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So much for good intentions...

Pierce Allyn regarded Trista Vandeleur as nothingdmixed-up kid who
had a nasty habit of chewing up young men andirsgithem out. And he
didn't particularly fancy being next on her list.

Yet Pierce found himself falling in love with Trastand, despite all his
intentions, walking down the aisle with her.

He still didn't know what kind of woman Trista was-exactly why she'd
married him. But then, Trista had a few questidre& heeded answering,
too....



CHAPTER ONE

'CONGRATULATIONS, Pierce. A tricky case, that—you did well for our
client.!

Geoffrey Vandeleur rose from behind the big desklalid out a hand to his
younger colleague, his heavy-featured face weariplgased smile.

Pierce Allyn accepted the hand and gripped it lyriafhis own long fingers.
‘Thank you. | must admit | didn't know if the juwould wear the reduction
of the charge from attempted murder to causing/guis bodily harm. It did
seem like a somewhat premeditated attack.’

'‘But you showed the court that the victim had beethe habit of using
violence against his family, and the woman's fatts desperate to protect
his daughter. You gained the sympathy of the jurth wour defence.
Personally, | think their decision to convict ore tlesser charge was a fair
one. Let's hope the judge gets the message and #eepentence within the
spirit of the verdict.'

‘The accused does have some previous convictidiesce said. "That will
count against him.'

'Hmm. Well, you've done your part. Tell you whag'added, moving from
the desk to the bookcase against a side wall,| '‘eedbrate with a small
drink.' He took a half- bottle of whisky from a dagard set into the shelves,
and in turning knocked over a framed photograph.

Pierce bent to pick it up, turning it over. 'No dage,’ he said, checking the
glass and frame.

'My daughter.' Geoffrey placed two glasses on agkdnd began to uncork
the bottle. 'Lovely, isn't she?' he added with grid

Politely Pierce held the photograph a few momeatsyér. It was of a
teenage girl with hazel eyes and a cloud of ligltwm hair, not quite
blonde, smiling at the camera. 'She's very prdteysaid, secretly amused at
the older man's obvious infatuation with his offsgr 'Do you have other



children?' He replaced the photograph and turnecdcmept the glass
Geoffrey was holding out for him.

‘No, she's the only one. Her mother died when skeamly three years old.
And—I didn't want to marry again.'

'I'm sorry.' Pierce appraised his senior with cougerest. He would never
have thought Geoffrey Vandeleur would be a sentiaiesh

'Well, never had time, really," Geoffrey said blyskand raised his glass.
'Here's to your first case for our firm, and may thle others be as
successful.’

As he finished the whisky, Pierce realised he wasgsubjected to a rather
appraising look himself.

'Have we sent you an invitation to my daughterttyfaasked Geoffrey.
Surprised, Pierce shook his head. 'l don't expgect--
'I'll send you one. It's her twenty-first. Big dioy her.'

‘Thank you, but as your daughter doesn't know nugnt know if she'd
want--'

'I'd like to have you there." Geoffrey was as &llPierce, their eyes on a
level. His bland gaze held a hint of steel. 'ltiset she met some worthwhile
young men. | don't care much for the fellow sh&srbseeing lately. Not
impressed with most of her friends, in fact. Toler hhe other day: at
twenty-one it's time to stop behaving like an adoémt and think about her
future. She's got her degree. Well, it doesn't larta girl to have an
education. Although how she managed to get throunglersity, with all the
gallivanting she does--' He stopped and grippedcE® arm briefly. 'But |
won't bore you with this. Come along on the fiftdeand meet her anyway.'



‘The boss trying to marry you off to his daughteeady?' Pierce's younger
sister asked, when he told the story over a farihch the following
weekend his parents' home north of Auckland. "Yastbe popular!

Pierce looked at her across the table, his grey ayaised. 'He was pleased
with me at the time. But he didn't actually sugdestould marry the brat.'

'Pierce!' his mother chided.

'How do you know she's a brat?' Charlotte, generadllled Charley,
demanded.

Her older sister intervened, looking up from cugtimer two-year-old son's
vegetables into pieces. 'Use your head, Charleycan& wait to marry her
off to the first half-way decent male who comesglo. .'

‘Thank you, Antonia," Pierce interjected.

Unlike Charley, Antonia had always insisted on gegiven her full name.
She grinned at him. 'That's OK.'

'l think Pierce would be quite a good catch," Giadaid. 'All my girlfriends
flip over him. Tall, dark, handsome . ..

‘Charley, Pierce said affably, 'shut up, will you?
'If you do marry her--'
‘Charley!

'Well, you'll be going to the party, won't you?'eS¢miled at him, her eyes
innocent.

'l suppose so. | can't very well get out of it.'



Trista Vandeleur was even prettier in the flestthvier hair, fairer than in

her photo, styled in loose curls brushing her Istw@ulders, and wearing a
quite startling red dress that didn't hug her fgsw much as skim it, but still
managed to leave precious little to the imaginattime was rather thinner
than he had expected, although there was nothiaggwvith her shape, and
in spite of the obvious sophistication of the dredsich she wore with total

confidence, she looked younger than twenty-onewbligld have guessed,
given the chance, perhaps eighteen.

Introduced by her father, Pierce handed over awgidipped package
containing a very expensive perfume which Charlag bought on his
behalf, and was amused by the way she greetedbiitely holding out her
hand, and giving him a look that said quite plai@, another stuffy junior
partner from Daddy's office. How soon can | get y®va

There was a faint flicker of interest when he sthilet her, saying,
‘Congratulations. Thank you for allowing your fatie invite me.’

She withdrew her hand from his. 'You didn't neebiring a present.’

'My younger sister assures me that you'll like it.'

'I'm sure | will.'

An older woman, perhaps an aunt, came up besidelh@f the crowd that
had already arrived. 'Another present, dear? Letake it and open it for
you.'

A burst of laughter came from a group of young peapa corner of the big
room. The house was modern and very large, bua@reome of the rooms
seemed to be overflowing. Trista looked past Pigerskeoulder, her hands
moving to relinquish the package.

Pierce said, 'My sister would insist on openinghall presents herself.’

She brought her gaze back to him. 'How old is yster, Mr Allyn?’

‘Twenty.'



She looked at him with a hint of surprise, and hewaered the unspoken
guestion. 'I'm twenty-nine. Charley was a late baby

Her father said, 'Are you going to open that? Thigld@mans have just
arrived.’'

'Yes,' she said, and began peeling back the tadenbdhe stiff paper. Her
fingernails were pale pink. He was surprised sh@ntgainted them to
match her dress, as she had her lips.

The glass bottle, held in a nest of satin, emefgad the wrapping. 'lt's a

new brand,' she said. 'lI've never tried it." Sheded the torn paper to the
woman at her side, and unstopped the bottle, tagahito her wrist, then

sniffed. 'Mmm. Your sister was right."'

'I'm glad. May | . . .?' He caught her hand aswae about to lower it, and
bent his head to her wrist. The scent reminded dfirnarnations with a
spicier, slightly musky undertone, but not heavy.

She took away her hand rather suddenly, and hedrais head to find her
eyes on him, rather wide and with a look of confuse@rprise in them. Again
he thought she seemed younger than her age, amtliemirhimself that she
was only just twenty-one.

An older couple came up to them and, before turtorggeet them, Geoffrey
said, 'Get yourself a drink from the bar, Pierce-erahere.’

Pierce smiled at Trista again, and walked away.

He circulated, meeting a few people he knew, anaytfzat he didn't. There
seemed to be more of Trista's father's generatiam of her own. But what
the younger set lacked in numbers they made upinfpresence, getting
louder and more hilarious as the evening progreasddhey downed more
drinks. Towards midnight they were dancing on théewerrace outside a
pair of sliding glass doors, to a tape-recorded foand playing at top
decibel level. Trista, in her red dress, had heidsaaised above her head,



her hips swaying in time to the music, the lighdanfr the outside lamps
shimmering on the shiny material as she moved hiaggat her partner and
tossing her hair back with a shake of her head.

There was a swimming pool on the other side of tdreace, lit but
unoccupied. It was autumn, and although the nighg quite pleasant the
water would be a little cool.

A shower of rain suddenly came spitting down ongago, and the dancers
scattered and ran for the house, squealing andilagigTrista stood for

perhaps three seconds with her arms wide and berdssed to the rain, and
then, when her partner turned back for her, sheaanosing a shoe before
she made it inside. Her dancing partner scoopepl #nd followed her. She
had sparkling beads of water caught in her cunid,as she turned, smiling,
her eyes shining, Pierce saw the look of admiradiwoth desire on the young
man's face. Holding the shoe aloft, he grinnedirtgas and, when she

grabbed for it, clasped her waist, so that her lmdyed close to his.

'Pay me for it, then, the young man taunted, andoped to kiss her,
pressing his mouth on hers.

Her hands came down to push against his chestigghim a silent shove
away. Her eyes blazed for a moment, and he lookddenly uncertain.
Then she was laughing again, holding out her hiidright, Pete, give it
up. I've paid my forfeit.'

Pete smiled, relieved. 'OK, Cinderella,’ he saidd Ae went down on one
knee to fit the shoe back on her foot.

There were droplets of water running over her sthengl and she said, 'I'd
better go and dry myself.'

On her way to the door, her glance met Piercabtiyi narrowed gaze. He
smiled, and she blinked and then gave him a tinjedback.

There had been food available all night, but asrsaoTrista arrived back
the three-piece band that had been playing in thie nnom where some of



the older people were dancing played-a drum-roldf a large, elaborately
iced cake was wheeled in.

Geoffrey made a conventional speech, mercifullyrtshend then Trista
thanked her guests and cut the cake, to the uboal€ of song and cheers
and some teasing from her young friends, befosag borne away to be cut
into pieces and served to the guests.

Pierce wandered out on to the terrace. The rainsh@abed, but the tiles
were still wet and there was no one about. Thetriigl turned cooler, but
with his jacket on he was quite comfortable. Hekedlaround the pool and
discovered a pathway at the other side leading small gazebo in the
shadow of bushes and tall trees. The house hadthekmn the site of an
earlier one, and the garden must have been es$tathligty years ago or
more. The noise from the party was muted. He wetat the gazebo, and
found it dry inside. A wooden bench ran aroundélsiees, and he sat where
he could look out through the arched doorway, éatrlglimpses of the
people in the house through a gap in the shrubdsegscrossed his view like
distant figures on a stage.

He had developed a slight headache. Soon he cauldoge without
seeming bored with the whole thing. Meantime it wésasant here, and
certainly no one would miss him in that crowd.

He closed his eyes and leaned back against thentegavall behind his
head. After perhaps ten minutes, he became awanaofoices which were
closer than the house, one male and one femalg. Waee talking quietly,
almost whispering, and then the woman's voice deatly, 'No, | said!

Soft footfalls and the rustling of bushes followeshd then the girl was
standing in front of the doorway, a few feet awdgr slim figure in the red
dress was outlined against the light from the house

Her companion joined her, stretching out a hantbke her by the arm.
Pierce saw that this didn't seem to be Peter dPthrece Charming complex.
'You area tease!" he said angrily. 'l wouldn't believedhgs when they told
me, but it's true. You could drive a man crazysitad



'A man?'The scorn in her voice was deliberate. She laughed

The hand dropped from her arm. He called her a ntwtemade Pierce,
watching from the darkness of the gazebo, lifthr®wvs. 'One day,' he said
passionately, 'you'll meet a guy who can handle powl | hope I'm around
to see it! I'd like to see you fall really hard fmeone who'd treat you the
way you've treated me.’

'When it happens,' she said, 'I'll send you a jaodtc

'Don't youevertake anything seriously, Trista?'

'Life's too short.'

'I'm in lovewith you!" The despair in his voice almost maderé® wince. 'l
don't just want to—to sleep with you--'

'l know that?

' mean—'

'Yes, why not say it? What's wrong with a good Afdylo- Saxon verb?’
‘That'snotwhat | meant!

Trista turned away from him, looking towards thei$®. 'This conversation
is getting very boring."'

'I'm trying to propose to you, Trista!'
She twisted again to face him. 'Propose—what?"

'What the hell do you think? Marriage, of coursaé&rce could see the slight
lift of his shoulders as he took a deep breathll Y&@u marry me?'

She was silent, and Pierce couldn't see the expness her face. Then she
said abruptly, 'No. Sorry.’



'Is that all you've got to say?'
'What else can | say?' she asked carelessly. A8veea's no. And I'm sorry.’

'‘No, you're not. You're not in the least sorry.sTisiwhat you've been bloody
well angling for, isn't it? Get me down on my knees

"You're not, actually.’'

'—and then kick me in the teeth. I'm not the fiest) 1? Just the latest in a
long line of poor idiots who've fallen for you.'

'l can't help that.'

'Don't make me laugh! The way you look at a mare Wy you
dress—everything about you screams, "come andt,gilers”. You're a
cheat Trista. You promise but you don't deliver, do §y&Why did you come
out here with me if you didn't want me?'

'You said,'she reminded him, ' "let's walk outside for a whdnd cool off.

He gave a derisive snort of laughter. '‘Oh, cameYou're not that innocent.
You knew what | wanted.'

'Why didn't you tell me?' she taunted. 'Somethiikg,|"Come into the
garden, Trista, and let me maul you about andy myselfnaking you do
what | want."” It would have been more honest.’

"You were enjoying it, too!" he said hotly. "Atdir

She was looking at the pool, but she tilted hedheaards him then, and
said softly and with the utmost contempt, 'How fhie# would you know?'

Careful, girl, Pierce thought, as he saw the tensidhe young man's body.

Tll prove it!" The man lunged at her and she g&p him, but he kept
coming. I'll show you!'he said. 'I'll make you follow through for once.’



Pierce got to his feet, but even as he swiftly ndofeward and his hand
went to the man's shoulder, he heard a grunt of gnad the fellow doubled
over, gasping.

Trista stepped back, her head whipping up to lddkierce.
‘Are you all right?' he said.

'Yes.' She went towards the doorway of the gazahda Pierce looked at the
young man, slowly straightening now, breathing esllg, even as he
gasped, The bitch. The little bitch.’

‘Time you went home, | think," Pierce suggestedsadatly.

'l—she—' He came forward, and Pierce shifted dygtat stand in front of
him. 'Yes," he said, not without some sympathigndw. Home, don't you
think?'

After a while the younger man nodded, and walkexnvisl towards the
house.

The girl was leaning against the frame of the degrnto the gazebo, her
hands behind her. Her pose looked utterly seductine he felt a spasm of
irritation. Then he saw how one hand was clutchiregwood, and his gaze
lifted quickly to her face. There wasn't much lightit just then the moon
came scudding out of the clouds overhead. For aenbher features were
sharply defined, and he saw that the curls andnibke-up disguised a
surprising bone- structure that hinted at a hidsteength of character when
she was not smiling.

‘Thank you," she said, 'but | can look after myself
'So | noticed.’
'‘Where did you come from?'

'l was in the gazebo.'



Her head lifted. 'All the time?’
When he nodded, she said, 'You must have had aresting time.'

He leaned on the opposite side of the doorway,ihgpdown at her. 'Yes,'
he said. 'lt was—instructive.'

'l asked for it, didn't I?* She straightened sudiglefThat's what you're
thinking.'

'How would you know what | think?'

You're a man, aren't you?' Turning her back to,lshe started walking
towards the pool.

He-was just behind her when she reached it. 'Dodyslike men?' he asked
her.

She faced him. 'Good heavens, no! | think men arg-—f

'Cats,' he said, 'think mice are fun, don't they?"

'Cats think mice are food,' she shot back. 'Yoa'barrister, aren't you?'
‘Yes.'

‘Then you should know better than to believe ode sif the story without
hearing the other.’

Quite gently, he said, 'I'm not judging you, Trista

She stared up at him. ‘Aren't you?'

He shook his head. 'But | noticed you didn't defmatahe said.'
"What would be the use? Anyway . . .' Her voicéddaoff.

'Yes?' he prompted.



She shrugged. 'Nothing. Do you want to dance?"

He could see her mood had changed. He had alsdlssentook an effort
of will. 'Yes,' he said. 'Inside.’

‘The terrace is wet, anyway,' she said, and wesddbf him into the house.

The band was playing more modern music now, andsthall area of
dance-floor was almost completely taken up by tbenger guests. The
crowd had thinned considerably; quite a numbehefalder ones must have
gone home.

They started dancing a few feet apart, like thethand he saw the flicker
of surprise in her eyes. He didn't dance oftenHauthad a good sense of
rhythm, and Charley kept him up the with latest sg\He watched Trista,

and, although she was smiling, after a few moméetseyes took on a

remote look, and he had the impression that shedistdnced herself in

some way, withdrawn to some inward place where tdmymusic and the

movements of her body were real to her.

Then the band stopped, and she gave him a strablgallysmile, as though
she wasn't quite sure who he was.

It was nearly one o'clock. The band leader saidstdlance, people,’ and
there were moans from around the floor, and crig'Stack, eh?’

Trista raised her arms and said loudly, 'We dosviehto stop just because
they're packing up! We've got plenty of tapes. hista dance all night—it's
my birthday!

Her friends cheered and whooped, and as the miasied again they began
gyrating with renewed energy.

Trista tossed back her hair and started movinghiper and shoulders, her
smile wide and her eyes sparkling with laughter.

Then the tempo of the music slowed, and she lodkiéthto Pierce's eyes
and moved closer, sliding her arms about his nedeklooked down at the



blatant challenge in her eyes and smiled sligtgliz@put his arms about her
waist and fitted her snugly into his body. Somefmand a light switch and
dimmed it.

'You're a good dancer," she said, still lookingingo his face, her head
thrown back.

'You, too," he answered. 'Where do you go to?'

She blinked. 'I'm right here."

'Now you are." His arms tightened fractionally as ifémind her.

'Well, then . . ." She shrugged.

"You know what | mean.’

She looked away, then rested her head againshbigder. 'Let's not talk.'

They danced in silence until the band finished aiftfourish, and the other
couples began to drift off. But Trista didn't mowat of his arms. Looking
up at him again, she said, 'Will you stay? We'ldaecing for hours yet.'

That poor bloke never had a chance, he thoughitngaato her flawless
face. She really was enough to make any man's $m@adin fact, his own
headache seemed to have disappeared. He shoo&auis'8Sorry, | have a
heavy case coming up. Got to work tomorrow.'

Her face suddenly closed. She dropped her armsnandd back out of his
hold. 'Fine," she said, with a lift of her headd@ luck with the case.'

He said gravely, 'Thank you."' He wondered if shd baer suffered the
slightest rejection before. On impulse, he put@dhander her chin so that
he could see her face. Her lips were no longertedibright red, only a
smudge of colour remaining. Her mouth looked botlviting and
vulnerable. 'Happy birthday, Trista,’ he said, akdsed her lightly.
'‘Goodnight.’



He saw Geoffrey in the doorway of the room as heed away. The older
man had an air of complacency. 'Leaving alreadg?sked, when Pierce
thanked him for the evening. 'The young ones amgoiltig home yet. |
expect we'll be giving them breakfast.’

'I'm not quite as young as they are.' Pierce smifadl | have some work to
do on the Pendleton case.'

'‘Ah, well." Geoffrey put a hand on his arm. 'Congaia some time. For
dinner.’

‘Thank you very much.’
‘Trista's taken a fancy to you, eh?'

For a moment Pierce almost expected him to winkvouldn't say that,
exactly," he answered. 'She's being a good hostdssk. Making sure the
guests enjoy themselves.'

'Don't underestimate yourself. Although she is adylittle hostess—when
she puts her mind to it. One thing she does loeeparty.'

Along Tamaki Drive, the road was wet and slick, pobutukawas lining the
road on the sea side dipping and waving. Out orbtaek harbour a few
lights made long, wavy lines in the water, andrenHarbour Bridge shaped
the arches of its structure. Pierce could heahib® of water under the car
wheels as another shower forced him to turn owinslscreen wipers. He
recalled the raindrops caressing Trista's bareldbm) and shook his head.
‘A brat," he said softly, and laughed. Her lips badn soft and surprised, and
rather sweet. Deceptive, he thought. The girl shalvihe signs of being a
heartless little trollop. But the kiss had beenmmpted by a strange impulse
to comfort.



CHAPTER TWO

TRISTA'S reflection gazed back at her criticallpeSvasn't sure if she liked
her hair up. Usually if she wanted it out of theywshe tied it back in a

ponytail. But tonight she had spent ages pinningatwhat she hoped was a
smooth, sophisticated chignon. Her dress was bka#,her father would

disapprove of that, but it suited her, making hair ook more blonde by

contrast, and emphasising smooth skin which hadstinost its summer

tan. It had a cape-style frill that formed a sleever one arm, but the other
shoulder was bare except for a narrow strip ofital®he would turn up the

central heating a little before joining her fatb@greet their guests.

She put a pair of pearl droplets in her ears, acked up a perfume spray
from the dressing-table. Then she hesitated, opamdwer and took out a
small bottle instead. She unscrewed the stoppetamuthed the perfume to
her inner wrists and elbows, behind her ears atigeimollow at the base of
her throat.

She wondered if the Allyn man would recognise #r hps curved in a little
smile, the mirror catching the image. She leaneder| and the shoestring
strap of her dress slipped down on her shouldenushkidg it, she
straightened. She felt a strange nervousness aheating him again.
Probably because he had seen that rather embagdiste incident in the
garden at her birthday party, she told herselfntight have shown himself
sooner, instead of lurking in the gazebo, watclaing listening.

To be fair, he had been in an awkward positionntight have hoped they
would go away without seeing him at all.

She frowned at the mirror. Did she look older? Adhavent to her hair.
Already there were wispy bits trying to escape. tddrer's voice penetrated
through the door.

Trista! Our guests are arriving.'

Trista shivered. She crossed to the door and &sitdor a moment. A
woman's voice, and a man's deeper one. Not then Afigin, then. He had



been invited alone, at her father's insistencd.iBunight have a girlfriend,’
Trista had said as they discussed who would bésidviEven a live-in one.’

'He lives alone,’ Geoffrey had told her.

'How do you know?'

'We checked him out pretty thoroughly before imgthim to join the firm,’
her father had said. 'A decent, sound young marat\Atout this Canadian

fellow you want to invite? What do you know abouhf'

'Not a lot," Trista had answered. 'That's why ke Lo invite him, to get to
know him better. He won't spill the soup or stigk tinger in the pudding.’

'‘Well, don't neglect our other guests, that'sRikkrce doesn't know any of
them, remember.’

'Neither does Steve.'

She had met Steve a week ago at a party given éyobher university

friends. He was the bronzed, athletic type, who haldtions in New

Zealand and had been hitchhiking about the coudtngta had enjoyed
talking to him, and on impulse had invited himhe tinner party her father
had wanted her to organise for about a dozen people

As she opened the door, ready to go and greetrdteduple to arrive, she
hoped that Steve would not be late.

He was there before Pierce Allyn put in his appea@aand she was glad
about that. Steve was a relaxing person to be wiihen Pierce took her
hand in his and said, "You're wearing the perfurgave you,' she was able
to smile nicely as she replied,

'Perhaps | used too much.'

He shook his head. 'No. It's not too strong. I'edgfou want to use it.'

"This is the first time I've worn it.'



'‘Oh? In my honour?"'
Trista shrugged. "You could say that. | thougktould be appropriate.’

She introduced him to Steve and the other guesikjng small-talk and

ensuring that everyone had someone to hold a ceatven with, and then
excused herself to go and help in the kitchen. K&sp, the housekeeper,
was almost ready to serve the first course. Thatd, 'Five minutes, then,
Mrs Kemp. I'll try and get them to finish their dkis and move to the
dining-room.’

She accomplished it quite smoothly, and helpedatoydn the food before
she seated herself. She had placed Steve on Intrang made sure the
Allyn man was where she didn't have to talk to duming dinner.

Afterwards they went back to the big sitting-rooamd she helped the
housekeeper to distribute coffee and mints.

Her father was talking to Pierce Allyn. 'Thank yalear,' he said, taking a
mint. 'Didn't | tell you, Pierce, she's a gredtdihostess when she puts her
mind to it?'

"You did indeed,' Pierce answered. She looked apphas she presented
the mints to him, because his voice held a sligimhor of laughter. 'In fact, |
can see,' he added, 'that she's on her best bahavio

She was, but as his gaze swept up to her haiettfgitidenly like a little girl
dressed up in her mother's clothes. At leastvilaatthe way she thought he
saw her.

His eyes returned to hers, and he smiled. She d@adntsnap, What's so
funny? But that would spoil the image. He took atrirom the dish and
said, 'The dinner was superb, thank you. | enjayesty mouthful.'

Tll tell Mrs Kemp.'

'Do you cook?' he asked.



'l can.'
'Of course she can,' Geoffrey insisted. 'She'qugood cook.’

‘Thank you for the testimonial, Dad,’ she saidt I not in Mrs Kemp's
class, and you know it.’

She moved on, and was thankful when her hostesgssduére virtually over
and she could sink on to a sofa beside Steve. 8ba'Wprepared for Pierce
to join them, which he did after a short whiletisd on a chair nearby and
pleasantly engaging Steve in a discussion aboutraigls and life in
Canada.

She was aware that they both tried to include d@rhut although she was
scrupulously courteous she found herself compdtin§teve's attention. It
wasn't difficult. She leaned close as she tookemgpty cup and offered to
get him another, looked at him in a certain way,gloiand on his shoulder as
she stood up and, when she returned, sat neah@m{der thigh touching
his.

She heard him falter in mid-sentence, and smileetiyuo herself, casually
placing her hand over his where it rested on heekher thumb stroking the
back of it.

Steve totally lost the thread of the conversatiteturned a bemused face to
her, and she gave him a dazzling, intimate smile.

Pierce finished his coffee and said, Trista, | demif you'd do the same for
me?'

She looked at him, the smile faded abruptly, andrhiéed in turn, holding
out his cup. 'Get me some more coffee?’

When she came back with it, he had moved, and alkng to her father,
standing with him in front of one of the window$eshad to walk the length
of the room to take him his cup, and he scarcelysed in what he was
saying to take it. 'Thank you, Trista,' he sai@nging at her, and turned
back to her father.



Furious, she returned to Steve on the sofa, arldtéé his arm to rest it
behind her, but she hardly heard what he saiditdHer eyes were fixed on
Pierce Allyn. As though feeling the angry intensayher gaze, he looked
over at her suddenly, and his brows went up in @hesquiry.

Steve said, 'Hey, what's the matter?"

‘Nothing. Have you been up to the Waitakeres, Sfeve

‘That's those hills near the city? No, but I'verbexd the views are real nice
up there.’

'Ill take you tomorrow, if you like. We could hawe picnic. There are
beaches, too.’'

His hand moved to her shoulder, sliding down her.ar

'Mrs Bridgeman is sitting alone over there," Trisa#d, getting up. 'I'd better
go and talk to her.’

When the guests started to leave, Pierce was atherigst. Geoffrey called
his daughter over to say goodnight to him, andgstve him a cool hand and
thanked him for coming, without meeting his eyes.

‘Thank you for inviting me," he said. 'lt's beeneartertaining evening.'

She looked at him then with suspicion, sure theais & gleam of laughter
lurking in the grey eyes.

'I'm glad you enjoyed yourself,' she told him ratsieortly, and not entirely
truthfully.

'Steve seems to be having a good time," he saiking at the Canadian. 'In
New Zealand," he added, as though it were an lafteght.

'Yes,' she said. 'We're going to picnic togetherdoow in the Waitakeres.'

‘That'll be an experience for him," Pierce saitthdugh it could be risky.'



'Risky?"

Geoffrey said, 'People have got lost in the Waitake
'Steve will be safe with me." Trista was lookindP&grce.
'l wouldn't count on it," said Pierce, his tone.dry

Geoffrey laughed. 'Careful there, Pierce. Trista & quite an ardent
feminist about some things.'

'Why should you worry about Steve?' Trista askeadei
'He seems a nice bloke. And he's a visitor to ountry.’
'He's a big boy," she said. 'l think he can beaédito look after himself.'

Pierce nodded sceptically. 'Well, enjoy yoursehMas said. '‘Goodnight, and
thanks again. Both of you.'

The day started well enough. Trista had her owadage car, given to her
by her father on her eighteenth birthday. She piake Steve and in less
than an hour they were standing on a lookout ptooking across a vista of
bush to the city in the distance. Later she drome&rdone of the winding
roads to a beach where they paddled, not quite garseim although the
weather was balmy, and then picnicked on leftoften® dinner the night
before and a pie that Trista had baked that morr8teve stripped off his
shirt, and Trista discarded the blouse she worle aviiair of shorts, to reveal
a brief top. When Steve made the move she haddogmatting, she let him
take her in his arms and kiss her, and trailedihgers across his shoulders,
allowing him to press her back on the soft sand.vi#en his kiss became
more passionate she pushed him away and sat up.

'Want to find somewhere more private?' he asked.

'No." She looked about for her blouse and pull@ahit



'‘Something wrong?'

'l said a drive and a picnic,' she told him. 'Nothelse.' 'OK," Steve said
equably, but with a note of puzzlement in his voi&erry if | was out of
line. | thought—'

'l know what you thought.'

Steve spread his hands rather helplessly. 'l guess a crossed signal.
Maybe the girls here are different from back home .

She looked up at him, about to say something @ytind was hit by a surge
of compunction. 'No, they're not," she said. 'Tieegot all like me, Steve.
Most of them are—nice.’

"You'renice.'

Trista shook her head. 'No. It wasn't your fauichanged my mind.’

He shrugged. 'Lady's privilege. I'm glad | got teskyou, though.'

'l don't suppose you've any shortage of girls 85 kishe said, eyeing his
tanned physique.

He grinned. 'Maybe I'm choosy. And maybe you are,'t

A faintly mocking smile curled her lips. 'Don't jymio conclusions. I'm not
so choosy.'

He looked at her quite seriously. 'But you changerymind,’ he said.
'Often?’

She was sitting with her knees hunched. She raand bip her nape to her
hair, bending her head. 'Too often. Someone theratight practically
called me a man-eater.'

'What, a little thing like you?' he scoffed. 'l ddpelieve it.’



She looked round at him, her eyes smiling. 'He ghowou might need
rescuing.'

Steve laughed. 'From you?'

Trista nodded.

'He's got a nerve, hasn't he? Who was it? The lawifk the eagle eyes?’
'Do eagles have grey eyes?'

‘No, | don't think so. But he didn't miss much lagght. It was him, wasn't
it?'

'Yes, it was him.'

'Is he interested in you?'

'No." Trista shook her head. 'l made a pass atnitnhe slapped me down.’
‘What?'

'Oh, not literally," Trista assured him. 'He looksmvn his nose at me and
said he had to be going. One day he'll be a juegs. got the manner down
pat already.’

"You 'reinterested irhim,aren't you?'

‘That stuffed shirt?' Trista laughed. 'No, | justaght it would be fun to see
how he reacted. | was sure he'd be flustered.'

'‘And was he?"

'‘No. Not a bit. So it wasn't much fun after all.dkp forget about him. What
do you want to do now? More sightseeing or lazerldor a few hours?'

‘Let's laze around. Trista—can | see you againrbdfteave?’



'‘Are you sure you want to?'

'Of course I'm sure. We're friends, right?’

Trista smiled. 'Just friends?"

'"Whenever you want to change that, say the word.’

'No." Trista said decisively. 'You'll be gone inotweeks, anyway. Friends.
I'd like that.'

'‘Good."' He kissed her cheek lightly. 'Thanks, Triss

She didn't see Pierce Allyn again until after Stead left the country. For
two weeks they had spent most of their time togethieve was on holiday
and Trista, was waiting for replies to some job l@gtions. It was two
weeks of relaxed enjoyment such as she had selgpenienced before, and
the only cloud on the horizon was her father'sapiatlisapproval.

'l don't see what you've got against Steve,' Tpstéested. 'Mrs Bridgeman
said he was "wholesome" —don't you think he's wmiee?"

