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JUST FOR A NIGHT

Miranda Lee



Marina has flown form Australia to London to dondter bone
marrow to seven-year-old Rebecca, the Earl of Woaieme's
great-niece. But James, lord Winterbourne, isn'¢ thlderly
gentleman Marina expected: he's thirty-somethinghd eakishly
good-looking.

Marina tries to ignore her growing feelings for &snand concentrate
on helping Rebecca. But James won't let it restvaets Marina in
his bed. And though she knows she can only be siqgapassion in
James's life, the temptation to succumb, even flust night, is
overwhelming!



CHAPTER ONE
'l DON'T want you to go.’

Marina looked up from her suitcase and shook had lz¢ the sulky
expression on her fiance's face.

'Please don't start that again, Sharf&Jeto go. Surely you can see
that?'

‘No, | can't,’ he snapped. 'It's only three wedkshe wedding and
here you are swanning off to the other side ofwioeld on some
wild-goose chase. There's no guarantee that youws bwarrow will
save that little girl's life. You're probably jugetting their hopes up
for nothing.’

'Firstly, | will only be away a week at the mosdarina pointed out,
impatience only a breath away. 'Secondly, | hapjgebe a near
perfect match. Not only in blood, but in tissuedy®o you know
how rare that is?'

'I'm sure you'll tell me,' he said sourly. "Youhe smart one around
here.’

Marina frowned at his tone of voice, and at thedation behind his
words. This was a side to Shane she'd never séerebe

There again, she considered slowly, she'd nevesetbhim before.
After her mother's death a couple of months ag@die®=n more than
happy to accept the warm hand of friendship angh@uiBhane had
offered, more than happy to have someone thereakenall the

funeral arrangements and give her a shoulder t@rrHer usually
decisive and strong-willed character had failed d&mtirely during

that grief-stricken time. Shane had been strongwghe'd felt weak,
kind and thoughtful when that was what she'd ne@dlest.



That his kindness had ended up in his bed had plpldaeen
Inevitable. He was an attractive man and she wies, all, so terribly
lonely. Her satisfaction with his lovemaking had been quite so
inevitable, given her uninspiring sexual historjheTpleasure he'd
given her had stunned her, so much so that shk&l/ée herself in
love at last. When he'd asked her to marry him atmago, she'd said
yes.

Now she stared at him. His face was not so handssnhe scowled
at her. His eyes not so kind, either. They werd eold angry.

'l had no idea how much you resented my being éhtsd she said,
covering her distress behind a cool tone. 'If ynagine | think you're
in any way inferior to me because you work with iybands, then |
don't.'

Shane had been her mother's right-hand man in thegriand
dressage school she'd run on the outskirts of Sydidough a high
school drop-out, Shane was far from dumb. When hé&imother
had hired him a good few years back, the then twiwe-year- old
had known everything there was to know about matbeuestrian.
He'd got along with Marina's mother like a housdimbecause they
had a passion in common: the passion for horses.

Marina quite liked horses, and she'd learnt to adiequately enough,
but she'd never been obsessed by the showjumpamgesas her
mother and Shane were. She'd always quite likedeétom, but he'd
been standoffish in her presence—till her mothiness and death
had changed the status quo between them.

After they'd become engaged, Marina had told Shiaatethe school
and the horses were his to do with whatever hellike

She wondered now if he loved the school and harsa® than he
loved her.



Or if he loved her at all...

‘Maybe our getting married is not such a good Iddee said quietly.
'‘We did rush into it a bit.’

He was around the bed and taking her in his ariiasdsehe could say
boo. But his hard, hungry kisses left her cold.righstopped after a
while and held her at arm's length. This time kisression was full

of apology and remorse.

‘You're angry with me,' he said. 'And you've eveght to be. | was
being bloody selfish. Of course you have to gocQirse. It's just
that I'm going to miss you terribly, sweetheare' tdleased her arms
to cup her chin and lift her mouth for him to kegain. Softly this
time. And sweetly.

Marina had to admit to a moment of melting. These&v rsexual
responses of hers could be very disarming. Andgmerhot always in
her best interests, came the astonishing realisatio

'I'm really going to miss this beautiful mouth obws," Shane
murmured. There again, everything about you isesautiful. Your
eyes. Your skin. Your hair. Your breasts.' His heahfed to stroke
them through her shirt and she was dismayed atwi#ne they
responded, as though they weren't connected withria.

'I've always wanted you, Marina," he insisted, withickened quality
to his voice. 'From the first moment | saw you. Bour mother
warned me right from the start that | could loolat hot touch. Her
little princess was not for the likes of me.’

Marina was not really surprised by this news. Hethar had been a
very contradictory person. British-born and brelde'd apparently
defied her wealthy, upper-crust parents to rurt@#ustralia with a

colonial stablehand. She'd been told never to datikeir doorstep

again. Which she hadn't.



Her bitterness over their attitude had been sueh $he'd never
spoken of her English ancestors to her daughterhad forbidden
Marina to ever seek them out.

One would have thought she'd bring up Marina tpdeshis kind of
snobbery and hypocrisy. And she had, in a way aBthie same time,
perversely, she'd tried to turn her only daught¢o ia right little
madam, with*all the associated refinements and memiarina had
been given ballet lessons, piano lessons and spaedhdrama
lessons, not to mention the obligatory riding anesdage lessons.

It hadn't really worked. Marina might look an elaga
twenty-five-year-old lady on the surface, and shddthold her own
in any company, but she was still Australian thitougnd
through—with a stubborn streak a mile long, an imcsitve
irreverence for authority and a pragmatic no-nonsattgude to life.

She was also a chip off the old block when it caordefying parents,
because when she'd gone to England on a backpabkidpy a
couple of years previously she had tried to lookhgomaternal side
of her family—her mother's maiden name being on higth
certificate—only to find that there were more Biagts in England
than you could poke a stick at.

Without more information to narrow the field, or n&y to hire an
investigator, finding the right Binghams would habeen like
looking for a needle in a haystack. Since she lma@mbeen althat
curious about the English side to her family—theyreded horrible
snobs to her—she'd given up the search withoutanaofualm.

Shane's comment reminded her that she would bagaid again
soon. And this time shdid have some money. Her mother's esta
had been larger than she'd envisaged. It seemédl Isben a very
astute businesswoman over the years. Now that Blagald not hurt
her mother with a more in-depth search, she migsit $ee if she



could find her grandparents, plus any possible qumicles and
cousins.

And maybe she wouldn't.

They'd never searched for her, had they? Why shshddctare a whit
for them? They'd probably only upset her by not wgnto have
anything to do with her.

No, she would abandon that idea entirely. Besetsleeping dogs
lie.

T never thought you'd look twice at me," Shane segng, 'with your
private school education and your looks. But yod, diidn't you,
princess? And now...now you're mine.' He bent trkbas claim with
a long and very intimate kiss. It did set her h@atthudding, but it
was not what she wanted at that moment. All shetedawas to be
left alone. Her head was absolutely whirling.

'‘Come back as quickly as you can,' he urged. '3tamt over there a
moment longer than necessary.'

Marina didn't know what to say. She felt very casfd. A couple of
weeks ago she had not been able to wait to margné&hNow,
suddenly, those heady feelings of being madlywe keemed to have
disappeared and her thoughts were very disturbing.

Surely Shane could not be just marrying her forhiheses. Surely he
loved her. And surely she loved him back. Hadrétghivered under
his touch only last night? Hadn't she cried ouhwleasure?

Her mental toing and froing led nowhere, but thgeuto get away
from Shane remained acute. The urge to get awayoaid was
becoming even stronger.



The trip to London, which had loomed in her mindasiething of a
trial, now took on a different perspective. It beeaa welcome
escape, a time away from Shane during which shiel ¢bink more
clearly. By the time she returned, hopefully, sloaiid know what to
do.

It would not be too late to break her engagemeandhken. It wasn't
as though they were going to have a big church weddnly a

simple ceremony in her mother's prized rose gandh,a celebrant
and a few close friends attending.

This had been Shane's wish, not Marina's. She'dyalwanted a
traditional wedding, but Shane had argued the tatslity of a big
celebration so soon after her mother's death. &wled Shane had
also said it would be a waste of money—money bsftent on the
plans he had for building new stables and buying Inerses.

Money figured a lot in Shane's arguments, Marina b&ginning to
realise.

When the phone call had come from the childrenspital, asking
her if she could fly to London as soon as possdle a bone marrow
donor, Shane's first concern had been how much ynon®uld cost
and who was going to pay. He hadn't shut up alvdiita follow-up
letter had arrived, explaining Marina would notdog of pocket in
any way whatsoever.

Shanestill hadn't been happy about her going.

But in this case Marina had remained adamant, &eral tendency
to stubbornness rising up through the uncharattesigbmissiveness
which had been plaguing her. This had nothing tevidb them as a
couple and everything to do with herself as a dee@ caring
human being. She was prepared to go even if shéohzaly for it all
herself. How could she not, when a little girlfe kvas at stake?



Her name was Rebecca, and she was only seven.phargrGod
love her, but with a wonderful great- uncle, it sedmAn earl, no
less. And rich as Croesus, thank heavens.

He'd sent a first-class return ticket for Marinduspa written
assurance that he would be personally responsiieali her
expenses. His gratitude knew no bounds. He claimedould be in
her debt for the rest of his life.

Marina smiled as she thought of the letter and intsredibly

formal-sounding expressions. The man was Britistst@racy

through and through, all right. But rather sweb& sonceded. For a
blue-blood.

'‘Ahh, you're smiling," Shane said, and bent to gemkon the lips. T
must be forgiven.’

Marina could not trust herself to speak. She twlisiat of Shane's
arms and busied herself shutting and locking hécase. 'We'll have
to leave for the airport shortly,' she said. 'ltiye still going to drive
me, that is?"

'‘Why wouldn't | drive you?' he said expansivelyorid be so
sensitive, sweetheart.' He scooped the suitcagbeofied and placed
his spare arm around her shoulders.

'l know why you're so touchy,' he said, hugging twer his side.
‘You're just jumpy about the flight. And about ydwspital stay at
the other end. I'll say this for you, Marina, yeuttamned brave,
volunteering to have needles poked in you like. thatow | wouldn't
do it. Not for a perfect stranger.’

Marina frowned. She didn't think of herself as jgattarly brave.
She'd been assured the procedure was not palmfuigt there might
be some discomfort in her hip for a couple of days.



It dawned on her then that Shane was a very setfeaih Selfish and
ambitious and stingy.

Marina fingered her engagement ring all the waynfiBringelly to
the airport at Mascot. Half a dozen times she coptated taking it
off and giving it back. But she didn't. And, in teed, she boarded the
plane still an engaged woman.



CHAPTER TWO

THE man holding the sign which said '"M$®\RINA SPENCER didn't
look like a chauffeur.

He wasn't wearing a uniform for one thing, like es@l of the other
sign-carrying chauffeurs standing near him. He waaring a black
pin-striped three- piece suit and a crisp white tess shirt whose
starched collar was neatly bisected by a classyoomartie. A
matching maroon handkerchief winked from the brpasket of the
superbly tailored jacket.

Frankly, he looked like an executive. A very takry good-looking,
very successful executive. In his early thirtiesariMa guessed, he
had straight black hair—impeccably parted and gebmstraight
black brows, and an air of urbane superiority. $beld see him
sitting behind a desk, in one of those black leathavel chairs. Or in
a boardroom, at the head of one of those longsipedi tables.

But the sign he was carrying placed him very firm$/the chauffeur
she'd been told would meet her at Heathrow. So rMaset her
luggage trolley on an unswerving path straight talsdnim.

His gaze, which had been staring rather blankihatsteady stream
of arrivals, shifted abruptly to hers, and Marinarid herself looking
into deeply set blue eyes which widened at heragir. Clearly she
didn't fit his idea of a Miss Marina Spencer anyrenthanhedid her
concept of a chauffeur.

Admittedly, she probably didn't look like most Eisgimen's idea of a
girl from Sydney. Her bright red hair and very pské did not fit the

cliched beach beauties from Bondi, sporting honeydé hair as
long as their legs and a gorgeous all-over tan.

At least | have the long legs, she thought, smitungfully to herself
over her total inability to tan—inherited, possibfsom somewhere



on her maternal side. Unless it came from her fathdistant Irish
ancestry. Who knew, where recessive genes wereenuwu?
Luckily, Marina's mother had lathered her daugbtsensitive skin
with sun factor fifteen her entire life, and shelyorarried a
smattering of light freckles.

Marina stopped the trolley right in front of theactifeur and smiled
politely up into his by now frowning face.

'I'm Marina Spencer,' she informed him.

He gave her the longest look in return, one whathHer feeling as
poorly composed as the twenty-two- hour flight hade'& hardly
slept a wink, for one thing. And something she@e&ad not agreed
with her. All in all, the triphad been a trial, and she wasn't lookin
forward to the return flight, regardless of thetficlass seat.

She'd done her best to resurrect her appearantte ihadies just
before disembarking, but despite fresh make-upsher still felt
dehydrated, and her normally vibrant red-gold cimsg rather
limply around her face and shoulders. Her widelcsal green eyes,
one of her best features, had dark smudges uneler. th

On the plus side, her jeans had survived the &ifebthan a skirt or a
dress. And her favourite and thankfully crease-pbteck jacket hid
the wrinkles in the white shirt underneath.

But she still felt somewhat the worse for wear.

The chauffeur's thorough visual assessment irdtagr somewhat.
Finally, he bent to prop the sign against a negobhar, then
straightened, still unsmiling, to hold out his haadher in greeting.

'How do you do, Miss Spencer? | trust you had adgitight? I'm
James Marsden.' The fingers which enclosed hers fiver and cool.
'‘My chauffeur had a problem with one of his knd@s morning.



Arthritis. So | came to collect you myself. He'sitivey for us out in
the car.'

Marina blinked her astonishmeitthiswas James Marsdembiswas
Rebecca's great-uncl@hiswas the Earl of Winterborne?

Her first impulse was to laugh. No wonder he hafiited the image
of a chauffeur. But, my goodness, he didn't fitihrexge of the Earl of
Winterborne, either. She'd pictured an elderly edniaired..
gentleman, with a handle-bar moustache, a walkiog and an Irish
wolfhound at his feet.

‘That was very kind of you,' she said, trying toca her mouth into a
polite expression instead of an amused grin. Sheesded, but not
before the Earl of Winterborne clearly spotted Isémuggle to

suppress a smile. Those straight black brows afie® momentarily
together, and for a brief second she thought hegeasy to ask her
what the joke was. But he merely shrugged and stefgpward to lift

her suitcase from the trolley, swinging it easdythe ground at his
feet.

'Is this your only luggage?' he asked.

'Yes, it is." She was glad now that she'd brought ber best clothes
with her. Glad too that she'd had a new suitcagati them in. The
bag she'd brought to England on her previouswisitld have proved
a right embarrassment.

This one was an elegant tapestry model in smokgsband greys
which she'd bought from one of the chain storesindutthe
after-Christmas sales at the beginning of the ykdrad a roomy
matching shoulder bag which was at that moment ihgnfairly
heavily on one of her slender shoulders, filledthie brim with
everything she'd thought she might need on the flagty over.

‘You travel light, Miss Spencer.’



She almost laughed again. He wasn't carrying restele shoulder
bag. She smiled instead. 'Do call me Marina. Please

Now he smiled, if you could call a slight upward movemahtone
corner of his nicely shaped lips a smile. '‘Austiiadi have a penchant
for using first names quickly, don't they?'

'‘We don't stand on ceremony, | guess,' she agamedywondered if
she had offended him in some way.

There was a dryness to his voice which could haenIsarcasm. Or
disapproval.

The demi-smile disappeared as quickly as it had cdteewas as
stiffly formal in life as he'd been in his lettesie decided. But where
his written words had seemed rather sweet, his-lilloed bearing
and autocratic manner were not so endearing. Rratikéy were
intimidating. Marina determined not to succumbhe temptation to
kowtow and grovel, reminding herself he was jufiesh and blood
man underneath the cloak of superiority he worarsagantly, yet so
very elegantly.

'So what should call you?'she asked. 'What does an earl get calle
anyway?"'

There was a minute lifting of his eyebrows, as ttower casual
attitude was to be expected but only just tolerdddyl Lord, usually,'
came his cool reply. 'Or Lord Winterborne, in mgea

His pompousness sparked a touch of rebellion. 'Sbands awfully
stiff. How can you stand it? At home you'd simpby ¢alled James.
Or Jim. Or even Jack. Still, when in Rome do asRbenans do, |
guess. | wouldn't want to do anything which waapftropriate while
I'm over here.'



He gave her another of those highly disturbing $o0Ko, of course
not,’” he drawled, and his eyes dropped to herHaftd and her
diamond engagement ring.

Marina could not believe the thought which flashet her mind.
Immediately prickles of heat whooshed into her &se&Vhen his
eyes lifted back to her face, she hoped and prhgerbuld not read
the reason behind her most uncustomary blush.

‘Then call me James, by all means,’ he said widnclstfilled
gallantry. 'Come.' He lifted her suitcase from flu®or beside him
with his right hand while he put his left at hebal. "You must be
tired. | will take you to my apartment in Mayfaihere you can have
some decent food and a rest. Then, this afternowiti, take you to
the hospital to meet Rebecca.’

Marina felt guilty that she'd forgotten her missitor a moment.
'How is Rebecca?' she asked anxiously. This is what yacone for,
she lectured herself sternly. Not to have uncomstbite thoughts
about the Earl of Winterborne.

'‘She's very much looking forward to meeting yoa,réplied. 'l must
warn you, though, she's very thin and she's lbsf &ler hair through
the chemotherapy. So try not to look shocked wham walk in.

Rebecca might only be seven but she's very mudhl,aagd very

sensitive to her appearance.’'

Marina's heart turned over. 'Oh, the poor littheeld she murmured.

The Earl of Winterborne gave a very un-earl-likghsilt carried a
weariness born of worry and grief, plus a typeeadignation which
came from feeling totally helpless. Marina undevdtperfectly what
he was going through, because that was how shéehadhile her

mother had been dying of cancer. It was the reaggnMarina had
put herself on the bone marrow register. Becausd stanted to give



someone else hope where there had been none fondteer—or
herself.

‘Yes. Yes, that sums Rebecca up entirely,' he dgites face had
grown as bleak as his voice, and his hand droppealy grom
Marina's elbow. The suitcase was lowered to therflnce more.
'‘She's had little enough love in her life so fandAittle enough luck.
But that's been the way with things at WinterboHwal for quite
some time.'

Marina found herself reaching out to put a comfgythand on his
nearest sleeve. His handsome head dipped slowdyatece down,
first at her hand on his arm and then up into em@thetic gaze.

'Let's hope my coming will turn the tables, themalswe?' she said
softly, giving his arm a gentle squeeze beforangit fall back to her
side.

He stared at her in silence for ages. Or so it seeifhwas probably
only a few seconds.

A thousand emotions seemed to flitter across lus,faone staying
long enough for her to gauge properly. But she lgéswith the
impression of a deep distress, one which was tistghim greatly.

'l would like to think so," he said staunchly atgdast. 'But | have a
feeling that might not be the case. They say thargssent to try us,’
he added in a strangely bitter tone. 'To test baraxcters. | can see
that the next few days are going to test mine édithit.'

Marina was not sure what he meant. Had the doatmeady given up
all real hope for the child? Was her own trip dvere a waste of time,
as Shane had suggested? She wondered what otliertmmes had
befallen his family lately. Marina suspected he hamte on his mind
than the health of the child. The Earl of Wintermrclearly had
many burdens on his shoulders.



But they were very broad shoulders, she noted weelpent to pick
up her suitcase a third time and began to stridemih it. She
wondered if they would look as good without thet.slfithey were
mostly padding or real.

Marina frowned as she trotted after him. This wesdecond time in
as many minutes that her mind had swung unexpgctedithe

physical where this man was concerned. It wadtet ier to have
thoughts such as this. Well, not till recently, way, and certainly
not about any man other than Shane.

Not that she'd had anything to do with any man rothan Shane
lately. She'd taken compassionate leave from leahteg position
after her mother's death and had stayed at homesaw, helping
Shane with the administrative side of running tldeng school. For
the last few weeks her life had revolved aroundflarce and the
astonishing things he could make her feel.

Her frown deepened as she tried to make sense rofifiedden
responses to the Earl of Winterborne. Was her tesenual
awakening able to be transferred to any attractma® who came
along? Had she turned into an ogler of male fleBhPemale
fantasiser?

The prospect appalled her. She'd never liked the ssane women
talked about men and sex all the time when theyewegether, as
though there was nothing else in their lives. @rway they stared
openly at certain parts of the male anatomy.

Marina's eyes drifted down from those broad shaslteewhere Lord
Winterborne's suit jacket outlined what looked l&keicely shaped
derriere.

You 're doing it nowthat annoyingly honest voice piped in he
head—the one which Marina could never deny.



And enjoying itanother sarcastic voice inserted slyly.
The first voice came to the rescue with a vengeance

And what's wrong with looking® challenged belligerentlyl'here's
no harm in looking!

She wants to do more than look. She 'd like totowo. She 'd like to
see if an English earl makes love like an Aussblsthand. She'd
like to—

'‘Oh, do shut up!" she muttered aloud.

'‘Pardon?’ The object of her mental warring glarmest his shoulder,
slowing his stride at the same time.

Marina almost cannoned right into him. She stoppedelf just in
time, rocking backwards and forwards on her toeshashitched the
tapestry bag higher on her shoulder for added balan

‘Nothing,' she said with a blithe and decidedlgéahnocence. There
was definitely nothing innocent going on in her chat that moment.
‘Just talking to myself."?

'You do that often?' His drily amused smile did keidly attractive
things to his mouth. Marina decided she preferieddead serious.

‘All the time," she admitted, wrenching her mindlboftom the path to
hell with great difficulty. 'l was an only childnd only children often
talk to themselves. | used to talk to a tea-towgaball.'

‘A tea-towel?He laughed, and Marina gritted her teeth. Laughidg
to his whole face what that smile had done to tesitim transformed
it from merely handsome to lethally sexy.

'‘Why a tea-towel? Why not a doll? Or a teddy?'



Marina pulled a face. 'lt's difficult to explainh& tea-towel wasn't
another person, or a pretend friend. It was mear@ther side of me.
My...secret side.'

‘Sounds fascinating. Do you still talk to tea- tts®&he asked as he
walked on, more slowly this time, so that she ifelb step with him
by his side.

'‘Not since | was eighteen.’
'‘What happened to you at eighteen?’

'l left home to go to teacher's college. | didm'tk my new flatmates
would indulge my peculiarities like my mother digince then, any
conversations with my secret side take place irhead.'

He slanted a thoughtful glance across at her. #ovd often do these
conversations take place?'

'‘Not that often nowadays.' But she had an awfuirfgehey were
about to pick up frequency.

‘Do you tell anyone about them?'

'Lord, no!'

'‘Not even your fiance?'

Marina hesitated a fraction.

Thatis an engagement ring on your finger, isn't it?'

‘Yes.' Marina had pretty well decided on the fligivier that she'd
blown the incident before leaving home way outrofgortion, that of
course she loved Shane and wanted to marry himh&utesponses
to the man standing before her had shaken thatc@rvanew. How



could she possibly be in love with Shane and fes@ed to the earl
of Winterborne?

It's possible because this is not lppeinted out her pragmatic side
It's just...attraction. He's a very attractive man.

Marina found comfort in that thought. Yes, of caurény woman
would find this man attractive. He was the stufhéde fantasies were
made of. Handsome. Rich. Enigmatic. I'm not beirsdpglal to my
feelings for Shane. I'm just being normal.

'‘No," she answered levelly, after scooping in aetling out a
steadying breath. 'l definitely don't tell Shanewatthem. He thinks
I'm a very sensible, level-headed girl.’

That disturbing demi-smile surfaced again. 'And g@nbt?’

'l do try to be."' But | don't always succeed, stwight ruefully.
‘When is your wedding?'

'In three weeks.'

‘Three weeks!" He sounded shocked. And almost libsinay.
‘You've come all this way...and your wedding* idyothree weeks
away?'

'l would have come,' she said truthfully, 'everihié wedding had
been tomorrow. My mother died of cancer. | could nave lived
with myself if I had not come. And now that | havecan't tell you
how much I'm looking forward to doing this for yoRebecca. As
soon as it can be arranged, actually. Tomorroveif fke. You did
say the sooner the better in your letter, didnitd/o



He stopped and stared at her, then began shalsrigebd. 'You are
one special lady, Miss Marina Spencer. Orexy special lady.
Tomorrow would be marvellous. But | thought you&ltbo tired.’

'‘What's tired in the scheme of things? | can riéstwaards.'

'‘And you will, too. As soon as you can leave thsgdial, I'll take you
down to Winterborne Hall, where you can relax féew days before
flying home. It's out in the country and quite bifaliat this time of
year.'

'‘But..." A host of terrible thoughts rushed inta head which had
nothing to do with relaxing. Marina tried to third these new
fantasies as just normal, but their explicit natues very perturbing.
'‘No, I'm sorry. | really can't accept. For one thirshould be getting
home to Shane. Besides, I... | wouldn't like to asg on Lady
Winterborne like that.'

He simplyhadto have a wife, a man such as this. Please Gidainte
have a wife, Marina prayed. | would never thinkugbts like this
about a married man. | know | wouldn't.

There is no Lady Winterborne," he informed her coolly, an
something inside her fluttered uncontrollably. 'Buwgre are a dozen
guest bedrooms just dying to be used. And plentstaff to see to
your every whim. What's a few days?' he added tegigt his eyes
searching hers. "Your fiance surely won't expeat @ jump on a
plane straight out of hospital?’

'l.. .1 guess not. But | wouldn't like to put yau+'
'l insist," he broke in brusquely. 'l will not take for an answer.'

Marina swallowed. It was the wrong thing for hinstyy to her at that
moment in time.



An image filled her mind, of her lying on a magoént four-poster
bed in one of those undoubtedly huge and plusidgaeit guest
bedrooms...

It was night, but there were candles casting amate glow through
the room. Her red hair was spread out against antaouof pillows,

gleaming gold against pristine white. Her nightgowas virginal

white as well, but made of satin and lace, anddtlittle. She was
reading when he came into the room, dressed iohapurrple robe.
His penetrating blue eyes clashed with her owrtlsthgreen ones.
He walked arrogantly to the edge of the bed andggjed out of the
robe. He was naked. He climbed onto the bed arddtiie curtains
so the world was shut out and darkness envelopad.tithe book
was taken from her suddenly trembling fingers. $&ile a hand

sliding around her neck, and her mouth being sldiftsd.

'l will not take no for an answer,' he whisperediast her lips...
Marina's glazed eyes slowly cleared to find the

main star of her shockingly life-like fantasy stayiat her with
unconcealed concern.

