her eyes sudddhig fivith
tears whilst Olivia felt a small, cold finger of esse run
warningly down her spine. So far as Olivia knewr parents
were reasonably well off.

Certainly as a child she had never been aware pflack of
money or any necessity to economise. She had alasstsned
that the practice, although only small, brough&iinomfortable
and secure income for her father and his brotimeenghat it was
the only firm of solicitors serving the town and @utlying rural
district.

Her mother, she realised, was given to exaggeratnahOlivia
reassured herself that her petulant outburst walsapaty caused
by her father's complaining about her mother's “ketwn
propensity to indulge in designer clothes and egpemmake-up.

Olivia was aware that her mother had very littleadf what it
meant to watch her spending or live within a gibbedget. It was
not unknown for her to send all the way into Cheefstea specific
item she required for one of her dinner partiestoobrder her
current favourite fresh flowers from some expensive
Knightsbridge flower shop in London because theyrewe
unavailable closer to home.

'l expect Gramps wanted to have the Chester cariingfaying
with you because he wanted them to be impresskda@id her

best to soothe her mother, biting betrayingly on ltatom lip

when she saw the sardonic look Caspar was givimgabéehe
witnessed her overt attempt at flattery. He wonlaldoubt, take
her to task for it later. If Caspar had a faulvés that he did not
believe in any gilding of lilies or any sugar-coatiof pills.



'Well, yes, | suppose you're right,’ her mother ocsmied,
brightening a little. 'Jenny is a dear, of couesa] a wonderful
cook but...well...she doesn't have much idea driot design,
does she, and the house always seems to be fechiildfen and
animals.'

Olivia privately thought her aunt and uncle's howmih its

lovingly polished antiques, its bowls of homemad-ourri

and freshly cut garden flowers came as near taleat of what a
home should be as anything possibly could. She mueterred
her aunt's use of the wonderful old fabrics shendoon her
buying trips—rich brocades, velvets as soft anghkugas silk and
finely woven cottons and linens—to the modern, emdenny's
eye, often too pretty, flounced and frilly fabrit&at her mother
chose to decorate her own home with. But she satung.

She knew that her mother took pride in keepinghloane as up to
the minute and fashionable as she did her ward®Ghmving up

she had become used to the mood of dissatisfatttagrwould

descend on her mother every year when the glogty lsibles

she liked to buy pronounced their views on what aasently

either in or out of fashion. And whole rooms wezturbished to
fit in with their dictates, her mother worrying alst obsessively
over every tiny detail, not satisfied until she Hadnd just the
right lampshade or the favourebjet d'art.

'Has she always been so dependent on other peauet
opinion?' Caspar asked her later on that night vihey were in
bed. Olivia had sneaked upstairs to his attic ro@mling very
much like a naughty schoolgirl—it was ridiculouather mother
should feel she had to comply with Gramps's outtlaed
old-fashioned ideas when he wasn't even there ttheee



‘Yes,' she confirmed, 'although...’
‘Although what?' Caspar prodded when she paused.

'...I'm not sure. | can't remember her ever bajuge so... |
suppose it's very difficult for her. She's alwagad so much on
her looks as a means of bolstering her self-conideand she
still looks stunning, of course, but...'

'‘But she's getting older...and more desperatepaasipplied for
her.

In the darkness Olivia nodded her head.

Because a part of her had always secretly wistadtgy could
be more like Jenny...more of a traditional mothed aot the
almost fey, childlike creature she actually was,whnole issue of
her mother and her mother's vulnerability and ker teelings of
guilt was one that even now Olivia didn't feel sl
comfortable with.

It was bad enough feeling the way she did withaoldlirzg to that
sense of betrayal by discussing her mother's shoitgs even
with someone as close to her as Caspar. She ha@ader how
much he had disliked her mother's overcoy, flioiagi behaviour
and had felt torn between protecting Tiggy and eigige with

him.

Slipping out of the narrow bed, she told him, ‘thmirsty. | think
I'll go down and make myself some tea. Would y&a Bome?'

'Please. Want me to come with you?'



Olivia shook her head. 'l shan't be long,' she wed) bending
down to kiss him lightly on the mouth before pujlion her robe
and padding barefoot to the door.

She knew the house well enough not to need to Isvatcany
light, and besides, the moon was almost full, ogsa sharp,
clean light in through the windows.

Only the odd creaking board betrayed her presescha went
downstairs. In the hallway she could smell the soéthe white
lilies that were her mother's favourite flower.

The kitchen door was ajar and she paused outsitenging as
she heard the sound of a packet of food beingdpem. Biscuits
by the sound of it, she guessed as she heard thmehcrof

someone eating them far too quickly for the healththeir

digestive system.

It must be Jack. He had obviously sneaked dowsstairget
something to eat, Olivia decided as she heard ridgef door
being opened. Growing boys were notorious for thpipetite,
and according to her father's complaints at dirtaeight, Jack
was no exception.

Hesitating no longer, Olivia walked into the kitchand reached
for the light switch as she did so. Light flooddte tkitchen,

revealing the figure crouched almost coweringlyront of the

half-open fridge door.

All around her the floor was littered with emptyfbcartons and
packages and even cans, Olivia noticed in shoc&eadlderment
and disbelief as she stared from the rubbish-stré@or and

work surfaces to her mother's ashen face.



‘Tiggy...' she whispered, 'what is it...what's...?"

But even as she asked the question, Olivia knevanisever, just
as she had known earlier that morning when shdkkadanto her
mother's bedroom and seen those glossy, expensige of
brand-new, unworn clothes scattered all over tloenrand had
smelled that sickening, nauseous smell of freshitvvowerlaid by
the heavy, cloying, non-disguising scent of her radgperfume.
Had known and had tried desperately all day torngmwahat she
had seen just as she had tried to ignore her oamislg feelings
of anger and resentment at having been confrontedhb

evidence of her mother's abject misery and dedpairwhatever
else could be responsible for what her mother veagplainly

doing and what, Olivia had guessed with a burstirofanted,
sickening self- awareness, she must have been fmingany,

many years?

Anorexia, bulimia—these were the words one assediatith
vulnerable, almost self-destructive young adoletscand surely
not adult women in their forties, but there waseasgcaping the
evidence of her own eyes.

'‘Oh, Mum,' she whispered chokily, still half-hopithgt it was all
a mistake, that her mother would stand up and satileer and
that somehow the chaos, the carnage all around theuild
disappear; yet it was all too clear from the remmaifithe food her
mother had obviously just forced down for whateresasons of
self-hatred and hunger and need that she had bearatad into
the kind of behaviour that left the kitchen lookexgythough it had
been ravaged by a dozen or more starving people.

Torn food wrappers, empty cans, opened cartonsamfyrmade
meals, scattered remnants of a loaf of bread ancdk,nveere



tossed on the floor as though someone had justesdrgpdustbin
on it.

Sickly Olivia stared at the mess. Howould any one person
possibly eat so much? She looked at her motherfalserwaxy
and sallow, her eyes dull and heavy. She was dingggo
breathe properly, her hand surreptitiously massplgar stomach
beneath her robe.

'‘Why?' Olivia whispered achingly. 'Why...?'
‘I don't know...l don't know...'

Tiggy had started to shiver and cry, wrapping Hen tarms
around her bent knees and rocking herself to aoda§ she
pleaded with Olivia.

'‘Don't tell anyone...don't tell your father...I ditmean to spend
so much...l couldn't help it.... You understandn'tigou?' she
appealed to her daughter.

But Olivia, remembering how the sight of all thegbaof
unwrapped and unworn clothes strewn across her fhaal
shocked her, could not find the words to give hethar the
reassurance she so desperately needed.

'‘Don't tell your father," her mother was repeatihgromised him

| wouldn't do it again. He doesn't love me whendiok," Olivia
heard her mother saying, her eyes filling with firésars as she
looked pathetically at her daughter. 'He triesriignd, but | can
tell...he won't come near me....'

She was sobbing noisily now like a small, hurt @¢hbhe even
looked like a child with her thin arms and her hued-up body.



Olivia wanted to go over to her and put her armsdher, hold
her, but the stench of the food she had consurhednémory of
how her bedroom had smelt after she had voidedewvbatshe
had stuffed herself with previously, made her gaige and she
simply couldn't do it...couldn't bear to be near. he

As she swallowed against her own nausea, Oliviademd why
it had taken her so long to realise what was hapgewhy she
had not guessed...questioned—

‘Olivia?'

She tensed as she heard Caspar coming into tihekit&he had
forgotten all about the tea she had promised hid,rw as her
eyes met his across the width of the room she bawhe had
recognised what was going on as immediately ashabdedone-
herself.

'l didn't know," she heard herself whispering tontas though
there was some need for her to justify her ownrignoce.

Behind her, her mother was struggling to stand up.

'l want to go to bed...I'm tired,’ Olivia heard lsaying. She was
speaking and moving like someone heavily sedatedtugyged,
which Olivia recognised dully she possibly was wsthh much
food crammed into her body.

‘Let her go,' Caspar told her as Olivia startegrtaest.

Could this really be her mother? Olivia wondereeétaiedly as
she watched her shambling out of the kitchen, Imgadiot for
the stairs, but for the downstairs cloakroom.



'‘Oh God,' Olivia whimpered. 'Oh God, Caspar. | doh'

Automatically she started to pick up the debris mmether had
left behind. Then abruptly she paused and turneddoher eyes
filling with tears. Wordlessly he held out his artosher.

Still too shocked to articulate her feelings, sladf man, half
stumbled into Caspar's open arms, closing her agasst the
too-vivid images of her mother that refused to stmmenting
her as she buried her head against his chest.

In a world that had suddenly become frighteningtyeal, the
warmth of Caspar's embrace as he held her feltlessdully
familiar as the hardness of his body. She could tfee steady
beat of his heart, so much calmer and slower thanfrantic,
raised pace of her own, smell his scent, hearneiatbing, all of
them things she knew well and could recognise,ngivier a
sense of safety and security that she badly needed.

Emotionally she felt much the same sense of shodidabelief
that people must have experienced when they disedvihe
unsinkableTitanic was actually sinking, the decks no longer
stable beneath their feet but tilting; Caspar wasamly place of
refuge, her only piece of stable ground. How cdwd mother,
her pretty, slim, delicate and dainty mother be Hzane gross,
unrecognisable person she had just seen crammuagifitco her
mouth like, like...?

She started to tremble violently, as distressedhby own
thoughts as she was by what she had just withessed.

'‘Caspar..." As she whispered his name she openeelybs and
looked anxiously up into his face, wrapping her arightly



around him as she started to kiss him with a fcarfierce
passion.

For a second he seemed to hesitate, but then aghtthe sensed
her need, he started to return her kiss, resportdinigg hunger

and need, and inevitably, because he was a mapijelése fact

that he knew it was an emotional need that wasrdyiker rather

than physical desire, becoming aroused by it, Arsde coming

up to cup her breasts.

'‘Oh God, Livvy," he told her hungrily, 'you feel good | could
eat you....'

Eat her!

Olivia stiffened, wrenching her mouth away from,hmausea
churning her stomach.

The sound of the very word 'eat’ brought back sl dreadful
Images she had been trying to suppress— the sighsound of
her mother as she indulged in her orgiastic bimgparody of
sexual pleasure, which Olivia had instinctively agaised as
bringing her physical release, a release from amg fof self-
control, of emotional restraint.

'Livvy, what is it?' Caspar demanded.

He was still holding her, still touching her, hiantds caressing
her breasts, his thumbs gently stroking over hpplas. Olivia

gave a violent shudder of disgust and pushed hiayalvwas his

love she wanted, his support, the reassurances@rims around
her, not sex.

'Let's go back to bed," Caspar whispered.



'‘Go back to bed!" Olivia's eyes widened as shedtat him, the
feeling of relief and gratitude she had experiencben he had
first held out his arms to her replaced by a sefséenation and
resentment. '‘Caspar, how can you say that?' shamid. 'Sex
is the last thing | feel like right now...the veagt thing. You saw
my mother, you..." She turned away from him, patiegkitchen
whilst Caspar frowned.

He should have guessed, of course, been preparespimehow
he had allowed himself to believe that she woulditferent, that
she was different, but here she was making it glanfor all she
had said about them, when it came down to it, beilfy, her

parents, other people, were far more importanetdtan he was
himself.

Olivia was completely unaware of what he was tmgkor of the
effect her action in pushing him away from her had on him.
Neither did she have any inkling of the old childddeelings of
not being good enough, of not being wanted, itdadkened in
him. Instead, completely absorbed by her own tahtgelings of
shock, disgust, fear and guilt, she told him, "Tha@&ning when |
walked into her bedroom, she was there surroungecatrier
bags, all of them full of clothes, still wrapped timeir original
tissue paper, never even worn. Not just one oraitbem, there
were dozens, everywhere, and the smell...' She gasmall
shudder, remembering the rank, muscle-clenchinghegaving
odour that had filled her parents' bedroom. 'l &hdave said
somethinghen..done something...’

'Like what?' Caspar challenged her. "Your motheficatsly has
an addictive personality, Olivia. Binging, whethen food,
shopping or love, is all part and parcel of the sdimng. It's a
driving need, a compulsion, to fill an emptiness ttan never be



filled in the way that such an addict attempts itoift"But |
should have guessed...known...done something..iviaOl
protested, her voice thickening with tears of jpitygl compassion
for her mother's plight. Like an adult who has srdd realised
that they have failed a small child, she felt guilbhelpless,
unbearably saddened and filled with an aching ity the need
to put things right, to make things better.

'How could you have?' Caspar asked her tardily, dws
emotions under control now or so he told himself.

Unlike her, he seemed completely unmoved by herhentst
behaviour, Olivia reflected, but then Tiggy was hat mother,
and Caspar, as she had already sensed, had a tentdiness if
not hardness about him, a certain tough outer Bratbuld draw
around himself when he chose to do so.

'‘Natural self-protection,’ he had called it where dfad once
guestioned it. 'Everyone needs some,' he had added.

'‘But you must have been moved by what we saw sBatething,’
Olivia had pressed. They had been watching a dua#airs
programme at the time and she had been reducean® lty the
plight of the villagers in the far-off, achingly @g barren
environment in which they lived.

'Of course,' Caspar had agreed, 'but my emotianefaro use or
help to them.'

'‘No, but through them you could be moved to do tbing that
would help,' Olivia had protested.



"You mean | could allow my emotions to be manipadieto the
point where | automatically put my hand in my paGk€aspar
had demanded cynically.

‘A multibillion-pound aid industry has been built dmat very

premise,' he expounded, 'and yet there are, abaweijust seen,
still thousands upon thousands of starving humamgkeYes, |

feel that it's wrong for any human being to havéive in pain

and poverty. Yes, | know it's wrong that we wasiensich so
thoughtlessly, that we're so materialistic, butrevi@ough we
have so much whilst others have so little, you camake all

people equal, Livvy.

‘The best you can do, all you can do, is to hegmtho help
themselves and that does not always necessarily meang
financially. You wouldn't applaud an adult who gaaechild
craving their attention a hundred dollars to playhwnstead,
would you?'

'It's not the money, ifs what it can buy...whatd#n provide,’
Olivia had insisted, but she had known that it wasargument
that Caspar would not allow her to win. He was mtatgher
than her, much harder, much more inclined to gbdkis chosen
convictions, not a man who could ever be influenbgdthe
actions of those around him, not a man who woukt go with
the crowd unless it suited him to do so.

She remembered all this now as she looked at him.

"There must be something | could have done... dungt still
can do...to help,' she faltered as she saw thecalymiay that
Caspar was watching her.



‘Such as?' he derided. 'From the looks of her lldveuspect that
your mother is in the grip of an addiction that'shmad for a long,
long time. Shaloesneed help, yes—professional help,' he addec
pointedly. 'What you're doing now,' he added wiiht e@mphasis

as he indicated the rubbish-strewn floor that @liwas cleaning,
‘only makes it easier for her to continue with whlag¢'s already
doing. In effect, what you're doing is actually eaaging her to
continue doing it.'

'‘No. That's not true,' Olivia protested emotiondllyn just trying
to tidy up in case—'

'In case what?' Caspar challenged her. 'In case@wmnelse
realises what's going on? Don't you think your dathlready
knows? He might have closed his eyes to the stoighut scenes
like this must have happened before.’

When Olivia bit her lip, he reiterated harshly, icadting the
littered floor, 'The best way you can help your hastis not by
doing this, by covering up for her and protectirgy,out by
compelling her to face reality and to seek profassli help.' '‘But,
Caspar, you saw her, she was...she's—' 'An addietspar
repeated relentlessly, adding, 'Just ask yourkedf Olivia. If

you'd come down here and found your father surredniy

empty bottles of alcohol, would you have been smke clear up
after him and help him conceal what he was doing@nlt think

so. Can't you see?' he asked her. 'The nature afiiction is the
same. It's just that the substance, the pattebyebéviour your
mother is addicted to to find release from reatidyescape from
life, is different, less socially disruptive—'

JI don't want to talk about it any more tonightjv@ told him. 'l
can't. It's the party tomorrow,' she added unnecigs'and |



can't...' She closed her eyes, fighting back tlentiess surge of
panic she could sense threatening her.

It was pointless feeling that she couldn't copéawihat she had
discovered; that she didmiantto cope with it. Someone had to.
How long had her mother been behaving like this3/\Wdd no
one else seen, recognised...heard what was obyiausty for
help, the soundless, agonized wail of a soul imémnt. And
Caspar wasn't helping. Why couldn't he be more essipnate,
more understanding? Why couldn't he understanddwly she
felt, how afraid, how compelled almost to do sorragh
anything, to help her mother to ease her own dailthaving
gone on so carelessly and unknowingly with her bigrwithout
realising what was happening at home?

When they got to the top of the first flight of ista it was almost
a relief to be able to turn away from Caspar anabance, 'lI'd
better sleep in my own room, just...just in case—'

‘Just in case what?' Caspar challenged her acidigt in case
your mother needs you?' He shook his head. "Ydegling
down a no-exit street, Olivia," he warned her. Blivia shook
her head mutinously, inclining only her cheek fon o kiss and
maintaining a stiff distance between their bodies.

Couldn't he see how upset she was, how shockedihml she
needed him to be on her side, to show her thahterstood, that
he cared? Couldn't he for once forsake the highmrrgl of his
own beliefs and come down to where she stood forshke,
instead of expecting her to make the too painfulpey up to
him?

'It's all very well for you to sit in judgement mly mother and say
what should be done," she told him tiredly, 'blst nty mother



we're talking about...oh, what's the point?' Sheokher head,
too emotionally drained to continue arguing witimhbut still
half-hoping as she heard him walk towards the sedlayitt of
stairs that she would hear him pause and turn rauorde back to
her, but of course he wouldn't...didn't...

Oh no...his principles were much too importantito to do that.
So important in fact that they obviously matterad hore than
her...than her feelings...her needs...her.



5

Ruth opened her eyes cautiously and then expedieldreath in a
quiet sigh of relief. The weather forecasters heehlright; it was
going to be a fine day.

She had purposely left her curtains open the pusvioght and
now, through the uncovered window, she could seecthar,
pure light blue of the dawn sky already being wainhg the
strength of the rising summer sun.

Swinging her bare legs out of bed, she startedito dne of her
favourite hymns—not because she was particulallyiogis but,
living so close to a church that was home to onthefcounty's
best choirs, one naturally became accustomed tonigethem
sing and this particularly rousing hymn had alwapgealed to
her and somehow seemed suitable for the bright iseof the
day.

Not that the weather was of any special concehetmther than
as to how it might affect her floral displays, ltutvas important
to Jenny and Jenny was important to Ruth, far moportant
than even she, Jenny, realised, Ruth acknowledigéalct, in her
heart, Ruth cherished the same intensity of ematrahlove for
Jenny that she would have given to the daughtehabenever
actually had.

A small shadow crossed her face as she paddedbtdross
her bedroom floor, the boards waxed and polishiegiy trich
darkness broken here and there by soft rugs.

Ruth knew that her brother, Ben, would not have@gd of her
bare feet and even less of her bare body, whichpegsaps not
the prettiest sight in the world, she admitted wigl herself. She



was, after all, a woman in her late sixties, butsth days
mercifully she no longer needed to be constrictedoostrained
by the disapproval and wishes of the male memMddrsrdamily,
and if she chose to sleep in her skin instead odllng herself up
in something society deemed appropriate for a wooh&er age,
then so be it.

She had not always enjoyed this kind of freedom-+fifam
it—which was perhaps why she valued and apprecidtsd
much now, she reflected.

As a girl her behaviour had been very rigidly coled by her
parents, especially her father; he had had veryfaddioned
ideas about the way a girl should be brought upalioadved to
behave. She paused on her way to the bathroom.,esadn
momentarily clouding the still-bright cornflowerdd of her eyes.
When she was young many men had been smitten loaytémesity
and vivaciousness of her eyes. More than one yooag had
actually proposed to her oft the strength of theuat,then those
had been dramatic times with the young men onéhgevof adult
life, poised also and much more precariously on dtige of
death, as well, about to go to war with no knowkdfwhether
or not they might survive, and because of that...

She had far better things to think about this magrihan the past,
Ruth reminded herself briskly as she prepareddp stto her

shower. It was going to take her the best patt@htorning to do
the flowers for the boys' party and that was ifrgtheng went

according to plan.

Pieter was due to arrive with the order in less @ hour's time.
She had arranged to meet him at Queensmead, whidld wave
her the trouble of having to transport the flowiérsre and risk



any damage to them. And no doubt when they did@riBen
would be on hand to carp and complain. She andlter brother
had never entirely seen eye to eye. He remindeti Ruittoo
much of their father. Hugh she liked more.

Ben's sons were her nephews but she loved Jenns, Jdde,
above them. And as for the coming generation, stk rever
made any secret of the fact that she simply cootdake to Max
despite the fact that he was Ben's favourite—despitr because
of it. She hesitated a moment before steppingtimtcshower, a
new and necessary addition to her bathroom thequewinter.
She had finally been forced to admit that the rhesiism that had
plagued her for several years was making it ndtduBcult but
also downright dangerous for her to climb in antafuhe huge,
antiqguated Edwardian bath the house possessed.

Not even the fact that Jenny was his mother contittar Max to
her, but Olivia she quite liked as well as Jentwiss, and as for
Joss, he might have been named after her own fatiié¢nat was
the only similar thing they shared in common. A hastmight
not be allowed to have favourites but there were soch
embargoes placed on great-aunts. She looked foivaanénsely
to Joss's unheralded visits, his unexpected asriagher front
door, almost always bearing some small odd giftl twlother
people, that was. She herself had found nothing iodthe
smooth, water-washed pebbles he had brought hertfremver
or the fossils he had found on one of his foray® ithe
countryside; the hedgehog he had rescued andtereoi kittens
he had found abandoned and half-drowned in a saakmuddy
pond. The hedgehog had recovered, to be releas&driia her
long back garden; the kittens had thrived and Heand safe
homes—none of them her own—and the pebbles anilisfbssl
pride of place on one of the shelves of her antiopaequetry



china cupboard. She had drawn the line at the fdx &and
announced firmly that he would be better caredirfioa local
animal sanctuary, but she had visited the plade Jass and been
with him when the cub was eventually set free.

Ruth had accompanied him on long country rambled an
imparted to him all her own not inconsiderable ktexlge of the
area and its history. He was her special link whthfuture just as
she was his with the past.

Somehow, out of their family gene pool, the twoh&m shared a
bond that made them close in ways she had notriexged with
any other member of her family.

Ben didn't approve, of course, and she knew quék tvat had
Joss been an elder child, an elder son, there avasy he would
have been allowed to follow his own inclinationsl @esires. She
didn't know whether to be amused or saddened bkribweledge
that out of all of them Joss would probably be ¢ine to most
easily fulfil his grandfather's most cherished ropand
ambitions.

The law for him wasn't so much a chosen career patlan
instinctive calling. On their rambling walks arouting town and
its environs, he had lectured her on the importaftee Romans
to their own civilisation, focusing not as anothkild might have
done on their fighting skills, their feats of teatal engineering,
but their laws.

Oh yes, Joss was a Crighton and potentially thedfeke lot of
them.

Olivia was a Crighton, too, of course, but in Bemsld, female
Crightons simply did not count.



Poor Olivia. Ruth had watched her growing up, heehghe hurt
in her eyes when her father and her grandfathected her in
favour of Max, when they praised him for achievetadar, far
below her own, whilst ignoring every single onehef triumphs.

Ruth sympathised with her. She, too, had once drdaof a
career in law. Certainly it had been much moredlift in those
days, but she had been a clever girl and had detednio win a
place at university. But the war had inevitably miped all that.
She had had to help her father when Ben joine®&#&fe. She had
provided an extra pair of hands in the office aad worked in
the home, as well. No one would have dreamt of dhbean
self-indulgent as to have domestic help when evesnjlable
spare pair of hands there was was needed to prderdeur
boys'.

Ah yes, her father had needed her help during thaseilent
years. But once the war ended, things were diftereary
different in her case, because she...

She gave a tiny shake of her head. What was themnvéth her?
It didn't do to dwell on the past; it couldn't,&ftll, be changed.
There was no going back, but seeing Jenny in thechlard
kneeling at the grave of her first-born son had...

She remembered the look she had seen on Jenng'thfaother
day after she had left her small son's gravesidth &1d Joss had
planted some tiny white scilla bulbs in the grassuad it the
previous autumn.

'‘White is good for babies,' Joss had commentedlistuss he
drilled the holes for the bulbs.



They had planted bulbs, too, around the family taym beneath
the monument to the town's war heroes. Ruth's didrad been
one of those who had never returned from the whe &ad
originally met him through Ben. They had trainedether as
young fighter pilots. Charles had been shot dowar &vance and
reported first missing and then dead. He had bespdrents'
only child and they had never really recovered friois loss.

Initially opposed to their engagement because@ttiort length
of time Ruth and Charles had known one anothery tred

longed desperately after his death for Ruth totkedim that the
couple had broken society's rules and that by sminecle she
was carrying Charles's child, but unfortunately Badn't been
able to give either them or herself that hope.

Charles...she could barely even remember what tieetblike
these days and yet at the time...

The church bells rang out the hour, reminding Hethe time.
Quickly she finished showering. It wouldn't do éavVe Pieter to
face Ben in one of his increasingly irascible moods

Jenny was awake early, too, and like Ruth she ledaa sigh of
relief and mentally thanked the powers on hightthar clear sky
and the bright golden rays of the early morning sun

Beside her Jonathon was still asleep, but notlyopaacefully.

He had woken her twice in the night talking in slisep, a habit
he had whenever something was troubling him. Skia'haeen
able to make any sense of what he was actuallyngagnly

catching his brother's name here and there in hiened,

anxious words. Typical, though, that it should lmmaern for

David that was disturbing his sleep.



As she studied Jonathon's sleeping face, she veas/bglmed by
a feeling of tenderness and love. Very gently gaméd across
and kissed him, not sure whether to be relievedisappointed
when he continued to sleep.

It had, at various times during their marriageuridted, angered
and moved her to helpless indignation to see theh&ahusband
always put David first, even though she was welai@nof the

fact that this was an involuntary reaction, a hait instinct

indoctrinated into him by his father virtually frotime moment he
was born. She had, after all, withessed at firstitaa way David
and Jonathon related to one another, not just |ls Yofe but

originally as David's girlfriend.

David's girlfriend. How thrilled she had been, h@most
speechless her sixteen-year-old self had been wiastd had
first asked her out. A year her seniorhe had endohdn his A
level course while she had still to take her O's.

She found out later that he had only asked hebbypatcident and
that he had originally intended to date one ofdi@ssmates. But
hearing on the school grapevine that she intendedrh him
down, he switched his attention to her, Jenny,esxst simply
because she sat next to the girl in class. Theyehaghed about it
together when he told her, even though her ownhiughad
been slightly tinged with hurt.

She had known, of course, that so far as looks sletvas not in
David's league and she had known, too, that byite he had
eventually admitted the truth to her, he did gealyitelieve that
he loved her. She had believed it, as well, fattla While at least
and certainly long enough for her to...



She and David had started officially going steast pfter her
seventeenth birthday, and although they had outwantepted
her, she had known that in the eyes of David'sefatii not his
mother, she was not really good enough for him.

She could still remember the long, wet, winter @id®ns when
she had watched David playing rugby, his fathemditay at her
side, ostensibly supporting his son but at the stime making

good use of the opportunity it gave him to taldémny about the
plans and hopes he had for him. During these taksy had
learned all about the great future that lay waifimgDavid and

how very far away from her it was going to take him

There was no point to her, a hard-working Chesfarener's
daughter, hoping that she could follow David tovensity; her
parents had her future mapped out for her as glearDavid's
did his.

Once she had left school after taking her A le\dig, was going
to train as a receptionist at one of the big hatelShester. Her
godparents had connections there and through tleamyJvas
virtually assured of a job. In between times shald/igontinue to
help out on the farm, where there could never banany pairs
of hands and where there was certainly no timafgrshirkers.

Oh yes, she had always known what was ultimatelgaime,
Jenny reflected, had even perhaps hastened it mgelhdy
calmly refusing to let him buy her an engagemeng rto
celebrate his passing the coveted Oxford entraxam& Jenny
was relieved. She realised quite well whom his p@are-his
father—would have blamed if he had not done soitanduldn't
have been David.



The night she had told him—the night she had dohatwshe
knew his father expected of her, what he had beerng her to
do for months—would remain for ever in her memddgavid

hadn't believed her at first when she told himasvever, that it
was time for them to part, and then, then he haa beth angry
and, she also sensed, slightly relieved.

David had never liked being cast in a bad lighbeing seen as
anything other than totally perfect. Amongst theaers, their
local circle of friends, he made sure it was kndhat she had
been the one to end their romance and only Jonabemed to
suspect the truth and guess that she had doneD&afad's own

sake, knowing that he needed his freedom and titat loe was at
university she would only become an encumbrancepanklaps

even an embarrassment to him.

Unlike David, Jonathon was not going on to Oxfovdrethough
his A level grades were good enough to justify hdwing
sg—better in fact than David's. Not for Jonathon tigher
echelons of the legal profession; Jonathon wouldstieying
law, it was true, but at a far humbler level thaavd.

No one had seemed too surprised when Jonathoreang had
announced they were getting married and she swespebat
Harry's birth, less than seven months after thairiage, would
have caused a lot more gossip than it had if inthdeben for his
subsequent death.

She had offered Jonathon a divorce then. Aftertladl, reason
they had originally married no longer existed, bobhathon had
shaken his head and told her firmly that so farhaswas
concerned, marriage was for life and she had been t
emotionally drained by Harry's death to want tauargrith him.



And their marriage had been a good one, she takkelidirmly
now, even if...

Shaking her head, she reminded herself silentliysha had far
too much to do to lie in bed thinking about thetp8ke wanted to
get to Queensmead as early as she could just entbase were
any unforeseen problems.

She knew, of course, that Ruth was more than capdlibking
charge but she also knew that Ruth and Ben dicimays see
eye to eye.

'If he'd just admit that he's getting older, thalstsuffering from
rheumatism, I'd feel a lot more sympathetic towdris," Ruth

had commented tartly to Jenny the previous winteewBen was
being particularly difficult. 'But oh no, it's otawult that he's in a
bad mood. But then that's Ben for you. Nothingveréis fault.

He is never the one to blame.'

'l expect he feels it would be admitting to a wesdato complain
that he's in pain,' Jenny had soothed her auravin-|

'In pain, hds a pain,' Ruth had countered forcefully.

Jonathon waited until he was sure that Jenny wizdysa the

shower and unlikely to come back to bed before mggs eyes.
He had been aware of her leaning over and kissmghd of her
hesitation as she wondered about waking him ugarttad held
his breath, dreading having to respond to her waiceovertures.

He hadn't slept well, his rest fragmented by uncotable
dreams. In one of them he had been hunting frdlytibar a
missing school book, a child once again, knowingt ti he
couldnt find it, he would be morally obliged to kéa



responsibility for its disappearance, even thougheiality the
book was David's.

Like a child, he squeezed his eyes tightly closgdirest the
memory. But he wasn't a child any more, shouldhrikt like a

child, just as he knew he couldn't go on ignoriagain facts that
had to be confronted and that knowledge weighedilyean his

heart as he faced the prospect of the newly dawa@yg Their
birthday. Nothis birthday, never jushis birthday, but always
theirs, David's and his. David's...

When the shower stopped running, he kept his dgsgd, even
though he knew that Jenny would be going downstas not
returning to their bedroom.She had worked so hardofday but
instead of looking forward to it he was dreadingdanscious of
an uncomfortable sense of foreboding, a heavinéspiat, a
dark presence almost that seemed to be pressingsalis body.

From the past he could hear the angry echo ofatief's voice
on another birthday morning—their seventh—as hedsio front
of the imposing man, tears of disappointment aed, gnger, too,
filling his eyes as he answered his father's qoesti

‘But | didn't want a new bike...I wanted somethelge... some
thing different...something that David hasn't go¢ 'had told his
father passionately. He could still remember hogrghis father
had been, how disgusted.

‘You're jealous of your brother, that's what it e had accused
Jonathon. 'My God, | don't believe it. Don't yoalige how lucky
you are to have a brother.'

To Jonathon, it sometimes didn't seem so luckyairskven he
had still been young enough and stupid enoughytesaeven if



only indirectly through his disgruntlement with hirthday
present—a new bicycle had been David's choice. élddhvhave
much preferred a train set.

In the end he hadn't had either, at least not inabelgl. The bike
had been confiscated until he had repented ohgistitude, and
as for the train set...

David had never been interested in trains and dimeie father
strongly believed in giving them both the same*ttlagn set had
never been forthcoming.

He could still remember the look on Jenny's fage@hristmas
they had bought one for Max. Like David, he hadreen
particularly interested in trains and they knevs taven before
they had bought the set but, for some reason, Jeadybeen
Insistent that they get it.

She had tried to stop him when, after the New Yéarhad
quietly packed it all up again, telling him, 'Mayifg/ou played
with the trains together...?"

But Jonathon had shaken his head, pointing oueto'He much
prefers the pedal cart that David gave him.’

He had planned to give the trains away but for sgason Jenny
had kept them, and when Joss was born... A fewsylatar, Joss
had humoured him by showing an interest in thédsedonathon
didn't want his young son to have to bear the msde adult

expectations and prejudices that he had had tg.carr

Fifty... Where had all those years gone? What haddtually
done with them? What had he actually achieved?e&singly



lately, he had been asking himself those questior®ying that
he could not supply any satisfactory or comforamgwers.

Oh yes, he had been a dutiful son, a good brothushand and
father, but what aboutim? What about himself? More and more
these days he had felt as though he barely knew evhaho he
was, as though frighteningly he had no real selfrgal identity,
as though he was forever doomed to be merely Bavid'
brother...David's twin, a mere shadow figure. Anet ywhy
should that disturb him now when for so many yéarfiad been
content to remain in his twin's shadow? Why shieldbe feeling
this stronger and stronger pull to be something,ete do
something else, just for himself? Was this a meaéermid-life
crisis or something more?

Today was not the day to start asking himself tHasds of
guestions, Jonathon warned himself wearily, notrwbiher far
more portentous and troublesome questions still anesea
unanswered. Questions that weren't purely self-gehil
Questions that involved others and their futurésirt lives.
Questions that he knew would have to be asked asweaed.

But not today...

In Pembrokeshire, Hugh Crighton was awake earlg, tdis
inability to sleep past the early-morning fingerks sainshine
stroking in through the windows of his solidly kusgtone
farmhouse was caused not by any excitement atridsp@ct of
the day ahead of him but by the persistent cryingoyoungest
grandchild, little Meg.



Saul, his elder son, his wife, Hillary, and thé&irege children had
arrived late the previous evening—several hoursr dftey had
originally been expected, with both adults in wivas plainly not
the best of moods and three children very obviofralgtious.

Hillary, Saul's American wife, and his own wife, Wrhad put the
children to bed whilst he and Saul and his yousger Nicholas,
had broken open a bottle of wine.

As Nicholas had remarked to his parents after suggsuil and
Hillary were apparently going through a ratheridifft patch in
their marriage.

‘All reamed couples encounter problems from timene," Ann
had responded protectively.

'‘Mmm...but there are problems and there are praglévicholas
had countered and then refused to be drawn onlgxsicat he
had meant.

Hugh knew that Saul and Hillary's marriage had semmy, but
this was the first time he had seen the childrerolsaously
affected by their parents' differences.

Saul had a tendency to retreat to a position @y leblitude and
disdain when he was angry, an aggravating habit Hlkary,
who was far more emotional and volatile, insisteas sulking.
Saul could be exasperating, Hugh admitted, buakilkeemed to
take delight in fuelling the fires that lit that rgaularly
unproductive side of his personality rather th&migthe trouble
to use her inherently feminine skills of diplomaagd tact to
coax him round.



'You'd better not let Hillary hear you saying tha&nn had
warned him mildly when he voiced the comment ta I&ne's a
very modern young woman and modern young womenado n
believe in coaxing men round.’

'‘No," Hugh had agreed regretfully. During the ceucf his

career, he had seen at firsthand considerable resadef this

refusal on the part of what had once been deensegdhtler sex
to make good and full use of the assets naturgived them and
could only inwardly regret it.

Perhaps he was old-fashioned, but it seemed toHatmtale and
female relationships had lost something with theedief modern
feminism.

Ann, thank goodness, just like his own mother, @ of those
quiet, gentle, loving women who liked nothing bettean
mothering and spoiling everyone who came withinrthenbit.
Their marriage had been a good and happy one and
occasionally his hormones had been given a potntia
dangerous tug by the sight of a slender femaleid¢ge curve of
a pretty pair of breasts, he had always had thel gemse to
remind himself of what he stood to lose by follogvimis natural
male instincts.

As a banister and now as a judge, he had seevoatiearly for
himself the havoc that could be wreaked when med, an
regrettably all too commonly these days, women gave their
basic urges. Take away the human lust for sex ammkeynand
there would be no need for men like him, no neeccturts or
prisons or even for laws.

Little Meg had finally stopped crying but it wasottate for him
to go back to sleep now.



They were due at Ben's at lunch-time and they wesgrg) with
him overnight after the birthday festivities. He widd much
rather have come straight home to avoid too mudhaksing
with the family. Saul and David did not really get. Saul was
always at his sarcastic worst with David, a fadtthad led
Hillary the last time they had all got togetheratmcuse Saul of
being jealous of his elder cousin.

Her accusation had had just enough truth to makghHunce
and the silence between them on the drive back ladtervards
had been more difficult to bear than an outrigiguanent.

Just enough truth and yet, at the same time, nongay enough
understanding either of him as her husband, harlamad father
of her children, or of him simply, as another hurbammg and, as
such, flawed and vulnerable and in need of a gémtleh on any
tender places.

Saul, too, had heard Meg's cries and gone to hsrthdughts
were also on the day ahead. He generally enjoygdfamily

gathering, but he'd keep clear of David if at aégble. To Saul
there was something exceedingly irritating abauea who went
through life so carelessly, so openly filled witkfssatisfaction
and approval of himself, who expected others tormatically

accord him the same high esteem and respect thawvase
accustomed to receiving from his father and hishtlwother
when it was patently obvious that he was simplydesterving of
them.

Oh yes, David had the charisma, the self-confideadaitially
blind a new acquaintance with the fool's gold ofmagnetic
personality, but in Saul's view this persona hadiegth and no
real foundation. Moreover, he was dismayed by David



selfishness and lack of regard for others. It gidtlien that people
should be so easily deceived by David's shallowmhand it

galled him even more that he himself should feel ooly

resentful of his possession of it but sometimesoatnactually
envious.

Even now, adult though he was, he still felt uncontable with
the way his reaction to David focused his attentanthe dual
aspects of his own personality that he would prefegnore. In
the main he was the dedicated, serious professibaalother
people assumed him to be, but he was also awarthdra was a
far less, to him at least, acceptable side to kisgnality, a
tendency to seek the limelight, to crave the atienand, yes,
admiration of others, a weakness that he bothkddliand
mistrusted.

It wasn't, he knew, the differences between himaetf David
that made him dislike David so much— and to sonergxviax,
who was very much the same type of man—»but thelainnes.
He feared that the weaknesses he could see sdydiedhem
might somehow be a family trait that he, too, halerited and
that, although now he had well under control, cauld day push
its way to the surface....

And what hurt him was that Hillary couldn't recogmithis,
couldn't, didn't love him enough to try to find @urtd understand
what really lay at the root of his dislike for Ddvi

David overslept primarily because he had been waiem the
night by the sound of Tiggy in the bathroom. He kiadwn what
that meant, of course, and had turned over, puthegduvet up
high around his ears, trying to blot out the soahlder nausea.



In the early days of their marriage when he hagalgiassumed
that her constant bouts of sickness were causgdllyniby her

pregnancy and then afterwards by. her delicate atbprhe had
been overwhelmed by a mixture of helplessness antegiive

concern towards her, anxiously hovering, wanting do

something to help ease her discomfort, even thdhghsound
and smell of her sickness made his own stomachehéte had
loved her then, blinded by her fragile beauty dralfeelings of
triumph and relief that had followed their marriageiumph

because he had won such a prize away from the oterrwho
had surrounded her in London and relief becaus@tegmancy
and their marriage had taken everyone's attenti@y d&rom the
real reason he had been asked to leave chambegvangp his
plan to qualify as a barrister.

By silent collusion and an unacknowledged menteight of
hand, it became an accepted part of the folklortheir family
history; the reason he had returned home had kesaube of his
marriage, because of his desire to do the righgthnd stand by
Tiggy. Publicly at least, his decision not to caog with his
training for the Bar had been seen not as a failhureas a tribute
to his sense of honour and fair play.

Only his closest family had known the real trutd @ven they....

To their clients it had been delicately hinted that was having
trouble coping with the amount of work in the preet and when
anyone asked, he had simply shrugged gracefullyamsdred
them that no, he was not too disappointed to hadetd give up
his plans to qualify as a barrister, and those derd him make
this statement had decided that such a man, a rhanpw his
duty and his responsibility towards his family amadore
specifically his brother first, was exactly the diof upright,



honest and morally sound man they wanted dealirtly thieir
most intimate legal affairs.

Business had boomed, and if Jon had ever reseated bast as
the less able of the pair of them, he had certaielyer said so.
But then, Jon had never been one for voicing whahbught or
felt. Look at the way he had married Jenny so duiekter his

own romance with her had ended without ever hasaid a word
to him about wanting her for himself.

He tensed as he felt Tiggy stirring beside him. whnted to
ignore her but she was already reaching out tchtbua, running
her fingertips hungrily over his chest. His heartlseven though
he knew that her surge of sexual energy meantttiaaty was
going to be one of her good days.

He had come to know her moods so well. They folldvee
recognisable pattern and he'd learned them alnyokeart. All
week she had been edgy, highly emotional, clingynahding, in
tears one moment and so filled with anger andrbitgs the next
that it seemed her fragile body could scarcely aonsuch
intense feelings.

He knew exactly what to expect—the frantic boutshudpping,
the purchase of clothes, shoes, make-up, anythifl yet more
glossy carrier bags that would never be emptied roetely
hidden away in an agony of guilt and self-disgisslae abased
herself in an orgy of remorse, begging for his ifeggess,
promising that she would never, ever do it agameatrically
pleading with him to destroy her chequebook, heditrcards.
But what was the use?

Once he had played her games with her, believimgHheping
that this time she meant it; that in time she waahklise what she



was doing to herself, to him, to their lives, bubhywbother

destroying a cheque-book when he knew she hadsotleereted
away just as she had other credit cards? But theedwad to be
played according to her rules and these were siiphgs he

was not permitted to say. She had to be alloweqaayp out her

role of guilt-ridden supplicant to the full, unaldecease berating
herself verbally until *he had granted her thegifegness' she
required.

After that would come the lull...sometimes for awfelays,
sometimes only a few hours, and then it would stdm furtive
disappearance from their bed in the middle of tightn the
inexplicable appearance of mounds of food in thi&hkin
followed by...

The first time he realised that her bouts of siskneere not
caused by any weakness or by the fact that, asatiealways
thought, she barely ate enough to keep hersel¢,atiut by her
huge consumption of food in eating binges that adabt for
hours before she finally fed herself into a stdterotional and
physical stupor, he had been shocked rigid.

Afterwards, of course, would come the purging, gan and on
until she was satisfied that her stomach was finathpty, her
body restored from its temporarily bloated, obsadisgension to
its normal svelte, almost too thin, delicacy, ahdnt and only
then and oh, the blessed relief of it, finally tadew wonderful
hours when she was relaxed and at peace, satedrlordy of
self-punishment almost like a drug addict after anmath fix.

Contented, calm, until the whole cycle started mgaith the

frantic need for reassurance that she was loveel rdfuisal to let
him touch her because her body was loathsome waestl



immediately followed by what amounted to an alnfoshzied
need for sex.

Lately, as she was doing now, she had become sioga
sexually aroused during what he normally thoughashis own
period of respite from the stress of what she was.

Sex... God, what a joke, and to think that wherm&@ met her,
when he had married her, he had wanted her so much.