'Sounds like that bread with bits of chaff and seed that stick between
your teeth," her father growled. 'He's a glorifiexdbo, as far as | can see. He
told me he's got no job in Canada.'

'I've got no job here,’ Trista pointed out.

"You're a girl," Geoffrey said, as though it mati¢hee difference. 'Anyway,
you're at least looking for one.'

'Well, so will Steve be, when he gets back homés Kaving soon.'
Her father looked at her thoughtfully. "You'll misign?’

'Yes, | will. A lot.'



Geoffrey frowned. 'Are you telling me you're ses@about this boy?'
Trista smiled. "You know I'm never serious aboutrhe

Her father's frown deepened. 'You can't go on ferg@laying the field. It's
time you were thinking about marriage. But not wigh Canadian

hitch-hiker."

Trista's eyes narrowed. 'Well, do you have someoneind?' she asked
sweetly.

He opened his mouth, and quickly shut it again.nTie muttered vaguely,
‘There are plenty of decent young men about, antteya pretty enough girl.
One day you'll meet someone.’

But she didn't think it was coincidence that thghbiafter Steve left her
father invited Pierce over after work, saying tiheyl a case to discuss.

She met them at the door and announced that shegewag out for the
evening. 'l know you won't mind,' she said, 'as'ygoworking.'

'Of course not,' Pierce said. 'Have a good time.’
'Where are you going?' her father demanded.

‘A film. And maybe we'll have supper afterwards.'
'We?'

‘Just a few friends.’

'Well, don't be late.'

'Dad, I'm twenty-one.'

"You're still living in my house,' Geoffrey remirdl@er. 'Don't be late.’



She was late, more so because her car broke dodisha left it on the side
of the road a few blocks from the house and staxta#ing home.

When a car going in the opposite direction slowad stopped just ahead of
her, she kept walking briskly but moved to the mside of the footpath.

As she passed it, the shadowy figure in the devasat leaned across to open
the passenger door. Trista quickened her pace.

Tristal'

She stopped and turned. Pierce opened the driaotsand got out, coming
towards her. 'l thought you had a car.’

'l do. It broke down.'

'Hop in. I'll take you home."

'It's all right. It's only a short way.’

"Your father wouldn't like—'

'Oh, damnwhat my father wouldn't like!"

There was a short silence. Then Pierce said mil@lgtme on. There's no
sense in courting danger.' He took her arm, aret afsecond she stopped
pulling stiffly against his hold and allowed himpat her into the car.

'It's actually quite safe around here,’ she saidheastarted the engine again.

"You can't be sure of being safe anywhere," heeatgu

"You lawyers are all alike," she said. 'The job pgayour vieW of human
nature.’



Surprisingly, he laughed. 'You could be right.'y#may,' she said, 'l gather
that you consider me a danger to mankind, rathaer the other way about.’

'Did | give you that impression?’

'Don't hedge. You know you did.'

'Why are you so angry?'

'‘Oh, come on, Mr Allyn. You know all about scornedmen, don't you?'
'‘Are you a woman scorned, then?' He cast her asadable look.

‘Aren't 1?' she said lightly. 'You certainly madeciear that you weren't
interested.’

'Well, I've always felt rather sorry for mice," @eplained.

She turned in the seat to look at him. "You're lyaadmouse. Is that what
you were trying to prove?'

'l wasn't trying to prove anything. What weautrying to prove?'

'Wasn't it obvious?' she challenged him.

His glance was appreciative. 'Yes. As a matteraof it was. You felt I'd
seen you at a disadvantage, and you wanted to madound your little
finger to get your own back.’

'You must be a demon in court.'

'l get by. It would probably have worked with a pyger man. You were out
of your league, that's all.'

'‘Don't patronise me!" she snapped.

'Sorry." He drew up in front of her house. 'It'stja bit difficult to treat an
adolescenfemme fataldéike a mature woman.'



Her breath hissed between her teeth. Deliveredcmod considering tone,
the remark had been deliberate and calculated.

'As difficult as believing that a pompous, coldddied barrister with an
inflated ego could be hiding a real man insideithage?' she demanded,
adding with the utmostcontempt, 'You probably caven kiss a girl
without cross-examining her first, and passing grdgnt afterwards.

She threw open the door of the car and slammeehiind her. But before
she reached the house he caught her up on the gathlis hand grasped
hers and swung her round. 'lf you wanted to beekishat badly, Trista,' he
said, 'all you had to do was ask me nicely.'

The next second she was in his arms, her handsedpetween them, and
his mouth was on hers, warm and firm.

He made a thorough job of it, very confident andyvexpert. He took it
slowly at first, but, when her lips parted undes thsistent pressure of his,
he pulled her closer and took her mouth deeplyi] shé gave a surprised
little moan and tried to push away.

He let her go without haste, holding her a foot wwiéh his hands on her
arms. 'There," he said, on a note of satisfaction.

And then he was striding across the footpath tac#trevithout a backward
glance.



CHAPTER THREE

NONE of Trista's job applications bore fruit. Her Adiggree apparently
overqualified her for some positions, and was r@gaias insufficient on its
own for others. Some of her friends had moved aavalyothers had entered
the workforce. 'I'm beginning to feel like a patasin society,' she told one
of them, and tried for a place on a computer-pnognang and
keyboard-skills course at a business college. Yl asawell learn something
useful, if no one will employ me,' she told herhfat, asking him for the
money to pay the term fees.

'l suppose so," he agreed. 'Are you sure you wdulike to go into
teaching?'

'I'm sure." She could think of nothing worse thperaling her days with a
roomful of other people's children. 'And before yoantion nursing, it's no
again. We've had this discussion before.’

‘The Legal Society's Annual Ball is on in three ks&eeGeoffrey said. 'l hope
you'll come with me.'

Trista moved restlessly. ‘Do you really think thatecessary?"

'l would like you to come,’ Geoffrey repeateditt®o much to ask? | don't
often make a request like this, Trista.'

'If it's so important to you, all right, I'll conie.

Her father relaxed. 'Good. Buy yourself a prettgsdt Something special.
I'll pay for it. That should sweeten the pill.'

"You think you can bribe me into anything, don'ti9b
'It's not a bribe, it's a present. Can't you aciteépthe spirit that it's offered?’

'Sorry. I'm not much of a daughter to you, am 1?'



"You're a very lovely girl, and clever, too. If yee been a bit—silly at times,
well, all young people make mistakes. It takes timenature. It's a pity
about your mother ... | know we don't always martageee eye to eye, my
dear, but believe me, I've done my best.'

'Yes. Yes, | know."' She hesitated. 'Do you everehdaubts about what's
best? Have you ever been sorry—'

'No use crying over spilt milk," Geoffrey said lifis ‘It does no good to

dwell on the past, Trista. | learned that when ymoother died. Pick up and
go on, that's the only way. If we spent our livesndering if we'd done the
right thing, made the right choices about problembke past, we'd never get
anything done in the future, and the future is wdwaints. You've got your

whole life ahead of you. All | want is for you te happy. It's all | ever

wanted for you.'

She believed that. But her father had always beetegain that he knew
what would make her happy . . . And he hadn't cedn§he realised that
when she went to the ball, in a new chiffon dregh & swirling skirt and

strapless bodice, and found that Pierce Allyn was of the party at her
father's table, and that he had come without anpartAt her father's
suggestion, she had no doubt.

When he asked her to dance she got up reluctdmtiyhe was so good at it
that soon she began to relax and enjoy herself.

'Don't you have a girlfriend you could have broughing tonight?' she
asked him.

‘None | particularly wanted to bring," he answerddhat's happened to
Steve?'

'He went back to Canada.' She glanced up at hinadded, 'Unscathed.’
Pierce smiled slightly. 'Are you sure?"

'Yes.'



'‘And what about you?"

'What?' She looked up at him, puzzled.

'‘Are youunscathed?'

'Me?' Trista raised her brows. 'Of course. | dign'men—'

'Hurt you?' he suggested, after a moment. His gea® uncomfortably
searching. 'What are you frightened of, Trista?'

'Frightened?' She gave him a scornful look. 'Whaearth gives you that
idea? You're off on the wrong scent entirely.’

'‘Am 1?' he said sceptically.

'‘An amateur psychologist, are you?' she scoffedu 'Mhow what they say
about a little knowledge.’

'It's a dangerous thing. Yes, | know. Perhaps ymwkl remember it, too.'
'What do you mean?"

‘That was a fairly dangerous situation you got gelfrinto at your birthday
party. If you make a habit of goading impressiorajmung men, you can

expect to find yourself out of your depth one day.’

In a cold little voice, she said, 'l don't know wiyau think gives you the
right to criticise me—I get enough of that from fagher.'

'l wasn't criticising you. | was warning you. Out—econcern for your
welfare, if you like.'

‘That's what he always says. It's for my own gdddt you're not my
father—and you know nothing about me—'



'l do know something about men," Pierce said. 'Aad/ they're likely to
react to the kind of treatment you dish out. I'gersthe results in court, and
believe me, they're not pretty.'

'As you saw, | can look after myself.’

'In your father's home, with plenty of people abanaybe. In a different
situation, you might not have foundan aggressivie maeasy to deal with.'

'Men,' Trista said, 'are always easy to deal witkr' tone was bored, but her
eyes lifted to challenge him. As she met the gr@gegher heart skipped a
beat. He looked as though he wanted to shake hdrslae felt his hand
tighten on hers.

Quite softly, he said, 'l don't believe you knowe tfirst thing aboutnen
Trista. You've been playing around with boys untilv." She could see the
unspoken thought in his eyes. It's time you leartiete somebody taught
you a lesson.

Trista felt a surge of adrenalin through her veiaspremonition of
excitement. Pierce's eyes narrowed, a grim littildestouching his mouth.

The music stopped and he guided her back to tHe.t&hen he excused
himself to go and talk to some people in anotheugrand she saw him take
one of the woman on to the dance-floor. There wasething about formal
evening clothes on a man, she thought. They magtedPiook remarkably
handsome.

His partner, a tall, slim, red-headed girl, wagitad to him, and he seemed
to be giving her all his attention, but once hengkd up and caught Trista's
eye, and his mouth quirked in a tiny, somehow iatgrsmile. Trista turned

away to engage in a lively conversation with oneghaf other men at the

table.

Pierce rejoined the party, and they danced togstheral times. At the end
of one bracket, as the music became slow and remantd the lights dim,
he tightened his hold and drew her to him.



Trista stiffened and pushed at his chest.

'What's the matter?' he asked.

'l don't like dancing like this.'

‘Liar. Put your arms around me.’

'No." She stopped moving, her body quite rigid, kadmiled down into her
defiant eyes and said, 'All right, Mary, Mary." Hijgs brushed her forehead,
and then he released her. His hand on her waisgidg'We'll go back to the

table.'

When they reached it, her father said, Trista,d'httle tired. | think I'll go
home.’

‘All right," she said, picking up the small silNEag she had brought with her.

'‘No, no!" Geoffrey said. 'No need for you to coferce won't mind getting
you a taxi later, will you, Pierce?"

'I'll bring her home myself,' Pierce promised, las was sure her father had
expected.

'I'll come with you," she insisted. But Geoffreywlan't hear of it, and Pierce
put a hand on her wrist and said, 'Leave it.dlket you home as soon as you
like. Your father doesn't want to spoil your evenin

When Geoffrey had gone, and the other couples h#ftahe table for the
dance-floor or the bar, she sat fiddling with tlag)In her hands. 'I'm sorry,’
she said.

'Sorry? For what?'

Impatiently, she looked up. 'You must realise byvnehat my father is
trying to do.’'

‘Throw us together? Yes, of course | do. I'm flaite'



'Rattered?’

‘That he thinks me good enough for his daughter.’
'Don't you mind? Being manipulated, | mean.’

‘Do you?'

'Yes.' She put the bag down on the table with dldmad. 'Why do you go
along with it? Because he's your boss?'

Pierce said, 'There are other reasons. Which nawvst tccurred to you.'
She lifted her eyes to his face. 'You ddik& me.'

His smile was a little crooked. 'Liking doesn't essarily have a lot to do
with it. I'd have thought you'd have found out thatch by now.'

A strange feeling of grief constricted her chesitl ghe turned her head
away.

His hand come out to cover hers where it lay ortdabée.
‘What's the matter?' he said.

She looked down at the strong fingers enclosing,hemnd then smiled at
him. 'Nothing. Whatever made you ask that?'

His eyes had that narrowed look again, and she dhoveasily. 'Let's
dance," she suggested, sliding her hand away fiencl&isp and pushing
back her chair.

He didn't hold her close this time and they talk#te. She tried to join in
the conversation at the table afterwards, but weaseasingly conscious of
Pierce sitting at her side, his arm casually rgstin the back of her chair.
When she leaned back, she felt the brush of hevslagainst her skin.



When the compere announced the end of the evesiegsaid, 'Get me a
taxi, please, Pierce.'

'No." He handed her bag to her and took her aram&on.'

As they reached the car park, she said, 'It's bybur way.'

He glanced down at her without speaking, his hagdthg her towards his
car. As he unlocked the door for her, she shivefedstraightened and ran a
hand down her arm. 'Don't you have a wrap or soimgth

'l left it in Dad's car.’

'Here,' he said, taking off his jacket.

‘There's no need--'

He placed it round her shoulders and put her lmegiassenger seat. The silk
lining of the jacket was warm from his body. Asdiel in beside her, she

said, 'Aren’t you cold?"

'I'm wearing a long-sleeved shirt,’ he pointed dlihat dress is hardly
practical for this time of year, is it?'

'l wasn't cold inside. It's a very expensive dress.

He gave a slight laugh, and started the engineytidowant to go straight
home?'

'Yes.'

His driving was competent and careful, and he stayiéhin the speed limit.
When they stopped at her gate, she said, 'Thankoydaringing me home.'

'No trouble.' He got out and came round to helpdugr

She slipped off his jacket. 'And thanks for this.'



Taking it from her, Pierce said, 'Like to come aith me tomorrow?'
'No, I—don't think so.’

'Chicken,' he jeered softly.

Trista gave a tiny shrug. 'If you like to think'so.

"You're tired,' he said. 'Call me if you changerymind.’

He started to turn away, and she said, 'l wonlt cal

He swung back to her. 'OK, I'll calbu.About ten. Or is that too early for
you on a Sunday?"

'l don't want to go out with you.'

'Don't you?' He lifted her chin as he had oncefggfand she stood quite still
as he touched her lips with his. 'I'll ask you agamorrow.’

He got back into the car, and she muttered, 'Ahshly no again tomorrow.'

But somehow she didn't. They had lunch at a cisyatrgant and spent the
afternoon at the art gallery, viewing an exhibitmincontemporary prints.
His manner was relaxed and urbane, and she fousdlheesponding to it,
becoming less tense and more spontaneous.

He said hello to several people who were there jmtnoduced her to a man
and woman in their late twenties, Calum and GleMd&regor. 'They're
both doctors," he told her, 'in practice together.'

They looked at Trista with friendly interest. 'Whada you do for a living,
Trista?' Glenda asked.

Trista grimaced. 'l don't. At the moment I'm uneayeld, but I've been
taking a business course that | hope will help eteagob.'



'I'm sure it will." Glenda smiled at her warmly,caRierce said,
‘Trista got her BA just last year.’

They stood chatting for a while, and Pierce saihy don't we all have
some coffee together somewhere?’

Calum looked at his watch. 'Sorry, we've got a kdtgr, and we're due
home in less than half an hour.'

''ve a better idea,’ Glenda said. 'Why don't yeoi ¢ome round to our place,
and stay for dinner?’

Pierce looked at Trista. 'OK?' he asked. 'If iBsstoo much trouble for you,
Glenda.’

'l wouldn't have asked you if it was.'
Trista said, Thank you. I'd like to come.’

'Give us time to make the place presentable,” Caugygested. 'See you
soon, then?'

‘They seem nice,' Trista said, as they hurried off.

‘They are. Glenda and | used to flat together inumiyersity days—with
some others,' he added, seeing her quick glaneequfiry.

The McGregors lived in a pleasant, roomy old hansetree-lined avenue
in the established suburb of Meadowbank. Calumthesh, wearing a towel
round his waist and with water splashes down thetfof his shirt. 'It's bath
time," he explained. 'Glenda’s trying to get a yampJennifer—that's what
the screaming's about, she's not murdering the-ekahd I'm dealing with
David." Raising his voice slightly over the indigmacrying in the
background, he added, "You know where the drinksRierce. Get one for
yourself and Trista." And he disappeared backedethroom.



Glenda came into the lounge a few minutes latd?iace handed Trista a
glass. She had a pyjama-clad infant in her armsgy-baired and with tears
on its fat cheeks, but now beaming toothlessly.

'Sorry about that,' she said. 'Pierce, be a lodepanr me a sherry, please. |
can do with it.’

She sat down and Pierce gave her a drink, whicldsfily held out of the
baby's small, seeking hands, turning her headck®<ggps from it.

She put down the drink on a side table and plawedbaby on the floor, but
immediately it wailed, blue eyes filling with tearsOh, all right,

Jenny-wren," her mother sighed, picking her uprag#ou're hungry, aren't
you? Well, we'll do something about that just asnsas I've had my drink.’

The baby hiccuped and quieted, gazing round thenrand finding the
visitors with a look composed of interest and stispi. Glenda finished her
sherry and stood up. 'Come on, then, my beautghg' said. 'Excuse me,
you two. I'll just see what | can do about fillittgs bottomless pit here.' She
tickled her daughter's tummy, and the baby choriedlenda carried her
from the room.

Calum brought in a little boy wrapped in a towek tdlked to Pierce and
Trista while he dried the child, who kept turnimgstare at the visitors, and
put a pair of pyjamas on its wriggling limbs. Thes said, 'Say goodnight,
son, and hop into bed.’

'Hungry," David announced firmly.

‘You've been fed.’

'Hungry,' the boy repeated plaintively.

'‘AH right, go in the kitchen and ask your mother &bit of cheese or
something.’

Calum poured himself a drink, which he was half-wapugh when David
appeared again in the doorway. '‘Bed, Daddy.’



‘Thank heaven!" Calum exclaimed, putting down hesg 'One down, one
to go.' He picked up his son, swinging him to lhisidder. ‘Say goodnight to
the visitors.'

David waved to them. 'Goo'night.’
'‘Goodnight, David," Trista and Pierce answered.

'‘Be back with you in a couple of minutes,' his éatassured them. 'And you
will get dinner. Glenda's got it underway.'

When they had gone, Trista said hesitantly, 'Dotixamk Glenda would like
some help?'

'‘Ask her," Pierce suggested.

Trista got up, but as she went towards the doen@ appeared with
Jennifer cradled in one arm, and a bottle in theohand.

Trista stepped back. 'l was coming to see if yauldcdo with a hand.’

'Well, you could give this to her," Glenda saidtghally. Then | can get on
with the dinner—mind, it's only going to be tinnsalip, and cold meat with
salad and microwaved potatoes.'

Trista automatically took the bottle from Glendatgstretched hand, but
when Glenda made to hand her the baby, she to@pdoack, her face tight
with panic. 'l don't know anything about babies $orry.’

Glenda laughed. 'Don't worry, there's nothing.t&it down first—you can't
drop her then. I'll show you how to hold her.’

For a moment Trista remained standing, castingaacgl at Pierce that
plainly said,Help!

He was looking at her quizzically, obviously with mtention of coming to
the rescue, and she subsided into a chair, allo@legda to arrange the
baby in her arms.



‘Just keep the bottle up so she isn't swallowing@lienda said.

'Yes, all right,’ Trista said in strangled ton&au—you won't be long, will
you? | won't know what to do if she cries.’

'Most unlikely with a full tummy. And she hardly@&vspits, either. Not like
David. He was a horrible baby, forever throwing iimigk up.’'

She left them, and Trista, after watching baby bottle carefully for a
minute, and realising that Jennifer knew what slas about, even if her
temporary nursemaid didn't, looked up to see arresgpon of unholy
enjoyment on Pierce's face.

'‘What's so funny?' she hissed at him, afraid otuding the baby's
concentration.

He laughed aloud. 'You holding a baby. It somehm&st't seem quite
right.’

A searing anger shook her, her eyes blazing bedloeclooked away from
him, her face shuttered, as the anger was replacedmething else.

Pierce stopped laughing. 'Hey!" he said, crossiugg t her, and sitting on
the arm of the chair, his hand on her shoulden.sbrry.’

She kept her eyes on the baby, who was staring beravith a wide blue
gaze. 'lt doesn't matter,’ she said, her voice leuiffvith the effort of
keeping it low. 'And take your hand off me!'

He removed it to the back of the chair, but he stdlstoo close.

"You think you're so clever,’ she said. 'Don't goer look under the surface
of a person?'

Why had she said that? It was inviting him to prothe last thing she
wanted.



The baby pushed the teat out of its mouth, and Whista tried to replace it,
turned away with a grimace.

'l think she's telling you she's had enough,” Riesaid, standing up.
'Shouldn't you pat her back or something?'

'How should | know?' Trista placed the bottle om $ide table with her own
glass. 'You've just told me I'm incompetent.’

He said, 'That's not what | said at all. Just thatMadonna look doesn't
agree with the image you like to present to theldvaris glance fell to the
baby. 'Anyway, she seems quite happy.’

Jennifer was smiling beatifically, her hands wavasgshe looked at Trista's
face. Instinctively Trista gave her a finger tochahnd returned the smile,
gazing back. She hoped that Pierce couldn't seexii@ssion on her face.
There was a strange melting sensation inside hehadent over the tiny
body that fitted so snugly into the crook of hemaand Jennifer's fingers
curled warmly about the one she held out for léllo, Jennifer,' she said
softly. 'I'm Trista. And you're a beautiful litttgrl, aren't you?'

Jennifer cooed and wriggled with delight. Tristamven talking to her, and
when Glenda came back into the room Pierce walssséihding in the
middle of it, watching them both.

‘Right, all under control,’ Glenda announced. 'Hbevit go, Trista?'
'She didn't finish her bottle," Trista said.

'‘Naughty girl." Glenda stooped to take her dauglated Trista relinquished
her reluctantly. 'Too interested in a new face, eh?

Glenda held the baby under the arms, level withdvem laughing face.
Jennifer giggled. 'Yes, | know," Glenda told hethamock sternness. 'And
you'll be asking for more in the middle of the niglow come on, and no
more nonsense, my girl!’



She picked up the bottle and sat down, and this time baby emptied it
before turning to grin at Trista.

'She's taken a fancy to you,' Glenda announced.

'I've taken a fancy to her, too. She's gorgeous.’

Calum returned then. 'We think so," he said, 'hahtwe're biased, aren't
we?' He grinned at his wife. 'David's all tucked upead him the shortest

story on record.’

You're next,’ Glenda informed her daughter. 'Camemy lovely, bedtime
for little girls.’

'Could | come?' Trista asked.

'Yes, of course.'

The baby objected with a little whimper as Gleroladred her into the cot,
but when a stuffed rabbit was tucked in besideumeler the blankets she
seemed ready to settle down, even though her egeswide open.

‘Goodnight, honeybunch," her mother said firmlyd &issed her.

'‘Could I give her a kiss?' Trista asked impulsiyaly Glenda made to slide
up the side of the cot.

'Yes, sure." Glenda stepped back, and Trista pulip® to a rose-petal
cheek. 'Goodnight, darling," she whispered.

As she straightened, she touched her own cheekhibgiback a wisp of
hair.

Glenda secured the cot and turned out the lighudRantly Trista left the
baby and followed her hostess to the door. 'Youuanley,' she said.

'Yes, | know. Mind you, this is the best time of tihay, when they're bathed
and fed and into bed,' she added as they headedefditchen. 'They're at



their sweetest then. It's not so hot when theyasviing about the floor
getting in the way and shoving any revolting objgwy find into their
mouths and slobbering over everything. Not to noentihe nappies, of
course. Not my favourite part of motherhood. Dobgak to the lounge if
you'd like, Trista. Have another drink while youiaiting.'

'If I'm not in the way,' Trista said diffidently'd rather stay and help."

'‘Bless you, love, I'd be delighted."

When they were all seated at the table, Glenda $délieve we've made
poor Trista quite clucky. I've tried to tell heraalb the less pleasant aspects
of parenthood, but she keeps asking questions"Neen will Jennifer be
crawling?" and "How soon do they talk?" She eventw/¢o know if it's bad
for a baby not to be breast-fed for the first fewnths. I'm afraid she's a
hopeless case.'

Trista coloured, and Glenda added quickly, '‘Oh damry,love.' She leaned
over to pat Trista's hand. 'Being a doctorgd a mother, | tend to come out
with these things. | was forgetting how young yoe.'a

Trista accepted the apology with a smile, but stieced the quick, rueful
look that Calum shot Pierce. "You must find itngj' she said to Glenda,
'managing a career and a young family.'

'We share both," Glenda explained, looking at hesbhnd. 'It is a strain
sometimes, but | wouldn't want it any other wagouldn't bear to give up
my work, and Calum likes spending time with theskid

'Yes," Calum agreed. 'Although | could strangle ngDavid when he
decides to get stroppy. But then, | have patiertie twing out homicidal
tendencies in me, too.'

'l think I'd want to be a full-time mother,' Trissaid. Then, flushing again,
she added hastily, "That wasn't a criticism.’



'l didn't think it was,' Glenda assured her. 'Evealyis different. Fortunately
the times are long gone when a woman who wantedesechad to give up
the thought of a family. Now you can have both, eedily, but with a lot of

organisation and the right husband. All the sarametimes | envy women
who are happy with one career—whether it's a psidesl one or the

traditional career of home and bringing up childrand if that's what a

woman—or a man, for that matter—wants to do, ldwaishe or he should
be allowed to do it. And not be put down by peapi® don't seem to realise
how much intelligence and patience and sheer harHl that takes.’

'Yes, my love,' Calum said affectionately. 'Shatlielp you down off your
soap-box now?'

Glenda grimaced at him, and Trista was fascinatag¢ the resemblance to
Jennifer's repudiation of her bottle.

Pierce said suddenly, 'Shouldn't you have let jatner know you wouldn't
be home until after dinner, Trista?'

'It's all right," she said. 'I'm sure he won't wowhile he knows I'm with
you.'

The mention of her father changed her mood, andbtiiehe gave her told
her that he had caught the faint sarcasm in hex. ton

Calum said, 'Use our phone, if you like.'

‘Thank you, but I'm over twenty-one, and there'si@ed, honestly.'

'Enjoyed yourself?' Pierce asked her on their wayédn
'Very much. They're an interesting couple, arém@y/?’

Pierce agreed, then laughed quietly. 'l think tfied us an interesting
couple, too.'



"You mean, they wonder what you see in me?"

'Don't be touchy,' he chided. That isn't exactffialilt to fathom.' He cast
her a sideways glance that made her instantly,yangly breathless.

'Is that supposed to be a compliment?' she askityl ta
'What should | say?' he asked her. "That I'm a#chto your mind?’
'l don't think you're attracted at all. Not redlly.

His brows went up, and he turned to her again kejoring his attention to
the road. 'Then why do you suppose | asked yoorweovith me today?’

She looked at him consideringly. 'Because of miydat
"You think he suggested it?'

‘Not exactly. But | think you'd—Iike to please hike can do your career a
lot of good, can't he?'

'Yes,' Pierce kept his eyes on the road, his Vieiwe!.
'Well, at least you're honest.’

He smiled faintly. 'It does help that you look thay you do. And,' he added
deliberately, 'kiss the way you do.’

'I've had lots of practice,’ she admitted. And gestified to see the smile
disappear. She sat looking at his impassive face fiminute or so, then
gazed out at the darkened street, a faint smiMdragher own lips.



CHAPTER FOUR

PIERCE walked her to the door, and drew her into his arfmsta didn't
object, lifting her face for his kiss, the smil@lsbn her lips. For a few
seconds he stared down at her, and she thoughhé¢hhad changed his
mind. Then he lowered his head and his lips toudmedmouth, and a
current of excitement rippled over her. Her moudhted in invitation, but he
didn't take advantage of it right away. In facte shought he checked for a
moment, before his lips began playing over hergateingly, until with a
kind of desperation she wound her arms about ik ard went on tiptoe,
silently begging him to end the sweet suspense.

At last he did. His tongue slid into her mouth am# accepted it eagerly,
savouring the taste and texture of him, passiopafeld when she felt the
involuntary tightening of his arms, and heard hisalthing quicken.

When at last his hold slackened and he raised bighrfrom hers, he said,
'Practice makes perfect.' But his voice was ndaequormal, and Trista, her
tongue running round slightly bruised lips, fektab of triumph.

A light went on behind the glass panels of the dand the catch rattled.

Trista started almost guiltily, moving away frommhibut Pierce kept a firm
arm about her waist and turned to face her fathéreaopened the door.

‘Thought | heard something,” Geoffrey said. 'l etpe you home hours
ago.'

"My fault, I'm afraid,’ Pierce said. 'We had dinmegth friends of mine, and
we didn't think of the time.’

Trista said, 'Actually, Pierce suggested | shohldne. It isn't his fault at all.’

'Well, now that you're here," Geoffrey said, ‘comeTrista will make you
some coffee.’

Pierce looked at her rebellious face. 'Thank yaty weuch, but we've had
quite a long day. Another time, perhaps.’



He let Trista go then, and left without a backwglahce.

"You might have let me know," Geoffrey told Tristahe closed the door.
'Sorry," she said. 'l thought you trusted your i#yed boy.'

'Of course | trust Pierce. But | didn't know youre/going out for dinner.’

It isn't as though Mrs Kemp had cooked one," @rsstid. Weekends were
Mrs Kemp's days off, unless they had guests, aadlstays left them a cold
roast and the makings of a salad. If Trista watdenbok something she did,
but there was plenty to eat if she didn't.

‘That's not the point," Geoffrey argued.

'Is there one?’

'Don't be insolent to me, miss.'

'Look, Dad, I'm not a child any longer. I'm twerdge and not under your
parental control—'

'While you live under my roof you'll have some cdadesation for my

feelings, my girl! Perhaps | don't have the rightask you where you're
going and what you're doing, but it's basic coyrtedet me know if you're
going to be late home.’

Trista opened her mouth to retort, then swallowed said, 'Yes, you're
right. I'm sorry, Dad. Next time | will do that.'

Geoffrey nodded. 'Good."
On her way to her room, she paused and turned.y&utmight as well
know, | intend to leave as soon as | get a jobcamdafford a flat." She didn't

wait for him to reply.

Instead of undressing straight away, she sat wathdhnin on her hand,
gazing into the dressing-table mirror. Her moutbkied red and tender, and



she touched it with her fingers and remembered bBbes had felt when
Pierce kissed her.

He was older and more experienced than anyonsle¢sbad gone out with.
Was that why she found him more exciting? But hdnhabeen totally
unmoved, either. 'He's a challenge,’ she saidrtoefflection. 'That's what it
is. And you're a bitch.'

He knows, her mind said. He knows what you're upwhatam| up to?'
she asked aloud. For the first time in a long wishe wasn't sure.

Playing with fire.

'Maybe. But what about him? Isn't he doing the sarkie wasn't so
indifferent, tonight. No," her lips curved, 'notadi indifferent.’

And you?

She saw the flush rise to her cheeks. 'He's go&issing. Well, he's had
plenty of time to learn. He's probably terrifiched.' The flush spread over
her body. She could feel it. She closed her eyasshsver of desire followed
it.

It's a dangerous game you're playing. Out of yamglie, he said.
Remember?

Opening her eyes, she stared defiantly at herctedle 'l don't care. I'm
bored out of my skull with stupid boys who falltfliat the sight of a pretty
face, and get all offended when I let them knowrlmhinterested any more.'

Yes, you're a bitch, all right. Do you think Piemeuld stand for that sort of
treatment?