‘What is it? Are you not feeling well?'

Marina felt decidedly shaky, for such was the poveér her
Imaginings.

'l...I wasfeeling a little faint there for a moment. But lal right
now.' She scooped in a deep breath and did hetdostii her wildly
hammering heart.

‘You had me worried. | thought | might have to garouas well as
the suitcase.'

For a split second Marina contemplated organisifajrda.



‘Do you think you can make it outside?' he askedtryvon his
handsome face. 'lt's not far.'

‘Yes, of course,’ she said briskly, disgusted whi#rself for this
ongoing and quite uncharacteristic weakness. Sthéohget a hold of
herself and her head once and for all. This wousdl pot do!

‘Lead on, My Lord," she said firmly. 'I'll follow.’

He frowned. 'l thought you were going to call menda.’

'l know, but somehow it doesn't feel right.’

He looked slightly annoyed. 'Surely I'm not thaimmdating?'
‘Well, actually, yes, you are, Lord Winterborne.'

In more ways than one.

'‘But | would preferyou to call me James.’

'Sorry, Your Lordship. No can do.' This unfortunateraction might
be one-sided, but Marina still felt it only sensiltb keep him at a
distance. Calling him James was just too intimatehier peace of
mind.

His glare fell just short of scowl. 'You really leaa mind of your
own, don't you?'

'‘Well, why not?' she said in a challenging toneon® English
women?'

He laughed, but didn't answer her, she noted. Afterlast shake of
his head, he stalked on ahead with her suitcaseénig her to follow
as she'd said she would.



CHAPTER THREE

IT wAS raining outside—a light drizzle more like a misan real rain.
And it was freezing, by Marina's standards. Aftdl, & was

supposedly summer over here, unlike the actuallynea winter
she'd left behind in Sydney. Of course it was sgity early in the
morning. Just going on six. The plane had landedardark, not long
after five.

Still....

Marina thought of the clothes she'd brought anddeoed if they'd
do.

‘Don't worry,' Lord Winterborne said when she gkohap at the sky.
'‘We have good heating inside. August can be likis. tNWery
unpredictable. It will probably be fine and warmmiamrrow. Ahh,
here's William with the car.'

A large and stately-looking dark green saloon pullgo the kerb
with a properly uniformed chauffeur behind the whéte looked
about fifty, with a full, florid face and a few tonany pounds around
his stomach.

'‘Don't get out, William," his employer called ool opening the back
door. 'Just hand me the keys and I'll put the Iggga the boot. This
Is Marina, by the way, all the way from Sydney, &aka.'

'How do you do, miss?' the chauffeur said, liftmg cap in greeting
as she climbed in and settled in the most comfwhrieather seat.

They exchanged a smile in the rear-vision mirtdis Lordship was
over the moon when he found out you were comingsnit's ever so
good of you to do what you're doing.’



‘That's nice of you to say so, but I'm only doingatvanybody would
do, under the circumstances.’

'l wouldn't say that. | wouldn't say that at all.’

'‘What wouldn't you say, William?' the man himsealked, on joining
them and handing back the keys.

‘That not everyone would do what this pretty ladydoing for
Rebecca. Or come this far to do it.'

‘You're quite right. | wholeheartedly agree withuy&traight to the
apartment, William.'

‘Very good, My Lord.'

His Lordship stayed well over on his side of themy back seat,
Marina noted, which was a relief. There was sometlaibout being
confined in a car with him which was even more uiigsing than

ogling him from behind, or conjuring up eroticlktiscenarios in her
head. Their enclosed closeness meant she couleynhotsee him.

She could smell him.

No matter how often Shane showered he still snhghtty of sweat
and horses. This man smelt of something very exyenan exotic,
spicy scent which teased the nostrils and madetlymk of crisp
clean air and pines covered in snow, of cool wsiteets and freshly
washed bodies and...

Oh, my God, I'm doing it again!

Marina wrenched her mind back from the abyss, tgrrhier head
away from the inspiration of her erotic thoughtsl dhat damned
cologne he was wearing. She stared out at the lsabulwondon street
and the rows of identical houses, and tried to ipertself together.



*You mentioned your mother died of cancer...’

Darn it, he was speaking to her. She would hawertoher head back
and look at him.

She did so. Slowly. Nonchalantly. 'Yes, that's tjigbhe said, and
their eyes met. He really did have riveting eyas,thought. The blue
was as intense as their expression.

'Was it leukaemia?' he asked.

'No. She died from skin cancer. A couple of moitthsk. Melanoma.
It took her fairly quickly after it was diagnosethough it's never
quick enough, is it?' she added, her heart comigaat the thought of
her mother's suffering.

‘And your father? How is he coping?'

'‘My father died when | was just a baby. A horsenas breaking in
threw him into a fence. Snapped his neck. That'y Wwhave no
brothers or sisters.’

‘Your poor mother.'

'‘Oh, Mum coped. Mum always coped. She was veryngtr¥ery
brave.'

'‘Her daughter takes after her.'

Marina shook her head. 'l wish | did. But let's rtadk about me. |
want you to tell me about Rebecca and her backgrbun

'‘What would you like to know?"

'Oh...everything, | guess.' She was very curiowtithe child, plus
how she came to have such a young great-uncle.



'It's only a half-hour drive to Mayfair at this tarof day,' he said a
touch ruefully. 'l doubt I can fit the Winterborsaga into such a short
space of time. But I'll try. Though I'll keep it\aa to the relevant
details and leave whatever family skeletons | cathé closet. | want
you to think well of us.'

'l already think well of you,' she said, before sbald bite the words
back.

But it was true. Aside from the unfortunate phykgitéraction, she
did think well of him. This was no selfish man sittiagross from her.
A selfish man would not have personally taken himse to
Heathrow airport at five in the morning. A selfistman would not
have given a hoot if his chauffeur had arthritisseéifish man would
not love a little girl as he obviously loved higgt-niece.

His smile was ironic. "You don't really know me, fife.'
She shrugged. 'A man is known by his actions.'

He nodded slowly up and down. 'I'll try to rememthet. Now where
was |I? Oh, yes. Rebecca...'

Marina soon realised she could listen to the HaWmterborne talk
all day. He had a wonderfully rich voice. And petfeowels. She
would never have imagined perfect vowels couldifege her, but
they did. The whole man fascinated her, if shetwabful. As did his
story...

It turned out that James had not been born to leeetlrl of
Winterborne. That honour had gone to his brothayrénce, who
was an amazing twenty years his elder.

This Laurence had apparently been a bit of a wild, ajiven to
gambling and living the high life. Unfortunatelyistfather, the Earl,



had dropped dead of a coronary soon after his eddarturned
twenty-one, so Laurence had inherited the title ybung age.

Admittedly, Laurence had startled everyone by magyalmost
immediately, but any hope that marriage would sdtim down and
make him face the responsibilities associated it title, plus
running the family estate, had soon evaporated—yndsie to his
choice of wife.

Joy was the youngest daughter in a family of foamghters, all of
them renowned for their wildly ambitious and sodknbing
natures. With the highflying Joy by his side, Lange's life had been
even more flamboyant and extravagant than every'dtgambled
together, travelled abroad, skied, shopped andepaithey'd hardly
ever been at Winterborne Hall, which was a relefLaurence's
mother, who was still grieving for her husband whiying to bring
up a young son at the age of forty-five.

The birth of a daughter, Estelle, two years afteirtwedding, had
done nothing to change the jet- setting lifestyld_ofd and Lady
Winterborne. They'd merely installed their new-bobaby at
Winterborne Hall with a nanny and taken off again.

Because of their closeness in age, Estelle had ineea like a little
sister to James than a niece, and although heiamaotther had done
their best to fill the gaps of love in the chiltife Estelle had grown
up feeling neglected and abandoned by her par&msd always
iImagined it would have been different if she'd badaoy, and heir to
the title, but James doubted it. His brother digive a fig about what
happened to the title after he was gone.

Estelle had eventually left home and begun takingsl then, after
her parents cut off her allowance, had paid for lnepit through
selling herself on the streets.



By this time James had been at university, at Calgby and Estelle
would occasionally contact him when she was despdéoa money.
He would try to talk some sense into her but tawail. It had only
been when she'd fallen pregnant a few years latdather

unknown—that he was able to talk her into going @om

She had, and, with her grandmother's help, hacddtdyg-free till
she'd given birth to her daughter, Rebecca. Lems éhmonth later,
however, she had died of an overdose of heroin. & twenty-
five—two years younger than her uncle James.

Rebecca's grandparents, who'd still been leadifignsiellgent lives,
had been no more interested in their granddaugheitl-being than
they had in their own daughter's. A nanny had beea and that was
that. Unfortunately, when Rebecca was only one yadr her
great-grandmother had passed away, and, with Jaadiag his own
life in London by then, little Rebecca had seemaoihded to grow up
even more lonely and neglected than her own mother.

Fate had stepped in, however, when her grandparameskilled on
the ski-slopes of Switzerland during an avalanahe years back,
making James the new Earl of Winterborne. He'drtakesr the reins
at Winterborne Hall, plus the guardianship of hisrt five-year-old
great-niece, and had just brought some real lodehappiness into
the poor tot's life when she'd been diagnosed itkaemia.

Her existence over the last couple of years hagdistau of nothing
but doing the rounds of specialists, stays in Halgpichemotherapy
and sheer misery.

'S0 you can see,' Rebecca's amazingly young gnedg-finished up,
'she's been having a real rough time of it.’

'It goes like that sometimes, doesn't it?' Marioamiserated. 'It
doesn't rain but it pours.'



Just then the rainclouds parted and a ray of soaspierced the
passenger window, landing in Marina's eyes. Shekétl, then
laughed softly. 'l hope that sun's a good omdminktit might be, you
know. | mean...what were the chances of findingar+perfect match
with Rebecca? One in a million?"

She turned her head towards her co-passengeraagttdim staring
at her with those intense blue eyes of his. 'l waay that just about
describes you,' he said in a serious tone.

Marina's heart flipped over at the compliment. legh felt strained.
‘What a flatterer you are, My Lord. You'll turn rhgad if you don't
watch it.'

He said nothing, and she found his silence ever monerving than
his penetrating gaze. What was he thinking? Fe2livgs it merely
curiosity about her which made him stare so? Sufedyattraction
couldn't be mutual, could it?

She swallowed, and struggled to think of somettongay.Anything.

‘Are...are we far from Mayfair?' she asked, evernvBhe already
knew the answer. They were skirting a large padssibly Hyde
Park, and the streets were heavy with traffic eatetiis early hour.
Some time back the rows of suburban houses had giag to
iImpressive old buildings, mostly made of a greyine. Not a glass
and concrete skyscraper in sight anywhere.

‘Not far,' he said. 'l take it you haven't beeh@odon before?'

‘Actually, | have. A couple of years back. Cameaoshoestring and
did what touristy things | could afford. Saw thenging of the Guard
at Buckingham Palace, and Madame Tussaud's andaWwer of
London, not to mention all the museums and gaBefi@e free ones,
that is,' she laughed.



'Did you go to the theatre?'
'Heavens, no. Too expensive.'
Til take you, if you like.'

She shot him a sharp look, but there was nothingsrface which
suggested anything but politeness.

'Oh, I...er...I don't think I'll really have therte, do you? Not if I'm to
go down to Winterborne Hall as well.’

His eyebrows lifted in surprise. "You mean youdiually come?’
'l...well...you said you wouldn't take no for arseser.’

His laugh did not sound particularly happy for soreason. 'But |
never for one moment thought you'd succumb to kivat of male
pressure.’

What a provocative expression, she thought. Succtonimnale
pressure. It conjured up the image of an attemgéeldiction and an
almost unwilling surrender.

Marina could not help staring into his face agéansome hint of his
feelings towards her. But there was nothing to goHe had a habit
of holding his facial features in that stiffly aatatic fashion which
bespoke things like ancestral pride and honouranogance, but
nothing of any personal emotion. If he was attiddte her on any
physical level, his body language did not show it.

While some deep feminine instinct rang a warnirag gerhaps it was
not wise to go down to Winterborne Hall, suddenlydwhorses
would not have kept her away. She wanted to seanuisstral home,
wanted to see him in it, wanted to sleep in ondaholse dozen



bedrooms—if only to spend the night fantasisingrdatie Lord and
Master of Winterborne Hall.

'It's not a matter of succumbing to male pressshe,'said firmly, 'but
deciding for myself that | would really like to s&ebecca's home.
Still, I can only spare a couple of days. | reaked to be getting back
to my home as soon as possible.' Back to the real wshd,told
herself ruefully. And away from this fantasy onemplete with
fantasy man.

'You must be missing your fiance,' he said. 'Whas vis name
again?'

‘Shane.’
'‘What does he do for a living?'

'‘He helped my mother run her riding and dressalgjeadcHe's quite
marvellous with horses.'

'l see. But what is he doing now that your mothes passed on?"

‘Just the same. It would be a shame to let all mther's work go to
rack and ruin. She built up a good business wightylof clients. And
her horses are simply the best.'

‘But that's not whagoudo, is it?'
Marina was startled by his intuitive comment. 'Wioyyou say that?'

'Your hands, for one thing. It's also obvious yaun'tlspend much
time in the sun.’

She stared down at her soft, pale hands, which westing lightly in
her lap. She was unnerved by the sharpness obke&vations. What



else had he noted about her? Could he look intoniveat as well, see
all those appalling thoughts she'd been having tao?-'

Her fingers linked together and pressed down hafou're quite
right,' she said a little stiffly. 'I'm a teacher.'

‘A teacher,’ he repeated, and smiled a strang¢gedittile. 'Yes, | can
see you in front of a class. But not boys,' he ddasgly. "You would
distract boys far too much. You teach at a gideosl, | gather?'

Marina was rather rattled by his comments. For]eve use of the
word 'distracting' suggested he found her looksadive, this fact
seemed to slightly annoy him. Was this becausevsisean engaged
woman? Would he perhaps have adopted a differgtuics to her if
she'd been free to accept...to accept... what?

A romantic tryst while she was down at Winter- boked!?

Marina found such a thought breathlessly excitihgwas with
difficulty that she reminded herself she had depetban overheated
imagination since stepping off that plane. Forsak knew, the Earl
of Winterborne was just making idle and polite cersation to pass
the time while in her company. His tendency to amtasional
sardonic remark could be caused by boredom. It ava®bering
thought.

‘Actually, you're wrong this time,' she told himsply. 'l do teach
boys. Boysandgirls. I'm a primary school teacher. | have azlad
of nine- and ten-year-olds. Or | did. I've taken casgionate leave
till next term.’

His smile was accompanied by a drily amused glearhis eyes.

‘Ahh. But boys of that age are not boys at alk yukl little savages. |

was thinking of the slightly older species, whiagins to appreciate
the difference between boys and girls. And howasklyou, exactly,

Marina?'



‘Twenty-five.'
He said 'ahh' again, as though highly satisfiett wér age.

The green saloon turned down a narrow street afpthiat, angling
between cars parked down one side, then turnimgainteven more
narrow and slightly cobbled lane. The brick buifgBron either side
were three storeys high, with doors which openeaigdit onto the
street. So did the windows. Only the window boxp#lisg with
brightly coloured flowers gave some relief to thestarity of the
architecture.

‘These are mews," His Lordship volunteered, onngeker glance
around.

'Oh, yes, I've read about them. They used to bedhal stables,
didn't they?'

'‘Not all of them royal, but certainly once belongito London's
wealthy. They've all been converted to apartmeaotgadays.'

‘They must still be expensive, being so close éocity.'

'l dare say. This one's been passed down throughfaimily. |
inherited it when my father died. It might normaligive gone to the
eldest son but | think Father wanted to keep soinieecestate out of
Laurence's spendthrift hands. As it was, my brothérhis best to
bankrupt the estate.

'‘But | shouldn't be telling you any of this," he tteved, seemingly
irritated with himself for doing so if his expressiwas anything to

go by.

He frowned and leant forward to tap his chauffeutite shoulder.
'‘William, just let us out here at the door.’



The car stopped next to a large brown wooden datir & brass
knocker and doorknob. Geraniums and petunias blsaedhanging
baskets at eye-level on either side.

‘And give me the key for a moment. I'll get Misse8per's luggage.
No, don't argue with me. | know how painful youreknis. If I'd had

my way you'd have stayed home in bed and I'd haverd myself

this morning. Now, after you've parked the car, eonside for some
breakfast. We don't have to leave for the bankafasther hour at
least.’

The chauffeur sighed heavily. "You spoil me, My d.o¥our brother
would not have—'

‘My brother is no longer in charge, William. | am.’
Which, clearly, he was.
Magnificently and mercifully.

Marina saw then that it was not just the Earl'sdsame face which
had captivated her. Or his tall, well-proportiorteady. It was the
man himself. His whole person. His character. Bsfiegially his
compassion.

'‘Wait there till | help you out,’ he ordered hergaptorily, before
climbing out himself.

But she didn't wait there. That wasn't her way. 8as out of the car
and standing beside the passenger door by theh@r@ought her
suitcase around.

His smile carried wry reproach. 'l thought you sthdt when in
Rome you were going to do as the Romans do?' kledhi

She shrugged, smiling. 'My mind is willing, but ritgsh is weak.'



He stared at her for a second, then shook hisdgad. He seemed to
be always shaking his head at Hér.doubt anything about you is
weak, Marina,' he complimented her, though in a wotce. 'Like
most Australians, you flout the old-fashioned waryd artaditions for
the sometimes foolish habits they are. But you hawncountered
our Henry as yet. Believe me when | warn you thimgsthis
apartment are done Henry's way, or not at all!"



CHAPTER FOUR

'WHO's Henry?' Marina asked after the car had moved off.
'He's my valet. He used to be the butler at Wirttere Hall.'
'‘Oh? What happened? Didn't he work out?'

'He worked out very well for over thirty years. Boty brother
forcibly retired him when he turned seventy—packed off to live
out his days at the damned gatehouse like a brokem-dacehorse
banished to a far paddock.’

It was clear by his irritable tone that he had bieieious at his brother
for this action.

'‘Henry was still fit for service,' Lord Winterbormssvept on. 'All he
had wrong with him was the odd touch of gout. Therpold chap
would have died through sheer neglect and boredom, brought
him up here to London—told him | needed some compalus
someone of his experience to put some well-needeer anto my
wretched existence.'

'‘And was your existence really wretched?' Marineedsthinking to
herself how typical it was of this man to do suc¢hiag, to care about
a poor old retired servant.

‘Lord, no. | was in my twenties and living the lidé Riley! It was
Henry's existence which was wretched. | quickly edmregret my
foolishly generous gesture. Henry took me at mydaammd, indeed,
put order into my life.' He rolled his eyes at themory.

‘How did he do that?' Marina was intrigued.

"You have no idea.’



'‘No, | don't. Tell me. I'm dying to know."'

His glance was drily amused. '"You have a compulgicerious
nature, | think. But you're also very easy tottalhgs to, do you know
that?'

'Yes, I've been told that before. Children cometapne in droves
when I'm on playground duty to tell me their probte And I'm

always getting besieged by little old ladies indmiand trains, and
even supermarket queues. Maybe they're just loaelg need
someone to talk to, but why it's always me theyosleoto pour out
their hearts to, | have no idea.’

'It's your eyes," His Lordship said as he lookgtitrinto them. "You
have understanding eyes.'

She flushed slightly under his compliment and hised gaze.
'So...er...what did Henry do?'

'‘What didn't he do?' His Lordship grumbled as he reached adit ¢
rang the doorbell. 'Firstly, he converted my regdimom into a gym,
into which | was dragged every morning for a wotk:-0As a man
whose only exercise before that had been turninghgrcomputer
and moving chess pieces, believe me when | telllysas in agony
for weeks. | nicknamed one particularly diabolicplece of
equipment "the rack".'

‘Well, it seems to have done you good,' she séal look very fit.'
'I've suffered for this body, | can tell you.'
Marina thought the suffering well worth it. 'So wiedse did he do?"

'‘Changed my daily diet to a boring menu of low-lelterol, low-salt
meals. | hardly enjoy eating any more, except wherack and go to
a cafe and order the fattiest, most cholesteralemdpie | can find!



Marina laughed while His Lordship scowled.

'‘But his crowning achievement was to bully me imgiwing up
smoking. God knows how he managed that!

'He sounds quite wonderful,' Marina said.

His Lordship finally smiled a wry smile. 'Oh, he But he took some
getting used to on a daily basis. Now | wouldn'isgout him. For
one thing he plays a damned good game of chesso@$e, has
getting a little slow on the stairs,’ he addedwfimg at the still
closed door. 'He turned seventy-seven last birthday.

The door opened at that precise moment and Hewod sthere,
iImpeccably dressed in a butler's morning uniformgody striped
trousers, black jacket, white shirt and pale giey lHe was even
wearing white gloves. Marina noticed that his blatloes were
polished as only a butler or a sergeant-major wpoldh them.

He had clearly once been a handsome man. An@tslhis back was
not as straight as she imagined it had once beehhiz steel-grey
hair was thin and receding well back from his Higiehead. He still
looked a darn sight younger than seventy-seven.

Controlled grey eyes swept over her with a blandt b
all-encompassing glance which revealed nothingsoirhpression or
his opinion. His coolly unreadable gaze returnediscemployer.

The plane was on time, My Lord?' he asked, somesthathily.
'Slightly early, Henry. And this is Miss Marina Sper.'

Henry inclined towards her with a stiff nod, whicbuld have been
rheumatism or just his way. 'How do you do, Misei&per?'



‘She will insist on being called Marina, Henry,'sHiordship said
drily as he ushered her inside, depositing hecasé by the door. 'So
we might as well get that out of the way up front.'

'l see. Very well. How do you do, Miss Marina? Wetee to London.
| have your coffee perking, My Lord, but have pregha proper
English breakfast for the young lady. You are not ®f those
Impossibly modern young people are you, Miss Marwho only
drinks coffee for breakfast?' This with a sidewamglance of
ill-concealed exasperation at his employer.

Marina only just managed not to laugh helplesslg Was so
pompous and prim, he was adorable. 'Heavens, naoryMeshe
replied, the corners of her mouth twitching. 'Whéreome from,
some of us can eat a horse for breakfast.’

'l am most relieved,' he sniffed, and, picking bp heavy suitcase
with incredible ease, turned to lead the way.

It was a most gracious way too, Marina noted, folfg across a
spacious black and white tiled foyer where, manyreseabove, hung
a huge chandelier. Ahead curved an elegant staircasered in the
middle by a wide strip of deep forest-green cavgwise pile was so
plush it would be like walking on velvet in yourrbafeet. Sheer
luxury!

Not that she'd expected anything less from a Maly-dpartment
owned by an earl. Her eyes darted around as shatetbthe steps.

The walls were wood-panelled up to a point, aboweckvlay very
English-looking green and gold striped wallpapéne Tcrystal and
brass light fittings were splendid, as were theautdedly antique
furniture pieces resting in various nooks and ciesin

'l have put Miss Marina in the Rose Room, My Lokknhry said on
their way upstairs.



‘Very good, Henry. Oh, and Henry, William will bvag for a bite to
eat shortly. Since | know he'll refuse to eat vivthrina and myself,
give him something in the kitchen. And make surks h@ken his
medication. His arthritis is very bad this mornipgor devil.'

'l will see to it, My Lord. Breakfast will be semden fifteen minutes
in the morning room. | thought Miss Marina mighstwito freshen up
first after her long flight.'

'Indeed | would, Henry,' she agreed, smiling whiea ealised she
was talking like these two now.

'‘What's so amusing?' His Lordship muttered by hee ss they
trailed after Henry.

'‘Me,' she said. 'l think I'm beginning to do whHa¢ Romans do.""
‘Not you, Miss Marina,' he teased drily.

'Oh, yes, me. Next thing you know I'll be taking ta the afternoon
and eating cucumber sandwiches.'

'‘And what do you usually have in the afternoon?’
‘Just coffee.’

'I'm a coffee man myself. Especially in the morsinigdrink at least
three cups.’

'So | gathered. What happened to the low-salt, loelesterol
meals?’

'l can only tolerate so much of that. And definjtabt first thing in
the morning.



"'l leave Marina to you now, Henry," he said mtedly, once they
reached the landing on the first floor. 'I'll s@eiyn the morning room
in fifteen minutes, Marina. Henry can tell you wéétris. And don't
be late or he'll be after you with a long stick.'

He turned and strode on, up a second but smatét Bf stairs which
Marina deduced led to his private domain on the fiear.

‘Very funny, My Lord,' the valet called after hima droll tone.

'‘Don't take any notice of him, Miss Marina,' Hemgntinued as he
led her down a wide hallway lined with massive-fistmed paintings
which looked as if they belonged in the Nationat Gallery. 'His
Lordship likes to rag me. It's a hang-over from &®lescent days
when | was butler at Winterborne Hall and Mastends alleviated
his boredom by playing practical jokes on the staffostly on me.’

Marina found such a scenario impossible to imagiherd
Winterborne surely had never been a boy, let alopeactical joker!

Henry stopped at a cream-painted door on their.rigbatopened it
wide, then stepped back to wait for Marina to gfirst.

She couldn't help it. Her breath caught as she edatkrough the
doorway.

'Oh, Henry!" she exclaimed. 'This is the most hé&aubedroom |
have ever seen. Whyj, it's fit for a queen!'

Her eyes were wide as they took in the delightfédisninine decor
with its rose theme. Roses were everywhere, dieh in shades of
pink. Tiny, pretty roses. They covered the wallpaged matching
curtains and bedlinen. They might have been oveepoy if the
room had been small, but it was immense.



Besides the sleeping arrangements, there was aacwbyntimate
sitting area in front of a cream marble fireplaegh cream and gold
silk-covered armchairs facing it. Fresh roses irkpiand yellows
filled an elegant vase on the undoubtedly antiqueuered coffee
table. The carpet was a deep cream, and the bedgthnot a
four-poster, was queen-sized with brass bed-ends.

The dressing table and matching stool in the conearest the bed
were the epitome of feminine frippery, with thewse-covered
throw-overs and exquisite gilt- framed mirrors. Fresses again
filled an exquisite crystal vase sitting on thentigide, while on the
left lay a silver and crystal vanity set. In theddie sat three crystal
perfume holders.

Marina's bedroom" in her mother's house back hoamewery pretty,
and mainly pink as well, but nothing compared is.th

Henry carried her suitcase over and placed it aollyebn the
cream-painted ottoman at the foot of the large bethn't think this
room has ever had a real queen stay in it overhigbet replied
seriously, to her remark. '‘But | do recall a cosater two. And Lady
Tiffany always sleeps here when she stays overmghdndon.’

'‘Lady Tiffany?' Marina asked innocently enough las walked over
to look through the window down at a small courti/below.