Now the mere thought of having to touch her, ohjgdibuched
by her, brought him out, as it was doing now, ok, drenching
sweat of impotency and a physical rejection natgdser but of
everything and anything to do with sex.

Even though he knew that in refusing her he wasglthie worst
possible thing he could do and that this refusdy served to
hasten the speed of the whole appalling cycle ounbalanced
behaviour, he just couldn't force himself to behaamy
differently.

It wasn't simply that he didn't want her any mdre recognised,
he... He what? Loathed her, hated her, resented her

In the early days before he realised there wasamt,that the
whole situation...thashewas beyond any kind of help, he had
tried to persuade her to seek professional ad¥ee.response
had been to threaten to kill herself. She had hingat work to
tell him that he would soon be free of her anddfushed home
to find her sprawled naked and drunk across tresl; Bn empty
bottle of painkillers at her side. He had no wakwbwing how
many she had managed to take. Fortunately theiodbad been
very understanding, but that had been over fifigsars ago and



David knew that such a situation would never bedlethwith
such discretion now.

Duncan Flitt had been a contemporary of his fatfieey had
played golf together and been old friends. Betwidwm they
were the unofficial keepers of much, of the arsatgets. Today
things were different. The local medical practicsvgerviced by
four doctors, all of them several years his junibalso boasted
an acupuncturist, a reflexologist and several cellors.

Tiggy's caressing hand had reached his belly. bleefrtensely
aware of the resistant slackness of his penis laadact that it
was going to remain in that limp state.

Beneath the bedclothes, Tiggy moved towards hifshing her
naked breasts against his arm as she did so. Rawged. The
odour of her vomit still clung to her skin or peplsat was being
exuded from it, he decided as he swallowed down ols
reciprocal nausea. As she leaned across to kissh@mbreath
smelled initially of mint but beneath the mouthwastharpness
he could still smell the sour taste of her nightdiactivities. The
bathroom would stink of it, as well, and becausei®ivas home
he couldn't use the spare bathroom, not without ritle of
arousing her suspicions.

Olivia... No doubt it was her arrival that had ppaated Tiggy's
latest attack. Not that she needed much of an exaag more;
anything and everything could set her off. Increglsi, though,
she had recently begun to fret over the fact thatvgas growing
older, flirting increasingly openly with younger méehaving in
a way that was totally inappropriate for the wifeaanan in his
position. As yet he did not think that she had altyugone so far



as to have a real affair but he suspected thatngike right
opportunity...

An affair. Dear God, if only she would. If only skeuld find
someone else to take over from him the unwanteddouof her
emotional and physical demands, her constant need f
reassurance, her scream-ing outbursts that heotlidve her, her
accusations that there was someone else, thatlbager wanted
or loved her.

‘Happy birthday, darling...."

Mutely he endured the unwanted intimacy of her,kiss daring
to provoke her by withdrawing from her and yettls same
time, aching to be able to do so. Her hand hachezhbis penis
now. He cringed.

'‘What a poor, sad little boy,' she was cooing sndar. 'Doesn't he
want to come out and play, then...?'

David gritted his teeth.

'Is he all hurt and sulky, then?' Tiggy teased.e®be want
Mummy to stroke him and kiss him better...?'

David shuddered violently in a reaction of rejestand disgust.
'‘We've got to get up,' he reminded her hoarsehge Girthday...'

'l thought that was what | was trying to do," Tiggyuntered,
pouting, but David was already moving away from li@owing
back the duvet.

‘You said last night that you'd got to help Jening,feminded her
as he pulled on his robe.



David was beginning to look dispiritedly middle- dgdiggy
decided. He had recently put on weight and thatplsal with the
flaccid smallness of his penis, was decidedly utherdJnlike
her, he seemed to have no interest in looking dfteself, in
keeping his body fit and his weight down. Surreptisly she
touched her own stomach. It felt reassuringly tnd flat. She
breathed out in relief and examined her polishats.n@ne of
them was scratched. She frowned. She must havetbdan&st
night when... Hurriedly she pushed the thoughtrte side.

What had happened last night? What happened tmosk dark,
frightening nights like last night wasn't somethsige wanted or
needed to think about during the day. It was owev and best
forgotten...a silly habit she had fallen into butieh she could
break...end...any time she liked. David knew tingtghe knew it,
too. She realised she had been a bit naughtyefdaerspending,
but David didn't understand how lonely she felt sbmes. He
had his own busy life at work and she was at hoene &ll day on
her own.

Of course, she had her girlfriends...but...she Wwéka Jenny, the
kind of woman who could busy herself with good v&réhildren
and cooking. She needed more than that. She was cmintry
person. David should take her out more...make fum® of her,
showher that he loved her. She might be in her mididsrbut
she was still a beautiful and desirable woman.rigit, Olivia

might be younger than her but she would never betteactive.
Why, when she had been Livvy's age she could hagédar pick
of a couple of dozen men even though she had beemech to
David at the time, and a mother.

Her dress was hanging up over the bedroom door,
body-hugging shimmer of silver-shot silk that lodkdike



mother-of-pearl when she moved in it. It was a smht, a
perfect fit; she touched her stomach again. Shé&doear the
shower running. David was still in the bathroomrHaps she
ought to try it on again, just to make sure...
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Anything else | can do?'

'No. I think we've just about finished now," Rutisared Olivia as
she stepped back to eye the arrangement for thetaiole,
tweaking a couple of stems judiciously.

"The flowers look wonderful.'

Ruth gave her great-niece a wryly amused smilerifgpdhe
genuine admiration in her voice and guessing wdabgéhind it.
'‘What were you expecting,’ she mocked her gentlycan |
guess? Something twee and stilted, overwired flewreat would
have looked more artificial than real, poor thingde shook her
head reprovingly.

Olivia laughed. 'Something like that,’ she admittegfully.
‘Certainly nothing like this.'

She gestured towards the vibrant tumble of sofilyiral flowers
set income sort of wire concoction filled with mesa theme that
Ruth had repeated throughout the huge marquee nyinga
forms. Moss, fruit and even vegetables as wellagers had all
been utilised to create the wonderfully rich fadlscascading
colour that Olivia was now admiring.

'‘No wonder Aunt Jenny was so insistent on plaiamréangings
for the marquee,' she commented to Ruth.

‘Jenny and | were both in agreement that we watotget away
completely from the prettiness of bridal tulle atainty pastels.’



'‘Well, you've certainly done that," Olivia assureer, gently

touching the silky petal of one of the vividly caled geums and
poppies Ruth had used to create the harmonisingesas reds,
oranges and yellows that were her colour theméim®event.

On the far side of the marquee, Jenny herself wasygound
each of the tables checking that everything waplatce. The
caterers had already arrived and were busy getiiegselves
organised.

Ben, who had been generally getting in everyonely and
grumbling all afternoon, had finally allowed HugWige, Ann, to
coax him back to the house, leaving Jenny freeakenmer final
Inspections in peace.

'‘Caspar seems to be getting on well with HillarRuth
commented, glancing across the marquee to wherénwbef
them were deep in conversation.

‘Well, they are both American," Olivia respondedtradly. She
had never particularly taken to Hillary without itgdbeing able
to say why.

It was Saul, she had noticed this afternoon, who toatake
charge of their children, including little Meg, btien, in
fairness, Olivia to admit that she had no idea haweh time Saul
normally spent with his children, perhaps not vewych, and
hence Hillary's determination that on this occasioa deserved a
small break from them.

Saul had taken them back to the house now in dalestart
getting them bathed and changed in readiness &etening
ahead.



Her own brother, Jack, like his cousin, Joss, hadlikagooned
into helping out with the carrying to and fro oftR'sg flowers and
other materials. Was he aware of their mother'slpro...?

All day long Olivia had been trying to push the mtgeof the
preyous night to the back of her mind but they doltlbe ignored
for ever, of course. Sooner or later she would...

She would... She tensed as she heard Caspar lgudtitary
was standing beside him, her hand on his arm, an@la&ia
watched she leaned across him to tuck a discanssancrose
into the buttonhole of his jacket. It was an intiengesture and
one that Olivia instinctively resented, her bod{fexting as she
watched the way Caspar responded to Hillary, amplstre
oblivious to her own presence.

'Why don't you take Caspar home?' she heard Rujtesting
gently at her side. 'There's nothing else to de hew apart from
a bit of clearing up and the boys can help me wi#t.'

‘Aunt Ruth..."' Olivia paused. She desperately wasteameone to
confide in, someone to talk to about her concerrhé&y mother
and her own shock at what she had discovered,sosirang as
that need was, her sense of loyalty to her motheregmted her
from giving in to it. Ruth had never really approvdiiggy and
if Olivia told her what was going on...

‘What is it, dear?'

‘Nothing..." Olivia backtracked. 'I'll go and ged<par.’



'Flowers all done?' Caspar enquired as Olivia vaerntss to join
him.

‘Yes,' she confirmed as she slipped her arm thrbighnd gave
Hillary a cool smile.

Ostensibly Saul's wife had come down to the mar¢qoigan the
other helpers but so far as Olivia was aware speaed to have
spent most of her time chatting to Caspar.

'‘We really ought to leave,' she warned Caspar rosha looked
pointedly at her watch. 'The Chester crowd willdbeving soon
and | promised Mum that we'd be on hand to helg out

'‘Poor you,' Hillary butted in sympathetically longi Olivia was
perfectly aware, not at her but instead at Caspaha turned her
body slightly towards him and with an air of congfily that
Olivia knew only too well was designed to exclueedelf. "You
must be finding it a little intimidating being ertpd by such a
large family. | know | did the first time | met tireall. | felt quite
alienated and alone—the only American and very manoh
outsider.’

‘That would have been your and Saul's wedding wayldn't it,
Hillary?' Olivia interrupted her coolly, remindinger, 'l don't
think you'd met the whole family before then, had'y

'‘Caspar, we really ought to be going,’ she repeatitdout
waiting for Hillary's response.

‘That was a little bit harsh, wasn't it?' Caspamo®nted
critically once they were in the car and out ofl&fy's hearing.



He felt slightly on edge and irritable and wad stiharting from
Olivia's sexual rejection the previous evening etleough he
was loath to admit it even to himself.

'‘What was a little harsh?' Olivia queried even tffoshe knew
exactly what he meant. The day would have beerssitrie
enough with only the tension of working so hard get

everything just right for tonight without the addedrden of
worry and anxiety she was having to carry of thecavery she
had made about her mother. The last thing she dewule was
any kind of disharmony between her and Casparitiked her

that he didn't seem able to see what kind of woHh#lary was,

and if she was honest, it had annoyed and hurtjyetsher, too,
that he had seemed content to spend so much dcftérmoon
with Hillary. It still rankled that he hadn't beemore

understanding last night.

'You know what,' Caspar countered as she staredah That
comment you made just before we left.’

'‘Really?' Olivia challenged him, changing gear ¢oackly, the
raw, grating sound of the clashing gears furthacerbating the
already irritated and edgy state of her nervousesys'l don't
think so, Caspar. In fact, if you want my honesham, | find it
rather odd that Hillary should have made such istant at all,
but then she's the type of woman who never misses
opportunity to grab any male interest and sympathg thinks
might be available.’

‘Ahal!' Caspar responded, his face suddenly relariog teasing
smile. 7 understand. You're jealous and—'



‘No, | amnotjealous,' Olivia denied angrily. 'l just don't lpapn
to like Hillary very much, that's all. She's a vepyedatory
woman, very cold and calculating apd far too—'

‘American,' Caspar finished for her, his voice srdg hardening
as his smile disappeared. 'No wonder she feelsdatéd and
alienated if that's the way your family treats hiee, continued,
his voice grim with contempt.

'Is that what she told you...that she feels isolated?' i®liv
demanded, suddenly beginning to lose her temperkBéw she
was handling the situation badly, allowing it tollban into
something far more important and potentially daogsrthan it
should have ever been allowed to be, but shefeitilafraid and
hurt from last night's discoveries and from Caspegfusal to
share her feelings over them.

'‘We did discuss how difficult she was finding it to adjtcstife in
this country," Caspar agreed evenly in a tone afevthat warned
Olivia that she wasn't the only one fast losingguate with their
conversation. But she was too wrought up, too ogeedoo
much in need of the very large helping of TLC hemsed to have
been unable to give her the previous night buthibatppeared to
have had no trouble at all in handing out geneyotesHillary
this afternoon—to apply logic and restraint to trevughts and
emotions—or her reactions.

'Oh, did you?' Olivia demanded angrily. 'Well, sbertainly
seemed to be getting @ery sympathetic hearing from you,
judging by the way she was all over you,' she furtaadl she was
certainly getting far more understanding from yboart | got last
night. But then | suppose the two of you are orommatible
wavelength, being fellow countrymen,' she finiseattastically.



'It certainly helps to create a bond," Caspar aboaémly, 'and |
have to say, Livvy, that she seems to be dealimgnfare
responsibly with the threatened breakdown of hariage than
you are with—'

‘The threatened breakdown of her marriage,’ Olwiarrupted
him, shocked. 'What are you talking about? Thengthing
wrong with her marriage to Saul. In fact—"

'‘No?' Caspar countered grittily. '"And how would yaow that?
According to Hillary, none of you has made the fedtempt to
welcome her into the family or to find out why shsb unhappy
or to help her to adjust to a different way of life

Olivia discovered she was shaking slightly as sineed into her
parents' drive and stopped the car. T don't beliavlearing any
of this. If Hillary feels that we've neglected henr—any
way—then | would suggest that the fault, if thereme, lies more
with her than with us. What else did she tell yah2 demanded.

‘Not an awful lot other than the fact that ther@'sistory of
antagonism and dislike towards Americans in theliam

'‘What?' Olivia stared at him in disbelief. 'Nowrlowshe's been
lying to you. What on earth made her say a thikg that? It's
completely untrue. She's the first American to manto the

family and—'

‘To marry into it, maybe. But not the first to be involvedthva
member of it,' Caspar interrupted her grimly. "Eheras Ruth's
affair with an American major during the war and—'

'Ruth's what?' Olivia couldn't keep the shock dutey voice and
she saw Caspar frown as he recognised it.



'‘We'd better go inside,' he muttered, turning terofne car door.

Olivia stopped him, grabbing hold of his sleever leges
passionately alive with anger and hurt as she hotd 'Oh no,
you can't leave it there, not after saying somethike that. |
know nothingabout Ruth's having an affair wiéimyone She was
engaged during the war to a British airman who willed in

action.'

‘Well, according to Hillary, who | gathered heahn@ story from
Hugh, she was involved with an American major whasw
stationed locally, but when your grandfather andf&ner found
out about the relationship they reported the m@adris superiors
and insisted that the relationship had to end. Agmply an
American, in those days at least, wasn't good eémaognarry
into their family! And Hillary says that kind of @judice does
tend to be passed on from one generation to thie' nex

Appalled and confused, Olivia could think of nothin
constructive to say. It was bad enough having tdobbeed to
admit that she knew nothing of any relationship dpeat-aunt
may or may not have had with an American but whad even
worse was feeling that a barrier of doubt and msttrhad
somehow sprung up between them. Caspar now seemned
believe that her family had some deep-seated dishit
Americans. Troubling, too, was her own inabilityo® able to do
anything to convincingly refute it and thereby urtie damage
that Hillary had so carelessly inflicted.

‘But you know how | feel about you, Caspar,' sHerefl weakly.
It was all she could think of to say as she toudhedappealingly
on his arm.



‘Do 1?' he responded unforgivingly. 'l wonder whouyre going
out with me, exactly. Is it because I'm Americarna@s, because
I'm a way of getting back at your grandfather?'

Without giving her a chance to reply, he got outls car and
loped towards the house, leaving Olivia with naapbther than
to follow him. She knew that once they were indigey would

have no opportunity for any private conversatioot, with the

house soon to be full of visitors and the partyyanimatter of a
few hours away. Yet she desperately wanted thaestuve their
argument and make their peace with one another. Nl

convince him to retract his unjustified accusatout the basis
of her feelings for him.

It was both unfair and illogical of him to throwathkind of
accusation at her and then walk away without algwher to
defend herself from it. It left her feeling almast though he had
wantedto pick a fight with her; as though... As thoughat? But
If so, then why? It was so unlike him, so alien ®rfaturity and
the deeply grounded sense of himself she so adanmeé@njoyed
in him,

Dispiritedly Olivia followed Caspar into the houdgehind her
on the drive she could hear the sound of carsiagdv-the
Chester 'lot' no doubt! Squaring her shouldersfisiidy put her
own thoughts and fears to one side.



7

A little nervously Jenny smoothed down the skirthef dress.
Jon hadn't seen it as yet. In fact, no one hadisepart from Guy
Cooke.

She had been initially amused and then very touahnssh he had
announced several months earlier that he was takergto
Manchester in order for her to buy an outfit foz thrthday ball.

'‘Manchester?' she had queried, half-inclined taseeto go, not
sure whether he was serious or simply subjectingtbehis
sometimes wickedly dry sense of humour.

'What on earth for? Chester is much closer and—'

'‘Chester may be much closer but it doesn't possegsmporio
Armani," he had countered, enlightening her obvicmsfusion
by explaining, as though trying to instil compresien of some
arcane adult concept to a very small child, 'Armany dear
Jenny, just in case you are the only person onglbise who is
unaware of the fact, is a designahedesigner so far as the vast
majority of elegant, successful women are concendedlesigns
clothes forwomer—not girls, you will note, not models, not
fashion victims, butvomenwith a capital W and there is a branch
of his vast network of retail outlets in Manchestelling clothes
from his diffusion range.'

‘Thank you, Guy," Jenny had retorted wryly, 'bug, ydave heard
of him and as for buying one of his designs or daeking...' She
had shaken her head and laughed. '‘My budget deasart® that
kind of extravagance.'



'‘An Armani is never an extravagance,' Guy had cteceher and
then added smugly before she could argue furthed, besides,
this is a diffusion range we are discussing withasly modest
prices. If you won't come with me, then | shalltjnave to go by
myself," he had added determinedly, ‘and choosetsomg for

you by guesswork.

'l mean it, Jen,' he had informed her sternly, ‘gminot going to
this do wearing some dowdy, dull "bargain" boughthe last
minute because you haven't had the time to gehamyyelse and
because we both know that if you had you wouldspend either

it or Jon's money on something—anything—for yoursibr
once in your lifeyouare going to be dressed in something that
does you justice and for once in your life, evepaliwon't put
yourself first, then I'm damn well going to seettksameone
does!'

Jenny had had to sit down.

'‘But why?' she had asked him, honestly bewildergdthe
obvious strength of his resolution.

'Why? If | said because you deserve it, you'd Bodthe way of

arguing me out of it,' he had told her frankly, isstead I'll say
because even if you yourself don't recognise if,gwe it not just

to yourself and to Jon but to me, as well, andhi®business and
before you come up with any more arguments, thenbss is

going to pay for it. No, | mean what | say,

Jenny," he had repeated. 'Either you come with im&l go by
myself and—'



‘And you'll what?' she had teased him gently. ‘Mate wear
whatever you choose or send me to bed in punishmstgad
with a glass of water and some dry bread?"

She had only meant it as a joke but she saw theaihdais eyes as
he told her oh so gently and oh so quietly, 'lfveregot the
opportunity to send you to bed, Jenny, it mostawelt wouldn't
be in punishment and as forakingyou wear it... Well, let's just
say | don't imagine it would be beyond my powenséok on Jon
to ensure thatepersuaded you to wear it.'

Bravely Jenny had met the look in his eyes.

There had been odd occasions before when her weimatihcts

had told her that Guy wanted more from her thanfjiendship,

Instincts that she had dismissed as the over-aatagination of

a middle- aged woman. Now she knew she had beengyoon
rather that she had been right.

But they had still gone to Manchester, mainly beeaGuy had
already preempted her by going behind her badkftwm Jon of
his plans and to get his assistance.

Jon, Jenny suspected, had little idea who or whaRAm@mani
might be but Guy's comments had struck an unfarmdia chord
within her, reminding her of how she had felt & #mnual family
get-together at Christmas dressed in the famikausty of her
‘good suit' and humiliatingly conscious of how diffnt she
looked, not so much from Tiggy but from the othepmen
present there, as well, women who were probablymuoe
physically attractive than she was herself andagdst no
younger but who seemed to have a confidence, a pnd
themselves, that she had always lacked. Even Radhbleen



more trendily dressed than she was herself, attfiattJoss had
pointed out to her at the time.

She had been unnerved at first on stepping inteohidly built
King Street building that housed the Armani stdrke female
assistants, every one of them impeccably dressedjemomed,
all seemed to possess the same lItalianate good.|ddiey
exuded a certain air that initially she had fourdyhsly
intimidating but that, on closer inspection, meléahy to reveal
a genuine helpfulness that soon had her forgdtngloubts and
allowing herself to be coaxed into trying on clahthat ten
minutes beforehand she would have totally refusedeven
consider wearing.

In the end she had bought the dress she was weanigiht—a
handful of cream crepe in the simplest of styles tkll from a
sort of Empire-style bodice to her ankles in a swaif material
that owed nothing to the vagaries of fashion arehgiiing to the
eye of the master who had designed it.

It was, as the enthusiastic saleswoman pointetbcugr, a dress
designed to complement and flatter a woman's figiighout a
single frill or flounce and without coming anywharear fitting
tightly to her body, it somehow still seemed totjubmphasise
all her good points, Jenny had realised as shedsttrher own
reflection in silent astonishment.

It was a dress that made her look and feel veryhnauwwoman; a
dress that brought back all her teenage yearnimgj$oagings to
be seen as desirable... yearnings and longingshkdahought she
had packed sensibly away with all her other mersooiethose
years. Yearnings and longings that she had toldeffesternly
were most certainly not appropriate to a womanevfdge. And



yet, she had still bought the dress and a trousir as well,
which she was saving for the family lunch they weaging the
next day.

The dress went beautifully with the pearls that Bad given her
for their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary, reflaggi their
creamy colour and satiny texture. She held hertbradittle as
she fastened them.

The phone was ringing as Olivia walked across #@iedn her
way to join the others in a predeparture drink he trawing
room. She answered it automatically, asking thkectd wait as
she went to find her father.

‘There's a call for you,' she told him. 'The Ceddussing Home.'

David could feel himself starting to sweat and hew that his
heart was beating far too fast. He could feel é#msibn invading
his chest, tensing his muscles, his whole body, \aitidl it the
accompanying nausea of fear.

His palm was so damp he had to wipe it as he pickedhe
receiver and cleared his throat. 'Yes, David Caghtere.' His
jaw was aching again. He massaged it with histieeel, turning
his back towards the half-open drawing-room dooreasskened
to what his caller had to say.

Upstairs in his attic bedroom, Caspar grimaced adirmally
managed to knot his bow tie and reached for hissfa¢ie wasn't
looking forward to the evening ahead and not jestalise of his
guarrel with Olivia who, in his opinion, had beerowg to blame
Hillary for it even if it had been her revelatiofst provoked it.



He had noticed a change in Olivia over the past tays;
suddenly the family that, at a distance, she almisstained had
become all-fired important to her. Suddenly he &ixlviews
were no longer apparently of any value to her. Labkhe way
she had dismissed his advice over her mother'obwneed for
professional help and counselling.

'It doesn't matter how much they quarrel with onether, in the
end they always stick together," Hillary had warrdeoh this
afternoon. 'They stick together and they shut yot)' she had
added emphatically with a bitter look in the direct of her
husband.

'l suppose | should have seen the writing on théween Hugh
told me about Ruth,' she had added, 'but at the ltohdn't realise
exactly what he was telling me, any more than lised exactly
what it meant when | discovered that it was parBef's grand
plan for the family that ultimately Saul should mya®livia.'

Saul should marry Olivial Caspar frowned his lack o
comprehension. Olivia had never said anything to habout
there being any family hopes that she might maew father's
cousin. But then she had never mentioned the fzat her
great-aunt had apparently had an extremely passiona
relationship with an American major who, accordiacHillary,

had virtually been co-erced into giving her up.

How much more was there about her family, abousdiérthat
Olivia hadn't told him?

* * %

"You look just as I've always known you could loskpuld look.
You look wonderful, perfect. You look...you.'



Strange how such words, such emotions, when exgatdgsone
man, the wrong man, could mean so little and coalgse more
embarrassment and self- consciousness than pleasiiget the
same words when said by the right man...

Logically, of course, Jenny should have expectedicipated,
that Guy would be the one to praise and admireappearance,
take a long look at her as she welcomed him andgslek her out
at the first opportunity to take hold of her hand d@raw her close
to him as he told her what he felt. But for somaesmn she was
still idiotically hoping that...

The meal was over and the band had started to Blayeral
couples were already dancing.

‘Jenny! Goodness! You do look—

Jenny tensed as she saw the look Tiggy was givengiind heard
the critical edge in her voice, but before she d@aly anything
more, Ruth interrupted firmly, "You look wonderfdgnny. | love
your outfit.'

There was no mistaking the sincerity in Ruth's @par the warm
approval in her eyes as she, too, studied heryJeuognised,
and even David, who was standing slightly behinggyj was
looking at her now, his eyes widening slightly d@hen lingering
on her.

It's Armani, isn't it?" she heard Tiggy demandiag she
self-consciously forced herself to break the eyetaminDavid
was maintaining with her. Ridiculous of her to stdushing like
that. David was her brother-in-law, that was alereif once...

'Yes, yes, it is,' she answered Tiggy hastily.



'‘What on earth made you buy it?' Tiggy persisteet. &es had
narrowed, her voice was slightly shrill and shekkxb almost
unhealthily pale, Jenny noticed. 'lt isn't you lat a

‘Mother..." Olivia upbraided her mother warningiyving Jenny
an apologetic look as she started to draw Tiggyawa

Jenny frowned as she watched them. It wasn't liggyTto be
bitchy or unkind and her comments were making Jemaye
second thoughts about the advisability of weariegriew outfit.
Perhaps Jon hadn't said anything about it not Iseche simply
hadn't noticed that she looked any different butalnee he had
not wanted to upset her by criticising her appeagan

‘Tiggy's wrong, you know...." Her head came up las Iseard
David's voice. He smiled warmly at her. 'lt does gou.'

As tongue-tied as a small child, Jenny could otdynd there and
shake her head mutely.

‘Tiggy's just jealous of you, that's all.'

‘Jealous of me?' Jenny stared at him. 'She cassilpp be,’ she
protested. 'Not when she's...'

'‘Not when she's what?' David prompted, taking ladltder arm
and starting to draw her towards the dance floor.

Jenny shook her head again. 'l can't dance witmyey David,’
she told him huskily. 'The caterers—'

'Of course you can,' he told her. 'The caterersaaat) but | can't.
Mmm...you feel good,' he murmured as he turneditter his
arms and began to dance.



Helplessly Jenny realised that David wasn't gomdet her go
and that it would cause less fuss to give in antteavith him
than to go on protesting.

Unlike Jon, David had always been a good dancerataral
dancer, and her face grew hot in the darknesseftibtly lit
dance floor as she remembered what was said abewutwho
were naturally good dancers. Too good, she deaclakily as he
ignored her efforts to keep a respectable disthet@een them
and pulled her closer to him.

‘What's wrong?' he whispered against her hair. (&md to enjoy
dancing with me like this once.’

Jon was standing on the opposite side of the ddomaalking to
Ruth. He didn't appear to have seen them.

'You look wonderful tonight,” David told her softlris hands
sliding up to caress her back. "You look wonderfidu feel
wonderful...you are wonderful, Jenny, and | wishédl I'd never
been stupid enough to let you go.'

‘David..." Jenny protested, finding her voice at.la
'‘David what?' he demanded roughly.

His breath smelt faintly of drink, which must syréle why he
was talking to her like this, Jenny decided.

'How many years is it since we last danced togetikerthis,
since we last held each other like this?' he ablkeed

Jon had seen them now, and out of the corner oéy®idenny
could see him frowning slightly as he watched th&tax had



seen them, as well, and there was no mistakingxpeession in
his eyes as he glowered at David's dinner-suited.ba

‘Do you know what I'd like to do right now?' Davidas
murmuring to her. 'lI'd like to—"David, we reallyght to get
back to the table.' Jenny almost gabbled the wiarter haste to
bring the situation back to normality. 'There dréthe speeches
and the toasts.'

'‘And the congratulations and the kisses,' Daviced) turning
his head to look right into her eyes. '"You havkissed me yet,
Jenny.’

'Yes, | have,' she corrected him. 'l kissed youiezawhen you
arrived.'

'‘No, you didn't,’ David denied. 'You gave me a fdlitisisterly
peck on the cheek, yes, but you didn't kiss mean still
remember the first time you kissed me, Jenny. Yasied of
blackberries and fresh air...." 'David...' Jenmtegsted. 'Stop it.'

'"You tasted of blackberries and fresh air,' he aggmk ignoring
her, 'and it was the most delicious kiss I've éaxit. You were
the most delicious...’

To Jenny's relief the band stopped playing. 'Wetmgasack to
the table,' she told David firmly. Her heart waatogg far too fast
and her face was far, far too flushed. She fdie.fslt...

The last thing, the very last thing she neededytanivas to be
reminded of how she had once felt about David av.hdVhen
he finally let her go with obvious reluctance, Jenrade her way
quickly back to their table, but she knew that tteenage had
already been done.



'l can still remember the first time you kissed'm&vid had told
her. Well, so could she, although her memoried ofere, she
suspected, different from his.

It was true that she had been picking blackbeares no doubt
her hands and her mouth had been stained withjtheg, but it
had been David and not she who had instigated ifs Ravid
who had teased and challenged her by guessinglibdiad still
not been properly kissed, demanding, when she dénidat she
prove it to him by showing him just how expert angberienced
she actually was.

She had put down her basket of blackberries ankedalowly
towards him, her head held high, her pride refusingllow her
to back down and inwardly feeling more terrifieéithshe had
ever felt in her whole life.

From before the previous Christmas the other girlser class
had been boasting about their new-found skillshe art of
snogging and whilst she had smiled and pretendetbmare that
she was excluded from this new game, in privatensigesecretly
studied every kiss she'd seen in films, endlesslgdering and
worrying how she would fare when a boy finally ladsher. And
now that that day had come it wasn't just any howvas

him...David Crighton.

Screwing up her courage as tightly as she haddleaewed up
her eyes, she pursed her lips and made a despaarigin

David's direction and then stopped, her lace bgrnivith

humiliation as her lips made contact only with thin

Opening her eyes she saw that David had movedeside and
was watching her in amusement, his mouth curlea antvide
smile.



‘You really haven't a clue, have you?' he hadMeld shaking his
head.

‘Yes, | have," Jenny had fibbed.

‘Liar," he had chided her softly, adding with alsmilt doesn't
matter, though. In fact, | rather like the ideabeing the one to
teach you.'

'l don't need anyone to teach me anything,' Jeadystormed at
him.

'‘No?'

She had turned round, intending to retrieve hekdtaand walk
away, only David moved faster, planting himselfimtn her and
the blackberries, walking towards her slowly asisheked away
from him until she could back away no longer. Hel,hshe
discovered, trapped her very neatly between hig/ lzodl the
stone wall behind her.

What happened then was, of course, inevitable.ddekissed her
tightly closed lips once briefly and then a secomz less briefly
and then...and then he had bent down and pickedhamdful of

blackberries from the basket, popping one intodws mouth

before offering one to her.

Naively she had opened her mouth for it—and for. hifme fate
of the rest of the blackberries he had removed frloenbasket
was something that left her trembling and weak-Krfee weeks
afterwards every time she thought about it, altlotlgg sensual
intimacy of it was spoiled for ever for her wheluminatingly

she later overheard another girl describing DavaVeurite trick

of passing sweets from his own mouth to a girl's.



She had ended up with her mouth ripely staineddgkberries, a
fact that gained her a scolding from her motheefimg the fruit
she had wanted for a pie but that thankfully, & same time,
helped to disguise her tell-tale swollen lips.

Odd, but she never ate blackberries these daymiraher
aversion on the seeds.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Joftinghi
uncomfortably in his seat; the toasts were abolnegin. Apart
from that one small hiccup when David had insisiedlancing
with her, everything had gone perfectly and aceado plan.
Even Ben had praised the food and Jenny had lostt ad the
number of guests who had come up to her and préigedecor
of the marquee and in particular the richness ahRuloral
arrangements as well as doing a very gratifyingbtiotake as
they noted her own appearance.

The quartet engaged to play through the meal hah lza
excellent if expensive idea and the cream backbeapprovided
exactly the right touch of quiet elegance for ttmmwen's gowns
and the men's dinner jackets. Even the younger raesrdd the
family had behaved impeccably. So why did she hhigedull,

heavy feeling, of emptiness almost, of... disapimoéent...?

David was getting to his feet whilst the eagle el/ethe catering
manager checked that everyone had a full glashaihpagne;
Jenny could see the look of pride and love in Begts as he
watched his heir, his most loved son; and she kngvout
having to check that the same look would be midareJon's
eyes. The feeling of heaviness intensified.

David cleared his throat. He knew his speech otidgrt and had
no need really of the notes he had placed on tile ta front of



him; that had always been one of his gifts, thétghho memorise
whole tracts of written material.

He glanced round the marquee. His shirt collartight and he
was hot, too hot, his stomach muscles tense, tred hte had
eaten lying like a millstone in his stomach. Thatnthed phone
call. A spasm of pain ripped through him, paralgdnam with its

intensity. It seemed to spring out of nowhere, fagkthrough

him like lightning and with the deadly speed ofased snake.
First came the sharp sting of its poisoned bite #veh the
burning flood of its deadly aftershock; it was angée no other
he had ever experienced or dreamed of experienaihground

him he could hear noise but it no longer seemeuch him;

only the pain could touch him.

Someone was screaming. It was Tiggy, Jenny recedragkly
as she and Jon struggled to get David into a reggasition, his
body a leaden weight in her arms. She must notthesevord
‘dead'. Not yet...please God, not yet.

'‘What is it...what's happened...?'

That was Ben, his voice querulous and shaky, tlghténed
voice of an old man, as he stood helplessly watrchwe chaos
erupt around him.

Someone—one of Hugh's sons, she couldn't see whieh-was
trying to calm everyone down, to stem the panit liaa flooded
the marquee when David slumped across the talilaguse was
starting to give his speech.

‘The ambulance is on its way.'



Jenny turned gratefully towards Neil Travers. "Th&od you
were here,' she told their doctor simply. 'If yoadh't been...’
Unable to stop herself, she asked anxiously, 'Howe? Will
he...?'

'l don't know," he replied, shaking his head. ttis soon to say.
Right now he's alive. We won't know any more uwgl get him

into hospital. He's obviously had a pretty majcartattack, how
major we won't know until—' He broke off as theytlbbeard the
wail of an ambulance siren. 'You stay here with ,hihe

instructed Jenny unnecessarily. 'I'll go and tekm what's
happened.’

As they waited for the ambulance crew, Jenny tutoddok at

her husband. If anything, his face was even grihaer David's,

his skin putty- coloured. He had been the firgtetact to David's
collapse, reaching out to him as he yelled at'Rer,God's sake,
do something. He's had a heart attack.’

Almost single-handedly he had tenderly lifted histber off the
table and placed him carefully on the ground. He ihat said a
single word since and that was because he wasy Jaraw,
expending every single ounce of energy he hadllimghis twin
to stay alive, his hand clasped tightly around Davas though he
could physically pour his own strength, his owe'sfblood, into
his brother's inert body. It was as though no dse, enothing
else, existed for him.

‘David...David...' Tiggy started to scream, trytoghrow herself
over her husband's motionless body as the ambularee
placed him on a stretcher, and she had to be @ilysrestrained
by Olivia and Caspar.



Jenny winced as Olivia used the flat of her handjite her
mother a short, swift blow against her cheek, natad pain for
Tiggy but more out of sympathy for Olivia.

All round her she could see the shock and disbatiefored in
people's faces as they found themselves unablellyotéke in
what had just occurred.

‘What's happened to Uncle David?' she heard otieeofounger
children asking in panic. 'lIs he dead...?"

It was one of Saul's children who asked the questiad Hillary
immediately tried to silence her.

Poor child. She hadn't after all, done anything ngroJenny
sympathised even if Ben was looking at the girkremugh he
would like to murder her.

‘David...David...where is he? | want to be with hivkihere is
he...?' Tiggy was crying naisily.

‘They're taking him to hospital, Tiggy," Jenny sdiging to
soothe her. 'He's in the best of hands now and—'

‘They can't take him without me. He could die withone. |
should be with him....'

‘Uncle Jon's with him, Mum," Olivia was telling harother
quietly whilst she looked appealingly at Jennyerdily asking her
for help, just as all of them were looking to her help, Jenny
realised as she looked round at the shocked faaesurrounded
her.



She took a deep breath and then said as calmiyasauld,
'‘Caspar, if you could take Olivia and her mothed &en to the
hospital. You can use my car and—'

'I'll drive them,' Saul interrupted her tersely.vill be quicker,'

he added as Caspar looked as though he was abargue. 'l

know the way. Come on,' he instructed, taking rafldiggy's

arm and relieving Olivia of her weight so that s¥ees able to go
over to Ben and gently guide him towards the exit.

'l can hold the fort here,” Ann, Hugh's wife, tdidnny. "You'll
want to get to the hospital yourself.' She pategthy on the arm.
‘Don't worry, David and Jon might be twins, buttti@esn't mean
that Jon...'

Quickly Jenny shook her head. 'No. No, | know iesiot,' she
agreed, anticipating what Ann was going to say. Huamy other
people were wondering the same thing. David hadahaéart
attack...would Jon be stricken down in the same2way

‘They're two separate people, Jenny," Ann wasragig firmly.
'l know that,' Jenny agreed, 'but | sometimes wonder.

Shakily she took a deep breath. Now wasn't the tionetart
losing her temper or her self-control and especradtywith Ann.

'‘Are you sure you don't mind taking charge here@uld like to
be there....'

'Of course | don't mind," Ann assured her. "Yaulg) us—'

‘Just as soon as | hear anything,' Jenny prom&eel.could see
Ruth standing a little apart from everyone elsssJdose to her



side, her arm pressed around him. 'I'm going tdhtispital,' she
told Ruth. 'Ann's offered to take charge hereoif yant to come
with me.

‘Max,' she called out, summoning her elder son winially
hadn't moved from the moment David had collapsetiveimose
face was still blank with disbelief. '‘Max,' she eaped more
sharply when he looked uncomprehendingly at hertjivgauntil
she was sure she had got his attention beforendehim,
‘Laurence and Henry will want to know what's goomg We can't
all go to the hospital. | want you to stay at tloaise with them.
As soon as we know what's happening, we'll give yoing.

‘Luke will drive his parents and his Uncle Laurerzek and
James will take the others. Apparently Luke isdhéy one his
father will trust to drive his Rolls, and fortunbtesince he was
late arriving, he hasn't had anything to drinkginjeexplained to
her son.

The mention of Luke's name seemed to have cauglattantion.

'‘God bless Saint Luke," Max sneered nastily undgrbheath,
causing Jenny to draw a sharp breath and thewldwt@ hard on
her bottom lip. Quarrelling with Max was the lasing she had
the energy for right now.

Behind his back, Ann gave a brief understandingksta her
head. 'Don't worry,' she mouthed reassuringliystiit everything
out here. You go.'

As she drove her car into the parking area fomtbepital's new
cardiac unit, Jenny acknowledged the irony of e that she
herself had been extremely active in helping vhhfund-raising
for the unit and was more grateful than ever fbthadse people



who had contributed their time and their money takimg its
existence possible. Whether or not the unit andskilés of its
specially trained staff would be enough to savei®avife was
another matter.

Shakily she released her seat-belt and turned tde sas
reassuringly as she could at Ruth.

The receptionist's greeting was a comforting bleotl
professionalism and sympathy. 'The specialistilisvgith your

brother-in-law," she told Jenny, once she had gnegmame. 'If
you'd like to join the others in the waiting area.'

‘Joss, why don't you and Jack go and get your mathe me a
drink?' she heard Ruth instructing her younger 4ta.given
them a bad shock,' Ruth told Jenny when they had.go

As they walked into the waiting room, Jenny autooadly

looked for Jon. He was at the other side of there@oth Olivia

and Tiggy and hadn't seen her walk in. Tiggy wasgrand Jon
had his arm around her. Gravely Jenny watched them.

'It's Livwy | feel the most sorry for,’ Ruth annamed
unexpectedly. 'If she's not careful, she's goindind herself
turning into a leaning post for Tiggy.'

‘You stay here with Ruth while | go and have a waith your
father," Jenny instructed Joss when he came baakanefully
carrying their coffee.

Jon still looked as though he was in shock, Jerotgchas she
reached him and saw the way he was barely abtectsfon her,
even recognise her, his face almost a total blank.



'Is there any news yet?' she asked him anxiouslya$ Olivia
who answered her.

'‘No, nothing concrete. They've confirmed that Dadid a heart
attack but as yet they don't know...'

She put her hand over her mouth as her eyes starfddwith
tears.

‘Come on now, take it easy. At least he's stileaind he's in the
best place...safe hands,..'

Olivia gave Saul a grateful look as he had obvipuasierheard
Jenny's question and come across to join them.

He had been marvellous on the way to the hospaiahg charge
calmly and easily, even managing to stop her mithmgsterics
without betraying any of the disdain or disapprasia suspected
that Caspar might have shown, and once they hadogtte
hospital he had dealt equally efficiently with exérng there,
even managing, Olivia noticed, to have a discremtwvith one
of the nurses to make sure that a professionahagekept on
Ben who, shockingly, seemed to have aged a deoaal® many
minutes, turning from a domineering, irascible ath into an
almost frighteningly frail and vulnerable old man.

Just like the rest of the family, she had alwaysvkm, of course,
how much David meant to him and it made her hezrée avith
pity for him now to see the debilitating effect g heart attack
had had on him.

Uncle Jon, too, looked equally devastated althanghdifferent
way. He had remained with her father right up uh#& specialist
had arrived to examine him, and the moment he radkied into



the waiting room, Tiggy had run over to him, flingiherself into
his arms, demanding, 'He's not dead, is he? Telletgenot dead.
| can't live without him. | can't...’

'‘No. He's not dead, Tiggy,' Jon had reassured her.

No, David wasn't dead, thank God. Thank God. Ndtiduvas
the shock of seeing his brother collapse in frdrtim—nhis fear
for him, his love—that was responsible for the ifegd he was
experiencing now. He had the oddest sense of someiod
really being a part of what was going on around, lmhsomehow
having stepped outside himself, seeing himselfhasigh his
mind, his spirit, had somehow become detached fisrbody.

His movements, his behaviour, his words, were albmatic,
Instinctive. He was acting as he always had, asdin&ul,
responsible brother.

He tried to put himself in his twin's shoes, to gme what it
would be like if he were the one lying in the haapbed. Would
Jenny be weeping over him, distraught, inconsolatilehe
thought of losing him?

Or would she be looking at David and thinking.. ving...

He had watched them dancing together earlier, thedies so
close, Jenny's head resting against David as hepetdd in her
ear. What had he been saying to her?

Jon had never been under any illusions about Jenegson for
marrying him. If it hadn't been for the baby... And, after all,
had been the one to insist that they did get ndarie couldn't
blame Jenny for that. He had known all along, taawy she had
felt about David. Had known how almost relieved father had



been when he announced that he and Jenny wenegyet#rried
and he had discovered why. Once married to hirmyleould
not pose any threat to the future Ben had planoedavid.
There had been the expected stern parental leatigurse,
about the fact that Jenny was pregnant and he dtasta@cally
through it, speaking only once to defend Jennytanrdmind his
father that creating a new life took two people aotljust one.

He had seen the relief in Jenny's eyes when Daddahritten to
say that he couldn't make it home to at-tend thedvingoand then
naively he had taken that to mean that Jenny hadnted David
there; that she no longer wanted him in her life.

He knew that Jenny had tried very hard to make tinairriage
work just as he had done himself; that she had begood wife
and was an even better mother—that could nevealbedcinto
guestion— but he had seen the look in her eyeseeanl the
evening, watching her as she stood in front obé@room mirror
studying her reflection, not realising that he weee.

Her face had looked unfamiliarly flushed, her lyadf-parted, her
eyes shining with...with what?
Expectation...excitement...because she had knoem ten that
David...?

It had shocked and disturbed him to see her looksng
different...so...so...desirable and...feminine. 8ad not looked
like the Jenny he was familiar with and an odd atos had
gripped his chest as he realised the trouble sthéakan with her
appearance; revealing herself as a serenely sesstid&minine
woman had not been done for his sake. Never oralétime years
they had been married could he ever remember Jakimg the
trouble to dress like that for him.



And there had been no doubt that David had beeresspd, and
not just David. Jon wasn't blind. He had seen thg the male
guests had looked at Jenny, a quick, startled frooin
semi-recognition followed by a much longer and faoren
sexually appraising study of her feminine attrilsute

What had David been saying to Jenny whilst theycdd® Had

he been telling her how attractive she was, remgpter that the
two of them once...? And what had Jenny felt, orfug really

need to ask himself? As a teenager Jenny had Dsed even if

she had sturdily dismissed her feelings as a nesneagge crush
when she had accepted his proposal of marriage.