He wouldn't, of course. She shivered again, thig thot with desire. 'Don't
be silly," she scolded herself. 'Pierce isn't aebride’'d probably bow politely
and walk out of your life. Forever.'



The thought depressed her, and she shook her geadip and started
preparing for bed. She wished she had a girlfriendonfide in. Her best

friend of childhood had moved to Australia whenytheere twelve, and

gradually their desultory correspondence had lapBeere had been girls at
high school with whom she had exchanged secretshdiusince she was
fifteen and had first started dating with boys tshé had a close female
friend.

Or any close friend, really. She thought of Stéat this wasn't something
she could share with any man. There had been agrdsrom him a few
days ago. Trista had not replied yet. Probablyngwer would. Realistically
she knew that, although she would value the mentloey;, relationship was
doomed not to last. It had nothing to do, she thluncomfortable inner
voice, with the fact that Steve had been more péireethan most of the
men she knew, and that with him she had brieflgéatn her guard.

Pierce had made no arrangements to see her agediaftar two weeks she
was sure that he was not going to. Either thdtearas deliberately keeping
her in suspense, hoping she'd jump at the offenvilleedid ask her to go out
with him again. Well, he'd be out of luck, she ded. She was finding the
courses at the college tiring, and her sociallitely had been somewhat
lean. No matter how tempting he made it, she wawidd him down.

But when they met again it was by accident. Hert &ia asked her if she
would like to accompany her to the theatre. Aunstieie her father's sister,
was addicted to theatre, and being a widow wouldttwo tickets and take a
friend or her only niece along for company. Thisdiit was Trista's turn. At
the interval she got drinks for herself and Hestad was carefully carrying
them back through the crowd to where Hester hadd@useat when she saw
Pierce, with his arm around the shoulder of a glikpherding her through
to the bar.

The girl was about her own age, with a pepperyngpng of freckles on her
nose and a shining fall of shoulder-length browin. ista stood staring,
and Pierce looked up and saw her. She flicked y&s away immediately,
and resumed her passage. Apparently he liked tloeimgy she thought. The
girl looked fresh and unspoiled, and very pleasét life.



'Well, what do you think of it?' said Hester.

Trista looked at her blankly.

‘The play, dear. What do you think of it?'

'Oh, it's very good, isn't it?' She wrenched herdaway from Pierce.
But minutes later his deep voice said, 'Hello, faris

Trista took a gulp of her wine, and fixed a smibeher face before she
looked up. 'Pierce! How are you?'

The girl stood beside him, looking al Trista withdisguised curiosity.
Well, that's mutual, Trista thought.

'Fine," Pierce answered. 'You look as beautifudas.'

Hester said, '‘Good evening. You were at Tristathdiay party.'

'Pierce Allyn,' Trista reminded her. 'This is myhguMrs Wordsworth.’

'l don't think we were formally introduced,’ Piersaid, taking the hand
Hester extended to him. He turned to the girl atdnde. 'This is my sister,
Charley.'

"Your sister?' Trista repeated blankly.

He looked at her, his eyes crinkling. 'l told ydaoat her.’

'My name's Charlotte,’ the girl said. 'But everyca#ls me Charley. Pierce
told me about you, too.'

Trista intercepted the quelling glance that Piattected at the girl, and
naturally felt a consuming desire to know what bd kaid. Pierce turned to
Hester and asked her opinion of the play.



'Well, he mentioned you to the family,’ Charley awbed. 'What | mean was,
| know who you are.’

Trista wondered why she seemed embarrassed. Tharenare to this, she
was sure, than met the eye. She said, 'Are thetelja two of you? Pierce
told me there was a big age gap between you.'

'Oh, we have another sister, Antonia. She's a gigl@r than Pierce. She's
married with two children.’

'Pierce never mentioned her.'
'Have you seen quite a lot of him?' Charley askih surprise.

'Oh, no! I've met him a few times, that's all." @uwsly Pierce hadn't
confided much in his sister, after all. Or perh#ps fact that he had once
taken her out wasn't important enough to tell amify about.

The bell rang for the end of the interval and pedyggan hurrying back into
the theatre. As Hester stood up, Pierce leaningait to give her a hand,
Charley said, 'Pierce, why don't we all have a$afgper after the show?’

If Pierce didn't fancy the idea, he was too wellhmared to show it. Smiling
at Hester, he said, 'Would you care to join us?"

‘That would be lovely! Thank you.'

'"We'll meet you in the lobby, then," he promis&ee€ you later.’

Pierce chose the restaurant and insisted on p&yiriigeir supper. Her aunt,
Trista realised, was totally charmed. He directedtof his attention to her,
and although she enjoyed talking to Charley, whos vireendly and
forthcoming and occasionally funny, Trista was ket as they walked
back to where she had parked her car. Her auntt diikmdriving at night,
and if her companion provided the transport shetal that made up for her
buying the tickets.



Trista unlocked the passenger door first, and Biepened it for her aunt.
By the time he came round to her side, she wasrfagj her safety-belt. She
wound down the window and said, "Thank you forsbpper. Goodnight,
Charley. It was nice meeting you.'

Pierce put his hand on the doorframe. 'Drive célsefu

'I'm always careful." She turned the key and thggrenpurred.

Pierce laughed quietly. "Then you've changed irabefew weeks.'

Trista started winding up the window, and he rendovs hands and
stepped back, giving her a casual wave as the ocaednpast him.

'So that's the boss's daughter,” Charley said thiggr had got into Pierce's
car. Charley was staying at his flat in town thghi intending to take a bus
back home the next day, Sunday. 'Why is she anghyyou?'

Pierce swung the car into the flow of traffic bef@nswering. 'What makes
you think she's angry with me?"

'l just know it—and so do you, I'll bet. What's ggion?'

‘Nothing is going on. And even if it were, it woulé none of your business,
Miss Nosey Parker.’

Undaunted, Charley said, 'I'd like to know what ‘yeudone to her. And
don't give me that courtroom look. I'm your babstesi, and it doesn't work
with me.'

Reluctantly, Pierce laughed. 'There was a time wywn were easier to
handle.'

'I've grown up. | thought you'd noticed.’

"You still seem very young to me."'



'Does Trista?' she asked curiously.

'Even younger—sometimes.'

Charley cast an interested look at the sudden fi@iwn between his brows.
'She's very pretty," she said.

'Yes. And very much aware of it.’

'She'd be silly if she wasn't aware of it, Piehéeu can't blame her for that.'
‘There are plenty of pretty girls in the world. Jidon't all use their looks as

a weapon.'

'‘Doesshe?’ Pierce didn't answer. After a moment, Cixadéd, 'Perhaps it's
the only weapon she has.’

Pierce gave her a sharp glance. 'Sometimes youisairpe. Why are you
defending her?’

'Well—I quite liked her, and besides . . .'

'‘Besides . . . what?' Pierce prompted.

'l don't really know why, but | was sort of soryr ther.’

'Sorryfor her?'

'Yes. There's something ... as though someond ©iaur

Pierce said positively, 'It wasn't me.' He lookedhis sister with a new
respect, recalling his first meeting with Tristaydathat odd instinct to
comfort.

‘Are you sure?"

At Charley's sceptical expression, he said witinadf impatience, ‘'Look, |
hardly know the girl. But she's definitely not abjext of pity. She's the



adored daughter of a very well-off father, shesegxionally good-looking,
has plenty of friends, a very adequate social life,certain, and as many
men at her feet as any woman could want.'

'Maybe none of them is the man she really wants.'

With considerable feeling, Pierce said, 'How | fityn!"

'Why?' Charley asked curiously.

'Because she'll have him for breakfast—and | do@an in a romantic
sense.’

'‘Are youfrightenedof her?' Charley asked, astonished.

'Don't be silly!" Pierce answered in his most cmglione. 'Trista Vandeleur
is nothing but a mixed-up kid with a nasty habitbhéwing up young men
and spitting them out. | don't find that especialiyractive, but she certainly
doesn'frightenme! | just don't particularly fancy being next thle menu.’
'Did she want you to be?'Pierce lifted a shoulddrere were signs.'

'‘But you weren't tempted?”

A crease appeared in his cheek, close by his moatly. man would be
tempted.’

'So?'

'So nothing.’

Charley eyed him suspiciously. Pierce gave an exasggd, slightly
embarrassed little laugh. 'She's only a few momtidaer than you,' he
pointed put.

'What's that got to do with anything?'

Pierce groaned. 'Leave it, Charley!" he pleaded.



Instead, she turned in the seat, resting her artheoback of it, and stared at
him. 'Youare tempted!" she said on a note of triumph.

'l told you | was.’
'So why bring her age into it? It seems totallglewant to me.’

As the car entered the cul-de-sac where he livedsdid, 'All right. She
challenged me, and | succumbed temporarily toteratelf-righteous desire
to teach her a lesson. Then | realised how youagwsls, and decided to call
it off. Satisfied?"

Charley digested that. As he slowed the car andvgwnto his short drive,
she said, 'Did you get your fingers burned?’

'No." He pressed the electronic switch on the daesftband the garage door
slid up. 'And before you ask, neither did she.’

As the car coasted in and he applied the handbkakag the engine, he
added, 'And if you repeat any of this conversatmmnyone ever,| will
personally strangle you.'



CHAPTER FIVE

"YOU must come to dinner again,’ Geoffrey told Beef\What are you doing
next Saturday night?'

Pierce invented a wholly fictitious previous engageat, but Geoffrey was
not to be put off. 'Give me a date when you are,fteen. It needn't be a
weekend.'

'It's very kind of you--'

'‘Nonsense. My daughter would like to see you agamsure.'

Rather woodenly, Pierce said, 'Perhaps you shdwddkcthat with her first.'
Geoffrey frowned. 'You haven't had a tiff, have ydthe two of you seemed
pretty friendly last time you were together. Toflank, | know you were
kissing her before | opened the door, you know.'

Pierce regarded the floor for a moment, then liftedteady gaze to his
superior's. 'If you're asking me what my intenticm® towards your
daughter, Geoffrey, | feel bound to tell you thaaven't any.’

'Well—that's honest, anyway. But she isn't unativac

'Of course not. She's very lovely—and very young.'

'l grant she's a little immature in some waysit Bhe's got a brain in her
head. 'A's right through school and university, ymow. As for the age
difference, it's not that big a gap. | don't mindrétting I'd be glad to see her

settle down with someone a bit older. She needarawho can—'

'Keep her under control?' Pierce suggested drienT as Geoffrey looked
at him scowlingly, he said, 'l beg your pardon.

Geoffrey sighed. 'No, that's all right. | supposésiwhat | mean. | worry
about her, and as a matter of fact, | did hopeybatand she—'



'l realise what a compliment you've paid me,' Riesaid carefully.

'Yes—well. Come to dinner, anyway. No reason why whouldn't be
friends, is there?'

Pierce gracefully gave in.

He had forgotten how stunning Trista could looke $lad put her hair up,
lending emphasis to the sculpted lines of her fagsurprising with the soft,
luscious mouth and the finely shaped brows. Hessdveas almost demure,
high at the throat but leaving her shoulders bame, belted about her slim
waist. It was a bronze colour with a slight sheeit, tand rustled very faintly
when she walked in front of him to the lounge afteening the door.

'Dad's on the phone,' she explained. 'He shouténlbng. Can | get you a
drink?"

She did it very competently, and he found himselfiging her, trying to
analyse what lay behind the perfect facade.

She turned with two glasses in her hands, and stilbtbr a moment as she
caught his gaze. He noted with interest the hirtoddur that came into her
cheeks before she crossed the room and handeddomik.

She turned away immediately to sit down opposite, ftrossing her ankles
and tucking them to one side. 'Dad says you haviekyy case coming up.'
She took a sip of her sherry.

'Yes. I've been pretty busy preparing for it.'

She looked up briefly, then took another quick $tfow busy?™

He hesitated, then said quite gently, 'Not thatybuk see." Her cheeks
flamed this time, and he saw the swift rise anidofiethe bronze material that

covered her breasts. She lifted the glass agdiartbps, licking them as she
lowered it. 'l liked your sister,’ she said, megtims eyes bravely. ‘'She's fun.’



‘Charley liked you, too.’
'She did?'
It sounded like genuine surprise. 'Why not?' heedsier.

The curve of her lip was expressive, and he shitever said | didn't like
you, Trista.'

‘Then why—'

But her father entered the room then, apologismdlierce. As he got
himself a drink, Trista finished hers and got Ulbgo and check the dinner,’
she said.

Pierce asked, 'Where's Mrs Kemp?'

'I'm cooking tonight," Trista answered. 'There @y the three of us.'

It was a simple menu of halved avocados sprinklgd lmon and pepper,
roast pork and vegetables, and a plate of cheesédlow. But it was
delicious, and Pierce complimented Trista sinceagigrwards.

‘Thank you," she said coolly. She had spoken ltldinner, except when
directly addressed, efficiently placing the fillgdates on the table and
whisking them away as they were emptied, eating dven food with

downcast eyes, apparently absorbed in the meal.

When she began clearing the table afterwards, $eetom, picking up some
of the dishes.

"You needn't bother with that," she said. 'Go anih she lounge with Dad,
and I'll bring in some coffee.'

'I'd rather help," he said, and followed her to kitehen while her father
went to the other room.

'Put them on the bench,' she said. 'Thank you.'



She switched on a coffee-making machine and begakisg a dishwasher.
'l can manage now.'

'I'll wait for the coffee, and help you carry irdlugh.’

He watched her get the cups, her movements graaetlukure, and when
the coffee machine began to bubble he went ovathexk it. She was
pouring wrapped dinner mints into a glass dishhantable when he said,
'It's ready," and she looked up at him. He asi&dll | pour it?’

'l do it.' She came over to the bench, but befre reached the counter he
took her arm lightly.

Trista—'
She jerked awayDon't!"

Astonished, he stared back at her. 'l wasn't gtingttack you," he said
mildly. Ostentatiously, he stepped aside for hex,dyes narrowed now as
she picked up the squat glass jug and pouredalyeaint liquid into the cups.
She wasn't looking at him, but it gave him an oddsg of satisfaction to
know that she was well aware of his gaze as ib¥adld her every move.

She was angry with him, of course, because he biaidlitowed up that first

date. But he couldn't help contrasting the viobamd instinctive repudiation
of his touch with the undoubted enthusiasm withotshe had welcomed
his kiss before. Remembering it made his body d¢ingith desire as he
watched her downbent head.

She replaced the jug and turned, surprising hims&ie the pupils of her
eyes darken as she met his concentrated stare/oiter a little husky, she
enquired, 'Do you want cream and sugar?'

'Sugar,’ he answered. 'Nothing else.’

"You'd better help yourself." She put a little ecreito the other two cups,
adding a spoonful of sugar to hers.



He stood behind her. A tendril of hair curled on h@pe, escaping the pins.
Involuntarily, he trailed the back of two fingerp from the collar of her
dress, and tucked the stray wisp in.

Almost inaudibly she said, 'Don't. That isn't fair.

'l know," he acknowledged, but the tacit confessioly increased his desire.
His hand went to her bare shoulder, shaped todtmns,@nd he turned her to
face him. 'I'm probably going to regret this," hattered, and lowered his
mouth to hers.

Her hands curled into fists against his chest.bdely was rigid, her mouth
cool—and closed.

Almost roughly, he put his other arm about her wansl pulled her to him.
With a kind of angry hunger, he forced her lipsraaad gave a grunt of
satisfaction as she suddenly shivered and relagathst him, her arms
coming up to lock themselves about his neck.

Exultant, he explored her mouth, enjoying the miaof her body in his
arms, the smooth skin under his hand. He turnéleatb lean against the
table, spreading his thighs to hold her betweemthe

Perhaps that broke the mood for her. She pulled/dman the kiss quite
suddenly, and after a moment he let her go. Thagiag blood in his veins
receded a little. He saw her put an unsteady haeit hair, tautening the
material over her breasts. His eyes became riveted.

Trista dropped her hand. 'Stop it!" she said.

Pierce smiled. She might have ended the kiss, drypdission had been real.
With that kind of reaction, she didn't have all taeds stacked on her side.

'Why did you do that?' she demanded.

'Frankly, | couldn't resist," Pierce answered fiuti. "You're a delectable
piece of womanhood, Trista. And you don't need ortelt you that.'



Charley, he thought ruefully, would have had hiaché she'd heard that bit
of male chauvinism.

'Well, you can damned well resist it in future,ista said, working up a
temper. 'You may think I'm available to any man whasses my path—'

Pierce straightened. 'I've never thought that!

She barely paused. 'Well, I'm not. And you neddréigine you can paw me
and kiss me any time the fancy takes you!'

'l did not paw you,' Pierce said evenly. 'And yojoged kissing me, Trista.
Your pride's hurt because | took the initiative oliyour hands. You like to
be the one in control, don't you? Well, I've gotvador you, lady. So do I’

‘You're very arrogant, aren't you?'

Pierce said, 'That makes two of us, doesn't itAaldghed. ‘Now, shall we
take this coffee in before it gets cold?'

Geoffrey was watching the television news. As taktine cup from Trista
he said, 'Switch it off, will you? Sometimes | thih wouldn't be such a bad
thing for the human race to be wiped out. Mankiegnss to have an
ingrained will to destroy itself—or at least to tteg other members of the
human race.’'

"You've become jaded," Trista said, taking her ouymand seating herself. 'l
guess court work does that to you. Seeing the vsmtstof society.'

'Perhaps, It's easy to get cynical. What about jerce? You're younger
than | am. Do you feel human nature is basicalli?ev

'I'll grant some people appear to be irredeemableubt that anyone is born
bad, though. John Stuart Mill—wasn't it?—said a ahaendency is not
foreign to human nature. | believe that. Only somes it gets warped, or
lost." He glanced at Trista, and caught her eyelimnbefore she returned



her attention to her coffee. A little later he died a question to her and
drew her into the conversation.

As he had suspected, she had intelligent opinibim®ioown. When at last

he said, 'Time | was going. Thank you both for thigning,' she glanced at
her watch with surprise.

'We enjoyed it too," Geoffrey assured him. 'SeecRi¢o the door, Trista.

Leave the cups. Mrs Kemp will deal with them toroarr She had started to
gather them up, but left them on the low table andompanied Pierce
instead.

‘Thanks again," he said, opening the door. He padseking down at her.

'My sister Charley is having her twenty-first botty party next Saturday. It
will be informal, a barbecue at my parents’ hone Suggested | ask you to
come.'

Trista said, 'That was nice of her. You can telt fieu passed on the
message. I'll send her a card.’

'Why not come to the party?’

‘You don't really want me to.'

'‘Obviously | phrased it wrongly. Shall we start iaga

‘That isn't necessary."'

'l think it is. I'm asking you to come to the parvtyth me. | would like to
have you there as my partner. And the fact thatl€phapecially suggested |
should ask you assures you of being doubly welcdhe. wants to meet
you again.'

'‘And what doyouwant, Pierce?'

He said, 'That's direct.'

She stared up at him, waiting for an answer.



'l want to see you again.' He shrugged. 'Isn'ténaugh—for now?’

‘All right,’ she said at last. 'I'll come."

'‘Good. I'll pick you up about six.'

'What would Charley like for a present?”

"You don't need to bring a present.’

'I'd like to get her something.’

'Well—a record, a tape, perhaps. She likes Joana&keading. Or—I don't
know. You would probably have a better idea of wagtrl your age might
want than | do.’

"'l find something.' She hesitated. "Thank youdeking me.’

‘Thank you for accepting,’ he said. 'l rather exgadgou to turn me down
flat.'

'l like your sister.’

'l suppose | deserved that." He looked down at &dgint smile on his
mouth. 'See you Saturday, then.'

'Yes.' She stepped back from him, and his smilegre
'‘Goodnight, Trista," he said formally.

‘Goodnight.’

She dressed in a red shirt and tight denim jeanth#oparty. A barbecue
would obviously be informal. Her hair she pullecckanto a ponytail and
tied with a red ribbon. She was admiring the effelcen Pierce arrived.



She ran to open the door before her father goettghe didn't want him
dragging Pierce into the sitting-room for a chat.

Wearing a jersey shirt with a pullover and darkdctsousers, he surveyed
her and said, 'You'll need a sweater or somethiisgeally a bit late in the
year for a barbecue, but Charley insisted.’

'I've got a jacket,' she said, and fetched itgshig it over her shoulder as she
rejoined him. 'Do | meet with your approval now?"'

‘A leading question,’ he said. 'Every time | sea,you've changed your
image again.' His eyes were on the jaunty ponytail.

'Don't you like it?' She touched the ribbon as tvajked down the path.
'It's fine. Very tempting, though.' He helped h&pithe car.

While he was going round to get into his seat,wbeed out what he had
meant. As he started the engine, she said, 'l zaagine you pulling the
girls' ribbons undone at school. I'm sure you weereery well-mannered

little boy.’

'I'm sure all the boys pulled your ribbons undone. Growales have other
ways of attracting a girl's attention. Less crudes) | hope."'

She looked at him sideways. 'Does that mean mynlb safe tonight?'
He laughed down at her. 'Reverting to type, | $eedrawled.

Trista drew back, gazing straight ahead with hér ap. 'You started it,’ she
said huskily.

'Hey!" He put a hand over one of hers. 'l was tgpsit wasn't a snide
remark.'

'Wasn't it?' She turned to look at him.



'Promise.’ His grip tightened a little, then unectpdly he lifted her hand to
his lips before replacing it in her lap and relagsi.



CHAPTER SIX

THE barbecue was set up on a wide lawn behind theehdtrench doors
opened off a big, comfortably furnished lounge onat wide concrete
terrace, and most of the guests were sitting oaitsidgarden chairs, or on
the broad steps leading from the terrace to the.law

Charley came up the steps when she saw her brarideTrista arrive, and
greeted them with enthusiasm.

'‘Come and meet my parents,’ she invited Trista.

Her father was a tall, greying man with searchiyggsevery like his son's. He
shook her hand with a firm grip and cast a quidklat Pierce. Mrs Allyn,
pretty and still dark- haired, gave her a warm sraiid said, 'I'm so pleased
to meet you, and we're glad you came. Charley's tedking us about you.’
Trista glanced at Pierce. Did that mean that he'hatentioned her?

She gave Charley the tapes she had bought, andhtcRigrce's eyes as
Charley tore off the wrapping and gave a squedetight.

'If you already have them, you can change thensta offered.
‘No, I don't yet," Charley assured her. 'Thank yety much. | was going to
buy this one. I'll put it on straight away! Piertmpk after Trista. There'll be

some sausages ready soon.'

She ran lightly back up the steps, and in a few s music competed
with the sounds of people talking and laughing.

‘Well, it's better thasomeof her music,” Mr Allyn commented.
Pierce laughed. 'Charley's taste isn't at all e said, adding, ‘Come on,
Trista, let me get you something to drink, andnitfoduce you to my other

sister later."'

She met Antonia’'s husband Ken, first. Large andlg@moking, with curly
brown hair, he gave her a friendly nod and offexexhusage on a skewer,



saying, 'Get a plate or a slice of bread for herde. The poor girl looks
starved.'

Trista laughed. 'Not at all. That looks good, thoug

Pierce picked up a plate from a table nearby foahd one for himself, and
they ate sausages rolled in bread and dripping teititato sauce.

Wiping her fingers on a paper napkin, she lookedngbsaw him regarding
her rather quizzically. When she raised her brownquiry, he just smiled
and looked away.

There's Antonia,' he said. 'With her eldest."

She saw a dark-haired young woman, more like Pibare Charley, coming
towards the barbecue, holding by the hand a Gitleof about four. Antonia
stopped by her husband, resting her hand for a mbamehis shoulder. He
turned to smile at her, and they exchanged a kissf

The little girl caught sight of Pierce and cameniang over to him. '‘Uncle
Pierce!’

He lifted her and she flung her arms about his nenthusiastically kissing
his cheek. 'Shane's asleep,’ she told him. 'But Mysaid if I'm very good |
can stay up till nine o'clock.’

‘This is my niece, Kirsten,' Pierce told Tristéna8e is her little brother. Say
hello to Trista, Kirsty.'

'Hello." The child looked at her curiously. 'Are wdJncle Pierce's
girlfriend?’ she asked.

'Don't answer that," Pierce said, as Trista invially looked to him. He
was smiling. 'lt's not the sort of thing to askrdy,' he explained.

Antonia came up to them. 'What's she been sayingno



Pierce laughed. 'Never mind. Nothing dreadful. Ao this is Trista
Vandeleur.'

'Oh?" Antonia's interested glance didn't escapgd.rThey talked for a few
minutes, and then Antonia took Kirsten back to blaebecue to find her
something to eat.’

'Why did she look at me like that?' Trista asked.

'Like what?"

'‘As though—I don't know," Trista confessed. 'As ufjio she knew
something | don't.’

'My sisters know a lot about me that you don'gré&s answered lightly. 'The
deepest, darkest secrets of my past. That's thebdck of families. Also,’
he added, as she looked dissatisfied with his andvd®n't bring many girls
home.’

Trista considered. 'Because you don't date mangeoause you prefer to
keep them away from your family?'

''ve dated a few," he said. 'I'm nearly thirty.'

'Most men of your age are married. Is your faméstigg anxious?'
‘Not that I'm aware of. Are you asking me why I'ot married?'
'‘No. But why?'

'l suppose | haven't met the right girl—or womas Charley would insist |
should say.’'

'‘Are you choosy?'

'When it comes to marriage, yes.'



She would have liked to ask him what he was lookargbut as she was
framing the words they were interrupted by a hegotyng man who seemed
to be an old friend of the family, and then theeswery little chance to talk
to him alone. Pierce introduced her to lots of peogot her a plate of steak
and salad and baked potatoes, and later a disluibhhd cream, kept her
glass filled with sparkling white wine, and evenndad with her. But
although she enjoyed herself Trista felt that he t@ating her rather as he
might a younger cousin. Except that he seemedue ha desire to cuddle
her, she might have been Kirsten.

She was vaguely conscious that some of Charleyls mands had been
eyeing her with interest. She was accustomed tpdhd it didn't bother her.
When one of them asked her to dance, she wennglyliwith him up the
steps to the terrace where several couples wengstg and gyrating to
heavy beat. Charley waved to her and grinned. 'Whim,' she advised
gaily, raising her voice above the music. 'Gorddascing is wild!'

'‘Don't listen to her,’ the young man said lofti§he's just jealous.’

Gordon was inventive, but she found it fun tryingkeep up with him. He
soon saw that she could, and with a wide smilexthirer a challenging look
and became even more adventurous.

Trista, her ponytail swinging, laughed and follonadtithe way. Soon the
music took her over, and she moved with it, todhenbeat in her soul, her
body flowing into it. When the beat became slowsbe swayed her hips and
moved her shoulders, tipping back her head to dirnthe sound, eyes
almost closed, only half aware of her partner, vetgieps she was matching
as they became less frenetic, more smoothly rhyilmi

When the tape ended, she came back to earth, diinm@ languid smile as
he said, 'You're great! Let's dance again.'

She shook her head. ‘Later, maybe.'

He said. "You're with Charley's brother, aren't ¥dsn't he a lawyer, or
something? And you're his boss's daughter, aren?'y



'How did you know?"

'‘Charley said something, | think. Listen, are youmdan, do you see other
guys?'

'l might." She looked at him from under her lashas] he flushed and
swallowed. 'Well, | wondered if you'd like to conmait with me one
night—or day."

'l might,' she said again. 'Call me some time.’

'‘Give me your number.' He hauled a battered Idibry out of his back
pocket, with a pencil tucked in its spine.

'Here.' She took them from him and wrote down thaiber herself.

When she walked down the steps, she saw Piercgilggyion the lowest
one, a glass in one hand, watching her.

'Giving him your phone number?' he enquired.
'Yes. Do you mind?'
He regarded her thoughtfully. "Were you hoping ldG"

She was standing directly in front of him as he tgohis feet. She looked
into his eyes and saw laughter in them.

Angry, she said, 'l really don't care. You don'tdrany rights over me."
His brows went up. 'Have | claimed any?'

Knowing that it was his apparent indifference tvas making her frustrated
and furious, she took a firm hold on her temped gave him a dazzling

smile, the one that practically never failed toueggla man to a stammering
incoherent jellyfish. 'Perhaps,’ she purred, logkahhim in a certain way, 'l

wish you would.'



To her utter chagrin, he laughed outright. Her rhonent tight, and she
stared at him with near-hatred, but he didn't seenotice. Taking her hand,
he said tolerantly, 'Come and dance with me. Thmay kind of music.'

It was a trumpet solo, slow and dreamy. As he toakin his arms she was
stiff, and he looked down at her with surprisee'Aou offended with me?'

She shrugged. 'Of course not." Making an efforg, axed against him,
melting fluidly into his encircling arms. Her hanslgd up his shirt to link
behind his neck, the fingers moving into the sait hying on his nape. Her
eyes, wide and innocent, met an enigmatic gazenhde her steps falter.
'Sorry," she said, picking up- the rhythm againe 88moved her gaze and
laid her head against his shoulder. He felt goodrnwand strong. She
thought of Kirsten snuggling up to him . . .

Lifting her head, she said, ‘Do you like children?"

A smile lit his eyes, and she wished crossly tleatlidn't find every second
thing she said funny. 'l like my niece and nephbe $aid. ‘And some of the
other children | know. One or two I've found prektgrrible." He added,
'Quite a few of my friends have kids. As you pothbeit earlier, most men of
my age are married—with families."'

And she had asked him why he wasn't. Suddenlyedhddpressed. 'l don't
want to dance any more." She pulled away from him.

'Was it something | said?' he asked humorously.

'I'm thirsty. Is there any more wine?'

'Plenty. You've had a fair bit already.’

'S0?' She turned on him, a hostile glint in herseye

'So," he said softly, 'are you sure you can haajemore?'

'Is that anything to do with you?’



"You're my guest--"I'm Charley's guest. And yon'oemybig brother!

She glared at him, and he made her an ironic btilg. 'All right. More wine
for the lady.’

Soon after he handed it to her, and she had difidintnk half of it in a few
minutes, his father called for silence, and Chaveg asked to cut a large
birthday cake. Amid cheers and singing they drarikast to her, Trista
finishing her wine.

After that the world seemed brighter, and she thrergelf into enjoying the

party, dancing again with Gordon, and with a cowgblether men, joining a

cluster of young people around Charley and shanrnbe laughter as they
told stories about her, taking part in a game sbateone decided would be
fun and that involved teams of six trying to passmaon down the line and

back without using their hands. And when Pierceggbater up and took her
off with him to dance again, she flirted with hirataageously, winding her

arms about his neck and holding his eyes with lagmi gaze as she smiled
up at him.

His answering smile seemed a little grim. 'Enjoyyogirself?' he asked.
'Very much. Can't you tell?' The slightly muzzylieg she had experienced
after the cake-cutting had disappeared. Out ofdmtfashe had insisted on
having yet another glass of wine, but she had takiemg time to empty it,
and some of it had been surreptitiously poured anfisant pot. She hoped
that azaleas liked white wine.

'Let me know when you want to go home,' Pierce.said

'l may never go home. I'm having too good a time.’

'I'm glad.’

‘Are you?' She looked at him with a hint of defiaogpticism.

'Why not?' he countered.



"You remind me of my father sometimes.’

'Whatever that has to do with it,’ Pierce answeleet me remind you,
Trista, I'mnotyour father. And I'm not your big brother, as yold me in no
uncertain terms earlier.'

'‘Are you angry?' she asked him, half-hopefully.

'No. I'm just giving you fair warning."'

She made her eyes wide. 'Warning? Of what?'

He stopped dancing. Stopped dead. His arms lodkewdt &er, he said, 'I'm
sure you know.'

Her heart gave a sudden lurch of fright. She fetithise to her cheeks, her
breath coming faster, and she couldn't wrench aee gway.

This is silly, she thought confusedly. He was oldgking at her, for
heaven's sake. She could handle men, she'd alwaysable to call the tune.