'I'm sure you'll meet Lady Tiffany during your std§iss Marina. She
comes up to visit Rebecca often. She's the youngedt only

remaining child of the Duke and Duchess of Raveswhr His

Lordship's next-door neighbours. Her poor brothdto would have
been the next duke, was tragically killed in théf@Var. He was His
Lordship's best friend. His Lordship is very fonfdtiee Duke and
DuchessAndof Lady Tiffany. She's a dear, sweet girl.’



It finally got through to Marina that she was betotd something
very deliberately by Henry. When she looked aroanhdim he was
standing ramrod-straight at the foot of the bed hisdgaze was
steely.

'His Lordship and Lady Tiffany are planning to aanoce their
engagement at Lady Tiffany's twenty- first birthdaxt month,' he
stated, then just waited, as though expectingdsay something.

She found she could not for a few seconds.

Her dismay was out of all proportion to the sitaatiand her
feelings—which, after all, were just silly, secreelings. They
weren't really real. How could a girl like hersetitertain real feelings
about a man like Lord Winterborne? To do so wasdste both her
emotions and her time. He was always going to btchmed with

someone like this Lady Tiffany.

Marina dredged up a smile even while her heartivearaving a bar
of her common sense reasonings.

‘That's wonderful,’ she lied. 'James is a fine mand I'm sure Lady
Tiffany is as sweet as you say. | must give herconygratulations if
and when we meet. Actually, I'm going to be marmegself next
month, Henry.'

She could not help but see the relief in the \@afate. It both irritated
and puzzled her. What had he been thinking? And2wg'd only

known her for a few minutes and had only seen ligr is Lordship

for the same. What had passed between them whialdwaake this
old man think she was a threat to his employer'sriage or

happiness? Had he overheard their light exchangtherstaircase
and interpreted it as a sign of growing intimacy?



Even if that were the case, did this starchy olatlgenan's gentleman
think she was a bold, amoral hussy, who would drgteal another
woman's intended?

Whatever, she felt offended at Henry's judgementefsituation.
She might have entertained the odd fantasy or tveaitaher host in
her head, but she would never try to put any amhtirgo action.

Pull the other leg, Marinathat awful voice piped up in her he&tls
Lordship could get you into bed in no time if hé lpg mind to it.

Enough!Marina's conscience intervengé@m not that type of girl!
Maybe, but is he that kind of man? Most men are,kymw.

That's good news, Miss Marina,’ Henry was sayinglewkhis
argument raged in her head. 'Very good news inddexpe you'll be
very happy. Now, I'll leave you to freshen up. Therning room is
on the ground floor. Just take the hallway underdfaircase and it's
the first door on the left.'

He bowed stiffly, then withdrew with a slightly sshtisfied smile
hovering around his mouth.

Marina glared after him till he shut the door. Theme did the
strangest thing. She slumped down on the sideeofdbe-covered
bed and burst into tears.



CHAPTER FIVE

‘You do look tired," His Lordship said as he sw@utes third cup of
coffee. 'And you've hardly eaten a bite.’

Marina gave him a wan smile across the six-seateular table
which was set as elegantly for breakfast as far@él dinner party.
The white tablecloth was starched linen, the cutlver, and the
crockery fine white gold-rimmed china.

The whole room was not quite as formal as the oéshe house,
however, and looked out onto the courtyard Mariad $potted from
upstairs. Painted in creams and yellows, and viiéh qun shining
through the tall windows, it would have been alwrignd welcoming
room if Marina had been in a bright and welcomingpih

*You're not hungry?' His Lordship asked.

Marina stared blankly down at the breakfast shediehad selected
from the superb sideboard buffet, which offeredugehrange of hot
food not to mention a choice of cereals plus freshjueezed orange
juice.

She'd sat down with a glass of the orange juiceaapidte on which
she'd unthinkingly deposited two poached eggsstwps of bacon, a
sausage, one slice of grilled tomato and severahnwoms. So far
she'd only managed the orange juice and half a sliddacon. The
four slices of toast which Henry had placed ontdige in a silver
toast rack remained untouched, and she hadn't gotdrto the
brewed pot of tea Henry had set before her.

Her appetite had totally deserted her, her eablart of irrational
weeping leaving her feeling oddly fragile.

'l do think | need a sleep,' she admitted. Sleepldvimnean she could
not think. She didn't want to think any more, abShtne or about



this man opposite her. She certainly didn't wanthtok about the
youthfully sweet and undoubtedly beautiful Lady faify
Ravensbrook.

'‘Are you sure you're up to being admitted to thespital this
afternoon?' His Lordship asked.

‘Yes, of course | am," Marina practically snapp8&d, please, don't
eventhinkof putting it off. | don't want any delay in doitigis. If I'm
still asleep when you get back from the bank dfiech, just wake
me up.’

He'd told her when she'd first sat down about hisitpn as
vice-president at one of London's largest merchanks and how he
had to go there after breakfast for a few hours.dt® had a
lunchtime appointment. 'Or, better still, have Herwake me
beforehand so I'll be ready when you come home.'

Marina could see by his frown that he was puzzletidr shortness.
She sighed, and tried to remember that none owsshis fault. He'd
not let her think by word”or deed that he felt dmyg for her but an
understandable admiration and gratitude for whatvgas doing for
his great-niece. She was making a right fool ofélérs

As for Henry...he was just a suspicious and diriirded old man!

'I'm sorry, James,"' she said, then blinked hemggiment at herself.
'‘Oh—oh, | mean...Your Lordship.’

His grin was lopsided and heartstoppingly charmii@n you've
cracked at last,’ he said, blue eyes glitteringhvamusement. 'l
wondered how long it would take. From now on itlwg James and
nothing but James. And | wiiottake no for an answer.’

She couldn't help it. She smiled back at him, amdted all over.
‘Very well...James.’



Henrywouldwalk in at that moment, with her smiling with fatis
helplessness at His Lordship. Anehrse James was smiling back a
her and looking at her for all the world as thoughfound her the
most desirable, delightful and interesting womae.then topped off
the awkward and easily misunderstood situationdmking up at
Henry and saying, '‘Marina'’s finally consented thircga me James,
Henry. For a minute there | thought | was goingdwee to put up with
His Lordship for the next ten days or so.'

‘Ten days or so, My Lord?' Henry echoed stifflfrcavn gathering. 'l
booked Miss Marina's return flight for next weekehaas assured
by the hospital she would be ready to travel bythe

‘Yes, yes, no doubt she will be," James said ascraped back his
chair and stood up. 'But I'm going to take her daaviVinterborne
Hall for a few daysbefore she goes back to Austrélon't worry, I'll
have my secretary change the booking.'

Henry frowned some more. 'Have you forgotten, Myd?
'‘Forgotten what?'
‘Lady Tiffany will be away in Italy around that tef’

James tossed his linen napkin down on the tabke. Hénry,' he
returned, with a sharp edge in his voice. 'l hayenjotten. | am not
taking Marina down to Winterborne Hall to visit Wwiheighbours. |
am taking her there to show her the countrysideRetmecca’'s home.

Marina's swift intake of breath heralded her redits that the Earl
of Winterborne had no intention of telling her hasmon the verge of
becoming engaged, or of letting her path cross mghntended. Her
shock was only superseded by exciting flashes cked speculation.
Was this deliberate on his part? Did Henry knowemgployer better
than she did? Did the Earl of Winterborne haveaeigassion for
redheads?



Maybe his marriage was to be one of conveniendesgpart? Marina
speculated some more. A merging of money, breedmd) titles.
Maybe he meant to have women on the side, onesoneentarily
fancied, ones he would keep secret from his naoeng bride. It
wouldn't be the first time such things had happdandtiose circles.
And what better choice of a passing bed-partnar thavoman who
would return to a far-off land at the end of theaaff-a woman
committed to someone else... ?

Marina stared up at James and wondered if his lgcateservant
mind had picked up on her unexpected but quitenggedesire for
him. Was he already planning her seduction? Ptpttinhave her
while his fiancee was overseas?

It was obvious Henry feared as much. And he woulalkthe nature
of the beast better than herself.

Marina's emotions swung from a breathtakingly iitaing

excitement over such a prospect to an acute digappent in the
man she'd thought perfect. Perhaps she shouldavet put him on
such a pedestal. After all, he was a human beiiga saint. A man,
not a machine.

'‘But surely Lady Tiffany would like to meet Miss Kkiaa," Henry
persisted.

With this reminder of James's intended, Marina dediwith more
reluctance than she would have liked to admit et could not
possibly be a party to any potentially sordid ségames, if that was
what His Lordship had in mind.

'Yes, and I'd like to medter,’ she tripped out brightly. 'Henry tells me
you and this Lady Tiffany are getting engaged $falames.’



There was no doubting that His Lordship glarediatvalet at this
piece of news. But only for a second. Just as v laughed, but
when he looked back at Marina, his expression was w

‘You did say people liked to tell you things, didn't you®liBve me
when | say it's not like Henry to gossip so. Whaltyou tell her next,
| wonder?' This with another caustic glance thetsaway.

'‘Possibly that you're the best Earl of Winterbama hundred years,’
Henry volunteered, with a po- faced expression.tVba're a good

man, with a great sense of responsibility, loyaltyl tradition. And

that you love your niece's child, Rebecca, as & slere your own

daughter and would do anything to make her futuot bappier than

her past.’

'‘My, my, Henry. Do you think any mortal man coulgelup to such a
glowing testimonial?’

'l think you'll try, My Lord.'

James nodded slowly up and down, a rueful smildingubt his
mouth. "You are a sneaky old man, Henry. Whatraditare do | have
in front of our guest but to agree with you?'

'l know that, My Lord.’
‘You know too much, Henry.'

'l have lived a long time, My Lord. Your brother wd have said too
long.'

'‘My brother may have been right," James mutterefyré throwing
Marina a parting smile. 'See how he browbeats ne lehaving
myself? Have a good sleep, Marina. I'll be backiie car to pick
you up at two-thirty. Henry, make sure Marina estsne lunch
before that. We don't want her relying solely osgital food, do we?'



‘Certainly not, My Lord.’
And*then he was gone.

Marina stared at the empty doorway and wished karthwas not
beating so, despite feeling intolerably heavy.

'You haven't eaten much of your breakfast, MissiivgarHenry said
as he gathered James's coffee cup and pot ordg.a tr

'l...no, Henry. I'm sorry," she said dully. 'l se¢onhave lost my
appetite for some reason.’

'‘Perhaps you are nervous about what lies aheadwinyhospital,
miss,' he said, with a gentleness in his voicehstun't heard before.

‘Perhaps, Henry.'
'‘Maybe you'll feel more like eating after a nap.'

‘Maybe." Her chin began to quiver and tears filleat eyes anew.
Panic that she was about to disgrace herself haddeg abruptly
from her chair and, in doing so, bumping the valatm. The silver
tray he was holding slipped from his grasp and hedsto the
polished floor, smashing the coffee cup and slline remains of
the coffee from the pot.

'Oh, dear heaven!" she exclaimed, her face strickem so sorry,
Henry. I'm such an idiot!" She squatted down immaesdy to help
clear up the mess, but the incident seemed to baemed the
floodgates of her very mixed-up feelings and tetaged to stream
down her face.

'‘Oh, God,' she choked out, when Henry's expresdiowed he was
aghast at this display of emotion. 'l...I'm justdi,’ she tried to explain
through sobs. 'I'll be all right...in a...in albtwhile.'



Henry took the broken crockery from her shakingdsaand placed it
back on the floor, then he helped her back uprighe arms he
curved around her heaving shoulders were incredielytle. 'You
just need a good sleep, Miss Marina. Come. Letehgyou upstairs.'

‘Th-thank you. You're...you're very sweet,' she aaitie did so.

'It's no trouble. And you're the one who's swedagsMMarina. | can
see why His Lordship is so taken with you.'

She blinked up at him through blurred eyes, haltindash away the
remains of her tears and withdraw from the vakesadying arms.
They were halfway up the staircase and Marina legainst the
mahogany balustrade, gripping it tightly with oreat.

‘Why do you say that, Henry?' she demanded to kmow,little
shakily. 'There's nothing between His Lordship angself.
Goodness, we only met this morning. He's gettingaged next
month, and, as | said, I'm going to be married riygeund the same
time. If you think for one moment | would entertdire thought of
some kind of illicit liaison with His Lordship wkalI'm over here,
then you're very much mistaken!'

Henry seemed unfazed by her indignant outburst.

‘That's as may be, Miss Marina, but | know whahow and | see
what | see. His Lordship taken with you. Make no mistake abou
that. Experience has shown me that there are not maiwgslavho
remain indifferent to him once he turns on the \&tibbrne charm/

Marina didn't know what to say. She wasn't sushd was flattered
by Henry's conviction or afraid of it. As for helfseit was pointless
to deny the obvious: she was more than charmedhéyEarl of
Winterborne. It seemed crazy that such a thingctchappen in such a
short space of time. But it had. Her feelings fdrage seemed



positively lukewarm in comparison to the feelingemés could
engender in her with just a look.

But that still didn't mean she was prepared toihtpbed with him.

'l have met plenty of Australians in my time,' Hgmrent on. 'l know
they don't like people to...er...beat around thehBuSo | hope you
won't take offence over what | am about to say.’

Marina had a feeling she would. Henry might have angood few
Australians in his time, but he didn't seem to haveh regard for the
moral fibre of their women!

'His Lordship is going through a difficult time #ite moment. He is
under stress with what is happening to Rebecca.sagl earlier, he
adores that little girl. On top of that, his retetship with Lady
Tiffany is not the sort of relationship he is ustm with his

lady-friends. As such, he may be extra vulnerableeatnoment to an
undoubtedly real but ultimately passing attractidm you know

what | am saying?'

Marina wasn't sure she did—till she recalled Hdaelyng her earlier
that Lady Tiffany always slept in the rose room wrshe stayed
overnight. Since this modern young woman was onviérge of
engagement to James, wouldn't it be more natursthef spent the
night in hisbed?

The realisation that James was not sleeping with slion-to-be
flancee should not have thrilled Marina.

But it did.

'l see youdo understand what I'm saying,' the valet stateflystHis
eyes not perfectly at peace with the pleased esiore®n her face.
‘Maybe | have said too much," he muttered.



Marina swiftly wiped the hint of satisfaction froher lips. 'No, no,
Henry, you did the right thing,' she hastily asduttee well-meaning
valet. 'And | will give you the benefit of an eqglyastraight-talking
reply to your concerns. | promise you | have nemtion of doing
anything to compromise His Lordship or his comingrnage while |
am over here. like James very much. Okaymorethan like him. |
think he's bloody fantastic. How's that for a goold Aussie
expression? But I'm no fool. Neither am | a woméaasy virtue.'

‘Miss Marina! | never meant to imply that—'

She waved him to silence. 'No, | realise that.y®wt do seem to think
| have no will of my own in this matter. You seemthink James
would only have to proposition me and | would fdrggy own fiance

back home and jump into bed with him. Not so, luass/ou,' she
insisted, and hoped valiantly that it was so.

'l also think you have overestimated James's fgelfor me. Why
should he be so taken with me? I'm not all thatglooking, for one
thing. There must be plenty of ladies in Jamessakaircle much
more beautiful and glamorous. Andgilling, Henry,’ she added
pointedly. 'Do you honestly think a man as attxectis James could
not indulge himself sexually any time he likedthat was what he
wanted?'

'l never said that was what hanted' Henry argued back.
‘Then whatare you saying?'

‘Just that sometimes people get caught up in a icatndn of
situations which work against their natural decenicyhave not
overestimated His Lordship's feelings for you, $uas you. | do
think, however, that yownderestimate/our own attractions, Miss
Marina. Aside from your delightfully feminine shapgu have a
luminescent kind of beauty which shines from yoagef and your



eyes. As for your hair...it has a touch-me colout gnality which
any man would find hard to ignore.'

Marina coloured as her hand fluttered up to toueh fmair. "You
exaggerate. Surely?’

'‘Not at all. About anything.know Miss Marina, what my Jamie-boy
likes.'

She stared at the valet, aware he had deliberaisty this old
nickname to show her how well fted know his one-time boyish
charge.

‘You're frightening me, Henry.'

'l hope so, miss. For | would not like to see yauhpme with a

broken heart. At the moment it is only beating g @woman's heart
might beat faster when a man such as His Lordsaipefs her with

his attention. Take care not to let it beat fakterany other reason.
Go down to Winterborne Hall with His Lordship by aleans. But be
on your guard against the temptation to forget wlyeu are and who
you are not.'

Marina drew herself up straight, her pride and-ssteem sending a
gleam of righteous anger into her green eyes. Taamgood as the
next person, Henry.'

'l agree with you, Miss Marina. But you are not theéy whom His
Lordship is going to marry. Even if you were maditylove with
him—which seems unlikely at this stage—would itibehis best
interests to ever acquaint him with that fact? Woybu not show
your love better by leaving him in peace to makesariage he is not
only committed to but which he will go through wrtgardless of his
own feelings?'

‘Are you saying he doesn't love this Lady Tiffany?"



'l am saying no such thing. Of course he loves hestas he loved
her brother. He also gave his word to that brothess Marina. He
promised his best friend as he went off to war tihanything
happened to him he would look after his little esisThis marriage is
a sacred duty, in His Lordship's eyes, and one lwh& was quite
happy to carry out...till this morning...'

Marina felt very disturbed by what Henry was implyi '‘But |
haven't done anything!

'‘Only been your lovely natural self, Miss Marinanrh not imparting

any blame. | agree, things haven't progressedatoad yet, but | see
the warning signs. Don't forget | have been Hisdsbip's valet for

the past seven years, and | know his ways wedinlgractically read

his mind in matters of the opposite sex.

'He is not used to leading a celibate life, andhbisnones may get the
better of his conscience—especially if a lady whom finds
attractive is to be constantly alone in his compang will keep
looking at him as though she thinks he's...whattivagserm? Bloody
fantastic?'

Marina's sigh was as heavy as her heart. 'l gatititere, Henry.'
‘Then you will stay out of the picture?’
Her chin lifted. 'l will do what is right.'

Whatever that was. She had no idea at that morS8aetdidn't think
like these people. She didn't live her life by subd stiff tradition and
sacred duty. She went with her heart. And her hetaithat moment
told her she just mighiemadly in love with the Earl of Winterborne.

Stranger things had happened. If love at firsttstigh not exist then
why had it been written about for centuries? Whatéher feelings
for James turned out to be, she certainly knew shat could not



marry Shane now. What she felt for him definitelgsn't love. He'd
filled a need in her life when she'd been wretched lonely, then
confused her with his expert lovemaking.

Marina resolved to do the right thing and breakdmgragement when
she returned home. She would soften the blow f@an8&Hy giving

him both the horses and the business name ofdheyrschool he'd
helped build up with her mother. Somehow she dithirik he'd be

too upset with the arrangement.

As for doing the right thing at this end of things.

That was up to James, wasn't it?



CHAPTER SIX

"YOU'RE looking much better," James said as he handethtoethe
back seat of the green Bentley for the ride tdibspital, supposedly
only a ten-minute trip—fifteen if the traffic wasda

Marina had earlier secured Henry's approval forcheice of a plain
black suit for the occasion, as well as the waydstiene her hair, its
bright mass of red- gold curls held back at theenalher neck with a
plain black clip.

The valet hadn't actually said anything, but she Beginning to read
his facial expressions, as subtle as they wererd\vap rated the
barest nod of his head on first sighting, plusrtieutest gleam in his
steely grey eyes.

Henry would not have approved if he'd been abtedd her mind. Or
her heart. She'd been breathless with anticipdoodames's return
from the moment she'd woken, hardly able to wase® him again, to
be with him again. Lunch had been stuffed down, rextduse she'd
felt hungry but because James had ordered her ttoMaina
suspected she would do anything Lord Winterbormem@d her to
do.

‘You obviously had a good sleep,’ he added wherlingbed in
beside her.

She tried not to stare, but she'd forgotten, emeahat short space of
time, just how handsome he was. Mindful of Henwésnings, and
her own infernal conscience, she hoped nothingeofihnermost
feelings showed in her face, or her eyes.

But how wonderful it would be—just once—to feeldr® lean over
and press her mouth to his, to look deep intoyes and tell him how
her heart raced whenever he was near, how heardmer, would be
to spend just one night with him.



Her mind drifted to such a scenario, but this tisgangely, her
fantasy was no longer of an explicitly erotic natushe saw them as
just lying together, naked, yes, but simply lookaigeach other and
touching each other tenderly, long, stroking cagesswithout
tension, without the distraction of the flesh aghior release.

And then she realised she was thinking about hamottld be with

him...afterwards. Shane always rolled over and wiatght to sleep.
Marina knew, instinctively, that James would nottds. Not with

her...

That's a most attractive perfume you're wearing,nfuttered, the
softly spoken compliment snapping her back to ttesent. ‘| don't
recognise it.'

She simply could not look at him. Not at that momérshe did, she
would surely undress him with her eyes and blustuléyv'it's called

True Love,' she said, and turned her head to staugh the
passenger window.

'‘Ahh! A gift from your fiance?"

Her head whipped back to deny she had a fiancenang, not in her
heart, and very soon not in reality. But she cawdtibring herself to
say the words. Marina found this distressing, beealeception was
not in her nature. She wondered if she was de@eiyames for his
sake, or hers. Henry's warning about going homle avitroken heart
had been a fair one. Men like James didn't break #ngagements
for girls like her. They took them as mistressed,wives.

For all Marina's saying she was as good as the pexson, in the
circles James moved in relationships had differelgs. Hadn't her
own upper-crust mother had to run away to Australibe with the
man she'd chosen to marry, just because he wasyohon descent?



'‘No, it belonged to my mother,’ she said curtlyr hygs pressing
together in annoyance at her thoughts.

He stared at her primly held mouth for a long motyaen turned his
own head away. It was a slow and rather arrogastuge his nose
and chin lifting. 'l must buy Tiffany a bottle,' lsaid, the words a
dagger to her heatrt.

Idiot, came that sneering voice she hated so much—nimesthuse it
did not let her pretend.

He couldn't have spelled it out more cleadgme a second, equally
frank opinion.

Well, at least you know the score nomas the third, and least
scathing comment.

Marina tried to blank her mind, but it was impossiblrhe voices
railed on, calling her all sorts of insulting namesd adjectives.
Although emotionally harrowing, Marina's mental niags usually
left her strengthened in will-power. Such was tasecthis time.

'l think, perhaps,'-she said straight away, be$twe=could change her
silly mind, 'it would be better if | took that retuflight Henry booked
for me next weekend.'

That handsome head jerked round and their eyeketdaslis were
furious, hers widening with shock at his instard &ary fierce anger.
'‘What, in God's hame, has Henry been saying to'yauBit out.

Her guilty blush betrayed both herself and Henmyt e obscenity
James muttered under his breath was even moreyingtrdor it
outlined that James was, under his lordly mannet,g man, a mortal
man with feelings and failings like any other.



'Interfering old fool," he muttered. 'He thinks krews it all when in
fact he knows nothingNothing! What has he told you? Tell me! |
must know.'

She didn't know what to say, for she was walkingefield here. As
she'd told Henry, there had been nothing betweeseliend James.
At least, nothing spoken, and from what he'd jastl ®bout Lady
Tiffany, and buying her a bottle of True Love, tredet might very
well have jumped to all the wrong conclusions.

'He...Henry that is,' she began carefully, 'onlg fiaur best interests
at heart...'

James snorted. 'He's living in the Dark Ages. Timan ha& no
concept of what life is like these days.'

Marina was startled when James suddenly slid atihesseat towards
her and took her hands in his. She shrank back frimminto the
corner, her eyes rounding on his intense and fackose face. Her
heart was immediately pounding. Her lips partedhsly as hot,
panting breaths puffed from her lungs.

She was embarrassingly aware of William behindvtheel, just a
couple of metres away, blithely ignoring what wasig on. Was that
because this type of thing happened all the timenais Lordship
had an attractive woman in the back seat with hitePry had
implied James had once been a ladies' man. Maydenbeer given
up the tag. Maybe he'd merely moved his romantidegzvous from
his apartment to his car!

'‘My God, whathashe said to you?' he rasped, on seeing her reacti
'‘No, you don't have to tell me. | can guess. | neweld hide anything
from Henry.'

'H-hide?' She had begun to tremble at his nearndiss.scent
enveloped her, as did his powerful male aura. Aryag shuddered



through her and she found herself leaning towaids. ICloser.
Closer.

His fingers tightened around hers. He stared dotvthem, then
began to lift them towards his mouth.

'No!' she choked out.

He closed his eyes for a few seconds. On openerg,the sighed and
placed her hands back in her lap.

'l do apologise, Marina. | got carried away for ament. | didn't
mean to, | assure you. But you are an incredibBub&il woman.
And so darned desirable! | told myself all mornthgt | would not,
could not, entertain such thoughts about you. You'ren@ydo be
married, as | am.’

'‘But I'm not,' she whispered, then gasped in selfror.
His eyes lifted. Pained, beautiful blue eyes.
‘You're not...what?"

'‘Not...not going to be married,' she confessed ishakaving said
this much, she felt compelled to elaborate. 'l \mhsady having
doubts before | came. The trip away has clearednmmd, and
now...now | know | can't go through with it.'

He just stared at her, his horror almost as grediea own at this
conversation. 'Not becausemg,| hope,' he groaned, with a wealtf
of distress in his voice.

She said nothing, but his telling words sent tpaicking at her eyes.
Henry had been so right. She would be going hontlke avibroken
heart. All she could ever mean to James was arjgpksicy.



His fingertips on her chin turning her slowly baokface him sent a
shiver of agonised desire all through her. It diihgs to her
conscience which would afterwards shock her.

Yes, touch me, she willed wildly as their eyes riets me. Make me
yours, at least this way. | don't care if -you démwe me, | tell you. |
don't care...

'‘Dear God,' he whispered, his face shaken as hedstao hers. His
hand dropped away and he withdrew from her achossséat, his
fingers raking his hair as he did so.

He fell broodingly silent, leaving Marina to henlgand her remorse.
She wished now she'd never said a thing. It had b&eng of her.
And wicked. She'd been warned, but she hadn't ldetba¢ warning.
She'd blindly gone ahead and as good as told Jsingew/as his for
the taking. Henry had practically begged her ngiubtemptation in
his path and what had she done? Told him she'dehrdier
engagement then looked into his eyes like a lovke-cw.

She felt sick with shame.
She had talo something—undo the damage which had been done

‘You're mistaken,' she said quietly into the thrakg silence, hoping
William was concentrating on the traffic. He seermmetie, as it was
horrendous. 'My decision has nothing to do with,yather than that
you showed me the kind of man | would like to maAg | said, | was
already having serious doubts about Shane betefeSydney.

'l will not deny | am attracted to you. You're aywé&andsome and
charming man, James, as I'm sure you are well awy sensed
this...attraction... between us, and it worried .hBat an attraction
can stay just that, can't it?' she told him, wathrhore conviction than
she was feeling. 'We don't have to act on it. We jaat be friends,
can't we?'