David was his brother, his twin brother, and he badn raised
from childhood in the belief that that relationshopeated a
closeness between them, a bond formed on his part
unqguestioning love and loyalty and on David's bygaaseless
affection that must come before everything else eweryone
else in his life.

David might now be dying, but all he could seeimmind's eye
was not his brother's stricken face as he collggsécdis brother
as he danced with Jenny.

Of course he wanted David to live. Of course he S8mlwhy did
he feel this hollowness inside, this emptinesss thimost
complete and total lack of emotion?

Tiggy was still crying and trembling. Automaticallyis arm

tightened protectively around her. Here at leass w@ameone
whose feelings were not tainted, whose sole conea® for

David. He couldn't bring himself to look at Jentoysee what she
was feeling, to read what was in her eyes, justBse...



Jack still had his arm around his mother whilstdhag weepily
to him, Olivia noticed.Shewould have liked the support and
comfort of Caspar's arms around her right nowreflected, but
he'd stayed behind, probably seeking out Hillany dompany
and support.

‘Try not to worry. I'm sure they're doing everytpithey can.'
Saul gave Olivia's hand a comforting squeeze gsdked up on
her tense anxiety.

The waiting-room door swung open and the spechatigked in.
He looked tired and grave-eyed as he began to spesak even
graver voice.

'‘David is out of immediate danger—for the momenit.B He
paused and looked round the room, choosing hissvcacefully
as he took in Tiggy's tear-drenched, pale faceJam equally
tense, too rigid one. Ben was holding on to Hughisporting
arm whilst Ruth stood slightly behind him, Josssdh tucked
comfortingly within her own.

Without knowing she had done so, Olivia took a stigser to
Saul, glad of the male comfort of his arm and thatlof his body
as he drew her closer.

Only Jenny stood alone, somehow positioned so that
specialist was closest to her, and perhaps for ris@son he
addressed himself more directly to her than anysse. To an
unaware onlooker it might have seemed as thougtyJeere the
sick man's wife and Jon and Tiggy the married caupl

'He's had a very serious heart attack,' he cordinpausing
briefly as Tiggy sobbed audibly and clung hardeddaq, 'and in



fact he's very lucky to be alive. But fsealive and...' He paused
again and it was Jenny who stepped into the silence

'‘What exactly is it you're trying to tell us?' sheked quietly.

'‘David is a very seriously ill man. The next twentyur hours
will be critical. Until then, we won't know—'

‘You mean there's a danger that he could haveoadettack? Is
that what you're trying to tell us?' Jenny demanded

'It does happen,’ the specialist warned them gyavélut
hopefully...'

'‘Can...can we see him?' Jon asked huskily.

The specialist shook his head. 'No. I'm afraid thain't be
possible. Not at this stage. It's imperative theas$ kept calm and
sedated. In fact, the best, the only thing you ahxo for him
right now is to go home and try to get some sléepause...' As
he saw the quick, frowning look Jenny gave in Bdirasction, he
beckoned to a hovering nurse, then took Jenny asidesaid
reassuringly, 'I'll prescribe something for youth&-in-law. |
know his own heart's not as strong as it might be.’

‘Tiggy's very upset, Jenny,' Jon announced ten tesnkater as
Saul started to usher everyone back into the amtri@he can't be
left on her own. | think I'd better go back withrtenight, just in
case she needs me.’

‘Yes, of course,' Jenny agreed, quietly refraifirogh reminding
him that Tiggy had a house full of Chester relaive turn to
should she decide she needed a shoulder to cryungdthe
night in addition to her daughter and her daughtssyfriend.



What would be the point after all? Jon simply watild
understand. He would expect her to accept, jusedsad always
accepted, that David's needs and wishes and therefe needs
and wishes of David's closest relatives must autically take
preference over everything and everyone else.

As she got back into the car, she remembered thaat never
commented on her dress. Silly to cry over somethsgenseless
as that when she had so many more important thingsy over.
Appallingly selfish of her, too, to even be thinginf her own
hurt at Jon's lack of response to her tonight,aeehthat at the
forefront of her mind rather than, if only momeritarDavid's
heart attack.

It wasn't that she wasn't concerned for David;frse she was.
He was, after all, Jon's brother and as such...aideJon hadn't
even managed to have a dance together; she couldrféct,
recall the last time they had danced together. Wals so wrong.
She shouldn't be thinking about her own selfishdee&hen
David was so desperately ill. Why hadn't Jon saiglang about
her dress? Hadn't he liked it? Didn't heStepit, she warned
herself. You're not a teenager any more; you'radcautt.
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Well , at least the specialist seems pretty optimtbat David's
over the worst.'

Olivia turned towards Saul.

'He's over the worst,’ she agreed, 'but Mr Hayeswerned us
that it's going to be some considerable time befbess

completely out of danger—they're keeping him irinsive care
until the end of the week but he won't be alloweainh

immediately. Mr Hayes says there's no questionsobeing able
to go back to work for at least three months, arehéhen...’

'‘No," Saul returned gravely. 'lt's going to be h&kthat will Jon
do, do you think, hire a locum?'

'l don't know. No one's really discussed what'sa\gdao happen
with the practice as yet," Olivia admitted. 'Wealé been too
concerned about Dad, but something will have tddree.’

‘Mmm...I wish | could offer to help out myself, butHe spread
his hands expressively. 'lt just isn't possiblee Tdompany's
heavily involved in negotiating some new contragith Japan. |
can't go into details, but from the legal pointv@w it's proving
pretty complex. Hillary's always complaining thhesardly sees
me any more, or rather she used to. | get the isspe these
days that the less she sees of me the better.’

The bitterness in his voice made Olivia wince. ddibecome
increasingly obvious over the past three days, w&eaual had
elected to remain in Haslewich with his family unthe
immediacy of the crisis with David was over, thatdnd Hillary
were no longer happy together. Olivia felt veryrgdor him. It



was plain that he adored his three children andgshpected that
he struggled to make his marriage work more foir theeke than
his own.

They were in the drawing room of Queensmead aloitlg tve
rest of the immediate family who had gathered thereear the
latest bulletin from the hospital on David's prag.e

It had been Olivia's turn to see him today. SheJordhad been
taking turns in accompanying her mother to the halspn her

daily visits to see her husband who was now conscamd able
to communicate, although still quite heavily sedatnd in

intensive care. It had been tacitly acknowledgedhsy family

that Tiggy was far too shocked and distressed Ibyhbisband's
heart attack to endure the trauma of seeing hirhowit some
family support.

Hugh and Ann had remained at Queensmead untitthediate
danger was over but had had to return home as Waghdue to
sit on the Bench. Saul, though, had opted to stan tis father's
stead, telling Qlivia wryly that he might as wedleuup what little
holiday allocation he had left.

'l had hoped we might get away, take the kids ohday
somewhere, but Hillary says the last thing she svaotdo is
spend any length of time cooped up with them andShe was
talking about flying home to see her family on bem.'

His face had been bleak as he delivered this lastepof
information and tactfully Olivia had made no commddesides,
she had enough problems of her own to worry about.

Caspar had moved into her room following her fathaeart
attack and last night... She closed her eyes, anting to have to



think about the problems that were surfacing inreéationship
with Caspar or the mixed-up feelings of panic, nésent and
anguish they were causing her.

How was it possible for their relationship to hasleanged so
much? Yes, of course she had been aware of Caspltw'\ger
feelings of rejection from his childhood. He hadkead quite
openly about them, as she had done about her ola.h&d
thought that she understood Caspar and that hesiodd her
and that even whilst he occasionally drew attentionher
inability to verbally admit to her feelings for hirhe knew that
her fear of actually saying the words 'l love you'no way
lessened her commitment to him just as she hadytitdbat his
own wry awareness of his need to rewrite the ematibistory
of his childhood by placing himself first in her etions meant
that he had come to terms with it.

Now she was not so sure. It had shocked her towsdhat far
from being the mature adult she had believed hinbgoand
someone she could lean on and respect and evenpaokas she
had never been able to do with her father, Casper just as
capable of behaving emotionally and irresponsibbeia in a
different way. Just as able to be selfish and deingn just as
able to ignore her needs and focus on his own. asst
masculinely capable of putting pressure on hertovget he
wanted from their relationship without giving a sed thought to
what she might want or need. Just as he had deneint...

Tensing, she wrapped her arms around herselfdlbean at her
suggestion that Caspar had moved into her roomn$sed the
comfort of his body in bed, his warmth.. .just kmogvthat he
was there. Dismaying, too, was the knowledge thathed been
more disturbed and upset by the discovery thant@her was



suffering from an eating disorder than she had besame ways
by her father's heart attack and shamingly she knaleyv A heart
attack was something that could be explained, dessmi
understood. Her mother's bulimia...

She had wanted desperately to talk over her feelnth Caspar,
to know that he not only understood but sympathised
empathised, with what she was feeling; to see ifelaised how
torn she now felt. How much on the one hand shgddrto be
able to simply walk away and escape, to turn hek lwan the
situation here at home and start a completely ifewvith him in
Philadelphia. A life where she would be judged amiyher own
merits and by people who knew nothing and neverldvkoow
anything of her family background. And yet on thes how
guilty she felt, how compelled to do something totect and
help Jhe vulnerable person she now saw her maih®ss.t

She felt so confused...so helpless. More than amy8he needed
Caspar's understanding...she needed time. But Cappee
obviously wasn't prepared to give her either.

Last night, when she had turned to him, wantingatk... She
closed her eyes again and was instantly back inwetbedroom,
the faint light of the moon shining through thetauns.

‘Caspar,' she whispered softly, ‘are you awake?"'

'‘What do you think?' she heard him grunt, the bmtlel rustling
as he raised an arm, pushed them aside and slipgiraund her,
his mouth nuzzling the soft, warm skin of her thrddmm...I've
missed you.'

He was apparently too engrossed in enjoying the tdder flesh
to register her tension.



'‘Caspar,' she started to protest, but he ignoredhrewing one
leg across her body as he slid his hand alongaweand turned
her to face him, his mouth opening hungrily overshe

Olivia hesitated a second before she started pones It wasn't
that she didn't want to make love. It was just thgitt now it was
more important to her that they talked. She neddedbcalise
what she was feeling and Caspar was the only patsofelt she
could talk to.

It felt so disloyal, hurt too much, to have to atithat the love she
knew she ought to feel for her mother simply wab@te and that
she felt guilty—quilty because all she could feaswpity and
compassion. But Caspar's hand was already movingrtts her
breast. His body was already aroused.

His thumb stroked her nipple and in the darknegstakd to

recapture her normal feeling of sensual delighti@touch. The
first time they had made love she had wanted himwsch, ached
for him so much, that she had actually had a songhsm whilst
he had been kissing her breast, teasing first odéreen the other
erect nipple with the tip of his tongue. The gemtdaghness of
his teeth, the mind-blowing eruption inside her wherstarted to
suck slowly on her nipple had been incredible swmss

She had been mortified with embarrassment, but &akpd
simply laughed, teasing her that if that was hactien to his
sensual stimulation of her breast, he couldn't tedfihd out how
she reacted when it was a far more intimate pahneofbody he
was orally stimulating.

As it happened he had been right; he couldn't esadat neither
could she, but they had made up for their impetydater, and
for the first time in her life Olivia discoveredahit wasn't only



the man who derived pleasure from the warm caregsswoman's
mouth on his sex.

She had been a little hesitant at first to pleasume in such a
way, especially when her own body felt so langsadgeliriously
satisfied, and so her touch had been a little castiand
uncertain.

Caspar hadn't hurried her, though, or tried toddhe pace of an
intimacy she wasn't ready for. Yet, if she was lsonshe had
rather enjoyed the sense of power their intimacyegher,

especially when she had felt him start to swell hadlen as he
responded to the gentle pressure of her mouthlendttoke of
her tongue.

Totally absorbed in his reaction of what she wamgloit had
been several minutes before she recognised notloalfact that
she was squirming rather obviously on the bed betreason
why she was doing so, the reason why her breasidesly
started to ache again, her nipples re-engorgedcihest was
flushing with sensual heat.

When she did realise that the desire recharging Seeual
batteries had nothing to do with anything that @as$@ad done to
arouse her and owed its being quite simply anceraghockingly
to the fact that she was becoming sexually arousgedso
intimately caressing him, she was so surprisedghatreleased
him and sat up abruptly.

'‘What's wrong?' Caspar had asked her, sitting opsdif and
reaching out to take her in his arms. 'lIf you dbke it...'

Olivia had shaken her head. 'No. No, it's not tisdie had told
him.



‘Then what?' Caspar had pressed her when she giidott.

'l...I want you,' she had confessed huskily asi@bieed from his
aroused body to his face and then be- trayingly Hedcher
fingertips to her own mouth, her face warming as alded,
'‘Doing that...being so... | didn't think... | nexerew...'

Later Caspar had shown her that he was equall\evaiite to the
sensual effect of that kind of intimacy when he laer gently on
the bed and even more gently moved apart her fedjghen knelt
between them, touching her, stroking her slowlytclimg her
eyes, holding her gaze so that he could see hetioraas he
slowly lowered his head towards the soft, damp l@mg her
pubic hair.

Olivia had closed her eyes, trying to suppress rtiean of
pleasure she could feel building in her throatasltd his hands
beneath her thighs, lifting her, tilting her, sgther legs over his
shoulders as he started to explore the tender,tsni@aacy of
her, unerringly finding the place where she wastrsessitive,
most responsive, and caressing it until she coaltbnger hold
back her response.

But that had been then: this was now. Beneathtthmellsition of
his tongue, her nipple had started to stiffen,doely responding
to him even if her mind was not.

Beneath her fingertips she could feel the crispoébkss hair, but
where normally she would have buried her handg$ to keep
him, to hold him even closer to her body, tonighiatvshe really
wanted to do was to push him away. How could h&notv...not

sense that she simply wasn't in the mood? Wasdllg s® blind,

so oblivious to her feelings, or did he simply ware? Was it
more important for him to satisfy his own needsithars?



The pressure of his mouth on her breast was inagade had
moved their bodies closer together. She could Heehardness
pressing against her and for the first time inrtelationship
Olivia experienced a need to simply get their loakimg over
and done with as quickly as she possibly could.

Tonight the foreplay she normally loved and enjogedmuch

was merely an unwanted and resented duty. Sincedad for

sex was quite obviously so all- consuming, all-imt@ot, far

more important to him than what she might want eedhand
since he was so obviously ready, why didn't hegosthead and
get it over with?

She moved impatiently against him and then growerddeth as
he misinterpreted her invitation and started t@ssuher with his
hands, sliding them down over her hips, massagendpélly and
then her buttocks in the way she normally enjoyefdte sliding
one hand between her thighs.

Olivia tensed and finally so did Caspar.
'‘What is it?' he asked her. 'What's wrong?'
So he'd finally noticed there was something wrong.

‘Nothing,' she told him curtly, then added, 'LoGlaspar, can we
please get this over with? I'm tired and if you waex as you
obviously do...'

Olivia knew even as she was saying it how awfuhvih@rds must
sound but she just couldn't help herself. Was it faalt that
Caspar was so blind, so selfish that he couldh'tde himself
that she just wasn't in the mood, that what shetedbwas to be



held and comforted, to be listened to and not girnelated as a
means by which he could relieve his sexual tension?

She could feel him watching her in the darkness wadn't
surprised when he started to move away from hesp&ahad
never been the kind of man to force unwanted seswettures.
He had once told her that for him to enjoy sexleasure had to
be mutual, both partners giving and taking, bothrisiy the
desire, the wanting, the arousal. But then justh@&swas about to
turn over, he suddenly reached out and took holtkof pinning
her beneath him with a speed and strength thattteo&ff guard,
and when she looked up at him in stunned shockolieher
angrily, 'Very well, if that's what you want...'

‘Caspar,’ Olivia started to protest but it wasadsetoo late. With
the weight of his body keeping her pressed to @ be was
already starting to enter her.

Her body, she recognised, must have been moreettpusre
responsive than she had thought because it wasirdgrt
accepting him easily enough now, despite her effortense her
muscles against him.

T thought you wanted me to get it over with," Cageaninded
her grimly as he felt her efforts to resist him.

He had started moving faster, harder, and to hecks®livia

realised that a part of her was almost enjoyindkitimeviedge that
she had made him angry. It seemed as though infukim into

anger she could allow herself to acknowledge hen sensual
and sexual needs.

She stiffened as she found that her body was aiafmitely
starting to respond to the fiercely rhythmic thro$tCaspar's



within it. She wanted to push him away, to stop dimmng what
he was doing, to reach out and scratch him withnads, bite
him with her teeth, fight against his sexual possesof her and
at the same time...at the same time...

She gave a sharp gasp as the first fluttering aotm of her
orgasm caught her off guard and then it was tag kauch too
late for her to do anything but wrap herself arobid and call
out his name as the intensity of her own need swdngand
engulfed her.

They had never used sex as a means of hurting oo ex
before, not physically and certainly not emotiopdbut they had
done last night. After it was over she had turned lack on
Caspar, feigning sleep when he had tentativelyhedder and
whispered her name.

After a while she had felt him move away and tusldack to her
whilst she had stayed stiffly where she was, acltorige able to
turn to him and be taken in his arms and yet t@pyantoo hurt to
allow herself to tell him so.

When she had woken up this morning, Caspar waadina the
bathroom. They had been treating one another wuidrded
politeness all day. Stubbornly Olivia told herdbkt Caspar was
the one in the wrong and not her. He should haesvkrhow she
was feeling; he should have seen...understood. Bas
disturbingly conscious of a growing feeling of akion between
them, a reluctance on her part to feel able toiderftilly in him,
to tell him about the hours she lay awake at niglotrrying not
just about her father but also about her mothstening for the
betraying sound of her mother creeping downstairgpeat the



self-destructive binging and vomiting cycle of beloav that she
had witnessed before the party.

Now she smiled tiredly as Jon came over to joinamel Saul. Of
all of them Jon was the one who was taking heefahillness the
hardest, Olivia suspected. After all, not only vis@sher father's
twin brother and bound to be psychologically akelcby his
heart attack, he was also the one who had to bedrtint of the
family's panic and fear, especially her mother'd ars own

father's. In her mother's case, that fear had lokegplayed in
bouts of hysterical tears and a need to cling tm Hioth

physically and emotionally, which must be hard egiotor him

to bear, but when it came to her grandfather..gdontally
Olivia glanced across the room to where her grdahdfawas
sitting.

Perhaps he didn't mean to give the impressionhidatished it
had been Jon who had been stricken with a heaxtkasind not
David... that if he had to lose one of his sonsvbald prefer it to
be Jon and not David. But, nevertheless, that aspression
he had given and Jon must have inevitably been thuguch
accusations—desgite his enviable stoicism and @uietptance
of his father's angry claims that it was due todws failure to
shoulder his fair share of the burden of runnirg ghactice that
David had been overworked to the extent that hisrthkad
damaged by the strain.

'Livvy and | were just wondering how you are gotogmanage
with the practice," Saul commented. 'l imagine yoest option
would be to get a locum in and—'

'‘No." The swiftness with which Jon rejected Sasllggestion
surprised Olivia. His voice, normally gentle anahirolled, had



been almost harsh. 'l...I haven't had time to ctovay decision
about the practice as yet,"' Jon told them stifflyOdivia and Saul
instinctively exchanged surprised glances. Suclemsmce and
intensity were so foreign to Jon's nature thatd baught them
both off guard a little.

'‘But you will have to make a decision soon," Jemtgrposed
quietly from her seat near by. 'You can't possiblythe practice
on your own. There's far too much work and besides—

'‘Besides what?' Jon challenged her, ignoring Oland Saul's
presence as he turned round to face his wife, dicevand eyes
suddenly sharply bitter. 'Besides what?' he dendhragain.
'‘Besides I'm not David and therefore not capableinhing the
practice by myself?'

‘Jon. You know | didn't mean anything of the kind,’

Jenny reproached him. He had changed so much loese past
few days that sometimes she hardly recognised &hme. knew
how much pressure he was under, how anxious arcowed he
was for David...how caught up with supporting nt jTiggy but
his father, as well; and she sensed how hurt h¢ mawe been by
Ben's obvious belief that he was not capable gipsbg into

David's shoes. But it was impossible for him totdm men's

work indefinitely and that was all that she hadrbgeing to say.

'l could help out for a while....'

As soon as she had said the words, Olivia wonde#tsat on
earth had possessed her. She was already commoittgginhg to
America with Caspar. All their plans had been made.



'‘Oh, Livvy, could you? But what about your own jbldenny
exclaimed in obvious relief.

Olivia was conscious of Caspar listening to herwaatthing her
from the other side of the room. Hillary was at $ide, a place
she was frequently to be found of late, she redlbc little

bitterly. As Hillary reached up and whispered sdrveg to him,

Olivia's chin tilted stubbornly.

It was too late for her to retract what she hadl sow and

besides... 'I'm...I'm between jobs at the momsiné 'tola her aunt
quite truthfully. 'l...I haven't got round to telg the family yet,

but | actually handed in my notice at work someetiago, so

there's no reason why | shouldn't step into Ddubes and help
out at the practice for a little while at least.’

'‘Could you, Livvy. That would be marvellous, wouldi Jon?'
Jenny exclaimed as she turned to her husbandotilcw'

'‘What's this, what's this?' Ben was demanding,ngaebviously
been told by Max what was going on.

'Livvy's just offered to help out at the practicgtiuDavid's well
enough to go back to work,' Jenny explained tddteer-in-law.

‘To do what? She can't! She's only a girl and stw's-

'I might be a girl, Gramps, but I'm also a fullyadjfied practising
solicitor," Olivia heard herself reminding her gilfather in a
coolly firm voice. But despite her outward contriolvardly her
heart had started to beat too fast and she coaldhe familiar
turmoil beginning to chum her stomach. 'l know whkat Dad
would want me to do,’ she added, looking her grahef
squarely in the eye. 'Unless, of course, Max wants—



‘That's impossible,' Ben told her testily. "You wnthat perfectly
well. Max is trying for the Bar.'

‘Are you sure you know what you're taking on?' Saufmured

in her ear. 'lt's not going to be easy for you, iknaw. | dare say
that Jon isn't as much of a dyed-in-the-wool traddist as Ben,
but you're still talking about a very old-fashioneduntry

practice with very old-fashioned country clients.'

'‘What are you trying to say to me, Saul?' she ehgtd him
sharply. 'That I'm not up to the work?"'

'‘No, of course not,' he denied. But despite hisialeas she
looked round at the expressions on people™ facalsia
suspected that none of them really believed that\sks capable
of stepping into her father's shoes.

‘Livvy," she heard Jon beginning hesitantly and hesolve
hardened and along with it her voice.

''ve made up my mind, Uncle Jon,' she told hinttigyrj ‘and I'm
not going to change it. I'll be at the office fitking tomorrow
morning.'

She held her breath, waiting for one of them toleal bluff, then

released it slowly when none of them did. They eédaer, she
recognised bleakly, even if none of them, aparnfdgnny, was
prepared to admit it. Well, she would show theme Sfould

show them that she was just as professional amate/Crighton
they'd care to name, and a good deal more so tmae of them,
she decided as she glowered darkly at Max, whowashing

her with his usual smug contempt.



She wondered if he'd told Ben that his elevatioriutbjunior
membership in his chambers wasn't by any meansitaanc
dried as he'd implied and then decided that ifddnt, it was his
own business. She wouldn't want to be in his shtbesgh, if the
final selection went against him as Caspar wagsypsete that it
easily could.

'‘Why?' she had asked Caspar when they had bearssiisg it.
'‘On what grounds?'

'Plenty." Caspar had returned. 'He's the wrondmestarters and
in addition to that | doubt that he's strictly fulcompetent
enough to win the selection.’

'He passed his exams.'

‘Just." Caspar pointed out pithily, '‘and he's rmmputar. Oh, |
know what you're going to say.' he continued, hgdup his
hand to stop her before she could begin to spéaki, 'yes, |
agree that to have the reputation of being helttla in awe by
yourpeers is no bad thing for a barrister, but hrs tcase |
wouldn't say his peers hold him so much in awaa®ntempt.’

Olivia gave him a wry look. He wasn't telling heryghing she
hadn't already heard. The legal world was, afteraatelatively
small and close-knit one through which 'gossip anchour
tended to spread pretty quickly.

Now, as she looked at Caspar across the width of
grandfather's drawing room, her heart missed a bleat was he
going to feel about her impetuous decision to stepher father's
shoes at the practice and the temporary hold itdvout on their
own plans? He would understand just why she haddehpelled
to offer her assistance, wouldn't he?

he



'Fine. You felt you had to do it for your fathesake. Very
daughterly. But what abouis, Livvy? What aboume?Surelyl
had a right at least to be consulted about what wewe
contemplating.’

Olivia winced as Caspar stopped pacing the flodrevfbedroom
and swung round angrily to confront her. 'l didtp to think,'
she confessed. 'l just...| thought you'd understand

'Oh, lunderstandall right,' Caspar told her grimly. tinderstand
very well that you just couldn't resist the oppartyto win your
grandfather over, to get his approval, to have $aynhow much
he values you...how much he appreciates you...lmlaes you.
But it isn't going to happen, Livvy, because yotarglfather will
never admit that he could possibly make an errguadgement or
that a woman could possibly be as good a lawyer m&n. He
can't. It would mean going against everything he beliaweand
he's too old and too set in his ways to do that.

‘You can think about that when you're trying tb ybur father's
shoes and abandoning a perfectly good pair of gaur in the
process and you can think about something elseehs he told
her bitterly.

'l value you.l appreciate youl..love you, butmy feelings no

longer seem to matter to you. Just like the plagisevnade. Still,
at least | found out before it's too late. Them®@svay | intend to
build my life around a woman who is always goingdpéorunning
home to her family whenever she thinks they neead wiko is

always going to put them first, who's as addictethe way they
withhold their love and approval from her in jusetsame way
that her mother's addicted to—'



‘That's not true,’ Olivia interrupted him furiousli'm not

abandoning you for my family, Caspar. And as far@ans, I'm
simply putting them on hold for a few weeks unty father's
well enough to go back to work. Ydumowwhat your trouble is,
don't you?' she challenged him, as angry now asdsehimself,
refusing to listen to the small inner voice thatrmemd her to
exercise restraint and caution.

‘You're very good at accusinge of clinging to a childhood
pattern of behaviour; of misinterpreting my motivat for
offering to help as some childish need to gain mandfather's
approval. But what aboytou? What about the fact that you're
still acting like the little boy who couldn't beaot to come first?
It's notmy fault your parents divorced, Caspar. It's notfault
that your father had other children. Oh, this igetting us
anywhere,' she finished tiredly as she saw the Indkis eyes.
The last thing she wanted was to quarrel with imat,now when
she needed his support and his understanding 4. Fedshe
pushed the heavy weight of her hair off her fades ®oked
pleadingly at him, her stomach tensing nervouslgressaw his
stony expression.

'‘No, it isn't,’ he agreed coldly. '‘But then perh#pest's because
there's nowhere left for us to go. You've made yaegision,
Olivia...your choice, and you made it without fegliany need to
discuss its implications with me. | think that sajlghat needs to
be said about how much you value our relationstop;t you?"

'‘Caspar, what are you doing?' Olivia demanded aisktcas he
started to walk towards the door.

As he opened it he paused and looked coldly dbéiere saying,
'l think you already know the answer to that.ttis late for me to



leave for London this evening, but first thing hetmorning I'll
make arrangements to do so. After all, there's il point in
my staying on now, is there?'

‘Caspar,’ Olivia protested, but it was too lateh&é already gone
and yet, alongside her despair, Olivia was acutehscious of a
sharp sense of resentment she couldn't completeljher.

Yes, she had acted impetuously, and yes, she shoutd
hindsight, have talked things over with Caspar keefmaking
that offer to Jon. But to make those accusationsualmer
motives, to have reacted the way he had withoutimga&ny
attempt to understand her feelings or her situattonvirtually
demand that she focus her life on him and only kfm.

After all, he hadn't wanted to listen to her laght, had he?

Olivia couldn't forget how alienated from him shadtfelt when
he had refused to understand how upset she hadabeein her
mother. At least now she would be on hand if heth@oshould
need her, something she was sure that Saul witiahisnore
compassionate nature would understand.

Wearily she looked out of her bedroom window. Sbeld see

Caspar standing in the garden. He had his backrtchis hands
in his pockets, his hair ruffled by the late aftesn breeze. She
would have to go down and talk to him, make himearsthnd,

make him see her point of view...apologise to lennfot having

consulted him...show him that she did love him, grad once she
had discharged her duty to her parents, her fathigy could be

together as they had originally planned.

He would have to understand that she couldn't gk lbba her
word to Jon. Not now... If she did, it would simptpnfirm



everything that her grandfather was so scathingtadmncerning
the ability of her sex to commit itself to a carderput logic first
and emotion second. But would Caspar understantiapeSaul
had been right this afternoon when he had claimedywhat

Americans have a different way of looking at lif@ different set
of priorities.

At the time, whilst she had been sympathetic, @ltvad put his
disenchantment down to the fact that he and Hilleeye having
marital problems. Now she wasn't so sure...

'‘Well, at least Livvy's offer to help out at therfpeership will take
one problem off your shoulders,'Jenny commentedioto later
that evening after their return from Queensmead.

'Yes,' he agreed tersely. They were both in thehkit. Jenny was
starting preparations for supper.

Jenny looked thoughtfully at him. His tersenesy aanfirmed
what she had already guessed—that for some reasomahk
reluctant to accept Olivia's offer of help. She ware about one
thing; it wasn't because of Olivia's sex. Jon raitie had been the
one who suggested, albeit rather tentatively, t lavid and
Ben when Olivia had first expressed an interegtaming as a
solicitor, that they take her on themselves asraded clerk. It
had been David and, of course, Ben who had veteedlea.

'You don't sound very keen,' she pressed when de mafurther
attempt to answer her. 'You can't run the praciicgour own,'
she told him. "You need—'



'Yes. | do realise that, Jenny,' Jon snapped,rugéng her. 'But
it would make my life much easier if certain mensbef this
family would stop trying to decide what's best foe and allow
me to make my own decisions.'

Jenny stared at him. She knew, of course, thatcbytain
members of this family' he meant her, but his @stn was so
grossly unfair and out of character that she coaldily believe
he had uttered it.

‘Jon,' she protested.

'l have to go and see Tiggy,' he told her curBhe's getting
herself into a terrible state over some problermotber with the
bank and | promised her I'd go round.’

‘Olivia's at home,' Jenny reminded him, trying &z her voice
deliberately neutral. 'I'm sure if she knew thaggy was
worrying about something like that, she would stootut for her.’

‘Yes, I'm sure she would,' Jon agreed, 'but perfiaggy feels
more at ease asking foryhelp rather than Olivia's. She feels that
Olivia disapproves of her...considers her too pogsible. They
do have rather conflicting personalities. You'viel s@ yourself,’
he reminded her when Jenny remained silent.

'l doubt | ever said that they have conflictinggmeralities,' Jenny
corrected him gentlyDifferent, yes. But I'm sure you're wrong
in accusing Olivia of disapproving of her mother.’

'I'm not accusing Olivia of anything. Just repegitwhat Tiggy
told me...a confidence she's given me," he undstlity ou might
try to be a little bit more compassionate and usia@ding
yourself, Jen. | know you and Tiggy aren't exacthse and that



in the past she has tended to be rather dizzyhbtidloesn't mean
that she doesn't feel...'

He paused, looking uncomfortable and self- conscasithough
aware that he had said too much, betrayed too niwahsince
when had he felt it necessary to defend Tiggy ft@r? Jenny
wondered grimly, and more importantly, why shoutl feel it
necessary to do so?

‘Olivia has always been much closer to you thanhsiseto her
mother," he pointed out, but he couldn't quite niest eyes,
Jenny noticed, and the way he was playing withcthikery she'd
been laying on the table for supper gave awaynmesritension.

'‘Olivia and lIhavealways been close, yes,' she agreed, 'but the
doesn't mean... Tiggy can sometimes tend to owdrréa
situations,' she began to explain carefully. 'Séwds—'

‘She needs help,' Jon interrupted her, ‘and thatt'something she
should be made to feel ashamed of needing.’

'‘No, it isn't,’ Jenny agreed. Her hands, she nitdistractedly,
were trembling slightly as she reached up for aisgrdish.
Why? Not because Jon was defending Tiggy, sureheadily
she reflected on his implied criticism of her. Ahe had been
going to say was that in her opinion Tiggy neededeful
handling, but she could see that Jon was in no nmdidten to
her, never mind welcome her interpretation of Bges-in-law's
volatile personality. In fact, in his present uneteristic mood,
he would probably take any attempt on her partitdgrward her
own viewpoint as an unwanted disparagement of W& o
judgement of the situation.



Once they would have sat down together and disduksenhole
thing amicably, but recently he seemed to be sohp@and on
edge, taking umbrage at the slightest thing. Ohéy pprevious
evening he had lost his temper with Joss just sc#ueir son
had quite innocently and unintentionally knockederogome
papers Jon had been working on.

Jon had apologised to Joss later, but normally sunchpology
would not have been necessary in the first placadse her
husband would never have lost his temper over sutivial
incident.

Of course, Jenny appreciated the difficulties he faaing. David
was his twin after all, but knowing he was carryingdauble

burden of anxiety both as David's twin and his hess partner,
surely it made more sense for him to welcome OBwidfer of

assistance instead of acting as though in makisigeithad given
him yet another set of problems to deal with.

‘Things could be worse,' she told him mildly, tiyito inject
some measure of light-heartedness into the situatib could
have been Max who offered to stand in for David.'

'‘Max!" Jenny was unprepared for the look of loaghithat
suddenly darkened his eyes. 'No, never! Max igofaselfish, too
self-obsessed, too concerned with his own needs@nanyone
else's to even think of—'

‘Jon, he's your son.' Jenny felt bound to reming disturbed by
such an explosion of antagonistic emotion from & nvho was
normally so placid and prone to give others theebiewof the
doubt. She didn't want to have to point out to hirat Max's
selfishness had been increased a hundredfold by hi



grandfather's, and to some extent David's, thor@pgiiing and
indulgence of him.

She herself wasn't happy with her son's behavioynaore than
Jon, but like any mother she was sorely temptedeefend her
child. She wanted Jon to see that the faults haeptored in his
elder son were the same faults to be found inwrshrother who
had— or so it sometimes seemed to Jenny—been etkirathe
combined consciousness of Jon and his father toate s
approaching sainthood.

However, this was quite obviously not the timedmind Jon that
much of what was now happening could be directiylbaited to
David's own refusal to moderate his lifestyle.

'‘Max may be my son.' Jon repeated in angry disgust,as we
both know he'd much rather have had David as hiefa—even
as a child he used to revel in the fact that peofikn mistook
him for David's son and perhaps...' He stopped sfrabk his
head, then without giving Jenny the opportunitpiigect he got
up and walked over to the door, stopping only tbh her

brusquely, 'Don't bother with any supper for mi.dat with

Tiggy.'

'Mum... where's Dad?'

Hastily Jenny tried to regain control of her chadtioughts as
Louise came into the kitchen.

'He's gone to see your Aunt Tiggy. She needs His Wwéh
something. Finish setting the table, will you pkesasouise? It's
almost time for supper.'



'‘Again,’ Louise grumbled as she picked up the platde's
always over there. In fact, he might as well moveith her, then
at least she wouldn't be ringing him up all theetim

‘This is a very difficult time for her, Louise,'nlgy responded
quietly.

'It's a very difficult time for all of us," Louissuntered feelingly,
‘especially Dad.'

‘Yes, well, Olivia's offered to come home and halpr father o it
at the practice.’

'Has she? | bet Caspar won't like that. Stillxpext Hillary will
do her best to comfort him. Are she and Saul gamnget a
divorce?'

‘Louise!" Jenny warned. It was quite frighteningjraes to realise
how much modern teenagers absorbed and how avearevidre
of adult concerns and personal problems, far marelys than
when she had been a girl.

'l like Saul. | think he's very, very sexy," Louipeonounced,
ignoring her. 'l don't suppose it will take him ¢prio find
someone else. It's a pity that...'

‘That what?' Jenny asked with maternal suspiciahtypically
Louise refused to be drawn, simply shaking her head

Really, in far too many ways, Louise was more adulbre
knowing, than she sometimes was herself, Jenngatefl wryly.
But for once her mind wasn't fully on the potenfmbblems
Louise, far too swift and determined to emerge wbonanhood,



was likely to cause. Other more immediate concabwut the
recent scene with Jon had left her shaken and giesina

She squeezed her eyes tightly closed against tleatéming
onslaught of tears. She dared not let Louise coadglse see her
crying. But, she wondered in silent anguish, whslssulder was
she supposed to cry on? Whose arms were suppobettitber?
Who was supposed to listen and sympathise withphar and
fears whilst her husband did all those things ansone else?

It had shocked her to hear Jon speaking so bitedybut Max.
She had always felt guilty about the fact that Mag Jon weren't
closer; that Max had always instinctively turned@vid. Nature
perhaps wasn't always wise in the way she passthuly traits
and characteristics. She herself had always beenafanaking
too much of Max's startling psychological resemb&ato David
rather than to Jon; she had assumed that, likelaerbelieved it
was a subject best left alone.

It had disturbed her to hear the resentment irsJaite and to
see the accusation in his eyes. And more than ithhtrt her

deeply, knowing that he had deliberately walked yawé#hout

allowing her to defend herself or tell him thatyen the choice,
she would rather her son had inherited his virtaed his
strengths rather than David's weaknesses.



9

Jon paused uneasily as he got out of his car. Twere lights
shining from the upstairs window, which he knewongled to
David and Tiggy's large bedroom—only Tiggy's bednooow
and for some time to come if, as the specialishedy David was
going to have to remain in hospital for the present

'l thought the idea these days was to get themidisck on his or
her feet and home as quickly as possible aftead lgtack, Jon
had commented when the specialist had taken hiougfr his
proposals for David's treatment.

‘There are heart attacks and heart attacks,’ Mresidyad
responded enigmatically, ‘and there are patierdgatients.'

Olivia's car was parked outside and Jon's heak skghtly as
she opened the door to his knock.

‘Tiggy's upstairs,' she told him and took him tlgiounto the
small sitting room that he always associated witvit's wife.

Like her, it was delicate and feminine and somelaways
seemed to smell of her perfume. David had his awdyson the
other side of the hall, which reminded him...

'I'd like to have a word with you before Tiggy casnéown,’
Olivia told him as she handed him the glass ofstgrry she had
poured him.

Jon's heart sank a little further. He had no neeakk her what
she wanted to talk to him about.



'l know that nothing will ever persuade Gramps, é&mdome
extent Dad, too, since he always tends to falliime lwith
Gramps's views that a woman, any woman, but mostcesly a
Crighton woman, is capable of being a competenyéawbut |
thought that you were different, Uncle Jorar qualified, you
know, and... But from the look on your face wheoffered to
stand in for Dad until he's fit enough to returmtork—'

'‘Olivia, | know how well qualified you are," Jonténrupted her
dryly, 'and as for your competence...' He gavaahery look. 'We
both know that you are far, far more than merelyngetent,
but—'

'‘But you still don't want me working here in thegtice.'

"It isn't a matter of what | may or may not wadoh hedged. 'You
know—'

'‘What? That Gramps doesn't approve? You can'theiptactice
on your own. It's obvious from what Mr Hayes hdd tae that at
least part of the cause of Dad's heart attack neasttess he was
under at work. You don't have time to advertise amerview
and—'

"There are agencies that supply temporary covam,'sfarted to
point out, but Olivia overruled him, shaking heratgher chin
firmly, stubbornly, set.

'Yes, | know, but..." She stopped speaking andedilkapatiently
over to the fireplace before turning round and dwsoivag, 'If |
were male...if | were Max, for instance, you wouldhink twice
about accepting my offer, and—'



'Olivia, | promise you, any reluctance you mighagime there is
on my part to take you on has nothing to do witbrnysex.'

'‘Hasn't it? Then prove it,' Olivia challenged him.

Jon closed his eyes tiredly; there was no poirdontinuing to
oppose her. He couldn't carry the workload of tmacice
without help. He hadn't had a chance to go thrddg¥wid's desk

or files yet, but if the backlog of work there was large as he
suspected ... How could he explain to Olivia ti&t teason for
his reluctance to accept her offer was becauselhenly he had
had more time. Ibnly he had had some warning, he might have
been able to...

'It isn't that | don't appreciate your offer, O&yi he told her
quietly.

'‘Good,' she returned firmly. 'Then that's settlé'tl. start
tomorrow morning.'

'‘What's settled?' Tiggy demanded as she walkedth@taooom.
She was wearing some kind of house- coat-type garnden
noticed, a floaty, chiffony affair in soft pasteksat reflected the
delicate purity of her skin.

She had never been exactly robust-looking, but sibhaed's
heart attack, she seemed even more vulnerablaagitef

'It's settled that I'm going to be filling in forad until he's fit
enough to go back to work," Olivia answered herh@aotShe
frowned slightly as she commented, 'l thought yaid gou were
going upstairs to get dressed.’



'Yes, | did...| was,' Tiggy agreed. Jon noticed lsieg her head
almost as thougbhewere the child and Olivia the parent. 'But...'
She turned to Jon, her eyes wide and appealingeatokl him

huskily, 'l started thinking about David and...'rHeouth started
to tremble, her eyes filling with tears. "You wopé cross with
me for not getting dressed properly, will you, Jéiter all, you

are family. I'm so glad you're here,' she addetaut waiting for
his response. 'The bank keeps ringing up and—'

'l would have spoken to the bank, Tiggy,' Olivitemupted her.
Her mother gave her a tearful look.

'l know you would, but it's better if Jon talksttem. He's a man
and...'

She bit her lip as Olivia replaced her empty shgtags on the
silver tray with unnecessary force.

'‘Oh, Saul rang,' Tiggy told her. 'He wants youibg him back.'
She waited until Olivia had left the room beforentag to Jon
and saying apologetically, 'Olivia isn't in a vgggod mood, I'm
afraid. | think she and Caspar have had a row. Joh," She
stopped talking, her voice suspended by her teBeshaps |
shouldn't be burdening you with my problems, buknbw
David—'

‘Shh...it's all right," Jon started to reassure l@md you're not
burdening me. wantto help.’

'Oh, Jon."' The misty-eyed look she gave him wasfujfratitude

and trust. 'l don't know what I'd have done if @dn't been for
you. I'm not like Jenny or Olivia. It doesn't mattéhat happens,
they always seem able to cope, but I'm not likenthe



No, she wasn't, Jon acknowledged. He couldn't rdmeethe last
time that Jenny had needed him, turned to him, @eahim.... His
heart missed a beat.

He hadn't let himself think about their quarrelh@sdrove over
here.

'‘Am | a nuisance, Jon? I'm sure Jenny...'
'‘No, of course you aren't.’

Later he wasn't sure how it had happened. One moheewas
reaching out automatically and a little awkwardty gat her
reassuringly on the arm; the next Tiggy was inanms, fragile,
fragrant and fatally feminine, clinging to him aaying out her
anxiety and fear.

His awareness that she wasn't wearing anythingroadth the
chiffon affair and that her breasts felt pert ainoh fcame too late
for him to do anything about his body's unexpectsttion to
her. He could feel the soft warmth of her breagtsrest his body,
the scent of her filling his nostrils. He had amvhelming urge
to...

When Tiggy nervously whispered, 'We mustn't. Olineght
come back,"' he suddenly returned to his senseseatiy—his
face flooding with hot, guilty colour as he reledseer and
stepped awkwardly back from her, unable to lookdatly at her
as he started to apologise.

'‘No, it's not your fault.' Tiggy stopped him shgkibefore
bursting out in an anguished voice, 'Oh, Jon, yanitcknow how
much I've needed someone like you. David hasmQur
marriage.. ." She stopped and shook her headotldfit be



talking to you like this. You're his brother...ligin." She gave
him a sad smile. 'But who else can | talk to...amin...trust?'
She lifted her hand to her head.

'‘My head aches so much | can't think. There areasgrthings |
ought to do...things that | know that Jenny wouddable to do,
but | just can't...’

It hurt him that she so constantly felt the needampare herself
unfavourably with Jenny. How well he himself knewHat
feeling of envy, the sense of shame and self-aédstikrought, the
guilt and self- contempt.

‘You and Jenny are different people,’ he told (esrtly.

‘Yes, | know,' she agreed, giving him a slightlyblty smile.
'‘But | can't help thinking that if Jenny had beeavld's wife, she
would have seen what was happening, she would hav
known...done something... | just know that everyblaenes me
for his heart attack,' she confessed brokenly.

'‘No, you mustn't think that,' Jon denied. 'Of ceutsvasn't your
fault. How could it be? Look...I have to go, buntavorry. I'll
speak to the bank in the morning.'

There was something else he had to ask.. .somdikihgd to do.
He paused and then took a deep breath.

‘Tiggy, | was wondering...the keys to David's déske, do
you...?'

‘They're upstairs,’ she told him instantly. 'Do yeant them? [I'll
go and get them for you.'



She was so trusting, so guileless, he could tastsdu?, bile of
his guilt.

"I ...if you don't mind, there are some papemsmns files.'
'l shan't be a moment.'