She laughed, annoyed that it came out a shakg 8tilind. 'Why, Pierce!
Are you going all masterful on me?' she asked lyghtow thrilling!

His reluctant smile was ironic. 'You don't scarsilgado you?'
'Why should 1?' she asked confidently. "You woultnrt me.’

He was still looking down at her, and a strangeression flitted across his
face.

Rather breathlessly, she added, "Would you?"'

'‘No," he said. 'l wouldn't hurt you.'



He took her home in the early hours. At the doar shned to him. The
streetlights were out, and his face was shadowéank you,' she said. 'l
had a wonderful time.’

He didn't move. She had a disconcerting feeling hleavas going to leave
without kissing her goodnight. And she wanted hinkiss her, wanted his
arms about her, his mouth on hers. She put outdred, and he took it in his.
He looked down at it for a moment, before tuggimy tloser, lifting her
hand until it rested against his heart.

His other hand went to her throat, his thumb raisiar chin.

She closed her eyes, waited for the touch of ppis énd, when it came,
opened her mouth to him like a flower in the sun.

Their lips clung and tasted and explored, and vatdast he broke the kiss
he slid his hand round to her nape and drew himto Her head dropping
against his shoulder, she flattened her hand oxgehduart. It was beating
strongly. He felt good to her, male-scented, warm. safe. His fingers
stroked her, lifting the ponytail, at last tuggihgently to make her look at
him.

'Want to see me again?' he asked her.

'Yes,' she whispered.

He seemed to be searching her eyes in the darKNesgames, Trista," he

said softly. 'Not for us. You can tell Gordon wHemphones that you're not
available.' She stiffened slightly, and his haraset on her nape, giving her
a little shake. 'Can't you?"

She said, 'You don't have the right to give me &de

His hands moved again, firmly cupping her faceés Wt an order. It's a

request.’ His thumbs were moving over her cheekapiag the bones

beneath, sending her senses crazy. 'You don'abang Gordon,' he said.

'‘Maybe | don't care aboybu.'



His head dipped a little to one side. 'No?'

He came closer, until she was trapped against ¢loe. dHis mouth came
down again on hers in sweet punishment, and atshestried to fight it, but
in seconds the taste and the feel of him overwhelhmer, and she was
kissing him helplessly back.

He stepped away from her and said harshly, 'Well?'

It wasn't fair, she thought. It was scary. Sherackr felt like this in her life.
... I'll tell him," she said, defeated.

She saw the quick rise and fall of his chest, &odght he wasn't so sure of
her. It gave her beaten pride a little boost.

'Right," he said. 'I'll call you. Goodnight.'

She watched him go down the path. He stopped atahand turned. His
voice came clearly in the night air. 'Go inside.’

He waited there until she had closed the door lokvén. Then she heard the
car start and drive away.

She was restless and moody next day, made workergther's questions
about the party, obviously aimed at discoveringhié was likely to be going
out with Pierce again. She didn't want to tell hand she was nervous in
case Pierce changed his mind again. He might gangsing her—he had

admitted that, though she hardly needed to beitoldbrds—but he surely

didn't approve of her.

When the telephone rang just after lunch, she feeanswer it.

It was Gordon. 'Oh. Hello,” she said listlesslymas$t sick with
disappointment.



Gordon laughed. 'You sound like the morning aftee,'said. 'How about
coming out with me tonight? A movie, or we couldsgomeplace we could
dance, maybe. If | can think of one.’

'No, I don't think so.’

'‘Aw, come on," he coaxed.

‘No, really, | don't feel like it.’

'Too much whoopee last night?' he diagnosed. 'Wehlat about next
Saturday, then?'

‘No, sorry.’

There was a pause. 'Are you giving me the brush-off

When she didn't answer, he said, 'Last night yore\ween enough.’
'Last night was a party,’ she pointed out rathappity.

"Yeah, well . . . sorry | asked.'

‘That's all right." She wanted to get rid of hirfraa that Pierce might find
the line engaged. 'I'm sorry, too,' she managededn, for giving you the
wrong impression.'

'Oh, sure," he answered. 'Well . . . goodbye, then.

After that she was positively jittery. She had giveordon her number last
night, but now she didn't want to hear from himthe cold light of day,

perhaps Pierce would decide not to call her aflerPaetic justice, she
admitted to herself, briefly wishing she had besemto Gordon. But her
thoughts soon reverted to Pierce. He'd said hedvaall, but that was a
casual promise. He hadn't said anything about-wkktybe even then, he
had been giving himself a chance to get out. Orother hand, what Head

said surely amounted to some sort of commitmentf? rhiiled was on a



see-saw, and by the time she and her father had #sir evening meal she
was in a trough of despair.

She was washing up when the phone rang again,hens into the hall to
answer it.

‘Trista," Pierce said.

She replied coldly, 'You've taken your time.'

'Missed me, did you?' he teased, and her tempedila
‘Not a lot. You're lucky you caught me still in.'

'‘Oh? Where are you going?"'

'‘Gordon called," she said recklessly. 'Hours aglmouight you weren't going
to,so. ..

'l see." His voice was quite even. That's it, tl&moy yourself.'

The phone clicked in her ear, and she stared atvéiein front of her,
scarcely believing that he had hung up. She putébeiver back on its
cradle, and waited, willing the bell to ring. Binesknew it wouldn't. Pierce
would never contact her again. No games, he had Nat between us. He
wasn't like the others. He was finished with her.

Unless.. ..

She felt cold and sweaty, her armpits moist, heddhghaking as it curled
about the receiver and lifted it. Then she realied she didn't know his
number.

The book, she thought, fumbling as she droppedebeiver back. But she
wouldn't need the book. Her father had the numbeigourse. He was
watching television in the lounge. Quickly she warib his small study,
where there was another phone, and pressed thmit#®n on the flip-up
telephone index standing beside it on his desk.



The ring went through five times, and she thoubfets gone out. He'd had
time to call some other girl by now, and he'd gomeneet her somewhere.
She was about to hang up on the sixth ring whepliome was lifted and
Pierce said 'Hello?"

Relief made her knees go weak. She sat down ohighkeather chair her
father used, clutching at the receiver in her h&fek couldn't speak.

Pierce said, 'Trista?"

'I'm sorry," she offered in a small voice. 'I'm rging anywhere with
Gordon. He phoned and | put him off.’

He didn't respond, and she said sharply, 'Don'tj lugm Please?’

'I'm not hanging up.' He sounded as though he iakihg, his voice deep
and slow.

'l thought . . . well, after the last time ... | svafraid you'd changed your
mind. I'm not making sense, am I?' she concludedrniolly.

He laughed then, softly, and her bones seemednartushy. 'Not a lot," he
told her. 'Your thought processes are . . . interg@s He added, 'l didn't
think you were the type to sit by the phone waitikg Rapunzel for some
man to contact you.'

'I'm not!" she said emphatically, recovering somieits That's why—'

'‘Ah! | see.' He paused. 'Listen, | went round e#&olyny parents' place to
help with the cleaning up after the party. Theres a&dair bit to do. Antonia
and her family had stayed the night, since they diut of town, and when it
was time for them to go they found the car wouldtetrt. So | ran them
home. It's almost a four-hour trip there and bagid Antonia insisted on
feeding me before | left again. I've just got imaikly, I'm bushed. We
lawyers are unaccustomed to physical labour, asdewsr little sister
reminded me today.'

'How is Charley?'



'Disgustingly healthy and blooming. She's stillaohigh from last night, in
spite of going to bed at dawn. Mind you, she diénterge from it until
almost lunchtime. By then, of course, the bulkhaf work was done.’

She sat playing with the curled cord of the telemhosmiling for no
particular reason, although she was still tensephbns damp. 'l like your
family,' she said.

'‘Good.' He sounded slightly distracted. 'Just autein
Seconds later he said, 'You still there, Trista?'
'Yes. What are you doing?"

'‘Now I'm lying comfortably on my sofa with a stiff whag. | was getting ice
from the fridge when you phoned back. It had stanteelting all over the
place.'

She pictured him on the sofa, his shoes off, theiver cradled against his
ear while he sipped his drink. 'l thought you'dlehlsomeone else,' she
confided in a little rush. '‘Gone out with someolse e

She was sure she could hear the faint clink ofidden his glass. Then he
said, 'Trista—what | said last night—it cuts botays. You know that?'

'Yes.' She had known that if he was asking forusdelty, he would apply it
to himself as well. There had been no need to Bekjust now she had
thought he was ending the relationship beforedttbegun. And that would
have freed him of any implied obligation to her.

What he was saying was that he had forgiven hat;thiey could go back to
where they were last night. Her death- grip on thlephone receiver
relented. She breathed in deeply, then relaxed.

'Shall | come round?' he asked her.

'‘No. You're tired. Stay comfy." Normally she wodtdhave cared. She
would have expected any man interested in hernweamshing over if she



was bored or wanted to go somewhere, and feltH&eng his company.

That was part of the price of being allowed to dae Pierce was different.
He was tired and he didn't want to move, and tbetkat he had offered was
enough. Somehow it was more important that he shoedt because he
needed it.

"What about you?' he asked. 'Are you comfortable?’

She was swivelling her father's chair slightlynfrside to side, leaning back
into the buttoned leather. 'Yes. I'm fine.'

'‘Good.' He paused, probably taking a sip of hisldriThen let's talk,’ he
said. 'What are you doing next Saturday night?’

‘Nothing."'

'OK. What would you like to do?"

Softly, she said, 'Whatever you like.'

His laugh came gently down the wire. 'The silkeperbhe said.
'‘What?'

'‘Nothing. Forget it. Now . . . shall we discuss wva'd both like to do?'



CHAPTER SEVEN

THEY saw a lot of each other in the next two monthsyTattended films
and shows and exhibitions together, dined out amted, and when Trista
was invited to a party she took Pierce along. Hediin better than she
would have expected, but at the same time madédkie nearer her age
look impossibly young and clumsy.

Sometimes he kissed her. When he took her homesadtate he would pull
her to him in the car, or on the front porch, justore she let herself into the
house, and kiss her until she was mindless witd ng@iging to him, almost
sobbing with frustration when he gently disengabeudself, even though
she knew he was aroused.

After seeing a new film one evening, when the wa@s pouring down and
they had to run to the car, arriving breathlesslandhing, Pierce offered,
'‘Supper somewhere? Or straight home to dry off?’

She said, wiping the rain from her face with auéssl’'ve never been to your
place.'

After a moment he said casually. 'It's not spedast an ordinary flat.'

Trista crumpled the tissue, and pushed damp hahesfforehead. 'Do you
live there alone?'

'Yes.'
'‘Charley stays with you sometimes, doesn't she?’

'‘Occasionally. She likes working in the country—vdrg round the
backblocks with the rest of the team in a wateartidruck is apparently just
what she wants to do with her life. And living assdhe bridge and twenty
minutes from Queen Street mostly suits her. Butyege often she has a
hankering for the shops and the bright lights. Arghe's late she comes to
my flat, rather than take the bus home at night.'



'She told me she finds you very useful. Your paean't worry about her
jaunts to the city because they know she has aptade to stay, with you.'
She paused. 'Don't you want to take me there?"

'Why not?' He shrugged. 'But | warn you, it's netyexciting.'

Pierce ushered Trista through a tiny hall and thiolounge, where a tweed
sofa and two rust-coloured, comfortable velvet chfdanked a glass-topped
coffee-table standing on an oriental rug. On oné was an unusual art
piece, half-collage, half-painting, composed ofunaltwool threads against
a vibrant painted pattern like a kaleidoscopesladlrply defined edges and
points.

Pierce found her a towel, still warm from the ayrcupboard, and showed
her into the bathroom.

Returning down the narrow passageway after dryiegsdif off and
combing her hair, she peeped into two bedroomsabnest bare, kept for
guests, obviously, and his, with a jacket throwwdon top of the dark blue
cotton bedspread, a pair of shoes lying on the t@side it, one drawer of
the mahogany dressing-table half open, and a guilallof books on the
bedside table.

Pierce came from the direction of the kitchen avidgd- room as she stood
in the doorway of his bedroom. He had another' towdis hand. 'If I'd
known you were coming, I'd have tidied up,' he sdiik put the kettle on.
Go into the living-room, and switch on the healt#irbe back with you in a
tick.'

He went into the bathroom, and a few minutes Islerheard him enter his
bedroom, closing the door firmly as he came outraggrista was in the

kitchen when he returned with his jacket off and Ihair freshly combed.

Her clothes had remained relatively dry under kghtlcoat, but she had
taken off her shoes at the door, because the watesplashed into them.



They had coffee, sitting in the rust-coloured chaand Trista curled her
legs under her, snuggling into the warm velveids a big chair, and Pierce
suddenly smiled as he put down his cup and saal I¥ok about ten years
old.’

Her hair was still damp and she had lost most ofrhake-up. She said,
looking at him, 'I'm not.',

His smile deepened. 'l know. Why did you ask mbring you here?"

'l wanted to see where you live.'

'Well ... do you like it?'

'It's . . . like you. Not giving much away, but.. .

'‘But?' he prompted.

‘No, | can't put it into words.' The chair she satwas solid, and its high
back and stuffed arms gave her a feeling of benotepted, cradled in its

warmth. Sometimes she felt like that with Pierce] at other times he was
unpredictable and unexpected, like the wall-hanging

'Do | say thank you?' he asked.

‘No, | should. For the coffee, and the towel.'

‘All right." He got up, took the empty cup from Heand, and pulled her to
her feet and into his arms. Her heart began raewey before he bent his
head to kiss her. In five minutes, she was dizay lareathless, her eyes
heavy with passion, her blood singing. He easedaery and said, 'I'd

better take you home.’

'Why?' she demanded.

His look told her she knew why, and she said, lbta teenager, you know!



'‘No, thank heaven,' he answered. 'Are you askingartake you to bed,
Trista?"

She flushed. 'l didn't say that!"

'No, and I'm not going to. Come on, I'll get yoacket for you.'

She wondered if he would have been as circumspiéitiany other girl.
‘Are you frightened of my father?' she asked adrbee her home.
'‘No. And I'm not frightened of you, either,' helreg.

'Oh, that's right,’ she said. '"You think I'm a neater, don't you?"

He laughed. 'A baby one. Tell me, if | had suggksteoving to my
bedroom, what would you have done?’

'‘Asked you to take me home,' she answered promipbiying devoutly it
was true.

'Well, then, you've got exactly what you wantedvérét you?' he pointed
out, leaving her with nothing to say.

On their next date he took her to Antonia's homes\va, comfortable family
dwelling on the outskirts of Hamilton, centre oétlush farming region of
the Waikato. Antonia and Ken ran some cattle ae@glon a small block of
land, but Ken also worked as an accountant indva t Their house was on
a gentle rise with a view of the river which gake tegion its name, a broad,
placid sweep of dark green water overhung withomif and native trees.
Although it was late autumn, they were enjoying ooé those
last-of-the-summer days that sometimes persistedviinter, and Trista
was bare-legged and wearing a light dress, witlardigan casually tied
about her shoulders in case it was needed.



‘This is nice,’ she commented, as she admired ithe with Pierce and

Antonia from a broad veranda built out from theimigharea and securely
fenced on account of the children. They were hawaofijee after lunch,

relaxing on canvas chairs while Ken put Shane dfmw@an afternoon nap
and Kirsten played happily in a large sandpit comer of the garden.

'Yes, we find it restful," Antonia agreed. 'But sotclose that | have to worry
about the children, thank goodness."

Kirsten called to her mother to admire her handkwior the sandpit, and
Antonia moved to the rail. 'Yes, darling, that'sdly!" she said with warm
admiration, adding for the benefit of the adulteyd knows what it is.’

'Do you worry about them a lot?' Trista asked asoAia turned to them
again. 'l mean, there are so many things that oamgng, aren't there?' Her
eyes were on the little girl, happily shovellingndanto a lopsided heap.

‘There certainly are. But you could go crazy wargyabout all of them. One
takes normal precautions, like good fences anddmeds, and keeping the
kettle cord really short. We have the hot watemédrdown so it won't scald,
and a stove guard so they can't pull pots dowrhemselves . . . Lord, |

could go on! You make me realise how much havinglen changes your

life." She grimaced. 'Still, | wouldn't be withahem—most of the* time.'

You're lucky,' Trista said.
'Yes, we are. Both of them are basically healtlay,the odd tummy turn,
and | suppose when Kirsten goes to school we cpeotxhicken pox and a

few other unpleasant but non-fatal diseases.’

Trista said, looking down at the sandpit again,uWamiss her when she
goes to school.’

'Yes, | will, actually. They're a lot of work, atidey certainly tie you down,
but in my maternal moods | think it must be awfultant children and not
be able to have them.’

‘There's adoption,' Pierce suggested.



'Yes, but that's not so easy these days. Lotglsfigho might have given up
their babies for adoption are keeping them nowor..having abortions
instead.’

'l don't suppose it's quite the same as having goun, either,’ Pierce said.

Trista, who had been watching Kirsten, turned tm.hiDo you think
adoptive parents don't feel the same about thdaren?'

'Fm not really qualified to comment. | just thinknmust be different,” he
answered. 'Especially for a mother.’

'Yes," Antonia said. 'But there's certainly no lafklove in the adopted
families | know. Of course, is different for the mother. For nine months
before they were born | was bonding with my baltiesy were a part of me.
An adoptive mother has to start nine months laté] guess they make up
for it by wanting a child so much.'

Trista turned the cup in her hands, absently watrthie play of the sunlight
on the remaining liquid in the bottom.

'It must be horrendous for the natural mother, ¢fpyparting with her baby,’
Antonia added, her eyes darkening with compasdi@ouldn't do it. Now
they have open adoptions, don't they?' she aslkedeRiWhere the parents
meet the mother, and let her know about the childigress. It's better, I'm
sure. Less cruel.

Pierce said doubtfully, 'Some legal people andataeorkers think the old
way might be better in the long run. For the chaldyway. Contact can lead
to problems later, the child having divided loyadti the natural mother
fixating on the child instead of getting on withr tiée.'

'Oh, but—" Antonia paused as a plaintive littleceoarose from the sandpit.

'Mummee! It won't standp.’

‘Try again, darling!" she called. To Pierce shd,saiou mean, if the mother
can't let go, can't accept that the child isn'staaty longer . . .?"



'‘Mummee!Kirsten called. 'Please, Mummy! Help me?'

'We're talking, darling," Antonia explained patignt

'In a little while . . '

'I'll go." Trista jumped up.

She put her cup on the table, and Antonia said,yBu haven't finished—"
'It's OK." Trista flashed her a smile. 'I've hadegh.' She disappeared and
seconds later they could see her crossing the,gheskull skirt of her cotton
dress swinging about her legs. She knelt by thdm@grand Kirsten raised

her sand-streaked face to her.

'We've bored her," Antonia said ruefully to hertber. 'She's very young,
isn't she?'

She certainly looked it at the moment, Pierce atwehito himself, watching

Trista kick off her low-heeled, plaited leather gaspand sit on the edge of
the sandpit, pulling up her skirt to show baren&hlegs. A ponytail, tied

with a wide ribbon, swung against her shoulderstein's hair was fixed in

the same style. Trista picked up a small spadebagdn digging in the sand
while Kirsten happily directed her.

‘'Too young for me, you mean?' Pierce asked Antdieawould be thirty in
a few weeks.

‘Are you serious about her?’

"You mean, am | thinking of marriage?'

‘Well, are you?'

He strolled over to the rail, looking down at tlaedpit. Trista was right in it

now, her dress tucked into her panties, hands sbapirapidly growing
mound of sand.



'Don't get me wrong," Antonia said. 'She seemsaemnough kid . . . and of
course, she's lovely to look at.'

'Sometimes,' he said, 'l get the feeling that shpped growing at about
seventeen. She's twenty-one, Toni. A lovely, twentg-year-old kid.'

She didn't even object to his shortening her néoenetimes, he thought
irrelevantly, Antonia looked very like their motheHer eyes were

sympathetic, but she looked slightly botherede 'tiever imagined you'd be
happy with a child-bride," she said frankly. "Yeuhe brightest of us, of our
family. The most ambitious, too. And even when wviare young, you had a
serious streak.'

‘Trista's no fool.'
'No, but ... she doesn't exactly flaunt her ingelfice, does she?’

'She's good at playing the slightly dumb blondmidpect that in some ways
her father encouraged it. He's proud of her acadachievements, but at
the same time, Geoffrey's view of women seemsndathe traditional. He
thinks they should be decorative and not too asserf woman having
brains is fine, but she shouldn't advertise the. flacan't help wondering
what Trista's mother was like.'

'I'd forgotten she's your boss's daughter.’
'l hadn't.

Antonia blinked at him. "You don't mean you'd mangr because of that?'
She didn't believe it, she told herself, not foniaute. The trouble was that,
unlike Charley, who in spite of the greater age gapmed mostly to
understand Pierce, Antonia had always had trouivieidg exactly when
Pierce was teasing her. Although basically resertedhad a sense of
humour that sometimes baffled her.

His expression perfectly serious, he said now, INstie was buck-toothed,
fat and forty, | admit. But it wouldn't be muchahardship, really, as she is.
Even a woman must see that.'



Ken came out with a cup in his hand. 'See what2ishked, glancing with
interest at the partly outraged, partly suspiciexpression on his wife's
face.

‘That a man wouldn't find it too much of a hardstoippe married to Trista.’

'l should say not!" Ken said enthusiasticallys '#Qes since I've seen such a
toothsome little bit of—'

'Ken!'

'Sorry, love," he apologised to his wife, abashésl winked at Pierce. 'I'm
trying to mend my male chauvinist ways.' He lookiedughtful. '‘Are you
going to marry her?"

Pierce shrugged. 'Ultimately, that's up to the Jaslyt it? | haven't asked her
yet.'

A burst of laughter came from the sandpit belovd eoey all looked down
at it. Trista was kneeling with her arm about Karss waist, and Kirsten's
were wound about her neck. They were both gigglimgontrollably.
Whatever it was they had been building had colld@ggin, but neither of
them seemed to mind. Trista suddenly put both abwait the child, and
hugged her close, dropping her head to put hetkchgainst Kirsten's.

Ruefully, Pierce added, 'Antonia thinks it woulddvadle-snatching.’

Kirsten tired of playing in the sand, and wandexegy to ride her tricycle.
Trista sat on the low wooden wall that surroundeel pit, her feet still

half-buried in the stuff, and looked through theeamesh fence down the
long slope, dotted with a few houses and standi®es, to the river.

A shadow fell across her shoulder, and she lookedoufind Pierce
regarding her with an expression that she decidesifaintly disapproving.



'‘Come on,' he said, holding her shoes. 'Would yatb go for a walk?
There's a foot-track we can take to the river.'

'Will I need those?' She took the hand he offeoduketr and stood upright on
the springy grass.

'Part of the way is stony.'
'I'd better wash my feet then, first.'

There was a tap by the short flight of steps tolthek door, and he waited
while she turned the water on her feet. Antoniaetorthe door with a towel
and a small container of baby powder. 'Use thhg'said. 'It'll help your

shoes on afterwards, and get rid of any leftovadsa

Pierce took them from her as Trista sat down orttird step and held out
her hand for the towel. Ken called Antonia fromides and she said,
'‘Coming!" and ran back into the house.

Il do it," Pierce told Trista, seating himseis} below her, and lifting a foot
on to his knee, where he had spread the towel.

He dried both her feet carefully and sprinkleduaicover them, smoothing
it over her toes with his hands, his thumb movimpétween them to brush
away the last grains of sand.

Trista. She watched his hands on her skin, firm geuitle, and tried to
breathe normally. He seemed to be concentratingegnbn her feet, as
efficiently and almost impersonally as if he weesalihg with one of the
children.

He placed her feet side by side on the step, lihediowel from his knees
and shook it out. 'You smell like a baby now," benmented, looking up at
her wryly as he grasped her ankle and slid a sanalher toes.

She waited while he put the other shoe on forTieen he stood up, holding
out his hand.



As she took it and got up, he said, 'Do me a faweilryou?'

Unsure of his mood, not understanding his fainthng- suffering
expression, she stood mutely looking up at him.

‘Let your hair out of that ponytail,” he said. &e.’
She pulled the ribbon off and shook it out. 'Bétter
'Slightly," he answered. 'Shall we go? Unless yaantwhe bathroom first.'

She shook her head, and her hair swung againsshwerdders. 'l should
comb my hair, though.’

'It looks fine. Come on.'

'‘Antonia knows we're going?"

'Yes. | offered to stay and look after the kidslelshe and Ken went out for
a bit, but she told me she's tired, and would tkke down for a while. She

hasn't said anything, but | think she may be pragagain.’

He opened the gate for her, checking that it wapgnty shut behind them.

Trista said, 'Does she want a big family?’

'I've no idea. She's never discussed it with me.'

'l think I'd like a big family. More than one or dyanyway.'

'Didn't you enjoy being an only child?’

'It was all right, | suppose. | know other childrerere jealous sometimes,
because . . . well, because my dad gave me nitleesland toys, and lots of
attention. At least until | went to boarding-schdoad thought it would be

good for me. | suppose it was, and some thinggdyed, like being with

girls of my own age most of the time. I'm stilléndly with a few of them.
But most of the time, hatedit.'



Surprised at the passion in her voice, he slippeara about her shoulders
as they walked at the edge of the road, alongsatebow ditch filled with
ferns and tufts of grass. A bird erupted in a fluf wings from under the
ferns, and flew across their path. Trista staréed, Pierce's hand tightened
on her shoulder.

A herd of cattle in a paddock bordering the patimedrotting to the fence
and hung their heads over the barbed top wiredjpeict the passers-by with
shining blue-black eyes. Trista put a hand outabgpink nose, and the
animal snorted in an offended way and tossed il hiotting off to the
middle of the paddock, followed by the others.

They had to climb a stile to get to the riverbaakd walk over uneven
ground, pitted by hooves and covered in long, ggrgrass. Down near the
water it was easier to walk on, perhaps smoothe@tgnt floods. They sat
under a leafless willow on a long-fallen log andhtemplated the water,
which was almost motionless except for a quietplmg eddy here and
there. Reeds growing near the edge rustled faedlya breeze wended
through them.

Pierce had held her hand to help her over the lpylmehd, and he retained it
in his warm clasp. She was very conscious of hisideeher, of the exact
height of his shoulder in relation to hers, ofiisath stirring her hair when
he turned his head to look at a different parhefview, of the faint scent of
his body, his clothes and his skin, the soap hd,yserhaps an aftershave
lotion.

'Do you use aftershave?' she asked him.

He looked down at her. 'Sometimes. Why? Is thabh#h

'‘No." She looked up at him. He was very close, gtrafelt a sudden wild
urge to pull his head down to hers and make hirs kes..'"No," she repeated
huskily. "You always smell nice.'

‘Thank you, Trista." He turned away from her, comkating the secret

depths of the river, and the lush green grasslandke other side with their
browsing cattle and red-roofed farmhouses.



She looked at the water too, wondering why he h&issed her. She was
sure he must have seen the invitation in her dyes.a moment he had
looked . . . tempted. But apparently the temptatvas easy to resist.

Kisses, even passionate, intimate kisses of the thiat heated her blood,
were only a prelude to the kind of lovemaking si@easingly longed for.
She couldn't help wondering why he didn't ask forenfrom her. Whether,
because of her father, he hesitated to involvetdedeeply. Or whether,
really, he wasn't all that interested, and pretetcekeep their relationship
on a superficial level.

That frightened her, because she knew she wasevath him, terribly,
heedlessly in love for the first time since she Wwasely sixteen and her
hormones had been rioting out of control, bringoeyvildering emotional
needs that she didn't know what to do about, arat #$he had
expected—hoped—never to experience with quiteithahsity again. She
wanted him as she had never wanted any man befeee, her very first
love, who now seemed a poor fish indeed, compargdRierce.

Unable to bear his nearness any longer, she gandpwalked along the
bank a little way, stopping when she reached a witle branches that
overhung the water, preventing her from going fxtfierce watched her.
She could feel his eyes on her. She clutched aire, lwwhippy branch,
running her fingers along the little nodes thasjming would unfold new
green leaves. A wisp of smoke rose from the chinofegne of the houses
across the river.

After a while Pierce came to join her. 'What ar@ Yaoking at?' he asked
her.

‘Nothing. I'm thinking.'
'Deep, dark thoughts to match the river?' he eeddightly.
Impatiently, she turned on him. 'I'm not a chilégree!"

His eyes narrowed a little, slipping over her. 'Mou're not," he drawled. 'l
had noticed that, in spite of what my sister says.'



'‘Antonia? What did she say?'

‘That you're a nice kid. She thinks I'm too oldyou.'

'It's none of her business!'

‘True,' he acknowledged. 'But that's one of thevbdeeks ofnot being an
only child. My sisters do tend to take somethingaof interest in my
love-life, I'm afraid.’

'‘Am | your love-life, Pierce?"

After the briefest hesitation, he answered, 'Atrtf@ment.’

With an effort, she lifted her chin high, kept Hace from crumpling in
disappointment. 'l see.’

'Do you, indeed?' He was searching her eyes, & $mnking in his. It wasn't
an unkind smile, but it irked her, all the same.

‘Let me know when you find my successor, won't ygh@ asked.
‘Trista,' he chided her, 'don't be silly"

'l suppose,’ she said, ‘it won't be a "kid" nawret It'll be a woman—and you
won't stop at kisses with her--'

He said, Trista!' and caught at her arms, giviagd little shake. 'Stop it,
you little idiot.’

Trista took a deep, shaking breath. Pulling awaynfhim, she gave him a
blind, brilliant smile. 'Sorry!" she said. 'l gudgyot a little carried away. Do
youthink that I'm too young for you?'

'Frequently.’

She looked at him consideringly. 'It's not suchgagap.'



‘Nearly nine years.'

‘That's nothing. Lots of couples have a biggerdiffjerence.’
'l know. It isn't so much a matter of age . . .'

‘Then | don't know what it is. My father . . .’

'Yes?' he encouraged her as she hesitated.

'My father would be thrilled to bits, if we were mad—you know that,
don't you?'

'Yes, | do know that.'

'He . .. he could do you a lot of good, couldn lifeyou . .. if he wanted.
They'll probably make him a judge soon.’

Pierce nodded. 'Yes, they probably will. It's cetiaexpected before long.’
'He said you'd want to be a Queen's Counsel some da

'Most barristers have that ambition.’

'‘Well, he could help. Couldn't he?'

'Very probably. What are you trying to say, Trista?

She looked him full in the eyes. 'My father wanést@ get married.’

'‘And you?' he asked. 'Do you want us to get ma?tied

She swallowed, feeling her cheeks beginning to danhshe wouldn't look
away. She wished she could read what was in his. ¢l wasn't laughing
now. He looked intent and grave, but there was stumg else there, too,
something that might have been surprised admiratte hoped it was,

because she didn't see any love, any passionpginy\yvhat she was saying.
'Yes,' she said. 'l. . . would like that.'



He smiled then, but she was still tense, prayimag e wasn't going to snub
her, one part of her brain appalled at what shedeasy, laying her heart on
the line for a man, something she had sworn newer, to do.

'I'm ... glad,' he said, 'that you think so mucimaf. But would you be happy
with a husband who had married you for what he ccadt out of your
father?'

Trista closed her eyes. She had insulted him. @fssohe wouldn't marry

her. He didn't love her enough for that. He hadradf affection for her, and

she could arouse his passion to a certain poinif had never been enough
to make him lose his head. Her father had throwrahkim, and he wanted
to please Geoffrey, so he had asked her out agasbetter judgement, but
there must be limits. A man like Pierce would hamlarry just to advance

his career.

But she wanted so desperately not to lose him.c8h&l have made him
love her, she thought. She could. Without hope,astssvered his question.
'Yes,' she said, opening her eyes, meeting hisiadas, if the man is you.
And," she added, playing her trump card, it woltlde only for that, would

it?"