His eyes were sardonic as they turned to her.ifiyou look at me as
you did a moment ago.'

She swallowed, then steeled herself. ‘Grantedy@utvere touching
me at the time. If you give me your word as a ganén that you will
keep your hands off, | will give you my word as@d Aussie girl
not to do anything equally provocative.'

His laugh was rueful. 'I've met some not so goodsteigirls in my
day.’

'‘And I've met some not so gentlemanly gentlemdre' ®untered.
'‘But they are other people and this is us. | wdidkelto think we have
a sense of honour. | know | have.'

He sighed. 'How unfortunate.'
‘You don't mean that, James."'
'‘No,' he said wearily. 'l don't suppose | do.’

‘And | think we will just forget my going down to Mterborne Hall.
That would not be a wise move.'

True.'

‘Now | would like to put my mind and energy backthe reason |
came over here in the first place,' she said asge hospital came
into view on their right. 'We seem to have arriaed | happen to be
feeling quite nervous.'

He glanced over at her and his expression carimectki® regret.
'‘What a selfish bastard | am," he murmured. "YE&spaorse you must
be nervous—as must Rebecca. Yet here | am, conswitiechy own
pathetic needs. | am so sorry, Marina. For evengthForgive me.'



‘There is nothing to forgive. Things happen somesinvhich have no
rhyme or reason.'

‘Do they? I'm not so sure. | have come to hold/ibe that things are
written, that fate has plans for all of us.

She wondered if he was talking about his brotldeath, as well as
his best friend's. Did he believe he'd been fatdzetome the Earl of
Winterborne so that he would be in a better pasitictake care of his
best friend's family? It was a romantic idea, burida held no such
views on death. When you'd seen someone die okcdnwas hard
to believe in anything like that.

James shrugged off a frown and leant forward, tappVilliam on
the shoulder. Thankfully, the chauffeur had hadr#uko playing and
did not appear to have been listening to them.

His head twisted round a little. 'Yes, My Lord?"

'Let us off at the front entrance, William, then gad find a park. |
will be taking Marina in to meet Rebecca and stg@mwhile to visit.
Wait for me in the foyer and I'll find you whendme down.’

‘Very well, My Lord." If he'd heard anything of wifaad gone on, he
gave no indication of it.

Marina popped out of the back seat, unaided, wlalaes collected
the overnight bag Henry had lent her from the btiotias a snazzy
little red leather number, and easily accommodé&idnightwear,
toiletries, plus some casual clothes.

When James joined her on the top steps of the tabguitrance and
put his hand lightly on her elbow, she automatcalhot him a
warning glance. He rolled his eyes but took hischai.



‘This is ridiculous,' he muttered from beside hetleeir way through
the huge glass doors.

'‘Maybe,' she returned crisply. 'But it's the wag gioing to be.’
‘You're a hard woman.'

‘Not at all. | haw a feeling you're spoilt wheres thpposite sex is
concerned. Not enough women have said no to ydloeipast! But
you're not that irresistible, Your Lordship.'

'‘Oh, my God, we're not back to that, are we?'
'‘We certainly are!’

He muttered an expression under his breath whielidsbbted would
have found favour with Henry.

Marina almost smiled. There was something rathésfgang in
taking the reins where this situation was concer@te wasn't a
teacher for nothing. Bossiness came naturally tavhere little boys
were concerned, and underneath she had a feelng s still a
little boy in the Earl of Winterborne.

Unfortunately, there was also a big boy. A verydybmoking, utterly
appealing and incredibly sexy big boy!

But she wasn't going to think about that, was she@® she wasn't
going to listen to that awful voice in her head amyre, the wickedly
dark one which kept telling her she could havertins if she wanted
to. That she could go down to Winterborne Hall apeénd £very
night in his bedroom, then wing her way back torg&ydwith no one
the wiser—Ileast of all Lady Tiffany Ravensbrook,onhHenry had
kindly informed her would be in Italy!



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE first thing Marina saw when James directed heraro
Rebecca's bed in the children's ward was not tladl eimild propped
up against a mountain of pillows, but the young \&arsitting on the
side of the bed with a book in her hands.

She was the most beautiful girl Marina had evemsdédot just
attractive. Not just pretty. Beautiful. Breathtaiiy beautiful.

Straight, shoulder-length blonde hair. Skin likeqabain. A perfect
profile. Full soft lips. A slender, fragile-lookingpdy.

Marina knew at once who she was.

The girl looked up at their approach, and her eyatched the rest of
her. Large hazel eyes, thickly lashed and immelgiamiling at
James—as was her lovely coral-glossed mouth.

But it was the child in the bed who spoke firste thald-headed,
deathly pale, unbelievably thin child, whose bigeagr eyes looked
too large for her face.

‘Uncle James!" Rebecca exclaimed, excitement mgngome colour
to her hollow cheeks. 'Look, it's Uncle James, anff. And he's
brought my Marina with him!

Marina was startled but touched by this term ofeamchent. And yet
it was true, wasn't it? Siveas

Rebecca's Marina. They were going to become boasléelw people
could be. Her own flesh and blood was going to shsebrave little
girl's life. She just knew it would!

Marina came forward and held out her hands to kild,onvho took
them straight away, without hesitation. Out of toener of her eye,



Marina was aware of the exquisitely lovely Ladyfdify standing
and giving James a peck on the cheek. They alsanbsfispering to
each other. She steadfastly ignored the jab obysgl and gave all
her attention to Rebecca, sitting down and givieagabig hug.

'Oh, Uncle James!" Rebecca cried afterwards. 'Soefzretty. And
she has hair the same colour as mine! When | hawethat is,’ she
added, a little self-consciously.

‘You'll have hair again, my pet,’ Marina said 3gftind took the
child's hands again. 'In no time at all, you'rengoio be feelingso
well.'

'Yes, | know. Uncle James rang me this morning laadaid we're
going to do it tomorrow. | can't wait!'

'Neither can I.'

‘The doctors said it won't hurt. Of course I'lifoly asleep, but you
have a choice. You can have a general-anaethiéstci like, or just

a local. | think you should have a general,’ sheisad in all
seriousness. 'Then you won't have to worry whethieurts or not.
You see, doctoralwayssay things won't hurt, but mostly they do
bit.’

Marina's heart twisted at this seven-year-old fryio reassuréer,
the adult. She was like a little adult herself. Bwdt was what pain
and sickness did to one. It made you old before time.

She'd seen it before in other children, when she'e to the hospital
to visit her mother and stopped in sometimes atkildren's cancer
ward. Her heart had just wept for the poor, bratle darlings who'd
seen more misery in their short lives than mostpfgedad in a
lifetime.



'l think I'll be a coward and have a general,' ahafided quietly. 'I'm
not brave like you.'

Rebecca giggled. 'Did you hear that, Uncle Jameatisl thinkd'm
brave. Oh, that's so funny. I'm not at all bravaylall the time when
they put those horrid needles in mbéakeneedles,' she whispered tc
her new friend and confidante.

‘Well, heavens to Betsy, of course you do!" Masgaal indignantly.
'‘What self-respecting girl wouliike needles. Yuk! | shudder just to
think of them.’

Rebecca crowed with laughter. 'Oh, but ywafunny. And you talk

funny, too,' she said, obviously referring to Mafghaccent—though
it wasn't as broad as most, due to her elocutissoles. Marina had
always thought she sounded rather British. Clestrydidn't.

‘But | like it Rebecca announced. 'And | like ytao. She's
smashing, isn't she, Uncle James?"'

The arrival of a nurse wanting to do a routine &@dRebecca's vital
signs gave James the perfect excuse not to anSwtartunately it
also meant Marina had to finally face the girl haswo marry.
Gathering herself, she stood and turned, flinchabhghe sight of
James's arm around Lady Tiffany's slender waist.

On second sight the girl was even more lovely. &%hs wearing

cream cotton trousers with a cream and fawn stnsst-style top;

the simple outfit screamed the sort of style momeyld not

necessarily buy. The girl had class and eleganeghwiad been bred
into her. It was inherent, as was the way she hetdelf, so upright,
and with a proud little tilt of her perfect littlose.

She was, for want of a better word, a lady.



'I'm so glad | had the opportunity to meet yolg' ldy herself said,
after James had introduced them. 'l think it's rallous what you're
doing. Rebecca is such a darling. | only wish llddae here for her
tomorrow, but | have to fly to Italy this afternadn fact, | must be
going shortly, James.

'‘Now don't go saying you'll come with me to theart. That's silly.

You stay here and visit with Rebecca. I've ordemetdxi. | only

dropped in for a while on my way. | have to go ke to be in the
wedding party of one of my cousins,' she explaittet¥arina with

the sweetest of smiles.

Marina's own smile felt plastic. Why couldn't slevé been a bitch?
An upper-class snob with a snooty attitude instefathis softly
spoken and obviously venjcegirl.

'l don't really want to go, but I'm obliged. Worde) having to go
several days before the actual wedding to have mag$maid dress
properly fitted. It's not even a nice dress,' didea laughingly. 'And
it's purple! Can you imagine me in purple?'

‘You'd look lovely in anything, Tiffany,' James cplimented her.

Tiffany gave him such an adoring look Marina wantecry. This
girl not only loved him, she wdsesottedoy him. A quick glance at
James's face showed more than mere affection éogithin return.
His gaze was meltingly indulgent and definitelyitay.

They looked splendid standing there as a couple,ashfair and
delicate as he was dark and strong. Marina coddvs Henry was
so protective of the relationship. Lady Tiffany eumake a perfect
Countess, the perfect partner for the best EaWwiterborne in a
hundred years.



'l agree,' Marina said quickly, to cover her disma&yith your hair
and complexion, any colour would suit you. | woblela disaster in
purple. Scarlet doesn't do much for me, either.’

Lady Tiffany laughed softly, and Marina tried notgull a face. But
there was just so much perfection she could takey ¥duldn't the
infernal girl have had yellow incisors, or molawl of metal, or an
overbite? Why did her laugh have to show two flasleows of
immaculate pearly whites?

Marina herself had had to suffer years of bracesotoect her own
dental shortcomings.

Physical perfection in James she could admire asicklfter. But not
In this exquisite creature who was going to becdmsewife, but
whom Prince Charming had not yet acquainted wishuinidoubtedly
virile flesh.

Why wasthat? Marina puzzled all of a sudden, and witkel@emence
alien to her normally pragmatic personality.

Surely she couldn't still be\argin? Not in this day and age, not a
nearly twenty-one and certainly not looking litkeat!

But the more Marina stared into those big hazebkdlile more she
became convinced that Lady Tiffany was totally wcteed by male
hands.

Totally!

There was an unknowing innocence in her face, arnttidse eyes.
The glances she sent James contained nothing efinddsire and
everything of a blind and almost adolescent heroshipt That peck
she'd given him on the cheek bespoke the affectiore of a sister
than a lover.



What in God's name was James waiting for? For tiodoe officially
engaged? Surely he didn't expect to hold out isliviredding night!
That was archaic, and totally unnatural when twalthg young
people were in love. He should be making love todikethe time.
Good grief, ifshewere engaged to him then she would not—

Marina caught herself up short.

But you're not engaged to him, Marjnat awful voice piped up.
Whether Tiffany is a virgin or not is none of ybuisiness. The same
applies to the current status of-His Lordship's B&x Or are you
thinking of taking up the slack, so to speak? ®@ingj the poor dear
chap some well-needed comfort while the ice- prsne@gans off to
Italy, naively leaving her intended behind in thetches of the euvil
Aussie seductress?

'‘Look, Uncle James!" Rebecca said delightedly. iiéés
daydreaming, just like me!

Marina pulled herself quickly together and walkegtoto the bed
again. 'Nothing wrong with daydreaming. | have tadbfun in my
daydreams.'

'So do |,' Rebecca replied happily. 'When | daydrelam all grown

up and beautiful, with hair just like yours. I'mvee ever sick. And
I'm married to a wonderful man like my uncle Jaraed | have lots
and lots of children. | don't like being an onlyldh she finished, her
lips pouting.

Marina's heart turned over at the child's dreamc¢hvhather echoed
her own. What she would not give to be in Lady dnf§'s shoes!
'‘Being an only child hasomegood points,’ Marina said kindly,
sitting down on the edge of the bed. 'For one thimtgvelops your
imagination and your self-sufficiency.'



'‘What's self-suff...suffish..." Rebecca pursed g in frustration.
‘What you said!

Marina smiled. ‘It means being able to do thindgwlyourself. It
means being strong.'

‘Uncle James says I'm strong.’

'He also says you talk too much,’ James interveidow say
goodbye to Tiffany. She has to go now.’

'Oh, does she have to?' the child wailed, for ssmending like a
seven-year-old. 'She hasn't finished reading mesttiy about the
princess.’

1l finish reading your story,’ Marina offeredl'm not going
anywhere. I'm sleeping here tonight.’

'‘Oh, goodie! You can go now, Tiffany.'

Lady Tiffany laughed good-naturedly. 'Such is thgalty of the
Winterbornes. But I'll bring you back a presentirtialy anyway.'

‘And will this Winterborne get a present too, wh@u come back?'
James asked, giving his intended a darkly broothog. Or so it
seemed to Marina.

But the girl just laughed, seemingly unaware of shhelden sexual
tension emanating from the man whose arm was arbend

'‘What could | possibly buyou James?' she said. 'You hav
everything you could possibly want in that apartbadryours.’

'‘Not everything one wants can be bought, Tiffang,5aid.

She gave him a totally blank look.



'You'd better get going,’ James said, though ihded as though the
words came through gritted teeth.

'Yes, I'd better. I'll be back next Monday. The mog flight.'

"'l be there,' he said, with a hint of a sigh afhperhaps only Marina
heard.

Tiffany certainly seemed oblivious of her intendestrained state.

'You spoil me,' she said, and pecked him on thelclagain before
turning to Marina. 'Goodbye,' she said with-Sweditgness. 'l dare
say | won't be seeing you again, which is a shameuld have loved

to find out all about you, and life back in Austaallt seems such an
exciting country, and so different from England.|bve to go there
one day.'

‘Then I'm sure you will," Marina said, wishing wiill her heart that
she didn't like this girl so much. Then she woultwave to feel so
guilty about the dark desires which still lurkedtirat treacherous
mind of hers, ready and waiting to find a chinkher own armour. It
was particularly perturbing that she could not wWait Tiffany to
leave and fly away.

'‘Goodbye for now, poppet,' Tiffany directed at Ratae 'And good
luck for tomorrow.’

'‘Bye, Tiffany,' Rebecca chirped back.

'‘Goodbye,' Marina said, guilt sending her forwardyive the girl a
kiss on the cheek. But when she glanced over lmrddr at James
he stared at her, and his eyes carried a blackdtios.

'‘When are you going to finish reading my story, Ma?' Rebecca
asked as soon as Tiffany was gone.



'‘Right now, if you like." And she picked up the kand sat down.

'‘Don't wear Marina out too much, sweetie,’” Jamesned 'Or
yourself, for that matter. The doctors want younbmtight-eyed and
bushy-tailed tomorrow.’

Tomorrow, Marina thought with the beginnings ofeavous lump in
her stomach. She wasn't really worried about angthiurting. But
she did hope it would all go well. The last thitng svanted was to go
home with a broken heaahda failed mission.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE bone marrow transplant went well. More than whllwent
perfectly.

Marina was discharged the morning after the proaedwith the
doctors glowing in their optimism for Rebecca.

Although it was too early for their little patietd show signs of
rejection, the specialists were unanimous in thyinion that she had
the very best chance of a complete remission, seena was the
best donor match that could be found outside abthbr or a sister.

Marina had learned on the evening she'd been athtdithe hospital
just how lucky they had been to find a match fob&ea outside of a
relative, since her blood type was not a common one

Marina had been surprised to learn that even ifeRed had had a
brother or a sister their bone marrow would noessarily have been
compatible. There was only a one in four chanca pérfect match
between siblings. Even a twin was no good, becausen, in fact,
was actuallytoo perfect a match. Only by having a register wit
millions of names on it could it be hoped to findhatch outside of
the family circle.

Having had all this explained, Marina had been @aglegmission for
the media to be brought in and a story told aldmeit amazing match.
That way, many thousands of others might be indpioedo what
Marina had done.

She'd asked James about it, and while he hadmitthaked with the
idea, and had vetoed any cameras being shovedbacB&'s face,
Marina had been interviewed and a story run on the news t
following day and evening.



But when several news crews were waiting outsideedas apartment
when he brought Marina home from the hospital eamWednesday
morning, Marina saw the Earl of Winterborne in actiwith all his
arrogant, autocratic anger.

Henry would have blushed at his language, but NMafond herself
on his side, totally. She had no time for the media winay started
invading people's privacy, when they crossed lwkgh had been
clearly set out for them. Marina had given pernoissior one
interview and one interview only. If they were ggpirio start
hounding her she would have to jump on an eveneegllane than
Sunday's.

Which was exactly what she told James after heltetbthe rabble
and bundled her into the safety of his apartment.

*You will do no such thing!" he snapped.

Anger became him, she decided, looking at his itteshlue eyes and
furiously stubborn jawline. The suit he was weategame him too.
It was pale grey and a silk blend, teamed withigpavhite business
shirt and a blue-striped tie the same colours sayes, which were
light blue in the centre rimmed by a darker navy.

Or so she'd found out after staring into them iagfle.

Every time they met anew now, they stared at edithrpoas though
the time apart had been agony. Despite the digiraof her hospital
stay and the media problem, Marina found her fgslifor James
were escalating rather than abating. And beconmitemsely physical
once more. Any admiration or respect for James psraon was
being buried underneath an avalanche of desirfgioas a man. She
didn't know how much she could stand before theprdsion to
touch him would overwhelm her.



He seemed under similar stress. During his sewasdls to the

hospital he'd made a point of not getting too clasker, especially
when she'd been in her nightwear. There had beé&suching of any

kind, no goodbye pecks, just an unsettling seriesnoouldering

stares. Unfortunately, during the incident with thedia outside, he'd
had to take hold of her waist to shepherd her tjiinabhe small crowd
of aggressive journalists and photographers. hinsaround her had
rattled both her composure and his.

'You will stay the full week,' he ordered angriknd you will let me
take you to the theatre!'

'l will not,' she refused, sounding coolly firm emehile her heart was
racing.

They were standing in the foyer, facing each o#tehe base of the
stairs.

'If you do not let me take you to the theatregramind out, 'l will kiss
you here and now.'

She just stared at him, afraid that he might,fiedithat he wouldn't.
For the threat, once voiced, conjured up the tberest kiss in her
head. It would be hard and hungry. Not the sorkis$ she would
normally like. But she would like such a kiss frémm. She would
like it much too much.

'Did you hear me, Marina?'
She clenched her jaw hard and prayed for salvatidid, My Lord.’

He grabbed her shoulders and yanked her hard ag@msscowling
down into her instantly wide- eyed face.

‘James,"' he bit out. "You will call me James orCioygl, | will do more
than kiss you.'



‘James,' she whispered in a raw, shaking voice.

His face twisted as he fought the urge to do itnayy to ravage her
mouthandher body.

She saw the battle in his eyes and should havedidlpm out. But
how could she when his body was pressed closerg? Mghen his
mouth was a mere breath away from closing over &edssending
her to the hell she was beginning to ache for?

The sound of footsteps on the staircase sent tipeimgeng apart,
James looking for all the world like a naughty saboy caught with
his trousers down.

Which they might have been sharthlyat ugly voice sneered.

Marina only just managed not to laugh hystericdllyis was starting
to feel like an Edwardian farce. But wsisethe heroine or the bitch?
And was James the hero or the dastardly villain?

‘Disgraceful,’ Henry was muttering as he ploddedrdthe last few
stairs. 'Simply disgraceful!’

For a moment Marina thought he was talking aboertnth

'l tried to get rid of them earlier, My Lord,' haig apologetically to
James, 'but they simply took no notice of me.' bimed to give
Marina a small smile of greeting. 'And how are yealing, Miss
Marina? His Lordship told me everything went spidhdat the
hospital.’

‘The doctors are very optimistic, Henry. And | fgqaite well, except
for a tiny throbbing in my right hip. Nothing thedme aspirin and a
cup of your lovely brewed tea won't cure.’



'l will leave you in Henry's capable hands, themrida,’ James said
abruptly. 'William is waiting outside to take me tanthe bank. | will
get my secretary to make a booking for us on Frelaning for a
show. Your hip should be better by then. Would keito see a play
or a musical?"

To argue at this point would be to tell Henry tooah. ‘A play would
be lovely," she said levelly.

He nodded and was gone in a flash, leaving Maarsdare-longingly
after him for a moment. She turned to find Henrgohang her with
those all-seeing grey eyes of his. Suddenly sheredw

'‘Don't start, Henry,' she said rather sharply. 'Adstop-*vorrying.
I'll be gone soon. Then Your precious Lordship Wwélout of danger.'

She went to brush past the valet, but he stayedikiera soft but firm
hand on her shoulder. Her eyes blurred slightlgleslooked up at
him.

'It's not just His Lordship | worry about,' he sgehtly. 'l would hate
to see a lady as fine and lovely as yourself hurany way. His
Lordship is a good man, but, as he said himselbbther day, he is
only mortal. And any mortal man could not help Wbutd you
desirable, Miss Marina.'

Marina might have coped with Henry's reproach. é@nesome more
of his dire warnings. But not his sympathy and kiess. 'Oh,’ she
cried softly, her hands fluttering up in a futiléogt to stop the tears
from flowing. 'Oh, Henry!" And she threw her wegpiself against
his broad but stiffly held chest.

For a second he froze, but then his arms went rbendSurprisingly
strong yet gentle arms. 'There, there, Miss Marima soothed. 'It's
not as bad as that. Surely?'



‘Yes, itis,' she sobbed. 'l love him, Henry. Iddvm so much.’
He froze. 'Don't say that, Miss Marina. Don't etieink it.'
'l can't help thinking it. It's all | think about."

‘And you're allhethinks about lately, I'll warrant,' Henry saidlgri
‘But it's not love which spursis mind, child. It's those blasted
Winterborne hormones.'

'‘But | have hormone®o," Marina moaned.
'Miss Marina!'

Henry immediately put her aside, as though he wasminent
danger of contamination after this appalling cositas.

Marina blinked her astonishment—till she realisedttmen like
Henry were not of the modern world. They were aacanonism.
They actually believed sex was a male prerogativenale flaw,
perhaps, to be tolerated and hopefully controlled.

'I'm sorry to shock you, Henry," Marina said, 'iil# not just James
who thinks about sex. You might be surprised tonéhat there are a
lot of ladies these days who think about sex! $age, for pity's sake,
don't worry so much about James taking me to thattd. Or taking

me anywhere in public. It's infinitely safer thaardeing in this

apartment together, even if we do sleep on difteflenrs and have
you here as watchdog.'

Henry's spine straightened and his chest puffeditipindignation.
T am no spy!" he protested.

'‘No, not a spy. More of an interfering guardian eélndpon't take
offence, Henry. | do appreciate your good intergioAnd | fully
understand the predicament | find myself in.



'If it helps to put your mind at rest, | met Ladyfdny at the hospital

on Monday and | think she is one of the loveliesd aicest girls |

have ever met. | would never deliberately do amghto hurt her,

even if | don't think she's the right girl for Jan&he is far too young,
far too naive, and far too sweet. James will wdllloger her, which

means he'll be bored to tears in no time flat.’

Henry was frowning, as though some of what she sageéhg made
sense, even if such thoughts had never occurrkatdefore. 'You
don't think they'll be happy together?' he asketdiedly.

'‘No, | don't. They seem the perfect romantic paithe surface, and
they do look good together. But will it work in tbedroom, Henry? |
ask you that. A man like James will not be sattbfgth any girl who
might be daunted—or totally dominated—by his Wihtne
hormones.

'In the past, wives of this ilk might have toledhtineir husbands
dallying elsewhere, but not nowadays. Under theuanstances, |
suggest you worry over the next woman to spark yesieemed
boss's carnal desires, and not me. | won't be amget to his
marriage from Australia, will 1? Even if havedecided not to go
through with my own marriage, which would be a tamdisaster!'

Wrenching off her engagement ring and clenching & tight fist,
Marina marched off up the stairs, leaving a frowgnkhenry behind.
She kept her chin up, but her heart had sunk tllamme low. For,
despite her bold and impassioned speech, she keewmykvas right
about the most important factor. James didn't leare He just wanted
her.

Come next week, he probably wouldn't give her agratihought ever
again. He would go on to marry Lady Tiffany, andhéy weren't
happy then it would have nothing to do with a aartspinsterish
teacher living out her days in Sydney.



CHAPTER NINE

JAMES finally settled in the roomy back seat of the whdtretch
limousine. William and the Bentley had been giviea hight off, it
seemed, to be replaced by this huge luxury velwdleits plush red
upholstery, black windows and equally opaque ps\sreen, which
was at that moment sliding into place.

When they were completely alone—unable to be heaseéen by the
driver—James turned to look at her across the $eelclit cabin.

You look...stunning,' he said.

Marina's hair was up and she was wearing blacknadhe only
outrageously expensive little black dress in hermdnabe, which had
been a must to bring. Mostly because it did nosleriwhen she'd
packed it, never in her wildest dreams had Mamoaght she would
wear it for a man.

But she was very definitely wearing it for Jameésvas cruel of her,
she knew. For it could be a very provocative diglsen worn with
the minimum of underwear. And she was wearing ithwao

underwear other than a pair of sheer black Lycraybe@se which
had built-in panties.

The material was a silk crepe and the style vanpk. basic sheath,
it was severely cut in at the shoulder, with thenfrof the bodice
gathered onto a round collar which was covered bidkk jet beads.
The collar did up at the back of her neck with alhand eye. There
was no zipper, just a slit down the middle of tlaekfrom neck to
waist. Mostly this slit stayed demurely shut, lugtjoccasionally it
gaped apart as she walked—or climbed into cars-kthé expanse
of bare back displayed shouting the absence oflaayor other
undergarment.



Not that any man with twenty-twenty vision neededdok at her
backto know she was braless. Marina was by no mednsty girl,
but she had nice B-cup breasts, which were higHiamgwith perky
nipples which announced their naked state underthire black
material with all the subtlety of Henry's dire wiugs.

‘Thank you,' Marina said coolly. She leant backmrelative safety
of her distant corner to survey James at her leidde was wearing a
superb black dinner suit with a white dress sima a black bow tie.

He looked magnificent. Dignified and handsome.ugtiord in every

way.

But, lord or no lord, he could not take his eyelshalr. And Marina
revelled in that fact.

I'm punishing him, she realised. For not loving et for still
wanting to take me to bed. I'm trying to make hurffes.

And heis suffering. | only have to look into his eyes te #eto watch
the way his fingers curl into tight balls when hgith me. And to see
the dark rings under his eyes at breakfast evemimg.