He closed his eyes as he watched her leave, l@kdad beaded
with sweat, his heart thumping. He silently prayedod not to

be right, not to let the suspicions that had besheging round

him like dark clouds be confirmed.

Tiggy returned, smiling her innocent triumph, ag gfave him
David's keys. 'I'm not sure which ones are forshisly desk,' she
confided, her forehead puckering.

‘Don't worry, I'll find them," Jon reassured heneTelephone had
started ringing and he held his breath in relielshs went to
answer it.

Feeling like a thief, he hurried into David's studiicking
through the keys Tiggy had handed him until he btire ones
for the desk. The drawers were a jumble of unansaverail and
unfiled correspondence all thrown haphazardly qm @b one
another. He could see the familiar buff edge offilegooking out
from underneath a thick, untidy wad of bank stat@seHis
heart started to beat very fast.

He had just removed the file when the study do@nep. He
froze as he heard Olivia exclaiming, 'Tiggy... Qimcle Jon, it's
you.'

'Yes. | was just getting some papers...your mother.



Olivia frowned as she watched the awkward way bed tto
conceal the buff file he had removed from her fasheesk
amongst some of the papers he had picked up.

'l, er, promised your mother I'll ring the banklr morning.'

'‘Won't you need to take Dad's bank statements,?th®@hvia
suggested quietly.

‘What? Oh yes..." He reached for them almost rafiigt as
though he didn't want to touch them, Olivia noticed

Her instincts warned her that something was wrdng. looked
pale, ill almost, but then none of them was exab#javing
normally at the moment. Take Saul for instance. $hd
telephoned him at Queensmead to discover that Im¢edder
advice.

‘Hillary and | have decided to separate,’ he hédl ter tautly.

'‘She wants to go back to the States. As yet wertiavede any
plans to divorce, but | suspect it will only be attar of time
before we do so. I'm going to need a good divaxes/ér, Livvy.

| want full custody of the kids. There's no waythe going to be
passed between us like parcels and no way dondnie be an
absentee father. You're more up to date with ttiesgs than me.
Is there someone you can recommend?"'

'I'm like you. | work in industry," Olivia remindddm. "Wouldn't
Max have more idea?'

'‘Max!" Saul had snorted with derisive contemptemly ideas
he's got are how to extract more money out of Bame over if
you can, Livvy, please. | need someone to talkotoare you and
Caspar...?'



'‘Caspar's gone out,' Olivia told him shortly, nanting to tell
him that she and Caspar had quarrelled.

'S0 you can come over, then?'
‘Yes,' she agreed after a small pause, 'l can.'

She had gone into the study thinking her mother tvase and
intending to tell her that she was going out. Shénlt expected
to find Jon there and expected even less to sealast guilty
way he seemed to be furtively going through hdrdes papers.

Tiggy appeared at the door. 'Did you find what yare looking
for?' she asked Jon.

‘Yes, yes, | have,' he told her, adding, 'Lookg¥id must go.'

‘Yes, | know you must,' she agreed wanly. 'Jenrllybei cross
with me for keeping you so long, but you will com&h me
when | go to see David tomorrow, won't you?'

'Yes, of course | will," Jon assured her gently.

'I'm going to Queensmead to see Saul,' Olivia hedd mother,
then turned to Jon and asked him quietly, 'Wha¢ small | be at
the office in the morning?'

A shadow crossed his face before he reluctantlyvered, 'l
normally like to be there around eight- thirty."'

'Fine, eight-thirty it is," Olivia agreed.



'‘Are you sure you're doing the right thing?' Oliasked Saul,
concern etching her features. He had met her alldbe as she
arrived and had plainly been waiting for her, shgkhnis head as
she turned towards the house.

‘Do you mind if we talk outside? If s easier for ssenehow. We
could walk down to the river. Remember how much yead to
love it as a kid?'

'l can remember how exasperated you got when urthistl your
fishing expeditions.' Olivia laughed. 'Remember tinge | fell
in...?'

'‘Can | ever forget it? You terrified the life oudtrae, and I'm sure
your mother thought I'd pushed you in deliberately.

"'l bet there were plenty of times when you wahte,' Olivia
teased him.'The temptation was certainly theregadreed wryly,
‘and | don't just mean the temptation to give yalueking....'

'‘Oh?' Olivia frowned as she looked questioningliiat.

'‘No,' he returned softly. 'Dunking you wasn't whhad in mind
at all the night | caught you skinny- dipping.'

This time, Olivia's 'oh' was low and vibrant witantembered
teenage embarrassment. ‘It was midsummer nighe;saevd |—'

‘You were standing there perched on a rock in tiusli@ of the
river stark naked, curtsying to the moon," Sauénnipted her
huskily, ‘and you looked—'

‘A complete idiot," Olivia supplied ruefully for i 'No...a
complete naked idiot,' she amended, tongue- in-cheek.



'You looked like a young acolyte, a moon maiderferafig

herself up in sacrifice, virginal and pure; as io@at as a child
and yet as knowledgeable as Eve. | wanted to reatho you,
take hold of you. You had been in the river anaduld see the
water still running off your skin, your breastsuydelly, your...
The moonlight turned your body the colour of moonss, pale
and almost translucent. | wanted to bury my fadeveen your
legs and lick the drops of water from your skimanted to join
you in your pagan nakedness, your sensual abanddriéhe
night and the moon, and then you turned your headsaw me
and--'

'Fell off my perch and into the river," Olivia fshied for him
shakily. She was glad of the concealing darknessnal them,
not because Saul had evoked the embarrassmentidieseent
self had experienced at being so shamingly diseavby her so
much older and more sophisticated male relativeorting

around naked in the river, but because of the siensa the
emotions, his words had aroused in her now.

'l never knew you could be so poetic,' she finalgnaged to say
as she struggled to dismiss the surge of heat shkl deel
invading her body. It would serve no good purpas# @nly add
fuel to embers, which, she suspected, given helffaace, could
start to burn very dangerously out of control ie skdmitted to
Saul that if he had done all those years ago amyobthe things
he had just described, he would have made the méathe night
complete.

Hadn't she, after all, gone down to the river tiéilfan old local
tradition that said a girl should offer a prayeithe midsummer
night's moon to be granted the love of the mareothoice? And



in those days, Saul...well, she had certainly hagesmoth crush
on him.

Right now, Saul was feeling very vulnerable, shmineled
herself. His marriage had broken down and he hacktuto her
for support and advice as a close family member..tather's
cousin, she reminded herself firmly.

'It was just as well it was you who caught me aatl@ramps,’
she commented lightly, 'even if | didn't think sbthe time,
considering the ticking off you gave me.

'Is there no way you and Hillary can give your nagye a second
chance?' she asked him, changing the subject sswihked
down the path that led through Queensmead's mamaafo
gardens and through the water meadow borderinguée

‘A second chance?' Saul derided cynically. 'Ouriage has had
more second chances than I've had hot dinnersMig,was the
result of our last attempt at a second chancedheatted frankly,
‘and | wish to God she hadn't been. No child shbeldonceived
as a Band-Aid to fix an ailing marriage.'

'Oh, Saul," Olivia protested, automatically reaghout to touch
his arm sympathetically.

The years that separated them no longer seemedgshgulf they
had appeared to her at fifteen when she had beble aeight or
rather the depths of her mammoth crush on him. didrSaul

himself really appear to resemble the Godlike rengo¢ature she
had built him up in her mind to be in those daylse $ather
preferred him as the fallible human being he attuahs, she
admitted ruefully, and whilst the awe in which $ta&l once held



him might have gone, her awareness of his sexueditiainly
hadn't.

Quickly she released his arm, causing him to stog laok
searchingly at her in the dusky half-light beforery firmly
taking hold of her hand and gently tucking her akothrough
his own.

‘Caspar can't object,' he told her, 'if that's wjwat're worrying
about. We are cousins.'

'It wasn't and we're not...cousins,' she clarifigdell, not first

ones, second may be... heavens, I'm beginning uaodsdke

Gramps. He always makes such a big thing of thetliat he and
your father are half- brothers.’

‘Mmm... Well, it's always amazed me to see thestkffit ways he
treats your father and Jon. If | were Jon..." Hpgéd and shook
his head.

'‘What will you do now?' Olivia asked him, changihg subject
again. 'What will happen to the children if Hillashges go back to
America?’

'If she does? Believe me, there's no "if" about its H®fiiernoon
she was on the phone organising her flight. I'ietggo back to
work, of course. The parents, or rather Mum, h&sred to help
out with the kids for the time being but that'syoaltemporary
solution and it means uprooting them, which | dozeily want to
do. | suppose my best option is to take on a naongok after
them.’



'‘Where's Hillary now?' Olivia asked him. They halihast
reached the river and she could see it gleaminkjydander the
shadows of the clouds that raced across the moon.

'‘She's got a dinner date, would you believe it@r'tdknow who
with.' He laughed bitterly. "Trust Hillary. You knat wasn't very
far from here that | saw you on that night," heiretad her.

'l can't remember, was it...?" Olivia replied uttifully, adding as
she turned her back on the river, 'We'd betteragk ol—'

‘Livvy...'
'Yes.'

She knew what was going to happen, of course. @lsa'tfifteen
any more and she knew perfectly well what that@aér note in
a man's voice meant. She could have ignored ibréghSaul, but
instead...

Instead, she turned back to him and he steppedrdswzer,
lifting his hands to touch and then cup her fateksg her skin
with those long, lean fingers,learning its contowrth delicate
and very deliberate sensuality.

'‘Saul!" She reached to catch at his hands and emm&m from
her face but it was too late to avoid the downwamyement of
his head, the warm male pressure of his mouttkigss

She ended it as quickly as she could, willing hen dips not to
give in to the temptation to respond; stepping b&okn him
quickly and determinedly and starting to walk baldwn the
path they had just come without waiting for him.



'Livvy, I'm sorry,' he apologised as he caught ughvher. 'l
shouldn't have done that.’

'‘No, you shouldn't,’ she agreed lightly.
'Still friends?' he asked her.

'Still friends," she repeated, emphasising the second wort
meaningfully.

Saul laughed as he caught hold of her hand, drgppemgain as
she tugged it away from him.

‘All right, all right, 1 get the message,' he assuher, adding
ruefully, 'Caspar's a lucky man, although | getithpression that
he wasn't too pleased when you offered to stayera to help
Jon.’

'Did hetell you that?' Olivia asked sharply.
'‘Not in so riany words.'

'It won't be for very long. Just a few weeks ubild-gets back on
his feet." Not even to Saul could she admit thavasn't just
because of her father that she felt compelleday. Sthere was
her mother, as well. So far there had been no tegdhe ugly
scene Olivfo had walked in on. But her mother wadrght-
eningly vulnerable; look at the way she was cliggio Uncle
Jon. She needed someone to be there for her.

But Olivia knew that there was no point in tryiraytell Caspar
how she felt. He had made his views on her motlrerislition
quite plain enough.



‘You wanted to see me, Grandfather?' Max pausedygdgt
inside Ben's study door.

He had just been on the point of leaving for Chreststensibly
on a self-imposed mission to update the Chester sidthe
family with the latest news on David's progresg,ibueality, he
had planned, after discharging this duty, to spgledest of the
evening indulging in a little R and R away from the
claustrophobic atmosphere of Haslewich. He knewa aflub
where the membership rules were pretty elasticyigeal you
could afford to break them, and the girls... Thdrewhis mother
had informed him that his grandfather wanted tohsee he had
been tempted to put off answering Ben's summonsg tha
morning, but he knew quite well that his mother lgaefuse to
lie for him.

Just what the hell did the old man want? Had thtdriering
American boyfriend of Olivia's been dropping hitashim about
the chambers vacancy? Max could feel himself st sweat
slightly. By rights he ought to be back in Londowfng out who
his female competitor was and doing all he coulsdiootage her
chances of getting what was rightfully his, butilutiey had had
some concrete news about David's condition, he'hddred to
leave. He knew exactly how Ben would view his daparif he
did.

He had never seen the old man so off balance. NMgmtax
rehearsed his defence. His grandfather was boursthace his
view that it was unfair that his right to the teoprwas being
challenged-threatenedby a woman. Ben's views on women
entering the legal profession were, after all, poret. It had



amused Max to watch Olivia trying to worm herseltfoi Ben's
good graces earlier Much good it had done her.ak wbvious
that neither Ben nor Jon wanted her around.

Luckily the fact thathe had trained as a barrister and not a
solicitor meant that there was no point in his oiffg to make a
similar sacrifice, which was just as well becauge had no
intention of doing so. The thought of ending upelibavid,
trapped in Haslewich, brought him out in a cold atve

Ben had some papers in front of him on his deskMaxis heart
started to thump heavily as Ben beckoned him cleser he
realised what they were.

''ve been going through my will,' Ben told him ki 'At my
age it's a necessary precaution, although...'

He paused and looked from Max to the fire whilstxMi@ged not
to betray his impatience. What the hell did the widn want?
Had Caspar spilled the beans or not?

'‘As things stand, David, as my eldest son, will et
Queensmead and the bulk of my personal assets,’bBgan
solemnly. 'l have, of course, left certain persdrejuests—your
allowance is one of thenx. At least until..."

Max gritted his teeth. He knew all this, they atl,dso what was
the point in the old boy's going over it again ndwas he going
senile or something? Had David's heart attack ttebis brain?

'However, your uncle's heart attack changes eveythBen
spoke slowly, reluctantly, almost as though the dsowere
physically painful to him. 'l can't ignore the falsait David might
not...'



He stopped and Max watched dispassionately as ieoh to
control the way his hand shook as he picked upviisThe old
man was getting frail. How old exactly was he?

Max was beginning to relax now that he knew Bemtiaent for
him because he had found out about the potentdligms with
his tenancy in chambers.

His stance eased, becoming indolently nonchalaiiealeaned
against the wall, his hands in his pockets.

'l can't ignore the fact that David could die befone. In the
normal course of events, Queensmead would passkolut the
boy is only ten and his mother...well, in my opmievomen and
property don't mix. They never have. It would otdke some
smooth-talking scoundrel to come along and Queernsioaald
pass out of the family for ever. | can't take tlek rof that
happening.'

'‘David isn't dead yet, Grandfather," Max pointet ou

'‘No,' Ben agreed. His eyes suddenly filled withrdess he cried
out in a muffled voice, '‘My God, whas it about this family?
Why must we lose those...have the best taken frenf?uNVhen
my father died, | made him a promise that one ofsays would
be called to the Bar and fulfil the ambition thaaswdenied to
him.'

Max impatiently shifted his weight from one foottkee other. He
knew all about Ben's promise to his father; helinezard the story
more times than he cared to remember. The old ety must
be going senile to start repeating it all over agdébavid should
have made good that promise for me. His circumssobanged
and he couldn't, but you can. | intend to changewifly he told



Max abruptly, ‘and leave Queensmead and the butkyoéstate
to you, oil condition that you are a fully praatigibarrister at the
time of my death.'

Max had difficulty in controlling his shock—and retation. My

God, and to think when he had come in here he kpdated...
Hastily he pulled himself together. Ben might bfesing from

the shock of David's heart attack at this point,Heuwas still an
extremely shrewd old man; it wouldn't do for himgiwess what
was going through his own mind right now, espegihlk plans
for Queensmead once it actually became his.

His grandfather might view the house and its lasxdaane kind of
sacred cow, but he most certainly did not. Haslbwicas
growing and one day Queensmead's farmland coukl frénme
development site.

My God. Max could feel the elation singing through veins. It
would make him millions. Forget any paltry potehbarrister's
fees. Abruptly he checked himself. Queensmead dmeikis but
first he had to fulfil that one vital condition. Henew his
grandfather well enough to know that it would beré& written
into the will in an unbreakable clause that cowdt e got round
or overset. He was starting to sweat again.

If securing the tenancy had been important to hefote, it was
nothing to what it meant to him now. That girl.athfemale,
whoever she was, would have to be removed fromititare and
he didn't care what means he used to make suneaheHe had
to have that tenancy; he couldn't afford to wasteraore time.
David could have a second fatal heart attack toomarrHis

grandfather could die just as easily--



Swiftly he lowered his head, not wanting Ben to des
expression just in case it betrayed him. "Thatty wenerous of
you, Grandfather,' he said quietly, forcing a saleexpression
into his eyes as he lifted his head and lookedrsfyiat him, ‘and
| promise you that I'll do my best to live up teethtrust you're
placing in me.'

‘You're a good lad, Max," Ben told him emotionalknother
David.'

Oh no, he would never be another David, Max deteenhi
exulting as he listened to his grandfather outgnexactly what
he planned to do. He woultakverlet himself get trapped the way
David had done, his whole future destroyed.

'Right now I'd give anything to be able to tradagels with Olivia
and stay on here...be on hand...' he told Ben tinfirily, 'but |
don't have that choice, that freedom.' Cleverlyntenaged to
imply that in having it, Olivia was somehow lessldated to her
career than he was himself, that she was somehigtlgl
feckless and irresponsible in not having the comairtt of a job
to return to.

It was a skill of his and one he had honed to péde over the
years, using it ruthlessly whenever he felt the dreand
sometimes, if he was honest, just because of tespte it gave
him to do so—as he did now. He had never reallgdillivia.
Miss Goody- goody. Well, if she thought that she wgamg to
impress the old man with what she was doing...

'l have to go back to London.' Too right he did #melsooner the
better. The sooner he found out just who this wog@mpeting
with him for the tenancy was, the better. '‘Queergmaill be



safe with me, Grandfather," he lied as he claspedlider man's
hand. 'l can promise you that.’



10

Olivia didn't drive straight home after she lefuanstead she
drove into Haslewich and parked her car on onéhefe@mpty,

narrow side-streets just off the main square, umgilto admit,

even to herself, just why she felt so reluctantetarn home.

She wanted to see Caspar, wanted to talk to. hmeededo talk

to him but not just yet, not whilst she was stdeling so...so
what? she asked herself as she locked her cartanmedsto walk
towards the town square, tucking her hands firnmlio ithe

pockets of her coat as she did so.

It seemed strange to be walking through her hom tat this
time of the evening without any real purpose, nalike a tourist
instead of an inhabitant, but had she been a tosiis would
have surely had Caspar with her, her arm tuckemuitgir his, his
dry, witty sense of humour making her laugh asad kdone so
many, many times in the past.

In the past? But she and Casparen'tin the past...were they?
Her heart started to beat a little bit too fast; Wwalking pace
increasing. It would be easy to put her own somteBective
mood down to Saul's revelations about his mardageshe knew
that wouldn't be entirely honest.

Her doubts, her feeling that she and Caspar werefier all, as
harmoniously in step with one another as she hadaseely
believed, had not been brought on by the realisahat Saul's
marriage was in difficulty.

She paused, her attention caught by the floodtiada of the
church, its Norman tower standing stoutly squars. ghe
absent-mindedly studied the familiar sight, Olivaulin't help



contrasting the staunchness of the faith of thaisg-ago builders
not only in their God, but also in themselves aanthanity, with
the present-day malaise of world-weariness and cayni
disaffection.

It was indeed a truly awe-inspiring thought thaamage where
merely to reach adulthood was an achievement,@alet much
beyond one's thirtieth year almost a miracle, thah, people
should have committed themselves to the constmuctib a
building that would take not only their own lifetenito complete
but the lifetime of their sons and grandsons aftem, as well.

Instinctively she shifted her gaze away from tharch towards
the row of Georgian houses where Ruth lived. Asunyg girl she
had been puzzled by the fact that Aunt Ruth liveEmhe, that
there was no uncle, no children; and later as @atp® she had
been, initially surprised and then had a vagueesehamusement
and a slightly patronising superiority at the de#ia of the life
Aunt Ruth had chosen for herself compared with wide
horizons that were going to be hers.

Oddly she had never felt curious about Ruth's bfeher past,
simply taking it for granted that she should accejutrthy
spinsterhood following the death of her fiance.

Her forehead puckered as she studied the windowarmifRuth's
house. Where did this American, whom Caspar clairned
great-aunt had been involved with, fit into the pretand why
had she never heard about him? Head down, depugltt, she
continued walking into the square when a group ofsyn
teenagers, laughing and tormenting one anothgofexunto the
square several yards away from her. A couple omthghe
suspected from their coal-black hair and familiatdees, were



members of the semi-notorious Cooke family. Onéhefit saw
her watching them and paused to return her scrutiitly a
bold-eyed, challenging sexual stare. Olivia grinta@s she
looked away. He must be all of fourteen.

She walked on until she reached the building tmatskd the
practice's offices. They were a world away from thedern
hi-tech building where she had worked in London &ndh the
life she would have shared in America with Caspar.

Would have shared. Would still share, she corretteself
quickly. Caspar meant so much to her. She coutesat to lose
him and there was, in truth, no real reason fatése him, she
reassured herself, quickening her pace as sheetiurack to her
car, suddenly, desperately, anxious to see Casplae, with him.

Yes, maybe they did hold opposing views of what aggpening
here in Haslewich. They were, after all, both sgrominded,
intelligent people who couldn't always be expectedsee
completely eye to eye on everything. Indeed, sonexithey
were bound to think and feel very differently, athee more
important the issue, the more intense those diffe&re were
likely to be, but that didn't mean that they cottldre resolved,
that a compromise couldn't be reached. She coutd gumply
follow Caspar to Philadelphia rather than arriveréhwith him,
and in that time she could stay here and help Udatewhilst
Caspar picked up the threads of his life in Americavould only
be for a few weeks. They could keep in touch vattiephone,
even if they couldn't...

Her hands were trembling slightly as she unlockeociar door.



There was a light on in her bedroom as Olivia dngyén front of
the house and parked her car. Unlocking the froot,dshe took
the stairs two at a time, aching, anxious to bé Wispar; to tell
him what she had been thinking. She pushed opehdtiom
door and then came to a full stop.

Caspar obviously hadn't realised she was alreatiheihouse. He
was standing with his back to her, peering ouhefwindow; his
skin still had a damp sheen to it from his recémvger, minute
droplets of moisture still edging their way dowrs Ispine and
gathering in the small hollow at its base.

Olivia's mouth had gone very dry, her legs felt igband her
heart was thudding with so much excitement thatight have
been the very first time she had seen him nakedtlglught, and
fighting down her urge to go up to him and wrap d@ns tightly
around him, she said his name instead, knowing beéore he
turned around that the moment he saw her face hdvikmow

exactly how she was feeling.

She had never been any good at concealing fromustrhow
much she wanted him, she acknowledged ruefully,has
responded to the soft sound of her voice sayingéuse.

'‘Oh, Caspar,' she whispered shakily, ignoring hif-aamed
attempt to hold her away from his wet body as she=gn to the
temptation to be close to him and wrapped her argigly
around him. 'What are we doing to one another? \afieywe
arguing—quarrelling when...'

'‘When what?' Caspar demanded gruffly.



She could feel the pressure of his hands grippergupper arms
but she was past worrying about what effect his sket might
have on her clothes now, her only regret beingdbethat they
had become an unwanted barrier between them.

'When we could be doing this," she told him husKi§ing her
face towards his and sliding one hand behind hasl b@ guide his
mouth down towards hers.

For a moment he seemed to hesitate, looking deapty
searchingly into her eyes whilst she looked backiat, her
pupils already dilated, her eyes cloudy with loggikler whole
body, her whole being was awash with a soft flobcdaching
tenderness from the full force of her new-foundWkisalge that
what they felt for one another, what they had thgetwas far too
important, too strong...too vital, to be threatebgdny quarrel.

Together they would find a way to reach a happypm@mise.

His mouth felt unfamiliarly immobile, cool and dhtly dry,

almost unresponsive, but even as she started won famd draw
back from him, Caspar reached for her, taking cbwtrthe kiss,
taking control of her, she realised as his moutleddirmly on

hers, his hands cupping her face, his body...

Eagerly Olivia moved closer to him.

‘You're wearing too many clothes,' Caspar toldraety between
kisses.

'‘Mmm...l know," Olivia agreed, but her need to fes mouth
moving against hers, to hold on to their closersgssintimacy
made her reluctant to stop kissing him, even faglenough to



get undressed, and in the end, what had in reicees tbecome a
mundane chore relegated to the end of the day wo#nof them
prepared for bed became instead a deliciously agmi
passion-building and wickedly sensual extravagarficmatched
kisses and caresses interspersed with fumblingfehgnd hasty
tugs as they both struggled to remove the damphe&dothat
obstinately clung to her body and cast them asulelid
unregarded on the floor before they finally collegh®nto her bed
in a tangle of trembling but blissfully naked limbs

'‘Mmm...you feel so good, taste so good,' Oliviavebed in an
ecstatic sigh as she licked her way as delicatelg amall cat
across Caspar's torso.

'Feeling good isn't how I'd describe it,’” Casparaged as her
tongue stroked tantalisingly below his ribcage #meh drew a
sinfully erotic circle around his navel. 'In facight now, what
you're doing to me feels like...it feels like...bgohe groaned
through gritted teeth as her tongue dipped lower.

Olivia tried to tease him mockingly by demandingskily, 'Go
on, what does it feel like?' although in realityeshas just as
aroused by their love play as he was.

Turning the tables on her, he caught her off guyaiaking her up
and rolling her easily beneath him as he countaetthantly,
'‘Why don't | just give you a demonstration, see lyow like that
kind of torture?'

Only torture wasn't the word she would ever usddscribe the
sensual movement of Caspar's mouth against her asdye
lovingly caressed every feminine responsive ceritienef her
skin.



'‘Caspar, no more,' she whispered. 'l can't waitlamger. | want
you. | want you inside me...deep, deep inside nmw..

Olivia could feel her whole body shudder as Casmanplied
with her sensual demand.

Right from the very first time, the sex betweemthigad been so
good, so right.... She had felt incredibly good wbbeing so
intimate with him, about being so open with himwksn't only
the love but, in many ways just as importantly,ttist she had in
him that gave her a sense of security, a senseiof Iprotected
and safe that made it possible for her to be camlplat ease
with him sexually and emotionally, to be open witim about her
needs as a woman and to be equally responsive ttebds as a
man and it was this openness between them, thisshyrthat for
Olivia made their relationship so special and whg bated the
way things had been between them over the pastidga.

The sense of closeness, of wholeness, of onenedslshow in

the aftermath of their passionately intense physamaemaking

had brought gentle, vulnerable tears to her eyabsaa she lay in
his. arms, a feeling of such love and happinestedelp inside
her that she wanted desperately to somehow comv€aspar
just how much their love, their relationship metmher. There
was always, she knew, a sentence, a verbal comntittménim

that whilst meaningless to others, would show Cagm how

much he did mean to her.

She reached out to trace the shape of his javmough, with her
fingertips and told him softly, ‘Caspar...I do loxau....'



For a moment he looked startled...shocked almaost,tlken he
was hugging her, holding her so tightly that shd twaprotest
laughingly that she could hardly breathe.

‘At last...at last,’ she heard him saying exultari®ay it again
Livvy. Tell me again....’

'‘Say what?' she teased and then happily compligd s
demand, whispering the words first against his &ad then
against his mouth. When she felt his lips movingiasgt hers as
he said the words back to her, the desire she hadght
completely satiated started to burn again as theyeld and
touched and then kissed a: id touched some more.

'‘Mmm...that was wonderful,” Olivia sighed blissfilllas she
snuggled up against Caspar.

‘That!" complained Caspar mock-indignantly.

‘Very well, thenyou were wonderful," Olivia confided sleepily.
'I'm so glad we're not fighting any more,' she adsembrely. 'l
saw Saul earlier. He seems to think that his alidmyis marriage
Is virtually over.'

‘Yes, | know,' Caspar said, stifling a yawn.

"You know?' Olivia demanded, suddenly alert adastueed up on
her elbow and frowned down at him. '"How do you kRbw

Something about the way he hesitated before replgimd then
looked away from her made her clench her stomadtcias and
watch him warily.



', er, Hillary told me when we had dinner togethiis
evening....'

*You had dinner with Hillary! You invited anotheioman out to
dinner without telling me?' Olivia demanded, spgdine words
out carefully, all her earlier pleasure drainingagvas she stared
at Caspar in shock. 'Why didn't you tell me? Why?'

'It was a spur-of-the-moment thing," Caspar anssvewsgrily.
Tor God's sake, Livvy," he expostulated, pushing fingers
irritably into his hair, 'it's past two in the mang, and right now
the last thing | feel like doing is being cross+axaed as if I'm
guilty of a major crime. You just said yourself hemuch you
hate it when we fight and yet here you are—'

'I'm not fighting," Olivia interrupted him tersely.

'‘No? Then you're sure as hell giving a fair imaatof it,' Caspar
retorted grumpily.

‘Caspar, we're lovers, we've planned a future baget wouldn't
go out and have dinner with another man and thénetioyou
about it.’

‘No, but you're quite happy to change all our pland have me
looking a fool while you announce that you're stgyhere and
playing the dutiful daughter and niece, that i8s, ffar more
important to you than being with me, even thoughieen made
plain to you that your sacrifice isn't either nesgeg or wanted,'
Caspar came back with angry ferocity.

Olivia sat upright in bed and stared at him throtighdarkness.



'‘Caspar, | explained about that,' she protestadlilllonly be for a
few weeks...l thought you understood...and tonigl@he paused
and bit her lip before continuing. Tonight, whetold you | love
you...I thought—'

"You thought what?' he interrupted her savagelpu'Yhought
because you'd made the big sacrifice of finally cwiting

yourself verbally to me that that made everythikgyo That I'm
dumb enough, besotted enough, to go away and \aaenply

until you're ready. Was that what tonight was abbu, Livvy?'
he demanded bitterly. 'Was that what all the passal the
hunger, all the sex was for, to keep me quiet? Wed got news
for you...it didn't work.'

‘Caspar,' Olivia protested, but he had alreadyeditms back on
her, hunching his body as close to the edge di¢deas he could.

Well, let him sulk if he wants to, Olivia decidedathfully. She
wasn't the one who had spoiled things between tiNoh.this

time. No, Caspar had done that all by hi nself. \Wagn't he told
her that he'd had dinner with Hillary? And even s&mwould he
eve?, have told her if she hadn't just happenatutable on the
truth?

Had tonight's seemingly passionate and intenseniakeng

simply been a ploy on his part to make her confeets...to make
her commit herself to him verbally, to give him therds of love
he wanted just so that he could use them againgt biee kind of
emotional power struggle she had so foolishly eliktheir love
meant too much to either of them for them to emtr? And if

she had been wrong about that, how much else hadeahn
wrong about, as well? Did Caspar really love haxligt Quietly

she, too, lay down, her own back firmly turned itm.h



‘Olivia, have you got a minute?'

Uncertainly Olivia looked across the kitchen at fi2as She had
woken early in anticipation of going into the offibut Caspar
wasn't there beside her. Even as early as it wasnust have
dressed and gone downstairs ahead of her, thuidgphner of

any opportunity of talking privately with him ineéhcomforting

intimacy of her bedroom.

'l've decided to go ahead and call the airlinertiosning,' he told
her tersely.

An ominous sense of foreboding gripped Olivia. @z airline
if you like, but I'd hoped we weren't going to dat until we
went back to London.’

'‘We weren't,' Caspar agreed, emphasising the &fetdadding
grimly, 'But then we weren't planning to spend mibvan a few
days here saying goodbye to your folks.'

Olivia stared at him in dismay. 'But, Caspar, thas before my
father had his heart attack. Can't...?' She dugd®th into her
bottom lip, willing herself to stay calm whilst sHeegged,
‘Caspar, please don't do this to me...to us... &asHer voice
shook so much she had to stop speaking.

'Livvy...look, it isn't too late," Caspar told hargently, crossing
the space between them and grasping her handsysleluncle
you've changed your mind...that you can't staygét us seats on
the first available flight and we—"'



'‘No...no, you know | can't do that," Olivia prottdrawing her
hands free of Caspar's grasp. '‘Caspar, why wom'tigderstand?"
she pleaded, pressing her hands to her aching Heaalve to

stay.'

'‘No, you don't,’ Caspar countered brutally. "Younivep stay.
You, Olivia, and no one else. Your uncle doesnttwau here
and neither does your grandfather. You want to sémause—'

'‘Because it's the right thing for me to do. My &ath-'

‘The right thing?' Caspar laughed bitterly. '"Yoreatly know my
views on that subject,' he told her angrily.

''ve never seen you like this before," Olivia psied, her teeth
starting to chatter, even though she wasn't paatigucold. As a

child she had never liked 'scenes' or 'quarrels2 @ the things
she had liked most about Caspar had been his casmihes

logical approach to things, his ability to bypabke kind of

emotional response and overreaction to life's lisz#nat had
been such a familiar part of her childhood.

'‘What you are trying to say,' Caspar challenged'isehat you've
made a mistake.. .committed yourself to the wromg gVell, |

guess that feeling goes both ways. Maybe I'm nothalled to

discover that you aren't exactly the woman | thaygiu were,
either,’ he told her hurtfully.

Olivia stared at him, unable to fully take in wina was saying.
'‘Caspar,' she protested, but as she took a stegrdsvhim, he
stepped back from her, leaving her standing frozelisbelief in

mid-step as she read the rejection in his bodyuagg.



'‘Perhaps it's for the best that we both found betttuth before
we got in any deeper.’

The truth. What truth? SHevedhim...heloved her...wasn't that
all that really mattered®/asit? If she turned round now and told
him that she had changed her mind, that she worddkbher
promise to her uncle and return to America with ,hivas that
really the kind of basis she wanted to build héure,their future
on? Wouldn't she in effect be setting a precedwitrheant that
every time she had to make a decision he didn'teshhat
ultimately he would expect her to give in and bdodwn? No
matter how small the issue or how large. As a laveye knew
very well and better than most the danger of sgtimy kind of
precedent. She swallowed painfully.

She had never imagined that Caspaer Caspar, could be
capable of such small-mindedness, such selfishnelat. he
could quite willingly sacrifice their love. The kwedge
physically hurt her and all at once she knew wieaipbe meant
when they said something felt like a blow to tharhea heavy
weight...a sickening burden. She felt all of ththeegs and more,
but at least she had her pride to sustain hersdhee pride that
had carried her through all the rigours of her legaining
without the support and encouragement of her fandhe had
survived that and she would survive this. Somehow..

'If that's what you think,' she agreed quietly,jkag her voice as
low as she could so that it wouldn't betray hebtsaking.

Without waiting for him to make any further respenshe
walked past him and hurried upstairs. Even thoughfsmbled
for several seconds with the door, he made notdffazatch up
with her; to take her in his arms and tell her thathad been



wrong; that he couldntear for them to be apart; that he still
loved and wanted her.

Perhaps ihadall been a mistake, she admitted. Perhaps she he
mistaken something far more shallow and ephemeralofve.
After all, love—real love, enduring love, the kid love she
believedtheyshared—surely couldn't be destroyed so easily.

Caspar watched her walk away from him, her backredm
straight. He ached to call her back but his pridelldn't let him.

Listening to Hillary last night as she detailed sl complaints
against not just Saul but also his family had ulnoked for Caspar
all the doubts he had felt about the viability o helationship

with Olivia ever since their arrival here in hemm®town—and if

he was honest with himself, reawakened the desteughosts of
his own childhood.

Here was Olivia telling him he wasn't important eglo to merit
her concern, that there was no way she was goipgttbim first.

To Caspar the obvious emotional closeness that dabride
various members of Olivia's family together in @eeptance of
one another's flaws and faults in a way that welyaalien to the
way his own family network worked was something he
instinctively rejected, even found threatening, nat to his
relationship with Olivia, but to his deeply heldlibéthat such
closeness was at best a self-deluding fiction amebest a means
of control leading to the potential destructiortteé individual.

As a child he had seen at close hand how appareasiyy the
adults around him discarded one relationship tceremto



another. From that he had come to believe that hugnaotions
could only be stretched so far, that an individoalild only
encompass one really meaningful emotional tietehe. He had
seen his father, and his mother, too, form intgnsklse bonds
with their current partners, giving all their enastal support to
that partner and the children of that union. Grgmip, he had
been on the outside of that closeness, excluded froas an
adult he had no intention of suffering the same.fat

It wasn't that he was jealous of Olivia's involvernavith her
family; it was simply that he could not see thenpan wasting his
emotions on a relationship with someone who applgremsn't
prepared to commit herself as fully as he was.to it

Although in returning to America he was returnieghis home
town and family, the life Caspar had envisagedeher Olivia

and himself had involved just the two of them ang ahildren

they should have. They would socialise with hisifgnmo doubt,

but they would have separate lives and they woatdchave been
allowed to trespass emotionally into Caspar andi&4d private
life. Just as he had never been allowed to trespdsshis

parents?

Yesterday when discussing her husband and hisyfaktillary

had complained that she had never truly felt a pltieir lives;
that she had always been made to feel different-etdsider.
That no allowance had ever been made for theliatshe might
have different needs, different desires, diffegadls from theirs.

‘Saul should have married an English girl, prefgraime from
Cheshire and even more preferably, one from his fammly,’
she had told Caspar bitterly, adding sardonic&ivia would
have been perfect for him, of course.'



Of course. And Caspar had not been oblivious toldlo& of
sensual appreciation and sexual awareness in ®gelsas he
watched Olivia.

He went up the stairs and walked past Olivia's roeithout
stopping.

Inside her room, Olivia released her breath. Letpaa behave
like a spoiled child if that was what he wantef& hadn't made
any effort to understand her feelings, so why on esintbuld she
kowtow to his?

Jenny tensed as Jon turned over in his sleep artteneul
something. She had always been a light sleeper rasd
restlessness had woken her up. She glanced dahar, & would

soon be time to get up anyway.

Why had he thrown those bitter comments about Mahkea
before he went out yesterday evening? Neithererhthad ever
discussed the deep vein of selfishness and sefesitéhat ran
through Max's character, setting him so much dpamt both of
them, but most especially from Jon. Perhaps thatam& of the
biggest flaws in their relationship—the fact thhey did not
discuss such things but tended to ignore ~themy Tiexe both
placid, natural peacekeepers preferring harmonydiszord,
although Jon, she knew, would never shrink fromditag up for
some moral code he felt was being broken—no maiitert the
tost of doing so might be to himself.

Jenny not only realised how much stress David's lattack had
placed Jon under, but she'd also seen how mudsstesd been



under before it happened. Did he really think slhenit aware of
the increased amount of time he was having to spand
work—and couldn't guess the reason for it? If she bkaid
nothing, it was merely because she knew the fubliembarking
on a discussion that might lead to any criticism Qxvid,
however slight. And now it seemed that Jon hadrntakethe role
of providing Tiggy with emotional support as wedl @averything
else.

Tiggy. Jenny could still remember quite vividly hawetchedly
insignificant and unattractive she had felt besieethe first time
they had met. Tiggy had been so glowingly beaytthé soul of
life and enthusiasm, clinging adoringly to Davial's.

In comparison she had felt lumpish and plain, kgyn
unsophisticated, a woman who knew nothing of thadie
excitement of the life Tiggy and David had livedLiondon and
that Tiggy so obviously still missed.

Even pregnant, Tiggy had possessed that air oflifyagnd

delicacy. She had been dreadfully sick almost thinout her
pregnancy and it had been touch-and-go at one stagter or
not she would have to be hospitalised. All of thkad been
surprised when Olivia had proved to be such a gtroealthy
baby. The hospital staff had fussed more over Tibgn Olivia,
Jenny remembered, just as Jon was fussing overaver

Oh really. She threw back the bedclothes and svmendeet out
of bed. Surely she wasn't silly enough to be jeal&®oor Jon had
enough to cope with as it was. It would soon berdamd she was
too wide awake to sleep now, and besides, it wast'lon who
was on her mind.



Max had left for London shortly after his returorm his visit to
his grandfather yesterday in a mood that Jennydcaully
describe as unusually euphoric. There had beeir ahtaostility
and excitement about him, a look of secrecy andnph that had
left her feeling edgily suspicious.

It had been so out of character, so unlike him. NMegd to
portray himself as someone who was rather hard-Ogne-
someone to whom life had been slightly unfair. Hgoged
putting others at a disadvantage by making therhtfesy had
misjudged him. He enjoyed manipulating people, yenn
recognised honestly as she padded downstairs tottien.

It was a Crighton family trait, of course, laughabhd roguishly
charming in Joss, but in Max it had somehow matefégself as
something sour and spiteful, even destructive.

As expected, he hadn't told her why Ben had wattesste him
and she hadn't asked him. They didn't have thatl loh
relationship. Probably her fault for clouding histho with her
sadness over the earlier birth of the son who ladsuarvived.
Who could tell what thoughts, what emotions, thédcin the
womb absorbed from its mother? And yet he had laedearly
wanted child.

Lost in her thoughts, she started to fill the leettl

In London Max, too, was awake early, his mind bagzwith
plans. He had one hell of a lot to do and time migit be on his
side.



As he showered in the bathroom of his fashiondblke lie was
quickly sorting through various plans he had mdeprevious
evening on his drive back to London for discovetting identity
of his rival and discarding those that were eithteo

time-consuming or too impractical. He had taken flaé on

ready- furnished—it had originally belonged to & aithiz- kid

who had fallen flat on his face in a currency- mamdtebacle.
Fortunately the bank had discovered the misdemeandime,

the whiz-kid was fired and his assets disposeduidkty and
unceremoniously by his ex-employers.

Max had been lucky enough to hear about the flatthen
grapevine and bought out the remaining lease fxirtoenothing,
promising to keep his mouth closed about whatewekiew
concerning the potential disaster.

As he shaved, he studied his reflection dispastbnaie had
his grandfather's patrician nose and his fathedsuacle's height
and breadth of shoulder. His hair was dark—noteghiack but
almost, his eyes an unusual, clear pale grey. Hg imashort,
damned good looking. He grinned at himself, revepkven,
strong white teeth, then frowned as he returnesbiemplating
the problem of discovering his competitor's idemntit

It was pointless even thinking about pumping thanesbers clerk
who loathed him. Most of the other members didk# him
much more. Max had never seen the point in wagtiagime
being pleasant to someone unless he felt they dmulof use to
him, and besides, it was always easier, in Maxsvyito get a
woman on his side than a man, which, of course,duential
side benefits, many of which he had investigatesf tive years.



The only women who worked in chambers were secestamo

of whom were old enough to be his grandmother arssgssed
the kind of battleaxe temperament that rendered thaally

unsusceptible to Max's particular brand of charra. ikntally

ran through what he knew about the other three.

No point in even trying to worm anything out of lrapthe clerk's
secretary-cum-assistant. She had a mammoth crushsenior
partner and would doubtless go running to him tbhien the
moment Max tried to pump her for information. Thetft the
other two: Wendy, the placid, anaemic-lookingédittlonde with
buck teeth and bad breath, and Charlotte, theydolbking
brunette who had already made it clear to him ieatould be a
serious contender for her affections, or rathehfardetermined
ambition to become the wife of a barrister, and Mick not
intend to make the mistake of misjudging either her
determination or her ability to achieve her ambiti®he was
certainly socially ambitious enough to make a guodfi@ for a
barrister, but wheheeventually married, Max had his own plans
and his own ambitions.

There were barristers and barristers and he knashvdamp he
wished to be in and a helping hand in the rightéation from an
influential in-law would certainly not go amiss ameither would
a wife with the kind of family money to enable thesmix in the
right sort of social circles. But he was not reémtymarriage yet,
not by a long shot.

These plans had, of course, been laid before meddahat his
grandfather had decided to change his will, butetkeas no harm
in doubly securing the future. And there were stikgnty of
wealthy families with daughters who found consitéaappeal
in the prospect of a son-in-law who, if he madeithte higher



echelons of the legal profession and became a Gayht judge,
could ultimately be granted a title.

Max, who knew the story of his family history in attto him was
excruciatingly boring detail, had often reflectduat; in the
original Josiah's shoes, he would have given fartaly pressure
and allowed them to dictate his choice of wife.

Finished in the bathroom, Max didn't waste timengainto the
kitchen. He never bothered eating breakfast. Hboards rarely
contained any food. He either ate out or bought skifn
something microwaveable. So far, his lifestyle aating habits
had had no discernible effect on his physique.

As he pulled on his suit jacket, he glanced atwwasch. He had
never seen the point of arriving virtuously eady Wwork when
there was no one there to log such virtue, butrttusing he had
his own reasons for wanting to get there aheaon#. t

Had he felt he could get away with it, he would édad no
compunction whatsoever about going through the k'sler
confidential files himself, but in order to do se\would have had
to 'borrow' his keys, a task that taxed even hitssk

No. It would have to be Charlotte.

He grimaced slightly as he caught the smell ofrtee cologne
he had used with deliberate generosity. It had begft from his
last girlfriend. Charlotte, he suspected, woule lik

It must be something to do with the fact that slaes Wwaving to
stand in the street outside the office waiting fbrcle Jon to
arrive that reduced her to the state of a nervolasdgirl, Olivia



decided as she glanced at her watch and then thye athurch
clock just to check that she had the right time.

She had seen Caspar briefly again before leavisgnbrning.
His manner towards her had been withdrawn and wihkte had
simply told her the time of his flight to Londompm where he
would eventually return to the States, dashinghogres that he
might have had a change of heart. She wished thalg ceach a
compromise that would allow their relationship amtnue. One
look at Caspar's face, though, had warned hereofutility of
such an exercise. Caspar didmantto compromise.