Her gaze challenged him, and his mouth quirked, N admitted. 'It
wouldn't be only for that.'

'Well, then?'

He gazed at her in silence, and she felt like seregat him to put her out of
her suspense.



CHAPTER EIGHT

GEOFFREYVvery nearly beamed at the news. He enfolded Tinstahug and
almost reduced Pierce's hand to jelly. Charley eesatic, her parents
quietly pleased; Ken had been frankly delighted amdonia, trying to
swallow her doubts, had kissed Trista's cheek andratulated her brother
with as warm a smile as she could muster. Thereanast of laughter in
Pierce's eyes as he thanked her.

Geoffrey insisted on an engagement party, heldierc®s birthday. Pierce
had bought Trista a ring, a square- cut emeraldkéld by two small
diamonds, which she showed proudly to anyone wh@®dsShe was
wearing a shimmering dress that appeared greeilver depending on the
light. It exposed a lot of leg and made her resenabhaiad, with her hair
loose and brushed to a smooth sheen except fauttiag ends. Her eyes
sparkled and her hands moved gracefully as shedal®ometimes she
would shake back the shining fall of hair, laughiNgw and then she cast a
sideways glance at her new fiance, a look bothgarative and proprietary.
Once when he was talking to a rather attractivengosmoman she came up
to him silently to hook her hand into his arm. Béeslid his hand into hers
and stood lightly holding it while he carried oresging.

Pierce found himself receiving odd looks from yountple guests,
compounded of varying degrees of envy, respecsgmgathy. He accepted
their formal congratulations with equanimity.Whdme tparty was over,
Geoffrey discreetly left them alone. Trista sedtetself on a long sofa and
leaned back on the cushions. 'Come and sit dotwn jnwited Pierce, lifting
a hand to him.

He was near the door, after saying goodnight tafi@s and for a moment
he didn't move. Trista dropped her hand. 'Whaéahatter?'

He smiled then. 'Just admiring the view.'
She glanced down at her dress. 'Do you like it?"

'Very much. Didn't | tell you that you look beaut?' He walked towards
her.



'Yes, but actions speak louder than words.' Shehsasa seductive peep
from under her lashes.

Halting before the sofa, he laughed softly, shakirsghead. ‘Trista, you are
incorrigible!

Trista jumped up. 'Don't laugh at me!" she stornaed, turned to leave him.
Pierce snatched her wrist. 'Hey!

He spun her to face him and, furious, she raisedrbe hand, a closed fist
thudding hard against his chest.

He captured that hand too, and, when she triedilcapvay, clipped them
both behind her. She whipped her head to one aitehe said, '‘Come on,
Trista. It's what you want.'

She set her teeth and stubbornly tried to wriggle ad his hold, but he
tightened his grip and said again, '‘Come on!’

Still she wouldn't face him. He bent his head, amllips feathered her
cheek. Trista . . . It's what | want, too," he sydred.

She turned her head until her eyes met his, heesgjon still mutinous. He
wasn't smiling now. His gaze dropped to her motkr. lips parted, and
briefly his eyes glittered again into hers, befbeebent slowly to take her
mouth under his.

| love him, she thought, oh, how | love him! befate whole world
disintegrated into little spinning pieces of lightyd she was swept into the
vortex.

Her head bent back under the searching presstnis ofouth, and she tried
to free her hands. Finding them still imprisondtk gave a little moan of
protest, and he shifted his grip, cradling her hedds palms, his fingers in
her hair. Her arms went round him, her hands uhdejacket, feeling the
warmth of his skin beneath the white shirt.



Without breaking the kiss, he took her down orhdofa with him, lifting
her legs across his knees as he pressed her baioktate cushions in one
corner. His hand skimmed her breast, and she aratrsdIf against him and
tugged impatiently at his shirt, trying to fredridm his trousers.

He groaned suddenly, and sat up, pulling her dmgdap and holding her
head against his shoulder.

She could feel the rise and fall of his chest.Hesathing was as fast as hers,
she noted with satisfaction. His voice deep andkthine said, 'You're a
temptress, my darling.'

Something inside her turned liquid and warm. It W first time he had
called her darling. She lifted her head a littleg @ressed a kiss to his throat.
She could see the hurried beat of a pulse thedesla@ placed her finger on
it. Trailing her finger down to the top button a$lshirt, she deftly flicked it
open, and then undid the next one too.

Pierce caught her hand in his. 'No," he said.

She looked up at him.

‘There's a certain point beyond which it's verficlidt to stop,' he said.

She knew that, of course. Obviously he hadn't gatecanywhere near it.
She said, 'Perhaps | don't want to stop.' Actuatiytheory she had every
intention of waiting for their wedding night, butwas galling that Pierce
seemed always to be the one to call a halt. Just sime would have liked to

be calling the shots.

'I've never fancied a shotgun wedding, myself. Amdemaking on a sofa
doesn't have a great deal to recommend it.'

'Have you tried it often?' She looked him in theey

Pierce smiled slightly. 'Often enough to know | ddike it much.'



He had released her hand, and her finger fiddl¢adl the button she had just
undone. 'l want to ask you something,' she said.

'What?'

'Dad asked you to come early tonight, so that yaudould talk while | was
getting ready.’

‘Yes.'
'What did you talk about?"

"You, mostly. He wanted to ensure that his ewe |larab going into good
hands, | think. He offered some financial assistatocsee us into a nice
home, if | wanted it. I'm afraid | said no.’

'Did you?' She looked up.
He smiled. 'Surprised?’

Trista shook her head. Accepting money was a figrént from expecting
career assistance from his father- in-law, she esggh 'I'm glad you said
no, though.’

'Sure? You realise | may not be able to keep ydtedao the manner to
which you're accustomed?’

‘That doesn't matter.' Her father had already wahirer that Pierce's salary
wasn't equal to his, and that she mustn't expeuttbibe able to provide all
the luxuries that Geoffrey had.

Her eyes returning to the tiny button in her firgeshe said, 'What else did
he say? About me?' Pierce regarded her considgriagt she raised her
eyes again to his. 'What?' she insisted.

Geoffrey had said, 'I'm afraid I've spoiled her but she's a good girl. A
little wayward, I'll grant, and she can be rematkaubborn. Accustomed
to getting her own way, | warn you, but I'm sureiYidandle that. If you'd



known her as a child—she was lovely, really lovélygreat comfort to me
after my wife . . . Basically she has a very swestire." He had cleared his
throat. 'l know she's a bit of a flirt. With heoks, | suppose it's only natural
to ... trade on them a bit. But she's been broughtith a sound moral sense.
She'll settle down, I'm sure.’

Pierce certainly wasn't going to repeat all that. 3aid, 'Nothing | didn't
already know.'

'‘Nothing?' She searched his eyes.

Pierce smiled. 'Nothing," he assured her. 'No dadtets of your past. He
didn't even show me a nude baby photo,’ he teasedas direly
disappointed.’

She dropped her hand to her lap, curling it tohrenthumb over the smooth
nails. 'You don't know everything about me,' shid.sa

'l don't suppose | do. No doubt we'll both lealntaabout each other, once
we're married. It's part of the charm of wedded%lthey tell me.

She took a deep breath. 'There are things you npgéfter to know
beforehand,’ she said. 'For instance, no mattet wi@ession my father
gave you, you're not getting a virgin bride . orrg.'

'l didn't really expect it,' he said evenly. ‘tlan't have the right to, for one
thing.'

Determinedly, she opened her mouth again, staitirsqy, 'But | . . .'

Pierce put a finger across her lips. 'I've no ititenof telling you all about
my past loves. And | certainly don't expect to htee details of yours.
Forget it. | promise you my total fidelity in thet@ire, and expect yours.
That's all that matters.’

'Some people don't even expect that after marriag@adays,’ she said, as
he removed his constraining finger.



'‘Well, I have some old-fashioned ideas," he told &ed tipped her chin to
hold her eyes with his. There was no laughterémtimow; they were a little
stern. 'OK?"

'Yes,' she said unhesitatingly. Geoffrey had tallceber about Pierce, too.
'He's a solid young man. He has real values amdipies.' She gathered that
his values and principles were ones that her fagshared. Doggedly, she
persisted, 'But . . .’

'‘No buts," Pierce said. His lips came down agairhers, and after a few
moments she slid her arms about his neck and gaveelh up to the
rocketing, dizzy delight of his kiss.

‘Trista would like you to be a bridesmaid,’ Pietalel Charley. 'She wants
you and one of her university friends who's livimgWellington at the

moment, so you'd have most of the work to do, wieat¢éhat entails. She
asked me to sound you out, in case you minded.’

Charley was thrilled. 'l don't mind at all!"

The wedding was going to be a big affair, Piercéld¢see, and he resigned
himself to it. Geoffrey was unstoppable. Trista hesked Pierce if he

wouldn't rather have something more modest by Wagkebration, but he

said tolerantly, '"You're his only daughter. He vgatd give you a proper

wedding with all the trimmings. Let's not spoifatr him.'

"You'll go along with anything Dad suggests, thes® asked.

Pierce shrugged. 'l don't mind keeping him happyeks you have a rooted
objection to a big wedding?'

'Oh, no!" she said, with the faintest hint of irotinat he appeared not to
notice. 'Whatever you and Dad decide is fine.'



Charley threw herself into the preparations witstguThe wedding was to
be in spring, and Charley and Trista's Aunt Hesesmed determined to
make it the event of the season. Pierce discovtrad Trista had few

relatives. Hester, Geoffrey's only sister, wasdtbgs, and they had lost
touch with her mother's family after she had died.

'What's happened to your feminist principles?'¢@d¢eased Charley, when
after spending a day in the city she had spreativinig-room carpet with
bridal magazines and samples of materials. 'l thbtige New Woman
didn't believe in all this?'

'Romance is coming back,' she assured him. 'Evennigts believe in
marriage if it's a true partnership. You're noingpio be the kind of husband
who thinks he owns his wife, are you?'

'Heaven forbid," Pierce said politely. 'l promise he a truly liberated
husband.’

'Well, you can cook anyway.' Charley, having bew®an bheneficiary of his
culinary skills, knew what she was talking abofihd this place,’ she added,
giving the flat a cursory inspection, 'doesn't seéeorbad for a bachelor pad.
You're quite house-trained, really, aren't you?"'

'Probably more so than Trista,' he suggested.

'Oh!" She had clearly not thought of that. 'Theyena housekeeper, don't
they? Well, you're not to go all male and horrilbl€rista turns out to be no

good at that sort of thing.'

'l wouldn't dream of it. And she can cook.'

Charley sat back on her heels, clutching a piatfieeretinue of bridesmaids
dressed, as far as Pierce could see, like faieyttalkmaids. 'Pierce,’ she

said hesitantly, 'yoare in love with Trista, aren't you?"

Pierce, lounging in one of the rust-brown armchagmained poker-faced,
his eyes slightly narrowed. 'What's brought thi®'dre asked. Charley and



Trista had been close lately, what with the weddingparations and the
similarity in their ages.

‘Nothing," Charley said hastily. 'It's just thansgtimes you seem . . . distant.
And she seems . . . well, a little desperate. Okndw it's none of my
business, but | don't like to see Trista hurting .

'What makes you think she is?'

Charley bit her lip. 'Intuition, | suppose. Dordugh." She gazed at him
earnestly, a little flushed, but he wasn't laughiig gaze had sharpened as
he waited for her to go on.

In a little rush, she said, 'l know she baits yohese sharp-edged little
remarks she makes sometimes, that dsgeimto be anything more than
teasing, even while she's hanging on your armwvngjiyou one of those

come-hither looks of hers that make Mum positi@lsh. It's because she's
unsure of you, Pierce.’

'Did she say that?' he enquired.

'No\ She hasn't said anything to me. But... you dait'tnauch as though
you're head-over-heels, Pierce. And it i$ait to marry a girl if you don't
love her.’

Pierce contemplated her thoughtfully. Charley wasstantly surprising
him. 'Lots of marriages are contracted for otheasoms than being
head-over-heels, as you put it. Maybe that isndtwhista needs from me.’

Charley frowned in a troubled way.

'Don't worry about it, infant,’ Pierce urged, leapiover to ruffle her hair.
'No one on the outside can really know a lot alioeitrelationship between a
man and a woman.' He stood up. 'How about a Igsbtaoffee? Trista and
| are out househunting again tomorrow, and | needaaly night.'



He had been surprised at Trista's preferencesiuhed out to like big,
roomy houses with lots of outdoor space, and ifeheere trees her eyes
would light up.

"You like trees?' he asked her.

'‘Don't you?'

‘Well, yes. They're not a top priority, though.'

'l think they're important,” she said. 'Childrervdotrees—to climb, and
swing from, and make tree-houses . . . and all'tela¢ added lamely, her

cheeks flushing as she met his amused eyes.

'You're really taking this marriage business salyguaren't you?' he asked
her.

'It is serious, isn't it?’

'Yes, but it's early days yet to be thinking of sgs and tree-houses.’

"You do want children, don't you, Pierce? You'rdudly good with them.'’
'Yes, of course | want children," he assured IiBart I'm not in a tearing
hurry. Are you? | can't imagine you wanting to teeltdown to babies too
soon.'

She said vaguely, 'l thought we should be lookimggal, that's all.’

'OK," he agreed. 'We'll look ahead. You like thisce?"

'Yes. | know it needs some work, but we—you coufdrd that, couldn't
you?'

'We could," he said firmly. 'I'll get someone taech it over, and then we'll
see.'



They were invited to the McGregors' for dinner.rBgewatched, intrigued,
as Trista took the baby in her arms andfor fiveutes seemed oblivious to
everyone else in the room.

‘You're not listening, Trista!' he accused her wiagrthe third time she had
answered an absent, 'Mm," to something Calum hdd sa

'Oh, sorry." She flushed guiltily, and Calum laugih@ust wanted to know if
you'd like a sherry," he repeated. 'Or somethisg.el

Trista declined, her eyes on the baby. 'No, tha@ks.look, she's smiling at
me!’

Jennifer, having inspected her with great solemihiggl apparently decided
she was a friend.

Calum shook his head. 'The girl's besotted,’ hd Rierce sorrowfully.
'We'll get no sense out of her for the next twentgutes. They take some
women like that.'

On their way home, Pierce said to her, 'You likbibs.'

'l haven't actually had much to do with them."’

Pierce grinned. 'That was obvious the first tima ywet Jennifer. You seem
to have got over your nervousness with her, though.

'She's lovely," Trista said wistfully. 'Isn't she?"
'I'm afraid they're all much of a muchness to f&fce apologised.
'Oh, you won't say that when you have one of yaun.b

'So my friends keep telling me." He cast her aousisideways glance.
'Funny, you certainly didn't strike me as a girlaithgo gaga over babies.’

'I'm not gaga!' she snapped. 'Jennifer happensta particularly sweet
baby. And maybe you're not really such a greatguafgcharacter.



Pierce's brows went up. 'Sorry! It was just a pagsemark.' Changing the
subject, he asked, 'What are you going to do wibhrself after the

wedding? At the moment, | gather the preparatioispgdanning are taking a
good deal of your time." 'I'll have the house teedar. Decorating and so
on.'

'It should pretty well be all done by the time wewva in," he said. 'You'll get
bored, | should think.'

'Do you want a working wife?'

'l don't particularly care, one way or the othevaint a happy wife. | thought
you'd want a job to occupy your time, if nothingeel

'Mrs Kemp says that housekeeping properly is atiiulé job.'
"Well, she should know. But ... is that what yount®a

'l have a lot to learn.’

Pierce chuckled.

'What?' Trista demanded, rather suspicious.

‘Just something Charley said. Well, when the ngus#ars off, we'll work
something out between us.'

'‘By then we might . . .'

'We might . . . what?'

'We might have a baby. That would certainly keepoungy!"

It would indeed," Pierce answered cheerfully. t'Jrsnember that a
five-minute cuddle with Jennifer at her best, athed and ready for bed,

doesn't give you any idea of how much work is seVolved in being the
mother of an infant.’



'You're not a latent paedophile, are you?' Triktat at him.

She might have succeeded in shocking him, she hdpedt shocked, he
was certainly surprised. The car slowed as his brawent up. 'l beg your
pardon?’

'l asked...
'Yes, | heard. Why?'

'‘Because you seem determined to keep treating theagh I'm a child. I'm
twenty-one, not twelve, and if I'm old enough tormggou, I'm certainly old
enough to have children by you. And | do know tigihg a mother isn't just
one long, wonderful picnic.'

The car picked up speed, but only for a few minutés drove into a side
street, parked and turned to her, unclipping has-belt, and hers. 'All right,’
he said. 'Fair comment. One of the things an erdyagaple should work
out, | suppose, is when they plan to start themilia So . . . how soodo
you want to start?'

1. .. well, if you want to wait, that's OK. Bobt too long, please?'
'‘But your choice would be . . .?"

'l don't care. As soon as ... it happens.' Almestcély, she said, Want
children, Pierce. | want laaby.’

He stared at her thoughtfully. 'Even though you iagou've had very little
to do with them?’

'Until I met you. | love Kirsten, Pierce. And Shawoé course. You do, too.
Don't you envy your sister and Ken?"'

‘Not wildly, no. Part of the charm of my niece amephew is that | can
always hand them back to their parents when I'cedrough. Don't look
like that," he added, as Trista swallowed her gisapgment. 'We'll have our
own, or course we will. 1 just didn't know you wedyeaking your neck for



it. Most couples prefer a little time to adjusetch other first." Unable to see
her averted face, he asked, 'Has seeing Jenndagbt this on?"

'‘No!" She looked up at him. "It isn't something ltlecided on the spur of the
moment. Honestly." She added, 'Dad would love andypfaild . . .
grandchildren. We're his only chance.'

A faint frown appeared between his brows. Tell soenething,’ he said.
'Did you . . . decide to marry me just so thatuldagive you a baby?'

Her gaze was wide and innocent. 'No more," she $hah you decided to
marry me just because Dad could get you made a Guéennsel.’

His mouth quirked. 'Well,' he said, 'that's putimeny place.’

'Maybe you needed it," Trista said tartly.

'Peace.’ He bent and kissed her lightly on the lipgpologise for treating
you like a juvenile. | know you're not, really. Bshmetimes you look so

damned young that | forget.'

'Don't you like the way | look, then?' she askedlpereverting to her usual
manner.

Pierce grinned. 'Don't fish, brat. I'm taking yaante.



CHAPTER NINE
PIERCE turned to watch his bride walk up the asieher father's arm.

She was preceded by the two bridesmaids in pin#, Kinrsten looking
important in a long organdie dress like candy-floss

He was glad Trista wasn't wearing a veil, becagsthbught he had never
seen anything quite so lovely. She had put herumibut not too severely;
there were rather endearing little tendrils appdyeescaping from the
topknot that was encircled with tiny palest pinkebuds. Her dress had the
merest hint of pink about it too, deepening infiiids of the full skirt. She
looked demure and very slightly frightened, andimded as she reached his
side, silently reassuring her.

He took her hand in a firm clasp as they stoodreetfoe minister. Charley
deftly removed Trista's small bouquet at the righte and, when the
ceremony was completed, adjusted the bride's staantfor their progress
down the aisle. Pierce gave her a quick smile sivedyrinned back. She had
been the first to embrace them both when they weesign the register. He
had to stop being surprised at her efficiency, érainded himself, stop
thinking of her as his baby sister. She was theesage, very nearly, as his
wife.

Who still looked a bit tense, he saw as they redi¢he door and stopped
while the official photographer arranged the brida&rty for the
photographs. He tightened his grip on her hand.rlght?' he asked her
quietly.

She looked up and nodded. The photographer cdiedle, please!" and she
obeyed. Pierce, too, went through the motionsedhsed an age before they
were free to enter the car Geoffrey had hired,san$ide into seats covered
with slippery white satin.

'Relax,’ he advised her, and put an arm abouthwarders.

She rested her head against him, sighing. 'Telllhmeever have to do this
again.’



'I've certainly no intention of allowing it.'
'We've still got the reception to go through.’
'Is it such an ordeal?’

'Yes. Why didn't we just run away? Elope?'

'‘Because it would have broken your father's heartl deprived your aunt
and my young sister of many hours of enjoyment.’

She sat up. 'Yes. I'd forgotten that,' she saidd iéavy irony.
'Wait until it's Charley's turn," he suggested.uYsan get your own back.’

Somewhat to his relief, she laughed then. When &neyed at the reception

grounds and had to endure more posing for photbgreghe seemed to be
actually enjoying herself, helping the photograpteempose Kirsten, and

cuddling close to her so that Antonia, wearingad-ggreen maternity dress,
could get an informal shot of the two of them tbget

'‘One with you too, Pierce," Antonia ordered, andlleged with good grace,
only muttering just for Trista's ears. 'My sisterein Fuhrer!"'which made
her laugh, and Antonia, satisfied, called, 'Ohresagshot!’

Trista caught her husband's eye and threatendaddolwk into giggles.

'‘Come on,' he said sternly, determined to forestajl manifestation of
regrettably juvenile tendencies in his bride imtrof her elder sister-in-law.
"You need a glass of wine and some food. You'rengglight-headed.’

She felt more than light-headed later that nigtitemthey had been shown
to the honeymoon suite of a top hotel. At the réoeshe had drunk quite a
lot of the excellent champagne Geoffrey had pravifite their guests. But

by the time she had showered and talcumed herdadigressed herselfin a
low-necked black lace nightgown, dabbed some perfbehind her ears



and brushed her teeth and her hair, the pleasamiizzy feeling had
dissipated, leaving her alternately apprehensivk bt with a breathless
excitement.

Pierce was sitting by the window when she emergiedjacket slung over
the back of the chair, his shirt undone. He hachegdehe curtains a little and
was looking out at the city lights. The room waghhup, and the view
unobstructed. She saw the bed had been turned down.

When he heard her come in he looked at her, andakliehis eyes crinkle
before his mouth quirked in a smile. 'l thought twhivas traditional," he
remarked, inspecting her rather thoroughly.

'Do you mind?' She hoped he wasn't disappointddoH sickly in white.
Besides, its . . . kind of insipid.’

'l don't mind. You look . . . fabulous. And verydsetive.'

She said, 'That was the idea.' Annoyingly, heretiad turned husky, with a
slight crack in it.

Pierce's smile deepened as he stood up.

She wanted to fling herself into his arms and bley head against his
shoulder, but nerves rooted her to the spot. Silig,told herself. It wasn't as
if it was the first time . . .

He walked slowly towards her. The blatant admiratohis eyes gave her a
little confidence, and she managed a smile, ndequp to the standard of
the one that generally brought men to her feet.

"You're lovely," he said. The back of his hand tedt her cheek, stroked
down her neck to her shoulder, and followed thereakline, resting lightly
against her breast.

Trista instinctively raised her own hand and caugsin it.



Pierce smiled. Lifting their linked hands, he kg$er fingers, still holding
her eyes, with a quizzical expression in his.

'‘Are you nervous?' he asked her, surprised.
'I've never been married before.’

‘Neither have |, he said. 'Tired?"

She could say she was . . .

She swallowed. 'No, not really. Not now.'

'‘Good." He sounded crisp and decisive. He kissefohehead briefly, then
led her over to the chair he had vacated and gatdwn in it. His lips
brushed her cheek, slid lightly over her mouthhte other cheek. Then he
straightened, crossed to the door and switchedhefimain light. A lamp
with a rose-coloured shade on the bedside tableowalsm. He took a dark
robe from the foot of the bed, and said. 'Don't emdwon't be long.’

She watched him close the bathroom door, and tiveied her attention to
the view.

She didn't look round when he came out ten minlattes. The carpet was
too thick for her to hear him walking across itf Bbhe knew when he was
standing behind the chair, and her breath quickened

He moved her hair aside with his fingers, and @medss lips to her nape.
His hand caressed her neck and her shoulder, tnmsttislipping under the
thin strap of the nightgown and moving back andhfoHis lips were
warmon her shoulder, and she tipped back her hehd placed a kiss in the
hollow of her neck.

He lifted his head and whispered in her ear, @rist . are you ready for
bed?’



She nodded, her eyes closed.

His other hand took hers where it lay in her lapg] be drew her up into his
arms. She raised her mouth blindly for his kisgl aret it with passionate
abandon. When his gentleness broke and his lipanfechard and
searching, she shivered in anticipation.

Pierce drew back, breathing hard. His thumb feathacross her lips. 'All
right?' he asked, his voice low.

'Yes. Pierce ..." she whispered back, clingingino, lner body on fire under
the film of lace, absorbing the heat of his. 'l wgou!'

She heard the fierce intake of his breath, feibat "You are stunning,’ he
said soberly, his hand stroking her shoulder, skimgnon down her arm.
'Quite stunning. Come on, darling, let's go to bed.

'Yes,' she murmured. 'Please.’

He picked her up in his arms and carried her thesteort steps to it.

They travelled south the next day, stopping foctluat Roturua, looking out

over a vista of steaming hot pools at Whakarewarewd catching a good

view of Pohutu geyser in eruption being snapped bysload of Japanese
tourists.

'Want to walk round?' Pierce asked her, but Te&i@ok her head. She had
seen it all before.

'l actually prefer the lakes,' she said, 'althowdlen | was a child, of course,
the boiling mudpools fascinated me. | remembergiragDaddy back to the
"frog-pond" down there sevferal times. | was neadyvinced those spurts
of mud plopping about in it were really frogs.' €f@hg the smile in his eyes,
she added drily, 'l've grown out of that.'



They were heading for the largest lake of all, tiland sea right in the
centre of the island, that the Maori had named daup-a-Tia, 'the Great
Cloak of Tia', after its discoverer, who had sleptight on its gentle shore.
Now it was called simply Taupo, and at its northermd was a thriving

tourist resort that had taken its name. They pasedgh the township, and
left the rows of motels and hotels along the fooestio drive round the rim
of the lake, eventually arriving at the southerd @md a smaller, quieter
settlement that nevertheless boasted a luxury.hotel

The lake was almost on the doorstep, and furthethssas the high, snowy
peak of Ruapehu. According to legend the beauRfidpehu had once been
married to the majestic mountain, Taranaki, but wagithful to him with
Tongariro, another nearby volcano. After fightingngariro, with much
belching of fire and smoke and flinging of enormbuosilders, one of which
fell into the lake and became an island, Taranakiadted, grieving at his
wife's infidelity, and travelled to the west coalis progress carving a
channel which filled with water and became the Wamug River. Ruapehu,
repenting of her weakness, rejected further adwafroen Tongariro, who
ever since has been smouldering with anger, rumlaimd breathing fire.
Taranaki settled by the sea, and spent long yearisg sorrowfully across
the land at his errant wife from hundreds of mdesy.

Finding the story in one of the tourist pamphletshe hotel lobby, Trista
was entranced, and when they drove out to see Ruap®l Tongariro on
their high tussock plain she looked at them witlv eges.

‘They say that Taranaki will come back to her oag'Ghe told Pierce. 'He's
supposed to give a sign when he's ready.’

'l should hope so,' Pierce said. '"We could do withir warning. That would
be something of an upheaval.’

'Would youcome back?' she asked suddenly. 'If it happengdu®'

He looked at her consideringly. "You're not plagnio run off with a
mountain, are you?'

She couldn't help laughing. But she said, "You kndvat | mean.'



Brows lifted, he asked, 'What do you think?'

"You wouldn't, would you?' she said slowly. "Yougii take a repentant
wife back, but you'd never come to her.’

' hope,’ he said, ‘we're talking theoreticallydhéviay | remind you we're on
our honeymoon?'

'l know,' she said, hooking her arms about his nésmind me again.’

His eyes kindled as he accepted the blatant inmitand kissed her eagerly
parted mouth.

The night after their return home, she invited Gegfand Pierce's parents
and Charley to dinner, serving trout that she amdcB, under the expert
supervision of a fisherman from the hotel, had baug the lake. She had
baked the two fish in foil with butter, herbs antit® wine, having a little
trouble fitting them into the oven. 'Their tailshe told the guests, 'kept
hanging over the dish and getting in the way.' H@vgthe result was worth
the trouble, they all assured her.

Pierce's family left first. As her mother and fathere saying goodnight to
Geoffrey and Trista, Charley plucked at Pierc&s\gt. 'Trista looks happy,’
she murmured, causing him enormous amusement byspbeulative,
wondering glance she cast at him. 'Much more relaxe

'I'm sure that relieves your mind," he said solgmiWhat about me? Or
doesn't my happiness matter?’

'Yes, of course it does! Only you're not . . . \anhble, like Trista.'
'Fat lotyouknow, infant!" He tweaked her hair. His voice voasitering, but

she looked at him searchingly, not sure if she imey a slightly grim
undercurrent.



After they had left, Geoffrey had already kissetster goodbye as Pierce
stood beside hen when he said, '‘By the way, I've wyard of my
appointment to the Bench.'

‘Congratulations,’ Pierce said, shaking his hand.
Trista hugged her father. 'I'm very glad for yom sure you deserve it.'

‘Thank you. It'll mean changes in the firm—you#led another partner to
take some of the load, Pierce. | won't pretendth pleased, though. |
thought a small celebration dinner would be niagtegsoon. I'll want both

of you there, of course.'

"'l come round and help Mrs Kemp with the prepiarss,’ Trista promised.
'Let us know the date.’

By the time Geoffrey's dinner party took place, tlews was common
knowledge, reported in a half-inch of type in trewspapers. There were
twenty people around the table, including the magrand their wives, and
the new partner, a young Maori woman with sleek ¢iair smoothly drawn

back from an oval face of classic beauty.

'She intimidates me," Trista confessed to Piercetlmir way home
afterwards.

'Keita?' Pierce enquired. 'Don't be silly. She aetsially scared stiff of the
lot of us.’

'Scared?' Trista repeated disbelievingly. The yoamger had looked the
picture of poise and confidence, and she had aidflafoie intelligence that
was obvious every time she opened her mouth.

'So she told me.'

'Is that why you spent so much time talking to &féer dinner?' The two of
them had spent half an hour on the sofa chattigether.



'Yes, actually. She's quite young, you know, t@ffered a partnership in a
firm like ours. Still feeling her way. It's all neto her.'

'Yes. Dad said you worked very hard to get therstteeaccept her. Why?'

'She's highly qualified, and it's time we had a vaonm the firm. I'm sure
she'll be an asset to us.'

'She's beautiful, too," Trista said.

'Well, that can be an asset, as well. A bonusppese.’

"You mean, you'd still have wanted her, even ifwhen't so nice to look at?"
'Yes.' He glanced down at her and said, Trista;rgaot jealous, are you?'
Trista shook her head. 'What have | got to be jesatif?’

‘Nothing. And surely you know that. You're not eaca plain Jane
yourself.'

'l told you, I'm not jealous!" And if she were, 3ta thought, it wouldn't be of
the other woman's looks. Pierce, as much as mastliked women to look
nice, but he admired women like Keita, like Glendamen who had the
drive and ambition to become lawyers and doctonslike his sisters.
Antonia had been a dental nurse before she maraled, Charley was
forever talking about her work with the Water Baagyen his mother, a
court stenographer before her marriage, had refaaimd gone back to her
profession when Charley was at college.

Trista had enjoyed her time at university, anddwenputer studies. She was
willing to work and could imagine one day beingemgsted enough to
pursue a career, although she doubted if she wimiltk dedicated as either
Glenda or Keita. But at the moment she had only ameéition, and that
depended not so much on her own dedication to ¢tedrag on the vagaries
of nature.



Antonia's new baby was due after Christmas, bullawember she was
taken to hospital in premature labour, and thevgiid born during that night.

‘The baby's not well," Pierce told Trista, givingy fthe news after talking to
his mother on the telephone. 'It looks as thoughi Wall be in the hospital

for some time. And of course all their plans foving the other two looked
after are shot to pieces. Ken intended to takédlisays when Antonia was
due. He and my mother are trying to arrange somegttlise now.'

'We could take them," Trista suggested. 'I'd lavéobk after them. You
wouldn't mind, would you?'