'‘Henry tells me you rang home today,' he begagr #fe limousine
had moved off.

‘Yes, that's right.'
She declined to say any more.

Shane had not even asked her how the transplanydrag or how
Rebecca was. All he'd wanted to know was when dfeetdbme and
was she sure none of this was costing them any ynétegd never
sounded more selfish or less loving. She'd alsodhegirl laughing
in the background who sounded awfully like Heathéne

twenty-year-old who helped with the horses evergkead.



What had Heather been doing in the house, andwee&day? she'd
wondered for some minutes after hanging up.

The answers were not nice ones.

'Did you tell him you weren't going to marry himmes asked
curtly.

'‘No.'
'‘Why not? | notice you've taken off his ring.’

'I might change my mind back again,' she lied, lmadhot her a look
which made her want to laugh. He didn't want torgn&er, but he
didn't want her to marry anyone else. It would atrime funny if it

wasn't so infuriating.

'‘My j/iews on love and marriage have changed soragégihce being
over here,' she continued icily, giving in to tleempulsion to punish
him further. 'l see no reason why us commonerg ogerate on the
same lewl as the upper classes. Marry with our $i@ad not our
hearts. Shane will do very well by the horse bussrienherited from
my mother. And there is the added bonus of hisgphaimore than
adequate lover. You have no idea how talentedea hd is, in every
way.'

‘Don't," James rasped. 'For pity's sake, Marina.'

Her shame was instant, but pride demanded shet diadck down.
'‘Don't what?"

‘Don't torture me so,' he groaned.

‘And what have you done to me these past two dakishallenged.
‘Avoided me like poison, even when | ran into yduhe hospital
when | went to visit Rebecca with Henry. You dicgsven come home



for dinner last night. Then you make an appearsomaght to take me
out, looking like Prince Charming on his white djer, trying to
seduce me with extravagant compliments.'

‘They aren't compliments,' he said with a wearynsighey're true.
You are stunning. And | only stayed away because | couldbear
seeing you all the time—just as | could not baatito do this tonight.'

'‘What? Try to seduce me?'

He glared at her. 'That's the pot calling the kelttflack, isn't it? |
could accusgouof trying to seducene dressed as you are. Still, I'll
recognise your right to dress as you please ifwiiurecognise my
right to react to the end result as any red-bloadatk would.'

She laughed. 'What a pathetic excuse! Why don't jystisay it,
James? Spell it out. Tell me what you had in morddnightbefore
you saw how | was dressed.’

His eyes narrowed upon her. 'l had nothing in mimel said tautly. T
had become quite resigned this past week to bdiagcomplete
gentleman till the bitter end."

She laughed. 'Sure. That's why you ordered this hiumber." And

she waved her hand around the inside of the limeu4lind Freddie

could see that this is just a boudoir on wheelslaVghthe catch,
James? Have you got a standing order for one eétivaenever you
take a girl to the theatre, or wherever else y&e taem? The ones
you want to impress, that is.’

'l did not order this car,' he bit out frustratediyenry did.’
'Oh, sure.'

'It was either this or a taxi. William put the Blaytin for servicing
and it wasn't going to be ready in time. You'rggwrong about my



intentions, Marina. Now stop it, will you? | caiftear any more
tonight.'

For a moment Marina felt guilty. It had been a loékh week for him.
She knew how worried he'd been about Rebeccasltaviae thanked
that the early signs were so good. Rebecca haedbaiarvellous this
afternoon. She'd been chirpy and cheeky, a verd gam. And the
doctor had said her early blood tests were mone hio@eful.

But, Rebecca aside, they really did have to sastaht.

‘Well, if I'm wrong about your intentions, thenltele what's right,’
she demanded to know. 'Tell me what you feel féfiaiy. And what
you feel for me," she added, her voice breakintjle. |

He closed his eyes and shook his head. '‘Dear G@odygn't give me
any peace, will you?' He opened his eyes to tusrinbad and look at
her again, his face full of frustration.

'l am fond of Tiffany,' he stated brusquelMore than fond. | have
known her for years and we are well matched. ThHg mason |

haven't slept with her is because she doesn'ttwdilitwe're married.

She has been brought up in a very...old-fashiome)...For reasons
which are complex, | would feel duty- bound to mangr even if |

didn'twantto marry her!

'l admit I've been having trouble with living a ibalte existence,' he
confessed, combing agitated fingers back through gerfectly
groomed black hair. 'But | vowed to myself | wouédnain faithful,
come hell or high water! | just never dreamt thgthrall or high water
would come in the guise of a fiery, redheaded Alisin girl whose
spirit and beauty | have come not only to admiregtbeovet as | have
never coveted before!

He glared at her, as though this was all her fatd shewas
beginning to feel very guilty over her dress.



'l convinced myself | could endure till you left gland,' he went on,
blue eyes glittering with desire as they roved divnbody, then up
again. 'And | might have succeeded if I, too, hatraceived a phone
call today. From Tiffany.'

Marina's heart gave a nervous little leap. "Wheatat did she say?'

‘She told me she wanted to wait a while beforargee#ngaged. She
said she was worried she was too young for marreghis stage.
She said she needed some time and space to timgk thver.'

Marina was astonished. The girl she'd seen atdbpital had clearly
been besotted by James. What had happened intétajyve her
last-minute doubts?

‘And what didyousay?' she asked James.

'l said | understood, and that she was being vésg Wshe was at all
unsure.’

It immediately crossed Marina's mind that Jamesrtwddold Tiffany
in return thathewas having doubts. The way remained clear for hi
to marry the girl, if and when she got over thes#-minute nerves.

‘How very...convenient for you,' she said, a bitéste in her mouth.

James glowered over at her. 'There is nothing abalenient about
any of this, Marina, especially what | feel for you

Before she could protest, he slid over the widesest and forcefully
gathered her hands in his. 'l have never reallgriah love in my
life," he confessed. 'Not with a passion which lagsed anyway. |
can't say what | feel for you is love. | only kndiat it is different,
and infinitely distracting. Desire for you has doatied my every
waking moment since the moment we met. My sleepinslarly



disturbed. | can think of nothing else but touchyag, kissing you,
making love to you.'

He lifted her hands and pressed her fingertipsstéigs, kissing them
feverishly. He turned over her right hand and sddke tongue along
its palm, then up the wrist, then along the safhs#tive skin which
led up to the elbow.

Marina's eyes were wide upon his dark head asit deer her, his
mouth working a shivery magic on her arm. She stickea shaky
breath every time his hot, wet tongue trailed ogenew and
seemingly more sensitised spot.

She would never have believed an arm could possads erotic
zones. He was moving higher now, above her elbqwtauher
shoulder and down around the deep armhole of lessdHer breast
seemed to swell as his mouth drew nearer, its aipghtening. Oh,
God! Both breasts were responding now. Her heart beganui tt
heavily and her lips parted to let the ragged Iseascape her
panting lungs.

When his head lifted to look at her, her eyesgklzed. He held them
while he unhooked the collar on her dress and datownwards,

trapping her arms by her sides and baring her dleaslg aroused
breasts to his sight.

At last, his eyes lowered to look straight at them.

'‘God forgive me," he muttered. But it didn't solikd a prayer. More
an expression of ruthless resolve.

His head began to bend and she just sat there hettback pressed
hard against the seat and her breasts thrusydoffivard, her mind
petrified but her flesh avidly awaiting his touemd his tongue.



The first contact of his hands and lips on her dakesh brought a
rushing inward gasp of breath. She held it for smvagonising
seconds, disbelieving of the way it felt when heked on one breast
while he caressed the other. Finally, she let tkath out in one long
shuddering sigh of total surrender.

Nothing had prepared her for this, she realisecedlsiz Not even
Shane. For this was heaven and hell combined. Happi yet
misery. Agony, and ecstasy. The sweetest pleagetethe most
poignant pain.

For the man adoring her body, tormentingenslavingit, had just

told her he probably didn't love her. Which wagjasd as saying he
didn't. She would ultimately prove to be a pasgagsion, as all his
other women had been passing passions. Only Titiaalyhis heart.
Tiffany, the innocent. Tiffany, the sweet. And it@asv Tiffany he

would marry.

But it was she Marina, he wanted to make love to right at thi
moment.

And she wanted him to. Oh, she wanted him to sohmiibere was
an ache for him in her body and in her heart wiwneals growing with
each sweep of his tongue, with each touch of hislha

She grew mindless with yearning, sliding slowlyesiérds on the
seat as he tongued her nipples into hard pebblesqufisite torture.
She moaned and writhed against the plush velvet Bearestless
legs screaming out for him to stroke thgmast them. She ached to
have him undress her further. She wanted to bednfkenim. She
would have done anything he asked. Given him angthe wanted.

So she was shaken when he abruptly yanked hernipHgs hands
felt angry as he dragged her dress up over hebhimg breasts and
hooked the collar in place. Her eyes searchedhig €lue as to what



was going on. Why had he stopped? Had he had sdhondhts?
Didn't he want her any more?

Tears were just a second away when he spoke.

'Forgive me,' he said, poking a stray hair of hesk into place. 'l
know how you must be feeling. But we're only secadiay from
the theatre.'

Marina stared at him.

How had he known that? Had he kept an eye on Hishw®ar was he
a practised hand at this scenario, knowing exabttyyv much
lovemaking he had time for beforehand, leavingvtasm all primed
up for the second adtfterthey came out of the theatre?

'‘Don't look at me like that,' he groaned. 'l sawas sorry." And he
bent to kiss her on the mouth. His first. But itsneamere apologetic
peck. Not a kiss racked with uncontrollable desBleewas the one
shaking with uncontrollable desire. James was wveugh back in

control—of himself and the situation.

Oh, Marina, Marina, you fool. This man is a paststaa of such
games. Didn't Henry warn you? Did you honestly khypou could
play with this kind of fire and not get burned?

No more, she resolved bitterly. No more.

‘You're not at all sorry," she flung at him. "Yoarmed this. | know
you did."l planned nothing," he denied curtlgile you my word. As
a gentleman.’

‘Then you have a strange idea of what constitudegyla gentleman.
Or is it that you think I'mmota lady?"



His blue eyes blazed. 'What just happened betwedrasi nothing to
do with being a gentleman and a lady, and evergthindo with

being a man and a woman! God, if I'd planned thisyou honestly
think | would be taking you into that stupid thea#t this point? |
would be ordering the driver to go round in endlessles while |

made endless love to you.

'l can't win, no matter what | do, can |1? That'sst#dbeen so difficult
about this situation from the start. Neither ofh&s been free to
admit—and act on—how we feel. But | see now theee certain
things beyond society's ideas of right and wroreydhd rules. What
we feel for each other is one of those things. Whtibe will be!

‘What will be formeis whatl decide!" she argued, though shakily
'‘And | do not decide to be one of your passing ipass Come
Sunday, | am going to fly back to Sydney, and Shane I'm going
to forget you ever existed!

‘You think you can fight the fates, Marina?' heuwgrd out, an angry
bitterness in those beautiful blue eyes of higifik not...'

She only had to recall herself a minute ago, lymadf-naked and
abandoned beneath him, to concede what he wagsagsitrue. But
that didn't make the truth any more palatable.

‘You are not to touch me again in this disgustiag' came her heated
protest. "You will get rid of it and take me honmea taxi. Give me
your word. As a gentleman,' she finished challegigin

He glared at her for one long, excruciatingly tens@ment, then
slowly turned his head away, his chin tipping upyally. "You have
it," he ground out.

The car slid to a halt as he spoke. The back dpened and the real
world rushed back in.



Noise. Lights. Crowds.

Marina blinked and recoiled. No, she wanted toatreNo, close the
door again. | take it all back. Tell the chauffeardrive round in
circles. Undress me. Make endless love to me.

Don't take me out there feeling like this! Don'tk@ame sit next to
you all night in a darkened theatre without beibfgdo touch you.
Don't torture me with this awful craving, this uoaptable,
unendurable, unfulfilled desire!

But he did take her out there. He did make hdrestde him without
so much as holding her hand. And he capped offetrening by
taking her home in a taxi and not speaking a simgied, let alone
kissing her or touching her in any way.

She was in a terrible state by the time Jamestkil@pened the
apartment door and waved her inside. She was orvehge of
humiliating herself totally by begging him to malkse to her right
there on the black and white tiled floor...when Hewalked down
the stairs.

'‘Good evening, My Lord, Miss Marina.' He nodded bogty towards
her. 'l trust the play was enjoyable?'

The play? She hadn't heard a word of it, had na itlé had been a
drama or a comedy.

'It was excellent,' she said, and wondered howcsh#d sound so
normal when it felt as if ants were crawling alleovher skin, when
her breasts ached unbearably and a liquid heatlsedhbetween her
thighs. Never had Shane made her feel like this.\&mted to slap
James's handsome face, rake her nails down his babkinto his
shoulder.



The valet nodded sagely. 'There is nothing likegatrat the London
theatre. | do apologise again for the limousine,lMdyd, but it was all
the hire car company could give me at short noti¢dliam said to
tell you that the car will be ready for tomorrow.'

‘Tomorrow?' James echoed, frowning. 'What's hageiomorrow?'

The valet smiled an uncharacteristically wide smilde hospital
rang soon after you left this evening. They saydgeh can go home
for the weekend.'

'‘But that's wonderful!" James exclaimed.

'Indeed, My Lord. | spoke to the child herself ahe& was so excited.
But she doesn't want to come here. She wants talayan to
Winterborne Hall.'

‘But .of course! Anything she wants.'
‘She...er...especially asked if Miss Marina cowdap.'
Marina's stomach contracted fiercely.

'She can't, I'm afraid,' James said sharply. 'Sisaatplane to catch on
Sunday.'

Henry looked a little sheepish. 'Er...I took theelity of ringing the
airline, and they are more than happy to exchangs Marina's
ticket for Monday's flight. It seems the Sundagliliis always rather
overbooked.'

James's expression was one of total exasperattaats all very well,
Henry, but | believe Marina is anxious to get baxlSydney and her
flance. Isn't that so, Marina?"



Marina had to admire his ongoing fortitude. Cle&dhaddecided to
fight the good fight to the bitter end, as he'dlsai

But, perversely, his noble self-sacrifice only mdme love him all
the more. Andwant him all the more. Feeling as she did at th:
moment, his putting the decision in her hands dppe@ her dark
side, and that awful voice which would not be dénie

He won't be able to resist you, no matter what tletsded. Not away
from Henry's watchful eyes. Not down there, in aiethose
enormous bedrooms he's sure to occupy. Maybé& kBeen have a
four-poster bed...

'l would dearly love to come down to Winterborne lIHaith
Rebecca,' she heard herself saying, with only nmalest quaver in
her voice. "You did the right thing about changmy flight, Henry.
Don't make such a fuss, James,' she said, turoingt 'It's only one
night, after all. Shane can wait one more night.’

Their eyes locked and his widened slightly.

And then he knew. Knew what she was saying. Shelgiwve him
one night. And givéaerselfone night. With him.

She watched him struggle with what she knew hdikta wickedly
compelling temptation.

'It's your decision,' he said slowly, but his fisgsnained balled by his
side.

''ve already made up my mind,' she said.

'So be it,' he said, and as he stared deep intey@s his own were
strangely cold, yet full of a dark triumph.



He was rationalising her decision, she realisedirgeit for what it
wasn't A night of selfish, secret lust which would ntds either of
them from forging ahead and eventually marryingecéhHe did not
understand that she loved him with all her hehat $he would never
marry any man but him, that she would go to thergra spinster
rather than settle for anything less than what lgi@nv tomorrow
night would bring.

And so the deed was done, and their fate sealed.

But was it fate? Marina wondered as she lay widsday the Rose
Room bed later that night. Some kind of warpedidgsthich had
thrown them together and forced them along thiepat

She did not know. She only knew she had to do @edl. it fate. Or
destiny. Or written.

Tomorrow night she would spend in James's bed.
Tomorrow night...

Her eyes slid to the bedside clock. Just afterethvéould she never
fall asleep?

No, she accepted with a small, dry laugh. Theremneasleep for the
wicked. No sleep at all.



CHAPTER TEN
'I'M GOING home! I'm going home!'

Rebecca was bouncing up and down on the back tda 8entley
between James and Marina.

'Do be still, Rebecca,’ James said sharply.

Rebecca pulled a face at Marina. 'Uncle Jamesaatly me Rebecca
like that when he's in a bad mood.’

James sighed. 'l am not in a bad mood. I'm simgy.tMarina and |
went out last night and | was late getting to sleep

'l didn't sleep much, either,' Rebecca said, begito bounce again.
'l was too excited.'

‘Yes, well, | understand exactly what you means Wwar uncle's dry
remark. 'l was pretty excited myself." And he thréharina a
scorching look over the child's bobbing head.

'‘Were you, Uncle James? Oh, look. There's somesbof3an | go
look at our horses when | get home, Uncle James?'

‘Whatever you like, sweetie. Here, come and sibmpny lap for a
minute so you can see better out of the window.'

She scrambled up onto James's lap straight awaygishand nose
instantly glued to the glass.

Marina resisted the impulse to feel jealous.

'You have horses too?' she asked.



He shrugged. 'l inherited them from my brother, was racing and
gambling mad. They're not riding horses. They'rerabhghbred
brood mares. Laurence's wife, Joy, was also madtabmpers, and
she had a whole stable of hacks. | eventually ach, because there
was no one left who wanted to ride and they castmoich to keep
properly fed and stabled for nothing. But | kep brood mares as an
investment. We have plenty of good grazing land amd estate
manager said it would be foolish to sell them ue.ddid some of the
foals would bring in a small fortune. And he waghti thank God.’

'‘Why do you say, "Thank God"? Was the estate ianfmal trouble
when your brother died?"

That's putting it mildly. Laurence had run up ae@raft a mile high,
the house and land had a second mortgage and lsefvenafather's
prized paintings had been exchanged for copies-e+igaals sold to
South American millionaires. A good number of anég had also
already found their way to Sotheby's—just to suppwso wastrels,
flitting around the world.'

‘What's a wastrel?' Rebecca asked, reminding thatim that there
was a child listening.

'‘A good-for-nothing person who spends money and rdoesork,’
James answered bluntly.

'‘Well, you're not one, Uncle James. Youalevaysworking at the
bank. And Marina's not one because she's a teadinellittle girl
frowned, then. 'I'm not one, am*l, Uncle James2am | don't work,
and | know it costs a lot to keep me in hospital.’

James gave the serious-faced child a hug. 'Chilclah be wastrels,
sweetie. That's only for grown-ups. And | would@teehow much it
cost me to make you well.’



"You won't have to pay much more, Uncle James,Usscdm going
to be perfectly well in no time.’

Marina's heart turned over. She prayed that woalddwith all her
heart. The thought that the transplant migbt work in the end
brought a lump to her throat. She glanced out ofAeedow, willing
away tears by concentrating on the passing coud&ys

It was nothing like anything you would ever seeAustralia. So
ordered, and so very green, despite James sayiligy ¢bdey'd been
having a drought. Marina had smiled at that. Shéotkal the English
knew the real meaning of the word 'drought’. Lentiravel out into
the outback during a drought and see whadrs—not a single
season—without rain could do. Let them see boneedegk-beds
and the bleached skeletons of long-dead animalseobanks. Or the
rotting carcasses of newly dead ones.

She shuddered herself at the image, which had Ipctanfronted
her once during a camping trip into the red hebAustralia..

Not that Australia was all like that. It was onhetinterior deserts
which were so merciless. The capital cities andjdatracts of
pasturelands along the coastlines came as a pteasanse to some
overseas visitors, who thought Australia was ogeobitback.

Marina especially loved Sydney, with its many treiés beautiful
harbour and beaches. Unfortunately, her mothetlséhand ten-acre
property was right on the rural outskirts of Sydngyite some way
from the ocean which might have tempered the sgasimmmer
temperatures. Bringelly reached the high thirtiegh wegular
monotony during the summer months.

Marina had to admit she was not fond of such idatv that she was
more used to England's cooler climate, she muctenpeel it. She'd



grown to like London, too. And she certainly likedhat she was
seeing of the countryside.

They were on the A3 something-or-other, travellsmyith-west of
London at considerable speed, as were all the atey, heading
wherever they were heading for the weekend. Actudiley'd been
on various A3 something-or-others since leaving tigribtorway
some time back.

"You didn't want to go and see Stonehenge whilewexe down this
way, did you?' James asked politely from his carner

She looked over and noted that he had sensibkaseened Rebecca
into her seat belt. 'No, thanks. | saw it last temel thought it highly
disappointing. Maybe if you could walk amongst tk&ones
themselves in the moonlight, you might get sometha right
atmosphere. But not in broad daylight from behindoped- off
section where you walk around like sheep in a qlauger than Pitt
Street.’

James*laughed. 'You'll never make a tourist if ydon't like
sightseeing queues.'

'l agree with you. That's why my last touristy taper here was my
one and only.'

‘You haven't travelled anywhere else?'

'Not outside of Australia. I've been into the outband down to
Tasmania.'

'S0 you haven't been to Paris? Or to Rome?'
'‘No.'

‘Would you like to go?'



She gave him a suspicious look. Surely he wasmiggo suggest he
take her? Surely not!

His smile was wry. 'Just answer the question, Matrit's not a trick.'

'I'd go if | could go first class," she said truihy. 'My days of
economy travel are behind me. I'm very much a dniten,
twice-shy girl." And make of that what you will, MoLordship!

"Il keep that in mind," he murmured, and felitatingly silent.
Marina scowled to herself.

See what you get for magnanimously planning tailatsleep with
you tonight?came the predictable taunt in her helddw he thinks
you 're a cheap, two- timing tramp. No, not cheap. eXpensive
two-timing tramp who can probably be bought focitiweekends in
Paris and Rome and God knows where. Next thingkpow he'll
suggest you fly back to Australia via Paris and Ravith him as tour
guide. But the only sights he'll want you to see plenty of hotel
bedrooms!

You don't have to sleep with him tonighér conscience piped up.
You didn't say you would in so

many words. If and when he tries to take delivdryioat he thinks
you promised, you can claim he misinterpreted lnak, that you had
no intention of doing any such thing!*

Marina closed her eyes and shook her head. Shdrcodb that. The
truth was thashewanted to sleep withim. The extent of her desire
had kept her awake all night. Even now, insideyewerve-ending
was tingling in anticipation of the coming eveninglthough
exhausted from her sleepless night, she felt miore #nan she ever
had before.



Did James feel like that? she wondered, and tuhmrdhead just
enough to look at him out of the corner of her eye.

He was wearing the most casual clothes she'd saemlthis past
week. Pale grey trousers and a lightweight crew-e@ckveater in
broad horizontal stripes of grey and navy. His easoafers were
navy. He still looked a million dollars—his blackaih perfectly
groomed and that tantalising pine perfume waftnognfhis body.

She, herself, was wearing the tailored black trauadich went with
her take-anywhere black suit, teamed today witheararV-necked
cashmere cardigan which she'd thrown into her lgggat the last
moment in-case the evenings were chilly. Althougé #sun was
shining, Marina still found the air crisp.

Rebecca had insisted on wearing a rather tombayusit of white
T-shirt and khaki overalls, completing it with a* idhbaseball cap.

She'd told Marina in confidence that she wasn't@ado wear girl
clothes until she had hair and looked like a ¢idrina could see her
point. Rebecca's bald head would have looked intaug above a
frilly dress. And she simply refused to wear a v8ge said they were
hot and itchy and made her look silly!

Marina glanced up from her survey of Rebecca'sheltto find
James watching her. For a moment the air betwesn tas fraught
with a sizzling tension. But then he smiled, and & single
marvellous moment Marina felt as she might haveifehey had
been a real family—husband, wife and daughter—gfong drive in
the countryside.

Her heart swelled with a brief burst of happinesdy to contract
fiercely when she realised such a fantasy woul®eneome true. It
would be Lady Tiffany who would sit here in futwears. James's



wife. The Countess of Winterborne. Not silly slepthaand-
discarded Marina.

Her face must have betrayed her thoughts, for Jamsesle faded
abruptly, to be replaced by a troubled frown. Tis¢égred at each
other and Marina could have sworn that the miserydr eyes was
reflected in his, that they both longed for the samng, but both
knew it would never come about.

'‘We're nearly there!" Rebecca suddenly shriekembK] there's the
gates, Uncle James. Oh, just you wait and seeNtasna. It's the
prettiest place you'll ever see!'

Marina dragged herself out of the black pit in diarda effort to
respond to the child's enthusiasm. Shecould notafamoment
Imagine that one of England's ancestral homes woallgretty'. But
then, a seven-year-old girl would not have too mathgdciives at her
command. One only had to look at the ancient wall gateposts that
the more modern electronic gates were attached toder to get a
hint of what the house would be like. Dark and gaag forbidding.

They passed through the gates, which had openetdeanoh closing
behind them as if by magic, but presumably by aotentontrol
operated by William. On one gatepost sat a smallrgy camera,
and below, attached to the post, was a black box aibig black
button which no doubt callers pressed so that tweyd be vetted
before the gates were opened.

Just inside the gates on Marina's side stood asiamyful old house,

which looked dilapidated and deserted. Although-stareyed, it

was small and narrow and gloomy. It had tiny wind@md two black
chimneys and ivy growing all over the walls. Thes#s no garden to
speak of. Just rambling rose bushes.



‘That isn't the gatehouse Henry was sent to liyesiit?' she asked,
aghast.

James nodded. 'Now you know why | had to bring tonhondon.
The only reason | haven't had the damned thingdown is because
it's protected by a well-known charity. | ask yethat and who are
they protecting it for?'

'‘Not me,' Rebecca said, shuddering. 'lt's creepy.'
'l suppose it has a long history," Marina ventured.

‘Undoubtedly,’ James agreed. 'But imggatehouse, isn't it? | should
be able to do what | damned well please with tthdnk my lucky
stars I've been able to pull the estate out ofrdlde or else | might
have had to hand over the place to just such aituithen, who would
undoubtedly open the place to the public and hasespend every
summer weekend standing on the front steps andngrak those
long queues of tourists you adore so much.'

Now she looked at hinmoreaghast. 'But you'd hate that!

‘Life can be full of doing things you hate," heureied, and she had a
feeling he was no longer talking about houses.

'l hate needles!" Rebecca piped up. 'And | stilleia have them. Stop
talking to Marina, Uncle James. We're coming toptedty bit.'

The narrow, winding road dipped unexpectedly, pinggwith
amazing speed from open fields into a type of foridage trees on
either side stretched up and over, meeting in tidelle of the road.
The summer sun attempted to pierce the canopyawe&ebut could
only manage a dappled light. Fractured rays obyetlanced across
the shadowy avenue, creating a magical and quiteciftd
atmosphere.