And so she had left the house without saying arlgethings she
had so desperately wanted to say and half an laolierethan she
had planned, which was why she had been pacingahement
outside the offices for so long. She expelled allssigh of relief
as she suddenly saw Jon emerge from one of theadyri
side-streets off the square. It was just gone tyvéné past eight.

'Olivia.’

He didn't smile as he greeted her. He looked aggtintne hadn't
slept, Olivia noticed. Her father's illness haddagen slightly,

giving his features a gauntness that made him apther

intimidatingly austere.

As Olivia waited for Jon to unlock the door, shengdered how
Saul was feeling this morning. Was it some kindmien, some
secret twist of fate, that both of them should Bpegiencing
relationship difficulties at the same time?

The shop over which Josiah Crighton had first ethhis practice
had long since disappeared; the family now ownedwhole



building. But at Ben's insistence the offices watrk on the first
floor as they had been in Josiah's day, the dowsastaoms now
having been converted into a reception and wadheg.

As she followed Jon up the narrow, creaky stairdiyi®
remembered nostalgically how exciting she had foiinas a
child to come here and how fascinated she had lmeéme rows
of old-fashioned, heavily bound law books that @iltbe shelves
of the small gallery at the top of the stairs.

Of the two rooms, her father's office had alwaysrbthe larger
and Olivia paused a little uncomfortably outsice dbor, then
turned to Jon. 'If you would prefer Dad's offic&.she suggested.

Jon shook his head. 'No, it's all right. As a matfefact | prefer
my own," he told her as she continued to hesitétequiet and it
gets more light.'

A little uncertainly Olivia opened the door to Hather's office.
She frowned as she surveyed the interior; it loakedh larger
than she remembered. Then she realised that twy baak of
metal filing cabinets that ran along one wall hade

'‘Where...?' she began, staring at the empty space.

'‘We moved them into my room," Jon explained caltoliter but
Olivia could sense that for some reason her queshad
discomforted him. 'We're in the process of puttevgrything
onto computer and since | was the one who atterttied
induction course, David thought | might as well lo@gh that
side of things.' *



A simple enough explanation but Olivia felt oddiyeasy.
Something, she didn't quite know what, didn't rindly true
about it.

‘It will take me a few days to get into the routirske told Jon. 'I'll
have to familiarise myself with Dad's cases anent$i, of course,
read up the files. | know you deal with most of tomveyancing
side of things while Dad handled all the familystisuand wills.'

‘Broadly speaking, yes,' Jon agreed, but he wkgking at her,
Olivia noticed, and once again she was aware ofldritension in
his voice that she suspected wasn't purely bechaskadn't
wanted to accept her offer of help.

She must not be too sensitive, Olivia warned herS#le was
here to help not cause more problems.

'‘Well, I'm here to do whatever | can,’ she saidlisg 'I'll need a
list of Dad's clients and—'

'‘Er, I'm afraid we didn't do things quite so forigal Jon
interrupted her. 'lt wasn't really necessary arghtlwve often
found we were overlapping interests.’

Olivia frowned. That wasn't how she had understbedoractice
was run. She had always been under the impredsidrthe two
brothers clearly divided their workload and theields of
operation.

'‘Well, if you would give me some keys to Dad's dedkgo
through his diary,' Olivia suggested.

It was several seconds before Jon produced hearfatkeys and
Olivia had the distinct feeling that he didn't hgalant to give



them to her. Heavy-hearted she went into the otiicé firmly
closed the door behind her.

Tiny motes of dust danced in the sunshine streamiriigrough
the room's windows. Olivia went to open one of thentet in
some fresh air. The room smelled of lavender padisd old
wood.

Her uncle had mentioned switching from their triadial filing
system to computers, but to judge from the waysttreen and
keyboard had been pushed to one corner of herrltbesk
virtually out of reach, she doubted that he had evade much
use of it.

Beneath the window the town was stirring sleemitp ilife, shops
starting to open, one or two people walking throtlghsquare.

Determinedly Olivia turned her back on the windavd avalked
over to her father's desk. It was over a hundradsyeld, a heavy
mahogany partner's desk with a faded leather topr H
grandfather had used it, and before that, his fatrery gently
she touched the antique leather. The whole roonatihee
tradition; it hung heavily in the air so that héoslders bowed
automatically beneath the weight of it. Perhap€alspar had
come here, seen this, he might have understood.

Caspar... She looked at the telephone. He wasvinig until
around noon. There was still time for her to tetaph him...go
home.

Resolutely she turned her back on the temptatidneofelephone
as she unlocked her father's desk. She found hiy @iasily



enough, the drawers surprisingly almost too neat tadty, as
though someone had already been through thenhoagh...

She sat down and opened the diary. No appointnientsday,
thank goodness. That would give her time to stamgbsome
reading up. None for tomorrow, either, or the dégra Olivia
started to frown as she flicked through the diamng &ound it
empty of any appointments other than the odd ret§gencilled
in for golf.

Uneasily she started to look back through the diaey muscles
tensing as she studied the empty pages. Perhagather had
another diary and this was simply one he useddordehis golf
matches. Yes, that must be it, she decided eagsrghe put it
down and started to search through the drawersanddime.

And found nothing. Nothing!

Blankly she reopened the diary and restudied iteoagain.
Earlier in the year there had been a clutch of eppents, but
these had gradually tapered off until there werellganore than
two or three a week and then even less, which meant

'‘Olivia.' She stiffened as the door opened andcdone in. 'The
post has arrived,' he told her. 'If you'd like toe into my office
we can go through it together...oh, you've foundryfather's
diary,' he commented unnecessarily.

'Yes,' Olivia agreed. She took a deep breath aed fbrced a
smile, remarking, 'Luckily he doesn't appear to ehaany
appointments this week, other than a game of golf.’



'Oh yes, that is lucky,' Jon agreed, smiling bdmk, his smile

seemed forced, even if he did seem to relax a hitl as she got
up to accompany him to his office. Because he vwe®iming

more accustomed to the idea of having her workimghie

practice, or because she hadn't made an issuerdatiner's

virtually empty diary?

In contrast to her father's office, Jon's seemeadllemthan she
remembered, and of course there were the famillarg f
cabinets, plus some modern additions to house ohepater
system. But unlike her father's desk, his was almosgered in
files and papers, and his diary, which lay opent rnexhis
keyboard, looked pretty full, as well.

'So the practice hasn't become a comp\deie Celesteof the
legal world," Olivia couldn't resist saying.

‘Er, excuse me...?'

'‘We do still havesomeclients, Uncle Jon,' Olivia explained dryly.
'l had begun to think from the state of my fatheffsce and his
diary that the practice might be completely dewafithem.’

'Oh...yes. Oh yes...I see. Well, you know how .it9emetimes
one side of things can be busy and sometimes$d'sther....'

‘Mmm. | suppose so. You mean that people don't idie
Haslewich in the summer?’

She was being unfair, Olivia recognised remorsgfadl she saw
the almost hunted look in her uncle's eyes.

'I'm sorry," she apologised. 'lt was just that dl lae impression
from Tiggy that Dad was very busy.’



'Oh yes, he was...it's just... Well, to tell thetlr, Olivia, | came
down the other day and—'

‘Cleared out Dad's desk,' Olivia supplied gently yet she knew
she had made it sound more like an accusatiorethacceptance
of kind intent.

'l just wanted to check that there was nothingwes urgent, that
was all, Jon told her stiffly.

Had he, after all the years of playing second &ddl her father,
both in the family and in the practice, suddenlipeleed and
seen...seized the opportunity to assert himselftakel over his
brother's role? Guiltily Olivia tried to dismissctua disquieting
thought. Jon, so far as she knew, had never beghiag other
than fully supportive of her father. But there mastely have
been times when he had felbmeresentmentsomejealousy,
somesense of anger at being pushed into second place?

She stole a look at her uncle as he started thrgoigh the post
with her, handing her each letter to read and mietsly
explaining its origins.

An hour later she decided that there was nothieghgied feel too
apprehensive about. Most of the letters had seepretty
straightforward; the practice did not deal with gdex litigation
cases or even the more complex European and ititarah
intercompany legal wranglings that were her paldicfield.

'I'm going to have to leave soon. I've got an apipeent with
Lord Burrows at eleven,' Jon told her. 'He wantgacothrough
some of the tenancy agreements for his farms.' Wesas a
world away from the kind of workhewas familiar with, Olivia



acknowledged as Jon added, 'and then | promisgd Wdth your
mother when she visits your father.'

So-far as she could sedgr day's work was going to consist of
drafting a new will, chasing authority for some deails they
needed on a conveyance, clarifying a property bouiaay and
reading through the half- dozen or so files that Jo had
entrusted to her. Nowhere near enough to keep hehoughts
too busy to stray to Caspar—unfortunately..



11

Max's first set-back of the day came when he walkéadl the
poky little room that housed the chambers' two etacies and
their equipment to discover that Charlotte waseté.

'‘She's at the dentist,’” Wendy told him in her nesvbttle-girl
whisper that always aroused in him the desire tmént her by
pretending he couldn't hear her. He knew that shétimidated
by him and that she disliked and resented him,gsshe knew
that she was too nervous and fearful to dare tqgptamwhen he
arrived in the office at ten to five in the afteomowith more than
half an hour's 'urgent' typing for her to do.

Charlotte would never have stood for such bullytengfics and it
amused Max to witness the skilful way she alwaysagad to
pass on the main burden of the work to Wendy anday¢he
same time give the impression that she was thevbiwewas the
more efficient and hard-working of the pair.

Charlotte and he were in many ways, he suspeectedfta kind,
which was why they tended to treat one another wittertain
amount of healthy respect. Like him, he imaginext tbharlotte
had chosen to work at Gray's Inn because, of the lfins of
Court, Gray's was the one with the reputation olvjaling the
best social life, and he already knew that thers m@away that
Charlotte would provide him with the information ented
without requiring some form of payment in kind.

‘Well, when she comes back, tell her | want tolsse will you?'
he asked Wendy.



She had flushed a painful shade of unflatteringk pulnen he
walked into the room and now her whole face andahwere
dyed an unpleasant shade of puce. She was mor&kiblsrstill a
virgin, he reflected—and very likely to stay thadyw

In his own office, his desk was piled high with wpnone of
which was likely to earn him anything more than @agre few
hundred pounds. Once he had his tenancy all thatpuarse,
would soon changeéOnce he had it. He glanced at his watch.
How long did it take to visit the dentist, for Ged'ake, if indeed
that was where Charlotte was?

He sat down and reached for the first file, studythe note
pinned to it impatiently. Another no-hoper. My Gedyy the hell
did these people bother? He glanced contemptuatishe letter
of instruction from the acting solicitor, formallgequesting
counsel's opinion as to the feasibility of theiewct's claim. A
five-year-old could see that then@sno claim. No claim, which
meant no case, which meant no fees.

He reachedor the next file.

In the end it was almost lunch-time before Chaglotme
sauntering into his office, her hair and make-upmgleously

iImmaculate as always, the skirt of her suit just fitle bit too

short, the jacket just that little bit too fitteakfa woman who took
her career seriously.

'You wanted to see me?"'
The glossy red lips pouted provocatively as shedsto front of

him, making sure he got the full benefit of thegdangth of her
legs and the full curve of her breasts, Max obsgreaning back



In his chair, hands crossed behind his head asoked her lazily
up and down.

'l always enjoy seeing you, Charlotte,' he asshexdnockingly.
The look she gave him suggested that he stop wdséntime.

You know it's the annual dinner dance the montérafext,’ he
commented, watching as Charlotte eyed him warily.

The annual dinner dance was an external prestigivast with
tickets strictly limited, supposedly on a first-corfest-served
basis, but in reality available only to preseleagpglicants.

For the first time this year, Max had managed ttaiobtwo
tickets, illegitimately, of course, through the doaoffices of the
wife of a certain junior judge who just happenedbtoon the
selection committee and with whom Max had had &jadsly
planned flirtation, which had resulted in the tlmdazzled lady
In question getting his name onto the requisite lis

Charlotte, unless she was invited to the affaialicket holder,
would have no chance of attending, a fact that thath knew,
just as they both knew how beneficial it would bener in her
guest for the right husband if sheuldbe present. There was no
limit to the kind of contacts and opportunitieseanerprising girl
like Charlotte could find at such an event.

'Is it?" Charlotte now countered with deliberatgweness.
Max allowed himself an indulgent smile. 'lI've gabttickets for

it and as yet no partner.' He paused. If anytHiggrlotte looked
even more wary.



'l need some help...some information..." Max toéd Quietly.
This was the risky bit. The unprotected leap frame position of
strength and safety to another. There was no giesaras
yet—that Charlotte would take the bait he was affgr She
could choose to expose him instead, and if she did.

'‘What information?' she asked him carefully.

Max allowed himself to start to relax.

'‘Nothing too unreasonable,' he assured her eakist a name. ..’
‘A name...what name?' Charlotte demanded, her eyshifting.
'‘Not what, whose,' Max corrected her loftily.

This was the second hazard; even if she had adoesise
information he wanted, she might decide not to dgitehim, and

again he was risking potential exposure.

He paused for a second and then, reminding hirasbiw much
was at risk, told her bluntly, 'There's anotherligppt for the
upcoming vacant tenancy— a woman. | need to knawame.'

'Only the tenants on the tenants' committee hagesacto that
kind of information,' she reminded Max.

‘The tenants and the chambers clerk,’ Max agreedthhy, 'but
at some stage an appointment has to be maders.|ptee to be
written.'

'‘Laura deals with all that kind of correspondendéharlotte
informed him.



Max raised his eyebrows.

‘All right, I'll do what | can,’ Charlotte agreethut I'm not
promising anything.'

‘Neither am |,' Max warned her smoothly.
They exchanged looks.
"'l have to wait until Laura leaves this evening.

'‘Excellent. You'll be able to do some extra typfog me then,
won't you?' Max remarked.

Charlotte gave him a warning look and asked moogeshy,
‘These tickets, do they include the dinner or hey just for the
dance afterwards?'

‘They include everything," Max assured her, 'thecdathe dinner
and the pre-dinner cocktail party. | hope you'vé guitable
dress.’

Charlotte smiled at him.

It was a pity in a way, Max mused after Charlotael lgone. He
had worked hard for those tickets, damned hardiomhard to
have wasted a ticket on someone like Charlotte undemal
circumstances, but then these were not normal rastances,
and in view of what he ultimately stood to gainmgosacrifices
had to be made.



The practice's cases might not involve the hugessoinmoney
she was used to dealing with but they were ceptdanl more
interesting, Olivia decided after she had finishesbing through
the tangled history of one of them. A land disphad sprung up
between two brothers, both of whom claimed to hayles over
a piece of land left by their uncle. Both men weatesady
relatively wealthy local farmers but this piecdiefcely disputed
land also contained a stream, and it was accdbg tream that
was the real cause of the dispute. The problemexaserbated
by the fact that at some stage the course of tkarsthad been
altered, diverted, as one brother claimed, so thabw ran
through the other brother's land instead of runivinigs original
course on his land.

Olivia had spent most of the morning poring ovel wiaps and
deeds, which in itself was an unfamiliar enough tasher to be
intensely absorbing, but trying to read the find-fashioned
writing was beginning to make her eyes ache. Thka s
remembered seeing a small magnifying glass onrnee's desk.

He had already left for his first appointment, hig office door
was open and she could see the magnifying glasdebsesme
papers. She went inside and walked over to g&sithe reached
out to pick the glass up, her attention was cabghthe open
wallet of bank statements on the desk. They weréaliger's, she
realised, and her uncle had presumably been gbrogdh them
because they were folded back to show the montebfuary.
One item on the statement was ringed in red, artiowi
intending to do so, Olivia found she was studyinper heartbeat
registering her shock when she discovered thatiticked item
related to a credit to her father's account of alnaoquarter of a
million pounds.



Her father was not the kind of man who had everaged to
accumulate large sums of money. As a family thegdiwell,

very well in fact, but both her parents in differgrays tended to
be financially extravagant; they were not saverdgngestors,
which meant that her father either must have beaeengthe

money or...

Her heart thumping heavily, Olivia sat down in hecle's chair
and pulled the statements towards her. The moneybean
deposited by credit transfer. From her grandfatberhaps?
Olivia knew that there had been occasion in thé wagn her
father had had to apply to Ben for a ‘'loan' but, gferhaps
naively, had always assumed that the sums her rfdibd
borrowed had been for much smaller amounts.

She flicked forward through the statements and thtepped

abruptly as she came to another credit entry—easygh to find

since the bulk of the statement entries were fdahdvawals,

withdrawals that ran to sums far in excess of agrdr's drawings
from the practice.

This time the credit was smaller, one hundred tandgounds,
and it was dated very recently, only days beforddtber's heart
attack, in fact. More slowly this time, Olivia twt back to the
first statement and started to go carefully throtigdm all.

By the time she had finished, she felt ice-cold ladhands were
shaking so much she could hardly turn the statesndyt her

rough calculations, in the past five years herdeshaccount had
been credited with close on two million pounds. Vé¢hkad he
got such a vast bum of money? What had he spen®ito far as
she could see, it had been absorbed by her padaydb-day

living expenses, by extravagance and overspendmgat



catastrophic degree. Yes, she could see where tmeyrhad
gone but where had it come from?

She had a nauseous feeling that she already kheot,the exact
source of the money, then at least the type ofcgoiirvas most
likely to have come from.

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, ttgirggeady
herself.

'Oh, Dad, how could you...?" she whispered shakily.

Her glance fell on a file that had been tucked unel@h the
statements. It looked very like the one Olivia lsaen her uncle
holding in her father's study the previous eveniRgluctantly

she picked it up and glanced at the nand®mima

Harding—trust fund.

Her fingers were trembling so much she could haogbn it. She
knew the Harding family, who lived in Haslewich. &hhad
originally been local landowners; some of theirddrmad been
sequestered for use as an American army base dinengar,
and more recently the same land had been soldooff avith the
land the Hardings still owned close to a huge mattonal
chemical and drug conglomerate, which had its $riti
headquarters several miles outside town.

That sale had made Jemima Harding a millionaiié$sad also
enabled her only son to buy the fast sports cavhich he had
met his death and, so local rumour said, brougbtiathe split
between her and her husband that had ultimatelioléakir very
acrimonious divorce and her reverting to her maidame of
Harding.



She was an old woman now, in her late eightiesj®iteckoned,
living in a residential home.

She was also one of her father's clients; he wasdie executor
and held power of attorney over her financial affaivas that
where the money had come from? Olivia wondereckbteilad
her father used those powers to transfer money ffemima's
ac-count into his own? It would have been easy eméughim to
do and easy enough to keep hidden—just so longeasmh
remained alive and no one questioned what was happ® her
estate.

The cold, icy <!aljyi of deep shock had fallen over. She was
distantly aware of neatly placing the file where $iad found it
along with the statements, of getting up and eeaerembering to
collect the magnifying glass she had originally eofor before
walking back to her father's office. But once thshe felt her
legs starting to buckle beneath her and her whadly lstarting to
shake so much that she was forced to cling to d&lek& bf a chair,
unable to move, unable to do anything otfyer thi@md there
shivering violently and trying to force her emotsoto accept
what her brain insisted they had to know.

Her father had stolen money from someone else fafleer had
defrauded someone who trusted him. Her father watfferent
from the thief who broke in during the night, thenaman who
deceived vulnerable old folk out of their savingel gpensions.
Her father...

She swallowed uneasily. Uncle Jon...hadkhewn...?Had he

guessed? Washat why...? Her head started to pound. The

temptation to run back to Jon's office and go tglouhe
statements again, to convince- herself that shewvasg, that



she had misread the evidence, misunderstood whdteghseen,
was so strong she had to forcibly prevent hersethfmoving.

Her father...

'Has he been under any unusual stress?' the sgebead asked
them and she had wondered guiltily then if she btmmention
her mother's ‘problem’ but had decided not to dsirste she was
not sure whether her father was aware of it. Thesstcaused by
that knowledge would have been bad enough, but.this

How on earth had he managed to live with himselvwwing what
he had done not once, but regularly, consisteotgr a period of
five years? Howouldhe have done it?

Abruptly, achingly, Olivia longed for Caspar. Anatnjust for
him, but the means of escape he could have provided the
appalling dilemma she now faced. If only she hadeneeen
those statements, opened that fileorify she was now safely on
her way to London with Caspar.

It shocked her that she, who had always privatebught of

herself as strong and independent, should, the mibste was
tested, become so mortally afraid and vulneralvié even worse
than that, a moral coward who, instead of facingawhat she
had discovered, simply wanted to run and hide Heagmy from

it, preferably in the safe sanctuary of Caspartssar

Caspar. She looked at her watch. It still waswtlébe for her to
catch him before he left, she decided feverishiyshie drove
straight to the airport, there was still time befdus flight took
off for London.



She couldn't tell him about her father, of couGaspar would
never, never understand that kind of deceit anbodissty—a
violation rather than a straightforward theft—so amuworse
somehow coming from a person who was, after aluoh a
great position of trust. But still, she needed hMeeded the
loving warmth of his arms, the security he providadd the
escape...

She had already pulled on her jacket and pickeldemghandbag
without being aware of doing so. As she hurriecbdigh the
downstairs foyer, she told the receptionist quicklgn...I'm just
going to the airport to see a friend.’

Oh dear Godwhyhad she looked at those statemeksyhadn't
she simply turned the other way? What was happénihgr and

to her life?Whydid she have to discover these things about he
parents that she would much rather have not h&mda/? Not
even the silent threat of the police video cameras enough to
prevent her from speeding as she drove towardsaittpert,
overtaking other vehicles with an uncharacteristicklessness,
terrified that she would somehow miss seeing Ca§ya had to
see him...she had to...

The airport had changed since her last visit, edpdrnto a vast
complex that had her gritting her teeth as shedaufrantically
for a parking space and then abandoned her caimhalfd half
out of it. She locked the door and started to mmards the
departures lounge, praying that Caspar would rretadly have
been called through for his flight.

The escalator taking her down into the departunesde was
packed and she fidgeted nervously as it progressadly,



tortuously, into the hall itself. Suddenly she daugight of
Caspar's familiar back and froze.

The urge to call out to him, even though she knewvbuldn't

hear, was so strong that she had to bite the imfider mouth to
stop from doing it. He was, she realised, talkmgdmeone. He
moved and she was able to see who it was.

Hillary.

The shock rocketed all the way through her body-e-ghdden
sickening sensation of the blood draining fromHead inducing
a feeling of faintness, the nauseous lurch of hemach, the
weak shakiness of her legs.

Hillary. What wasshedoing with Caspar?

As Olivia watched them, Hillary reached up and pbkred
something in Caspar's ear. He turned to smile maine Olivia's
heart turned over inside her chest. Hillary moved lhead and
started to kiss Caspar, her body moving subtlyeclide his.
Caspar had his hand on her shoulder.

Olivia thought for a moment that she was actuatiyng to faint.
Disbelief, anguish and hot, furious anger all camelito produce
a pain like nothing she had ever previously expeed.

Was this why he had ended their relationship? Not, as e ha
accused her, because he doubted the strength tddieigs but
because his own for her had changed. Beda&se longer loved
her, wanted her. Because of Hillary. Hillary whi&elhim, was
an American. Hillary who, like him, thought nothing the ties
and responsibilities of being part of a family, theies... Hillary



who could walk away from her children and her husbpist as
he could walk away from her. But if he thought timaillary he
had found someone who would put him first, he way wery
wrong, Olivia decided savagely. Hillary was thedkiof woman
who would never put anyone other than herself.8rs¢ was
down in the departures lounge now but she didrstevany time
In going over to Caspar. Instead she headed strfaigthe exit.

Caspar. Her lover. Her refuge...her sanctuary.e Sarted to
laugh bitterly.

'...and you needn't worry about work, David, beeaQdivia is
going to stay on and help out at the office and—'

‘Nol'

Tiggy looked nervously at Jon, appealing silentiyim for help
as David interrupted her. Jon had offered to waiside whilst
she went in to see her husband alone, but Tiggypkgded him
to go with her.

She was uncomfortable and ill at ease when shewtadavid,

Jon had noticed, but then he suspected that vevypfople
would have not found the battery of technical emeépt that had
originally surrounded his brother when he was i ititensive
care unit intimidating and they had been warnet Bfaavid must
not become upset or overexcited, which he quiteniglavas

now.

'It's all right, David,' he soothed his brothemasdiscreetly rang
for the nurse, mentally cursing himself for not imgvwarned



Tiggy not to mention the fact that Olivia was halpiout at the
practice.

Ten minutes later after the nurse had shown thenofoDavid's

room, having first firmly reassured a tearful Tiggat David was
not about to suffer a second heart attack buthbalid need to
'rest’, Tiggy flung herself into Jon's arms.

'‘Oh, Jon, I'm so frightened,' she wept. 'They keayng that
David will soon be able to come home, but I'm afrdnat if he
does...'

'‘Don't upset yourself," Jon comforted her. 'I'mestire doctors
won't allow David to leave here until they're sure's well
enough to do so.'

'He just doesn't seem the same any more," Tigggigted
weepily. 'Why was he so angry about Olivia?"

'He's probably upset at the thought of her disngptier own
career plans,' Jon fibbed. 'Don't let it upset yboat won't do
either you or David any good.’

'‘Oh, Jon, you're so understanding. Jenrgpisicky to have you,'
Tiggy sighed as she nestled close to him. 'l useelitDavid that
he should watch his weight. You're much much fitterShe
lifted her head from his shoulder and reached upuoh his hair,
telling him coyly, 'Why don't you try a differentaincut,
something more modern. It would suit you.'

'l don't think so," Jon replied, laughing, recallithe hairstyles
favoured by his younger son and his friends. Ewvenitswas
flattering to receive Tiggy's compliments and heeiest. Jenny



would certainly never have said anything like tt@tim, but
then Jenny had never been the type to think defiag a man.

'‘Oh, Jon—' Tiggy's mouth trembled pitifully as g¢hed to smile
'—will you think me very dreadful if | say that Ealy I've been
feeling that | married the wrong brother?'

Jon had to swallow hard as he hugged her. Sheedausim the
same kind of emotions he had felt on first holdeagh of his
newborn children. Only with Tiggy there was an axtigredient,
a sensuality, a sexuality—a charge that left hirlifg both
elated and ashamed.

Jenny was his wife and Tiggy was David's and whatse kind
of betrayal could there be than for him to covstthiin's Wi|e?

'l don't want to go home yet," Tiggy was whispetogim. ‘Can't
we go somewhere...?"

'l really ought to get back to the office..." Jaghn, but Tiggy
clung tightly to his arm.

'‘We could have lunch. Everyone has to have a linoeh- Please,
Jon,' she pleaded, 'l don't want to be on my own.'

As his plane started to climb into the surprisingiue

Manchester sky, Caspar stared bleakly through théow. Only

now could he acknowledge that, illogical thougivds, a part of
him had gone on expecting, hoping, right untilltss call for his
flight to London, that Olivia would appear.



And yet so strong was the hold of the angry, jesudchild within
him that even knowing that, he had not been aldddoy himself
to walk over to a telephone and call her.

If she had loved him enough, then she would autcadgt have
put him, his needs, his desires, his wishes, fget;rang the
stubborn child's voice within him.

Only she had not...did not. Think how you wouldl fee her
shoes, how you would behave; how you would reaecgngthat
kind of ultimatum, the analytical adult voice o&lgrown-up self
demanded. Wouldyou give in to that kind of emotional
blackmail?

Would you want a relationship with the kind of pmrswho
wielded it?

Tiredly he pushed his hand into his hair. It wopitdbably never
have worked anyway; Olivia would have needed taneto be
able to work back home. Lawyers there did not conunthe
same kind of respect from the community that thdyir@Britain.
The whole system was different, more political, enor
hard-nosed, and Olivia, despite her academic igéxite and
ability, had a certain feminine softness abouthatrhe—and, he
suspected, other men, too—found subconsciouslyriraiu
Because men liked women to be vulnerable?

He moved irritably in his seat. She might be s@éted but she
sure as hell could be stubborn, as well. Yet inderes wouldn't
hewant to prove the doubting Thomases amongst herfamily
wrong, to prove that she could do the job as wetl andeed
better than any of them? Wouldn't that have besdralenge he'd
have found impossible to resist? So why expecti®twresist it?



She had caught him off guard last night. He hacenéad any
intention of having dinner with Hillary. It had beeobvious

virtually from the first moment they had met thlésvas looking
for a way to justify leaving her marriage and soneto support
her in that decision. As a fellow American and sonelike her

who was outside the family, it was only naturalttblae should
turn to him, but in listening to her, there wasdoaibt that he had
placed himself in a highly invidious position. Qévhad already
made it plain that she supported Saul, but byithe he had run
into Hillary last night, he had been almost gladmobpportunity
to widen the rift between Olivia and himself. Welle had

certainly found it and meeting Hillary by chancetla¢ airport

this morning had not been particularly welcome.

It was just as wall that her family lived out oretiVest Coast,
making any future contact between them highly watjikHe still
had a few days before he actually left the couriteycomforted
himself as his plane started to circle Heathrownd enough yet
for Olivia to contact him...or for him to contactrm

There was no going back now, Olivia acknowledgeul, mot
even if she wanted to. What she had seen at tiperaihad
convinced her of that. Their quarrel, the reasong fthe events
leading up to it, she could understand if she aigdrherself from
her own emotions and studied the situation dispaasely. This
didn't mean to say that she felt she was in anyiwaye wrong,
simply that there were realistically strong arguteefor both
Caspar and herself to feel aggrieved and angrythietgpeed with
which Caspar had quite obviously replaced her snlife— and
in his bed, too, judging from the way Hillary hadem draping
herself all over him—no, that could not be forgivem



understood. That was treachery, betrayal,on a gsaalk. As a
family, they seemed destined to suffer badly fronboth as the
betrayed and the betrayer, she reflected sobedlh@adrove back
to the office.

Well, she knew what she had to do. There was nalenpthe
Issue now, no escape, no cowardly walking awaind the first
person she'd have to tackle had to be her unclealah after
that... Her hands were shaking as she locked theafder car.

Haslewich was a small town and her grandfatherra wpright
and proud man. She dared not think what it woultbdom when
word got round about what her father had done \itin@e family
would be affected by it, each and every one of thented by it.
The bile rose in her throat, sour tasting and heavy

Jon was in his office when Olivia walked in. 'l de® talk to
you,' she said without preamble.

'‘What is it?' he asked her after he had waved ritera chair.
'‘Have you changed your mind, decided to go to Acaewith
Caspar after all? If you have, don't worry—'

‘No, | haven't changed my mind,' Olivia interrupkeeh quietly. 'l
wanted to, but | discovered that I'd left it totela

When she didn't elaborate Jon shifted his weiglsbarfortably
from one foot to the other.

'It's all right, Uncle Jon,' Olivia told him gently know now why
you didn't want me working here.'



She could see Jon physically stiffening as she es@oid she
could see, as well, the way his glance strayedapeigly to the
place on his desk where he had left those incriimgabank
statements. He had put them away now as well ade¢he

'l know what Dad's been doing,' Olivia pressedionly. 'About
the money he's taken, stolen from Jemima Hardings fund.
When did you find out what was going on?'

For a moment she thought that he was going to pttéondeny

the whole thing. He took a deep breath, pausedrarmdwalked

over to the window before saying tiredly, 'I've bes@spicious for
a while, but stupidly, | suppose, with hindsightdidn't want

to...l thought that perhaps... You mustn't judgeryf@ather too

harshly? Olivia,' he told her. 'God knows what kirigpressure he
must have been under. | only wish..." He stoppetistnook his
head.

'‘Oh, Uncle Jon, how could he?' Olivia demanded,dsnly
giving way to her emotions, too wound up to kedpsste started
to pace the floor. '"How could he do something tha...?"

'l don't think he ever meant things to go so faoh tried to
comfort her. 'l imagine that he just meant to bartbe money at
first, that he fully intended to pay it back, bsttaings stood—'

'He couldn't do it and so instead he just borrowexale," Olivia
interrupted bitterly. 'Only he wasn't borrowingait all, was he,
Uncle Jon? He was stealing it,' she retorted shaipsbtill can't
believe it.'

Jon winced as he listened to her. He felt so guiligs much to
blame as David himself. He should never have alkbiravid to



have so much control over such a vulnerable clesgecially not
when he knew... But that was all in the past antdddesworn as
David's brother, his twin, sworn on the Bible te father that the
one unfortunate mistake of David's— that smallyshit of
foolishness when David was in London—was somethivag
would never again be mentioned between them. Dawad
escaped a formal Charge then because no one,okeafitthe
important client he had been involved with, wantdd become
public knowledge that a junior, as yet unqualifiedrister, had
almost got away with swindling him out of a consatde sum of
money.

Instead the whole affair had been hushed up. Dé&adn't

actually spent any of the money; that had beenidepte had

been dismissed from chambers and David himself dveain

tearfully to both his father and to Jon himselt the would never
be tempted to do such an idiotic thing again. &t kanply been
the pressure of the way he was living, the crowevlas running
with, the fact that Tiggy was pregnant, that hatlian into such
temptation in the first place. He had never reallgnded to steal
the money, simply to use it, borrow it, until hitoaance came
through, that was all.

Ben, of course, had to believe him, accept his sa€wand his
remorse, because to do otherwise would have meanhhé had
to accept that David was not what he had alwayprsadly
believed him to be. And Jon had accepted the vowilefice
imposed on him by Ben because, well, because Dasagl his
brother and he had grown used to always shieldidgraotecting
him, helping to maintain the fiction that he was @maracter their
father had established for his favourite son. Wias weally to
blame if David found maintaining the burden of tbla&racter too



difficult? David or Ben? And who, after all, was ke sit in
judgement on the brother he had been brought tgvere?

Over the years he had done his best to be careduit @xposing
David to any kind of temptation, but then he hathpps started
to become overconfident, to relax a little too muete had
avoided seeing what was happening because he hadri&dto
see it, and because of that laxness...

The burden of the way he had turned his back on hi:
responsibility, the way he had let not just Davud Ben, as well,
and yes, Olivia and all the others down, too, wedybinbearably
heavily on his shoulders.

David had, of course, escaped from his burden sgamsibility
just as he always escaped or downright avoideaftey all, Jon
wasn't going to take the risk of accusing him nowhwviraud
when to do so could bring on a second and potgntathl heart
attack. But Jon did not like admitting to such thbts and so he
quickly pushed them to the back of his mind. Th&yewnot the
kind of thoughts he had been brought up to harlataut his
brother.

‘Uncle Jon, what are we going to do?' Olivia adiead huskily.
‘There's no way that the money can be repaid aed dvit
could..." She spread her hands helplessly. 'Heigty gaf
theft...and fraud...and of professional miscondefcthe worst
possible kind.'

As he listened to his niece and heard the angaikkrivoice, Jon
forbore to remind her that her father had nevelfifig@ either as
a barrister or a solicitor and therefore the qoestif professional



misconduct at least did not arise, or at leasimthie sense that
she meant.

It will kill Gramps,' she whispered, ‘'and thisShe lifted her
hand to indicate their surroundings. '‘No one willt. could
destroy all of us...the whole family.’

Jon couldn't deny it. Who would want to hire a fiofnsolicitors
in which one of the partners had been convictettaafd? The
Crighton name, of which his father was so chautica#ly proud,
would be ruined. There was nowhere so comfortatddesafe as a
small town, and nowhere so cruel once you had lordkamnoral
laws, transgressed its ethical boundaries. Antetie world was
In many ways very similar to a small town; gosgpesad fast and
lethally through it. Only the fact that the onl\het person apart
from the client to know about David's earlier trgiession had
been felled by a stroke within days of having confed David
had prevented the newstbfattransgression from spreading. Jon
was sure of it.

But this time the truth couldn't be hidden. Jemidsding was
eighty-nine and in poor health; she couldn't liee éver and
sooner or later—probably sooner—someone was gairgjairt
guestioning the disappearance of that two millionnas from
her accounts.

‘There isn't anything we can do," Jon told her hgaand for the
first time as she looked into his eyes Olivia sast how great a
burden her father had placed on his twin brother.

'‘Someone will have to tell Jemima Harding...and the
bank...and—'



'Yes,' Jon agreed. 'l've already made an appoirttoesee her
accountants,’ he said quietly. 'l know the seniartrer
reasonably well.'

They looked at one another in heavy silence. Jahrtwaother
option open to him, Olivia realised. If he withhéthe fact that he
knew of David's fraud and did not act upon it, tachlly he

would be as guilty as her father, just as she wbealterself.

‘Would you like me to come with you..when you dbe
accountant?' she offered.

Jon gave her a ruefully tender smile. "No,"' heiegpbently. 'It
would be best if no one other than ourselves kiatwte'vehad
this conversation. In fact, it would be best if mag not had it,' he
added firmly.

'Oh, Uncle Jon.' Olivia shook her head as she wept and
hugged him swiftly. "You always put other peoplestti You
always want to protect them.'

As he returned her embrace, Jon reflected guilit she was
wrong. He hadn't thought about protecting Jennyriaght when

he'd been holding Tiggy in his arms. Why had heedib®d He

didn't know what was happening to him. Increasimgher the
past few months he had discovered aspects of hiacter that
bewildered and sometimes shocked him. It was blk&ihg in a
mirror and seeing an unfamiliar reflection, turnmgorner of a
well-known street and seeing a totally unknown viean

experience that was both unsettling and alarming.



Lying in bed at night next to Jenny, unable tos)é® sometimes
found himself worrying, questioning where they wgoing, and
even more disturbing, why they should bother gaingt all.

Their children would soon no longer really neednth&@heir
marriage. Their lives together had become predietand
routine. But where once he had actually foundtgadiness and
sameness a comforting security, just recentlydtfieét more like
a prison. He was fifty years old and it was as ¢iohe had
suddenly woken up to the reality of life itself asekn for the first
time how much he had missed out on. Realised homy riaes
he had not done things. The chaotic turmoil ofdwis thoughts
left him feeling confused and agitated; the intgnof his
emotions—new emotions many of them—shocked him.

It was almost six months since he had first begususpect what
David was doing, from a chance remark by their bauakager
that David and Tiggy were very fortunate to inhesitich a
substantial fund of money from her parents. Sired&rew that
Tiggy's parents were both still alive and liveccomfortable but
very modest circumstances on the South coastubmsaons had
immediately been alerted.

He had tried to discuss the subject with David, tippically his
brother had fobbed him off, initially avoiding tiesue and then
claiming that their bank manager must have misistded.

But Jon had not believed him. He closed his eyesflyor The
knowledge that he doubted his brother's word, habipy, his
honesty, had caused him many sleepless nightsasurg from
feeling guilty at his own suspicions to fearingtttieey might be
true, his pain, misery, anger and hopelessnessmpatying the
sense of loss and loneliness.



For the first time in his life, he was forced tanéont the truth.
David, his brother, his twin, was a liar and athide anger that
had filled him, the sense of betrayal and resentphail been like
a flood-tide sweeping through his emotions and ledefs,

destroying whole segments of the person he hadyaltt@ught
himself as being, leaving him stranded in a no sm#md of
confusion and doubt, knowing only that now he hatksperate
need to sever himself from the role of his brothenost loyal
supporter.

In place of the loyalty and love he had been taugttel for
David, he now felt a huge weight of unexpressed anc
inexpressible anger, not just against David andféiiser, he
acknowledged tiredly, but against virtually evergpimcluding
himself.

Only Tiggy with her vwvulnerability, her helplessnesker
neediness, seined able to reach the old tender@mand ready
compassion that had once been the benchmark oWintde
personality. A part of him longed, yearned, to Ieao tell
Jenny how he felt, to be able to share his confii$is anger, his
sense of self-loss and pain with her, but he wesdafo do so,
fearing not just her judgement of him but alsoldesg forced to
judge himself.

In the final analysis, no matter what his crimiaations, David
wasstill his brother and he was betraying him by edvey what
he had done and, more importantly in his own hdsrtbeing
unable any longer to go on loving him.

He glanced at his watch and told Olivia quietlys'gone six.
You go. Your mother doesn't like being left on bem.’



'‘She's probably gone shopping,’ Olivia said, tryimgmile, but
then, as she realised where the money had come fooimer
mother's compulsive shopping trips, her face creaohpl

Why...why...why hadn't she gone with Caspar as thay

planned? If she had...if she had, nothing wouldehavanged,
except that Jon would have been left to carry tinelén of her
father's dishonesty by himself, she reminded hiess&inly. The

least she could do as her father's daughter, men{gadaughter,
was to be here to share that burden with him.

As he watched Olivia leave, Jon acknowledged soinlihat
whilst he had no clear idea yet what exactly it Wwasvanted to
do with the rest of his life, he knew that it could longer
continue as it had. More than anything else, helegéime and
space to think. Time away from Jenny's sad, reffobeyes and
from the knowledge that lay between them. Perhapgh w
hindsight, it would have been better for them ndidave married
in the first place. Which was the more cowardly?abo stay in a
marriage simply because it was there or to admaittthth and
face up to reality, as he had been forced to athmitruth about
David.

There was an estate agent's on the opposite stle sfjuare. He
had noticed absently when passing it that one winadas
devoted to properties to let....



12

'Hello...I didn't expect to see you here todayy Gumiled warmly
at Jenny as she walked into the shop.

'‘No, I'm just on my way back from the hospital¢ $bld him.

He studied her covertly. She had lost weight oher gast few
days and it suited her, emphasising the elegarg bvncture of
her face and narrowing her waist. She had alwayks neatly
defined wrists and ankles; Guy, to whom such thimgse
important, had noticed them the first time they.met

To him there was a natural elegance about Jenody, @bout
the way she held herself and moved, which far g% the
more common theatrical mannerisms and poses thggyTi
affected.

In his mind's eye, Guy could transform her into W@man he
knew she could be, the woman she should have bedh-her
dark hair worn slightly longer and styled differgnits natural
curl allowed to emphasise the shape of her facevamnd in a soft
bob, Italian style, the warm tones of her skin ateated by
clothes in mouth-wateringly delicious shades of lya®l cream
deepened through to cinnamon.

Gtiy, unusually perhaps for such a strongly heexoal male,
had an eye for colour and line, a sensitivity figtesthat caused
him to flinch in almost physical pain when he wascéd to
witness other people's apparent blindness to tluessdy of
creating visual harmony.



It amazed him that Jenny, who could pick just tlgatrpiece of
furniture, just the right fabric and accessoriesiézorate their
window, could fail appallingly to apply that taletd her own
wardrobe and person. He had hoped their triumpdrantrsion to
Armani might have changed things, but so far hexhaace seen
her wearing the trouser suit they had bought.

'How is David?' he asked politely as he watchedplishing her
hair off her face with fingers on which her weddingg had
become loose.

He had never taken to Jenny's brother-in-law, whemrivately
considered to be both a weak and a rather vain man.

'He had a bit of a set-back, although he's stagd@enanow,' Jenny
replied. She frowned a little, remembering thatrtbese had told
her that David had become upset during Jon andyBgfsit.

'His wife had been talking to him and he becamg agitated, so
we had to ask her to leave,' she'd repeated.

What exactly had Tiggy been saying to him? Jennypdeoced,
her heart giving a funny little nervous beat.

‘What's wrong?' Guy asked her softly.

She gave him a wary look, then shook her head, idgny
‘Nothing.'

To put into words her fears and confusion aboutctii@nge in
Jon's behaviour would give them a weight and p@hercouldn't
bear them to have. There had been many times diinieig
marriage when she had felt isolated, and alone ‘aeny
vulnerable, but never one when she had felt gikiéethis, when



she had known instinctively that her marriage wasndp
threatened by another woman.

Not deliberately, of course. Tiggy could never be s
cold-blooded. But... Was it really any wonder thah should be
so attracted to her? She was all the things siszleras not and
she had always known that he had not married hesfdave, or

at least not out of love fdrer,she amended mentally; there had
never been that wild, passionate flaring of sexamaditement
between them. In its place, though, thed shared a harmony
she kept hoping would compensate for all that dhdynot have.

'l must get back,' she told Guy. 'Jon will be h@oen and—'

'I saw him earlier. He was in the Italian restatraih David's
wife.'

‘Yes,' Jenny agreed distantly. 'He would have been.

Guy looked searchingly at her, wondering if she aasre just
how much she had revealed in those sad, almost,hitords. He
had seen for himself the intimacy Jon and Tiggyens&maring,
Tiggy putting down her fork to reach across thdefamd touch
him, not perhaps as a lover but in a way that pettaalmost as
clearly how she felt about him, and if Jon had lbe¢n equally
intimate in return, he certainly hadn't made anterapt to

withdraw from her.

Gravely he watched Jenny leaving the shop. It wassbon yet
for him to do or say anything. He had waited aflsh years, he
could wait a little longer.



Wearily Jenny made her way home, her heart turrongr

uncomfortably as she saw Jon's car parked outs&@duse. It
was unusual for him to be home so early these dagsagain all
her instincts warned her that his presence now s good
omen.

He was waiting for her as she walked into the latch

‘There's something | have to tell you,' he saidlzeiy.

'Is it very important or can it wait until aftemgher?' Jenny asked
with forced brightness.