'Of course | wouldn't mind. But two small childreme-you think you could
manage?'

Antonia had some doubts too, which she express@&letwe, rather than
Trista, but Ken, relieved at the offer of helpdtdler not to fuss. "The kids
know Pierce and Trista, they'll enjoy having dditholiday. And I'm sure
Trista can cope as well as anyone. She adoreslibéni

Except for anxiety about Antonia and the new bahbysta thoroughly
enjoyed herself, although she found she was titettheaend of the day.
Having two little ones in the house kept her camdity busy, but she loved
it. Antonia had written ~lown detailed instructioas to the care and feeding
of infants, and Trista soon established a routimé@r to the one they were
accustomed to at home. She got up before Pierdewhan he came in for
breakfast he would find her supervising them wthiey ate their cereal, at
the same time that she set a place for him. Inetrenings she fed the
children and put them to bed, sometimes prevaupgn him to read them a
story while she tidied up the inevitable mess timeyle, and within the hour
she would be placing dinner before him and sitbpgosite looking fresh
and groomed.

'l don't know how you do it," he said once, andfEriblatently smirked.



'You expected me to be frazzled and bedraggled, yaals burnt and your
washing not done,' she accused him.

'‘Not bedraggled,’ he protested. 'But a bit harggsethaps.'

'‘Well, I'm not. Mind you, they're good kids. Andrkien helps with her little
brother. She's very sweet to him. And really logkiorward to the new
baby.'

'‘Antonia made a point of preparing her for Shaae’s/al. | expect she's
done the same this time."

The children were allowed to visit their motherauple of times, and peep
through glass at the baby. On the way home, th@pered Trista with
guestions which she fielded deftly, and Pierce dearea sideways glance of
surprised respect.

'Did you ever think of working with children?' hekad her.

'No.'

Surprised at her abruptness, he looked askance.

'My father wanted me to be a teacher,’ she said.lI'8idn't fancy it.'

‘Not even kindergarten teaching?'

'No." She changed the subject.

When at last the hospital said their little sistes well enough to go home
with her mother, Trista was loath to let them go.

"You look quite bereft," Pierce teased her, theaftey they had delivered the
children home. 'lI've become used to seeing you avithild in your arms, or
on your knee.'

''ve got used to it, too," she said, adding wistfuDo you think it will be
long before we have one of our own?'



'It's early days yet,' Pierce advised her. 'l thugu might change your
mind when you found out what it's really like, tvixpiour hours a day.’

'l know you did. You still don't believe | know whiém doing, do you?' she
asked, with a hint of anger. 'Sometimes | think yeally don't want a
family!"

'I've told you | do," he said, drawing her into hrsns. 'Give it time. We've
hardly been married two months.'

Pierce suggested they give a party for the membetsis firm before
Christmas. Traditionally one of the partners eaiadd the rest at the end of
the year, not just for the partners, but includihg junior clerks and
secretaries as well. 'And as I've recently acquaretew home and a new
wife, | think they expect it to be me this yeag'tbld Trista.

She grimaced a little, but said, 'OK. With a bu#fet

'‘Can you manage it?'

'Of course.’

"You could get in some help, if you like." He knthat, while she had played
hostess for Geoffrey often enough, Mrs Kemp hacdoast of the cooking
and serving.

'I'll manage,’ Trista insisted, and he shruggedsad,

'Well, let me know if there's anything | can do.’

She prepared carefully, determined that the foazlilshbe quite superb,
planning a menu that she could largely cook a dagad and add the
finishing touches to just before putting the disbeghe buffet-table.



The night before, she had the refrigerator stagkdtdmysterious bowls and

dishes, and Pierce remarked appreciatively onrttezasting smells in the
kitchen.

'Don't touch!" she said sternly as he opened tloe dicthe refrigerator. 'It's

all for the party.' She had an apron about hertwamg was busy at the sink,
washing up the last of the pots and dishes sheusad, because the
dishwasher was already full.

'What, all of it?" he asked plaintively.

'Don't touch!" she repeated. 'You've had dinner.'

Pierce sighed, closed the door and picked up toteal, coming to help her.
"You sound as though you're talking to Kirsten,5hl.

'Sorry'

He laughed, and leaned over to kiss her nape, whesqgs of hair were

escaping from the knot she had pinned up to keeptibf the way. 'Never
mind." He put down the bowl he was drying, andedsbe tea-towel on to
the drying rack, shifting to stand behind her witk arms about her waist,
his lips nuzzling at her nape again.

'Pierce!" she said breathlessly. 'I'm busy . . .'

'I'm hungry,’ he growled. His teeth gently nipped skin.

Trista placed a dripping wooden spogn on the r&i&rce . . ." Helplessly,
she leaned against him. 'l have to finish these . .

'l do them later," he promised. His hand tuggethe knot of her apron, his
lips now on the curve of her neck and shoulder.

The apron joined the tea-towel. His hand homedesrbheast.

"You can't get round me that way,' she said, weakly



She felt the small laugh that shook him. '‘Can'hé&asked confidently, and
turned her in his arms.

Her hands left the sink and dripped water on therflPierceVshe wailed.
But there was laughter in her eyes, on her lipstipfged her back over his
arm, and she said, "You are not getting anythireptt

'If you're sending me to bed without any suppes,shid, 'you're coming,
too!" His mouth was skimming her throat now, and glave a gurgle of
laughter that turned to a gasp of pleasure.

He pulled her upright against him, and she sahlikré’s bread and cheese . .

I'm not a mouse,' he said. 'Didn't we decide dmae before?"

She made to bring her hands to his chest, andseeathat they were still
covered with soapy water. 'I'm dripping!" she said.

He laughed again. 'l just said, I'm not a mousd.|Bwould eatyou, all the
same.'

"You fool!" Trista laughed too. 'You know what | ame My hands are all
wet.'

'‘Never mind," he said, taking her head betweemaims, his eyes alight
with laughing desire. 'Stop fussing, Trista, anskkine."'

When his mouth came down on hers, she lifted hed$iaheld them in the
air for a few seconds, then, as her body curvetihictgsely to his, put her
arms about him and flattened her wet palms ondu&.kShe felt him shiver,
and trembled in turn. As his lips moved over hehe mumbled, 'l thought
you were hungry.'

'l am," he said. 'Can't you tell?' And he hauleddheser.

Her laughter was smothered by his mouth as he dedgée kiss. Then he
swung her off her feet and carried her into thedoom.



The next day she went into town to buy some fraghedients for garnishes
and salads. She also saw displayed in a shop wiralaress that she
couldn't resist, a pretty, full-skirted dress madfidot pink silk. When she
tried it and found that it fitted like a dream, shwote out a cheque and bore
it triumphantly out of the shop. She would lookagrenight, and the dinner
would be the best. Pierce would be proud of hee dlreque had made a
hole in their bank account, though. Pierce had c$lez if she wanted her
own account, or a joint one with him, and she hgaig:@ for a joint one. The
money, after all, came from his earnings. He nevanmented on what she
spent, but she looked at the row of figures and deflwinge of unease.
Perhaps she should have asked him first . . .

She was piling bags into her car when she wasdhbie friend whom she
hadn't seen since her wedding.

"You lookwell" the girl said.
Trista laughed and answered, 'Don't sound so Seqhfi

'Oh, well ... we were all surprised at you gettmgrried—but how's that
yummy husband of yours? Listen, what about luncldeak, anyway? We
never see each other these days. Haven't dumpeadlgduends, have you,
now that you're married?'

Sally had always talked too much, and she wasmiweed for tact. Trista
said, 'Of course | haven't. I've just been busgi'shall. Getting the house
fixed up and all that.'

Sally looked sceptical, and Trista began to fekdtla guilty. She had not
kept in touch with her friends. The crowd she ugego about with seemed
pretty juvenile these days. And anyway, Piercedilher life . . .

She agreed to lunch, at a bistro bar not far fraercE's office near the
courthouse. So it shouldn't have been too surgriiiat Pierce himself
walked in as they were starting on their meal. Busta couldn't help the



small, unpleasant sense of shock that came witretddssation that he had a
woman with him.

A moment later, she recognised Keita, the new paitnhis office. A group
of businessmen leaving the bistro almost bumpea timtm, and as Keita
stepped swiftly aside Pierce's hand came up toMaést, steadying her.
Keita turned her head and smiled and said sometioingm before she
stepped away and they went towards a table indhgec. A table for two,
Trista noted, ignoring the fact that the place afasost full, and that, apart
from the one littered with dirty glasses and pldted the businessmen had
just left, there was very little choice.

Sally was chattering, but she didn't hear a woh# Shew she should wave
to Pierce, call, tell Sally casually, 'Oh, thera\s husband, shall we ask him
and his partner to join us?' She did none of thiosgs. She hunched down
in her high-backed seat, turned half away from rib@m, and watched
morbidly, covertly, as Pierce got drinks for hinisahd his companion,
ordered a meal, sat talking to Keita over the stable. Keita wasn't smiling
now, as she sipped at her drink and picked atabe before her, and Pierce
leaned over the table towards her. The conversdtoked very . . .
intimate.

Don't be a fool, Trista told herself. They're part) they probably have a lot
to talk about. It's business. Then she saw Keitk dher head and raise a
hand to her eyes, brushing first one and then titver owiping away tears.

Her other hand lay on the table, and Trista s&ten as Pierce put his over
it. Something cold closed about her heart and smpeeas she watched her
husband, sitting there holding another woman's hand



CHAPTER TEN

'PUDDING?' asked Sally, and as Trista wrenched dveayeyes and stared
at her vacantly, 'Sweets?'

'Oh. No, not for me," Trista said. But if they ggtand left now Pierce would
see them. 'Coffee,' she said. 'But. .. not yetiki&to wait a while, talk ... We
haven't seen each other for such ages.’

That was no hardship for Sally. Trista tried to camtrate, to answer with
some semblance of intelligence. It was a nightmliargasn't true. She was
imagining things. She was, there was a perfecthpk explanation.

Pierce went out with his arm about Keita's shoultigrcifully, Sally had
sat with her back to them the whole time. Thewgstbe an explanation, of
course there was . . .

'Coffee,’ she said, cutting Sally off in mid-semer'm ready for some now,
are you?'

She got home and went on with the preparations sk planned,
automatically, her mind in neutral. Except thatrgweow and then it ran
riot, inventing possible and impossible scenariosKeita and Pierce were
lovers, perhaps had been for a long time. Thatwmgshe had been so keen
for her to be the new partner. Or, when Keita ladegd the firm, he had
realised that this was the kind of woman he shbalke married, someone
who was his equal, who could understand his jobbkweside him, as Trista
could never do. She read about his court casestsoesein the paper, but
he never discussed them with her, never told hext \Wwla was working on.
Keita could share that with him, help him.

He didn't love Trista, he had never pretended éwensaid so. Even last
night—and her stomach curled at the memory of taght, of their
lovemaking—he had not said he loved her. He nexkeiNever would. Had
he said it to Keita?



Her rational mind said, Pierce would never be uhfal. Never. Even if. . .

And then the dreadful fantasies took over againwdeld be faithful to her,
but at what price? Tied to her, and longing fortaeowoman . . . could she
do that to him? But could she bear to let him go?

I'll fight, she thought grimly, stripping the outkyaves from a lettuce. I'll
fight for him. And her mind jeered, You selfishdit... he wants her, not
you; let him go. She gave the base of the lettwdeiaus twist, breaking it

off, and turned the tap on full blast to wash t@aining leaves.

'He doesn't want to go,' she muttered, bangingx éown on the table. 'He
married me—he knew what he was doing. He had hsores—even if they
didn't include loving me. He can't change his mogv. | won't let him.'

Absently her fingers tore at the crisp leaves. lBuw could | bear to have
him stay, if he loves someone else?

Don't be silly, said her rational self. How coule imake love to you as he
does if he was thinking of another woman?

But perhaps he could, jusiecausehe was thinking of Keita, imagining
Keita in hisarms . . .

It didn't help that Pierce was late, coming in waibologies for not being
home sooner, offering help which she construedchasrésult of a guilty
conscience.

'It's all done,’ she said, determined not to shemféelings, for some reason
feeling it was more important than ever that thiereng should go off
without a hitch. Which meant, among other thindet tof course they
couldn't have a flaming row just before the guestsved. 'Everything's
ready,’ she told him. 'l just have to get dressetitaen spend a few minutes
in the kitchen before everyone gets here. Do yaudrfil have the shower
before you?'



'Feel free," he said. 'You're not nervous abougtdanare you?'

'‘Nervous?' Trista managed a rather artificial lau@f course not." She
disappeared into the shower.

When she came out and he saw her dress, he pussédshadmiringly,
saying, ‘That's new, isn't it?"

Bridling a little, she said, 'Yes. | thought youdhnt me to look good
tonight.'

A little surprised, he said, "You always look goddsta. It's very nice.’
Lifting her chin, she said, 'lt . . . cost rathdo®&

'Did it, indeed? Well, as long as we're not in ovaft overit. . .

She shook her head. 'Of course not. | wouldn'hdb't

He knotted his tie and came over to her. 'l know wouldn't,’ he said, and
made to kiss her, but she evaded him.

'I've just put on my make-up.'

'Sorry." He moved away from her. 'Anyway, you ldokely.'

‘Thank you.'

He looked askance at the formality of her toneaiatffrown appearing
between his brows. He touched her arm lightlys @oing to be a great

party," he assured her.

He thought she was nervous, in spite of her derfsle wasn't, but she was
keyed up, tense, on her mettle. Tonight she wagpetingy.



She was dazzling. She knew how to be, and pullédlbthe stops. All the

men fell over themselves to be near her. Except®iavho greeted Keita
with a kiss on her smooth golden-olive cheek, afthess in his eyes. Trista
kissed her too, feeling like Judas, and led hey the party, making her
welcome, smiling at her, hating her. .

Once or twice, Trista realised that Pierce was sg her rather narrowly,
the smile on his face a little twisted. Her fatlhvare an expression of faint
trepidation.

Pierce had told her the pattern of the office partDrinks and food, and
conversation to discreet background music, untdualkeleven, when the
guests would start to drift off, except for a feigtdhrds who might stick it
out until midnight. But at ten-thirty Trista put@ck record on the CD player
and invited one of the younger men to dance with IHe grinned hugely,

excused himself to the girl he had brought with hand accepted the
invitation with alacrity. From then on the partyga@ to swing. Several of
the men shifted furniture out of the way under f&'gs direction to make
space, and dancing became fairly general. Geo#relythe older couples
had left by midnight, asexpected, Geoffrey withrewiing look at his

daughter as she gaily bade him goodnight, but tunger ones were just
getting into the mood, and they didn't depart uséleral hours later,
declaring with obvious but enthusiastic surprisa thhey'd had a fantastic
time.

‘There's certainly never been an office party itkePierce admitted, as he
closed the door after them.'

'It was good, wasn't it?' Trista said brightly, andned from him to start
clearing up the debris.

‘They certainly thought so.' He followed her, watchas she efficiently
gathered up a tray full of used plates and glas¥ésy not leave that till
morning?"'

It is morning.’

"You know what | mean. I'll help you clean it aj tomorrow.'



He walked over to take the tray from her handsshetclung stubbornly to
it. 'No, I'll do it now.’

'It will take hours.'

She shrugged. 'So . . . it'll take hours.’

He stared at her. 'OK. We'll do it now.'

'l don't need your help.'

She had meant to sound offhand, but it came oupsha
'What's the matter?' he asked quietly, stepping.bac

'‘Nothing. There's no need for you to stay up, syniq@cause I'd rather do
this now. Go to bed, if you like.",

But instead he followed her into the kitchen, asdsaon as she had put
down the tray on the table, took her arm and svhergbout to face him.

Trista pulled away violently, coming up against thkle behind her.
Pierce's brows drew together, his eyes going harteadirected a cold,
guestioning stare at her. She thought he mightlikekhat in court, and her
heart gave a tiny thump of fright.

'What is going on, Trista?' he asked her. His vaias quiet but implacable.

'‘Nothing.' She made to turn away from him in thection of the sink, but
he caught at her wrists, capturing them both iinna, funbreakable grip.

'‘Come on,' he said. 'Come clean. What's happenapistet you?'
Looking at him blindly, she said, 'I'm not upset—"'

Pierce gave her a little shake. 'Don't tell me, lies said.



'What aboutyou?'she shot back at him then.

'Me?' he said blanklyWhatabout me? What are you talking about?’

She bit her lip. 'Have you never told me lies?' ehalenged him. He still
had that almost frightening look in his eyes. Sipeated huskily, 'Have you
never told me lies?'

He was silent for a moment before he said, 'In wbanection, exactly?'

'‘Any connection!" she cried wildly. 'Have you?’

'‘No," he said tersely. 'l don't tell lies, Trigiow, will you for pete's sake tell
me what this is all about?'

'l saw you," she said sulkily. 'Today. At lunch.'
His expression didn't alter by one iota. 'So?"

'l bumped into Sally," she explained. 'Sally Cremee+she was at our
wedding . . .'

Impatiently, he repeated. 'So?"

'We . . . had lunch at that bistro, near your effic
'So did I, he said. 'l didn't see you.'

'l know. You were with Keita.'

He said in a level voice, 'l know who | had lunchihywthanks.' His hands
had tightened on her wrists. For the third timesaiel, 'So?'

Trista looked down at their hands. Her shoulddtsdiin a small, hopeless
shrug. 'You . . . were holding her hand.’



She saw his chest rise and fall. His grip shifteanf her wrists to her
shoulders. He rocked her back and forth chidin@lgista, Trista!' he said.
"You incredible little idiot! Why didn't you justoene over and say hello?’

Her eyes sparkling with tears of chagrin, she s&dw could 1? You
seemedtobe. ..

His voice suddenly stern, he said, 'What?' And wéte didn't answer, he
said, 'Go on. We seemed to be . . .?'

'l thought you wanted to be alone,’ she mutteredieely. Then, looking up
she added resentfully, "Yavereholding her hand!

His mouth a little grim, he agreed. 'Yes, | wasdAm the strength of that,
you concluded | was having a torrid affair with gumior partner, is that it?'
His hands tightened again. 'I'm not sure | ougltndpank you!" he said. 'l
think I'm insulted.’

She looked up at him hopefully. 'Well. . . whetreyou doing?'
'Having lunch," he replied tantalisingly.

Trista's eyes sparked with temper, and he addeking Keita out to lunch
in the hope of helping her get over a stressfuetiVe'd been in court all
morning. She was assisting me in a child abuse &w#d been fine with
the paperwork, very professional, very objectiveading all the nasty
details. But in court we were confronted with thetim. She hadn't had to
face that before. She was OK in there, but aftetwahe let go a bit. |
thought it would do her good to have a drink andeaent meal, in the
company of someone who'd been through it and aandigrstand what she
was feeling.'

"You're defending the abuser?'

‘The alleged abuser. He's entitled to a fair tnalmatter what he's accused
of. It's my job to see he gets, it.’



'l know." Her father had explained all that, whée svas a young teenager
and full of indignant idealism.

'‘But Keita," Pierce explained, 'was having hert fagsis of that sort—it's
something every young barrister must face, soonkter.'

'So you . . . comforted her.'

‘Yes.'

'‘And . . . that's all it was?' Her eyes searchsedihkiously.

'For goodness' sake, Trista!' he said in a goadez V'l shouldn't have to
tell you that!" He suddenly hauled her close aneeoad her mouth with an

angry, exasperated kiss, hard and passionate.

For a moment she remained rigid in his arms, thes tvound about him,
and she returned the kiss fiercely, with an ovetlmirgy relief.

'You little fodP." he groaned against her neck, holding her closkatwn

earth gave you the idea that I'd think of any otheman when I've got you
e

'I'm sorry, I'm sorry! she whispered, her lipsddaghly touching his cheek,
his eyebrow, the corner of his mouth.

'l should think so!" His arms tightened until therydangered her ability to
breathe. 'I'll make you sorry, all right.’

She gave a breathless little squeal as he liftethbhe his arms.

'Shut up!" he said masterfully.

Trista laughed, and he grinned back at her, themestalong the passage,
pushed the door of the bedroom shut with his foek tarew her on to the

softness of the bed.

'What are you going to do?' she asked in mock fear.



'‘Guess.' He dropped his tie to the carpet and begluattoning his shirt.
Demurely, she said, 'l can't think.’

Casting off the shirt, he sat on the bed and bégjang off his shoes. 'Can't
you?' he asked. 'Use your imagination.’

Trista shut her eyes tightly. '‘Oooh!

She heard his soft laughter before he slid onadotd beside her.

'I'm going to ravish you," he said. And proceedrdd so.'

On Christmas Day they had lunch at Pierce's pareotse with the rest of
the family. Ken's mother was there, too, and Mrdymlhad invited
Geoffrey, but he declined. Hester would have diréiis house, and Pierce
and Trista were invited to join them.

When Trista, panting and smiling from a game ofsehaith the children,
picked up some plates from the table where theydsdn outdoors and
took them into the kitchen to help her mother-iIdrs Allyn said quietly,
'Shouldn't you be taking it easy, dear?'

Surprised, Trista coloured. 'I'm all right.'

"You look blooming,' Pierce's mother assured Hier.Hot surprised my son
can't keep his eyes off you. But you're pregnamety'ayou?’

'I'm not sure yet," Trista said. 'l hope so ..whttid you know?'
Mrs Allyn chuckled. 'I'm surprised everyone hasnigged. 'Some women
get a special glow about them. To me, it's perjaaibvious. Have you said

anything to Pierce?"

Trista shook her head. A little nervously she added you think he'll be
pleased?’



'My dear, he'll be delighted!" Mrs Allyn hugged h&tow you sit down in
the sun for a while. | can manage here, and | $e&l€/'s on her way to help
anyway. Go and see a doctor after the holiday,l'amgdure you'll find I'm
right.’

'l haven't been feeling sick, or anything,’ Tristla Glenda doubtfully, when
she visited her in her surgery. 'Shouldn't | benby?’

'Don't ask for it!" Glenda advised her crisply.f@opeople are lucky, and
maybe you're one of them. You have all the physsogihs, and the test
confirms them. You can tell Pierce tonight thashging to be a father. |
only wish | could be there." She laughed. 'No,d'timean that. I'm pleased
for you both. | know you want this baby very muéter face softened. 'The
medical history you've given me, and my examinatgives me no reason
to expect any problems. Of course, | can't makepaomises . . . sometimes
things go wrong for no foreseeable reason. Don't a@uwoything
extra-strenuous that's not been in your normalimeutout don't coddle
yourself unduly, and you should have a lovely hHgaliaby in a bit over
seven months' time.’

"You won't say anything to Pierce, will you?'

'My dear girl, what goes on in this room is stgidletween you and your
doctor—and | want to thank you for trusting me wiitlat role, by the way.
No, telling Pierce anything at all would be morarthmy career is worth.
That's entirely a matter for you and your husband.’

'Yes. I'm sorry. You see, | ...

'It's all right, Trista. | understand. You'll béoaely mother—and Pierce will
be a super father. This is going to be one veripllaby.'

'Well, it didn't take long," Pierce said, 'to gdtat you wanted. Your father
warned me.'

Trista looked up quickly, but he was smiling. 'Yane pleased, aren't you?'



'Yes, | am pleased. It takes some getting usetidoigh, the idea of being a
father. | did wonder about that smug little smitiye been wearing lately
... Are you allowed a drink to celebrate?’

'Glenda said a very small one probably wouldnadg harm . . . but | think
I'd rather be on the safe side and stick to frudg.'

'One fruit juice coming up,’ he promised.

When they had toasted the news, Pierce said, 'Abthédr things ... |
suppose you must be careful?'

Trista looked at him sideways. 'Isn't it a bit l&dethat?"
He laughed. "You know what | mean.’

Of course she did. And suddenly she wanted veryhritmmake love to him,
to have him love her. 'Oh, that!" she said withaappt carelessness. 'Glenda
said it's OK . . ." She leaned close to him orsthfa and began playing with
his shirt buttons, peeping at him from under hehés. 'Just as long as I'm
gentle with you . . .’

He laughed again, and she pressed her lips aglaaptilse in his throat. He
caught at her hair and raised her face, findingrheuth. Her bones were
turning to warm treacle. She closed her eyes, rasomg a new tenderness
in his handling of her. Tonight, she thought .tonight he might say the

words he had never said to her. Always, he tolgsherwas lovely, stunning,
fantastic, a wonder. He admired her skin, her hlaér shape of her legs, her
breasts. He told her that he wanted her, that lnédcmake love to her

endlessly, forever. But he had never told her lieabved her.

And tonight, after all, was no different. He was\tje, and passionate, and
drew her with him into a world where nothing existrit the most exquisite
pleasure she had known, centred on his mouth, dnsi$) his body. But
when it was over, and she floated slowly down fritra heights, locked
securely in his arms, her cheek against his clseshething deep inside
remained unsatisfied, hankering for the unattamablou're so beautiful,’



he had said. 'You're incredible. | love doing thigou, the way you respond
..." But he had not said, | love you.

Pierce's family greeted the news with unequivodebsure. Geoffrey,
strangely, seemed rather put out by it. 'l thoyght might have waited a
bit," he told Pierce when they were alone.

'I'd have been content to wait," Pierce said. {gut told me yourself that
Trista can be determined. And it was what she vear8he's over the moon.

'Yes," Geoffrey said. 'l dare say she is.’
'She thought you'd be delighted.’
'Well ... a grandson would be nice," Geoffrey atidigruffly.

'‘Would you settle for a granddaughter?' Pierce casken afraid we can't
guarantee the sex.’'

Geoffrey gave him a feeble smile. 'Either, of ceirge conceded. 'So long
as Trista's happy.'

Pierce laughed. 'As | said, happy scarcely dessribeShe isn't even
suffering from morning sickness yet."'

As it happened, she hardly ever did. Everythingreskto be going even
better than Glenda had expected, and Trista thessehl into preparations,
haunting babywear shops and installing nursery itune in the room
earmarked for the expected new arrival.

Pierce teased, "You seem to live in this room. ¥tiare | come home you're
mooning in here.’

'I'm not mooning—I'm planning. And your dinner'sime oven.’'



'I'm not bothered about my dinner. How about dirow@rtomorrow? There
won't be the same opportunity for that sort of ghionce the baby arrives.'

'Yes, OK,' she replied absently, smoothing the coer she had bought the
day before. 'If you like.'

'With all this absorption in the baby," he teaska, in danger of feeling left
out. Isn't that one of the things that they waro yew mothers about?

"You wouldn't be jealous!" she scoffed, then wiéissl certainty added,
'‘Would you?"'

'What do you think?'

‘You're far too adult for that.'

'Still, I'll take you out tomorrow night, while waill have the chance. You
might miss the social life later,” he warned, mgtian arm about her
shoulders.

Trista made a face at him. "You're a regular Casarshe told him a little
crossly. 'How can | convince you that this is whatant—you, a home, our
baby ...?

'It sounds very cosy,' he said.

Trista pushed away from him. 'Why say it like that?

'Like what?' he asked carefully.

'In that yes-deabut sort of voice. As though you don't really beliglat |
can be serious about it. For heaven's sake, Plarceot just playing house!

That was so close to what he sometimes suspecatché¢hlooked, for a
moment, discomfited.

Trista saw it, and stalked out of the room. Whendrae into the kitchen she
was banging the oven door decisively, and contrtedak so busy with pots



and spoons and various utensils that she drovadihe lounge, where he
sat reading the paper and wincing at the varioumps, slams and thuds
emanating from the other room.

Dinner was delicious, but it was an uncomfortabkamTrista asked with
freezing politeness after his day, and when his tpitched, her eyes
sparkled with temper.

'It was very productive, thank you,' Pierce answdrer question.

'What are you doing?'

'I've pretty well wrapped up a case that will beaurt next week.'

He didn't expand on that, and Trista said, "You tedk to me about your
work, you know. I'm a barrister's daughter, aftel a

"You don't have to take an interest in my workkéep me from having my
nose put out of joint by the baby,' Pierce saitydii was teasing.'

Stiffly, she said, 'l wasn't. Does it ever occurytu that | might have an
intelligent interest in grown-up topics?'

Pierce's breath hissed between his teeth. 'Hasureed toyouthat | would
rather leave my work at the office and in the caantn, where it belongs,
and come home to something . . . different? Franklyget enough
adversarial combat in court without having to fadeere, too.'

Trista's face flamed. 'I'm sorry,’' she said, amdgad up, leaving the table.
Pierce caught her before she reached the doohaaridd her into his arms.
She pushed against him, but he didn't let go. ™™Mo,sorry," he said. 'l

shouldn't have snapped at you, and you in a delmatdition, too.’

She gave a small, reluctant snort of laughter.ri@esays I'm as fit as a
fiddle." She rested against him. 'Is that your toom manner?'



'Something like it, perhaps. If you're really irgsted, why don't you come
and watch some time?'

She looked at him suspiciously, wondering if she Weing offered a sop.
'‘Not anything too sordid and gory," Pierce suggekstespecially while
you're pregnant. But some cases aren't so bad. drtf@snext week, for
instance.'

'Would you like me to?' she asked.

'Only if you feel you want to."'

‘All right. Perhaps | will." She had seen her fatinecourt a couple of times
while she was still at school. He had been impvess figure of authority.
Pierce's style, she was sure, would be different.

She did go and watch, sitting in the public galland finding that her
husband had turned into a tall, very formal strangehis wig and gown.
The case was one of burglary and assault, anccthesed pleaded mistaken
identity. Trista watched Pierce cross-examining wheess, his manner

polite but incisive. When the accused was found gwlty, she almost
applauded.

'l always knew you'd be a demon in court,’ she bt that night after they
had gone to bed.

He laughed. 'Rubbish. I'm just a lawyer doing my.'jo

"You do it awfully well. I've seen my father in swt a couple of times, and
you're at least as good as he is. Do you want &jbdge some day?’

'First things first," he said. 'Queen’'s Counsel @alfor starters.'

'Yes. When?"



He laughed. 'When it comes. Your father says hesady putting in a good
word in the right quarters. But in the end, it'stopme. | have to prove
myself so good that other lawyers will be willingg¢ome and ask me to
represent their clients.’

‘You are that good.'

'Well, thanks for the vote of confidence.' He haddrm about her, her head
cradled against his shoulder. 'How are you feeling?

I'm fine. | feel wonderful.'
'Honestly?"

'Honestly. Glenda's pleased with me.'

She certainly seemed remarkably well—'positivelyaimdescent,” Charley
said, almost enviously. Charley, almost as thridled'rista herself about the
baby, had been shopping with her for baby clothes, complained that
Trista in a delicate condition had more energy thansister-in-law in the

peak of health and definitely unpregnant. Everyoemarked on how

blooming Trista looked, and Glenda said with a éteithat she was waiting

for petals to appear at any moment.

So it was a thunderous shock to Pierce when he bame one day to find
Trista lying on the sofa, white-faced and tighplgal with pain.'Call
Glenda," she gasped, as he knelt at her sideqd fNigh sudden, terrified
concern. 'Get Glenda. I think I'm losing the baby.'



CHAPTER ELEVEN

GLENDA got her into hospital, but even specialist caraldi@t save the
baby.

‘Just one of those things," Glenda told Pierceysadle don't know why.
Sometimes it's nature's way of discarding a fo#tass less than perfect.
Contrary to popular belief, it's actually quite thém dislodge a healthy baby
from the womb. This may be for the best . . . bat's not a lot of comfort to
Trista just now.'

'No." He closed his eyes, remembering Trista's véoen he held her hand
while Glenda told her the baby was gone. The frpt@peless look of
despair that had not lifted since. "You know," befessed, 'I've been almost
jealous of that baby. Now ... I'd do anything teegit back to her.’

‘There's no reason why there can't be others,'dalseaid. 'There shouldn't
be any damage, and she could get pregnant agaesmgn. Some women
want to try again immediately, if they've lost aldhwhether before birth or
afterwards.'