Suddenly they were in another world, where it wassible to believe
in fairies and elves, in Robin Hood and Maid Mariam Prince
Charmings and Sleeping Beauties and happy ever afte

'It's the enchanted wood!" Marina exclaimed.

As quickly as they had descended into the fairyldeg burst out of
it, and there, on a rise at the end of a long gittadlriveway, stood
Winterborne Hall.

It wasn't dark or forbidding. Not at all. The wallere made of a
creamy grey stone, the roof of a shiny grey slai®as three storeys
high, with a very wide facade.

Not a castle by any means. But a most impressivesima. Georgian
in design, Marina guessed, with its clean lines dun@dsymmetrical
placement of windows on either side of the entrance

'‘What do you think?' James asked as the Bentleyethowith
considerably less speed over the now gravel driyewa

'It's magnificent,' she praised.

'So it darned well should be! I've sunk a damnetufe in fixing up
the place after Laurence didn't spend a pennyfon years. | had the
vy stripped off the outside and the walls sandielddast year. You
don't think it's too stark now, do yoii?"

'Oh, no. It's breathtaking! And so are the groundis far as the eye
could see there were rolling green hills, like pamkl, with clumps of
stately trees. Closer to the house, the wide exgzasidawn gave way
to more ordered gardens, with beds of floweringiessordering the
driveway—possibly hibiscus and definitely fuchsiaand
oleander—all of them in full bloom. They were cae@in masses of
gloriously coloured flowers in reds and pinks ardte:



And then there was the fountain in the middle, whiée driveway
parted into two and went round in a circle. It veisminated by a
great bronze statue

of a chariot, horse and driver, and the circumfeeesf the stone pond
was rimmed with bronze archers shooting not arrdws,jets of
water at the invading warrior, whoever he was.

'l simply love it all,;’ Marina praised, 'but espaty that fountain.
There again, | do so like water.'

'Wait till she sees the lake, Uncle James!
'‘Lake?’

‘The grounds roll down a slight hill to a lake la¢ tback. There are
swans and ducks, and we have a couple of boatsayotake out. It's
very pleasant down there on a summer evening. Bheren a
gazebo on a small point jutting into the lake.'

'l have parties with my dolls there," Rebecca séildshow it to you
after I've shown you the horses.’

'l haven't seeanyhorses yet,' Marina said, glancing around.

‘They're not close to the house,' James explaihledve a motorised
golf-cart we can use to get to them."

'‘Don't tell me you have a golf course here as well?

'No. Just the cart. But we do have an indoor hestechming pool
and an indoor tennis court.'

‘And how many acres?' She might as well know thelevawful
truth. Might as well let it sink in as just who awtiat she was dealing
with here. It would keep her feet firmly on the gnal.



'‘Around a thousand.'

Marina knew that was laugeacreage by English standards. ‘My Goc
your next-door neighbours aren't exactly at leanwgro
the-fence-for-a-chat distance, are they?'

He smiled. 'No. Not exactly.'
'‘How ever do you get to meet them?”
‘At polo matches and dinner parties and balls.'

'‘Polo matches and dinner parties and balls," sheated slowly,
thinking this world was a far cry from a drink aetpub on a Friday
night and McDonalds and a movie on Saturday. Aridsgeangely, as
she looked around she didn't feel at all like b Gst of water. If she
hadn't known better, she might easily have picturecself living
here, with James by her side. In a weird kind of Wwar mother had
prepared her for just such a life. She was welcathd. She had an
appreciation of art and fine things. She could.ride

She was almost tempted to tell him she was nadtyatarking class,
to say, Hey, half of me is Bingham blood. You knihw Binghams,
don't you? Smashing good family. They go back asgul don't
know where they live, and they did give my mothes boot more
than twenty-five years ago, but other than thatsiire they're right
up your alley!

'‘Uncle James doesn't like parties much," Rebedozechin. ‘Do you,
Uncle James?'

‘Not any more, sweetie.'

'Henry said you'd changed,' the child offered, mgviadditional
information which had James's eyebrows lifting. 4d&l you used to



be a "right royal raver" in your younger days. Bwt nowadays you

had "settled down nicely".

Marina couldn't help a small laugh, for the chithmitated Henry's
pompous manner to perfection.

'Henry said that tgyou?'James asked his niece in a disbelieving tor

The child suddenly looked guilty. "Well...um...ngot exactly. He
and William were having a cup of tea in the kitchmre day and
.1

'You eavesdropped,” James chided. '"You know thmts right,
Rebecca.’

'l don't think it's so bad,' she defended her4é#.the only way | can
find out interesting stuff. No one ever tells udkanything!'

Marina struggled not to smile. And so did Jame®g saw. The
corners of his mouth were definitely twitching. Tde stopped at the
front steps and Rebecca demanded to be let outdinabedy. William
took too long to open doors these days, she cahfmé&er uncle.

‘All right, but don't run,’" James warned, beforeuneapped her seat
belt and opened the car door. Rebecca jumped ouinamediately
raced up the front steps. Already a plump greyddailady was
emerging from the house and holding her arms otiteahild.

‘That's Mildred,' he explained, sighing. 'She'snb® housekeeper
here for a hundred years. Or so it seems. Shalslgconly about
sixty, and very attached to Rebecca. | don't kndwatvghe'll do if this
transplant doesn't take. God, | don't know whiatlo, come to think
of it,’ he finished wretchedly.

Marina didn't stop to think. She simply reacte@ctang out to touch
his nearest arm. When he looked up at her withs#d eyes, she



knew she would do anything to comfort him, regasdl®f the
personal cost.

"You mustn't worry," she said softly. 'And you nmistuss. Treat her
like a normal child with a future. Have faith, Jane

'Faith?' He shook his head. 'I'm not a very religigperson, I'm
afraid.'

‘What has that got to do with faith? Faith is siypélieving. If you
believe Rebecca will get better and you treat baugh, theshewill
believe she's going to get better and she will!"

He searched her eyes, with a type of wonder in'lRismise me you
won't go back on tonight,' he suddenly urged iova, Ihusky voice.
'Promise me now. Say it!"

'l...I promise,' she whispered shakily.

‘And not just for a short hour or two," he insistédl night.'
She shivered beneath the rather ruthless passtus wice.
A nod was all she could manage this time.

William opened the passenger door at that precieenent, and
Marina was relieved to turn away from James's digtg intensity.
But she knew it was only a temporary reprieve. gbhshe would
place herself totally in his hands.

She hoped he would be merciful.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

MARINA woke with a start, as you do when you have faldeep, not
in your own bed. She half sat up, glanced arouaditimly lit room,
then sank back down on top of the bed with a digi,eyes sliding
across to the form sleeping beside her.

Rebecca looked totally at peace in sleep, as nmsiren did. She'd
hardly moved since she'd drifted off while Mariead to her, having
worn herself out with showing her visitor absolytelerything on
the estate. The house, the pool, the tennis ciherthorses, the lake
and the gazebo, chattering non-stop all the time.

When his niece had begun to droop after lunch, Sdraé put his foot
down and insisted she have a nap. Marina had @maext to her
on the bed to read her Enid Blytofilse Magic Faraway Treand in

no time Rebecca had travelled from Faraway LanthéoLand of

Nod.

James had settled in an armchair across the roole this was going

on, listening happily. When Rebecca had droppedmdfMarina had

tried to stop reading he'd insisted she go on. Weaidted to hear the
end of the story—claimed he'd adored Enid Blytoa Bey and could
not get enough.

Marina could not recall if she'd finished the stoky some stage she
must have closed her eyes herself and nodded bé.bbok, she
noted as she rolled over and peered down, was tynthe carpet.
And James was...

Marina's head jerked up and she stared througgldoen, surprised
to find James still there, his head sunk sidewafdst asleep.
Goodness, she thought. What on earth was the time?

She struggled to see her watch, surprised aganake out that it was
not as late as the faded light indicated. Only #ixvas then she



noticed the drawn curtains. Had James done thatMiired?
Maybe Talbot, the butler?

She would not have put it past either of thosetlast who were the
nicest people. Mildred was a real sweetie and Tallasn't nearly as
stuffy as Henry. There again, he was not of thesaoltbol. He was a
very modern style of butler. In his late fortiegjrf shortish but
fit-looking, he was efficient, courteous and attemtwithout being

obsequious or too pompous.

Although Marina had become perversely fond of Henry
old-fashioned ways, he could do with lightening apbit, she
believed.

Dinner was not to be served until seven-thirtylMarina decided not
to wake anyone else just yet. She was loath tathghe soundly
sleeping Rebecca, and there was something fartooate about
waking James from sleep for Marina's liking. Witle tevening-at
hand, she knew it was imperative for her to keemgmntrol of her
nerves—and the situation.

She'd got herself into a right state last night ahd didn't want a
repeat performance—certainly not until they werdelgaalone
together.

Rebecca was an intuitive child, and for all herdkiess Marina
doubted Mildred had come down in the last showteseémed likely
the housekeeper had turned a blind eye to maraisoti under this
roof, if the previous Earl and his wife had beeghsa swinging
jet-setting couple. The same went for Talbot. Bstleust surely
notice things like that. But Marina didn't want dolynd eyes being
turned towards herself and the new Earl. She watttedwhole
household to be genuinely blind to their relatiopsh



Relationship? sneered that rotten voice in her head/hat
relationship? You're having a one-night stand witmhMarina,
that's all. Don't go giving yourself airs and grac@ow. You are not
the love of His Lordship's life. You are a very wament passing
passion while Her Ladyship is making up her mind.

'Oh, shut up!" she muttered under her breath, adg her bare feet
over the side of the bed. Pressing her lips firogether, she slid her
feet into her black flatties and stood to walk owerthe nearest
window, gripping the heavy green drapes and pullram apart just
enough to look down at the rolling hill and thedak

The water looked beautiful in the late afternoaghti Like liquid
glass.

Marina was thinking how magnificent it would lookder moonlight
when James suddenly materialised behind her, hdsheurling over
her shoulders.

When she went to whirl around, his grip tightenad ke pulled her
back against him.

'Don't,' she croaked.

He turned her round and looked deep into her shadayes. '‘Don't
what?' he asked, his voice strained.

'‘Don't...do anything. Not here.' And she nodded ¢toe¢he sleeping
child on the bed.

His expression was pained. '‘God, Marina, you fegkt the life out
of me there for a moment. | thought you were gamtgll me tonight
was off.’

‘And if | did?' she whispered, in one last cridi€onscience.



‘Then | would have to set out to change your miadkbagain,' he
vowed fiercely. 'By fair means or foul.'

‘You...you wouldn't do that,' she said shakily. i¥lsave too much
honour.'

‘This is beyond honour, Marina,' he said, with akdand bitter
resolve. 'Beyond anything 1 have ever known befBedieve me
when | say if you don't come to my room later tdrjghen, by God, |
will come to yours!'

The image of his battering on her bedroom doohémiddle of the
night was nearly as appalling as her sneaking aiohgs.

‘You- won't have to do that,’ she rasped. 'l.ctine to your room.
But only if you promise to do nothing to arouse @mg/'s suspicions
during the course of the evening. Don't flirt witte, or.. .or look at
me as you are doing at this moment.’

'‘When will you come?' he demanded to know.

'‘When the house is quiet and everyone has retwrdti¢ night. | don't
want anyone to know, James. That's very importanid.'

'Fair enough. In that case, don't knock. I'll letive door unlocked
and the key on the inside. Simply slip in and tinekey. That should
prevent any disaster such as Rebecca bargingtireimiddle of the
night. Not that she's likely to do that. As you cae, she sleeps like &
log.' And he nodded to the still unconscious child.

'Yes, but she may have had the edge taken offlidsigleep with this
nap.'

‘She still wouldn't come to me if she woke. She\d for Mildred.
Look, what say | suggest Mildred sleeps in the gawoom tonight?



It's right next to Rebecca's. Just in case Rebeedas and wants
something.’

‘Yes, yes, that would be goodsood? Marina thought, appalled.
Good?Nothing about this was good. It was underhandeidtandry
and just simply awful! She wanted to cry, to scredrhim.Beghim
not to do this to her—turn her into something slas wot.

‘Marina, don't worry so,' he chided, making evenghso much
worse with his own apparent ease. 'lt's a veryhaigse with very
thick walls and doors. No one will know. | promigau. Now...' He
reached out and touched her cheek, his fingeiitipditks of flame
against her skin. 'Do you know where my room is?dde&t want you
stumbling around the corridors, getting lost in daek.’

'l won't get lost," she said, jerking her face phaso that his hand
dropped away. 'l know exactly where your room igb&ca and
Mildred gave me the grand tour of the house. Mddmas especially
proud of the master of the house's bedroom.'

It was hardly just a room. It was a suite, withteparate sitting room,
dressing room and bathroom, all sumptuously fuedshBut of

course it had been the huge bed which had draweyesrearlier that
day. A four-poster, which Mildred informed her pdby had once
belonged to one of the kings of France.

It was truly magnificent, with an elaborate cantsetli-head and a
solid rosewood canopy. But what had sent Marineesthracing were
the blue and gold brocade curtains sashed to esjpobt with gold

tasselled cords, similar in style to those in laertdsy.

It was the most glorious bed Marina had ever séel the most
seductive in her eyes. She'd had to work hardatgtther mind fill

with new fantasies, all the more arousing becahs&sew this time
she could make them come true, every single detaaden She had



thanked her lucky stars at the time that Rebecddban showing her
the house in Mildred's company, and not Jameslse'tt been with

them, she would surely have blushed furiously arthigps made the
housekeeper suspicious.

Even thinking about it brought a flushing heat éo face. James saw
it, and enclosed her in his arms before she cduiktto struggle.
'Stop getting yourself all worked up,' he murmuasde moulded her
body to his.

Her eyes rounded at the immediate wave of desirehwbwept
through her body. It roared along her veins, cutlecbugh her
stomach, then crashed against her thudding hearto#&n surfaced
through an ebb tide of longing and starkly sexwsdc He heard it
and his arms tightened around her, making her lagtbre of his own
need, which felt as intense as her own. But irdlgitnore powerful.

Panic-stricken, she pushed him away. Just in tioe, For there
came a sound from the bed and she whirled to fieloeRca yawning
and stretching. Marina could feel her cheeks bgrroat the child
didn't seem to have overheard or seen anything.

'‘Was | asleep long?' Rebecca asked with a secamadl. ya

‘Not too long,' Marina said lightly, and walked ove pick the book
up from the floor. She didn't dare look back at daniBut you'd
better get up now. It's not that long till dinner.’

'Oh. | suppose we're having dinner in the diningmpare we, Uncle
James?' She didn't sound at all thrilled with theai

‘Yes,' he agreed. 'Why, would you prefer to eahwtildred and
Talbot in the kitchen?'

'Oh, yes, please. | hate sitting at that silly I¢algle. | can never see
anyone on the other side through the candles amekfs and stuff.'



James laughed and Marina's eyes snapped his wayod#ed
superbly in control, she realised. No one wouldehguessed that a
few moments ago he had been so blatantly aroused.

*1 can remember thinking exactly the same at yoer' &g tossed
over his shoulder at Rebecca as he strolled towhelsloor. 'Fair
enough. I'll tell Talbot it's just Marina and mylstr dinner in the
dining room.’

'‘Am...am | supposed to get dressed up?' Marinadadkefore he
could leave the room. Privately, she was appaltateaprospect of
having to sit in state with James over a lengthyméd dinner,
knowing what was to come later.

He stopped with his hand on the door knob and tust@wly to face
her. His eyes were superbly bland as they moved loaebody. It
was Marina who was a shambles, her heart racilgsagaze moved
down over her breasts with their betrayingly hamndples poking
through the soft wool.

'‘No,' he drawled. 'Wear what you've got on, if yike. That looks
lovely on you.'

His eyes returned to her face, where they remdired for a fraction
longer than necessary. And, in that elongated amte cglectric
moment, she knew his composure was just a faSaglevds still as
turned on as she was. His need hadn't abated.ddéitla his passion.
He was just better at hiding it than she was, betteoncealing his
carnal desires behind a cloak of restraint andectspility.

Marina felt anything but restrained and respectablshe stared after
his departing figure.



By nine that evening Marina was almost beside lferstn tension.
Dinner was proving to be the trial she'd suspetteduld be, despite
the food being as superb as the setting.

She supposed most females would give their eyé teebe wined
and dined in such a room, with its walnut panellamgd gracious
antique furniture. Most females would probably gikieir eye teeth
to be going to bed with the Lord of the Manor thigtht, whether he
loved them or not!

But it seemed Marina was not most females. She \egtting with
all her heart that it was love stirring James tklat her as he was
looking at her across the table, and not thosemates Winterborne
hormones.

So much for her warnings about his staring at her bstful eyes! It
seemed she'd unleashed the beast in the Earl aéMvomne with her
promise of things to come. He was making Shane [omditively

civilised with the way his glittering blue gaze kdping on her

mouth and her breasts, not to mention their sypfrect nipples!

By the time Rebecca was safely tucked up in beduralo
ten-thirty—the child had been quite lively after ladternoon nap, as
predicted—and Marina could reasonably say her cvaulgights just
before eleven, she was a mess. She could alsongerlaelineate
between nerves and desire. Her stomach churnedh&iets were
clammy. Her body burned.

Once safely in her own lavish bedroom, she faiilyed into the
gold-tappeden suiteshower, stayingthere at length in an attempt
cool down her whole system while gathering some hmoieeded
composure.



But composure had apparently fled to the far carnéthe earth. She
groaned her dismay at her utter inner panic. Herdngpun with
self-reproach.

Giving her so-called word like this was the worstiahe stupidest
thing she had ever done! My God, she'd promiseiliver herself to
his bedroom like a...a...whore! In a way, she wiskbewere a
whore, instead of the basically very inexperienbed- partner she
was. With Shane, she'd simply lain back and gaspeteasure and
surprise at what he'd done. Before Shane she hdmimg anything
either, her two earlier boyfriends wanting nothimg quickies, she
now realised. They hadn't required her to do angtleixcept not stop
them.

But James was a difficult kettle of fish. He wosaldely be expecting
a woman of the world. Instead, he was going tcdhget

Marina emerged from the shower, shaking.

As midnight drew near she knew she could not delagh longer.

She was physically ready, her body washed and peduand naked
beneath her night-wear. The oyster satin nightieraatthing robe
covering her nudity were very pretty, though noéerby seductive.

Oddly, she'd left her hair up, perhaps in defiavfdeer fantasy about
her hair being spread out on a snow-white pillow.

Pride alone propelled her out of the room. No widystie want James
coming to her room and making a scene.

The walk down the corridors and along to Jamegigwid not take
nearly long enough. Before she knew it she wagistgrat his door,
and before she knew it he was sweeping that doen @s though
some sixth sense had told him she was there.



‘Where in hell have you been?' he snapped, anbimpg an arm,
yanked her into the bedroom. Just as swiftly he¢ ahd locked the
door behind him.

There were no lights on in the room, she notedighalet it wasn't in
darkness. The curtains at the main windows were wjgkn and an
eerie silver moonlight was streaming in, makinglihes in the room
look grey and the gold like platinum.

James was wearing a darkly patterned silk robktlyigashed around
his waist as though he had sashed and resashaahyt times in the
last hour. His obvious agitation made her feettkelbetter. Clearly
he wasn't in the habit of making midnight assigyraiwith women
he had not promised to love and cherish, but frdrarwhe'd exacted
a promise of total sexual surrender for one longdmarvellous
night.

Suddenly it was all too much for her, and with & sound of just
such sexual surrender she threw her arms arountebksand lifted
her mouth for him to crush.

He crushed it at first. Then adored it, tastingtbague and licking at
her lips, making her mouth feel not so much a mbuthan exquisite
meal, to be savoured before being devoured.

She was melting against him when his mouth turaedge again as
abruptly as it had gentled, making her moan bengstbnslaught,
half in fear, half with a wild, mutual passion.

He must have heard the fear, however, for he ddiggemouth away
and buried it in her hair, his breath hot and raggéou don't know
what you do to me,' he rasped. 'l've been in lleNeek. But this last
hour has unravelled me completely. I'm not goingdable to last.'

His confessed vulnerability was oddly reassuringl aweetly
touching. She pulled back to cup his face and lgolat him.



‘James,' she said softly, and traced over his &mnck mouth with
gentle fingertips. 'Darling James...we have allhtigemember? It
doesn't matter.'

He groaned and opened his lips to take one ofihgertips between
them. Desire flashed like lightning through herd anthout thinking
she pushed the finger further inside his mouthchag with wide
eyes and pounding heart while he sucked on it.

Marina had read about women going weak at the kaeesa man
but had thought it a melodramatic exaggeration.

But it wasn't. As he sucked her finger she litgralent weak at the
knees, her legs turning jelly-like. Her head beweawhirl. She had to
take her finger out or risk collapsing!

She plucked it away with a low moan of regret aadust stared at
her. Her hands moved as in a dream, slipping the foom her
shoulders to let it flutter to the floor. Then cathe nightie, one strap
at a time, till she was standing naked before him.

She had never felt so desirable in all her lifes IHingry gaze gobbled
her up, especially her breasts which already afdreluis touch. She
felt their aroused heaviness lift upwards whenraiged her hands to
pluck the pins from her hair. She dropped thenmhercarpet, one at a
time, letting the mass of red-gold curls tumbleuaie her bare
shoulders in erotic disarray.

'l don't think one night is going to be enough,'da&d thickly, and
bent to scoop her up into his arms.

He carried her over and lay her down in the softéstattresses and
pillows. The blue and gold quilt was already throwack, she
realised as she sank into snow-white linen. Her &iéifidd languidly
again, to rake her hair out onto the pillow. If stees going to live out
a fantasy, then she was going to do it right.



'‘Are you going to close the curtains?' she askexdytice sounding as
thick as treacle.

'‘And block out such a sight? God, no.' He begamasimag his own
robe. 'Do you know what you look like lying therethe moonlight?
Have you any idea?'

He shrugged out of his robe and Marina snapped obubher
dreamworld. For never had she seen a man so fyezostt. Not even
Shane, who was a very virile fellow. James was amesn his need.
Like a volcano rising up and ready to explode.

The sight unnerved her momentarily.

'‘Don't...don't forget to use protection,’ she daich breathy little
voice.

'I'm well prepared,’ he assured her, and pointed tale of foil
squares on the bedside table.

'Oh..."

He reached to pick one up and Marina turned hed laseay. She
didn't want to watch.

But what if he askedher to put one on him later in the night? Sh
turned her head back, only to find the deed alrekhe.

Now she felt a fool. James's need for her wasrdagrassing. It was
beautiful. He was beautiful.

She held out her arms and he joined her on the kissing her
hungrily. Her own need, which had receded withrtlseiparation,
quickly raced back. Soon she could not get enoddhsatongue in
her mouth, or that hand which was stroking up aodrdher leg.
Gradually it moved higher, then around betweenthighs. Once



there, it did not hesitate. It was focused and B®&peed and
merciless.

In no time Marina was on the brink, and she bu@infhis mouth,
gasping. Her back began to arch away from thelbedesh tensing
In readiness for that electric moment when evenghiwisted even
tighter before splintering apart. He immediatelyvex between her
legs and surged into her, deep and hard. She cheglireath, and
tried to stop herself from coming. But such wasithest of emotional
and physical satisfaction at being one with hintaat that her body
refused to obey.

She cried out, her face grimacing in that strang@ng which was
really ecstasy. And then she féitm coming, shuddering violently
into her. Her mind spun out into a vortex wheretlatise tortuous
feelings he'd been evoking in her since they'dsaaght to find total
satisfaction.

She found herself raking her nails down his baak @digging them
into the taut muscles of his buttocks. But if itsvpain she was
wanting to impart, then she failed. The only solmedmade was a
long, low groan of raw animal pleasure.

It did wicked things to her, that groan. She vowethake him groan
many times during the night; she vowed to makegufter for doing
this to her—for making her love him even more teha had before.



CHAPTER TWELVE

'‘WHY is it," James said softly, shortly before thrésat'the more |
make love to you, the more | want to?"

He was lying on his side, propped up on his lddoel and trickling
the tassel of one of the curtain cords over herastaipple.

Marina said nothing. She just clenched her jawtiief denial of her
own rapid resurgence of desire.

He started on the other nipple. 'You have suchlyolsecasts,' he
murmured, and bent to lick the stiffened peak tewan greater state
of acute sensitivity. After spending a full fivemates on this torture,
he trailed the tassel down over her ribs and stagaacircling her
navel before moving down to her thighs, by whichgiMarina was
breathing heavily and desperately wanting to gansé thighs wide,
to beg him to run that tantalising tassel ovemnfare intimate places.

But a certain feminine stubbornness was creepitg Marina, an
Innate desire not to be so easy, she supposedsIsily at this point,
she knew, but she could not seem to help it. Sh# ker legs
stubbornly closed, even when he drove her mad it tassel
trailing up and down her thighs.

Her resistance was perverse, really, because Ineddig kissed every
inch of her, already reduced her several timegjaivaering, mindless
creature, unable to stop him doing whatever hespl@éavherever he
pleased.

In the end, he stopped and frowned at her. 'Whatiag?' he asked.
'‘Nothing.'

‘You don't want me to make love to you again?'



She said nothing. Wild horses were not going t@ dine admission
from her that she was dying for it already.

‘Would you like to do it to me? Is that it?"

Her eyes blinked with the alien notion. For she hader ever made
love to a man, not even Shane. He hadn't askatldod she'd never
offered, though she'd seen it often enough in tbeies. It seemed
the only position these days for sex scenes: thmamoon top. To
Marina it always looked choreographed, and frankbther
embarrassing.

'l...I've never done that sort of thing beforeg sbnfessed.
His eyes showed surprise. 'Why's that?'

'l guess I.. .1 never wanted to. And none of tha thee slept with
have ever asked me to.'

'Not even Shane?"
'No.'

'l see. At least, no,don'tsee. Damn it, Marina, must you confuse m
even more than | am already?' He glared down aivitera mixture
of exasperation and bewilderment. 'So tell me, #xdwow many
men have there been in your life so far?"Exactly lmany women
have there been in yours?'

The counter-question threw him. Clearly he coultewxen hazard a
guess.

'‘Never mind,' she muttered. 'l get the point. |énéschnically had
three lovers before you. But two of them were ygjalst boys. | dated
them at teachers' college. They were students,nfi&e with either
limited experience or knowledge. I'm not sure whiich



She sighed at the memory. She'd been such a d¢hitek dime, yet
thought herself so grown-up. All of eighteen amieteen! 'l believed
| was in love both times,' she said. 'But sex pdostgch an anticlimax
on each occasion that | eventually decided whaeli d¢ouldn't

possibly be love.

‘That's why when sex with Shane was so unexpectgxly, | did the
reverse and believedhkhdto be in love with him. Although, to be fair
to myself, he was also very kind to me when | ndddedness. My
mother had just died and | needed...someone.’