'l...I won't be in for dinner. I've got a meetimgChester.'

It wasn't true, but Jon knew that there was no tayould sit
down and go through the same stifling routine withoreaking
the promise he had made himself and either sayindomg
something that would hurt her.

‘The children,' she began, but Jon shook his head.

‘The girls are upstairs doing their homework anssJoas gone
round to see Ruth.'

'‘Oh, well, I'll just put the kettle on and—'
‘Jenny...'
The stifled impatience in his voice stopped her.

'l...I can't stay here any longer...I need to beaynown.... This
house, our life...'



You, he might just as well have said, Jenny ackedgegd as she
listened to him in anguished silence.

‘They...l..." He stopped and shook his head.

'‘What is it you're trying to tell me, Jon?' Jensied as calmly as
she could. 'That our marriage is over, that youtveadivorce?'
Despite all her good intentions, her voice cragsahfully over
the last few words and Jon winced as he hearddier p

'No...not that. Not a divorce—a separation.'
‘What about the children?' Jenny protested.
‘They'll manage. They won't need us much longen'tdld her,
guilt driving him into anger. 'And anyway, they'akvays related

more to you than they have to me.’

Jenny bit her lip. 'What are you trying to sayatthve been too
possessive with them, that...?'

'‘No,' Jon denied wearily. 'Jenny, | don't wantauargue. If we're
being honest with one another, we both know...'pdased. 'l
know we married for the best motives but—'

'‘But?' Jenny pressed him determinedly.

Let him say it. Lethim say what she had always privately
known...feared, but he obviously couldn't. His gluslid away
from hers. He edged closer to the door...to his.dxs escape.

‘Where will you go?' she asked him and then regpletter
guestion. Now it was her turn to be afraid of winat eyes might



reveal, to look directly at him. She knew, of cauride would go
to Tiggy, but when he answered, it seemed she waisgy

'l...I don't know. I'm going to look for somewhédeerent. It's for
the best, Jenny,' he said almost plaintively. Shddchear the
pleading note in his voice and her heart achegusbfor herself
but, ridiculously, for him, as well. She wantechtddd him, much
as she might have done one of the children, to edrhim and
reassure him that she understood, that he was/érgbut how
could she when that wasn't what she felt at all?

'‘When—' she moistened her dry lips '—when will ygnf' she
asked him quietly.

'l don't know. Just as soon as | can arrange sangetfihere's no
point in drawing things out.... I'll move my thingdo the spare
room in the meantime.' He saw the look she gaveanidwinced
a second time.

‘The children,' she whispered. 'What are we gaiglt them?'
Jon shook his head. 'l don't know...."

'l could tell them that...that it's just a tempgrahing,’ she
suggested huskily. "'They might find that easieadoept.'

‘Tell them whatever you think best,' Jon replied.Wwhs looking
at her almost pityingly, Jenny recognised as sltettie first
stirring of something other than pain and shocle first
awareness of the mortality of the blow struck mst gt her heart
but also at her pride.

You're the one who's doing the leaving, she waptedito say.
You explain it to them. But instinct and habit wigeer to stay



silent. She felt oddly weak and light-headed withetther the
energy or the will-power to fight or argue with hitt'd better get
on with supper,' she heard herself saying mundafi2ig Joss
say what time he would be back?'

She was behaving like someone out of a bad pl&ydshbided as
she fought down a near hysterical desire to bretklaughter.

The stupid, dull, boring, soon-to-be-cast-off wifep unaware,
too caught up in the events of her monotonous dailyine to

realise what was happening.

'‘No, no, he didn't,’ Jon was answering her.

She didn't watch him as he opened the door andedaiito the
hallway. She couldn't.

Max drummed his fingers impatiently of the tophed desk. It
was almost seven o'clock, well past the time whenwuld

normally have left chambers, but when five-thirgdicome and
gone with no sign of Laura getting ready to ledwehad gritted
his teeth, cursed his grandfather under his breamith sent
Charlotte a warning look when she had started ta.po

‘Still here, Charlotte?' Laura had commented withirgry look.
‘That's not like you.'

'‘Charlotte has agreed to work late to finish soypenty for me,'
Max had cut in.

'Really?' Laura had responded in an even froshiee.t"Youdo
surprise me.'



Only by reminding himself of what was at stake ihak been
able to prevent himself from retaliating. In thedahhad been
nearly half past six before she had finally and,shspected,
reluctantly gone.

'‘Wait,'” Max had cautioned, shaking his head watgirend
taking hold of Charlotte's arm to restrain her wiske would
have rushed over to the other woman's desk viyttiad moment
she left.

'‘Give her another ten minutes,' he instructed ©ktarl 'just in
case she decides to come back.'

She hadn't returned, but even so Max had retraatéis own
office whilst Charlotte produced her unauthorisetiss keys and
proceeded to unlock Laura's desk.

Now it was nearly seven o'clock and she still.. xM#ffened as
his office door opened.

'l think I've found what you want,' Charlotte tdion. "The senior
partner has had lunch with a certain Ms MadeleirevBe, that's

Browne with are, of course. Three times in the past two months

and he's also written her initials in his diary texthe time of the
committee meeting.'

Madeleine Browne... Swiftly Max scanned his mentorgee if it
held any trace of the name and found it didn't.

'Oh, and by the way," Charlotte informed him wiblvious relish,
'there's something else you should know. This Madel
Browne—' she paused importantly '—she only juspleag to be
the head's goddaughter. Now,' she added briskiyutahe ball...’



The head of chambers' goddaughter, he might haserknMax

fumed as he made his way back to his flat. Welleast he now
knew who his adversary was. The thing he had toed was to
find a way of eliminating her from the contest, ahd easiest
way to do that would be to discredit her in the 2yé the

committee. As yet he wasn't sure just how this g@ag to be
accomplished, but there was bound to be a way.eTabvays

was—and he would make damn sure that he found it.

It would be essential to find out as much as hddcabout her.
What her strengths were, and her weaknesses, ailed heot
necessarily have in mind her professional strengimsl
weaknesses.

Head of chambers' goddaughter or not, sexual e@gualvs
notwithstanding, he was determined thatwould be the one
who got the vacant tenancy and not Ms MadeleinevBep with
or without are.

'Aunt Ruth.'

Ruth looked down at her great-nephew. She and Jese
walking through the water meadows where, as a git¢ had
picked watercress. There were no cress beds hgréoager,
even though she and Joss had mounted a vigorousesmelt
campaign to reintroduce the cress to its naturaikdta

'‘Why is it, do you suppose, that a person who sewkag...you
know, okay, suddenly seems, well...different?'



Ruth frowned as she heard the note of anxious @nsin his
voice. 'Which person in particular are we talkingpat here,
Joss?' she asked gently. "You?'

'‘No, not me,' he replied, shaking his head andicguser to
exhale a small sigh of relief. She kept herselsoeably up to
date, read papers and magazines, watched newspnogs and
the like, but she didn't really think she was upé¢aling with any
youthful questions about sex or drugs.

'No, then who?' she asked.

'It's Dad," Joss admitted, scuffing the toe of $i®e on the
ground.

‘Your father?' Ruth frowned. 'Well, | expect he&rw anxious
about David.'

'He spends a lot of time over at Uncle David's lkgudoss
informed her, studiously casual. 'With Aunt Tiggy.'

Ruth's heart sank. 'Does he? Well, | expect thezeaalot of
things that Tiggy needs his help with.'

'Yes, that's what Mum says,' Joss agreed.

Ruth hesitated, not sure just what to say. Hovwdarobe. In the
end she decided that since he'd brought up thedishe owed
it to him to deal with it responsibly and give hihe opportunity
to air his obvious concern rather than pretendlindt exist. And
so instead of drawing his attention to the fact fesveral of their
plants had at last appeared to have taken rooprsiepted, 'But
you don't agree?'



'Dad's different,’ he confessed in a muffled voitée's been
different for...well, before Uncle David had hisaneattack.'

‘Different how, Joss?' Ruth prodded gently. 'l dé&now, just
different. Not like Dad somehow. Sort of as ifthink he might
be having, you know, problems with Mum,' he staigliciously.
'‘Lots of people at school have parents who arerdady' he
informed her casually.

Ruth felt her concern turn to alarmed disquiet.ulYparents
aren't getting a divorce, Joss,' she told him. Wimaearth put
that idea into your head?'

He gave a small shrug, his eyes suddenly sombreagdvise. 'l
don't know...it just came.’

'‘Have you talked to them about...about this?' shec

'‘No...you see,' he said earnestly, 'l don't thimkt tMum would
want to be divorced and...Aunt Tiggy is very preisn't she?'

Ruth didn't try to lie to him. 'Yes, she is,' slygesed quietly. '‘But
your mother... People don't always fall in lovedgse of the way
the other person looks, Joss,' she reminded him.

'‘No, | know, but Aunt Tiggy needs someone to loft&reher and

now that Uncle David isn't there... Dad likes itempeople need
him," he added with an almost adult perceptiveribas half

shocked Ruth, even though she knew already hoWigaet and

astute he was.

‘Your Aunt Tiggy is married to David and your fathe married
to your mother," she finally managed to say as tsieel to
assimilate his words.



Washis fear just the product of some childish imagorg or did
it have a deeper and more dangerous cause? Wasalahdon's
marriage in difficulty? Jenny had said nothing & &ind to think
of Jon considering a divorce as Joss had suggesenhed
impossibly far-fetched. If it had been David now...

'I'm sure there's nothing for you to worry aboogs]' she tried to
reassure him gently as they turned round and dtarteead back.

'‘Oh, it's not me I'm worried for," he declared fiymiit's them,
Mum and Dad. He needs Mum. | know he might notklsio, but
he does. And she needs him. Aunt Ruth, could | siifty you
tonight instead of going home? We could go and kwdhe
badgers,' he coaxed her winsomely.

‘Joss, | don't think that would be a good ide&'lstgan and then
as she looked at his face, she changed her mindddet, "We'll
see what your mother thinks, shall we?"'

'l know that Mum won't mind. I'll go and ring herhen | get
back, shall I?'

Thoughtfully Ruth watched him. She did so hope tmatwas
wrong and that his suspicions were ill- founded.

She had planned to visit Ben tomorrow. Saul andnather were
leaving in the morning and she knew that Ben, dedps claims
to the contrary, would miss their company. She diax@ think,
however, how he would react to the possibility eékationship,
an affair, between Jon and Tiggy. Jon must knowsklfrhow
fiercely and furiously Ben would oppose any attempthis part
to replace David in Tiggy's life, and the mere thett he could, if



indeed he actually was even considering doing swaped how
very deeply involved Jon was.

Tiggy's feelings did not worry her nearly so mudiggy she
likened to a pretty clinging plant that needed tamssupport,
anysupport, and that would just as happily attactifitsnd cling
to one plant as another, her emotions like roattely shallow
and easily transferred.

But Jon... Jon was a different matter entirely @nrad he who had
always put David's needs first should even begimtdosider
taking his wife from him seemed grossly out of cluaer.

Always supposing, of course, that Joss had not tzieip
misread the situation. Heas,after all, only a boy still. He could
be wrong. She hoped heaswrong. Ruth admitted her brother
could be a very determined man. She hadn't fongothe
pressure he had put on her when... But that was thié past now
and in the end he and her father had probably bgbh She
could never have lived with herself, knowing thdite swas
responsible for the break-up of someone else's iagarrno
matter how much she had loved the man concernetl tream
there was the fact that he had lied to her, deddiree, letting her
believe that he was free to love her when all thhe the had a
wife and child back home in America.

She bit her lip. Why on earth was she thinking aladiuhat now?
It was over fifty years ago.

Olivia heard the phone ringing as she was strippiffgthe
clothes she had worn for work. Somehow they fetitéal by



what she had discovered, the cloth soiled and gramtlyough she
suspected in reality it was merely the dust from diffice she
could feel.

When her mother called up that the phone was fories heart
staged to thud heavily. Caspar. It had to be! As Hced
downstairs in her underwear, she was already reggeahat she
was going to say to him. Only it wasn't Caspanas Saul.

‘Saul,’ she repeated mechanically, her voice ddy empty of
enthusiasm.

'You sound down," Saul sympathised. '‘Bad day abffiee?' he
teased. 'Fancy telling me all about it over dinher?

'Oh, Saul...it's very kind of you, but | don't tkin'

‘Look, if what happened the other night is puttyog off, don't
let it," he told her softly. 'l meant what | salidvon't...'

What he had said the other night? What was hentalibout?
Olivia wondered in confusion.

‘You needn't worry that I'm going to come on to yptessure
you," Saul went on, 'and besides, I've alreadydfixgp a
babysitter. Louise has offered to sit with the katsl Mum's still
here, as well.’

Saul thought her hesitation was because she waid &fe might
try to flirt with her. Olivia didn't know whetheotlaugh or cry.
She couldn't hurt his feelings by telling him tishe had all but
forgotten that small brief incident by the riverdashe certainly
could not tell him why.



'Please...

Olivia wavered. What was the point in staying ainleoin case
Caspar rang? What was she going to do if he didat\Wwhs she
going to say? Nothing could alter what she had.seen

'l...yes...all right," she agreed.

"You might at least try to sound more enthusidsBaul chided
with a mock-aggrieved laugh, adding, 'I'll try toroeind to pick
you up in half an hour.’

'Mum, where's Dad?'

'He's had to go out,’" Jenny told Louise withounitog to look at
her. The kitchen smelt of baking, betraying, nolipthat the
mix she had just slid into the oven was Jon's fate@u
upside-down apple cake. How silly of her to have en&dThe

girls wouldn't eat it—Louise had loftily announcedly the

previous month that they were far too old now toe thildish

treat of scraping out the mixing bowl and neithétheem had

ever been great cake eaters anyway. Perhaps ddegogisome
of it to Ben. Baking soothed her. She could weatheenber how
busily she had baked in those months when her mathedying

and again when... She winced as she accidentatyeduher

wrist on the hot door of the Aga.

'l don't suppose you could give me a lift roundtandad, could

you?' Louise was wheedling. 'Only | promised Sallblabysit
and—'



'You suppose quite rightly," Jenny retorted. "Wéhattong with
using your bike?' Tiredly she turned to her daugHter eyes
widening as she saw what Louise was wearing.

Surprisingly the Armani trouser suit was only jastittle too
large for her. She was already taller than Jenrywan. Even
more disconcerting, it looked good on her, whicls ware than
could be said for the make-up she was wearing.

‘You aren't planning to babysit wearing my suig¢ you, Louise?'
Jenny asked with what she felt herself was comm#adaalm.
But then, what was the potential loss of a desigrrser suit
when you were faced with the more drastic loss lmisband?

Louise looked at her, opened her mouth to argue tihanged
her mind. 'l was just trying it on, seeing how awld look. After
all, it's wasted hanging there in your wardrobel wou'll never
wear it, we both know that,' she finished dispargiy.

‘Louise:.." Jenny began warningly.
'Oh, all right, then,' she conceded, sulking.gidland take it off.'

'l think that would be a very good idea,’ Jennyeagr firmly.
‘Jeans and a T-shirt would be a much more serdliglanative.'

What on earth had motivated Louise to try to gedyawith going
out wearing her trouser suit and not just any tossliit, but the
Armani, which Guy had told her—after she boughtmaede her
look incredibly sexy. That was nothing to the waiiad looked
on her daughter, who Jenny was nearly sure hadvbeanng the
jacket with absolutely nothing underneath; therd bartainly



been more than just a suggestion of provocativesthof taut,
uplifted teenage nipple showing through the supgbeic.

For whose benefit? Surely not Saul's. He was easilge her
age, and besides, improbable though the idea asedalling for
Saul was, Jenny decided it would do no harm toudsder
suspicions with Jon—just as a precaution. Thenlicgiy she
remembered that there would be no more long, cbhaysowith
her husband as she snuggled up in bed beside kitheytalked
over the joint and separate events of their dagt Tere would
be no moreanythingwith Jon.

Hastily she wiped her eyes. The last thing she edamtas for
Louise to come back in the kitchen and find hemayy

"Young Saul took Olivia out to dinner last nigl&¢n announced
abruptly.

Ruth looked at her brother. Only Ben could referSaul as
'young' as though he were no more than a teenagkeOévia
much the same.

Ann had already informed Ruth about the break-ubadl's
marriage, and Ruth, guessing what was going throlgh
brother's mind, felt bound to point out to him,iV@ considers
herself fully committed to Caspar, Ben.'

'Pooh, she'll soon come to her senses. Americame of them
can be trusted. You know that....'

Ruth could feel herself tensing. No matter how mftghe
promised herself that this time she wouldn't endquarrelling



with him, Ben almost always managed to provoke imép
forgetting her vow and this occasion was no exoepti

‘You really are the most ridiculously biased mahg told him

forthrightly. 'People aréndividuals Ben, no mattewherethey

come from. A hundred or so years ago you'd have theesort of
man who objected to his daughter marrying someooen f
outside the Cheshire border. Olivia loves Caspad aer

relationship with him is a far different affair fromine... I...1

made a mistake,' she countered tautly, 'but thesrdbmean that
all Americans are—'

'Lying cheats,' Ben supplied angrily for her. '"Whabut Saul's
wife, then, going off like that and leaving threaldren? What
kind of woman does a thing like that, desertingdven children?’

Ruth winced. 'Sometimes a woman doesn't have aimyngshe
answered quietly. 'And the fact that Hillary is Amean has no
bearing whatsoever on her decision to leave Salv&htedto

keep the children, as you well know. They werdath here, this
Is their home, and no doubt in leaving them herth \aul,
Hillary is trying to put their own interests first.

'Rubbish," Ben snorted. 'They're all the same whele lot of
them. Young Olivia will soon find out the truthusgt like you
did.'

'l hope not," Ruth returned. She wouldn't wish wieat happened
to her on anyone else, least of all someone liked@IThe fact
that Grant lied to me when he pretended that he'tvamrried,
that he was free to..." She stopped and swalloweckfy before
forcing herself to continue. 'The fact that he aes#® me had
nothing at all to do with his nationality. Any mawhether



English, Welsh, Scots, French, Polish, Dutch, aran roould
have done the same. Grant just happened to be éaneri

‘They were all the same,' Ben argued angrily. '@gnoiver here,
lying and cheating, seducing innocent young gtudsning their
heads... Don't think | don't know.'

‘But you don'tknow, Ben," Ruth contradicted him gently. "You
see, originallyt was the one who chased Grant, not the other wa
round." She smiled sadly as she saw his face. &hitys true. |
know how much it offends that steely Crighton prade/ours to
hear it, butt wantedGrant and | wanted him very badly. He was
like a breath of fresh air, an irresistible magnédrce...he was
just so different from anyone else I'd ever mét....

‘You don't know what you're saying,' Ben remonsttagruffly.
"You were still grieving for Charles.'

'‘No," Ruth told him firmly, shaking her head. 'ddyrieve for
Charles, yes, but as a friend, not as a womanl. Kdlow we were
engaged but that was just because it was the domg. i was
young and, | suppose, rather silly. | got caughinuiine urgency
of the whole war thing. Charles was going away odager. He
wanted the security of having someone to come haclof
reassuring himself that he would come back. | gawe the
security, but that was all | gave him. | was sacemwlne was
killed, of course, but | never mourned him as aefov never
mourned him in the way | did Grant,' she added uhdebreath.

'He seduced you,' Ben insisted fiercely.

'‘No," Ruth corrected him with gentle determinatidinyou must
know the truth, Ben, | was the one who seduued' Her mouth



curved in a tender, reminiscent smilde was the one who was
reluctant, responsible...."

And he was also the one who was committed to soeetse,
who was married and not just married but had aclag well.

He'd never told Ruth that, not then, when she hahgd him
back into the sweet- smelling long grass of theewateadow and
teased him with the soft shape of her breastsstaeanhich they
both knew were bare beneath the flimsy coveringyesffrock,

nor later when she had lain beneath him, cryingheujoy at the
feel of him inside her, surrendering herself tant to him. No,
he had not told her then, nor had he mentioned Hteany other
time.

It had been left to her father and brother totltel the truth. For a
long time she had thought that the pain of losiing\would never

leave her, but eventually it had, the sharp agdriyeo original

grief softening to a dully monotonous ache, and #the, over
the years, fading to an occasional twinge of panmemnever she
allowed herself the dangerous pleasure of thinlkahgut him.

And anyway, by then she had other pains to beherdturts to
hide. Grant. She had no idea if he was even §ti# zand she did
not want to know, either, she told herself firmly.

She could see Ben massaging his bad leg. She koewnuch

David's heart attack had upset and frightened mchshe was
filled with remorse for having argued with him.vas not his
fault that he was the way he was. He remindeddreeimes of a
great, lumbering, clumsy and anachronistic priméealst on the
edge of extinction, bewildered by the fact thanldonger had
the power or strength he had taken for grantedddong. To Ben
the Crighton name was sacrosanct, the upholdingafacred
trust. Ruth smiled sadly to herself. He was so\padk of step



with the times, it was almost laughable, but soraebbe didn't
feel like laughing.

On her way home she intended to call round andesaey to find
out if there was any real substance to Joss's. f@astasteful
though the idea of prying into someone else's peilile was to
her, she felt she owed it to her great-nephew teast take his
fears seriously enough to make some attempt teialéethem. If
theycouldbe alleviated..



13

Madeleine Browne. A triumphant smile curled Max'suth in
cynical satisfaction as he looked down at the ndmehad
doodled. In the three relatively short weeks siheehad first
discovered her name, Max had found out rather aldotit her.

First and foremost, and the most serious hurdldyisneyes at
least, to his ousting her from the race to gain ¢hambers
vacancy was the fact her grandfather on her matlsede was
one of the country's most prominent Law Lords aad father
was a senior High Court judge; moreover, she wasmerely
Madeleine Browne, but Madeleine Francomb-Brownéoaigh
apparently during her time at university she hacldézl to drop
the first half of her double-barrelled surname.

She lived, very appropriately, in a small hous€helsea down
by the river, which belonged to her father and Wwrsbe shared
with a friend—a 'girl' friend, her circle of friescpredictably in
the main 'girls' she had been at school with. Sag, m short, a
typical product of an upper-middle-class backgrotine type of
girl who thirty or even twenty-five years ago wouldver even
have dreamt of having any kind of career other tharpursuit of
a suitable husband and Max heartily wished thathsitechosen
that option now.

However, in the midst of all the unhelpful and pctable

information he had gathered about her from varisosrces,
there was one fact that glittered as brillianthaasit and polished
diamond. And that was quite simply, God alone krieswvhat

reason, that she had, during one summer's vacahi@ she was
studying, taken a part-time job, no doubt as someé &f general
dogsbody, at the chambers headed by Luke Cright@hester.



Max had no idea why on earth she had chosen to wmle
when, thanks to her family's influence, she cowstenworked
anywhere—if indeed she had needed to work, whigmse
highly unlikely—but what he did know was that it sva golden
nugget of good fortune, which he fully intendedum into the
maximum advantage for himself.

He had done all his homework, checked and douldelad all
his information, plotted his strategy carefully améticulously,
and now it was time to put his plan into action.

He left work at his normal time, went home, showesnd
changed, and then set out for Chelsea. It didké teer long to
answer the door to his knock. She might have al gbcial
advantages, Max decided chivalrously as he stumgedbut she
was certainly nothing very remarkable to look at.

Plain brown hair cut into a neat bob, brown eyesmall round
face to go with her equally small and gently rouhtdedy. As
she saw him studying her, she flushed deep pinkcaked shyly
self- conscious.

'I'm sorry," he apologised, giving her his mostraiag and
winning smile, the one that revealed the delicidumsple in his
chin and made him look even more raffishly attractihan he
had any right to be, as an adoring ex-girlfriend bace told him.
'‘Luke told me that you were only a tiny little tginbut | hadn't
thought...'

'‘Luke?' she questioned, looking both flustered emubus, and
reacting to his opening gambit just as he had @dnand
intended that she should.



'Yes, Luke Crighton, my cousin,’ he explained, amegntly
leap-frogging the interfamily complexities that ieality made
Luke something like a fourth or fifth cousin ratiean the much
closer connection that referring to him as his cousplied.

'‘Luke Crighton?' She was frowning slightly now aedking
both embarrassed and confused.

Max took a couple of steps towards her, causingdeatreat into
the house and allowing him to follow her insidewls a simple
enough manoeuvre to master and one he had useddoeffect
many times in the past.

‘There," he explained mock-ruefully, 'l told Lukbat you
probably wouldn't remember him. You worked in chanshwith
him in Chester some time ago. His father, my unas...'

'Oh yes..." Her face cleared. 'Of course, Luke...'

Her colour deepened and she looked both flattered a
self-conscious and Max knew perfectly well why. ldsisted the
temptation to laugh. Did this plain, dull-lookingle thing really
believe that Luke was likely to have remembere® her

'So you're Luke's cousin... er... please come in.’

A little awkwardly she ushered him into a very Gale and

Fowler furnished sitting room, which Max guessesiha cast a
brief eye over it, probably cost more to decor&@nthe was
likely to earn in a full year, and as for the vati¢he antiques he
could see scattered around the room... Its whol®iearoe

shrieked family wealth and family status and hisergment
against her grew. Why the hell couldn't she hawenlsatisfied



with what her type did best? Living in the courdinyd breeding,
thatwas what she was designed for. You only had th &dhose
softly rounded hips....

'Er, can | get you a drink?'
"Thanks,' Max accepted easily. 'Dry sherry if yeujot any.'

She had, of course, and it pleased him to notiaé ller hand
trembled noticeably as she handed him a glass.

'So, how is Luke?'

'He's fine, still based in Chester, of coursew ban when | went
home for a family celebration a few weeks ago. WWazenboth
reminiscing about our misspent youth and he happene
mention you and suggested that | call and passsoretards.’

'Oh...I see...how kind. I'm surprised he even rebexsd me,
really," she told him guilelessly. 'l was only théine one summer
and we didn't keep in touch. | hadn't realisednd Avhat do you
do?' she asked him politely.

'I'm in pupillage at the moment,' he told her. @ther, I'm
waiting for a vacancy.' He pulled a wry face. 'lultb move
straight into chambers in Chester, of course, burtefer to be
independent, to make it on my own rather than oglyfamily
patronage.' He gave her a crocodile smile and daite

'Oh yes,' she agreed, stammering slightly, 'lodlldn't agree
more.'



‘Mmm...good cherry,' he commented, pointedly stoglyier legs
as she quickly responded to his hint and took lassgaway to
refill it.

She had the kind of neat, delicate ankles that pisimgirls often
had and they looked as though they were rathetynte@aned
beneath her sheer stockings.

'‘What about you?' he asked her, accepting his néldg glass
and the comfortable easy chair she indicated. Assiu
nonchalantly into his seat, he noticed the way pbeched
uncomfortably on the edge of hers. 'Luke mentiottet you
were planning to study for the Bar yourself afteiversity.'

'Did he? | didn't realise he knew...I didn't think.

Max held his breath as he heard the note of unogrtanter her
voice. He was really going to have the ground urhfunder him
If she came out with some comment about not hamade up
her mind what she was going to do when she wonk&Zhiester.
Max had always preferred the bold manoeuvre owvec#utious,
preferring to gamble for high stakes rather thaw knd he
guessed that with her family background, her choiceareer
would be automatic and unquestioning, just like &ereptance
of his lies about Luke's remembering her.

'‘Well, yes...I've taken my Bar exams and have lreenpillage,’
she acknowledged, allowing him to start to reléxt 'I'm not
sure...that is, as yet | haven't quite... Mummy Baddy thought
I might like to take a year off before..." Shehet lip and looked
acutely self-conscious.



'‘Mummy's on the committee of a charity that helpsnbless
children all over the world and she wants me tavgb her on her
next tour. I'd like to but... Well...I'm the onlye, you see, and |
feel | owe it to Daddy to...to preserve the fantipdition. He and
my grandfather would never say anything, of courBeey'd
never push me, but one does feel that one has &ordeof
obligation.'

'‘Sounds rather like my people, especially my grathdfr,’ Max
responded with another crocodile smile. 'Ilt mussdmething to
do with the way they were trained.’

'Oh...what does he do?"

'He's retired now," Max told her smoothly. No nézdhention at
this stage that the elderly man had only made ia asuntry
solicitor. 'But | do understand what you mean ahgaitolding a
family tradition. As a Crighton, it's expected tbae will become
involved with law one way or another. As you sage deels a
sense of responsibility and duty.' He gave hemaptacent look,
which was rewarded by a shy smile.

'It's nice to talk to someone who knows...who ustdards...' she
started to confide. She broke off and said instéaidn't always
easy, is it? One seems to be sort of caught imttdle of things,
caught between one's family and—'

‘And those who think that because of your familyuryhistory
and connections, that everything is so much eé&sigou," Max
suggested sympathetically.

She gave him another smile. 'Yes, yes, exactly, #rad yet in
many ways it can be harder because one feels.'tlsdte spread



her hands and admitted, 'l feel guilty myself somes,

especially when | see how hard other people hawst&. | even

feel guilty about...well, it isn't easy to find &pe in chambers,
and there are people with outstanding qualificatiavho just
don't...’

She stopped again and looked at him. She had adfdbaving

her sentences unfinished and waiting for somease tel finish

them for her—an indication of the fact that theael lalways been
someone around to complete life's more mundanessHor her,

Max decided resentfully. But he kept that resentrheden, the
expression on his face benignly and deceptiveletstdnding.

‘My...my friend, Claudine, who shares here with stee has the
most wonderful qualifications but because she dbéswe any
family background in the law she has been findihgnost

awfully difficult to get a place in chambers and y&now she

would make the most wonderful barrister.'

'‘Perhaps your father could help her,’ Max suggeséediessly.
He didn't have the remotest interest in her friamdpever she
was, and even less in her problems in getting dode on their
very slippery and steep career ladder. Why thedhellld heHe

had enough problems of his own.

'‘Well, yes..." she agreed, looking awkwardly uncanaible.
‘Daddy could do something but...'

But he probably felt disinclined to use his undeabpower for
the advancement of someone who was not ‘familyat Tvas,
after all, how the system worked, holfe worked, Max
acknowledged cynically, but he kept those thoughtsimself,
glancing with apparent regret at his now-empty gkasd getting



to his feet, telling his unsuspecting hostes&dlly must go. I've
taken up more than enough of your time. | hopeséhd held you
up, delayed you on your way out?'

'‘No...not at all... | wasn't going out and...ancedlly enjoyed
talking to you,” Madeleine told him shyly. 'Pleagdease
remember me to Luke when you next see him.’

'‘Oh no,' Max told her softly, moving in for thelkil don't think |
can do that.'

She gave him a startled look.

''ve enjoyed...talking, as well," he continuedthiat same soft,
meaningful voice, not giving her the opportunity gpeak or
guestion. 'In fact, I've enjoyed it so much thatll.you have
dinner with me one evening?'

'‘Oh...oh yes, I'd like... Yes, that would be veigeri she amended
quickly.

Got her, Max crowed in silent triumph. Not thathed had any
doubts. She wasn't his type, of course. Too plaim,dull, too

'nice’. If he could make her blush and tremble §yby looking

at her and talking to her, it didn't say much far tsexual
experience, and naively awkward, properly broughtvirgins

held no sexual appeal for Max. But then, it wasertvirginity he

was interested in taking from her, was it?

‘Yes...it will be,' he agreed softly. 'Very, venga.'

Whilst she was still blushing and looking confusked,told her,
'I'm free on Thursday if you are.’



It was only two days away but he didn't want taegmer any time
to start having doubts and asking questions amefainly didn't
want her thinking that he was free at the weekend.

‘Thursday? Yes...yes...that would be lovely.’

Max smiled. 'Thursday it is, then." He frowned as Heard
someone opening the door.

‘Maddy... Oh...I'm sorry, | didn't realise you hedgisitor.'

The girl who came in was everything that Madelewss not.
Slender, elegantly narrow-boned and just exactlyitie kind of
height. Her hair was shoulder length, thick ancuradly wavy
and a deep rich brown with honey gold highlightsuad her
face, which was smooth-skinned and perfectly shdpadeyes a
deep sea green and her mouth the kind of mouth the
automatically made Max think of sex.

'‘Oh, Claudine...this is Max...Max Crighton... Matkis is
Claudine...my friend.’

'‘Max Crighton.' There was a certain quick, shaigeasment in
her eyes as they studied him, a very definite seriseool
withdrawal and hesitation, which Max countered byking
pleasantly through her rather than at her.

She was the kind of woman who took for granted tiestlooks
would make her the focus of any male attentiorgdé®@ded, and
that air of cool withdrawal was .no doubt a triclkesemployed to
increase her desirability. Well, in this instanskee was wasting
her time, and ignoring her, he turned back to Maidel



"'l see you on Thursday,' he told her warmly.l'dick you up
here around seven-thirty...?'

‘Yes, yes, that will be fine,' she agreed huskily.

* * %

Claudine waited until he had gone before tacklirg friend.
'‘Max Crighton...you know who he is, don't you?' shaned
Maddy forthrightly.

‘Yes... Yes. | know," Madeleine agreed quietlyt'Blaudine...'
'‘What was he doing here?'

'He... | know his cousin..."

'You never said anything.'

'‘No...I didn't think..."

‘You're sure you want to see him again, then?'

'Yes...yes, I'm sure...'

'‘Be careful, Maddy,' Claudine warned her. "You krfoev—'

'l like him, Claudine," Madeleine interrupted hugkturning her
back so that Claudine couldn't see her betrayimgession. It
was all right for Claude- men fell for her on sigéuhd she never
felt shy or awkward in their presence. She nevelrtbasit in a
corner and feel excluded, unwanted, unattractilie.dsdn't have

to bear the burden of knowing that her parents we&ppointed
by her lack of good looks. But Max had made hel $pecial,



different...and he hadn't even looked properly lau@ine. She
knew— she had been watching him, holding her breaditing

for the familiar male reaction to her friend's lbmess, only it
simply never came. Max just hadn't seemed to ndtio®

stunningly lovely Claudine was. Instead he had $eduon her
and it was her he had invited out.

Frowning, Claudine studied her friend's tense bk, between
wanting to voice her suspicions and warn her friand knowing
that if she did so, she would risk hurting hertoplying that Max
Crighton could have some ulterior motive in seelieg out.

Madeleine had been a good friend to her and Claudit
intensely protective towards her; despite all hettenal and
social advantages, she was essentially a rathelyland shy girl
who had allowed others to bully and dominate her.

'He was nice to me, Claudine, kind..."' Madeleinetionied in a
muffled voice without turning round.

Claudine stifled her doubts and said bracinglyaadt 'l should
think he jolly well ought to be,’ then couldn't ists
double-checking, 'Who exactly is this cousin of hig the way?
Why haven't | heard you mention him?'

It was quite depressing how easily and quickly siigped back
into the familiar routine, Guy decided gloomily [aes set out for
the shop the morning after his return from holiday.



Three weeks sailing in the Greek islands had ghisrskin an
even deeper colour and toned up those muscledithalt get
daily use in his job.

Well, he might have been away for three weeks butidubted
anything would have changed in Haslewich; it simp@sn't that
kind of town. He was glad, though, that today was of Jenny's
days in the shop* He had thought about her a lalstvhe was
away, but then, what was unusual about that?

He knew there were a lot of people who would haeenb
astonished at the strength of his feelings for Bemetimes he
warned himself abouHt. After all, she was a womames years
his senior, placidly and happily married, a womarareover,
who was simply not the type one connected withnisg¢eand
unrequited feelings of love and lust.

There was a trade fair coming up soon and he weddeas he
had on many similar occasions in the past, whatlasces were
of persuading her to attend it with him. An ovehtigtay in some
secluded, romantic little hideaway might just... Mthe hell was
he kidding? he taunted himself as he reached e ahd felt in

his pocket for his keys.

He frowned as he started to insert them in the lac# then
realised that it was already open. Turning the leahd walked
in, his frown deepening as he saw Jenny come thrénogn the
back room.

She looked different somehow, thinner, frailer, ame wasn't
smiling her usual warm, generous smile. Insteadsfie=d tired,
strained and distinctly on edge.



‘Jenny,' he exclaimed fondly, 'l wasn't expectiog yo be here
before me. | thought you'd be glad of the oppotyuto have
some time off after three weeks of covering for'rne joked.

'l had to come into town to drop Joss off for tbbal bus,’ she
told him tersely. 'So | decided | might just as lveelme straight
here.'

Guy watched her thoughtfully. When Jenny couldnited Joss
all the way to school, Jon normally dropped Jo$$aofthe bus,
not Jenny.

She had turned away from him and proceeded to algstall,
delicate china figurine, her face averted from him.

'Did you have a good holiday, Guy?' he asked himsel
conversationally, his gaze on her down-bent heathy, yes,
Jenny, | did, thank you.'

He had only meant to tease her a little. It wasrdike her not to
make the enquiry, not to be genuinely and keertigrasted in
others, but instead of laughing and apologisinghas had
expected, her hands fumbled with the figurine, rapug to slip
through her fingers and smash down onto the fle@aking into
several small pieces.

Immediately Guy dropped to his knees to pick thgnand then
stopped as he looked towards Jenny and saw thatwake
standing motionlessly beside him, an expressiormofgled

shock and despair in her eyes as they welled wélst

Guy contritely rose to his feet and put his handegomfort her.
'Hey, it's only a piece of china,' he reminded dpamtly, 'and not



even a particularly valuable one at that.' He suméassuringly at
her. It was so unlike Jenny to be clumsy. He cotilgmember
her ever fumbling with anything before, never miactually
dropping something. She was always so careful aftd d

She was crying now, silent tears flooding downdieeks. As he
watched in distress, she lifted her hands to cteerface, her
shoulders heaving as the tears slid through hgefs Such grief
couldn't possibly be caused by the simple lossnobrmament,
Guy knew.

‘Jenny, what is it? What's wrong?' he asked.

For a moment he thought she wasn't going to teil Aihe sight
of her grief, all the more shocking because o¥ésy silence, as
though the pain was so great that she couldn'trenithe added
agony of giving it voice, made his own stomach nesclench
in angry helplessness. Automatically he moved cldseher,

wrapping both arms around her.

He was right. She had lost weight; he could feel bhenes
through her skin. She seemed tiny and fragilehtagingly so.

‘Jenny,' he urged, wanting to hold her even clasdryet afraid
to do so in case he hurt her.

‘All right,' she acquiesced, misunderstanding #eson for the
pleading, questioning way he said her name. 'If ymust know,
Jon has left me.’

Guy felt his whole body stiffen in surprise andodibef. 'Jenny,’
he muttered huskily, totally unable to voice higsted emotions.

‘Jenny what?' she demanded tearfully.



‘Jenny, it can't be true....'
'Oh, but it is true. You'll hear all about it so@mough.’

He couldn't see her face, but he sensed that sthestbaped
crying although she was trembling in his arms asdgih her body
was unable to contain the intensity of her pain aulidage.

‘The whole town's been talking about it...and wiam dlame
them? If they think they've got something to tabloat now, just
wait until they find outwvhyhe's gone.'

She began crying again. Great noisy, gulping daibgime. Guy
held her tightly.

'‘Why hashe gone, Jen?' he questioned gently, as gentiyagh
he were speaking to a child, somehow knowing thiattas what
she needed, that possibly for the first time inlliershe needed
to be allowed to behave instinctively and emotinaistead of
sensibly and logically, to put herself first inslez others.

'He's fallen in love with Tiggy—Tania,' she adnttgainfully,
pushing herself away from him slightly and lookimg into his
face, her eyes full of misery and despair." And wha blame
him? You only have to look at her...'

'‘She's nowhere near the woman that you are, Jay,tdkd her
roughly. 'My God, if he's left you for her, then'da fool.'

'‘No, not a fool. He's just doing what he's alwayserb
taught...trained to do. All his life he's been takresponsibility
for David and now that David is so ill, what coblel more logical
than taking responsibility for David's wife, as {#él



She started to laugh a wild, dangerous laugh, onthe edge of
hysteria, that made Guy's heart ache unbearablyeior

He wanted to be able to offer her some form of aytménd

reassurance but he suspected that there was retrghthwould
accept—or at least not from him. He had always kndww

much she loved Jon and he assumed that Jon fedathe way
about her, yet despite his awareness of her sudfehnie could not
help wanting to take advantage of the opporturigt fate had
given him.

'‘Look, why don't we close the shop for an hour? &ven't
normally that busy on Monday morning. We'll go dradve a cup
of tea and you can tell me all about it.'

'‘Oh, Guy.' Fresh tears started to fall. 'l stih'taeally believe that
it's happening, that Jon has actually gone. A temryo
separation, to give him time to think, that's whats calling it.
The children, everyone else, thinks..." She bitliperEveryone
else thinks it's because of David...the shock®hkart attack and
that Jon is...that he will—"

‘That he's having a mid-life crisis acceleratedayid's illness,'
Guy supplied for her. '‘Perhaps he is.’

Jenny shook her head. 'l don't know...I don't kisowthing any
more," she told him painfully.

'It couldjust be a temporary thing," Guy felt bound to cornfier.
‘You've been married a long time and—'

'‘Jon married me because he felt he had to, noubedae loved
me," she broke in tensely.



Guy stared at her.

It was the first time in all the years he'd known theat she had
referred to the fact that she was pregnant wherastleJon had
married.

There had been a certain amount of gossip atrties df course.
He, as a schoolboy, had overheard something abeuthout
being particularly interested in what it meant dagr he had
assumed that the subsequent death of the childlyslafter his
birth had been so painful that the subject was lsginmever
referred to. It had never occurred to him to quaestine happiness
of the marriage.

‘The two of you may originally have married becayse were
carrying Jon's child,' he agreed, 'but—"

'‘No."' Jenny shook her head, her eyes darkly soatshe looked
not so much at him as through him, he realiseth@asggh she was
looking back into the past. ‘No,' she continuedidén't carrying
Jon's child. It was David's...."Guy willed himsedft to betray his
shock or to ask her any questions. Instead he gitapk one of
her hands and, holding it gently between his owarg guietly,
'‘Come on...let's go and have that cup of tea.'

She went with him as docilely as a small child, cliatg whilst
he locked up the shop and then allowing him to guidr down
the street.

He knew exactly where he intended taking her—tHg place
where they could be guaranteed the degree of prikacknew
they, she, needed—but cautiously he took a cirgsitooute
towards it. Generation upon generation of Cookesléarned to



value the habits and instincts of stealth and oawdind to stake
their lives on them. Now it wasn't so much his lifiat was at
stake as Jenny's reputation. This was still verghma small
country town after all and Jenny was now in thélyignvidious

position of being a 'single' woman.

He felt her tense slightly as he led her alongniage of narrow
back streets and then out onto the road that l&gstown house,
but she didn't say anything as he drew her arnugirdis own
and walked her towards his home.

'I've never been inside your house before," shexeemted as he
led her through the small front door.

'‘No,' he agreed.

He wondered how she would react if he told her bien he had
pictured her here, and not just here downstairggriittle living
room, but upstairs in the huge old oak four-po#tat virtually
filled the open- plan-upper storey of the house. Wvhe had
initially bought the bed he found he had to hawesitmall existing
bedrooms knocked into one to accommodate it ananall s
extension built out over the kitchen to house thatmom.

The bed had at one time come from the local castiep local
rumour had it, although how on earth it had evéualty been
moved from its original place, Guy had no idea.ndd bought it
from a farmer's wife who had complained that she svek of the
huge, ugly old thing. He had had to employ someoniake it
apart and rebuild it again but it had been worth it

From his neat and compact kitchen he could watohylas she
stood in the centre of his living room, slowly tagiin her



surroundings. Did she realise yet what she hadhioh® Had she
meant to tell him or...?

The kettle boiled, he made the tea, poured two,qudshem on
a tray and carried it through to the living room.

'‘Now,' he instructed, 'sit down and tell me evengti

''ve already told you,' Jenny said heavily. 'Jdefs me, he's in
love with Tiggy....'

'‘Where is he living? Has he actually moved in vagr?' Guy
frowned, trying to imagine old Ben's reaction te tlews that Jon
had usurped his brother David's place in his owntatded.

'No...no, he's renting somewhere...a house... @h,kéeps
pretending that it isn't because of Tiggy—he kespging
that—but | know the truth,' she told him fiercelyknowit's just a
matter of time before...'

'What about David? Does he know...is he...?"

Jenny shook her head. 'No...I don't think so, @nléggy's told

him. He's out of hospital now but he isn't at hokhe's staying in
a nursing home at the moment. The specialisttialt he needed
to rest and avoid any kind of strain, and of codrnggy agreed.
Well, she would, wouldn't she?' she added bitterly.

'So it isn't just Jon who...? Tiggy feels the savag, does she?'

Guy hated himself for asking such a question whesdw the
way Jenny winced and bit down hard on her bottgm li



'Yes,' she agreed hoarsely. 'Yes...she seemsaw inech in love
with Jon as he is with her.'