'Surely we should wait a little, after this?'

'I'd prefer it, from the point of view of her phgal health. But she's badly
knocked, emotionally, and if that would help her maybe. A miscarriage
can shake a woman's confidence, you know, make féar terribly
inadequate, although in Trista's case . . . Well,said, some people seem to
need to fill the gap the child has left in theuwels as soon as possible. We
have unmarried girls presenting themselves pregagain less than a year
after giving up their first baby, or even after lmgya termination. It isn't
because they're promiscuous. It's a very powedtural instinct. Perhaps
you should be guided by her feelings.’

'l did that before,' Pierce said rather harshlyd this happened!
‘That isn't very rational,' Glenda said gently.

'l don't feel rational. | feel . . .



'‘Angry,' Glenda supplied. 'l know—it's unfair; stien't deserve it; why her,
when so many people who don't want babies have Hueeasily?'

"You know it all?' Pierce asked wryly.

''ve seen people go through it before. It's natiorde angry. | would be. |
am.But anger won't help Trista.'

Nothing seemed to help. Trista came home, glancée:alosed door of the
room so hopefully decorated and furnished, and edhllight past it. She
responded with pathetic politeness when Pierce-rporme—spoke to her,
and kept the house almost uncannily neat and cleanweeks after the
miscarriage, he took her to Glenda's surgery ahdnstihe waiting-room

while Trista had her examination.

'Everything's fine," she said listlessly afterwat@enda said there's nothing
to be concerned about.' Pierce cast her a worléedtg and decided to speak
to Glenda himself, later.

'l could give her anti-depressants,’ Glenda tohd,Hbut it isn't always a
good idea. Grieving is a process that needs gborogigh. | know it's painful
to watch, but suppressing it may do more harm guad. Be patient,

and give her all the support and loving care tloat gan.'

He was, and he did, and nothing changed. He lividkd & ghost. 'It's as
though all the lights have been turned out," hé bid mother, ‘inside her.’
He didn't know what to do. If he put his arms aldwrtshe allowed it, but he
didn't feel she derived any comfort from the gestuvhen he kissed her, her
skin was cool and pale. She seemed to have forgdttev to smile.
Sometimes she looked almost plain.

Geoffrey called several times, and she presentedhezk dutifully to him
and looked straight through him when he talkedeio @harley visited for a
weekend, and left with tears in her eyes. Hesterethher off to a show and



returned her, saying, 'I'm afraid she isn't reagely Rierce. | don't think she
took in any of it.'

His own mother said, ‘Don't worry, it can't lastefeer. The poor child just
didn't think anything could go wrong, | suppose. avabout taking her to
see Antonia? She's so fond of little Kirsten. Tin&ght bring her out of it.'

But when he suggested it Trista cried, 'No!" AlImfesirfully, she added,
'Please, no! Not yet.'

‘All right,’ he said. 'We don't have to. We'll watittil you feel up to it.’

One night, remembering the headlong passion shedaedgerly shared, he
deliberately set out to seduce her, hoping thahtriigeak through the icy
wall that surrounded her. She accepted his kissegmbrace, even put her
arms about his neck, and obediently opened hetsdtis body. But it
obviously did nothing for her, and when he rolledag, his arm flung over
his eyes, she said in a quiet little voice intodlekness, 'I'm sorry.'

'‘No," he said, finding her hand and holding it tigh'lt isn't your fault. It
doesn't matter. | thought it might help.’

'Oh.'For a moment he was shaken by swift, hot ariger heaven'sake,he
said. 'Do you think I'd force myself on you for rown selfish pleasure?’

'No," she answered remotely. 'You're not like tiaiu've always been very
kind to me.’

As if he were some stranger who had rendered mee smpersonal service.
Pierce closed his eyes against a strong urge tp.\@h, Trista ... | didn't
mean to yell.'

‘That's all right. | suppose it's understandaBllee added, 'l am trying.'

' know," he said. 'l know." It was the trying thatas so damned
heartbreaking.



Geoffrey decided at last to take the bull by thensoHe invited himself to

lunch one Sunday, and Trista cooked a roast andtaklgs. Her cooking

these days was uninspired, if competent. It wasg time since Pierce had
come home to find her arranging artichoke hearts qtate with artistic

garnishes, or anxiously stirring butter into soreevrkind of sauce.

'‘Now then," Geoffrey said, as they sat in the leungth their coffee. He
cleared his throat, and Pierce, alert to Geoffreyannerisms by now,
looked up at him quickly.

‘Trista!" her father said imperatively, dragging h#ention to himself. 'We
all know you've been through a difficult time," bentinued with clumsy
compassion. 'But you can't keep moping forever, koow. It's time you

snapped put of it. Pierce has been very patietit yati, but you're not being
fair to him. After all, it was his baby too, remeenb

For an instant her stricken gaze lit on his fagerd@ opened his mouth to
protest, then shut it firmly. Nobody else had dobtigh to her. Geoffrey
was her father. He knew her, presumably, bettaer dmy of them.

She was staring down at her hands now, curlededisty about her
half-empty cup. Geoffrey ploughed on. 'It's gondang enough. Naturally
you're disappointed—we're all disappointed—my figsandchild, you
know.'

Trista looked up at him then, and Pierce stiffereedudden line appearing
between his brows. The dull apathy he had becomgstmmed to seeing in
her eyes had given way to a searing hostility.

If Geoffrey noticed, he refused to back down. 'Blog, said, 'you're young
and healthy, and there's no reason why you cawé hgerfectly healthy
baby next time. The doctors have told you that.’

‘There was no reason this time," she said. 'Noney Tan't explain it. It just
happened,' she added bitterly. 'And it could hagm=in.'

'You mustn't think like that.'



Suddenly blazing, Trista said, between clencheth t&&ne thing you can't
do is tell me how to think!

Taken aback, Geoffrey said angrily, ‘Now then, yplady--'

"You've told me what to do all mije—and I've done it,' Trista cried bitterly.
'‘But what | think, and what feel— that's my business.That you can't
control!

'Whatever I've done has always been for your owadggou know that.'

'Do 1?' she shot back at him, her eyes wide anar.cl€hat's what you've
always told me. You were so sure that you knew wieet good for me.'

'‘Well, of course! I'm your father--'

Trista leapt to her feet, still clutching her cuphbioth hands. 'Didn't it ever
occur to you that you might lverong?'

Geoffrey shot a glance at Pierce, tense and aldrisichair. 'Look," he said
uncomfortably, 'l know what you mean, my dear. missuse dwelling on
what's past.'

'Yes, you know what | mean,' Trista retorted. 'Boti have no idea how |
feel. You never have.'

‘That's quite unfair!" Geoffrey got to his feet too

‘Unfair? Oh, I'msorry,’ Trista said sarcastically. 'Have you any idea how |
feel now?'she demanded. 'l feel guilty. | feel as thoughd#mg punished.
As though I don't deserve to have a healthy babgalise I've already had
my chance. And that there'll never be anotherot.for me. And | feel as
though I've cheated my husband, because he wéantsilg too, and it's my
fault if we can't have on&hat'show | feel now.'

'‘But that's ridiculous!’



Trista raised her eyes to the ceiling, then squedézem shut. Her voice
husky with emotion, she said, 'Ridiculous or nics,how Ifeel!' Looking at
him again, she added almost wearily, 'But my femihave never been very
important to you.'

‘That's not true!" Geoffrey flushed indignantlyol¥re just being a silly little
adolescent again, full of self-pity and blaming ®e for your troubles.
Well, it's not good enough any more. You've ggbwo all that behind you,
Trista, and grow up!

Something in Trista snapped. Pierce saw the liftevfhead, the angry spark
in her eyes, before her hands moved, one droppirttet side, the other
sweeping back and forward with the cup in it, flimggthe cold coffee at her
father's expensive tweed jacket and co-ordinatetiaid tie.

'How dare you?' she shouted at him as Geoffreydjapdier, the coffee

making dark wet stains on his clothes, and dripgiogn on to his shoes. He
flinched as she drew her arm back again, but thenant sailing harmlessly

into the fireplace, where it smashed loudly agdimstiron grate. Pierce was
on his feet, his eyes riveted on Trista's flusliedous face.

'You daretalk to me about growing up?' she cried, appayestilivious to
Pierce's presence, her eyes wide and fierce. W ggewhen | was barely
seventeen! When you took my baby away from me!'

'l didn't—'

'Yes. You made me give her up—I never wanted to,kew! wanted to
keep her. But | couldn't stand out against you afiatr Chris ... If only he'd .

Geoffrey had taken out a handkerchief and wasecaftlly trying to wipe
himself down, in between casting offended, harasgkohces at his
daughter.

Pierce, stunned by the implication of what theyeveaying, saw the tears
gather in Trista's eyes. Her mouth trembled. ""Wéorget it,” you told me.
"Put it all behind you, and everything will be juke way it wasl know



what's best for you!'Well, you didn't know, and | didn't forget it—never,
not for a moment! | had a baby, and she's gonevéoyand it's your fault
hate you for it!

Geoffrey stepped towards her, his hand outstretciNemv, Trista! That's
nonsense.’

'‘Don't come near meshe said sharply. '‘Don't.'
'Sit down--' Geoffrey urged, grabbing her arm.

It was like a match to tinder. She hit out at hiver, fists connecting with his
arm, his chest, his face, her breath fast, sobbing.

Taken aback, Geoffrey lifted his arms to defenddalinfrom the attack.
Pierce lunged forward and caught a flailing witlling her away and into
his arms. She fought himfor about a minute, butdid her tightly, closely,
until her resistance died. 'No," he said. 'No,idgrlit's all right. Stop now.
It's all right.’

Her body shaken by tearing sobs, she at last sethsigainst him, and over
her head he said to Geoffrey, 'You'd better go.’

'She's hysterical. Shall | get something . . . vte
‘Just go.'

'l don't like leaving her like this . . . Tristdle said loudly. 'Pull yourself
together!

Pierce said, 'Geoffrey, please just go!"

'She's always been highly strung, but it's no ggiethg in to her, you know

Pierce's temper broke its bounds. 'For heavenés saoffreyget out!’



Geoffrey's face took on a thunderous expressiomaddieled stiffly and left,
closing the front door ostentatiously behind hinerée stood with his wife
in his arms, his hand stroking her hair, while shied as though she would
never stop.

When at last the shuddering sobs eased, she maxagdfiom his hold and
took the handkerchief he handed her without looldh@im. "Thank you,’
she said, her voice husky. 'I'll go to the bedrodmou don't mind. I'd . . .
like to be alone for a while.’

When she had gone, he stood where she had leftHnfelt as though
someone had hit him over the head with a bluntabjgll his thinking
about Trista and their relationship had to be seaged. Nothing was what it
had seemed. A whole lot of puzzling pieces of krealgke about her fell into
place. Even his own feelings had changed in soraag, subtle ways. He
was groping in the dark, confused and angry, anav&® aware that the
anger, at least, had to be contained and contrbééale he faced her again.

A long time later he tapped at the bedroom dooayMcome in?' he called.
'I've brought you a glass of sherry.’

"Yes. All right.'

He had brought two glasses and a decanter on ,anthagh he put down on

the bedside table. The cover on the bed was pirfgtiooth, and she was
standing at the window with her back to the rootarisg out at a frangipani

tree that swayed in the breeze. He poured two dlramid handed her one,
which she accepted with a quick glance at his oflyeéxpressionless face.
Hers was pale but composed, her eyelids slighttk pind heavy. With a

painful little tug somewhere in the region of hesaht, he thought for the first
time since he had known her she looked like a womaronger a girl. She

also seemed frighteningly remote from him.

She said, 'I'm sorry you found out this way. Yodrdi deserve that.'

'Drink your sherry," he said quietly.



She sipped at it, and blinked. 'You've always b®®good at looking after
me.'

She sounded humbly grateful, and it twisted théekni

‘That was why you were so desperate for a babysalee "You wanted to
replace the one you'd lost.'

'l suppose so," she said wearily.
'It must be like having a child that died.’
Trista said, 'Yes.' She added almost wonderingiyy ‘'understand!

Pierce answered, 'No, | don't suppose | can, fBily.. . . I've been mourning
our baby, too.’

'Oh, Pierce!" she said quickly, her eyes strickeorgive me! I've been so
wrapped up in my own grief. . .'

'It's all right." He finished his drink. 'How arey feeling now?"
‘Tired.'

He reached out to smooth back her hair, feelinghtreg of her forehead.
'Want to sleep?'

She nodded, handing him the glass. 'Pierce . uldwmu stay with me?' she
asked. 'Just. . . stay, | mean, and hold me?’

'Yes,' he agreed. 'Of course.'

He put the glasses on the bedside table, and opgkaambvers for her. He
slipped off his shoes and got in beside her antidetrest her head on his
shoulder. For a long time after she slept, he layirgy bleakly at the

opposite wall.



She slept right into the morning. Pierce was gane, when she got up she
found him having breakfast.

He looked up, his eyes veiled, and said, 'Feelettel?’

'Yes, thank you.' She had smoothed her hair bagklgmped it with a heavy
silver clasp. She looked composed and serene, @telgrown-up.

'l have to go to work," he said. 'Will you be adjht?'

'Yes,, of course. I'll be fine. I'm sorry | wasafi in time to make breakfast
for you.'

'It doesn't matter. | was getting my own breakfastyears before | married
you.'

She cast him a glance that he couldn't fathom,hendiondered if he had
said the wrong thing. 'Sit down and have some eoffech me,’ he invited.

She obeyed, stirring sugar into her cup with a ginbiwl air. 'l might go
down to see Antonia,’ she said. 'And the children.’

‘Today?'
'Yes. Do you mind?’

'Of course not. Drive carefully, won't you? And gisntonia my love . . .
and the others.'

Surely it was a good sign, he thought. It had to.bealidn't it? He wished she
would look at him properly. He didn't know what shas thinking . . .
feeling. It was like dealing with a different pems@®nce he had thought he
knew Trista. Now he knew a whole lot more aboutthat he hadn't before .
.. and it made her a stranger to him.



She looked no different when he came home thatiegeaxcept that she
had changed her clothes. He looked at her seatgharyd asked, 'Did you
see Antonia?'

'Yes. She's fine, and the new baby's beautifuistd mnswered without a
tremor. 'Kirsten sent something for you, a drawing.

She went to fetch it, then disappeared into thehkih. Later she served him
a superb meal, and while they ate it she made gaik)las though she were
at one of her father's dinner parties. When shéestéo get up and take his
plate, he stopped her with a hand over hers.

Trista,' he said.

'Yes?' Again she gave him that frighteningly blatekre.

Pierce shook his head, removing his hand. 'Nevadmi

She gave him a totally meaningless smile, before sfsumed the
interrupted task and carried his plate off to theten.

Later he tried another way of getting through. &sponded passionately to
his lovemaking, and he was almost exultant, berafirds she lay quiet and
still, and when he leaned over and brushed a teofdniair from her cheek
he found she was crying.

Trista! What's the matter? | didn't hurt you, t#d

'No. Nothing's the matter.' She hunched away from pulling the blankets
over her shoulders. 'Goodnight.’

He lay back, frowning, until the rhythm of her hitgag told him she was
asleep.

''ve got a job," Trista told him the following weél start next Monday.'



‘A job?"

"You always said I'd get bored with housework,' sgreinded him.
'‘Are you bored?’

She shrugged.

'What kind of job is it?" he asked.

'‘An office job. It's for a charity; they've just tga computer and they need
someone to operate it. It won't pay much, bubélidoing something useful.'

‘A children’s charity?' he asked gently.

'‘No." Her eyes seemed lifeless. 'Not really. TheiRaTrust.’

"They do some good work. You'll probably enjoy wodkfor them.'
'Yes.' She gave him a pale travesty of her bedwtifule. 'l hope so.'

He supposed she did-enjoy it as much as she enprygtiing these days.
She talked about the place and the people in aersopal way, with no
great enthusiasm, and if anyone asked her aboujpheshe said it was
interesting. When Pierce suggested that they shgetidsome help in the
house now that they both had jobs to go to, she 4aiisn't necessary,
really. I can cope quite well. It isn't as thougé kad children.’

Quite sharply, he said, 'Glenda said there's neorearhy we shouldn't.’

Trista gave him a smile that seemed almost pityarg] agreed, 'Yes, |
know.'

Their lives settled into a new pattern. He livedhwa woman he didn't
recognise any more. She cooked and cleaned andedrgeerfectly as
always, though with a new conservatism. And anstivbie sexual demands
with a kind of mechanical passion that baffled him.



'She's not herself,' he said to Charley one dagninnguarded moment, and
felt that it was literally true. 'Sometimes | femd though there's another
person living in her skin.’

'Yes," Charley sighed. 'l know what you mean. amstgone away
somewhere and left this—this polite, hollaienin her place. It's weird.’

One day when they were visiting Pierce's parentgpia and Ken were
there with the children. Pierce watched Trista iega story to Kirsten and
her brother, and quietly nudged Antonia outsiddiaim.

'What do you want?' she asked him. 'It's cold eueh

'What was Trista like when she came to see youasked. 'The first time
she saw the new baby after you brought her home?'

‘All right," Antonia answered. 'Quite OK. | was pused.' 'What kind of
OK?'

Antonia shrugged. 'Well ... she didn't cry or ammygh She asked to see the
baby, and said how beautiful she was and . . kyowv. Like most people.’

‘Trista isn't like most people,” Pierce said. 'Bde seem tense ... or
over-animated, perhaps?’

Antonia shook her head. 'l told you, she was p#yfeormal.’
'Did she pick the baby up?’
'Um ... no. She was asleep most of the time."'

'Like now. Do me a favour, Toni. Make sure that liady's awake before
you go, andjive it to Trista to hold:

Antonia stared. 'Pierce, are you sure . . .? ltdo@w that it's wise to play
amateur psychologist.’

'I've got to get through to her, Antonia. Somehow.'



'‘But surely she's all right, now? She's not degessy more.'

Pierce groaned. 'You know what she was like beforeshe's nothing like
the Trista we used to know.'

'She's . . . different. More mature. But that wasirid to happen, Pierce.
Losing her baby has hastened the process, thdt's al

'Maybe.' Glenda had said something similar: 'Sét@ging on a new phase
in her life. Sadness does change people. Shemgiak well, it's good that
she's got a job . . . she's making a good reco@iwe her time.

But he trusted his own and Charley's instincts éwaonia's and Glenda's
pragmatism.

Antonia did what he asked, handing the baby cagt@lTrista to look after
while she herded the older two into the car. Pieratched her face, noticed
her quick glance down at the child, and her snailguick, intimate, almost
secret curve of the lips.

He held his breath, but when Antonia returned &risinded the child over
without a flicker of reluctance, and waved themdajmge with a social smile
pinned to her face.

On the way home, he said to her, "You must haveddwm very much.'
'Who?'

Pierce braced himself, looking straight ahead. faktieer of your baby.’
There was quite a lengthy silence. 'Yes, | suppolse:’

‘You suppose?'

‘All right, yes, | did.’



'What was his name?'

'Chris. Christopher.’

‘Christopher what?'

'Does it matter?' she asked, moving restlessleirsbat.
‘It might. Tell me.'

'Maddock. Christopher Maddock.'

'Do you know where he is now?'

'No. | don't care.’

Catching the faint note of bitterness in her volee said, "What happened,
when he found out you were pregnant? Did he take of

‘Sort of.'
'What do you mean, soof?'

She paused for so long that he thought she wasiniy go answer. When at
last she did, her voice was light and carelessimisoent of the old Trista at
her most insouciant. 'My father bought him off.'



CHAPTER TWELVE
'HE what?'

'‘Bought him off. Offered him money to leave the wy.' Her lips curved
bitterly. 'The temptation was too great to resédter all, it was what he'd
always wanted. He had been saving for a trip oestse

'Who told you this?'
'My father. He said it showed what a worthlesgdbtis really was.’
'Was he?' Pierce asked carefully.

'Oh, not entirely. At first he offered to marry mhéwanted to keep the baby.
Which was noble, because he'd never intended tte stwn so soon,
although he was hoping I'd come with him when hetweverseas. Dad
flatly refused to provide a home or any help ridisted on keeping the baby.
He was appalled when | told him | was pregnant. Hecalled me a slut.'

Pierce winced, but said nothing.

'Oh, later he was more understanding . . . kindstd went on. 'But he
wanted me to have an abortion. He could have aedhitgHe went on so
much, saeasonably] almost did, but somehow I held out against tigite
paused, and Pierce glanced at her encouragingly.

'l tried to insist on keeping the baby, but wheni€left | felt so alone and
uncertain ... scared. And when the social workkeasf | thought | could

cope in those circumstances, and was it reallygtwrbe best thing for the
baby, I had to say no.

"Then Dad enlisted Aunt Hester, and she took ma so-called holiday so
that | could have the baby without anyone knowibhgvas my last year at
school. | left early in the term, and by the timaversity started the next
year ... it was all over. Aunt Hester was supég'added. 'She even tried to
talk Dad into letting her have the baby. But helsaiwouldn't work. The
social worker agreed with him. Aunt Hester was a¢tb and didn't have a



husband, and they didn't find that type of adopsioigood for the child. And
.. . Whatever else, | did want to do what was bmsher, for the baby.’

Pierce nodded. 'But now you're not so convinceeht the right thing?'

'l don't know any more. | suppose ... it probabswMy father was certain
of it. And when he told me Chris had left ... | gayp then. It didn't seem
worth fighting any more. So | signed the adoptiapgrs.’

'A "closed" adoption?"

‘Yes. No contact at all. Her . . . parents madedr that's what they wanted.'

‘There's a new law now. She can contact you, ifveduets to, when she's
grown-up.'

'I know. But she's in Australia. That's where | thad.'

'Don't give up hope,' he said. 'lIf she wants to \sme when she's older, |
expect she'll find a way.'

A little later, as they were nearly home, he saidiant to apologise to you.'
Surprise brought her eyes to his face. 'Why? Whaeaglyou done?"

‘Just been a smug, condescending male chauvimdtalAthe time thinking

| was being so sensitive to you, to your needs. kant telling me you were
no child, and | went right on treating you like omeon't have first-hand
experience, but giving birth, | think, certainlyajiies a woman of any age
for adulthood.’

She gave a pale imitation of a smile. 'Yes.'

'Did | make it so hard for you to tell me?' he akke

"You did stop me when | tried," she acknowledgBdt 1 could have made
you listen. | owed it to you, | know. Only | wasaward.’



He shook his head. 'A coward you're not. Your fgthsuppose, advised
against telling me.’

'Yes. | think he was afraid that if you knew, yoawdn't want me at all. He
said it was a bit much for any man to accept, astduld forget it ever
happened.’

'‘And then you lost another one,’ he said sombtity. afraid your father
didn't help much there either, did he? I'm sorrgista. | let him go on
because—well, nothing else seemed to have helped|, boped he might
get through to you. But telling you to pull yourselt of it wasn't very
constructive, I'm afraid.’

'Oh, well, I'm all right now.’

As he drew into their driveway, he said, 'Are you?'

'Of course,’ she answered lightly. 'Perfectly.’

As they were going inside, he said, 'Did you mdawhen you said you
hated your father?'

' meant it at the time,' she said. 'But... he'sfatlyer. | know he loves me in
his way. And ... | love him, too. | suppose he tthithk it was the best thing.’

'He's certainly concerned about you.'

'Yes. | did apologise for the things | said—and-ditiat day.'

'l know. He told me.’

Geoffrey had been highly embarrassed about the emimdhg when next
they met, and obviously apprehensive about Piereatgion to the news of
Trista's youthful pregnancy. Pierce had cut hinratifier curtly, but thought

that Geoffrey was nevertheless relieved to heathaidn't want to discuss
the matter.



But now Pierce rather wanted to discuss it. He wenhd to Geoffrey's
house one night on the pretext of asking his adwita legal matter.

The manufactured query cleared up, Geoffrey gaeecian opening by
inviting him to have a drink and, when they wer¢hbocomfortably seated
with glasses in their hands, asking, '‘And how's daaighter of mine? Don't
seem to see much of her these days.'

'Well, you're very busy now, of course," PiercelséAnd Trista has a job,
too.'

'Mm. Suppose it keeps her from brooding. No sigarafther baby yet?
Pierce shook his head. 'l think Trista's decidetian own mind that she's
had all the chances she's going to get, althougie'sino medical reason to

assume that."'

Geoffrey glanced up at the slight emphasis Pieleeepd on the word
medical.'She's over that depression, isn't she?'

'She seems to be,' Pierce admitted. 'But I'mwstitfried about her. She's . . .
different.’

'In what way?'
'l just can't seem to get through to her. She'seaty communicating.'
"You. mean she isn't speaking to you?'

‘No, | don't mean that. | mean she's—shut herseHya She's lost her
sparkle.'

'‘Quietened down?"'
‘A lot.'

'Hmm. It was bound to come, you know. She can'aiera scatty teenager
forever.'



A little sharply, Pierce said, 'l wouldn't haveledlher a scatty teenager at
all.’

Geoffrey gave a tolerant little laugh. 'Well, | &xp a father can't see his
daughter in quite the same light as the man whaiesaner.'

'l suppose not,' Pierce agreed politely. He toalkpaat his glass, and said,
'What happened to Christopher Maddock, do you khow?

'‘Christopher Maddock?' Geoffrey stared at him inpsse.
‘The father of Trista's baby,' Pierce reminded him.

'l know who you mean!" Geoffrey said testily. "Whatearth do you want to
know that for?"

Pierce shrugged. 'Natural curiosity. Do you knowevehhe is now?’
'‘No."' Geoffrey looked at him hard. 'Told you evéigy, did she?'

'l think so. Where did he live, at the time?'

‘Somewhere in Parnell, | think. His father had eage there. Why?'

'I'm interested. She was in love with the boy. wery much in love, back
then. It's not so long ago. | suspect she neveogetit.'

'Of course she did! There were dozens of boys #fter Not so—so close,
of course,’ Geoffrey hastily added. 'She'd leaherdesson. But she always
had plenty of boyfriends.'

Pierce let that pass. 'She said you bought hinCbfis Maddock.’

Geoffrey grunted, looking at the whisky in his gldsefore he raised it to
gulp down a mouthful.

Something in Pierce's trained lawyer's mind clickedarning. 'Is that true?"
he pressed.



Geoffrey gave him a half-angry, half-rueful glaend shrugged. 'Near
enough.’

There were times in the courtroom when somethirgixth sense of sorts,
told Pierce to pursue a certain question, a traith@ught, something that
had made the witness in the box suddenly tensegtbamg that might prove
to be important, even if he couldn't quite sesigsificance or where it was
leading. He had a strong conviction of it now. Gexnf was hiding

something. He knew it with certainty, just as hewnvhen a witness was

lying.

‘Not exactly?' he echoed. 'Then what waexactly?You didn't pay him
off?’

Geoffrey shifted uncomfortably in his perfectly dmmable armchair. 'l
gave him some money. Look, it's all water underahdge . . .'

'l want to know, Geoffrey. | need to know.'
"What good—"

'l have a right to know! Pierce insisted. 'Tristamy wife." That was an
argument that would surely impress his father-amw.|

'‘Well . . ." Geoffrey said reluctantly, and Piebsgan to relax. He waited.
"You have to understand,” Geoffrey said. Trista wery young.'

Pierce nodded, with what might have been readrapathy. He knew better
than to interrupt in any way now.

Geoffrey took another sip from his drink and clelnes throat. 'She had this
silly, sentimental idea that she wanted to keep khby, you know.
Impossible, of course. She was only a child hetself

Pierce, nodded again.



'Well, as | told you when you got engaged to heistd can be remarkably
stubborn. I'd spoken to the boy earlier on—' Hisefalarkened. 'Young
bastard,' he said under his breath. 'Anyway, he &aping that whatever
Trista wanted, he'd be willing to go along with.eBvoffered to marry
her--no financial security, of course, no posspibf it. His father was a
garage mechanic, as | just told you, and so fat asuld tell young

Maddock's ambitions didn't stretch any further timgich-hiking his way

around the world.’

Not commenting on the possible difference betweeneahanic and the
owner of a business, Pierce murmured, 'l see.'

'‘Something had to be done,’ Geoffrey said. 'l loagkt Trista to see sense. |
told him she'd changed her mind and had an aboifiwat she didn't want to
see him any more. Didn't want to be reminded obti&@ness ever again. He
ranted and yelled a bit, then broke down and craed] finally took the
cheque | offered him.’

'He believedyou?'
'I'm a lawyer," Geoffrey said simply. 'A respectedmber of the profession.
Of course he believed me.' He added, 'l don't digeBut for my daughter .

.. and it was all for the best, in the end.’

'"You fool!" Pierce said, after a moment's appalid#ence. 'Don't you have
any idea what you've done?’

'‘Done?"

‘To Trista!" Pierce said furiously, rising from tukair. 'How could youlo a
thing like that to your own daughter? | thought yowedher!'

Geoffrey got up, too. dlolove her! I've devoted my whole life to her! How
dare you suggest otherwise?"

White-faced, Pierce said loudly, 'Then how could yze socruel? You
must have seen what it did to her? How it affettex?’



'She was a perfectly normal, happy girl!" Geoffbdystered. 'She got over
it--'

'‘Overit? She never got over it! She's still not oveltis coloured her entire
life. When my sister first met her, she said sthedn hurt. | sensed it, too,
but I didn't realise how badly, and how gratuitgug&ind by you! You say
you love her. But she was right, you don't undextaer, you never have
and you never will. 1 don't believe you've everedti youstupid bloody
insensitive—I can't find words for that kind of se;mess—'

Geoffrey went red. 'l beg your pardon! | won't stdor th—'

"You should be begging Trista's,” Pierce told hinmty, adding with
bitterness, 'but | don't suppose you ever will.'

'You can't talk to me like—'

'Frankly, I'd rather not talk to you at all,’ Piergaid, banging his glass down
on the table. 'If you'll excuse me, I'll say goaghti’

It wasn't too difficult to find Chris Maddock. Hiather still had the business
in Parnell, listed in the telephone book.

'Chris is working at Ruakura," he told Pierce, obgly curious, but too
polite to ask why he wanted to know. 'He's studypayt-time at the
university in Hamilton. Wants to be a researcher.’

Pierce got an address and took an afternoon whaatohbld ill spare away
from the office to trace the young man. He didréntto go down there at
the weekend, and have to lie to Trista about hssimigtion.

The Ruakura Agricultural Research Centre just detdlamilton was a
large complex of buildings and green fields devdtedesearch on all kinds
of farming, including soil and plant research. Beehad to do some fast
talking before he was allowed to track down hisrgyavho was tending



some grapevines that were being grown on speaiigned frames to
maximise the amount of sun reaching the bunchésiiof

He was in jeans and a shabby T-shirt, wieldingrgelgair of secateurs
which he transferred to his left hand to shake bamith Pierce in a firm,
callused grip.

Pierce, looking at him curiously, saw a tall, thEdt young man several
years younger than himself, with an amiable expwasbut a square,
stubborn jaw, who exuded dependability, at the nmimboking
considerably puzzled. He didn't recognise Piemncame and was trying to
place him. There were a couple of other workersirziahe vines, but no
one close enough to hear the conversation, PiestednThey were as
private as if they were alone in a room.

'I'm Trista's husband," he explained briefly.

The young man's blue eyes widened slightly, bedosbuttered expression
descended on his face. 'How is she?' he asked.

Pierce warmed to him. 'Everyone says she's fingut.I'm worried about
her.'

Chris frowned quickly. "Why, what's wrong?"
'I'm not sure. She recently lost a baby. A misegei’

Chris drew in a breath before he said, 'I'm savrigegar that." He glanced at
Pierce with sympathy. 'l know how you feel.’

Surprised, Pierce said, 'Did you want your baby?'
Chris answered with some relief, 'She told younihées, | guess | did. Not
that we'd planned it, of course. But once it hapgerwell, | got kind of a

kick out of knowing—it's something special, ish'tmaking a baby?'