'I can understand that,’ James murmured.

He idly resumed tantalising her with the tasseleiher stomach this
time. 'So you really haven't had all that much egnee...?"

'No.' Her voice was as taut as her stomach muscles.

‘That's a very exciting thought,' he said, trailihg tassel up over her
breasts and up to her mouth, where he danced tseaéithe golden
threads over her softly quivering lips. 'Are yoyoyimg what I'm
doing at the moment? You certainly seem to be.’

Her face flamed and she nodded, her tongue suddeick in her
throat.

'If | asked you to, would you do it to me, Marind®uld you do all
those things you have never done with a man befboe.know what
| mean, don't you?'

She nodded again, her heart pounding in her chest.

He stopped the torture with the tassel, and, takielgnearest hand,
opened her clenched fingers and wrapped them yigiidund the
cord. Then he lay back on the bed beside her eis ghutting as he
scooped in, then exhaled several very deep breaths.



Her stomach churned as she propped herself up enaon and

stared, first down at the cord in her hand, thesr @ his outstretched
nakedness. She wanted to. Oh, yes. She wanteddio bkim and kiss
him all over, to trail the tassel ovieisflesh till he was groaning with
passion. She wanted to make love to him better #fiathose other

women, the ones he could not count.

But she had no experience to fall back on, andriwarth went dry at
the prospect at making an utter fool of herself.

‘You don't have to do anything you're not comfddatith,' he
reassured her softly, even while his eyes remasted. 'l'll love
anything you do to me. Anything at all.'

Marina gathered all her courage and just beganh&ed trembling.
His chest quivered at the first touch of the safidgn threads, his
lungs expanding on an inward gasp of pleasuret@teconfidence
from the sound and started trailing the tassel bigsbroadly muscled
male chest. He sucked in sharply again when sheedraver his
nipples.

So she did it again. Then again, thrilling to tighs of those small
nubs expanding into twin peaks of expectant nengirgs. Marina

knew how they felt, for she had felt the same thegself. With the

knowledge of her own experience in mind, she beet &im and

used her tongue on them in long, teasing licks emedtually he gave
out a muffled groan, the sound vibrating with toetlarousal.

A bolt of adrenaline raced through her as she digchthe cord and
moved her mouth and hands slowly downwards, overibs and
onto his stomach. When she swirled her tonguetipismavel, his
stomach fluttered wildly. When she moved on evethtr, she felt
every muscle in his body freeze in anticipationvbft was to come.



She didn't dare look up to see if he'd openedyes.df she did, this
new and intoxicating boldness might fail her. Azas, she felt dizzy
with an unexpected sense of power, and possessdtebynost
incredible passion. She'd never realised how exritaking control
of lovemaking could be, how much she would revehmfeel of his
hardness beneath her hands and within her mouth.

'‘Don't stop,’ he rasped when her head finallydift€or pity's sake,
don't stop.’

It still seemed the ideal time to do so, and tehefar one of the foil
packets. He groaned and grimaced, his whole bodiglaity strung

as his face. She took her time, partly becausd slkeger actually put
a condom on before but mostly because underneadebming cool
she was so hopelessly excited she couldn't thrakgsit.

'‘God, yes,' he cried, when she finally moved tadktte him. When
she began lowering herself rather gingerly ontgbiserful erection,
he took hold of her hips and pulled her down ombo imore quickly.

Marina gasped at the feel of his flesh impalingshker mouth drying
as her lips parted and hot, shallow breaths pufi@a her panting
lungs.

He reached up to knead her swollen breasts, cryishem together
then drawing them down, down to his mouth. She bemtard in a
type of daze, only dimly aware that she was noéomg control.He

was.

He was suckling on her breasts and she was moamiognping and
moving her bottom, writhing in her need. His owrttboks were
rocking against the bed, setting up a frantic rhnythside her. With a
tortured gasp, she plucked her nipple out of hisutmoand
straightened so that she could match his movemerits more



uninhibited fervour. She no longer thought suclaetrembarrassing,
or ridiculous. She no longer thought at all.

They came together like a thunderclap, and thess@choed through
the room. Afterwards she collapsed upon his chéstyly spent.
James clasped her close and buried his lips ihdier

'‘God, how am | going to live without you?' he mrete The very real
bleakness in his voice stirred Marina to hope a&shstd never hoped
this past week. She waited breathlessly for hisaeipohe loved her, to
ask her to stay in England with him. But he remdisient. Clearly,

no matter what his feelings for her, they were statng enough, or
deep enough, for him to change the path of his life

Marina had not really expected him to. Men like ldid not marry
girls like her. A soul-sinking acceptance of theuaiion combined
with her physical exhaustion, and she sighed a daep.

'‘Don't go to sleep, for pity's sake,' he groan&de '‘morning will
come soon enough.'

'It's almost morning now,' she told him drowsily.

'‘We still have a couple of hours. Talk to me,' hged as he held her
and stroked her spine. 'Tell me all about your3edfl me about your
childhood, your teaching. Tell me what you do ty@cal day. | want
to know everything about you, Marina.'

It seemed pointless, but she did as he asked ddichitm of her
upbringing, her school days, her wish to beconsaalter—but not in
her mother's riding school. She told him of hetege years and how,
after her unsatisfactory relationships with the ape sex, she'd
steered clear of boyfriends for a few years anediher life with her
career.



And as she talked that crushing exhaustion graglleft her. Just
before the dawn it was James who fell asleep, hgakarina to
disentangle herself from his leaden-"arms. Shetdsapk to her
room, where she sat in an armchair and watcheduherise. She
dozed in the chair for an hour or so, waking whe rhantel clock
donged seven. With a sigh she rose and made hetowag shower,
wondering as she stepped under the jets of hot wames was still
asleep.

She rather resented washing the smell of him fremMaking love
with this man who she knew sheally loved had been the most
incredible experience she had ever had. She waeldrrforget it.
Neither would she regret it.

To know true love was a rare thing, she believédtivas why it had
been impossible for her to turn her back on itrehtj to not grab the
one opportunity she was given to consummate héinfgse even if

having that one incredible night with him made d¢p@eve over all the
coming nights—and years—when she would never knisvtduch

again.

Marina felt the tears come then. She lifted hee facd let the water
wash them away before she ended up with great padifeyes. There
were too many intuitive people around Winterborradl Fbr her to go
down to breakfast looking as if she'd been crying.

It was while she was under the shower and had maredo
shampooing her hair that Marina suddenly remembleeedhairpins,
scattered all over the floor by the bed in Jantextsoom.

She didn't know what to do. James was certaincséé them. Men
like him, who had nothing to do with housework, \eboever notice
a few hairpins lying on the carpet. But a housemeadlid. And so
would Mildred. They were very distinctive-lookingng, especially



made for putting up long hair. Two and two wouldsonake four in
the mind of whoever found them.

Marina knew she could not bear to go through tlaig ffaring she
was being looked at, and sniggered over, and pitied

She had no alternative but to go and get them.

She dressed quickly, in the jeans and white shetdsworn over on
the plane. She hadn't come with a whole swag dhetofor cooler
weather and had little choice.

It was just going on eight by the time she was ydad her rescue
mission. Drying her hair had taken some time, betdidn't want to
waltz around the house at this hour with drippimekk. It would look
suspicious. This way, if she ran into anyone intakkwvays, she could
say she was an early riser and was going for a.walk

Unfortunately James's room was not situated betweemoom and
the staircase which led downstairs. Hopefully, geiSunday
morning, not too many people would be up and apeutShe wasn't
expected down to breakfast till nine, James havimgde this
arrangement with Talbot over dinner the night befor

Rebecca was a worry. Children were notorious easlgrs. Then
there was Mildred, who no doubt was of the old stido got up at
the crack of dawn. Still, the housekeeper was rkety to already
be downstairs. Or in church, with a bit of luck.

A peep out of the bedroom door showed an emptyhagll Marina

scooped in one last steadying breath, then madéaxined dash in
the direction of James's room, hurrying along theevwpolished and
carpeted corridors, not stopping on the way to aglrany of the
gilt-framed portraits and landscapes as she'd donegiher tour the
previous day.



Once in front of James's solid wooden door she kabcbefore fear
and panic got the better of her.

When Talbot opened the door, she almost died.

‘Yes, miss?' he said, without turning a hair, asigin it was perfectly
normal for breathless ladies to call upon the Lotrdhe Manor at
eight in the morning.

'l...er...I was hoping to have a brief word witmé&s. Is he...er...in?'

'His Lordship is in the shower. Can | help you wahything,
perhaps?’

'‘No. No, | don't think so." She glanced past th#ebwand into the

room, trying to see if the pins were still on theof. The bed, she
could see with a sinking heart, was already madeayAwith a silver

coffee service and a newspaper was on the bedshtk riearest the
door—the same bedside table which the night bdfaceheld much
more intimate items. 'Er...what time did Jameslsagakfast was last
night?'

‘Nine, miss.' The butler frowned ever so slighthen gave a small
knowing nod, rather reminiscent of Henry's bodyglaege. 'Just one
moment, miss,' he said, and disappeared for a émwnsls before
reappearing and holding out his hand. 'l think,hpps, these are
yours.'

She took the hairpins and wished with all her héeat the polished
wooden floor would open up and swallow her.

'l won't mention finding them to His Lordship, misgalbot added,
without a hint of conspiracy and totally ignoringrtwild blush. ‘Or
your little visit here this morning. It would onlypset him.'



Marina was taken aback. She blinked, then glarethatbutler
through her own distress.

Well, we wouldn't want that, would we@orned that brutally honest
side of hers, which responded rather badly to hypp@and double
standardsTo hell with your feelings. Miss Marina, as long ae
don't upset His Lordship!

‘Thanks a million," she snapped, and, whirling, stagked off, the
pins clenched in an angry fist.

What a first-class idiot she was to ever hope Wiwt they'd shared
last night might mean something special to Jamé&aly(so he might
not love her as she loved him, but it was gallmdind out she was
probably one in a long line of ladies who'd lefigibehind in his
bedroom. Or panties. Or whole damned negligee!

As for Talbot—there were no flies dmm\Clearly James had trained
him better than Henry! Talbot probably had a wralpboard full of
ladies' leftovers somewhere! No doubt he'd eveparesl the room
for His Lordship last night beforehand, delicatidgving behind a
ready supply of condoms in case His Lordship hagirdortunate slip
of memory.

Can't have the Winterborne blood being contaminateany way,
can we? Can't go lettingommonflesh get too close to the puret
strains. After all, commoners might have unspeakaldeases. Or,
worse, they might actuallyreed.

Marina had worked herself up to a good head ohstiexa breakfast
time. But once Rebecca joined her on the stailgjringpher hand and
chattering away like the happy little girl she wistgrina resolved to
put her bad temper aside. What would be the poigpoiling the day
for Rebecca by being cranky? Or in spoiling the fé@yherself?
She'd known the score, hadn't she?



But it was infinitely hard to hold her tongue whdames came
downstairs in a darkly brooding mood. He presehietkelf briefly
in the morning room, saying he wouldn't be having lareakfast and
that he'd already had coffee in his room. He theappeared into his
study with the excuse that he had estate busioegtend to while he
was down.

A most put-out Marina was left to entertain Rebewd#o didn't seem
to mind. If Marina hadn't liked the child so mudtesnight have gone
and given James a piece of her mind. How daredde her so

shabbily? As it was, she set to giving the litllé gopme quality time

while they could be together. After all, Rebeccd ttago back to the
hospital that afternoon.

'l don't want you to ever go back home, Marina' ¢hild said with
touching sincerity, over the morning tea party tiveye having in the
gazebo. 'Can't you stay longer?'

'I'm afraid not, sweetie. | really must be goingrt® Oh, dear!" she
exclaimed as a thought struck.

'What is it?"'

'l just realised. I...I haven't rung home to legrthknow I'm catching
the next plane. | wonder what time it is in Sydnéyink there's ten
hours' difference, which would make it nine at nighl have to go
back to the house and ring straight away, Rebétmald best come
with me.'

'Oh, do | have to?'

Marina had no intention of leaving the seven- yddrimattended
next to a lake. 'Yes, you do," she insisted. ‘titily be for a few
minutes. Come on.'

'Oh, all right. I'll go and talk to Mildred."'



Mildred directed Marina to James's study door, thvatked off with
her charge already talking fifty to the dozen. Marknocked, and
entered after a brusque, 'Come in.’

James was indeed sitting behind a desk. But he'twasrking. He
was leaning back in a large wing- backed leatharr@nd seemed to
be contemplating his shoes, which were proppedrufhe leather-
topped -desk.

He's been avoiding me, Marina realised.

His feet dropped to the floor at her entrance that wasn't as far as
her heart had dropped. He snapped-*forward, cleagitated by her
sudden appearance. 'l thought you were Talbosalie

'‘No, it's just me,' she retorted coldly. 'Last righay.’
His eyes showed shock at her worlsdher tone.

'l have to ring Sydney,' she went on curtly. 'l chée tell Shane to
meet the following day's plane. Mildred said | @buke the phone in
the hall, but I'm funny about things like using ertipeople's phones
for long-distance calls. | worry about the money absting.

'Silly me!" She smirked at his still shocked fadeshould have
realised money means nothing to men like you. Sominterrupting
your work. I'll just trundle on back the way | caamed use the phone
in the lower hallway, like Mildred said.

‘Don't worry. I'll soon get the hang of doing inR® as the Romans
do. It's just that I'm not used to creeping infgeatleman's bedroom
in the dead of night. I'm not used to a gentlemgargleman secretly
handing me my hairpins in the morning like it whae most normal
thing in the world. And I'm certainly not used toy novers—as
pathetically few as they have been—treating mengd morning
like | have a contagious disease. As | said. $ilg}'



She spun on her heels to leave, and would have stoifene hadn't
grabbed her from behind, pulling her back agaimst énd kicking
the door shut with his foot. With an amazing bwfkstrength she
wrenched out of his hold and whirled, her handrslj@cross his face
with incredible force. The sound of it striking likeek was like the
crack of a bull whip.She stared, stunned, as thiegamprint of her
hand flared against his skin.

'‘Oh!" she cried, then stared down at her own stopgand. She might
have burst into tears if she hadn't been so afpalle

James just stood there, his hand lifting slowlyréce the red welts as
they rose. 'Remind me not to grab you too oftensdnd drily.

‘James, I'm sorry!" she blurted out.

'‘Don't be,' he said. 'l dare say | deserved it. &sd who am sorry. |
didn't stop to think how my mood this morning migippear to you.
Lords don't often have to think of others, althoudtonestly do try
to.'

Which he did, she knew. She'd seen the evidencehisf
thoughtfulness. With William. And Henry. And Rebacc

*You can make your call in here,' he said, andtpdito the phone on
the desk. 'l think I'd best go and put a cold caapron this.'

Marina groaned once he'd left the room. She féiely ashamed of
herself. He hadn't made false promises to her. &d'htreated her
that badly. She'd had no right to hit him. She wasng like a

melodramatic fool!

Sighing, she walked slowly over to pick up the reee having to
stop and think at length before remembering theseas codes and
dialling.



Shane answered fairly quickly.
‘Yep?" he said succinctly.
‘Shane, it's Marina.'

‘About time, too, madam. | was beginning to thirdud forgotten
me.'

'Of course | haven't forgotten you,' she said cdlsef She had no
intention of breaking up with him over the phonal @housands of
miles away. To do so would be cruel, and Shane'tdidserve that.
‘The thing is, Shane, today's plane was overboakddhey've asked
me to delay my flight till tomorrow.'

'‘What? With a first-class seat? You just damned te#llthem that's
not on. Insist on the Sunday flight.'

Marina sighed. 'l can't do that, Shane.'

‘Women!" he scorned. 'How do you ever think yogang to get on
in this world if you don't insist on your rightsdr mother would
have told them what for, Marina. She was one tolagly. Still, |
guess the airline pays for everything when thispeag, don't they?
But don't let them put you in some second-clas# jminight. Insist
on a five-star hotel, with taxis to and fro.'

'I'm staying the extra night at His Lordship's @pent in London,’
she explained. 'lt's in Mayfair. And his car widke me to the airport.’

‘My, my, how toffy! So what's the old geezer liled?'

The old geezer walked in at that point and stoedethwatching her.
Marina was somewhat relieved to see his cheek badned to
normal.



'He's very nice,' she murmured.

‘And very rich." Shane sounded envious. 'Has hermgyou a gift in
appreciation of your generosity in going over tf?ére

‘Not exactly.’
'‘What do you mean by not exactly?'

'‘Well, hehasput all he owns at my disposal,’ she said, her kifting
as their eyes met across the room. 'And that's \o&gn.memorable.'

'Pigs! The least he could have done was give yame#ung
personal.'

'l must go, Shane. This is costing a fortune. Dfumtiet to meet the
plane.’

'See yuh.'
She hung up and battled to stop her chin from qunge

‘You're not still going to marry him, are you?' &mmasked in a
disbelieving voice.

She laughed the threatened tears away. But it wha nice laugh.
"You're not still going to marry Lady Tiffany, ag@u?" she shot
straight back.

'‘But you don'tlove him,"” he went on, as if he hadn't heard he
counter-argument.

‘And you don't lovéher!" she cried, and threw her arms up in the air
his obtuseness. 'For pity's sake, face it, Jaméethgr you lovene
or not is immaterial. You don't loveer. If you did, you would have



made love to her by now. Nothing would have stopped. Not
honour, conscience or some stupid sacred dutyrtbroéher!

‘You're a passionate man. For you, love and sek mabver be
separated. You might like and admire her. You migékresponsible
for her. You might wish to protect and cherish lBart you absolutely
do not love—'

A loud ‘ahem' in the open doorway behind Jamegstbplarina in
her tracks. It was the inimitable Talbot, doingeafpct imitation of
Henry at his most formal.

'I'm sorry to interrupt, My Lord. But you have awor.'
James turned slowly. Stiffly. 'A visitor?"

‘Yes, My Lord. Lady Tiffany.'

Marina threw a shocked James an equally shockéd loo
‘Lady Tiffany?' he echoed, his voice taut.

'Yes, My Lord. She's waiting for you in the drawingom. She
wishes to see you...alone.’

There was a moment's fraught silence.
'Please tell Lady Tiffany that I will be along stigr
‘Yes, My Lord.' The butler gave the minutest of sand was gone.

Marina had to admire the swift way James had coegbdsmself.
But what on earth was Tiffany doing back in Englanday earlier
than expected? And why had she hot-footed it sttalgtvnhere?



Her actions smacked of something suspicious. Mavimadered now
if she had been told something about herself antedaHad there
been some gossip which had led to that phone nafrmay about
her having second thoughts?

Marina recalled the media had snapped more thaw sliots of her
and James together the Wednesday he'd broughbhes from the
hospital, one with his arm around her waist. It Ih@en in all the
morning papers. Maybe someone had also seen tlgathey at the
theatre and had hurried to inform Tiffany. Peopleld be dreadful
mischief-makers.

Another more horrible thought intruded.
‘James, surely Henry would not have—?"

'‘No,"' he broke in curtly. 'Henry wouttbthave.' He came forward anc
took her by the shoulders, holding her firmly ancting her to look
him square in the eye. 'Before | see what Tiffarants,' he ground
out, 'tell me one thing. What was behind your #adminute ago?
Dare | hope you really, truly love me, Marina? Casathere some
other reason for it?'

...
'Don't lie to me. | need to know the truth.’

Hope filled her heart at his passionately urgemhaled. 'Yes,' she
told him. 'Yes, | do love you. Really. Truly.'

'‘Dear God, why didn't you say so last night?'

‘Why didn'tI? Why didn‘'tyou?”



He looked bewildered. 'How could I, when | thougitu were
leaving me to go back to Australia, that all | @bbhve with you was
just the one night?'

Her breath caught. 'l...I only said that becausad so sure you didn't
really love me, that all you wanted was sex.'

'‘Ahh." He sighed deeply, then smiled the widesttsatisfied smile.
‘Stay here, my love. I'll try not to be too long.’

Marina watched him stride out of the room, her haleady racing
along with her mind.

His love...
He'd called her his love.

He loved her. He really, truly loved her—loved Imeore than he'd
ever loved Tiffany.

Armed with that knowledge, Marina knew she wouldtgdhe ends
of the earth for him now. He would never have @ Wwithout her.
Never, for as long as they lived!



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

MARINA was pacing impatiently around the room when Talb
appeared in the doorway.

'His Lordship would like you to join him and Ladyffany in the
drawing room, miss,' the butler announced. 'lessiicond door along
on your—'

‘Yes, yes, Talbot,' she broke in agitatedly. 'l\knehere it is. Thank
you.'

Talbot disappeared and Marina sucked in severatigteg breaths.
But to no avail. She was suddenly besieged by seassd the most
undermining thoughts.

Why hadn't James come back to get her himself?7Tifgahy dashed
straight home from Italy after the wedding becaslse regretted her
phone call the other day? Was she at this very mobrbegging
James's forgiveness, telling him she loved him stiildwanted to
marry him? Had he taken one look at her perfectycimed self and
decided he could not possibly throw away the liéhad planned
with her in favour of a working-class Aussie gid'th only just met?

Marina knew she was being ridiculously negative jtowas still with
great reluctance that she stepped out into* thevagland headed
towards the drawing room.

During her grand tour the previous day, Marina taought the
drawing room the most welcoming room in the holi$e wallpaper
was a soft green, with white flowers strewn acias§he drapes at
the tall windows were gold and the carpet a tonwadtern. The
furniture, which was arranged in cosy groups, «iadiof armchairs
covered in green and gold brocade and various naatyogjde-tables
on which sat vases of fresh flowers picked fromghedens.



The whole room had a warm and friendly look.

But Marina felt anything but warm at that momenerkstomach
churned as she reached the drawing room doorwary dbntracted at
the sight before her eyes. James was standingnndf the fireplace,
his arms around Tiffany. She had her head on hestadnd she was
weeping. Was that good news or bad?

‘Don't cry, Tiffany, love,’ James was saying in teotg tones.
‘There's no reason to cry now, is there? You'veeduthing to be
ashamed of or feel guilty over. You're one of theetest, nicest girls
I've ever known. And | still love you dearly. Dodistress yourself
so. This is not the end of the world."

Marina must have made some sound, for James glamgeand
smiled an apologetic smile at her.

'Sorry to send Talbot for you,' he told her genthyt Tiffany was
upset, as you can see. Though not about what yghitne thinking,'
he added. 'l haven't had the opportunity to expddliout us. Tiffany
has been telling me about this man she met in. Ifadyg fell in love
with...'Marina's eyebrows shot up as her heart tleagh a
combination of shock and delight.

Lady Tiffany, who was looking beautiful and fragile a pale blue
dress, drew back from James's arms and shot Magoafused look.
'‘Us?' she repeated, glancing from Marina back twe3a

‘Yes, Tiffany,us' he confessed firmly. 'Marina and myself. Com
over here, darling,’ he said, and stretched outeekdning arm
towards her.

Marina's insides were trembling as she walked i#tovelcoming
warmth, all her nerves and doubts disappearingrasd gathered her
to his side.



'‘We fell in love with each other this past week,tbld Tiffany gently.
'‘We didn't mean for it to happen any more than ymant to fall in
love with your Italian. We tried to fight our feegis, but in the end
fate conspired against us and we... Well | haveotafess that our
relationship has progressed beyond the platonic.'

Tiffany was definitely looking a little shell- shoe#t, but not at all
shattered.

‘But | want you to know," Marina added, 'that ylu rang James on
Friday he was a perfect gentleman—and fiance—imyaway.'

'I'm quite sure he was," Tiffany agreed sincerttgn smiled up at
him. 'Oh, James, this is such wonderful news. Yoaotade me feel so
much better! There | was, terrified that along wdking your good

opinion of me | might have broken your heart. Boah see-4hat it is
in very safe hands indeed. | could not hope for tofind someone

any sweeter than

Marina, here.' And she came forward and kisseddaon the cheek.

'‘And what a lucky girl you are too, Marina,' Tiffagontinued. 'To
have a man like James fall in love with you. | adnfiim more than
any man | know. To be honest, | have hero-worshdgpe since |
was a little girl.'

'‘Come now, Tiffany," James muttered. 'Don't go emalsaing me.'

'‘What is embarrassing about my saying | have alMayexd you? For
| have. And | still do. But | see now it is not teert of love a wife
should have for her husband. Just as the love gwa for me is not
the sort of love a husband should have for a wife.’

‘Tiffany, |—'

'No, no, James, let me finish. | think Marina slabluéar this too.'



Marina was all ears. She had never heard anythiagvanted to hear
more.

'l know about the solemn promise you made to Petav,you vowed
to look after me if ever anything happened to hiimat was why you
asked me to marry you in the first place, wasf@tBecause you
thought | needed you by my side to protect me filmsiworld. And |
can understand why. | have been such a child. Aeeenything. But
| think I'm on the way to growing up a bit now.

‘My Italian taught me in a single hour what twertdge years of being
the naive child of my hopelessly old-fashioned ataichily staid

parents could never teach me. What true love waabalut. What
desire was. And passion!'

‘Tiffany!" James exclaimed, shock in his voice. UYlsaven't? You
didn't? Not after one miserable hour with a man'¢gust met?'

'‘Oh, dearest James, of course not. | couldn't chamg habits of a
lifetime that quickly. But | wanted to. Oh, how bwted to. You and
Marina must know what that is like, being in lovauyselves.'

James was not going to be so easily mollified. @GJd@e was also not
about to forget that promise to Tiffany's brothi€hat's all very well,
but whois this man? Where did you meet him? Does he love y
back?"

Tiffany's smile made her whole face light up. 'Hedshe did. A
hundred times. Oh, James, he is so wonderful. Andandsome.
And so...s0..."

'Sexy?' Marina inserted mischievously.

Tiffany's high colour and slightly flustered stat@nsformed her from
her usual cool beauty to a creature of startlimggality. Her Italian



lover might not yet have taken her virginity, betchcertainly given
her innocence a nudge.

‘Yes,verysexy,' she admitted, and blushed even more fuyious

'‘But can he look after you?' James demanded to kittag he a job?
He doesn't know you're from a titled family, doe®h

Marina could only smile at this very male trait lobking first to
financial matters. But she was glad James dideinse® notice the
change in the girl. He must truly lovger not to be affected by
Tiffany's blossoming sexuality.

‘James, don't badger the girl!" Marina protesi&hen are you going
to see your Italian again, Tiffany?'

'‘He'll be in London next week,' she said excitettlys family are in
fashion. The Ferruccis. You must have heard of thEmy own an
exclusive label, with boutiques all over the wodd,| don't think you
have to worry about Marco being a gold-digger, Jardear.

'‘Besides, we Ravensbrooks don't have that much yrefitanyway.

My father's already frittered away most of the figraifortunes. Why
do you think | have a job as a tour guide overatifam Castle? Any
man marrying me certainly won't be marrying merfgr money!'