‘Jen..." Guy paused delicately. 'In the shop yad that...at least
you implied—"'

‘That when Jon married me | was pregnant with Dawdild,'

she finished tiredly. 'Yes, it's true, | was.' Sbeked up at the
ceiling, trying to control the tears she could féekatening to
fall. This morning the last thing she had intendeddo was
confide in Guy like this; in fact, she had beeradliag his return,
passionately wishing that he wasn't coming back. &d grown
unexpectedly adroit at avoiding people recentlyreditising to
allow them to get close enough to her to ask questand offer
sympathy. Even Olivia and Ruth had met with a fietuff when

they tried to sympathise with her.

She didn't want sympathy. What she wanted was t@ Ihar
husband back and her life restored to normalcyranamount of
commiseration was going to achieve that for hee. &ren found,
to her shame, far from welcoming people's concghe, almost
actively resented them for it. It made her fed.lik&e a beggar
forced to accept the charity of others and be gpgrateful for it.

And she had certainly never intended to tell Guguatbavid's
baby. She started to shiver slightly. She still hactlear idea of
why shehad done, apart from the fact that now Jon had gone
there seemed no real point in keeping it a seoselanger. It was
as though the guilt and shame she had felt, bath #nd all
through the years of their marriage, not in havaugceived
David's child, but in having allowed Jon to sacefhis own life
in order to protect all three of them—nherself, baby and, of
course, most importantly of all in Jon's eyes at mate, David



himself— had finally been forced to a head, whield burst this
morning like a suppurating wound expelling its jpois

'‘What's wrong?' she demanded fiercely as she sawaly Guy
was looking at her. 'Have | shocked you?'

'‘No, it's not that,’” Guy denied quietly. 'It's jusiat | never
imagined...you aren't..."

'I'm not what...not the type?' Jenny smiled bigtetfNo, | don't
suppose | am, but that doesn't make it less a fact.

'‘David and | had been dating for some time wheyuh@l out that
what I'd thought was love was in reality nothingrenthan a silly
teenage crush on my part and just a way of pagkiagime
before going to university on David's. We went sejparate ways
without any animosity, David to university and mack to
school." She gave a small shrug. 'My mother had beevell for

a while and then we discovered that her illness teasinal. |
was needed at home to help take care of her. Jonlan
were...friends, nothing more...just friends. Whefound out |
was pregnant...' She paused and bit her lip a delaoe.

"You told him because he was David's brother...?"

‘Something like that," Jenny agreed. 'Although aiswnore him
who told me. | fainted one day while he was uphat farm. It
never occurred to me that | might be pregnant batguessed
straight away. When he suggested that we shouldhgated, |
was so relieved to have someone take the resphiysdif my
shoulders, that | agreed.' She looked at Guy. oMkwhat you
must be thinking, that | was selfish...that | uskah...that |
deserve to lose him now, but—'



'‘No, | don't think any of those things,' Guy assduner gravely.

How old must she have been? Seventeen, eightéke atost, a
very young and very frightened girl whose mothes wging and
who had no one she could turn to.

'l knewthat Jon didn't love me...how could he? But hevowed
me that it was the right thing to do, that the hdbgvid's baby,
had the right to be brought up amongst his own dladatives.
He told his parents thae was the father when his father tried to
stop our marrying. I think...l always felt that paps their mother
knew, but if she did, she never said anything. Isa@s very kind
to me throughout and she...'

Jenny swallowed and forced back the aching burtheftears
searing the back of her eyes.

'l was so well all through the pregnancy that Iidal believe it
when they told me..." She took a deep breath, bdieechoking
with tears. 'They said it was his heart, that the..

Jenny had to stop speaking as she relived thegbdiearing the
doctor tell her that her baby had died shortlyrdiis birth.

'It was all for nothing, you see,' she told Guymguish now. 'All
for nothing.Jon need never have married me after all, beagause
the end theravasno baby.'

‘Jen, please, my darling, don't..." Guy begged heable to
endure her suffering, the unguarded words of teaddearment
spoken before he could recall them, but Jenny seéame to
notice.



‘Afterwards...after the funeral, | offered Jon fisedom but he
wouldn't take it and | didn't..." She raised heach@nd looked
directly at Guy. 'By then | had fallen in love withm. He was,
is...all the things that David could never, eveabd | loved him
desperately, but he never really loved me. He nead
anything, but I've always guessed, always known.'

Guy could think of nothing to say, could find nonas to comfort
her.

Jenny had finished her tea. She looked at her eoyptyand then
said quietly, 'We ought to get back to the sho}s. démost
lunch-time.'

She was curiously light-headed, Jenny realisedhasvsalked
towards the door without waiting to see if Guy i@kwing her.
She felt empty, purged almost, and strangely sepdram
herself, as though she had somehow gained theyatailistep
outside of her body and watch herself as an obsetueously
detached from her own pain, temporarily insulatedfit.... Her
heart temporarily missed a beat. Temporarily... Hapt.
Everything in life was, after all, temporary, wast? Life itself
was fleetingly unstable and not to be relied upon.
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David reached for the remote control switch oftelsvision and
settled himself more comfortably in his chair. lally ought to

be taking more exercise. The specialist had reprdum the

previous day when he had called at the nursing Hhorakeck up
on him. These days, heart attack patients weremmiuraged to
spend too much time in bed, it seemed, even thdsedwhad

attacks as serious as David's.

Mr Hayes had been dubious at first when David hadied that
he wanted to go somewhere else to recuperate ehefegoing

straight home from hospital, but ultimately Daviadhmanaged
to talk him round.

‘You've had a very lucky escape,' the specialigttbll him.

A lucky escape. If only that was true. He might dnaaarned
himself a respite but that was all. Sooner or Iaewas going to
be called to account. By now, Jon would no doubteha
discovered what he had been doing. It would problaaVve been
better if he haaot survived, David decided morosely. Had Jon
said anything to anyone else yet? He got out of dhair
and®valked over to the window. The nursing home was
surrounded by neatly manicured lawns and paths endegh to
take a wheelchair.

Tiggy had been to see him this morning; he hadcepckd to be
asleep. She hadn't stayed very long, thank God. mh&
drawback to his present existence was that it gaeetoo much
time to think. And there was one thing he had diefiyy decided
and that was, no matter what the outcome of tlentiral mess he
had got himself into, he could no longer stay nearttio Tiggy.



Didn't any of them realise the burdens they hadqueon him,
the way they had controlled his life? His fatheis brother,
Tiggy, all of them, with their expectations anditlteemands.

Ben had filled him with such an unbearable mixtwe
resentment and quilt, weighing him down with the
overwhelmingly relentless pressure of his love deiermination
that David would be all the things he had not bable to be.
God, he shuddered when he thought about the winatideen
sacrificed on the family altar, his life mapped dot him
virtually from the moment of his birth, no choickoaved, every
indulgence given, just so long as he kept his feghovably
placed in the dead men's shoes his father hadedré&athim.

But he wasn't his father's dead twin. fasn'this grandfather.
Had he been given a choice, the last career hedvWaye chosen
would have been the law. Deep down inside himseli| deep if
there was such a thing, he had a craving, a yegraimeed for
challenge and change, limitless horizons, excitéragd even
danger.

In the drug-filled days following his heart attatle had dreamt
of it, travelling storm-swollen rivers through vashgle terrain,
beset by swirling, foaming rapids, huge thundedataracts, and
being sweptalong almost to the very brink of deatie-tltimate
adventure.

He had known then that he couldn't go on with hesent life.
Oh for the days when a family's black sheep waspslu out to
some far-flung shore. Oh indeed.

And Jon, Jon with his quiet, watchful gaze, hisaloy. Jon
should have been the chosen one. If he had... bonaw a boy



had covered for him and taken the blame for so nanlyis
misdemeanours. Jon whom, if the truth were knowa, h
sometimes almost hated for his very generosity tdgvhim and
whom he almost always envied because he was nofdkieer's
favoured child. Jon, too, was a burden—a livingiretar of all
his own fallibilities and weaknesses, of all thatiimself could
never be.

And last but not least, of course, Tiggy...Tigdys.wife. She
was the greatest burden of them all. There was ap that he
could ever live with her again. No way that he doeNer go back
to his old life. No way at all.

'Is there still no word from Jemima Harding's actants?'
Olivia asked Jon anxiously a few weeks after hecairery of her
father's less than honest actions.

He shook his head. 'Not as yet. The original mgetiad been
cancelled and the partner dealing with Jemima'airaffwas
apparently on holiday. | called in at the home gady to see
Jemima. She's not at all well," Jon reported grimly

‘What will happen if...when she dies?' Olivia askeatriedly.
But she already knew the answer to her own questitas...has
Dad said anything to you about...?'

Again Jon shook his head.

It was incomprehensible to Olivia that her fatheuld so
apparently easily dismiss what he had done. Sumelymust



realise that his fraudulent activities, keft were bound to have
come to light.

Olivia watched her uncle as he checked througiptst. When
she had first learned that he and Jenny had detodséparate,
she had been stunned. They had always seemed $y har
together. She was uneasily aware of how much hénendad
started to lean and depend on Jon since her ftheart attack
and she just hoped...

So far, as far as she knew, there had been noreacer of her
mother's nightmarish eating binge and Olivia haavbl started
to relax a little and to tell herself hopefully thitamight just have
been a one-off incident and that her fears abouiot¢her were
groundless.

She had an appointment later on that morning tev dgathe will
of an old lady who lived several miles outside toamd who,
because of her incapacitating rheumatism, Oliviag Wa visit
rather than the other way round.

Jon was due to appear in court in Chester thathaibe with one
of his clients and Olivia had been slightly diseabwhen her
mother had announced the previous evening thahgieded to
travel to Chester with Jon in order to do some phap

Saul had returned home, but he had kept in toucbing her
almost every day. They were light- hearted, amusgtgphone
calls, outlining the problems he was having in iingda suitable
nanny for the children.

'l don't supposgoufeel like taking pity on me and stepping into
the breach,' he had teased on one occasion.



‘Certainly not," Olivia had refused.

'‘Ah, soyou'veheard the stories, as well, have you?' he chadldng
her.

'‘What stories?' Olivia had asked curiously.

'Oh, you know, the ones where the father alwayis far the
nanny," he had told her wickedly.

Be careful, Olivia had warned herself after he haaly off. It

would be dangerously easy to resurrect her teefaadasy for
Saul, to assuage her damaged emotions and fillrtipgty space
in her life with him.

She had heard nothing from Caspar and no longezctsg to
even though, ridiculously, her heart still startedbeat much too
quickly whenever the phone rang at home; and sheushed to

collect the post. But even if he did get in toucithvher, what
good would it do at this point? She was hardly ikeo be

granted a work permit in the US now or even anyeviga, not
with a father who was soon to become a convictadical.

In a world where so much could be determined by dum
intervention, it came as even more of a shock soalier that
fate, nature, destiny, call it what you would, @bsiill have such
a devastating and unanticipated effect on humas liv

So you're Jon's daughter, you say...?'

'‘No, David's," Olivia patiently corrected the olldy she had
come to see. The niece who looked after her, caléih her



cottage every day to check up on her, had beenististh
following Olivia's arrival.

'‘No doubt she's decided that she wants to leavieitseaind pieces
to my sister instead of me,' Margaret had told @ldryly. 'She's
like that. Mind you, if you ask me, they're all imed to go a bit
that way when they get old. | suppose we'll bestimae if we live
that long. She's ninety-one next time....'

‘Ninety-one..." Olivia gazed at the tiny, wizenegufe on the
chair opposite her own.

‘David's..." The old lady's gaze sharpened. 'Oh lyemmember
now...came home with some young American, didnity8o our
Margaret told me. What's happened to him?’

'He's gone back to America,' Olivia replied ters&ow, about
your will...'

'‘Gone back, has he? Oh well, he's not the firdbtthat by a long
chalk. You want to ask your Aunt Ruth about that.eal to-do
over her Yank there was, her father up in arms about whes w
going on, and her mother sending her off to herilfanm
Yorkshire.'

Olivia frowned. Caspar had said something abougheat-aunt
being involved with an American, but she had forgotall about
it in the turmoil of her father's heart attack dhe discovery that
had followed.

'‘Not told you about it, has she?' the old womaredskVell, dare
say she wouldn't. Never liked the Yanks, her fataed there was



a real to-do up at the house when he found out waaigoing on.
My daughter Liza used to work there then and simechome
full of it." She chuckled. 'Not that your grandfatthad it all his
own way. She had plenty of spirit about her, didryAunt Ruth,

but my Liza told me that they'd found out he wasried, this
American of Ruth's, and that was that, then. Ther gorl was
broken-hearted. Had to be sent to Yorkshire tooget it. It's a
long time ago now. Quick, before our Margaret comes
back...about my will...'

'‘How do you feel about taking pity on me and hawier with
me tonight?'

‘Saul...how can I?' Olivia protested, laughingrastee picked up
the telephone and heard Saul's voice. 'You're in—'

'‘No, I'm not," he interrupted softly. 'I'm rightreein Haslewich,
well, almost...'

She could hear the warmth in his voice and a hugeewof
desolation and loneliness swept over her. 'Whdtatvare you
doing up here?' she asked him chokily. 'l thought—'

'‘Business. I've got a meeting in Chester in thenmgr I'm
staying at the Grosvenor. | could drive over andlecb you
and—'

'No...no..l'll drive to Chester," Olivia countered. It would dao he
good to get out. She had spent far too many nigbtsying and
brooding over problems for which she knew there eweo
solutions.



'‘Good qirl," Saul said quietly before asking, 'Hs@on can you
get here?'

The Grosvenor was right in the centre of Chestee doorman
welcomed her with a well-trained smile and a baelimiring
glance as she walked past him and to the foyerrev8aul was
waiting for her.

He looked dangerously handsome in his elegantlydatt suit
and Olivia noticed the way his glance fell appreeedy on her
body as he greeted her, her pulse rate pickingetyayangly as
her body registered the interest and responddd to i

'‘Mmm...you look good enough to eat,' Saul tolddsehe ignored
her attempt to hold him at a distance and berftdéasl to kiss her
very firmly and lingeringly on the mouth. 'So gowdfact,' he
murmured wickedly as he lifted his mouth from hé&tgt [—'

‘Saul,’ Olivia warned him reprovingly.

‘All right,’ he said, laughing, 'but you can't blame for trying. |
like the dress, by the way,"' he remarked. 'Bladts stou. Have
you heard anything from Caspar?'

Olivia shook her head. 'What about you? Has Hill&2y

'‘She's been in touch via her lawyers," he repligly dLooks like
she's very eager to get the divorce through. | wonahy.
Perhaps she's already lined up her next victim.'

Olivia could feel her heart starting to thump undyeDid Saul
know about Hillary and Caspar?



‘Saul...' she began, but before she could askiemyas leaning
forward and whispering to her.

‘Your lipstick's all smudged.'

'‘And whose fault is that?' Olivia challenged hindignantly.
'‘Now I'll have to go and repair it.'

''ve got a better idea...." As his thumb pressaulyg against her
lower lip and his eyes looked deeply into her oglre saw there
the unmistakable message of desire; Olivia tookeadying
breath and determinedly stepped back from him.

She felt as though she had just drunk a large gliaslsampagne
much, much too quickly and, as a result, had beabsheiously

light-headed and slightly dizzy. Anticipation deltely threaded
with sensual and sexual arousal curled headilyutittdher body
and she was tempted to cast aside her cares aadddibgically

and, yes, even irresponsibly, to allow herselinagine what it
would be like to feel the warmth of Saul's armsuaib her, the
heat of his mouth on hers, the hard male pressurs dody.

Be careful, she tried to warn herself. Saul is fpnai relative...a
friend...and not a potential lover. She had contérltester simply
to have dinner with him and to talk. That was sitle reminded
herself firmly, that wasll.

‘You've hardly touched your meal. Would you preferorder
something else?'



Jenny shook her head and looked apologeticallyeat waiter as
he came to remove their plates, hers barely toyched Guy's
empty.

I'm just not very hungry,’ she admitted and theaideal
untruthfully, 'l ate with the children before | caraut.'

She still wasn't quite sure exactly what she waaglbere in
Knutsford's premier bistro with Guy when she shdwsle been
at home doing the ironing and when, after all,sd& him almost
every day at the shop as it was. She just knewvthah he had
telephoned out of the blue and suggested they gtmgether for
a meal, for some reason without really allowingsk#rtime to
think, she had agreed.

For somereason... Now sheastrying to ignore the truth. She
knew perfectly well what had prompted her to accépty's
invitation. It had been Olivia who had informed heuite
innocently that Jon had taken her mother to Chestitr him.
Hot tears burned the back of her eyes. There hexl toany times
during the years they had been married when shadtaet with
the pain, the almost unbearable weight of her lfreJon,
knowing that loyal, caring, compassionate thoughwaes, he
couldn't possibly return it, but there had nevesrba time when
she had felt like this, when her whole body seert®de
reflecting the emotional agony of not just her Jdag even more
hurtfully, her searing jealousy of Tiggy.

Knowing Jon the way she did, she knew how pairtfatust be
for him to have fallen in love with his brother'sfev Jon,
predictably, denied that his decision to leave iadl anything to
do with Tiggy but Jenny knew better.



Oh yes, she had seen the covert, pitying lookstluérgpeople
when they saw her in the street and somehow, rmastisag and
hurtful of all, the way some women, women whonmyane had
asked her beforehand, she would immediately andidsonily
have claimed as friends, now seemed to avoid hewst as
though being deserted by one's husband was akiaumg a
contagious disease that she might inadvertently pato them.

'l just need some time to myself...some spaceé&,tllon had told
her angrily when she tried to persuade him to stayhe had not
told her the whole truth, and not even to Ruthstezlbeen able to
admit her sense of failure and hopelessness, dindethat
somehow she had always known this would happenhotieday
Jon would suddenly realise all that he had missgao, all that
he had given up for her. No, not fber, she corrected herself
tiredly, but for David. It was foDavid'ssake that he had married
her in the first place, not her own. Hoavid'ssake and the sake
of the baby she had been carryibgwvid'sbaby...

* % %

Jon stared unseeingly out of the large picture mnaf the

house he was renting and into the darkness ofaha#eg beyond
it. The house was quiet, too quiet, almost oppvedsso, empty
of the bustle and clamour he was used to. It washaav it was
the thing he had taken the most for granted; timg the would, if
asked, have said he would miss least of all. Haadlgt found

himself yearning for the din of children bangingsiy up and

down stairs, slamming doors, calling out to onetla@ig playing
loud music and having even louder quarrels. Andudgh it all,

that never-ending, irritating cacophony, came téetlg, warm,
soothing sound of Jenny's voice.



Jenny..He closed his eyes, leaning his forehead agdiaglass.

He could still see the look of shock and bewildertna Jenny's
eyes when he told her that he wanted to leavedciill hear the
pain in her voice. She had tried to put up a baddtf even asking
him practical questions about his plans. But al¢fole knew he
had hurt her terribly, he had been intent only ohatwhe

perceived was his own right to satisfy his own seed

Jenny... He could still see in his mind's eye tley whe had
looked when he had guessed that she was pregndnDewid's

child, the fear she had tried so bravely to hic,determination
to take sole responsibility for what had happenéer

clear-sighted resolution.

He had seen Louise earlier this evening in Haslewbat when
she had seen him she had deliberately crosseaaleto avoid
him, turning her head away from him. That had lefégr he had
got back from Chester.

Chester. He let out a small groan, inwardly criggas he relived
what had happened there earlier in the day.

It had been his suggestion that he take Tiggy ¢oGhosvenor's
bistro for lunch and he felt ashamed now to adhat he had
enjoyed the envious looks of other men as Tiggypglio his arm
and flirted coquettishly with him. Being with herae him feel
like a different person, the person he decided & &ways
meant to be but whom no one had ever allowed hirpete-a
different Jon, not good old staid, dependable, abdd,

self-effacing Jon, but the kind of Jon who'd quitgunally be
with the kind of woman whom other men would watchhw
appreciative envy, the kind of Jon who would quiegurally



lunch in places like the Grosvenor's bistro instefsinatching a
sandwich at his desk.

What a fool he had been creating a fantasy egaifaself, which
in the end he simply had not been able to liveoapdnd worse.

Tiggy hadn't eaten much lunch, claiming that shenkavery
hungry, but shé@addrunk several glasses of wine, which was no
doubt why she had whispered to him afterwards ititeiead of
going their separate ways—him to court and her doher
shopping—they should spend the rest of the daythege

At first Jon hadn't suspected what she had reaétgnty which
just made the whole farcical thing more appalliigvas only

when Tiggy had laughed about the fact that theyl mex even
sign the register with a fictitious name since thegre in

actuality a Mr & Mrs Crighton, that the full impacot what she
intended them to do had struck him. And what haddres after
all these weeks of behaving like a lovesick ad@escall these
weeks of determinedly denying that his decisiotettve Jenny
had anything whatsoever to do with Tiggy whilsthet same time
secretly revelling in the knowledge of his desoeHter?

Had he leaped at the chance she was offering hgymimd, his
emotions, his body ablaze with the desire to comsata his love
for her?

No, he had not. He groaned again. Even now, hiecsulldn't
wholly believe how crassly, how cravenly he haddwed, how
humiliatingly, how faintheartedly and cowardly.

His body, far from being inflamed with passion, mastead been
flooded with terrified fear, and even worse, thattpof it that



should at the very least have started to stir wathpant sexual
excitement had chosen to beat a rather hasty teliesamind,

instead of encouraging him to seize the opportuhiggy had

given him, had commanded his tongue to start baflhanities
about the impossibility of their doing any suchntfi had

produced excuse after excuse whilst Tiggy simpbodtand
listened, watching him in disbelieving silence. Aasl for his
emotions!

Jon opened his eyes and moved away from the win@lbat. had
been the worst blow of all, because instead ofrfgehe surge of
pleasure and excitement, of love and delight teathouldhave

experienced at Tiggy's suggestion, what he hactygtelt was a
tidal wave of shocked distaste, acutely aware thatvery last
thing he wanted to do was to take Tiggy to bed aughally

strongly, that the only body he wanted curled uxt t@ his own

in bed was that of his wife.

In the illuminating half-dozen or so seconds it hakien him to
absorb all these self-revelations, he had been wmeatl and
distracted that it hadn't even occurred to him Aaygy might be
feeling.

He couldn't really blame her for the hystericalrecéhat had
followed or for her accusations against him, oreed for her
refusal to travel back to Haslewich with him. Henwed,
remembering some of the things she had said andedirven
more as he tried to understand why on earth hewadmagined
himself even remotely attracted to her.

What on earth had he done, and why? It was allesr aow.



Because for years he had been jealous of Davidethec
resenting him and having to play a subordinate idéehad been
a fool, Jon decided bleakly, a complete and utbet, fand he
would give anything.any thingto be able to simply wipe out the
past few weeks, climb in his car and go home..mel®o Jenny
and his childrentheir children... Home...to Jenny. He looked at
the telephone and then frowned as it suddenlyestaat ring.

'‘Uncle Jon?'
‘Yes, Jack,' he greeted David and Tiggy's son.
'It's Mum. Can you come round? She's...she's ngtwell.'

‘Jack, what is it, what's wrong with her?' he deteahurgently,
his heart sinking with foreboding, but his nephead ralready
replaced the receiver.

Quickly reaching for his car keys, Jon headedHerdoor.

Guy was just on the point of asking Jenny if shated a liqueur
when she stood up, abruptly pushing her chair baoH, said,
‘Guy, I'm sorry...but...I want to go home.’

At first he thought that she mustn't be feeling Iwatd he
immediately called the waiter over and got to s deet. Once
they were outside, Jenny couldn't bring herselbtk at him as
she hurried to where he had parked the car. Shedguilty, but
nowhere near as guilty as she knew she would redtvié $he had
stayed.



‘Jenny, what's the matter? Are you all right?' Isked her
anxiously as he unlocked the car door for her.

'I'm fine, really," she replied, then added shakKils...it's...just
that this isn't right...not for me. I'm sorry, Gushe apologised. 'l
know you're trying to be kind, to help, but...'

How could she explain to him how alien all this via$er, how
barren and empty it made her feel to be out with imstead of
with Jon and how she jukhewthat, no mattehow lonely the
years ahead might be for her on her own, solitude wfinitely
preferable to trying to fill the space she had lafther with
another man...even a man as kind and caring as Guy?

'l.. .1 guess I'm just a one-man woman,' she taid khiying to
force a smile, but she could see from Guy's exmredhat he
wasn't deceived. 'I'm sorry,’ she repeated, theretlaway from
him to look out of the car window.

Gjny grimaced to himself...and longed to be ableetort, Not

half as sorry as | am, but forced himself to holachk his

bitterness and frustration. This wasn't how he éradsaged the
evening ending at all.

In Chester, Olivia and Saul had finished eatinge Téstaurant
was nearly empty with only themselves and anotlmmple
lingering over their liqueurs, reluctant to let #aeening end.

'No, | don't believe you.' Olivia laughed, shakiver head as Saul
finished telling her an amusing story about onaisfcompany's
overseas clients.



'It's true,' he protested, sharing her laughtdr, I@lmost forgot.
I've some photographs in my room | promised I'dRath have.
Some are of the kids and the others are of her eflow
arrangements for the party. Perhaps you couldeleinem to her
for me?'

'Yes, of course,' Olivia agreed willingly, addingammingly, 'l
think the waiters are waiting for us to leave, Sdtlere's no one
else in the dining room now.'

'‘What...?' Saul looked round and then shook hid hredisbelief.
'l hadn't realised it was so late,' he admittethag both stood up.

Once outside the restaurant he directed her towthedbank of
lifts.

'l've never been entirely happy in these thingbyi®confessed
as the doors closed and the lift started to rise.

'‘Mmm. | know what you mean,' Saul returned, addesgingly,
‘Not that | would object to being trapped in onéwjiou, Livvy.'

They both laughed as the lift rocked gently to andstill on
Saul's floor.

'It's this way,' he told her as they stepped amaving his key
card from his pocket as they reached his room.rAeeunlocked
and opened the door he stood back, allowing Otwiprecede
him inside. The room was a good size and pleas&mnthyshed,
but then she wouldn't have expected anything less fthe
Grosvenor.

The colours and patterns had been carefully chtsgive the
room a warm, welcoming look; the queen- size bedyi®lI



noticed, had already been enticingly turned dowsisie looked
at it, Olivia automatically had to stifle a yawn.

‘Tired?' Saul asked her sympathetically. 'Thes¢ feas weeks
can't have been easy for you.'

His warmth and sympathy were in such direct cohtce€aspar's
attitude. Why on earth couldn't Caspar have bed® i
Saul...sympathetic...understanding...?

'Livvy...?' she heard Saul asking.

She shook her head and told him quickly, 'It'siggttate. I'd
better go. If you'll give me the photographs...?'

‘The photographs? Yes, yes, of course. Now justeviigl | put
them?' Saul muttered under his breath as he wamtto\a chest
of drawers and started to open the top one.

He had shrugged off his jacket as they enterecbibr®, dropping
it casually on one of the chairs, and now as shiehed him,
Olivia was suddenly and very dangerously conscafyisst how
very masculine a man he was...of just how well riagshis back
was beneath its fine covering of soft white cotton.

‘Now where the hell did | put them?' Saul was nrirtgeagain to
himself as he closed the drawer. 'l know, he anoed
triumphantly, snapping his fingers and turning rafbruptly.

Forgetting that the bed was behind her, Olivia mepback to
avoid him, caught her heel in the fringe of the shg had been
standing on and started to fall.



'Hey, steady,’ Saul warned her as he reached daipoher, but
as his fingers tightened protectively around hepenparm his
expression suddenly changed, the good-humoured esnaung
dying out of his eyes to be replaced by an exprassi ook, that
made Olivia start to tremble slightly, unable t@wrher gaze
away from his and from the desire it held.

‘Saul...' she warned shakily.

Olivia could feel her heart beginning to pound. Heees were
on the verge of giving way as she became awarewf3aul was
looking at her mouth.

‘Saul, don't,' she protested huskily.

'‘Don't fight it, Livvy,' he told her softly. 'lIt'what we both want,
what we both need.’

'‘No," Olivia objected hoarsely. 'You just think tha
because...because of what's happened, becausaisbetm
here.'

Saul was still holding on to her, drawing her closad weakly
she let him.

Very gently he turned her to face him. 'Livvy, ykoow..." and

then he stopped, his eyes suddenly blazing wiresf hunger as
he pulled her even closer and then cupped heiiridus hands. 'l
should have done this years ago,' he murmured &mnhed his
fingers through her hair, the warmth of his breathspering

against her skin, her mouth. 'That night when | yaw in the

river, then you wouldn't have said no, would yoivvl?'



'Please don't,' she protested again, but it watateoHis mouth
was already moving urgently against hers and she wa
responding to it, to him.

She ached so much for this kind of closeness, kimd of
physical intimacy, missed it so much.... It feltgsmod to be held,
touched, kissedyanted.

She closed her eyes and wrapped her arms tighalyndrhim,
savouring his warmth, his desire. Her impatientdsabegan
tugging at his shirt. His body felt hard and hat, \&ery hot
beneath her questing fingertips. She heard himngrtet the
groan, his chest vibrating to the growled mascudioend of his
arousal as she touched him. His body hair feltysgkft and
somehow...

She frowned, some random thought trying to sunfest the first
thrust of the sensual pleasure that speared throaigtshe could
feel his hands on her body, touching her firmly aed at the
same time almost hesitantly, so that her sensdyg essognised
that it was not his expertise or his desire thas Wwalding him
back but rather his need to have her physical noation that his
touch was welcome.

Olivia gave it. The exhalation of her soft bredkig tiny half turn

so that the palm of his hand rested against heashrehe

deliberate opening of her mouth to his kiss wehe, lsnew, all

that was needed, all that he was asking of hethailit took for

him to slowly start kissing her throat and then ¢@tarbone as
he exposed it to his seeking mouth and then wetd erpose her
breasts to his seeking, tender hands. He was makinigmands
on her, imposing no rules, giving rather than ekpgcto be

given.



‘Mmm, Livvy,' she heard him mouth against her bégsu don't
know how much I've wanted this...how much I've veanjou.’

She was trembling violently, as much with shockedtement as
with real desire, floating on a protective cloudpiped up by the
ego-stroking pleasure of knowing she was wanted—+eklbsi
Saul's thumb stroked her nipple and she shuddeaaddally in
response.

‘Olivia..."

As she focused on him she saw how desire had tumnseelyes
almost black, enlarging their pupils, his habitdalntly cynical

expression banished, his skin slightly flushed laotg so hot that
when he buried his face between her breasts aneddta kiss
the soft hollow between them, she could feel hat.he

And all the time he was kissing her, tasting her,was still
talking to her, praising her, his voice thick amar®d with the
desire she could feel so potently pulsing fromdady.

It was impossible for her to remain immune to ttasire...to
him; she could feel her own responsive arousalijtse¢he way
her nipples hardened and swelled provocativelyitimy the
eager caress of his lips, his tongue, his mouthl, emgerly
responding to them.

Saul had fully shrugged off his shirt, and with thand that
wasn't holding her, he was struggling with his belelp me,' he
begged her throatily. ‘Undress me, Olivia...'

Dizzily Olivia let him take her hand and place it lois belt, her
fingers shaking in her response to the sharpnebkssahdrawn



breath and the way his whole body shuddered agirtgertips
grazed the bare flesh about his belt buckle.

She tugged at it ineffectually, her hands trembtmg much for
her to unfasten it properly, welcoming the hardmiarof Saul's
hand as it covered hers, helped and guided her.

His belly was firm and flat, the crispness of hisdp hair
activating the sensitive nerve endings beneathskier as she
touched him and felt his arms tighten around heregponse.
Closing her eyes, she lifted her face towards 8he had been
feeling so besieged and beleaguered lately. Itsfeljood to be
held like this, to be wanted, to have hostility @amdjer replaced
with laughter and warmth.

She let her thoughts and her senses drift as heaed to kiss
her, willing herself to ignore everything but thkegsure they
were sharing, but deep down inside her a small nfayr
grieving voice could not quite be silenced.

Something was wrong. Oh, her flesh, her body, Hersigal
senses might be responding to Saul, welcoming tvend
sensuality of his touch as it stimulated them. & p&her might
enjoy seeing the heat and the need in his eyes lm®ked down
at her partially naked body, just as part of hgoysd looking at
him, but something was not quite right. Somethirag st not
there, and as she tried to force herself to respasdionately to
his kiss, Olivia knew what it was.

‘Caspar.’

She didn't realise she had said his name aloutisingifelt Saul
gently but so firmly holding her away from him, tlw®k in his



eyes no longer aroused and passionate but instesddl and
knowledgeable.

'l...I'm sorry," Olivia faltered. 'l didn't thinkl.didn't mean...'

'It's all right, Olivia," Saul reassured her gentlylo understand.’
He glanced down briefly at her still- naked breasefore

releasing her and very tenderly tugging her clobieek in place.
When he had finished he looked directly at her smded into

her eyes. 'lt is all right,’ he repeated emphdyicahnd | do

understand.'

'l didn't mean...it just.

T know, | know,"' he soothed. 'But that still doéstop me from
wishing," he added ruefully.

He touched her face lightly with his fingertipshesstarted to do
up his own clothing.

'l shouldn't have..." Olivia began, feeling guiitiey the minute.
Saul was being so nice, so caring. If she had engesshe would
make up her mind to forget about Caspar right nog.a

It seemed she did not possess that admirable ybaltause right
now the person she wanted more than any othereinmtrid
was...Caspar.

'‘No, | shouldn't have," she heard Saul correctigfinmly. He
took hold of her hands. 'Let's both agree thatthise glanced
around the bedroom '—was the result of a little rmech good
wine and a little too much wishful thinking—on mgrpat least.’



And then he leaned forward and gave her a detedtyiceusinly
peck on the cheek before saying briskly, 'Now, jkere did |
put those photographs?’

'Oh, Max..."

Max grimaced in impatience as he heard the emotion
Madeleine's voice and felt the warmth of her t@arsis skin. If
there was one thing he particularly loathed, it wiasnen who
cried in the aftermath of their orgasm. He mightéenenown that
Madeleine would be that type, just as he had kntdvat she
would be awkward and inexperienced, fortunately too
inexperienced to realise just how manufactureddnted 'desire’
for her actually was. Unlike her housemate, ClaadirShe
would have known and she would most definitely hawe
cried.lrritably he suppressed the thought. He heden been
attracted to brunettes and certainly not oneshie She was far
too assertive and self-assured, far too—

'‘Oh, Max! | wish we could always be together...axMensed,;
this was his cue, the opening he had been angingérefully
manoeuvring towards. 'So do I,' he lied adroitlgaahing to
brush away her tears in a gesture of faked tendemwailst he
smiled his crocodile smile down into her tear-wgtse 'But you
know the situation. I'm not...I can barely suppuoyself. .. never
mind anyone else... .'

He could feel her pulse jump betrayingly beneashfinigers and
felt his body start to ease into relaxation andntph. It had all
been so simple. Much, much simpler than even he ha
anticipated. Madeleine had proved boringly easgharm and



deceive, swallowing every one of the lies he hadysaically told
her, gazing at him wide-eyed and adoringly as rentldssly and
ruthlessly manoeuvred his way into her life andhesart.

Prior to meeting her, he had had no clear ideao@f hest to
accomplish his objective, but once had met her... She was
almost too persuadable and malleable, and the opatee felt
for her had now spread to include her parents, ceslphe her
father. Did he really believe that she had wha&baok to make a
barristerOh, she might have the academic qualifications, leait th
thought of her ever appearing in a courtroom, edefiending a
case, never mind prosecuting one... And yet, jasabse of who
she was, or rather who her father was, she stilltha power to
take that vacancy from him, or rather she thoudta sould.
Cleverly Max had given her no indication that hewrthat she
was his rival for the tenancy whilst at the sameetiapparently
openly and disarmingly admitting to her how impattgetting it
was to him. Predictably she had flushed brightaed become
self-conscious and flustered, and she had even dsked he
couldn't find a vacancy with another set of charaber

He had been tempted then to tell her crudely andtlyiwhat he
really thought and felt, but he had restrained kifnsie would
get his opportunity to tell her once she had—asvhe quite
determined that she would—relinquished her claim tba
vacancy in favour of him.

'Oh, there'll always be a vacancy for me in Chedterhad told
her carelessly and untruthfully.

In reality, the old man's pride would never alloinhto accept
any favours from the Chester branch of the fanalyen for his
favourite grandson. Oh no! It could never be goondugh for



Max to match the achievements of his Chester ceugla must
supersede them. But Maddy, of course, knew notabayt any
of that or about a good many other aspects offeistand indeed
she would never know.

'‘Chester?' Maddy had demurred anxiously. 'Butwmatld mean
you'd have to move there and—'

‘And what?' Max had teased her, starting to kissahd keeping
on kissing her until her half-hearted protests sistosided.

Oh yes, he had baited his hook very carefully iddaed now
tonight he had caught his prize and was startingreel
it—her—in.

Nothing had been left to chance, from the champagnead left
chilling on ice before he had picked her up foirtlnner date,
to the new bedding he had left instructions forrtieed to put on
his bed and the flowers he had told her to arrange.

‘Mmm..." Max murmured, gently nibbling her eam'hot really
looking forward to meeting your father. He isn'aetty going to
approve of me as prospective son-in-law materiahe® Not
when | haven't even got a proper job...'

He could feel her body going stiff in his arms, asdce raised his
head to look down into her eyes, the look of midghepe,
disbelief and adoration he could see so clearlyetimade him
smile in cynical satisfaction.

'Oh, Max..."' Madeleine whispered. 'l didn't knoldidn't think...
Oh, Max, | love you so much.' She flung her arnmuad him,



holding him tightly as she whispered shakily, 'Dadkigoing to
loveyou...just like | do, and as for your not havingl...'

'‘Mmm..." Max prodded between kisses. 'As for mehaying a
job...we can live on love, is that it?"

Madeleine laughed. 'Well...I...I have some mongye told him
shyly, ‘and—'

'‘No," Max countered fiercely, softening his voiceldnis grip on
her arms when he saw her shock. 'No, my darlimg,niot the
kind of man who could ever live off a woman. | knots

chauvinistic and old- fashioned of me, but, wdiatts just the
way | am.’

'‘Oh, Max...l do love you,' Madeleine sighed ecs#dly., '‘Don't
worry about the vacancy,’ she urged, giving him appy,
secretive smile. 'l just know that everything wilbrk out all
right....'

Her eyes shone with happiness as she lifted herdpdowards
his. 'So please, please stop worrying about itkkessglme instead.’

* * %

‘Jack, what is it, what's wrong, where's your mdtheon
demanded anxiously as his nephew opened the dobmfo He
had driven straight over to the house after Jguktse call, his
stomach churning with anxiety and guilt.

'She's.. .she's in the kitchen," Jack replied unhadut as Jon
headed towards the closed kitchen door he notltadiack was
hanging back and that he was obviously reluctagotaith him.



As he pushed the kitchen door open, he had no idearof what
he expected to find, but it certainly wasn't thghsithat greeted
him.

Tiggy was squatting in the middle of the kitcheyofl surrounded
by what looked like the contents of a rubbish ihe was
wearing a thin diaphanous robe through which hailshbave
been able to see her body but couldn't becaudeeokay it was
smeared with food. At some stage in the eveninghsldeclearly
been sick; he could smell the sour, rank stendhasfd his own
stomach heaved at its foulness.

‘Tiggy...'

As he said her name she focused on him but gavagmoof

having recognised him. Her eyes were wild like éhad an

animal. As Jon studied her more closely, he redliseshocked
distaste that it wasn't just her gown that was seteaith food

but her hair and face, as well. Food and what Bpextied must
be traces of dried vomit.

His stomach curdled and he had to grit his tee#inag his own
nausea. As he watched her, almost unable to comptefhat he
saw, she started to crawl away from him, scuttimig a corner
like a...scared animal, her eyes never leavingfdoe as she
reached a clawlike hand towards him with what labkke a
half-eaten wedge of cake. To his shock, she stéstesin it into
her mouth, the whole time peering at him like sdinel of feral
creature.

Dear God... What was happening? What was débiag to
herself? Instinctively, with a feeling of certainion knew that
this was no isolated incident, no single abberatioreaction to



outside pressures and the stress of David's héatkaand
everything that had happened since. For the setomdin his
life, he knew what it was to feel pity for his dnet.

The first time had been the night of baby Harrytthbwhen he
had experienced the privilege and emotional intgnsif
witnessing the miracle of birth, of feeling his vidadbeing
flooding with love for the small, helpless life lhad just seen
born, of sharing with Jenny the miracle of thattbir

Yes, then he had felt something for his brotheribléd been a
very different kind of pity to what he felt now.

‘Tiggy!"
'It's no good. She can't hear...she never can gien like this....'

The sound of his nephew's voice made him turn roDedr God,
no child should have to witness this ugliness Jaek seemed so
composed, so knowing... so adult. Then he remerdlibeeway
the boy had hung back from entering the kitchen.

‘Tiggy..." he tried again, but she was eating sbhmgtelse now,
refusing to even look at him, never mind show tkla¢ was
listening to him.

'She'll have eaten everything soon,' Jack saidadspnately,
‘and... and then it will be all right...unlessHé paused and
looked up at Jon.

‘Sometimes it isn't enough and she has to have amat¢hen...’

Jon could see the boy's face starting to crumblbeasied to
control his emotions. Automatically he reachedhion, held him



in his arms and gently rocked him. Dear God, hestethin. Far,
far thinner surely than Joss.

There were a hundred questions he wanted to askahmndred
things he needed to know. He hadn't the foggiest @ how to
handle this situation. Out of the corner of his,dye could see
Tiggy starting to creep along the floor. She helkhde in her

hand now. His heart started to thud unevenly.

How much of this was his fault...his responsibiliy How much
had he contributed to tipping her over the edgeiatadthis dark
abyss she was now inhabiting?

He couldn't deal with this on his own. He needetp.hbe
needed...

His arm around Jack's shoulders, he started teedui out of
the kitchen. In the hallway he picked up the teteph and
punched in a number.

'‘Who are you ringing?' Jack asked anxiously. Joggad him
reassuringly as he heard the familiar voice orother end of the
line.

‘Jenny,' he said huskily before pausing to clesithmoat. 'Jenny,
it's me, Jon.'

As she heard her husband's voice, Jenny close@yssr and
leaned against the wall, willing herself not tarstaying.

‘Jon, yes,' she replied. 'What is it?"'

'I'm at David and Tiggy's," Jon told her. He coliear her
indrawn breath and added quickly, 'No, Jen, pldasé hang up.



This isn't... It's not what you think, Jenny. Pkdsten,' he
pleaded.

Tensely Jenny gripped the receiver. Dear God, wizt it he
wanted to say? Why was he ringing her? What did/&et? To
tell her that he was moving in with Tiggy...?

‘Jen...l...I need your help. Can you come over? Nplease.'

Jon looked down at Jack who was standing stifflyigtside.

'It's Tiggy,' he heard himself saying. 'She'se'shthere's a bit of
a problem,' he told her. 'Please come, Jen... now.'

‘Yes...yes...I'll be there," Jenny promised.

Olivia passed the ambulance on the main road asdehe
tiredly home. After she left Saul, she had abseayulyinto her car
and driven mindlessly though the dark country larles tears
pouring down her face as she wept out her pairdasgair.

Saul had been so good about everything and so@eneelling
her gently thahe was the one to blame and not her and that he
was a fool for thinking what he had.

'Of course you still love him,' he had told heregly, lifting her
chin and looking into her eyes. 'You're that kirigherson.’

'‘Oh, Saul,' she had wept. 'I'm so sorry. How coul@d’

'It's not your fault," he had repeated.



But he was wrong. lwas. Sheshould have known. Shiead
known but had tried to ignore that knowledge, tbhterself that
if Caspar could so easily replace her, then shé&labw exactly
the same.

Only she couldn't. She still loved him...still wadthim, still
ached for him with her emotions and her body evehex mind
acknowledged the impossibility of their ever saglitheir
differences, of his ever being able to accept b¢ha person she
was.

Saul had not wanted her to leave whilst she wasbswously
upset, but she had refused to listen to him, artdarend he had
been forced to let her go. She had no real ideafaowhe had
actually driven, only that suddenly she realisedt tthe was
totally exhausted and needed to get home.

As she turned into the drive, she saw that the dvowess ablaze
with lights. Four cars were parked haphazardly idatsfive
including her mother's. Two of them she recogniseer
stomach started to churn as she got shakily odieofcar and
started to run towards the house.

Jenny had seen her arrive and was at the doomgdir her.
Olivia knew the moment she saw her face. 'It's Yjgen't it?' she
demanded, and although five minutes earlier sheldvbave
sworn that she had no tears left, all at once sed to cry
again.

Jenny wrapped her in her arms and rocked her smbyhin
much the same way that Jon had done with Jacleearli



'It's all right, Livvy, everything's all right,’ day crooned
calmingly. 'Come inside and sit down. Jon, put kiegtle on,
would you?' she called out to her husband as heaapg in the
hallway, but Olivia shook her head.

'I'm fine,' she whispered. 'l think | know whatappened.'

Behind Jon she could see two other men. One ofwkhbe
guessed, vaguely recognised, was the local doctor.

'It's Tiggy, isn't it? She's had another..." Shallwed and bit her
lip. 'Is she...?"'