Pierce nodded.



Chris said, 'Only I figured | shouldn't pressure, y@uknow? She was the
one that'd have to carry it—have it—and in the ahe;d be the one looking
after it. Specially since her father refused tgh&lo | thought, the decision'’s
got to be hers. But | told her if she wanted togkiéeor get married, I'd help

as much as | could.' He looked down at the secateuhis hand, hefting

them. 'And in the end,’ he said, his voice droppsitge decided to . . . get rid
of it.'

'No, she didn't,' Pierce told him. 'Her father lted/ou, Chris.'

When the blue eyes first lifted to his, they welank with shock. Then they
blazed. The secateurs were flung to the growrek—eez!Chris swung
round, clinging to a rough horizontal branch of ¢gnapevine, his head bent.
‘The old bastard! Theastard!"The vine shook and rustled.

Pierce gave him a few moments to recover, thentsdfte broad back, "You
have a daughter. Somewhere in Australia. She wastad!.'

Chris nodded before he turned round. His eyes waist. '| believed him,’

he said. 'l actually believed it. | felt guilty féetting him talk her into it,
because | knew—I thought—he had. | even thoughttia one reason why
she didn't want me around any more—that she mwst th@ught I'd let her
down. | felt rotten about that, too. But | neveubdted that it was true. How
could I have been sstupid?' His head went up as he closed his eyes, fists
clenched at his sides.

'‘Geoffrey would have been very convincing, | shathichk." He didn't add
that Chris's own patent honesty would have maeéeaster, especially five
years ago, when he must have been no more thatytwen

‘Thanks,' Chris said. 'Why are you telling me lai$?’

'"You loved her didn't you?'

Chris nodded, embarrassed, then suddenly burst@ut,yes. | loved her.
She was the first—and | was for her—well, it's ndween like that again.’



Pierce fought down a surge of pure, murderous ys3ldShe needs to know
that,” he said. 'She needs to hear it from you. t8imks that her father
bought you off. Paid you to go away.'

A slow flush ascended Chris's cheeks. 'He gave oreegn But it wasn't like
that.'

'l know." If Pierce hadn't been sure before, he mas.

'It was . . . after he told me, he was quite niceua it. Said it would be best
for both of us—Trista and me—to make a clean braal,she'd be upset if
she happened to run into me. He knew | wanted awetr Trista had
mentioned it often. | wanted us to go together, sdime. So he said, take
this and go, get away from here, away from Tridtad | took it. It seemed
the only thing to do, at the time ... | paid hintbdater, though. When | got
back. Sent it to him in cash.’

'‘But never saw Trista?'

Chris shook his head, his jaw very prominent.gfdmised | wouldn't.'

'Has there been someone else since?' Pierce asked h

‘Not now. There've been other girls. No one serious

Pierce said carefully, 'How do you feel about Erisow?"'

Chris thought. 'l don't know," he admitted. 'A meynd've ... not really
thought about her for ages. Not the way | used to.’

'Will you see her?' Pierce asked. 'Talk to her?
"You mean, explain what happened?’
'Why you went away, yes.'

"You think that will help?'



'l hope so,' Pierce said. 'I'm desperate.’

"You must love her very much,' Chris said slowly.

Pierce said, 'That isn't important.'

Chris gave a slight, disbelieving shake of his blbead. 'Not important?’
'Only to me.

‘It must be important to her," Chris commented @iy

Pierce gave a slight, wry smile. 'What she neédssaid, 'is to know that
you loved her. At the moment she feels nothing for.ma. for anyone, |
suspect. And it goes back to the fact that sh&kghyou . . . betrayed her.'
Chris shook his head sorrowfully. 'l guess | didaye, deep down, |
wanted to believe her father—have the responsiliditen out of my hands.
| hadn't meant to be tied down to a family, youwn&o—it was kind of a
relief, even though I... oh, I don't know, | wakmaixed up.' He looked again
at Pierce. 'lf she doesn't love you, why did Trist@ry you?'

Pierce said frankly, 'Partly, it was because | Wit at her feet and worship
her like all the other men she knew. She founddlddtallenge. It... made me
more attractive to heurned her onhe thought bleakly, but couldn't bring
himself to use the phrase aloud. 'But mostly, leadised, because she was
desperate to have a baby, to replace the onelskeloly having it adopted.’
Chris said with respect, "You're quite a bloke.'

Brushing that aside, Pierce asked, 'Will you se@'he

"You want me to visit you?'

'l don't know that | want to be there, but basicalkes.’

Chris rubbed a finger over his upper lip, dippexifead, then raised it again.
IOK.I



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

PIERCE made sure that Trista would be home the followwegkend. She
said to him once, 'What's the matter?' And he thmbland face to her and
denied that anything was.

But he had been restless, prowling to the windod/amay again, not able
to settle to anything. In the end, he went outsidé began trimming some
of the big shrubs in the garden, although the daas Wlustery and
unpleasant.

When at last a red car slowed and turned into tive che straightened and
dropped the pruning saw he had been using.

The car drove on to the small sealed parking aesalb the double garage.
Chris got out and deliberately closed the car dblerstood looking at the
house, and Pierce, with a heavy sense of forebadinig chest, took a deep
breath and went over to meet him.

Chris held out his hand, and briefly Pierce putihis it. ‘'She's inside," he
said, and led the way.

They went in the front door. He could hear Tristénd something in the
kitchen. 'T'll fetch her,' he said. 'Wait in heredlitely he pushed wide the
door of the lounge and Chris walked in. 'Sit dovhégrce said, but Chris
stood in the middle of the room, facing him, andrdly shook his head.

Pierce walked down the short passageway to thaekitcfeeling as though
he was on his way to his execution. A small, trats voice inside urged
him to go back, send Chris away again before Tf@iad out he was here.
He set his teeth and kept walking.

‘There's someone here to see you,' he said, otghat his voice sounded
steady, quite casual.

She turned from the sink with a cleaning cloth @ hand, and raised the
fingers of the other to brush back a stray wispaif. His heart turned like a
knife in his chest. 'Who?'



His throat closing, Pierce managed a shrug.

Trista put down the cloth, and rinsed her handgndrthem on the apron
she wore before taking it off.

He stood aside for her and was behind her whers&imped dead in the
doorway of the lounge. Chris hadn't moved.

Pierce saw how still she was, and counted the siscdkt last she said, her
voice catching huskily, 'Chris?" And then, on atguiifferent, vibrant note,
'‘Chris!’

Pierce saw the movement of Chris's throat as hiéamed, before his hands
came up and he held them out to her, and Tristaidhwent out to meet
them as she stepped into the room.

Pierce turned away and seconds later found hinrséfie bedroom, staring
out of the window. He looked at his hands and daat they were grimy.

After a moment he went to the bathroom and washedht A murmur of

voices came from the lounge. He closed his eyasijrig on the basin, his
forehead against the coolness of the mirror above.

He raised his head, saw his own face looking gandtwhite, a tight look
about the mouth. He passed a hand across his &atelsgueezing his
suddenly throbbing temples.

His car keys hung on a rack by the back door. Quiet walked down the
passageway and collected them, then let himselbythe back door. In the
garage he kept his eyes averted from Trista's mdugat into his own, and
carefully reversed on to the road.

* % %

He drove, and then walked, and two hours laterbgak into his car and
went home. Chris's car was gone from the car panll, the garage was
empty.



He found the back door locked, and used his kel witstrong sense of
fatalism. In the bedroom, Trista's brush and comb the little bottles that
usually stood on the dressing-table were gone. eTkare still a lot of
clothes in the wardrobe, but he counted six emphgkrs, and her drawers
were untidy, as though she had pulled things ouat urry. She had taken
her toothbrush and the bottle of bath salts hedmaeh her for Christmas
from the bathroom, the capacious leather handbaglstays used, and the
satin robe that always hung on the inside of hedwede door. He pictured
her in it, the pearl-like fabric clinging to her sise slung back her loose hair
after a bath—pictured Chris Maddock with her, dndd himself down on
the bed, his hand over his eyes.

Two days later a postcard came, postmarked Hamiltmongruously, it
had a picture of Garden Place on the front, thedls in full bloom. On it
she had scrawled, 'Don't worry about me. I'm ghti

And not even her name. Nothing else but the tevassurance.

He wondered if she had contacted Geoffrey, andghioprobably not. He

stood looking at the card, then took it inside aatlon one of the chairs in
the lounge with it in his hands. 'Be happy,’ he muned, and dropped his
head on his clenched hands, the card crushed fmpess.

Inevitably, of course, he had to tell his familpdaGeoffrey. To his parents
and his sisters, he said that Trista had left l@nd he didn't want to talk
about it. Mercifully, even Charley managed to respbat wish. He knew
they were shocked, butall they expressed to him syagpathy. He was
afraid that Antonia, living close to Hamilton hdfsenight bump into Trista,

perhaps in Chris's company, but if she did she Regdtto herself, and he
was grateful.

Geoffrey, mercifully, seemed to be concentratinghajudicial duties and
had not been in touch. Mortally offended, Piercepmsed, after that
confrontation and Pierce's angry reaction to higlegions. But he felt
obliged, in the end, to go and see him.



Geoffrey greeted him stiffly and didn't offer ardtj but did invite him to sit
down.

It was going to be a difficult interview, Pierceatised. Well, he had not
expected anything else. He apologised briefly ésidg his temper at their
last meeting. If Geoffrey noticed that he wasndlagising for what he had
said, he didn't say so.

‘All right,’ he grunted. Then, 'How is Trista?'

Pierce mentally took a deep breath. 'She's withisGWaddock.'

It was several minutes before Geoffrey could bfngself to speak. His
face swelled with rage and shock, and his eyes stiavhitely.'"How?' he
said finally. 'How could yolet her? Good lord, Pierce, | never took you for

a fooll'

Pierce smiled faintly. 'Perhaps | am. How and wbesh't really matter,
does it? | thought you should know, though.'

'l can't believe this!" Geoffrey muttered, shakmghead. 'l just can't believe
it.'

'I'm afraid it's true. | expert she'll contact yeventually. When she feels
more . . . settled.'

'Settled?’ She can't settle with that . . . Shelthe back, Pierce, I'm sure she
will. She thinks the world of you, really. It's amiporary aberration. She's
still depressed, ill, you said she's not back to hermal self. Well,
obviously you were right." "

Pierce shook his head. 'l wouldn't count on that.’
Geoffrey frowned. 'Are you saying you wouldn't tdlexr back?'

'I'm not saying that. But | am saying, she showdlowed to choose what
she wants—and who she wants.'



Geoffrey gave a scornful snort. 'She doesn't kntvatwhe wants! She's got
another of her wild impulses, that's all. Going effth a childhood
sweetheart! Where are they, do you know? | mightible to talk some
sense into her—'

'‘No, Geoffrey," Pierce said firmly. 'She's over miyeone, and you're not
responsible for her any longer. Neither am I.'

'Nonsense! As her husbhand—'

'l can't tell her what to do. I'm certainly not albto go and drag her back by
the hair.’

Geoffrey scowled. 'Don't you want her any more?'
'Oh, yes,' Pierce said softly. 'l want her.’

Geoffrey averted his eyes from Pierce's face, iclganis throat, 'l don't
understand you,' he said gruffly.

'‘Are you sure Trista's all right?' Charley askeah lnine day when she had
come to visit. She came rather often these dayschwtouched him.
Tactfully, this was the first time she had directhentioned Trista. 'She
hasn't written to me or anything, and we are—aege—friends.’

‘You're also my sister," Pierce reminded her. d &gostcard," he said, and
showed the crumpled object to her.

She handed it back. 'That's OK, | suppose. Butai$ wuite a while ago,
wasn't it?'

‘A few weeks," he said. ‘Nearly a month.' It seerilesl an age. 'l could
check, | suppose,' he added almost to himself, wongl if he was seizing
on a tempting excuse to contact his wayward bride.

"You know where she is, then?' Charley asked ante of relief.



'Yes, | know where she is. And before you ask, hvgive you the address.
If she wants to get in touch with you, she will.'

'l wouldn't have asked," Charley said reproachfahd he smiled at her and
apologised.

The suggestion lodged in his mind and niggledrat&ll week. He had Chris
Maddock's home address in Hamilton, and the telephmumber, but he
wouldn't ring there, in case ... in case Tristansared. Because he couldn't
have borne to hear her voice on the phone withegging her to come
home, he knew. But dammit, she was his wife, heghtg working himself
up to a temper. He had a right to enquire aftemia-being, and she hadn't
bothered to contact him after that one brief messaga postcard . . .

He phoned the research station, and had to leavesaage because Chris
was out in the field somewhere. He tried to coma¢aton what he was
doing for the next hour, but every time the phonehs desk shrilled he
pounced on it. When at last he heard his secrseyy'A Mr Maddock on
the line—will you speak to him?' he barked,

‘Yes!'

"You wanted me?' Chris asked.

Pierce swallowed and sat back in his chair, higllslippery on the receiver.
'l just wondered," he said. 'l don't want to indegf but I'd like to know how
Trista is.'

Trista?'

Pierce clamped his teeth tight for a moment. talisine if she's all right," he
said patiently. 'That's all. And | won't bother yagain.'

There was a silence on the other end. Then Chidsirsguzzled tones, 'l
haven't seen Trista since that day at your housetaided for about half an
hour, then | left.' He paused again. 'You thougiet was withme?'



Pierce, shocked into a state of hollow panic, saidas sure she was with
you! | had a postcard from Hamilton.'

‘Nothing to do with me, mate. When was this?"

‘A couple of days later,’ Pierce said. 'l thoudte'd left with you—she took
her car, but | assumed she'd followed you.'

'You mean, she's been gone since then? Since yhecdme?"

'Yes.' Visions of accident, suicide, of Trista wandg in the dark streets of
some strange city screamed through Pierce's niiogk tvas she when you
left?' he demanded. 'What did you say?"

'l told her what had happened. That's all. Toldlkenow | felt about her, at
the time—why | went away. Just what you suggeske thanked me, we
parted. End of story.’

"That's all?"

Chris cleared his throat. 'We kissed—Ilike a bro#ret sister, | swear. There
was nothing ... | mean, she was just the same Weéiras when | arrived. A
little more . . . relaxed, maybe. As though she thacided something.'

'Didn’t you want her? Pierce asked harshly. 'Did seect heagain?"

'‘Look, the question didn't arise," Chris said, sbog slightly harassed.
'Honestly. She's changed—we both have, | guesgdt.,. strange, seeing
each other again, but it was a bit as though all llappened before had
happened to two other people, you know? She wasglsee me, at first, as
she might be glad to see any old friend. But somgihgone. Whatever we
had before . . . it's died.’

'Maybe not for her," Pierce suggested.
'For both of us. Her more than me," Chris insistlde's still gorgeous, and

if she were free | could fall for her all over agaBut | know it wasn't there
for her, believe me."Thanhy?'Pierce said. 'And for pity's sake, where?'



'l haven't a clue,' Chris answered, nonplusseds Mww her better than |
do.'

What now? Pierce asked himself, after hanging upl where? Where did
he start looking?

She hadn't left an address book, and the few nusméeibbled on the
notepad by the phone yielded no clues. He phoreedffite where she had
worked, and they said she had contacted themthelu she was sorry but
she had been called away unexpectedly and wolldiiack.

'Did she leave a forwarding address?' he asked;arotg that they would
know she had left him, not knowing if they werdibg the truth when they
said no. She had asked them to keep her wagesunoli notice, to

compensate for the inconvenience. That startedvimdering what she
was doing for money. She had not taken her chequk&:bA few days

before that weekend she had cashed a cheque tordadd dollars, but he
didn't know if she had any other cash, or how mofcthat she might have
already spent.

Geoffrey. Geoffrey must know something, have soméresses for her
friends. Her second bridesmaid, for instance, haatllin Wellington.

But Geoffrey, livid at the new turn of events arldrbing Pierce almost as
much as he blamed himself, drew a blank too.

'‘Can't find a thing," he announced, after turninogTrista's old room.

'Has she phoned Hester at all? Written to her?"

'No. I've asked Hester.'

'‘Names,' Pierce said. 'Write down any names youeeadl, anyway. Some
will be in the phone book, surely. Ring them." Adcthought struck him.

'Did she have a passport?' Five years ago, had Z&alanders required
passports to get into Australia? He couldn't rememb



'I've still got that. And she can't get anothelhwiit her birth certificate. I've
got that, too.'

At least she couldn't have left the country. Smradkcies, Pierce thought.
Charley. She might have talked to Charley aboutotieer friends. About
places she had been, places she might have rettonedw. The other
bridesmaid, of course!

'Sorry," Charley said, after an exhaustive sedraugh her memory banks.
'‘Can't recall that she ever mentioned the addfessshe was flatting with a
crowd, so | don't suppose the phone will be infame.’

"You're sure of her name, though?’

'Sure. Brenda Thwaites.'

'It's a start,’ Pierce muttered. 'I'll have to lardetective.’

'She might not like that.’

'What she likes or doesn't hardly matters, doébkdt8aid forcefully, making
her blink. 'She might be in danger, Charley! Shesvery little money ...
she could be lost. . . what if she decided to Hitil® or something idiotic

like that?'

'She's a grown woman, Pierce! I'm sure Trista'slgi@pof looking after
herself. She's not stupid. Stop panicking.'

'She's . . ." He stopped. 'You're right. It's jhst ... | thought | knew where
she was, who she was with, and | trusted him. But-#

Charley's eyes had widened a little at the 'himh&e let slip, but it was a
few moments before she said, 'Pierce, it's nhomaybusiness, | suppose,
but | can't understand why she left.'

'Neither can I, now.'



'What do you mean?"

He sighed. 'l thought she'd gone to another mari,Jwas apparently wrong.
Unless . . . unless she does want him, but caité duing herself to be
physically unfaithful on principle.'

Charley said, 'You're crazy!

'Probably," Pierce agreed gloomily. 'l certainlglfpunch- drunk these days.’

'Whatever," Charley said. 'If you think Trista wdubok at someone else,
you've got to be round the bend. The githésottedwith you.'

Pierce shook his head wearily. 'l don't know where got that idea from--'

Charley snorted. '‘Anyone who saw the way klokedat you could have
told you that! Didn't you evenotice?'

'Of course | noticed. Trista has a way of making@an think he is the only
one in the world ... at least she did . . . until'.

'l don't mean that!" Charley said impatiently. '‘Tha different sort of look
altogether—her vamp act. Besides, she said enaugivé me the picture.
Pierce, for Trista thers no other man in the world.'

'l can't believe that,' he said impatiently.

Charley raised her eyes to the ceiling. 'Pierceti&y is all very well, but
you carry it to extremes. I'm telling you, Tristvés you! Iknowwhat I'm
talking about. If you ask me, she probably leftédnese she's convinced you
don't feel the same way about her.’

‘That's--' Prepared to deny it, Pierce stoppedtshor

'Well?' Charley demandetDo you love her?"

'Of course | love Trista!' Pierce passed a hand bigehair, scowling.



‘Thank goodness for that,’ Charley said crisplyavél you told her that
lately?

Piercp, still frowning heavily, muttered, 'l havetold her at all.'
'Pierce!" Charley wailed in dismay. 'Why theell not?"

‘At first,’ he confessed, 'because | was afraidd Aren—because | didn't
think it mattered to her, anyway.'

Charley threw up her hands in despaiten! What on earth gave you the
idea that it didn't matter? And what do you mesraid?"

Defensively, Pierce said, 'l told you when | fing¢t her what Trista was like
then.'

'Eating men for breakfast," Charley nodded. 'Butyoo.'

'No, not me. Because | was different. | wouldn't-eesumb. Not obviously,
anyway. Trista was into power games with men—I'mb eecently found
out why. But | didn't dare let her get under myrmgua

'‘But you asked her to marry you.'

He smiled slightly. 'No. Actually Trista did that-skedme.’

Charley gaped, then grinned. 'l can imagine tis@g' said appreciatively.
'She has guts.'

'Yes. She has. Well, it let me out nicely. She tiauhat | went along with it
because she was Geoffrey's daughter.’

Charley shook her head. 'l didn't know you werehsacstinker,' she said
sorrowfully.

‘A safe stinker," he agreed ruefully. 'A very watinker. | thought maybe
she was beginning to really love me, but | was stt game to risk letting
her know how | felt, take the suspense out of étaionship for her, in case



it lost its flavour. Then ... the baby happened, andrything changed
afterwards.'

'Yes, | know. Trista changed.'

'l even gave up making love to her, in the enderd@ admitted, looking
away from her.

'Oh, that would be a great help!" Charley guesaechstically.

"You don't know what it was like," Pierce saidelt that itwas just another of
the wifely duties she carried out so damned effittye’

'What, close your eyes and think of England?’ @yashid.

'‘No. More . . . efficient than that. But worse. Ntakthe right responses, but
with no heart in it. The way she did everythingegé last few months.’

Charley shook her head, allowing him a moment ofssthy. 'How awful.'
'Yes, it was.'

'l think you should have told her," Charley sugegdstthat you loved her. It
might have helped.’'

'If you're right,’ he said, 'it might have been tmy thing that would have
helped.'

'I'm right!" She walked over and gave his armtielghake. "You men can be
so thick, sometimes. You're arrogant and bossyl #teawrong times, and
then ridiculously unsure of yourselves when a bgeidf-confidence is just
what you need.'

Pierce's detective found the bridesmaid in Welbngtand confirmed that
Trista had stayed there, but moved out. He dié&wether home address, but
she was working for a computer company in the city.



‘Thank heaven,' Pierce breathed, and picked upltbee to assure Geoffrey
that his daughter was safe. 'I'm flying down onfitet available plane,’ he
said, hoping Keita would forgive him for offloadihgs paperwork on to her.

'‘And bringing her home, | hope,' Geoffrey growled.

'l hope so, too,' Pierce said fervently.

She was coming out of the big building when he @telpin front of her,
blocking her path. She looked thin, he thought, nd-boned, but still
achingly beautiful. Her eyes seemed larger, or gg@sht was just the way
she was looking at him.

She made to walk round him, and he moved closahlyng at her arm.
There were people hurrying past them, casting aara impatient glances
their way.

'No,' Trista said in a small voice, and bent hexchentil it almost touched
his lapel.

'Yes, Trista—please,’ he said. 'We have to talk.’
She sighed in defeat and said, 'All right.'

'Where do you live? Can we go there? Do you brimgy gar to work?' And,
when she shook her head, 'I'll get a taxi.'

It was a very small flat, dark but clean. There wastchen and a bathroom,
and one room containing a wide divan-bed half ceden a variety of
cushions, a rather hard, wooden- armed armcharaamall drop-leaf table
with two dining chairs that didn't match.

'l can't afford much,’ she said. 'But they've psedime a rise in six months.’

Six months? He let that pass, sitting down on #sy ehair she offered him.



'Would you like a cup of coffee?' she asked.

Pierce shook his head. She was taking off the jasik@wore, hanging it on
a hook behind the door. There was another hoole tHerlding her satin
gown. He looked at it, remembering.

She turned, flushing as she met his naked eyes.

'l want you,' he said truthfully, hearing the stegks of his own voice with a
small shock.

Trista shivered, and backed against the door, had$ flattened on the
wood, her head turned to one side as she closesl/bsr

He got up and crossed the small space, turnedbeitd him almost angrily,
and covered her mouth in a kiss of possession,t@riog her attempt at
protest.

He felt her shudder, and then her mouth openedifar and he knew a
quick surge of triumph. He drew back, breathinglh@hey had established
something, at least. His satisfaction showed irfdus.

'Have you got anything stronger than coffee?' lke@ser.

She looked dazed. 'Sherry,’ she said.

‘That'll do.’

He took the bottle from her and poured two glaskleswas putting down
the bottle on the tiny bench when she said sudd&foy can'dothis to me!
It isn't fair!’

'Do what?'

'‘Change your mind!" she said, gesturing a littlklkyi

'‘About?' he asked politely.



'‘About wanting me! | know why you sent Chris to nWéent to all the
trouble of finding him.'

'Do you? | hoped you would.' He handed her a gléskerry, and then, as
he saw the sudden flash in her eyes, said quickiywarning, 'No, don't
throw it at me.'

She took a gulp of it instead, and almost chokeercP took up the other
glass and regarded her over it. 'Well?' he invifeqitly.

'I'm sorry your plans went awry, but I'm not a o be handed on when
you tire of me,' she said, turning away. '‘And yadnd need to provide me
with—compensation, or whatever that was supposée o

Pierce put his untouched glass back on the beWtiat?'

Recklessly, she drank some more and swung roufadéchim again across
the room. 'lt was a kind thought. But if you wantedjet rid of me, you had
only to say so. Or were you anxious to ensurelthats the guilty party so
that my father couldn't blame you for breaking wp marriage, and your
career would still be safe?"

Pierce blinked at her, and, as he understood, arsumed by a white flare
of pure rage. He started towards her, and she thimglmost empty glass,
her face suddenly taut with fright, but he sidegegpit and grasped her
shoulders in a bruising grip.

He was within an ace of shaking her, but her wsdayed eyes stopped him.
He dropped his hands and said grittily, as he pliblee towards the divan,
'Sit down!'

Her head came up defiantly, but at the look irelyiss she subsided on to the
mattress.

He said, 'l don't know how you got the idea thask tired of you! It seemed
to me thatyouhad lost interest in being married and were jogtgthrough
the motions because you felt obliged to stick it @&und | wasn'thanding
you over. hoped against hope that you wouldn't go withi€Hiut it was a



risk | had to take. When | came home and found gane, | assumed that
was what you had done. You sent a postcard fromilttamfor heaven's
sake!'

'l stopped there for petrol,’ she said, 'on the teawellington. What does
that have to do with anything?"

'‘Chris lives there!'
'Oh. Does he? | don't think he mentioned it.'

'‘And | neverwanted to be rid of you. | thought that seeing,earing what
he had to say, might have helped you out of thatyfmu were living in.'

She raised her eyes. 'You knew?'
'l knew. How could I not know?"'
'l tried . . . to hide it. To act like a normal hambeing.’

'l know that, too. You're not a normal human beingot an average human
being, anyway. You're a wonderful, unique, veryutiéa woman. With
something special about you that very few peopternatch. And it broke
my heart to see you lose that.'

Disregarding her astonished stare, he turned asiegiup the glass from
where it had rolled, refilled it and brought itbaeih his. 'Move over," he
said. 'We've got some sorting out to do.’

He put his arm about her, and pulled her back ag&im, settling against
the cushions. 'Drink your sherry," he said. 'A@éris went away—after you
had his baby, your father thought you'd got oveBiit you hadn't." When
she remained silent, his arm folded her closer,fendrushed a kiss against
her temple. 'Had you?' he asked.

She sighed. 'l did, but there were things thauhtb. . . difficult. | used to
keep away from babies—young children. When my ffgegot married and



started families, | stopped seeing them. | madexteise to myself that our
interests had separated, that we had nothing inm@omany more.'

'‘And meantime you concentrated on punishing allyiweng men of your
acquaintance for Chris's defection and your father: bullying.’

She was silent for a while, taking sips of herklrih. . . didn't think of it like
that,' she said at last. 'l thought | was just hg\a good time, taking Dad's
advice.'

'What advice?'

"Get out and about. Don't moon about the housiting about it, put it all
behind you, and for goodness' sake stop showinghatelong face." He
hates to see me cry.’

'So you stuck a smile on your face and went odttatee a good time. And
tried to pretend nothing had happened.’

"Yes. And it did work ... up to a point. | had fun.

'When you danced . . ." Pierce mused.

'l let the music come inside me, and it filled bp space . . . for a while.'
'‘And sex?"'

'Once bitten . . ." she said. 'Oh, kissing . .erepetting, occasionally. Yes, |
tried that. But | didn't want sex again, really.tilhmet you. And then... you
introduced me to the McGregors, and Jennifer. Andt&n. Kirsten would

be about the same age, you see . . .

'In that order?' Pierce said slowly. He reached awne put his glass on the
floor.

'What order?'



"You said, you didn't want sex until you met medAhenl| introduced you
to Jennifer and Kirsten.'

She looked down at the teaspoonful of amber lidgifidin her glass. '"Why
did you marry me, Pierce?'

Without hesitation he said, '‘Because | love youcéBse you're the only
woman I've wanted to love and to cherish all thgsdz my life. Because |
can't imagine life without you.'

Her voice low, she said, "You've never said th&bidee'

'l love you? No, | haven't. And many a time I'vidn my tongue, trying to
stop it from escaping.' He added deliberatelyidhtl quite dare. Because |
wasn't sure why you married me . . . and thereamfssreason that was . . .
safe.’

‘Take this glass,’ she said, handing it to him. iMirehad deposited it beside
his own, she propped herself on her elbow, withlvared on his chest, and
said, 'l didn't marry you just to have babies. bwalove with you almost
from the moment we met. Only, | thought half of #igaction for you was
my father's influence, and the fact that he hadenwrless pushed you to
take an interest in me.'

'I'm not so easily pushed.' He lifted a tendrilhair away from her cheek,
hooking it behind her ear. 'It bothered you, did@'tThat | might not have
married you if you hadn't had a useful father.'

'l was . . . disappointed. Which was really stupdihave been devastated if
you hadn't agreed to marry me."

'So you were in a cleft stick. | could have spanked several times during
our engagement... if I'd been the type,' he addetily» as she gave him a
straight look. 'Some of those sweet-but-cuttingasks were a bit near the
bone.'

'You didn't trust me.'



‘Not an inch," he admitted with a wry grin. 'l didknow why you were
"agin" all men, but | had a suspicion that once koew you had me wound
about your little finger, I'd end up like all thest—on a plate. And | wasn't
about to risk my skin.'

She made a face at him, and dropped her head tehbidder. The ache
about his heart began to ease. She wasn't theedpadolescent he had
thought her, and he wouldn't be making that mistadaan. But even adults
were allowed their moments of playfulness, anddekrhissed such childish
gestures when they suddenly disappeared. They &l pure Trista. So
was the way she was now fiddling with the buttonhashirt. He let her

undo two of them, then picked up her hand and beddsing gently on her

fingers. 'Shall | tell you something?' he saidydi’'d waited about another
five minutes, that day by the river, I'd have pregdto you:

She looked up at him. 'Oh! Well, | couldn't waBte dropped her mouth to
his neck, nuzzling his skin.

Pierce took her shoulders and rolled over, pinnitveg beneath him,
admiring her flawless face.

'Do you want to make another baby?' he asked her.

Trista gave him a slow, languorous smile. 'That dae nice,’ she said,
stretching her arms over her head. 'But somehaeeasn't seem quite so
important now. | think ... I was kind of obsessathvhe idea, when | wasn't
sure you loved me. A baby would have bound youd#d m

"You don't need a baby for that,’ he said. 'I'mrabto you hand and foot,
heart and soul, forever. But I'm sure there will lm&bies eventually.
Children of our love.'

She wound her arms about his neck. 'Yes,' she et@dp'Oh, yes. There
will. Tell me again that you love me, Pierce.’

He told her again. And again. Until he was too tivess to speak, and she
too intoxicated with pleasure to hear.



When it was over, he held her and stroked her saedsighed against him.
'Happy?' he asked.

'l don't remember being so happy in my life," shevgered drowsily. 'l never
thought you'd come after me. Would you have, ibk&n with Chris?’

'‘Not while | thought you were happier with him.'

She confessed, 'l couldn't imagine that you wowdehlet me go, if you
loved me.'

'‘Becausd love you.'

'l don't know what I'll do if you ever leave megeRie.’
'l won't," he promised.

Trista snuggled closer and closed her eyes.

'‘Don't go to sleep yet," he said. 'I've put mysetfipletely in your power. It's
your turn. Be brave.’

She frowned, puzzled for a moment. Then she raisechead a little and
feathered a tiny kiss against his cheek. 'l lova,'yshe whispered, and
settled down again on his chest, and slept.