James frowned. 'He's asked you to marry him alrgady

'No, of course not. But he will,' she said, withthé confidence of the
young and inexperienced.

Marina was not about to disillusion her by sayihgttmen didn't
always ask the girls they said they loved to méngm. Theymade
love to them. But that was a different matter etyir



Marina's thoughts suddenly struck closer to horames claimed he
loved her—and she really didn't doubt that—buthasm hadn't been
accompanied by an offer of marriage. Of course hatdly had the
opportunity, but maybe he never would. Maybehigigwher was not
going to be enough to take them to the altar tagetiot inhisworld.

A knot of immediate tension formed in Marina's samtm Was it all
too good to be true?

Tiffany stayed a little while longer, chattering avabout her
gorgeous ltalian, who had been a guest at oneeoptb-wedding
parties and then at the wedding itself, where hanthaminded her
purple bridesmaid dress at all. Probably becausdamily's bridal
boutique in Rome had provided all the clothes lierwedding party.

He wasn't a relative of the bride and groom. Oes@nal friend. In
fact the bride and groom hadn't been aware ofrbes ilentity. To
them he'd been merely the man from the bridal boetiwho was
contacted when one of the dresses hadn't shown up.

The bride's mother had been so impressed with diuiness and
charm that she had impulsively invited him to bthté pre-wedding
party that night and the wedding itself. It wasfdiy who was to
later find out he was one of the famed Ferrucdiboagh he had
modestly declined her wish to tell all and sundig'd said he was
enjoying being treated like a nobody.

T have heard the name Ferrucci,' James saidhatilounding happy.
‘But | know nothing of the family. I'm also not swyour folks will be
happy with your getting mixed up with some Italidiffany.'

‘They'll have to like it or lump it, I'm afraidllibe twenty-one next
month. | think that's old enough to make my ownislens, don't
you?'



Personally, Marina thought twenty-one was still dlyfiyoung.
She'd been a right ninny at twenty- one.

And you're still a ninnythat perverse voice piped uphinking that
the Earl of Winterborne was going to marry you!

'I'd better be going,' Tiffany said. 'But befordd | want to tell you
how happy | am for you both. | think you're muchtéesuited to
James than me, Marina. You'll be able to stanaum. And you're
nice and tall as well. James always rather overaned bit.’

‘And your Italian doesn't overawe you?' James asked

Tiffany's laugh was a little self-conscious. '‘Obsyhe does. Terribly.
But in a different and rather delicious way. ls.hard to explain,’

Marina knew exactly what Tiffany meant.

'You be careful with this Italian fellow, Tiffany,James warned.
'‘Don't rush into things. Men of his ilk are usedyids coming across
without their having to promise them anything.'

'‘Oh, Marco's not like that," Tiffany denied. 'He&y passionate, but
very sincere. He said he's prepared to wait forfondfor ever, if
necessary. But | don't think he'll have to wailoay as that." And she
winked at them both.

When James scowled, Tiffany laughed. ‘Do stop wogryJames. |
promise | won't do anythingou wouldn't do with Marina. Now |
simply must go. Walk me to the car, will you?'

They did, and waved her off. But once the car wa®bsight Marina
turned to him and voiced the mounting worry in imend.

'Interesting observation about the male gendermade just then,’
she began, matter-of-factly, even though she &isaous inside. 'So



tell me—are you going to prove to be a man of tkatou spoke of,
who expects a girl to come across without him psamg her
anything? Is your so-called love for me just womlsare you going
to put a decent proposal where your mouth is?'

'‘Ahh," he said. 'Trust you to cut straight to thexcof the matter.'

'It's the nature of the beast,' she agreed, ra#inty. ‘Well, James?
Are you going to ask me to marry you or not? Beealigou're not,

then don't expect a repeat performance of lasttnigbr all his

miserliness, Shane at least gave me an engageimgmm iexchange
for my favours in bed!'

James glared at her for a moment, then took heramhstarted
propelling her down the front steps.

‘What? Where are you taking me? Take your handmeffind just
answer the question, damn you!'

'l will, when I'm good and ready,' he said curtiNow, do please shut
that very loud mouth of yours for a few- miserasdeonds, will you?
| do not want William, who is just over there waslithe car,

knowing my private business.'

'‘No kidding?' she mocked. 'Since when do the amiatry-care about
their staff knowing their private business? Tallabteady knows
exactly what went on in your room last night, alidMarrant William
has a pretty good idea too!

'‘Be quiet, woman, or by God I'll make more noisstipou—and in a
way that will have William and the rest of the helsld scandalised
for a decade!'

'Why, you're nothing but a bully! she protestedhashepherded her
across the lawn and down to the boatshed on the eflthe lake.
Once there, he wrapped a solid arm around her wastned the



door, hoisted her off her feet and carried herd|sthen kicked the
door shut behind him.

‘Tiffany was right to dump you,' she huffed andfedf 'Keep this
manhandling stuff up and I'll dump you as well.’

‘The only one being dumped around hergas, Miss Loud Mouth.'
And he dropped her onto an old divan in the corner.

She stared up at him as he stripped his sweaterhisehead and
tossed it aside, then began with breathless spebddrousers. 'You
wouldn't!" she gasped, despite her eyes being gluéas body and
her pulse-rate accelerating like mad.

'l surely would. So get your gear off as well, ngadfuture wife.'
"Your what?"

‘You heard what | said.'

'‘Oh!" she cried. '"You mean it? You really mean it?'

'Is this the body of a man who doesn't mean whatlys?'

'l mean about us getting married, silly.'

'Of course | mean it. Would a peer of the realntdigou?' He bent
and began attacking the buttons of her shirt. Marmmediately
found it hard to concentrate on anything-but Jasnksgsy fingers,
which were unhooking her bra in no time flat.

‘Are you saying lords don't lie?' she asked, ratiheathlessly.

'‘Not this lord." The bra gone, he tipped her backwards agath
started on the jeans.



'l...1 didn't think lords married girls like me.’

He laughed. 'Wherever did you get such a crazy?deads have
been known to marry girls a lot more unsuitablentyau, my darling
Marina. At the turn of the century they went thrbug phase of
marrying chorus girls and actresses—which, belraeeat that time
were one rung above a woman of the streets. Andttiere was my
own brother," James went on as Marina's jeansddine rest of her
clothes. 'He married one of the notorious Binghants.g

Marina's head jerked up to stare at him. 'B-Bingnhgirls?' she
croaked.

James took no notice of her horrified expressiteiies focused on
divesting her of her white lace panties while heethon. 'l suppose
you haven't heard of the Binghams all the way avéwustralia?

‘Their father was Sir Richard Bingham, knighted Fas dubious

contributions to trade and industry. An ambitioague if ever there
was one. Still, he was filthy rich and spoiled daighters rotten. A
wild lot, the four of them, with little reputatideft by the time they
reached puberty. But damned beautiful. I'll givenththat. All of

them with names beginning with J.

‘Joy, my brother's wife, was the youngest—thoughwgas, in fact, a
good few years older than Laurence. She had asisti@r who ran off

with some stablehand barely a week before she ovasatry some

aging Italian count. Can't think what her name wasmine? No, that
was the eldest. And Janet was the middle girl. ¢ds. It was

Jocelyn.'

Marina gasped.

James pulled her up to his chest, their bodiea@yréused. 'Yes, |
know,' he rasped. 'You take my breath away too.,Gwd been
thinking of nothing else but this since | woke tmsrning. Why do



you think | was in such a black mood? And why da ybink |
avoided you like poison? One look at you and | imeegony. On top
of that, | thought you were going to leave me andbagck to Australia
and marry that Shane person.’

‘Never," she choked out, her head whirling.

'‘We're going to have to get married soon, darlihgan't keep
dragging you into boatsheds at inappropriate tithes don't move. |
can't bear it when you move. Oh, God, Marina. as;ght, move.
Oh, my darling...my darling...'



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
'YOU'RE very quiet,' James said.

They were on their way back to London. William whssy

negotiating the Sunday afternoon traffic, bumpdoumper in parts,
and Rebecca was sound asleep again, with her meadcwoshion in
Marina's lap.

‘Are you having second thoughts about my propoda?‘asked
quietly.

‘Are you?'she countered.

‘Not at all. And if you're worried about being aptad as my wife
then don't be. As | said before, that kind of srevplis dead and gone.
You saw the way Mildred reacted when | told here Stas very
pleased. And Talbot, | assure you, was more theaspeld when | told
him. He said you were a lovely lady and wisheduwesyehappiness.'

‘That's all very well, but what about Henry? | dahink Henry's
going to be aall pleased.'

‘Henry will get used to the idea.'

'‘Never in a million years. He had your life all npaol out, as the best
Earl of Winterborne for a hundred years along i perfect wife
by your side. And it wasn't me,' she finished urgilgp

'l don't think you know Henry as well as you thydu do. One of the
reasons he was all for Tiffany was because Rebked her so
much. Once he realises Rebecca's as crazy abowsybam, then
you will have a new champion, | assure you.

'‘Frankly, | suspect you've already won the old @yar. | recognised
the signs all last week. It was just his loyaltyl diking for Tiffany



that was getting in the way. After | explain Tiff{gs change of heart,
he'll feel free to grovel at your feet as I'm sheawould like to.'

‘Henry, grovel?' Marina exclaimed, though somewdwithed and
flattered by James's assertions. 'Henry would ngnearel.'

'‘Smiling is Henry's way of grovelling. Once he &amiling at you,
you're in.'

'He did almost smile at me once,' Marina remarked thoudiatf

James bestowed a real smile on her. 'See? Whatelidyou? You
have nothing to worry about.’

Except that | haven't told you yet I'm one of thos#rious Bingham
girls, Marina thought ruefully.

Rebecca was teary at the hospital.

*You will come back?' she cried, clinging to Mariféou really are
going to marry Uncle James, aren't you?"

Marina hugged the child to her. 'Wild horses wae'ep me away
from you, sweetie. Or your Uncle James.' And sheagd up at him
through swimming eyes, before hugging the weepttlg girl some
more. 'I'll be back before you know it. But | hawego home for a
little while to sell my mother's house and colleaine more clothes. |
hardly have a thing to wear, you know, and thatleeadful thing in a
lady's book. Much worse than having no hair.'

‘Nothing's worse than having no hair!" Rebeccadgpiaintively.

Marina pulled back and wiped the child's tears fr@ncheeks while
she struggled to stop her own. 'You're so righg'agreed. 'But in no
time you'll have more hair than you'll know whatdo with. And

you'll be so well! Your Uncle James and | are gamtake you home



as soon as | get back, and you'll never have toecbeare again.
Except perhaps for the odd check-up. But thebd'lvith you, and |
won't leave you alone for a second.’

Rebecca drew back to raise her big green eyes en ntbst
heart-wrenching way. 'Promise?"'

'‘Cross my heart.' Which she did with her finger.
The child threw her arms around her again. 'Ohjmdat love you!

‘And | love you too, darling. Now, let's get youdunessed and into
bed before | get into trouble from the sister. Yaouldn't want to get
me into trouble, would you?'

‘You're so good with her,' James complimented hahe drive back
to the apartment. They were sitting together onbthek seat of the
Bentley. James's arm was around Marina's shoulu®har cheek
was resting on his chest.

Marina bit her bottom lip. She was feeling awfuitggile. What on

earth would they do if Rebecca was not better vdiencame back?
What if the transplant hadn't worked? What if tlemaer returned
with a vengeance?

Suddenly it all became too much for her. 'Oh, J&msée cried, and
buried her face in his chest, the tears which Ihaeatened in the
hospital room flowing down her cheeks.

‘Yes, | know," he said quietly, holding her closel detting her cry.
'‘But someone quite wonderful recently told me tiwat must have
faith. We must believe. And | do believe, Marindelieve it was no
rare coincidence that your name popped out of mbgister. Your
being sent over here to save Rebecca's life wgpeadf destiny. It
had been written. I'm not sure how or why, but #&swRebecca is



going to get well. She is going to live as sureynge're going to get
married and live happily ever after. | know it.’

'‘Oh!" Marina gasped, and sat upright, wiping hargeaway. 'Oh, |
just realised! | didn't before. | was worried yought not be happy
about it, but now | see how silly I'm being, be@i's me you love,
not someone's daughter. Yet being that persontghtiaiuis why this
happened, why | was a near perfect match. Oh, Jaladsg, you're
So right. Itwaswritten. Itwas!

He cupped her face and stared deep into her éyasna, | don't
have the foggiest clue what you're talking about.'

'‘No, of course you don't. And | wouldn't have— weday. But today,
in the boatshed, you said something and | realised.

'Realised what?"

‘That my being a near perfect match with Rebecca wnat a
coincidence. You see, I'm not a stranger who jagpkned to have
the right blood and tissue type. I'm a relative!" »

'A relative?'

'Yes, my mother's maiden name, James, was Binglkaehécca's
maternal grandmother—Joy Bingham—was my motheits $ister.
My mother was Jocelyn Bingham.'

'‘Good God!" he exclaimed. But then he laughed.iMathat's just so
incredible!

'Yes, | know,' she said. 'Just think! You endedwiiih one of the
notorious Bingham girls.’

He grinned. 'You mean one of those bad girls whaiethmen for
their money?'



‘My mother didn't!" Marina defended. 'She marriedlbve!

'So she did. Just like her darling daughter. Youlad@ me, don't
you?' he asked as he gathered her to him once more.

'l love you so much,' she murmured, 'that it's gpeedy indecent.'

'‘Mmm. Do you think you might sneak upstairs into ragm tonight
when Henry's asleep? | mean, if you're going t@way for three
weeks, I'll need a little something to remember pgu

‘Are you sure | can trust you out of my sight foattlong?'

‘Are you sure | can trust you back there in sunogtfalia with that
Shane fellow?'

'Yes.' -

'‘Give me your word.' 'You have it.'

‘And you have mine.'

She sighed her contentment and snuggled into him.

'‘One thing you must learn about us Marsden meméddold her as
he stroked her hair, 'is that we have been notsriakes down the
years, but once we fall in love and marry it'sgood. Nothing—and
| mean nothing—will ever stop me loving you, Marinkhat's the
nature ofthis beast.’

'l like the sound of that.'
'‘We're just turning down the mews.'

Marina sat upright with a swift resurgence of nerv®h, dear God.
Henry!



James chuckled. 'Don't be afraid of Henry. He'srabl in wolfs
clothing.'

'l...I just want him to approve of me.'

'‘He doesapprove of you.'

'‘No, he doesn't. | think he thinks I'm a hussy.'
James grinned. 'Yoare a hussy.'

'‘And you'rea rake!'

‘See how well matched we are?'

'‘Oh, you...you...'

He kissed her, then helped her out of the car.igklwas pretending
not to have seen or heard a thing, but Marina thbage saw the
corners of his mouth twitching. And his eyes wegritely laughing
at them. She found some comfort in that, for astlédilliam
approved of her,

Henry was waiting in the foyer to give them a wehed so
un-Henry-like that Marina was rendered speechlessrhiled rather
smugly at James, then flummoxed Marina by actuallyging her.

'l've just heard the wonderful news,' he announdealying back to
stand with ramrod straightness once more. 'FioshfLady Tiffany,
then from Mildred. | can't tell you how delightedm, My Lord, that
everything has worked out so well.’

‘Tiffany contacted you?' James asked.

'Yes, My Lord. To reassure me, | think, that shewas happy about
the situation. | must admit Wwas relieved. | have always greatly



admired Lady Tiffany, but there is something abbliss Marina,
here, which is so hard to resist.’

‘Very hard, Henry.'

'l could see that last week, My Lord. | did feel fgou, and the
dilemma you were in. | hope you will forgive meg kwvent on,
looking decidedly sheepish, 'but I...er...engaged little subterfuge
myself in order to give you a push in the righediron.’

'Really? What subterfuge, Henry?' James askednirawy
‘Yes, what subterfuge, Henry?' Marina echoed,go&d.

‘The Bentley was not really in for service lastdag night," he
admitted.

James sucked in a sharp breath. 'Are you saying gmlering that
limousine was deliberate?'

'l thought you and Miss Marina could do with sonmet alone
together. Away from here, and in more... romantsurroundings.’

‘Henry, you have genuinely shocked me!
Me too, Marina thought.

'l find that hard to believe, My Lord.' Henry waasd to his po-faced
best. 'Being your valet over the years has broatleng mind
considerably in matters dealing with the opposi&.d merely
thought of whatyou might have done a little while back, when you
mind was not clouded by feelings of duty.’

‘Yes, well, enough of past history, Henry,"' Janag briskly. 'l think
we should move on to the present. Mildred rang yoa,said?'



'Indeed, My Lord. She was beside herself with haggs for you and
Miss Marina. She's so looking forward to Winterb®idall being a
family home again, with the patter of little feetshake some dust off
the portraits—especially those lining the staircastenry's eyes
twinkled in fond memory. 'Remember how you usedlide down
the banister, Jamie-boy?'

Marina stared at Henry. Why, James was right! Hevay just an old
fraud, with his stiff upper lip and his stuffy olhys. Underneath that
starchy facade he was just a big softie, not totimerm romantic.

'‘My God, don't go telling Marina things like thddenry!" James
exclaimed, though laughingly. 'I'm already havingpegh trouble
maintaining her respect. Now she not only thinks & rake, but a
rascal as well!

'l think Henry's the rascal,' Marina said, and céoneard to reach up
and give him a kiss. 'But a lovable rascal.'

Henry actually blushed. It was a sight to behold.

‘After James and | are married,’ she said, 'whenese stay at
Winterborne Hall you're coming with us, Henry. Andt to the
gatehouse, either. You will have a room near threery. Talbot and
Mildred are going to need all the help they canaypete | start having
babies.’

‘But | know nothing about babies, Miss Marina.'

‘Then you'll have to learn, Henry. Because | mighte to have quite
a few. Girls run in my family, and at least one ®yhe order of the
day, is it not? Now, | think we need one of youcdient pots of
coffee, Henry.'

'Yes, Miss Marina.'



Marina gave an exasperated sigh. 'And no moreatfNtss Marina
stuff, either.’

Henry gave her request some thought before sayfeg, | suppose
Miss Marina really won't be appropriate, underdineumstances. All
right. Would you like something to eat with yourffee, My Lady?'

Marina groaned. But then she shook her head agtéalhelplessly.
'l give up. You both win. I'll be a good Roman.'

'‘Roman?' Henry repeated blankly. 'I'm sorry, My yadut | don't
understand.'

Now James laughed. 'Don't even try, Henry. Doréndvy. Just lead
on to the kitchen.

'l must say | like the thought of our having lotk lmabies,’ he
whispered, after Henry had moved off. 'Having Rebegith me has
definitely sparked my fathering-instincts. And | dareally mind if

you don't have a boy.'

‘Well, if | don't, then you can only blame yoursdtfs actually the
man who determines the sex of the child. But, kmgwiou, I'll have
a boy straight away. In fact, it's quite possibig @& little heir and Earl
might be already on the way. You didn't use anytgmtoon in the
boatshed, and today is right in the middle of mgiey

'‘Really?' he said eagerly.

‘James Marsden!" she chided. 'Were you trying tkenmae pregnant
on purpose?’

'Er...

'Oh, James! You are worse than a rascal. You'ise.d..



‘A man desperately in love,' he finished for herdely. 'Who doesn't
want the woman he loves having any reason to chiaegmind.' He
stopped and pulled her to him and kissed her sgundl

'l have only one thing to add at this point in tjnme ground out when
he let her come up for air.

‘What?' she asked breathlessly.
'l hope Henry goes to bed early.'
'You mean unshockable Henry?' Marina asked, smilifige one
who sent us off in that boudoir on wheels? The sAem@y who saw

you through all your wild years?'

‘You're right!" James pronounced, and straightémedpine. 'Henry?'
he called out gruffly.

‘Yes, My Lord?' came the answer from the kitchen.
‘Cancel the coffee. Marina and | are going to bed!

There was only the minutest of hesitations in amswe'Very good,
My Lord.'



EPILOGUE

MARINA stood next to her husband in the small stone thurailt

over nine hundred years ago in Norman times, atfarfrom St.

Paul's Cathedral, where they'd been privileged giméo be married
just over nine months previously.

At least | didn't disgrace myself by having a baty soon after the
wedding, she thought, smiling. Little Harry hadréen conceived till
after she'd returned from her trip back to Sydney.

It had taken her just on a month to tie thingsru@ydney—slightly
longer than the three weeks she'd promised James.

Shane hadn't been too broken-hearted when she&d gimn his ring
back, especially when it had come with the horsekthe business
name of the riding school. Hedbeen shocked for a split second b
her announcement she was going to marry the EaNioferborne,
because he'd imagined James to be an elderly gemtleNhen he'd
quickly concluded— with smug predictability—that eshwas
marrying for money, Marina had found herself lgjtmm think so. It
had soothed Shane's ego somewhat and amuseddsatho

In the end Shane had taken out a bank loan onttlegsh of his

equity in the horses and riding school and purdahaise house and
property from Marina, which had meant everyone agspy. But the
loan and the exchanging of contracts had taken time

By the time she'd arrived back in London Jameshiesh predictably
keen to show her his love in more than words, wimehhad done
over the next week with overpowering passion anddat times.
Marina had been breathless at the chances heBablkwhen the urge
overtook James, he could be very forceful. She voelver be able
to go into his bank building again without blushimgdly.



Marina wondered idly whether Harry had been corextivm the lift
between the ninth and tenth floors, or on the bhoam table. She
rather fancied the latter, which, after all, hadrthe scene of many a
merger. Though none quite so...exciting. Just thoplabout it made
Marina's heart beat faster.

Little Harry started to cry at that moment, snagphMarina back to
the moment at hand. The vicar had started pouheghbly water
over his forehead and Harry was not at all imprésse

Henry clucked and cooed the infant back to swéstae with all the
experience of six weeks being Harry's first emecgemanny, and
now his godfather.

Marina leant over towards James. 'Henry's got & keack with
Harry, hasn't he?' she whispered.

‘You won't be saying that when he starts imbuing With all those
starchy old ideas of his," he whispered back. "Whén he insists on
the boy being sent away to school at the tendepbtggght.'

‘A lot you know. Henry and | had a little chat thether
morning—around two o'clock, it was—and we both dedi Harry
wasn't going anywhere for a long, long time."’

James sighed. 'Between the two of you, | don'kthm going to have
any say at all in the raising of my own son."

‘You chose his name, didn't you?"
'l chose Henry. And you promptly changed it to Karr

‘Just to save confusion, old chap,' she said witulalic school
accent, then grinned up into James's startled f&ast being a good
Roman.'



'‘Whatever am | going to do with you, Marina?'
"'l show you tonight. The doctor's given me threan light.'

She loved the sound of her husband's intake oftlorgdus the
squeezing of her hand. 'Just in time, too," he enedt under his
breath. 'There are only so many exercises | cda tike my mind off
things. Rebecca says I'm beginning to look like dhdn
What's-his-name.'

At the mention of Rebecca, Marina's sparkling eseifted from
Henry and the baby in his arms to the cute littegganding next to
him in the very feminine apple-green dress, hardde hand on the
hem of Harry's long white Christening robe. She dpavn so pretty,
with her once bald head now covered in red-goldsctire exact
colour of Marina's. The specialists had given Ier dll-clear some
months back, although they would continue to marh&r for some
time to come.

'‘Look at Rebecca's face,' James whispered wheamie do the part
where the godparents had to say something. 'Sbgsosid to be
Harry's godmother. It was a lovely idea of yoursisé her, Marina.'

'She's like aeal little mother to Harry. I've never known a chita/é
another child so much.'

‘She told me the other night she wanted you to levieast six
babies.’

'Only six? She told me ten!

'Er...I thought I'd better water the number dowvittla before you got
ideas.’

'Me? Get ideas?"



‘Yes, My Lady,' he whispered drily. 'Already you'seept through
Winterborne Hall like a whirlwind, with your radicAussie ways,
changing my normally sensible staff into dotinghaling idiots after
your making all of them part-time nannies to HaMgw what's this |
hear about you converting the gatehouse into ageel?"

'‘Well, there isn't one for miles and | rather ntisaching, James. |
always did like infants better than older childrand | thought this
was a way of killing three birds with one stone.’

"Threebirds?'

‘Yes. It will provide a valuable service for ouildnen and others in
the village. It will prevent my get-ting teachettsh. And I'll be able
to do something with that monstrosity. Brighteapta bit. Maybe I'll
paint it pink.'

'Pink!'

'‘Okay, I'll leave the outside up to you and youndidasters. But
Inside there's going to be lots of colours. And ¢joing to have a
garden and playground out the back. What do yok#i

'l think you're marvellous.'

'l mean about the idea, silly.'

'l think it's marvellous too.'

'So | have your approval?'

'‘Go for your life.’

Her eyes danced up at him as she smothered a laugh.

'‘What?' he said. 'What did | say?"



‘That was a very Aussie expression. You'd bettechvé or you
won't even be a Roman any more yourself. Now hyshHenry's
frowning at you, Jamie-boy.’

James opened his mouth to protest, then closgdirh & smile wryly
at his wife.

Marina was smiling herself. With happiness.

Thank you, Gogdshe prayed, despite not having been brought bp to
overly religious. But she'd come to have a greapeet for the
Almighty since he'd answered her other prayersrodgg Rebecca.

Thank you for darling little Harry, who is utterperfect. Thank you
for keeping Aunt Jasmine and Aunt

Janet alive till | found them. They are much nidem | imagined.

She cast a quick, smiling glance over her shoulitethe two
handsome ladies a couple of rows back. They weigpidg in
diamonds and pearls, and both childless widowsaeir tate fifties,
after the elderly titled gentlemen they'd marriedheir twenties had
long passed on. Despite being rich beyond behefy seemed to be
genuinely thrilled at meeting up with their long#losece and being
drawn into such a happy—and more normal—family emment.

Marina's gaze shifted to the left and she exchargyeies with
Tiffany and her gorgeous Italian. They had beerriggifor just on
six months and were divinely happy, especially tioat Tiffany was
expecting.

Sighing her satisfaction with life in general, Maiturned back to
face the front and resume her conversation with_drd.

Thank you for Henry's continuing good health. Aniddidd's. And
especially Rebecca's. But most of all thank you rfiyr darling



husband, who truly does love me for the person &dadinot for any
other reason.

'‘Amen,’ James said, and Marina's head jerked ugtaie at him.
Goodness, had he read her mind? Seen into herhitsfu§he hoped
not. Sometimes her thoughts were not quite fit &husband's
consumption.

'It's over at last,’ he explained into her questignface. 'The
christening.’

'Oh." Her eyes swept over her handsome husbandrenthought of
all those exercises he'd been doing and how manslhe was
looking.

Fervently she added her last prayer.

And please, Lord, please let Harry sleep right tighb the night
tonight!