‘Your mother's got an eating problem, Livvy," Jeriold her
gently, ‘and Dr Travers feels—'

"Your mother needs specialised treatment,' theodaaterjected
to tell Olivia. 'l've arranged for her to be hosfiged for tonight.
With this kind of disorder there's always a dangkesomeone
choking to death, either on the food they've gorgedn their
own vomit.'

'l knew...I knew what she was doing, but | triegptetend it was
just a one-off. | didn't... | should have..." Ofitboked helplessly
at Jenny. 'Wantedto tell you, but...'

'Livvy, it isn'tyour fault,’ Jenny asserted firmly.

'l sawher," Olivia continued despairingly. 'Just afteaine home,
| found her in the kitchen one night. Caspar tolthren that she
needed help...treatment...but I...we...we quadedéout it. |
couldn't believe...I didn't want to believe. | sltbhave listened
to him...done something then. | should have knawn..



'‘People like your mother are very skilled at coiiogatheir
addiction,' the doctor informed her sympathetically

‘Olivia, please believe it isn't your fault,’ Jermeypeated.

'‘What...what will happen to her?' Olivia asked tdector
uncertainly.

He exchanged a look with Jenny and Jon.

'‘We've agreed with the doctor that your mother khdwe
admitted into a private clinic that deals in eatiligprders,’ Jenny
replied quietly.

'It's too early to say yet how well she will resdoto the
treatment. Bulimia isn't an easy problem to deahweither for
the sufferer or her family,' Dr Travers explained.

Your father will have to be told, of course,' Jgaalded, looking
at Jon.

‘Yes. I'll have a word with the specialist firstptigh,' Jon agreed.

After the doctor had left, Olivia started to thaldnny and Jon for
what they'd done, but Jenny stopped her. 'l faeglbte guilty
because we didn't realise what was happening eadenny
admitted.

‘There was no way you could have known,' Olivia fated her.

Jenny shook her head. 'Somehow one tends to asseciing
disorders with younger people. There must have =gns,
though, indications.... We must have been too bugyour own
lives to have noticed them. Livvy, are you sure's@going to be



all right here on your own?' she asked Olivia as @tepared to
leave.

It had already been arranged that Jack would goehwith
Jenny, at his own request.

'Yes. I'll be fine," Olivia reassured her.



15

Jenny only realised that Jon had followed her hasmshe was
pulling in front of the house. She hung back afiee had sent
Jack inside, wondering what her husband wanted.

These past few weeks had somehow given him a muwke m
noticeable air of authority; he seemed slightlyetaland as she
listened to him talking to the doctor, she'd obsdriaow much
more positive and even assertive he was. He hadgeslgnised,
for perhaps the first time in his life, stepped adftDavid's
shadow, and as a consequence, was being judgeds awh
merits instead of being dismissed as merely Dawdis. The
change suited him, gave him an added air of mastuland
self-assurance.

She looked away from him as he got out of his car walked
towards her.

‘Jenny,' he asked her, ‘can we talk?'

Her heart sank. 'That depends on what you wardlkoatbout,’
she told him eventually, forcing herself to medts't@aze. 'If by
talk you mean that you want my shoulder to cry enduse of
Tiggy..." She paused and looked away from him agaiore
continuing huskily, 'l appreciate the way you faebut her, Jon. |
know you...you believe you love her....'

'‘No...you're wrong. | don't. | don't know which mnegkme feel
more ashamed,' he told her sombrely as she stat@tha'The
fact that | fell so easily into the trap that natsets middle-aged
men and so wholeheartedly and stupidly embraced.my.
belief that life owed me the chance to be infatdiatéh the idea



of falling in love, or the fact that | could so éasand quickly
realise that | didn't love her at all.’

‘It must have been a shock for you...finding hlee khat," Jenny
commiserated. She was trying desperately hard tagde her
own feelings and focus on him but it wasn't easgeeially when
she still hurt so much.

'If that's a tactful way of saying that you thirkat was what
brought me to my senses, | can, thank God, at éeagtit myself
of that. No—' he shook his head '—I had alreadiysed the truth
before tonight...this afternoon in fact. | was tlmeppear in court
earlier today and | took Tiggy to Chester with Mé& had lunch
together. Afterwards... Well, let's just say thahem the

opportunity to put our...our relationship on a eliéfint footing

occurred, | very quickly discovered that that wasiat | wanted
at all. To be brutal about it, Jen, my body toldimao uncertain
terms that it knew exactly who it wanted and it mosrtainly

wasn't Tiggy.

'‘No, it wasn't Tiggy | wanted to talk to you aboude looked
levelly at her. 'l know | don't deserve it and lwdn't blame you
if you refused, but is there any chance that we. ¢hat | could...
| want to come back, Jen. I've missed you and ithe [ke hell.

l...I've been doing a lot of thinking these past f@eeks, and
although it hasn't been easy, I've come to actegtrio matter
how much in the past | might have believed otheswéspart of
me has always sub-consciously envied David. | see mow

jealous | was of him at times, and | resented tw thathis

needs, thahealways had to come first.’

'‘But you were the one who always insisted that he comg'firs
Jenny countered. 'You always made it perfectlyrcteat your



loyalty to him, your love for him, superseded evenyy and
everyone else....'

'On the surface, yes, because | knew that was wésexpected
of me, but inside... My son, my wife, my father, rimends,
everyone loved David more than they did me and sappose
when someone, and not just any someone but Dadiswife,
actually seemed to prefer me... I'm not trying itkenexcuses for
myself,' he said. 'There are none. | despise myseiihat | did
and always will. | guess a part of me must havenldhaking,
well...Jenny might prefer you to me but Tiggwur wife, prefers
me—'

'‘Oh no, you're not getting off by thinking thaghdy interrupted
him fiercely. 'l did not...do not prefer David.'

'You married me because you were carrying his ¢hiddn
reminded her quietly.

'I marriedyoufor almost the same reaspoumarried me,' Jenny
admonished him. 'l married you for the sake of Bawhild to
give him the family, the father, the protectiondeserved, just as
you married me to give David the protection youidadd he
deserved. | hardly came into it at all. | could &d@een anybody.'

Jon frowned as he heard the forlorn note in hezatdrhat's not
true,' he objected.

‘You didn't love me,' Jenny charged.
He looked away from her, his eyes veiled. 'No, gpshnot,’ he

agreed heavily at last, and then he took a steprtsvher and
reached for her hand. He held it firmly between ¢, his



action surprising her into looking questioningly afphim. 'Not
then, but... Do you remember the night Harry wasn®de asked
her huskily.

Jenny nodded her head. Of course she did. How ah@dorget
it? Her first child, the long struggle to give birther joy when
they handed her her son.

‘Thatis when | fell in love with you,' Jon declared thof'That
was when | fell in love withboth of you. Yes, up until then,
marriage to you had been a responsibility, my dutgr David's
sake, the child you were carrying, David's childt Wwhen | saw
him born, suddenly he wamy child. | can't explain properly just
how | felt...there aren't the words. | just knowfdlt this
tremendous uprush of love for both of you.'

‘You...you never said anything," Jenny returnedkiyeaer voice
husky with tears and not just because of the mesadbn's
words had conjured up.

'l...there wasn't time," Jon said simply. 'His i¥as so short, and
afterwards... Well, afterwards, when you told mat tihere was
no reason for us to stay married any longer, L.félbught it
inappropriate to tell you how | felt.’

... I was just trying to do the right thing, tovg you your
freedom,' Jenny explained.

‘To give me my freedom." Jon smiled ruefully at.h#rwas
much, much too late for that. What | really wanged to give me
was your love.'

'Oh, Jon.'



'It's not your fault,’ he assured her. 'No oneloaa to order, and
the last thing | would ever have wanted you to daswo
pretend...fake....'

‘But, Jon, Idid, dolove you,' Jenny told him. 'Not when we first
married. | don't think that | was capable of allogvimyself to
love anyone then, but later when Harry...you were.lsloved
you then,' she admitted simply. 'But it seemed thdaburdened
you with so much already that | couldn't burden watl that, as
well.'

'How old are we?' Jon asked wryly. 'And how longéhare been
married? And it's taken athisfor us to be able to tell one another
how we really feel.'

'l thought you couldn't possibly love me, espegiallhen |
compared myself with Tiggy. She's so—'

‘You're beautiful," Jon interrupted her gruffly, cuppingrHtace.
Then narrowing his eyes he added, 'l've alwaysghbso. | was
so damned jealous the night of the party—seeinglgok so
lovely. That dress...'

'l thought you didn't like it," she owned. 'You eevold me.’

'l couldn't,’ Jon admitted. 'l wanted to, but Itjasuldn't.’

'‘Oh, Jon..."

'l hated seeing you dancing with David—I would muelther
have been dancing with you. Guy didn't look tocapk, either.'

'‘Guy is only my business partner,' Jenny assentedyf



She silently sent up a small prayer of gratitudettie fact that
that was exactly all that he was, even if therelbeeh a moment
earlier this evening when...

'l feel almost guilty in a way that we should féké this—have
so much," Jenny whispered huskily to Jon severaltes later
after he had finished kissing her. 'Poor David &iugyy... What
do you think will happen?’

'l don't know.... Jen, there's something | hawat'told you.'
Quietly she waited.

'It's David. He's been taking money from a cliemttsount.’
Briefly he explained as Jenny listened in appadiézhce.

'‘Oh, Jon,' she whispered in shock once he hadhédis'How
could he have done such a thing? What will happen? Thece
way we could pay it back even if we sold everythamg—'

'l know, | know," Jon agreed, reaching out for &ed wrapping
her in his arms. 'There was a message waiting éwiren | got
back from Chester this afternoon to say that Jenraraing had
died early this morning. The accountants v#lveto be told
now, and the bank.'

'Oh, Jon..." Jenny pressed her hand to her madd#s. David
said...?'

Jon shook his head. 'We haven't discussed it. ldotp not
when...'

‘And your father?"



Again, Jon shook his head.

'Oh, Jon," Jenny repeated sadly as she leane@d&érdgainst his
chest.

It seemed to be a recurring pattern over the y#zas their
moments of the most intimate shared joy were always
overshadowed by David. But this time, he wasn'etyarasting a
shadow over their lives; he was threatening to tluem. Jon may
not have said so, spelled it out in so many wdrdsshe knew all
the same. David might have been the one who hdenstbe
money, broken a trust, but it was Jon who wouldehavpay. It
always was....

* % %

Obligingly Olivia broke off another piece of hemnsiavich for the
bird watching her. She hadn't been hungry anywdge s
acknowledged glumly as she scattered the crumbiseograss in
front of her. It was a warm, sunny day and shedwede into the
square to have her lunch But she had no appetite fo

The doctor had reported back to them this mornimg; her
mother was stable and that she would be transféordte clinic
later in the afternoon. He would advise, he hadeddatmly, that
at least for a few days, her mother not have asiyovs.

‘She really isn't up to it and sometimes it cavéxy distressing,
both for the patient and the family.'

Jon had told her this morning about Jemima Harslidgath. A
tear trickled down her face followed by a seconae 8ent her



head protectively over her unwanted lunch as simbled in her
handbag for a tissue.

‘Olivia?'

She tensed as she heard Ruth's voice, but it vatate; her
great-aunt had seen her tears.

'Oh, Livvwy my dear, | heard about your mother. Bmsorry,'
Ruth began saying compassionately as she sat dextrtanher
on the wooden bench and put an arm around her.

‘No, that's not it, not why... I'm not crying forggy. I'm crying
for myself," Olivia told her miserably. 'l miss (@&s so much. |
hate myself for saying it but part of me wishest tfé never
offered to stay ...that I'd just gone with him.’

'‘Oh, Livvy...it's not too late," Ruth responded samgly. "You
could—'

'‘No, he doesn't want me amyore. Hebelieves that loving
someone means puttiigemfirst, you see, and he thinks that |
don't love him. At least not enough, because accgrib him |
didn't, and even though | do love him, I'm not dineg | can live
like that...with that... | would always feel thatias hanging over
me. I...

She started to cry again, her throat aching froe dffort of
trying to suppress her tears.

‘And anyway,' she said, 'l couldn't go now...natwvbad...’

"Your father's over the worst and, by all accowvtd| on the way
to recovery. He'll be back at work within a montidathen...



Olivia my dear, what is it?' Ruth asked in dismayXivia buried
her head in her hands and started to sob in earnest

'‘Oh, Aunt Ruth...'
'‘Olivia, what is it...? What on earth's wrong? Whave | said...?'

'l can't tell you," Olivia replied tearfully. 'l shldn't have said
anything...l..."

'Of courseyou can tell me," Ruth admonished her robustlgu'Y
can and you must, and I'm certainly not leaving tiench until
you do. Neither one of us is.’

Olivia gave her a watery smile.
‘That's better," Ruth encouraged. 'Now tell me ishatong.'

Hating herself for being weak enough to give ithte temptation
to unburden herself, Olivia did just that. Ruth hedr speak
without trying to interrupt her and when the youngeman had
finished, Ruth looked across the small pretty sguasilence.

'l...I shouldn't have told you. You're shocked and—

'‘No, I'm not shocked,"” Ruth countered lightly. 'lmot even
particularly surprised. Nowve shockedyou.I'm sorry, Olivia,

but then, you see, | rather think | know your fatsleghtly better
than you do. You find it hard to accept that held@o something
so...dishonest. A child needs to be able to trast r@spect its
parent, so that's no bad thing.'

‘Except that I'm not a child.’



‘Maybe not, but it isn't always easy to cast offfaned modes of
behaviour and beliefs...ideals. Perhaps that's it#dyeasier for
me to accept than for you.

‘You see, to me, your father always has been amalyalwill be
the self-willed and rather selfish little boy whdways so
skilfully shrugged aside his responsibilities arsgd his charm
and his father's unfortunate tendency to spoil torhis own
advantage, leaving Jon to be his whipping boy.' Sttequietly
for a moment, seemingly deep in thought. 'Has &tumadly seen
the accountants yet?'

'‘No, not yet," Olivia told her tiredly.

'‘Good.' Ruth turned round and looked across tharsgu Jon's
office window. 'lI'd better go and see him, therhe ssaid
purposefully, a smile warming her face.

'Go and see him...?' Olivia frowned. 'But—'

‘Do you know what | think you should do, Livvy?' tRu
interrupted. Without waiting for Olivia to resporgie continued,
'l think you should go and ring that young man ofiss. You do
love him," she reminded Olivia when she saw heresgon. 'All
right, hemaynot be perfect, yomayhave problems to resolve,
but tell me this. Which is the worst alternativieinlg your life
with him, problems and all, or living your life abut themand
without him? Don't waste your life in useless régrlivia my
dear. Not like... Go and ring him. I insist.'



'Ruth... ?' Jon stood up as his secretary usheuthd iRto his
office. She might only live across the square baitcbuldn't
remember the last time she had actually come toffiee.

'Sit down, Jon," she told him crisply. 'We neetal&. Olivia has
told me all about David,' she announced forthrighttake it that
as yet no one outside the family knows what's hiagqe'

‘As yet, no,' Jon agreed heauvily.

'‘Good. Now tell me, how much exactly did David loovrfrom
Jemima Harding?'

‘Borrow...?" Jon gave her a dry look. 'David didntrrow
anything. Davidstole—'

'‘No, he did not," Ruth corrected him authoritagwébavid, rather
unprofessionally to be sure, asked Jemima form Garather, |

should say, a series of loans. The informal arran@gye being that
he would repay her on demand. Now with her deathdterally

feels that the time has come to repay these l@exes, though no
specific repayment date was originally put on them.

Jon shook his head. 'tinly... David can't pay back that money.
We both know that.'

'‘David can't,’ Ruth agreed, pausing before adding calimiy, |
can.’'

Jon stared at her. 'Ruth,’ he explained patieritlyis really
generous of you to make such a suggestion, butdCiavk two
million pounds from Jemima's trust fund.’

‘Yes, | know,' she acknowledged coolly.



Jon stared blankly at her. "You haven't got twdiomlpounds.'

‘No, | haven't,’ she allowed. 'l think at my lastint it was closer
to five million.'

'Five million? You've got five million pounds!

‘Jon, please don't take offence, but if | were yoaally wouldn't
let my jaw sag like that. It really isn't very fi@ting, not at your
age,' Ruth chided her nephew in a kindly voiced'An, | haven't
gone senile.' She gave him an amused smile. Iy @alhave the
money, though | must admit | find it rather irksotaéhave to use
it to save David's skin, but then it isn't just R skin that's at
risk here, is it?' she asked Jon gently. "You amhy and most
especially Joss are very special to me...most edlyedoss. At
my age one is allowed to have favourites and tier® way |
would want to see his life and future marred by iDawveakness
and stupidity.

'l was left a quite substantial sum of money by mgther's
sister,' she revealed with a smile. 'No, not fivdliom pounds,
nowhere near anything like that, but this was masars ago, and
| discovered rather to my own surprise that | sekitoehave a
talent for the stock market. You'll have to seelthek and the
accountants, of course. We can't leélvat to David. You can
explain to them about David's private arrangementh w
Jemima—'

‘They'll never believe that Jemima agreed to leravid® the
money.'

'‘Privately, maybe not," Ruth concurred, 'but | kinyjou probably
will find that they'll be as keen to see the whaiir sorted out



as discreetly as we are. It won't do anything tprowe their
professional standing if it gets out that David wasding
Jemima's account right under their noses, willsti® asked Jon
practically.

'Haven't you forgotten something?' Jon asked hrg guietly
after a brief silence.

'‘What?' Ruth gave him a quizzical look.

'l owe a duty to my family, Ruth, but | also owdy to my own
profession. | am honour bound to report David for—'

'‘No," Ruth interrupted firmly. 'You may be honououind to
report yoursuspicionsout thatis all they are, JonYoudo not,
after all, have any proof, do you, that David diat have some
private arrangement with Jemima?'

'‘Ruth..." Jon protested.
'Haveyou?' she persisted.
'‘No,' he agreed, 'but we both know—"

'‘We both know that David borrowed money from Jemana
that isall we know. | do understand, Jon,' she went on more
gently, 'but while | might applaud the moral strgmthat makes
you sacrifice your own career and life, | can't #sy/same about
what the prospect of your exposing David will doth@ new
generation. All of them will be tainted by it.

'‘And besides, we carkhowwhat private arrangement David and
Jemima may or may not have had,' she repeatedmaesinow
beyond answering any questions and as for Dawtlell, |



wouldn't like to say what effect it might have as health if he
were to be subjected to a rigorous questioning.'

'‘Ruth, don't do this to me,' Jon begged her wea¥lyu know—'

'l know that you're an honest man, Jon, and tladitsneed to
know. I'm going home now to speak to my brokers angnt
you to get in touch with the bank and the accoustand explain
the position with regard to David's loans as yoel that your
professional code of conduct requires you to dou Vall, of
course, also tell them that arrangements have imeele within
the family to repay the loans even though theraaslegal
recourse or obligation to cover their repaymeirthink you will
find that both the accountants and the bank wikdeelieved at
having been spared the necessity of investigahiagrnatter and
escaping all the attendant publicity that they W only too
happy to accept your version of events, publiclieast. And as
for David... Well, it goes without saying, he cavar be allowed
to work again either here or anywhere else. | thinkould be
best if he decided that in view of his heart attaekould be wiser
for him to take early retirement.’

Jon looked at her sombrely. 'Ruth, | just don't\wnehat to
say....'

‘Then don't say anything. | generally find it i tlwisest course,’
Ruth told him with a smile.

Olivia closed her eyes and gripped the telephoneiver hard.
She had rung the number she had for Caspar and &wkkim.
What would he say when he heard her voice? Whalddwido?



Would he speak to her or simply hang up? Was shejust a
part of his past life, one he only wanted to foPget

She heard a voice at the other end of the lineitbutasn't
Caspar's.

'I'm sorry," she was advised, 'but I'm afraid h&tiavailable.’
Olivia's heart sank.

Is he...? Could I...? Whewill he be available?' she asked
desperately.

'l really couldn't say. He's away at the moment pivate
business and | have no idea when he's going to bacie’

T...I see.... You don't...you don't have a numbkene | could
reach him, | suppose?' Olivia asked.

‘No, I'm afraid | don't.'

Quietly she replaced the receiver.

Well, at least she had tried. Oh, Caspar, whergare She could
feel the hurt building up inside her in a low, slewge of agony.

Whoever had said that time and distance healadalhds was
wrong. They didn't. They just made it worse.

'‘Oh, Max...I didn't think you'd be here. The clegdd something
about your being in court this morning.'

‘The case was cancelled,’ Max told the senior mendfe
chambers as he stood awkwardly in the doorway of $/affice



looking both irritated and self- conscious. Somewas standing
behind him, and when he moved slightly out of tlasyWax saw
who it was. He frowned. What the hell was Madelsine
housemate doing here?

'‘Well, since you are here,' the senior member begmnng
fuzzily, 'l suppose I'd better introduce you. Clisnad this is Max
Crighton. Max did his pupillage here and he's auttyavaiting to
find a vacant tenancy.’

'Yes...so I've heard.'

She was smiling as she extended her hand towargsHiéstook
it reluctantly. He hadn't liked her the first tirhe met her and he
still didn't. He also had a suspicion that she treatl to warn
Madeleine about him, which made him like her e\e=ss]

'‘Max—' the senior member's voice was just a shadéhearty,
his smile just a touch forced '—Claudine Chattesalhshortly
be joining us as a junior barrister. She'll be ngkover Clive
Benson's place when he retires.' He turned to sahher, but she
wasn't looking at him; she was watching Max, heuthaurling
into a smile of knowing amusement.

For once in his life, Max knew that he was in aadion over
which he had no control and no powehddn'tbeen Madeleine
who was his rival, he recognised in a surge of evhiit fury; it
had beenthis woman, this woman who was standing there
smiling mockingly...tauntingly at hinknowing...

And Madeleine must have known. The stupid littketoi why the
hell hadn't she said something? He stood up, iggdhe nervous
look of mingled dislike and distaste the senior rhemwas



giving him, then shouldered his way past both hnat &laudine,
almost pushing them out of his way as he madendbor.

'‘Oh dear,' he heard Claudine saying smilingly agimaly left
the office, 'have we done something to upset him?'

Somethingo upset him? She knew perfectly well, the bitch..
The bitch! Charlotte had been grossly mistaken &r h
information. Well, someone was going to pay for mgka
complete fool of him, for lying to hingheatinghim out of what
was rightfully his. And he knew exactly who thatremone was
going to be.

Madeleine looked startled as she opened the dobinto her
surprise turning quickly to dismay as she saw hef 'Max,
what is it, what's wrong...?'

'You know damn well what's wrong!" he shouted, ingrithe
words at her like blows. 'Why the hell didn't yall tme that
Claudine was up for the tenancy?'

'l...I thought you knew...." Madeleine replied rarsly, adding
pleadingly, 'Oh, Max, please don't be angry. | knbaw
disappointed you must be...how much you wanteddqrove
yourself by your own efforts, but even Daddy adrttitst to get
into the really top sets of chambers, it isn't egiosimply...well,
you just have to have the right connections antistixdny—'

‘The right connections! And just where the hell her right
connections, or can | guess? Did Daddy put in adgeord for
her? Why? He's fucking her, is he?'



'Max..." Madeleine's face had gone white with shoelease, |
know how you must feel.'

‘Do you...do you...?'

Max grabbed hold of her wrists and began shakimdikea rag
doll, ignoring her frantic pleas to let her go. Gadhen he
thought of the time he'd wasted to no purpose, vetiealong...

'l suppose you thought it was funny, did you, the pf you?' he
demanded as he released Madeleine so forcefullgtigaalmost
fell against the wall.

As she struggled to keep her balance, she trieditrously to
ease the soreness out of her bruised wrists.

‘Max, it wasn'tike that.... Iknowyou're upset, but please, please
listen to me....'

'Listen to you...listen tgou!

''ve spoken to Daddy," Madeleine desperately tteetell him,

ignoring the searing contempt she could hear in Voge,

avoiding looking directly at him and franticallying to pretend
that everything was really all right, that this wageally her

Max.... Maybe once he had calmed down, things wdadd
different and she would forget that he had evernbbiee

this...frightened her like this....

'l...he...he wants us to have dinner with him andrvhy tonight.
He...he says there may be a vacancy coming upo#ttemset of
chambers.’



She told him the name and Max stared at her iodigrdisbelief.
It was one of the most exclusive sets of chambetlka Inn and
he had as much chance of being considered foramesi¢chere as
he had of flying to the moon.

'‘Daddy knows the senior member there...he's hadrd with
him and...well, Daddy said, since he doesn't has@na it would
be rather nice if he could have a son-in-law tdofelin his
shoes....'

Madeleine swallowed...and then added miserably, slorry |
didn't tell you about Claudine but, well, she betjgee not to.
Oh, Max..." Her eyes filled with tears. 'It's besarhorrid listening
to you talking about it, knowing how much it meamtyou and
not being able to say anything, but | promised, .guiéase don't
be cross with me.. .1 know you didn't want me tpaaything to
Daddy...that you wanted to do it on your own but...

Max's head was spinning. A place in one of Londdofs
chambers...the patronage of one of the country'st reenior
judges... He looked consideringly at Madeleine, Inead bent
low, her eyes downcast. It was all there for thent..with one
proviso.

Son-in-law...Thatmeant marriage. Marriage to Madeleine. Last
night he had been anticipating the moment when deldvtell
her just exactly what he thought about her, the smrwhen he
would walk away from her, and now...

'Stop crying, Maddy, my sweet, devious, wonderfidddy," he
crooned as he took her in his arms. ¢Gdirsel'm not cross with
you. Well, not very much," he amended lightlywHisnaughty of
you to go to your father.'



'l did it for you...for us,’ Madeleine whisperederhmouth
trembling. 'So that we could be together....'

‘Yes, | know," Max agreed, gentling his tone. '‘Buainted to earn
the right to tell your father | want to marry yonat to feel—'

'‘Oh, Max, don't,’ Madeleine pleaded. 'l was jugintg to help. |
just wanted—'

'l know exactly what you wanted,' Max began murmgisilkily,
his voice changing, 'and | know exactly what | waoo....'

'‘Oh, Max, we can't,” Madeleine whispered breathje$st now.
It isn't even lunch-time and... Oh, Max...'

'‘What time are we having dinner with your parentg?asked as
he slid his hands under her top to caress hertsreas

His mind was working overtime, racing ahead....\i#mild get
his place in chamberand his grandfather's money and if the
price he had to pay was a few years of marriagdddeleine,
then so what? In three and even four years' timavdndd still
only be in his late twenties. He would have to sedus position
financially, of course. Make sure that when they divorce he
didn't lose out and he would have tomake sure edis tivat there
were no children. There was no way he was goirgtfmrced to
support a couple of brats he had never even wanted.

'l have to take you home to meet my family,’ Maas
promising her as he guided Madeleine upstairs.yTégoing to
love you.' But as he took her in his arms andestiatd kiss her, it
wasn't Madeleine's small round face he could seg, tihe



amused, mocking expression in Claudine Chatterey@s as she
stood in the doorway of his office.

It wasn't over...not yet...not by a long shot...

Caspar paused before turning the car into the dhae led to
Olivia's parents' house.

He had no idea how Olivia was going to react to drnisval.
Initially when he had left her, his mood fuelled hylethal
cocktail of affronted male ego, hurt pride and geoisinjustice,
he had told himself that in ending their relatiapstand
distancing himself from her, he was simply savimgdelf the
bother of the pointless trauma of trying to pretémat they still
loved one another when quite patently they did not.

It had taken him a week of expecting her to contautcoupled
with an emotional backlash that began with selfteghs anger
and ended with the bitter realisation that she m@sgoing to
telephone to make him understand jsiathe had done and—
even-more painfully—accept why he had done it.

It had never worked as a child, trying to bring mattentive
parents to heel or to command their attention amtcern to
evoke their parental love, so why the hell hadhoaight it would
work this time and with someone like Olivia, espdgi with
someone like Olivia?

He could now plainly understand how she must halte-fthat
he had let her down by not sympathising with hexdh® step
into her father's shoes.



The truth was that he had been jealous, jealoubeofact that
anyone other than himself could be important. Hé ‘gited

some old friends whilst he was at home and hadoshiiely

listening to the woman complaining tiredly that lpartner was
jealous of their two-year-old child.

'It's ridiculous,' she had told Caspar wearilyckyiis his son, and
that's part of the reason that | love him—becausash@erry's

child—as well as for himself, but Gerry can't othex won't see
that. He only sees that Ricky is another male takmy attention
away from him. | just can't seem to make him segttie reason
Ricky clings more to me is because he senses Geejgction of
him. Ricky needs Gerry's love.'

Caspar had at first thought she was exaggeratutgt bad only

been later, turning the conversation over in hisdwhen he was
alone, that he had begun to ask himself if he,wanld turn out

to be the kind of father who was afraid of the lbiepartner had
for their children, the kind of man who resentedntd actively

tried to punish both the child and the mother bseaaf it, the

kind of man his own father had been....

Dusk was settling as he drew up outside the hdusearrival
activating the security lights. He got out of tle& and paused in
thought before heading towards the entrance. He liesh
unnecessarily hard on Olivia, especially with relgao her
mother, he acknowledged. As a child he had hachedmprotect
him from the realities of his parents' chaotic $iv¥vVas that in
part why he had refused to give Olivia the escapmder of
believing that her mother's obvious problem waspsma minor
aberration?



He still didn't feel that it would serve any usgulrpose to try to
deny that Tiggy had a problem, which so far as s eoncerned
needed professional treatment, butdwald have handled the
situation differently, been more cautious, morewmspect, in
his appraisaland his comments, he conceded as he rang the
doorbell and then stood back to wait.

Olivia was upstairs when the doorbell rang. Sheoatndecided
against going down to answer it; she didn't ref@éf up to seeing
anyone. Jon had already rung her earlier to telbbeut Ruth's
visit.

'l didn't mean to tell her,' Olivia had confess&ddon't really
know why | did. She caught me at a weak momentppsse....'

‘Well, | must admit that I'm certainly grateful thaou did," Jon
had told her. 'Oh, at first | wasn't really convedcby what she
said but | have to say | was wrong and she wadt.righe

accountants and the bank did seem loath to askntany

guestions about David's "loans" and | got the irspign they
were just happy that the money was being repaidrellare no
heirs, of course. Inland Revenue will get the bofiklemima's
estate and we must hope that they, too, are cotttedcept the
status quo.’

She knew that it couldn't be either him or Jenrinza Jon had
told her that they were going out for a celebratioeal.

‘Alone,' Jon had told her wryly, adding, 'Ruth'$ymtting and
Jack says to tell you that he's going to call rotmdorrow for his
sports kit.'



Jack. Olivia bit her lip. She felt that she oughhave insisted on
taking charge of her brother, but there was no tithdas he was
better off with Jon and Jenny. Staying with thewot, enly would
he have the company of his cousins to occupy hidhsaop him
from brooding, but as Jenny had pointed out, sbaté he and
Joss were at the same school, it made thingsrfaisi to have
the two of them under one roof than two separates.obhe
certainly would have found it hard to give him thme and
attention she knew he needed. It was gone six oi'cloost
evenings before she got home and she left at Eighé morning.

She and Jon had found themselves working togethert@am as
Jon himself had commented, and they were now bagjria get
through the backlog of work her father had staakedr here was
a good deal of satisfaction to be found in managmngchieve a
clear desk, Olivia had decided, and what surprigdven more
was that she didn't really miss the fast pace ophevious job.

Shedid miss Caspar, though.
Tiredly she went downstairs and opened the door.

‘Caspar!" She cried out his name in disbelief,isgaat him as
though she couldn't believe her eyes, which irhtsite couldn't.

'Is it too late to admit that I've been a fool asay that I've
changed my mind?' Caspar asked simply. 'l thouglatsl already
a man, Livvy, whole and complete, but I've discedeover these
past few weeks that I'm not. Nowhere near. | dam'a man if |

can still behave like a spoiled child. And as foy toeing

complete, | willneverbe complete again without you.'



'l tried to ring you,"' Olivia could only think tag as she stepped
back so that he could walk into the house, 'but wearen't
there....'

'‘No, | was probably on my way here," Caspar agrgedying
with every mile that you weren't going to give rhe treatment |
deserved and tell me to go straight back againt iso late,
Livvy?' he asked her directly.

Olivia shook her head and then told him rawly, ‘Mesy much
too late for me to stop loving you. Oh, Caspar' wiiled as she
flung herself into his arms, 'l've missed ysmmuch. I'vewanted
you so much. | thought it was so important to dssey
independence and not let you bully me emotionally b
demanding to be the most important person in ney bt that's
exactly what yoware...whoyou are,' she amended.

'Stop talking, woman, and let me kiss you," Cagpanmanded
lovingly as he drew her into his arms, tighteningem
possessively around her. He started to bend his to@aards her
whilst Olivia reached up eagerly towards him, boéent he
stopped and glanced up and down the hallway. "Whereour
parents?' he asked her in a whisper. 'The kindeb&wiour I'm
about to indulge in right now isn't something lIfe@ant anyone
to witness.'

'‘Dad's in a nursing home,' Olivia explained, 'anghy-'

As Caspar saw the sadness darken her eyes, hdéreklen
more tightly and watched her tenderly.



'You were right about her, Caspar. She was...sheeked help.
Hopefully she's going to get it now...." Quietlyedld him what
had happened.

‘Uncle Jon and | went to the clinic this aftern@onl talked to the
specialist who runs it. She was very kind but Jesgest, as well.
She says there aren't any statistics to show homy roalimics
recover simply because, as yet, none have beeof @afdiction
long enough to be considered recovered. In Tigegse...well,
she suspects that her addiction has gone on émggtime, which
means, of course, that helping her to acknowledgeoaercome
it will be very much harder. She had hoped to talbad, but...'

'‘Does David know what's happened to your motheeZpér
asked her, concerned about the pain he could de ieyes.

‘Yes, he knows,' Olivia answered quietly. ‘Mr Hagad him this
afternoon, but it seems that Dad doesn't... doe'sn't

'‘Doesn't what?' Caspar waited, not wishing to ghesh 'Doesn't
care?'

Much as that knowledge must have hurt Olivia, henktgotally
surprised. There had been something about thenc@aspde that
somehow hadn't quite rung true, something that itkedpeir
apparent togetherness had suggested that theysinepéy two
people who lived under the same roof.

'He's still recovering from his own heart attadkcaurse, and the
doctor has told us that sometimes the shock otidyapening, the
fear it can generate, can make people behave omedly

and...and selfishly. They're afraid, | supposet tigacould have



another heart attack, and so anything that causeariy kind of
stress...or soul-searching, has to be avoided.’

In other words, David Crighton was quite happyetahiis brother
and his daughter take over his responsibilitiesatol his wife
for him.

‘That's not all, is it?" Caspar probed gently, '8tmmg else is
bothering you. What is it?"

Olivia gave him a startled look. T went to see wgbthe airport,’
she said evasively. 'You were kissing...'

Caspar smiled. So simadtried to get in touch with him after all;
shehadn'tsimply let him walk away.

'In actual fact,’ he explainetHillary was the one kissing me and
she was most certainly not the one | wanted tagsrig me, and
that one kiss was as far as it went. Now, tell niatg really
bothering you, apart from the fact that there'swag I'm letting
you sleep alone tonight or sharing that ridiculpu#-size bed
with you, no matter how much your grandfather might
disapprove.'

Olivia laughed. 'Gramps won't know," she teasedk.bdde's
confined to bed at the moment with his bad leg.’

'‘Confined to bed. Now that sounds like a very, vgopd idea.'
Caspar began and then stopped.

Olivia saw the look he was giving her and shookhead lightly.
'It's Dad," she told him simply. 'There's beenaaproblem.
It's...it's all sorted out now but...'



She knew it was up to her whether or not she ctwsal him. If
she did and he didn't approve of the way they teadt avith the
problem, then there was a risk that it would leach trenewed
alienation between them, and if she didn't... WkH#f wasn't the
kind of relationship she wanted with her man, stlenawledged,
a relationship where things had to be kept hiddearet, because
they couldn't trust one another's reactions.

She took a deep breath and hoped for the best.siodel some
money from a client. Luckily Aunt Ruth was abledome up
with a scheme whereby it could be paid back withduotle Jon
having to report it. | suspect Uncle Jon still #srthat heshould
have reported it, even though it would not havenbead who
would have carried the brunt of any penalties the lSociety
might have chosen to impose, but Uncle Jon. Auitih Ras very
insistent.'

Quickly she told him the whole sorry tale and tlstmod back
searching his face for some indication of his ieactWhen she
could find none, her stomach muscles started tadigin knots
of tension.

Caspar looked at her.

'So Aunt Ruth was ruthless, was she?' he quippédasat'And
quite rightly so. What your father did was wrong Buth is on
the mark when she says that all of you would haenlaffected
If his theft had become public.’

It still doesn't seem fair that Dad should get yawath...with
what he did," Olivia confessed seconds later asled@ed her
head in grateful love against Caspar's shouldast 'ds he's
always got away with things...."



'‘Perhaps not, but justice, as they say, is blirdlssometimes the
innocent can be hurt along with the guilty. Oh,tbg way,' he
added as he turned her gently towards the stiaaisnost forgot.
I've checked with the university in Manchester dhdre's a
lectureship coming up that | can apply for if | fidt would

mean one or both of us commuting, | suppose, but...

Olivia stared at him. "You mean you've actuallyau're really
prepared... You'd really come bac&reto live and work?' Her
voice broke.

'‘Why not? You're here, aren't you?' Caspar retuloadgly.
'Oh, Caspar!' she cried. 'l love you, | love youraach.'

‘Thank you,' he replied simply before adding, 'aueder mind
"Oh, Caspar". What | want to hear and what | fullend to hear

is "Oooh...oooh...ooo0h, Caspar".

Olivia laughed. 'Really. And there was | hoping yeouldn't

leave me breath for anything like that... ,' shenageed to say
between kisses. She laughed again as he releasahdheshe
started to run towards the stairs, knowing peryeesttll that he
would catch her long before she made it to the ootable guest
bedroom with its cosy double bed.

David smiled at the receptionist.
‘You're leaving us?' she asked, frowning. 'But...'

'l have to go,' David told her confidingly. 'My wifsn't very well
unfortunately and I'm needed at home.'



'Oh, well, in that case, | suppose...'

David gave her a second smile. He had been plarthings all
day. No need for him to concern himself with Tiggyy more,
thank God. Someone else had that onerous respdgsnaow.

Jack was safe with Jon and Jenny. There was tlee oidtter, of
course, but he knew that Jon would find a way ofirsg things
out. Good old Jon.

It was timehewas allowed to choose whiag¢wanted to do with
his own life. High time. Ben would naturally be eps.but he
would understand; he always had. Still smiling, idavalked out
into the darkness.

'He's left... ? Buhow... where. ?' Jon asked the receptionist in
exasperation. She had been summoned by the sptaniiom
Jon had telephoned when he discovered that Davddhecked
out of the nursing home, to explain exactly what happened.

'l don't know,' she replied unhelpfully. 'He didsety. He just said
that his wife needed him.’

Jon looked at the specialist, who shook his hdag. already
checked. I'm afraid they haven't seen or heard from'

'‘But where has he gone?' Jon queried a second'éintewhy?’

Mr Hayes frowned as he looked at him. 'l don't kpolne
admitted, 'but what do know is that every year, every day,
people do disappear by choice. Some because thayaetheir
only way out of an impossible situation, and some,
because...well...who knows?'



You think David has done that...simply disappeared?’
'‘Chosento disappear,’ the specialist corrected him.
Jon closed his eyes.

‘Try not to worry,' the other man advised. 'He rsayiply have
gone to visit friends or..." When he saw the look Wwas giving
him, he stopped. 'lIt happens,' he said, shruggtrapes happen.’

As he drove onto the ferry, David was whistling.dGmut he felt
good. This was how life should be lived. How lifes life, was
meant to be lived. Freely—unplanned, unclutteredd an
unencumbered by the needs of others. He was filastht

'‘What on earth are we going to tell Ben?' Jon askedy soberly
after he told her what had happened.

'‘Nothing,' Jenny told him crisply. 'Let the doctell him. David

Is not your responsibility, Jon," she reminded lingsband. 'He's
your brother, you are his twin, yes, but he is not your
responsibility. Besides, we've got a wedding tonplashe
reminded him.

‘And one to attend,' Jon agreed.
Max had telephoned them earlier to announce hisgamgent

just after Olivia and Caspar had left, Olivia hayihalf-shyly
asked Jenny if she would help her with her wedgiags.



'l don't want a big fussy affair, just somethingygaditional and
simple....'

'‘Don't listen to her,' Caspar had warned Jennyait\he whole
works so that | can bore the pants off our grardodm, talking
about it to them.’

'‘David's made his choice about the way he wantigadis life,’
Jenny told Jon gently as she leaned across tdkissThat'shis
right...just as it'sur right to choose howelive our lives.'

Lovingly he smiled back at her and then murmui2d,you think
two ancient people in their forties and fifties webbe allowed by
their offspring to plead tiredness and go to beti/@a

'‘Not if if s Joss you're trying to convince,' Jenny \a@ed,
laughing. "You promised you'd take him and Jadkirig tonight,
remember...?'

Jon groaned and demanded plaintively, "What doegrehave to
do in this household to get time on his own with \ife?"

'Put sleeping tablets in everyone else's milk?hyesuggested
drolly.

'l wish," was Jon's heartfelt response as Joss casieng in,
demanding to know if his father was ready to le&®b, | wish!'



With A Perfect FamilyPenny Jordan has introduced you into the
intensely personal and often disturbing lives af t@righton
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The Perfect Seduction
'‘Luke, what are you doing here?'

'l rather think that question would be more appiaiprcoming
from me to you' was his dry response. 'For sucbueng woman
you seem to have developed a rather morbid pentbravisiting

graveyards, first in Haslewich and now here in @res

'It's an interesting way of discovering more abting families
who lived in the area,' Bobbie told him dismissyeldding more
challengingly, 'and it certainly isn't a crime."

'‘No, it isn't,’ Luke agreed, stepping forward sattlime was
standing alongside her, but Bobbie still didn'tkdatirectly at
him.

'So it's your interest in local history that bringsu here, then....
Local history in general, or more specifically one padar local
family?' he asked pointedly.

'l was looking around the cathedral,' Bobbie tald,ishrugging
her shoulders dismissively. 'l took a wrong turnergd found
myself out here...this mausoleum caught my eyamecover to
look at it....'

'‘And by the greatest coincidence, discovered ibrgtd to the
Crightons,' Luke supplied for her. 'You're lyingge told her
bluntly. Before she could speak he added, 'Andtdoother
perjuring yourself by denying it. I've been watahiyou. | saw
you stop outside the office. You didn't come outehia error,
you—'



'‘Watching me—you mean you've been following mejrepyn
me,' Bobbie burst out furiously. 'Back home in 8tates we have
laws against that kind of— of harassment, that kihdervert...'
she added forcefully, curling her lip and glaring lam in
determined outrage.

'Indeed. Well, we all have our own beliefs abouttMioes and
what does not constitute violation of privacy.doh't know what
kind of game you're playing or what you're aftert believe me,
| intend to find out,’ he warned her grimly, '‘andem | do..."

‘You'll what? Use your legal powers to have mewhran jail? |
don't think so,' Bobbie told him scornfully. 'Ifnlere you, instead
of persecuting me and worrying me, I'd be lookimg imy family
tree to see if there's any history of paranoiaihg’khere. Because
boy, oh, boy, are you exhibiting some," Bobbie saidn more
scathingly, praying that he would put her flushedef and
obvious agitation down to anger and not to theesiakg sense of
guilt and dread that was gripping her.

'l can see you're an aficionado of the cult ofcktia the best form
of defence,' Luke responded drylym not a young boy of Joss's
age to be beguiled and deceived by a head of blbanleand a
pair of blue eyes, you know,' he told her grimly.

'‘No," Bobbie agreed bitingly. 'At least, not unlasscomes
packaged with a simpering smile and under five-iivbeight.'

She held her breath as she saw the ominous suaggef darken
his skin and harden his mouth.



'‘We're getting off the point' was all he said, asitshe started to
exhale her pent-up breath in a leaky sigh of redileg realised he
had picked up the attack again. -

‘You still haven't explained why it wasur family mausoleum
that attracted your attention.'

‘It was simply that | recognised the name,’ Bolbbed. ‘It
caught my eye, and | came over to have a look.and..

His brows rose, underlining the cynicism in his osias he
observed, 'You had to walk past four other famiyls to get
here. Something must have made you pick it out.'

'I'm a woman,' Bobbie told him sweetly. 'l never fgo the
obvious.'

‘You could have fooled me' was his dry reply. Hdexd] 'They
don't come much more obvious than Max, and lashtnygu
couldn't take your eyes off him.'

'He's a very good-looking man,' Bobbie told him tzssly.
'He's also a man with a wife,' Luke reminded heiragharply.
Bobbie frowned as she caught sight of her watch-3a.p.m.
She ought to start back if she was going to beme to meet
Olivia for lunch.

'l have to go,' she told him. 'l have a lunch date.

Luke was frowning. 'With Max?' he demanded.

'‘Work it out for yourself, Counsel,' she taunted.






